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“What are you doing?”

“Giving you what you want. What you’ve wanted so long. Giving you me, my love.”

I slammed my laptop shut.

I just couldn’t understand what was going on. Why would Andrea be doing this? Maybe it was all just a big joke. I decided to head on down to her room and see if she was actually doing this, or if someone was playing a prank. I wasn’t friends with everyone at this office; maybe that loser Bill was trying to get revenge on me for screwing up his big presentation.

I walked into her doorway and saw that she was sitting at her computer. Her breasts were still exposed but she had closed the laptop and was facing me, smiling, one leg crossed over the other. My stepmom began to fondle herself as I approached, my cock hardening in my pants.

“Mom... what are you doing? This is crazy.”

“You can’t tell me you don’t want it.”

“Of course I want it, but...”

I came up to her, drawn to her like a moth to the flame, and felt her hand go to my groin. She caressed the large bulge in my pants, looking up into my eyes with pleasure and excitement. “I had no idea you were hiding this big cock under here...wow, it feels so full. Mommy wants to drain those big balls of yours, love, if you’ll just let her...”

The Alpha Program Part I: Claiming Andrea

Working from home.

It sounded like the most boring job ever.

Who wants to be stuck at home all day, trapped as a prisoner of domesticity?

I sure as hell didn’t.

But that was my new company program. “Reduce costs,” they said. “Improve worker productivity.” Make everyone stay home so you don’t have to deal with office space, more like.

I was a programmer so it wasn’t as if I had to worry about physically being there. But what I did have to worry about was my future.

And I didn’t see a future “working from home.”

My sexy boss Madeline was the one who informed me. As always she was wearing that tight miniskirt, heels, and blouse that showed off her cleavage. With long blonde hair and piercing green eyes, Madeline could’ve easily been a supermodel if she didn’t work as VP of my firm.

But here she was, staring me down, her tits about three feet away from my face.

“I’m sorry, Robert. I know this wasn’t the situation you had in mind. But it’s really what’s best for the company. We just have to find whatever ways we can to cut costs right now.”

“I understand.”

She smiled, sweeping her gaze briefly down my body. I’m sure she had to notice the bulge in my pants whenever I was around her. Being attracted to your boss wasn’t exactly professional, but I couldn’t help it. She was hot.

My desire for Madeline usually manifested itself in the form of fantasies I thought of nightly. I would stroke myself imagining her hot, full breasts wrapped around my oak, seeing her push them up and down. Seeing myself over her, pressing her into the desk as I fucked her hard from behind, pushing my thick shaft into her wet, juicy pussy. The very idea drove me crazy. I would come insanely hard, spewing semen across my bed.

But here we were in real life, and I couldn’t have her that way.

“Glad to hear it. I’ll be in touch if there’s anything else.” She went back to her computer, signaling that my time in her office was over.

I picked up my stuff and headed out the door. This was going to be my last day in the physical office. I felt a strange sense of sadness knowing there would be no reason for me to come back.

I tried to shrug it off.

****

“Hi, sweetie.”

My stepmom Andrea greeted me with a kiss when I returned home. Her arms slid around my waist and she pulled me into a gentle hug. Yet another woman I was hard for and couldn’t have.

To be honest, my stepmother had long been the main figure in my fantasies. I wanted Madeline...but Andrea was the prize, the ideal, the one I could never possess. Every sway of her lovely hips and breasts made me hard. Her soft hands would caress my shoulders, giving me a massage at the end of the day. My dad was barely ever home, apparently preferring the office to my gorgeous stepmom because he was insane or something. But I never saw her touching him this way, not anymore.

I think if I had been able to have mom, I wouldn’t have even wanted Madeline. Hell, though, they were both really sexy. The fantasy of both of them, sucking my cock — mom on one side, Madeline on the other, gazing up at me adoringly...

Let’s just say I came hard thinking about that one, too.

Things were normal between me and Andrea for a long time, as normal as they could be between a woman who took a strange boy into her arms and said he would be her son from now on. That was when I was five; now I was twenty-two, a grown man with a hard body and dark desires. Wanting my mom had begun when I was nineteen or so; right after I had come in on her once in the bathroom. She was naked from her waist up, her full breasts there, with the large dark nipples puffy and swollen. To kiss them, to suck them... It plagued me, the idea of doing that. I ached for it. But she saw me in the mirror as I approached and kind of half-crossed her arm over herself saying, “Hi baby. You’re home early.” I just stammered my response like a fooL.

When I thought she wasn’t looking, I would watch her, seeing every undulation of her ass and sway of her breasts. What kind of pervert watches his mother and desires her sexually? I did, and that was that.

I had no idea that a silly accident was about to change everything and bring me fulfillment of my heart’s deepest desires.

****

It all started one day when I was at work at my new home office. I had set it up a day or so after leaving my complex; I needed a quiet place to work during the day and Andrea wanted part of the house to herself as well, os she could do her distance courses. It gave us both the privacy and space we needed.

So there I was, typing some commands into my program. I was getting really frustrated, not having much luck getting the result I wanted.

A box popped up asking me, PLEASE INPUT YOUR WISH.

I thought that was a strange thing to ask... my wish? And what program was asking me for it?

But I was too tired and drained to care at the moment, so I type: Fucking Andrea.

Pressing enter, the screen went black for a moment — then suddenly up popped my stepmom as though we were on video cam. She was sitting at her laptop, mousing through something. Suddenly she gave a brief shudder and her jaw went slack, as if she’d been electrified.

A change came over her. She lost the studious look she’d had a moment ago; suddenly she just looked, well, horny. She licked her lips and smiled at the screen like she was a camgirl, reaching for her voluptuous tits. “Does my big boy want to taste momma’s creamy, full breasts?” she asked, petting each of her mounds slowly and sensuously. She unbuttoned her top and removed her bra, showing me the nakedness of her amazing breasts. The big nipples were there as before — yet now they were fuller and darker, aching to be sucked.

I stared in shock. What the hell was happening. “Uhhhh...mom?”

“Yes, baby?”

“What are you doing?”

“Giving you what you want. What you’ve wanted so long. Giving you me, my love.”

I slammed my laptop shut.

I just couldn’t understand what was going on. Why would Andrea be doing this? Maybe it was all just a big joke. I decided to head on down to her room and see if she was actually doing this, or if someone was playing a prank. I wasn’t friends with everyone at this office; maybe that loser Bill was trying to get revenge on me for screwing up his big presentation.

I walked into her doorway and saw that she was sitting at her computer. Her breasts were still exposed but she had closed the laptop and was facing me, smiling, one leg crossed over the other. She began to fondle herself as I approached, my cock hardening in my pants.

“Mom... what are you doing? This is crazy.”

“You can’t tell me you don’t want it.”

“Of course I want it, but...”

I came up to her, drawn to her like a moth to the flame, and felt her hand go to my groin. She caressed the large bulge in my pants, looking up into my eyes with pleasure and excitement. “I had no idea you were hiding this big cock under here...wow, it feels so full. Mommy wants to drain those big balls of yours, love, if you’ll just let her...”

She unzipped my pants and I shuddered. I couldn’t stop her now if I had wanted to. She removed my thick, throbbing shaft from my pants and began to lick it up and down. She sucked me into her full, sensuous lips and caressed my cock with her tongue. She sucked on me eagerly, taking my shaft as deep in her mouth as she could — even into her throat. I groaned with the need for release, taking her hair into my hand.

“Ohhh yeah, just like that, you fucking slut. Suck that big cock. That’s it, mom. Suck on your son’s cock. You like it, don’t you...”

I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my own mouth but it was like I had no control. I was just talking, saying whatever came to mind as she serviced me. A powerful feeling, a sense of complete dominance, filled me in that moment. I knew above all else I wanted my mother to be my slut.

I got her onto her hands and knees and positioned myself behind her, pressing my cock into her. Her ass was amazing, so full and ready; I wanted to fuck her there but her pussy was first. Inch by inch I sank into her soft wet depths, her lips spewing encouraging, profane words. “Oh yes baby...fill me up with that big meat...I can feel your huge cock in my pussy, so big inside me. Oh god, Robbie...it’s so big and so hot. It’s throbbing inside me.”

I growled with lust and grabbed her shoulders, plunging my thick cock in and out of her. She enjoyed every second of this, rocking her hips back and trying to take me deeper. “Yes, fuck that pussy...fuck me good and hard. Make your mother your slut. Own me, Robbie.”

My shaft spread her open, forcing her to take me. I spread her pucker with my finger and drove it inside her, feeling her squirm on my probing finger, making sounds of pleasure. “Yes, honey...make me yours...make me belong to you forever..”

“You are mine, Andrea. Now and forever. You’re my slut. Your holes are open to me any time I wish, understand?”

“Yes!” she squealed happily, impaled once more on my cock. I felt her getting close to cumming and slid my cock out of her pussy, coating her tight pucker with her juices. I slid our mingled fluids up and down my cock, making it good and wet, then pressed the tip slowly inside her tight ass.

“Oh fuck Robbie...you’re going in your momma’s ass...I want to give it to you...give you everything...”

“I’m going to fuck your ass, mom.”

“Yessss...do it baby...put it in your mother’s ass...”

I slid in inch by inch and pressed past her tight ring, making her let out an “Oh!” of passion. She squeezed my cock inside her tight bottom, the thick globes looking amazing as they hugged the sides of my cock. There I was, splitting my stepmom’s ass with my thick shaft, grinding slowly back and forth inside her. My balls throbbed as I pressed them against the delicious meaty cheeks of her ass.

“I’ve dreamed about this,” she moaned. “Dreamed about being with you, baby...having you in my mouth, in my arms...inside your mother’s pussy...I wanted you there, where your huge cock is filling me now...”

“I wanted you too, mom.” I thrust in and out of her, enjoying the delicious pleasure — but at the back of my mind that nagging voice refused to silence. What had happened? What had turned her into this slut, begging for her son’s cock? Was it really just the command I had typed into the computer?

“Don’t stop, baby...fuck me....please fuck me...master...”

Hearing my hot stepmom call me master sent all my doubts out the window. I groaned and grabbed her hips tight, plunging deep inside her. “You want me to fuck you, slut? Your wish is coming true.” I pounded her ass hard, making her moan continuously with my thrusts, a long “Ohhhhhhhhh” that was punctuated by the hard shoving of my cock in and out of her ass.

“Ahhhh, fuck, “ I growled and pushed in deep, pumping thick jets of cum into my stepmother’s ass. I gave her the whole length of my cock, spewing into her. She screamed and came, trembling, spasms wracking her body. I had never seen her cum like that — not that I’d ever watched her cum at all. But the sight was incredible, the hottest thing in my life.

I leaned forward, taking her throat in my hand. She turned her head and responded with a soft moan to the possessive hold, my lips covering hers in a hungry kiss. She yielded to me, softening in some way, her ass clenching my spurting cock as I claimed her fully as my own.

Buried deep in my stepmom’s ass, holding her dominantly, I felt a sense of satisfaction. That this was how things should be. I knew it instinctively.

Maybe “working from home” wouldn’t be so bad after all.

****

Andrea and I had sex several times that afternoon, me taking her as often as I wished, from behind, in her ass, in her pussy, fucking her mouth, feeling my cock deep at the back of her throat. I enjoyed using her and she enjoyed being used. Who knew my stepmom’s deepest desire was getting treated like a slut by her stepson? I was just thrilled that we were finally able to realize our sexual passion.

Still, the question reigned in my mind: what had triggered this? Andrea’d always been sexual, subtly flirtatious, but never given me the idea she would go all the way with me. It was like, when I’d typed that command into my laptop, it and given her the encouragement she needed.

It had opened her up, literally and figuratively.

If it worked on her, who else would it work on?

Madeline?

I wondered.

As Andrea and I lay together on her bed, her head on my chest, my hand stroking her back, I heard the door downstairs open. Dad, no doubt. Probably coming back after one of his drunken binges.

We quickly dressed and cleaned the room, making it look as though no one had been in there. My dad’s footsteps were on the stairs a moment later. I realized for the first time in my life, I saw him as an equal — perhaps even as someone weaker than I was. He wouldn’t need to go out and fuck his secretary or whoever he was fucking, if he was a real man.

I stared him down as he began his way up the stairs. He saw me, swaying a bit unsteadily. “Robbbert...what the hell you doing home...”

“I work here now, asshole.”

He grunted. His hand closed around the stairs.

He saw mom next to me, holding my arm. She was afraid of him; he’d probably hit her.

Well, no more of that.

“I’m not going to let you screw around here anymore.”

“Whaddya mean? This is my...hic....fucking house.”

He barely got up the next step before toppling over, landing with a thud along the side of the staircase.

I pulled out my laptop and keyed in the command: “Make dad go away.”

I didn’t know what would happen. I had no idea, at all.

But to my shock, he slowly stood up, staring up at the two of us. “I...uh...forgot somethin’ in my car.” He looked confused, like he couldn’t figure out what he was trying to find. “I’ll be back...later...some other time...”

He staggered out the door and got in his car — then drove away, the engine roaring with his insane drunk driving.

Andrea leaned against my shoulder, wrapping her arm around my waist. “Is he gone for good?”

“Yeah,” I said, still baffled by how this worked...yet not complaining. “He’s gone for good.”

“Then you’re the man of the house now.”

I turned to her. Her eyes were large, round, beautiful, and submissive. She slowly drew her robe down her shoulders, revealing her lovely nude body to me once more. “I am yours at all times, my son, my master. Use me as you please.”

My cock throbbed to life at the sight of her lovely full breasts, her glistening shaved pussy, her creamy thighs. Her lovely lips and beautiful face, her hair falling in waves around her shoulders. I ached to stuff her pussy full of my cock then and there, and nearly did so.

But first I needed to find out what was going on with this program — how it got there, how I could use it, how I could master the world around me.

Because I meant to do just that.
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“So you want me to untie you.”

Her eyes flicked to the bulge in my pants. She bit her lip. I saw a drip of moisture slide down her perfect shaved pussy lips. Was my own stepsister turned on by her stepbrother watching her like this?

“Yeah, that would be the idea,” she said.

I walked over to her, taking a seat on the edge of the bed. My hand came up to her thigh, gently caressing the smooth skin. “What’ll you give me for it?”

“Don’t be an asshole! Just untie me!”

My fingers slid further down her thigh, moving toward the heat of her cunt. As my index finger brushed her slick pussy lips, she gasped and thrust her hips forward unthinkingly. “Don’t...you can’t...you’re my stepbrother...”

“That’s true.” I took out my laptop and keyed in: Make Sarah my slut. “But really, you’ve always wanted me, and I’ve always wanted you...and now this is the perfect opportunity.” I watched her eyes open wide and her jaw go slack just like mom’s had, as the program took effect and her brain was rewired. She was becoming my perfect little slut — no more resistance.

“Yes....brother...my hot, sexy bro, Robert....”

Her voice even sounded different — submissive and horny.

The Alpha Program Part II: Claiming Sarah

As I sat at my desk, contemplating my next move, I realized I was a hell of a lucky guy.

I had found some kind of program on my computer — how it got there, who knows? — that let me control the world around me.

I typed in a command, and things happened.

Like my dad, leaving us for good, allowing me to possess my hot stepmom Andrea as I had always wanted.

In fact, she was servicing me right now, sucking my cock as I worked. My legs were spread, cock taken out of my pants, and now embedded in her warm wet mouth. She was wearing just the thong bottom and collar I’d fitted her with; if you were under my desk, behind her, you could see the slice of fabric splitting her wet pussy lips, which were perfectly shaved for me.

You would hear the noises, “Mmmm, mmmm” as her mouth moved up and down around me. The wet slurp of her lips. The gag of her throat. Her submissive moan as my hand came down on her head, forcing my shaft deep inside.

Make no mistake, Andrea lived to serve me. She loved it.

“Come up here, mom. I want to fuck you on the desk.”

She eagerly complied. “Yes Robby...baby...my master...” She bent over the desk and I pushed her thong slit to the side, exposing her dripping pussy lips. Taking my cock in hand, I split those lips open, watching as they parted like ripe, succulent fruit around my thick cock. I stroked her hard, faster and faster, bringing her to the edge. I felt the heat inside her, watching as perspiration bathed her forehead and mine. I squeezed her tits, then slapped them. They bounced up and down in time with her moans and gasps.

“Oh yeah, fuck me baby. It feels so good. You’re so deep in me, so hot, so dominant.” I grabbed her throat and held her down as I fucked her; she loved me treating her rough and reminding her what a slut she was.

“Take this big dick. Your holes exist for me to use when I please. Isn’t that right, my slutty mom?”

“Yes baby...ohhhh fuck...your cock so deep in me...my holes all for you, every one...”

“Your whole body is for me to use how I please. If I want you to fuck four men in front of me, to let them use your body while I watch, you’ll do it. You’ll take all the cocks I wish.” As I said it I took a vibrator from my desk and flipped it on, lubing it up and easing it into her tight little ass. She gasped in shock and pleasure, her tender bud taking the toy inch by inch. It buzzed as it filled her up, my cock still plunging in and out of her pussy, which coated me with fresh wetness.

“OH baby.... oh my god, I’m so full...So full of you...” I slid my finger into her mouth and she sucked on it, giving me a look of complete submission.

I thrust in deep and held myself inside her. “Ohhh fuck, mom....I’m cumming...shooting my load up in your tight pussy, my whore...my slut mother....”

“Yesssss, my love...sir...please fill me....please knock me up...”

I groaned at the thought of Andrea’s belly swollen with my child. I shot thick loads of cum into her, feeling her pussy clench around me, draining me of every drop.

I pulled my dick from her, leaving a sloppy trail of white cum. She lay there on my desk, throughly fucked, legs spread, my cum dripping out of her pussy. She was hot. And she was fucked.

By me. Continually.

With the collar, she looked even more sexy...even more submissive. It was a reminder that my stepmother was my property. Her holes were mine to fill with whatever I pleased, whenever I pleased.

I wanted more.

I still continued my work for the company, figuring it best to keep up my facade for now. Before long I would develop my own firm and take over as CEO. Being a billionaire boss with beautiful women at his knees all day sounded pretty great. But for now, I needed time to plan, to decide where I was going next.

And my decision was simple. A number popped up on my phone, along with the picture of my beautiful stepsister Sarah. She was blonde and petite, with an athletic body and figure but also lovely full breasts, just the right size. I thought about her being pregnant with my baby, and the thought alone made my cock throb.

“Hi Sarah,” I answered. “What’s up?”

“Bro, I need your help. I’m sort of..in a bind.”

“What kind of bind?”

“Come over and I’ll show you.”

***

I drove over to Sarah’s house, laptop in hand. Whatever she was dealing with, I’d be able to fix it easily, just like I had with getting dad out of the picture.

I found Sarah tied up... literally in a bind. She was positioned on her bed, legs spread, wearing nothing but a thong bottom and a tight bikini top. She flushed with embarrassment as I saw her.

“Thank god you answered.”

“How did you even use the phone?”

“Voice activated, remember? I have Alexa.”

I stared, unable to tear my eyes away. Fuck, she was hot. I could see her shaved pussy underneath the thong; spread and bound like this, she was perfectly positioned for fucking.

“Uh...why are you like this, Sarah?”

“My, um...my boyfriend and I were just playing a game...and then he left me like this, the asshole.”

I made a note: Get rid of Sarah’s boyfriend. My program would do that later.

“So you want me to untie you.”

Her eyes flicked to the bulge in my pants. She bit her lip. I saw a drip of moisture slide down her perfect shaved pussy lips. Was my own stepsister turned on by her brother watching her like this?

“Yeah, that would be the idea,” she said.

I walked over to her, taking a seat on the edge of the bed. My hand came up to her thigh, gently caressing the smooth skin. “What’ll you give me for it?”

“Don’t be an asshole! Just untie me!”

My fingers slid further down her thigh, moving toward the heat of her cunt. As my index finger brushed her slick pussy lips, she gasped and thrust her hips forward unthinkingly. “Don’t...you can’t...you’re my brother...”

“That’s true.” I took out my laptop and keyed in: Make Sarah my slut. “But really, you’ve always wanted me, and I’ve always wanted you...and now this is the perfect opportunity.” I watched her eyes open wide and her jaw go slack just like mom’s had, as the program took effect and her brain was rewired. She was becoming my perfect little slut — no more resistance.

“Yes....brother...my hot, sexy bro, Robert....”

Her voice even sounded different — submissive and horny.

I pushed her panties to the side and plunged my fingers into my sister’s hot, horny wet cunt. She felt warm and wet around me, amazing. She gasped in pleasure as my fingers filled her, pussy squeezing me. I got down between her legs, unable to stop with just the feel of her around me — I needed a taste, too.

I grinned up at her. “Dreamed about this too, didn’t you, my little slut?”

“Yes, big bro...I’ve dreamed of you fucking me for ages...Ohhhh...” She moaned as I licked a long slow trail up her wet pussy, the flat of my tongue pressed to her skin. I moved her legs farther apart and stroked her thighs. I circled her clit with pressure and gentle strokes. She began to shudder and shake, convulsing with a powerful orgasm as her stepbrother ate her cunt.

I stood and took out my cock. Her eyes widened at the sight of me. “Oh god, it’s so big...it’s never going to fit...”

“It’s okay, Sarah. Trust me. I’m your big brother, your protector. Your master. You know it will fit.”

My words had a soothing effect on her, triggering her submission. “Yes...of course, master. I’ll take anything you give me.”

Her pussy parted around the thickness of my cock as I entered her. I plunged into her over and over, making her take me, hearing her wails of pleasure as I fucked her relentlessly. I pushed her bikini top up, watching her full tits bounce. I squeezed them roughly.

“Yes, big bro...master...squeeze those tits...I want to see your cock there between them,” she moaned.

I wanted that too. I slid my dick from her pussy with a wet slurp and held her breasts together, pressing my cock between them. I split the ripe mounds, watching as her small but full breasts took my meat between them. “Yeah...take that cock between your tits...fuck, sis, that feels amazing.”

“Yes...yes...fuck me...fuck my tits...” She gasped.

I pushed my cock up to the top of them, my balls crushed between, and her lips surrounded me. “Yeah...just like that. Take it in your mouth, slut. Suck my cock, my slutty sister...suck it...Fuck....Yeah...”

I untied her and freed her hands, allowing her better access to service me with her mouth. She knelt and eagerly sucked on me, licking and sucking my cock hungrily. Her head began to bob as my dick bounced against the back of her throat. It made wet noises as I face fucked her, watching her lovely mouth take me.

She smiled up at me as my cock slid form her mouth. I pressed her into the sheets, pinning her arms above her head as I spread her legs and slid my cock into her once more. In and out I began to pound, fucking her in earnest now, wanting to cum — and wanting to feel her spasm around me.

“Oh brother. Oh master. Oh my master...fuck me...fill me...your cock is so big...oh fuck, I’m cumming...!”

She gasped as her pussy spasmed around me, her body wracked with shudders. I groaned at the feel of her moist flesh clenching around me. Her pussy was so wet, her inner walls tight around me. I thrust in hard and deep, continuing to plow her right through her orgasm, roughly fucking my little sister.

“I’m gonna shoot...gonna breed you little sis...”

She gasped as I shot thick streams of cum into her pussy. Over and over I jetted into her, seeming to cum harder than in my whole life.

We stayed locked together, my cock inside my sister’s pussy. Finally we kissed hard and hot, her fingers moving up and down my broad back and shoulders.

“So strong...so good,” she moaned. “You fucked me so hard, bro.”

I removed my cock from her and watched the wet trail of cum slide from her pussy. I had now owned both my stepmom and my stepsister. I felt strong, powerful, and dominant. I knew I was now their alpha, claiming the women I desired.

I took Sarah home with me and it wasn’t long before she and Andrea were both on their knees, servicing my cock at the same time.

****

One night the two of them were together with me, lounging on the couch. I felt the urge rise in me, the dominant desire. My cock began to throb; Sarah’s head was resting on my lap and her arm was around mom, who was lying on her side facing me. I began to stroke up and down mom’s back, while my other hand curled in Sarah’s hair. Sarah was rubbing her face gently up and down my crotch where my cock was forming a thick bulge.

She looked up at me and smiled. “Would my brother, my master, like me to take his cock in my mouth?”

“Yes, I would.”

She unzipped me and removed my thick shaft, smiling as she stroked it up and down. A large drop of precum slid from the tip and coated the pulsing rod. Sarah’s pink tongue flicked out and tasted it, her body giving a shudder of pleasure. She took as much of me into her small cute mouth as she could; meanwhile mom watched, enjoying the show with a pleased smile. She moved Sarah’s hair back from her face as my stepsister began sucking on my rod in earnest.

“Mmmm, mmmm,” she moaned in her cute high-pitched voice, head bobbing up and down as she tried to take me. I hadn’t realized the first time, but my cock barely even fit in her mouth. It bulged out lewdly from her cheek, a sight that was surprisingly erotic. I liked the sense that Sarah could barely fit me in her mouth. I was just too big for her.

She released me with a pop and smiled, stroking my cock up and down. “My brother has the biggest cock I’ve ever seen.”

“Get up on me, straddle me. I want it in your pussy.”

She quickly complied, getting up on my lap and sliding her panties to the side. She sank down on me with her wetness, taking her brother’s cock deep in her tight cunt. She gave a gasping shudder and her whole body convulsed briefly. I knew she was on the verge of climax but was holding on as long as she could.

Mom got up, moving to kiss me. I claimed her mouth hungrily, tongue delving into her mouth, feeling hers. She moaned against me and felt my strong chest muscles and biceps, purring in pleasure. “Master, you’re so strong.”

I opened her top, removing her full tits and taking one into my mouth. As Sarah took my cock, bouncing up and down on top of me, I nursed my mom’s full nipples, almost expecting milk to come out, her breasts were so big and full.

The room filled with their mingled moans and gasps of pleasure. I smiled and held Sarah’s hips, driving my shaft upwards into her, spearing her over and over again. “Yessss....yes, master....that’s what I need, your cock in me....pounding me hard...oh yes, my brother’s big dick is inside me...filling me up...”

“Ahhhh, fuck, I’m cumming. Take it, Sarah. Take it, you slut. Take your brother’s hot seed, filling your tight pussy....”

She gasped as my release exploded inside her. I watched her body quiver as thrills of pleasure shimmered throughout her sexy, tight little body, her smallish breasts perfect in my hands. I pumped jet after jet into her, and the thought of knocking her up crossed my mind. Sarah’s cute little flat tummy becoming swollen and pregnant was insanely hot.

She lay to one side, thoroughly fucked, as I took Andrea next. I grabbed her ass and slid into her from behind, filling her up. She moaned as my thick cock impaled her, spearing into her dripping wet pussy. She came over and over as I fucked her, relentless, the power in my veins fueling me, making me a sexual dominant beast.

Just as I thought she was about to pass out from pleasure, from having so many orgasms, I felt my balls give a strong throb. “Mom, I’m gonna cum.”

“Ohhhhh....do it in me, baby....my master....fill me up....give your mother your hot seed...make me pregnant!”

I groaned at her words, holding deep inside. My cock jetted thick spurts of cum into her womb, and I could feel it pulsing hotly against the velvety soft sensation of her flesh.

The three of us lay together; me in the middle, my two well-fucked sluts tucked into my arms. Their bellies full of my seed. Probably pregnant.

Now there was just one more person I wanted to add to my harem. The thought of Madeline, my sexy little boss, getting knocked up with my huge and powerful shaft, spreading her legs for me...

That was one hell of an image.

And I was going to make it happen.
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The Alpha Program Part III: Claiming Madeline

“So, you liked my gift, did you?”

She held a briefcase in one hand as well.

“Fuck...Yeah...” I couldn’t think of much except for the ecstasy of Madeline’s squelching cunt, draining my balls.

“Good. Because it’s about to get even better.”

She opened her briefcase and pulled out a laptop, keying in a command. Suddenly my muscles began to bulge, popping out in my chest and stomach. My cock grew right there, inside Madeline’s cunt, making her gasp with surprise and pleasure. “Oh my god,” she squealed. “He’s getting bigger inside me.”

“That’s the idea.”

The mysterious woman stepped back, a faint smile on her lips.

I was normally sated after filling one of my conquests....but now I felt the primal urge to fuck. And fuck. And fuck.

I turned my boss around, lifting her creamy thigh and pushing into her tight cunt a second time. I was hard, so hard it hurt, and now my huge, throbbing meat needed satisfaction again. I pumped into her in hard, fast strokes, grunting in a primal way. The urge to dominate, to possess, to fuck....it was stronger than anything I could think of. Madeline’s hot tits bounced in time with my thrusts. “Yeah...spread me...fuck me....dominate me,” she gasped. “Breed me again, you fucking stud!”

The Alpha Program Part III: Claiming Madeline

“Hi, Robert. This is Madeline.” My boss’ sexy voice came in through the voicemail. “I was just wondering if you could come in at some point this week. I know you’re working from home now...it’s just sort of an idea I’d had, I wanted to throw it by you...Yeah. So anyway.” She paused a moment like she wanted to say something more. Something important.

“So anyway...I’ll talk to you later. Thanks, bye.”

My fingers lingered the button. I smiled and typed into my laptop: Make Madeline want me.

Pressed enter.

Then I got into my car and drove down to the office.

****

She was waiting for me when I got there. On the way up to her office, no one had stopped me. That alone was pretty unusual. Normally people felt the need to question me or give me weird looks; what else would they do for a lowly programmer? But now I had altered a few things with my laptop, including my status at the company.

No more lowly programmer. I was now in possession of an important rank and considered a valuable part of the company. All thanks to what I’d dubbed The Alpha Program, as it had turned me into a dominant alpha male.

Madeline saw that and responded right away. She was wearing her usual tight blouse and skirt getup, my favorite. Her heels accentuated her slim, delicious calves and made her butt bounce slightly as she got up from her seat and came over to me. “Robert...I’m so happy you came,” she purred.

There was an electricity, a tension between us. She was looking at me differently, as if she really liked what she saw. “You know...I had this great idea for a new project we could work on...”

I walked up to her and closed the gap between us, circling her waist with my arm. “What’s that?”

She shivered at my touch and closeness, breathing deep of my masculine scent. Her nose pressed into my shirt and she gazed up at me, her body feeling limp in my arms. I held her around her waist, just envisioning how I was going to skewer her hot little body on my cock in various positions.

“I...I can’t remember anymore,” she said, her eyes filling with sheer submission and lust. “All I can think of is how good you smell...and how badly I want your big, hard cock inside me...”

Her hand massaged the bulge in my trousers, rubbing up and down. I smiled and threaded my fingers through her hair, holding her tight and possessive at the back of her neck. “Good. Because I’m going to take you, now. Possess you, Madeline. Make you mine. My slut...my property...fill all your holes when I want you.”

She shuddered with pleasure at my words. She couldn’t say anything; any coherent thought vanished as my lips touched her neck. I could sense her juices starting to flow; I moved my hands down the smooth contour of her ass, enjoying the feel of her body.

“I wanted you a long time, Madeline. A very long time.”

She kissed my cheek several times and melted at my touch, my hands caressing her breasts. “I want to give you everything, master. My body...every part of me, always available for you to use when you please.”

I nodded in satisfaction. Tearing open her blouse, I tugged her bra down to expose her full tits and began sucking. My lips closed on the left one, drawing moans of pleasure from her. I knelt there, nursing my boss’ creamy breasts one by one, hands squeezing them together, watching the firm pink nipples harden and engorge. They were slick and wet with my saliva.

When I had taken my fill of her luscious tits, I stood and took my cock out. “On your knees, slut. I want to see this thick meat stuffing your face.”

She happily obliged, smiling up at me with a horny look. “Oh, yes sir...I want so badly to have your huge cock in my mouth...Mmmmph!” She moaned in pleasure as I stuffed her pretty lips full of cock.

She sucked the shaft while gazing up at me with those beautiful eyes of hers, slowly moving her head back and forth, coating me with her saliva. Her warm, wet mouth felt amazing. She sucked hard for a moment and massaged my balls, her soft fingers cradling them. “Mmmm, mmmmm....” She closed her eyes and began to really enjoy it. I took her head in my hands and fucked into her mouth, thrusting back and forth, making her take my hard shaft over and over.

She flushed and quivered; I knew the signs. She was orgasming, coming right there as she sucked me. Amused as I was, I decided to teach her a lesson. I pulled her off my cock with a slurp and got her to her feet. “Good sluts don’t come without permission...and you just came.”

“I’m sorry sir..I couldn’t help it...Your big cock in my mouth feels so good, so powerful and dominant...”

I bent her over the desk and pulled her panties and skirt down, exposing her full, sexy ass. Damn, that pussy was puffy and hot...wet, dripping...just aching to be filled. But first. “I’m going to spank this ass until you understand you aren’t to come until I say you can.”

She squealed at the first slap. Her bottom turned red as I delivered one after another, making her pussy drip even more copiously. “I’m sorry sir...I’ll never do it again...I’ll only cum when you say I can! I promise!”

“Whose slut are you?”

“Yours, master, and only yours!”

I plunged my cock deep inside her, spearing her to the hilt. She squealed in lust as I drove into her good and hard. I wanted to ride her, fuck her into bliss, make her forget everything but my huge shaft impaling her. She came immediately, her whole body shuddering again, but this time I just allowed her to ride out the orgasm and experience the ecstasy of being dominated.

“Yes...master...so deep in me...oh god, fuck me...fuck me hard!” I held her by the wrist, watching my big shaft move in and out of her wet, sloppy cunt. Her office filled with our moans of passion, my big balls slapping her ass.

“I’m going to fill you up, slut, breed you. Make you my whore forever.”

I thrust in deep and pumped thick jets of cum into her. She spasmed around me, her pussy clenching and milking me.

As I filled my boss’ tight pussy with my semen, the door flew open. In walked a group of masked men along with a small woman in a tight vest and skirt. Her eyes were covered by a pair of dark glasses.

“So, you liked my gift, did you?”

She held a briefcase in one hand as well.

“Fuck...Yeah...” I couldn’t think of much except for the ecstasy of Madeline’s squelching cunt, draining my balls.

“Good. Because it’s about to get even better.”

She opened her briefcase and pulled out a laptop, keying in a command. Suddenly my muscles began to bulge, popping out in my chest and stomach. My cock grew right there, inside Madeline’s cunt, making her gasp with surprise and pleasure. “Oh my god,” she squealed. “He’s getting bigger inside me.”

“That’s the idea.”

The mysterious woman stepped back, a faint smile on her lips.

I was normally sated after filling one of my conquests....but now I felt the primal urge to fuck. And fuck. And fuck.

I turned my boss around, lifting her creamy thigh and pushing into her tight cunt a second time. I was hard, so hard it hurt, and now my huge, throbbing meat needed satisfaction again. I pumped into her in hard, fast strokes, grunting in a primal way. The urge to dominate, to possess, to fuck....it was stronger than anything I could think of. Madeline’s hot tits bounced in time with my thrusts. “Yeah...spread me...fuck me....dominate me,” she gasped. “Breed me again, you fucking stud!”

As I neared a second orgasm, I pulled out of her and stroked my thick cock several times. It spurted hot jets of white seed onto her breasts and stomach, the liquid trailing down her smooth skin. Marking her as mine.

As I stood there, my spurting cock in hand, I turned to the mysterious woman. She removed her glasses, revealing a set of beautiful blue eyes that locked onto mine. For a second, I saw there what I had seen countless times — the attraction, the primal need to be tamed and bred by me...

She stroked her throat gently and then gave a soft cough. “I’ll be going now.” She set down a small white card on the desk. “For later, when you have questions.”

Then, followed by the masked men, she disappeared through the doorway.

Madeline lay there in post-orgasmic bliss, her lips open, cum staining her beautiful body. She gazed at me in rapture. “God, I’ve never been fucked like that before...you’re amazing, Robert.”

I held her hair and gave her a hot, passionate kiss, which she returned eagerly.

But in my mind, the question burned: who was that woman with the suitcase? What had she typed into her laptop? Had she somehow increased my alpha male lust, making me hornier, more dominant, and more primal than ever before?

Most of all, when was I going to fuck her?

****

Madeline joined me back at the house. She entered at my side, slightly to my right, eyes bowed submissively. I stroked her hair gently and pulled her to me, allowing her to look around. “This is going to be your home now, too.”

“I’ll live as one of your submissives, master?”

“Yes. I’ll breed you and keep you here with me.” My hand passed over her stomach, imagining how she’d look pregnant. The thought sent blood rushing to my cock, which hardened instantly.

I kissed each of her breasts and stroked her smooth thighs, enjoying her soft sighs of pleasure. Then, after a brief but hot kiss, I sent her upstairs to get changed into something comfortable.

Meaning, nothing — except a collar.

It turned out “working from home” was exactly what I wanted. In the coming months, I created my own company, taking over the one I’d worked for under Madeline. Now that I was the boss, the CEO, and she my property, it was easy for me understand the inner workings of the firm. I made deals with powerful executives and truly came into my own. The dominant alpha juice running through my veins certainly helped.

At night I would return home, choosing one (or more) of my submissive harem and taking them to my bedroom. I would spread Andrea’s thighs and plunging to her, hearing her moan, “Oh Robert...you’re fucking me...you’re in my cunt...yes, fuck me master...fuck your mother...”

Or I would put Sarah on her hands and knees, spreading her tight little asshole and invading her pucker. “Oh yes....” she would hiss in pleasure, “Fuck me up the ass, brother. Put that big cock up in me. Use all my slutty little holes.”

I would fill her ass, her pussy, her mouth, leaving her dripping with cum and totally fucked.

Madeline, as well, got plowed by my thick cock plenty of times. Sometimes I would do her and then Sarah from behind, or have them both suck my cock at the same time. While Andrea would cook dinner, barefoot and naked, wearing only her collar or some lingerie I liked.

Obviously the sex was great. Our relationships were good, too. The one question I now had to answer was: who was that strange woman from the office, and how would I find her?

Typing in the request into my program didn’t work. It was the first thing that didn’t. As if it was blocked. I just got a blank screen and no result whatsoever.

But as time passed, I got the sense that when she wanted to find me, she would, and I needed to let her.

Sure enough, she showed up one night at my doorstep. I was still “working” — well, if working meant plunging my dick in and out of Sarah’s pussy while I used my fingers on Madeline’s. “Come in,” I called as the doorbell rang.

In she came, my mysterious temptress. There were no men in black masks this time with her; just her, alone, carrying that briefcase which I guess held her laptop.

“Still putting my gift to good work,” she observed as I screwed my stepsister and fingered my former boss.

“Your gift, hm?” The moans of my two sluts filled the air, but obviously didn’t bother her. “So you’re the one who set up the program on my computer?”

“Yes.” She removed her coat, revealing a set of nice breasts under a beautiful red dress. “My name is Lilah O’Brian, and I created the program.”

“So why me?”

She came toward me, hips swaying slightly. She was amazingly beautiful, her long blonde hair falling down her shoulders, eyes even more piercing up close. Her voice was rich, sensuous and soft, her lips full and rosy. “Because you were the best choice, quite simply.” She smiled. “I watched you, you know.”

“How?”

“At your office. The security cameras. I observed that you were quiet and thoughtful. That you cared a great deal about your work. But I knew, deep down, you had these desires. I had access to your search history. You went to your fair share of dominant and submissive porn sites, didn’t you?”

“Yes, but...” I still didn’t know how she understood my fantasies so well.

“You see, I know you, Robert. The truth is...You and I are two sides of the same coin.” She looked at me with that enigmatic expression.

“What do you mean?”

“You crave being the dominant. Having a woman at your feet, sucking your cock, worshiping it...filling her with your seed, forcing her to take your huge shaft.” She rubbed up and down my bulge as she spoke, her words whisper-soft in my ear. “I crave the opposite: being forced. Being taken. Forced to become a slut, a cock-hungry whore who begs for her master’s hand around her throat...” She kissed the side of my neck. “Being fucked up the ass by a big, powerful dick like yours.”

Her words, her smell, her presence...all of it ignited something inside me. My hand went around her throat and gently massaged it. I saw the look in her eyes change from surprise to pleasure. “So that’s what you wanted all along? Making me an alpha, the perfect dominant, so I would fuck you the way you craved?”

“Yes, Robert. That’s what I want.”

“Then in that case, you’re coming with me.”

****

I picked Lilah up over my shoulder and took her into my bedroom. I tied her to my bed with wide ribbon, securing her hands to the wooden headboard. Her legs spread for me and I tied her ankles to the foot of the bed. I saw that she became wet — extremely wet — from just the act of being tied up.

She gave soft moans as I did this, clearly enjoying the thrill of being tied up by the man who was about to fuck her. Good and hard, the way she wanted.

I put my hand between her legs and felt her wet pussy. “Is this what you’ve craved so long, Lilah?”

“Yes....so long...” She gasped as my fingers ran up and down her slit, feeling her deliciously soft flesh. I spread the puffy lips and plunged my fingers inside, gently finger-fucking her.

“I’m going to make you cum, Lilah. Over and over. Make you beg for my cock. Your’e going to become my slut, craving the taste of my cum daily in your mouth and pussy. In your ass. I’ll use you as I please, do you understand?”

“Yes...master...”

Was she serious? I had never used the program on her, so there was no way the code could have affected her. But the way she looked at me...the way she said master ...

It almost seemed she meant it.

Maybe she did.

I knelt my head and kissed her sweet pussy, licking up and down her folds. As I spread them and licked along the tender flesh, teasing her clit, she cried out and came. I fluttered my tongue on her sensitive pussy and made her squirm and writhe beneath me. My fingers plunged in and out of her, making her moan and scream in passion.

“Oh...fuck me...put your big cock in me, please master...”

I stroked my dick up and down her wet, weeping slit. Slowly I inched myself into her, watching as she held her position, giving me better access to her pussy. Her channel was liquid heat, surrounding my cock, feeing amazing. What was better than moving in and out of Lilah’s sweet cunt? Not much, I’ll tell you that.

“Oh...oh master...you’re fucking me...you shouldn’t be but you are...you’re so strong and so dominant...fucking me so good...so hard...”

I put my hand around her throat in the hold she craved and pounded into her. She gazed at me in open-mouthed pleasure, her expression one of pure bliss. I watched her beautiful face contort in passion, blonde curls flying as my cock speared her wet, juicy cunt. She was inflamed by me, set on fire, her pussy spasming wildly around my cock. I grunted and pushed in deep, holding myself inside her as I bred my new slut, the woman who had made me the alpha I was now.

I untied her and turned her over, sliding her pussy apart. “Oh master...you’re not going to fuck your slut again...are you...?” She received her answer in the form of my cock plunging into her waiting cunt again. I fucked her until she was sore and raw, finding all her secret places, making her orgasm again and again. “Oh god...baby...fuck me...so hard and so good...” I took her in her ass as well, making her climax wildly as my thick cock spread her sweet little butt cheeks.

After I had filled her holes with my thick seed, I pulled out of her and collapsed onto the bed, exhausted yet sated.

Lilah curled up against me and smiled happily, well-fucked and equally satisfied.

It occurred to me that we really were two sides of the same coin. I had her to thank for my transformation. Had she not found me, given me that program...

My life would never have turned out so amazingly well.

****
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Ruling His Household Part I: Owning His Stepmother

My stepmom came downstairs a short time later. She was wearing an outfit I’d never seen on her before: a skimpy top that just barely covered her ample bosom and a tight-fitting skirt with heels. While she wore professional clothes to the office, none of them had ever looked this...slutty.

She’s dressed like she’s going to go get laid.

“Uh...hi mom,” I said, baffled.

“Hi baby,” she purred, walking up to me and putting her arm around my waist. “How was work?”

“Good.” My heart pounded as I smelled her sweet perfume and felt her breasts brushing my arm. “You...you look really nice.”

“Thank you.”

She just stood there smiling.

“Are you going out or something?” I asked. Surely she had a date, looking like that.

“No, just wanted to dress up a bit.” She giggled.

“Dress up for who?”

“You, of course.” Her arm slid around my neck. Those huge breasts were right in front of me, just begging to be sucked, pushed together, and fucked. “Can’t I dress up for my big boy sometimes?”

I gave a nervous little laugh. “I didn’t know I was your big boy.”

“Mhm, you are.” She leaned in close, lips nuzzling my neck, her hand going to my groin. She rubbed up and down feeling my hardened cock through my pants. “Mhm...you really are momma’s big boy, aren’t you?”

Ruling His Household Part I: Owning His Stepmother

You might think I’m kind of a bad person.

Or at least, one without good motives.

The thoughts I had about my stepmom Vanessa were very much that. Dark thoughts. Taking her in my bedroom, ordering her to be naked. Seeing her full breasts and slender body, there for me to enjoy as I wished.

But I didn’t give in to them. I just accepted they were there and let them go.

The worst fantasy I had was taking her — Vanessa, who was so poised and controlled, powerful, as a practicing attorney — and turning her into my submissive slut. Sucking cock like a pro. No more need to work the law; she could simply wait at my feet all day as I worked at my office downtown until I needed her to service me.

All her holes open to me at all times.

Her body mine.

Her will, mine.

That was what I wanted.

Of course I never told her that. Do you think I’m crazy? I never told anyone about my fantasies. They were twisted; I knew that much.

We had a good relationship, Vanessa and I. We’d work out together regularly, usually running or going to the gym. We were both slim from our fitness routines but she had curves where I didn’t. It wasn’t that my mom showed off; it was just that she presented her body in a way that made my cock hard.

She would sit across from me, turning her hip a bit so her breasts were just the right angle to see their full weight and development. She had amazing breasts. The kind you wanted to touch, badly. I did anyway.

There was one time that I happened upon her without a bra. It was an accident of course. But there she was, in the bathroom, the door open partway. She had no clue I was there; she just stood there, topless, looking over her breasts and turning her body from slide to side as she surveyed herself.

I was totally struck by the sight, unable to move. Her nipples were amazing — longer, thicker, and bigger than any I’d seen in my life. I ached to touch them, to suck on them. My cock stiffened and I leaned back, knowing it was totally wrong for me to be seeing this way. But I couldn’t tear my eyes off her.

There were lots of times I thought about telling her, but I never could.

***

I had no idea everything was about to change one evening as I was coming home from work. I drove back to the house we shared, Vanessa and I, and noticed a strange bottle of pills on the counter. I picked it up and read the label. Change Pills was all it said. It had a picture of a busty blonde woman on the front.

I turned it around and read the back. Usage: for enhancement of female sexuality. Boosts breast size, vaginal secretions, and confidence. Useful for times you need to get your man to notice you in that special way!

Warning: may cause silliness, giggles, increased desire to be fucked hard and used like a slut.

Whoa.

That was some warning label.

Well, she wasn’t married to my dad any longer so I had no idea who her man could be. I assumed she was trying to get the attention of someone she worked with. I knew there were a couple of male lawyers she dealt with on a regular basis, so maybe it was one of them.

Still, it seemed weird she wouldn’t have told me if that was the case.

I shrugged it off though I was deeply curious.

She came downstairs a short time later. She was wearing an outfit I’d never seen on her before: a skimpy top that just barely covered her ample bosom and a tight-fitting skirt with heels. While she wore professional clothes to the office, none of them had ever looked this...slutty.

She’s dressed like she’s going to go get laid.

“Uh...hi mom,” I said, baffled.

“Hi baby,” she purred, walking up to me and putting her arm around my waist. “How was work?”

“Good.” My heart pounded as I smelled her sweet perfume and felt her breasts brushing my arm. “You...you look really nice.”

“Thank you.”

She just stood there smiling.

“Are you going out or something?” I asked. Surely she had a date, looking like that.

“No, just wanted to dress up a bit.” She giggled.

“Dress up for who?”

“You, of course.” Her arm slid around my neck. Those huge breasts were right in front of me, just begging to be sucked, pushed together, and fucked. “Can’t I dress up for my big boy sometimes?”

I gave a nervous little laugh. “I didn’t know I was your big boy.”

“Mhm, you are.” She leaned in close, lips nuzzling my neck, her hand going to my groin. She rubbed up and down feeling my hardened cock through my pants. “Mhm...you really are momma’s big boy, aren’t you?”

I groaned as my stepmother’s warm hand caressed my cock. “Mom...what are you doing...?”

“What I’ve wanted to do for ages.” She slid down to her knees and before I could stop her, she was unzipping me and taking my cock out.

“Mom, you can’t...you — oh god...”

She took me in her mouth. Warm, hot wetness surrounded me. I looked down and saw a sight I had longed to see but never thought possible: Vanessa’s beautiful face, lips wrapped around my cock, gazing up submissively into my eyes.

That is fucking hot.

She took half of me or so into her throat and licked, sucking noisily. She worked on my big spongy tip and licked around the top of it. It dripped pre-cum, which she slurped into her mouth hungrily. “Mmmm you taste amazing, baby.” Then she sucked me back into her mouth, wrapping her hand around the base of my cock. She jerked me at the same time she sucked. My stepmother sucked cock like a fucking pro.

“Mmmm, mmmmm...” she moaned as her head bobbed back and forth on me. She looked like she was enjoying herself to no end. I couldn’t believe it. Was Vanessa secretly a slut for her son’s cock?

“Ahhh, fuck,” I groaned. I held her hair and began thrusting into her mouth. “Yeah, that’s it. Take it deep, mom. Take it deep in your throat. Suck that big dick...like a slut...ahhhhh....”

She responded to my words with a moan, relaxing her throat and letting me deeper in. I was fucking my stepmother’s sexy throat, the feeling like wet velvet on my cock. I knew I was getting close to cumming. “I’m gonna shoot. Gonna shoot...You wanna swallow it?”

She held me tight around my ass and that signaled to me yes.

I held in deep and pulsed deep spurts of cum into her mouth. She sucked them all down, swallowing my seed like it was the best thing she had tasted. When she was done she removed her lips from me and wiped the small bit of cum from the corner of her lip before sucking her fingers dry.

“Wow. That was fucking amazing....”

“Glad you liked it...sir.” She gazed ups t me submissively. “What else would you like?”

I didn’t know if we were just playing a game or what, but I wasn’t about to bail. “I want to see your tits.”

She nodded and opened her blouse. As her hands worked the buttons, her lacy white bra came into view. As she reached behind to unclasp it, her big boobs came spilling out, showing me the most amazing breasts in my life. The ones I had only caught a glimpse of were now right there before me.

“God mom...your breasts are so amazing...”

“Touch them if you’d like.”

I reached down and took her big, full tits into my hands. She gazed up at me with pleasure, biting her lip as I squeezed and fondled, caressing the nipple and rolling it.

“Mom, the first time we do this...I want to come inside you.”

“Yes, baby...momma wants that too...I want your big cock in my pussy.”

“Soon, but first...” My re-hardened shaft slid between her full breasts. I pushed them together around my meat and began to fuck her beautiful tits. “First I’m going to fuck you this way.”

My stepmom babbled with lust, her head turning side to side. “Oh yes...oh god it feels so good...fuck your momma’s tits with that big cock...I’m cumming...” I watched as her body was wracked with shudders, her face flushed as she experienced a powerful orgasm. Just from me fucking her tits.

“You are mine, mom. These tits.. They’re mine. Your body is mine. Your pussy is mine...only mine. Only me between your legs. Only me in your pussy. Only my cock inside your ass....”

“I belong to you, baby. Only you, Jason.”

I realized she had wanted this all along. The pills..the slutty outfit...it was all so she could seduce me. She wanted to turn herself into the perfect slut for me, to get me to notice and fuck her.

That worked out just fine for me.

When I was done with her breasts, I took her in my arms and placed her onto the couch. I removed the rest of her clothing, enjoying the way she let me manipulate her body and do whatever I wanted like she was my slutty fuckdoll. Well, it seemed she was now. Her legs pushed together as I turned her halfway onto her side, but with her breasts facing up so I could watch them bounce. I pushed my large cock into her opening and slid into the slick channel of her tight, hot pussy.

The farther I got into her the more she talked and moved. “Oh baby...my love...my sexy master...you’er finally fucking me....my baby is inside me...the cock I need — the only cock...”

“You’re going to crave this cock. You’re going to be addicted to it.”

“Yes....yes!”

I started to slide in and out of her, fucking her more, faster, harder. The higher I got into her belly, the more wild she got. I set her legs on my shoulders, holding her full tits in my hand. They bounced in time with my thrusts. I squeezed the full nipples and made her squeal with lust. Her pussy flooded as I did it; it was like she was wetter than I could’ve ever dreamed.

The pills, I realized. They worked. Increased vaginal secretions? Yeah...that’s for sure.

“I wanted your big cock since the first night I saw you...so hard on your bed...sleeping...” She moaned as I plowed her deep, giving her my big cock over and over.

“I wanted you too, mom...Vanessa...my sexy slut mom.” I grunted and thrust into her over and over. She trembled with desire and passion. “Come with me, love...my sir...my master...”

I own her. My mother’s body is mine. I can fuck her, use her, make her my slut...

The thought sent me over the edge. I pinned her to the couch and felt her pussy clench and hold me as I pressed in all the way. My cock grazed her womb. “I’ coming in you mom...cumming inside you, filling you....”

“Yes, baby! Give it to me, all of it! Make me your pregnant slut mother...fill me with that hot seed...so much...”

She gasped in pleasure as my hot spurts of cum overflowed from her womb. I shot stream after stream. She held me against her tightly, arms and legs wrapped around me.

The two of us lay together like that for a moment before I turned and rolled off her, cock slipping from her pussy. I watched my seed trickle from her wet vagina. It spilled out of her, white and fluid.

I had cum inside my stepmom.

She was my slut.

I tried to wrap my head around all this.

Then her fingers wrapped around my cock again and I could only think of that.

****

In the coming days, I was inside my stepmother more than I had ever thought possible.

She would be standing at the sink washing dishes, wearing one of those sexy slutty outfits, and I would come up behind her. I would put my hands on her ass and let her feel my cock press up against her. She had basically stopped going into the office, preferring to stay at home to be available for me at all times. I would pull her skirt up and feel her smooth bare ass — no panties as I ordered — and then my fingers found her wet, dripping pussy. She was so wet for me, all the time.

She’d gasp as I inserted my fingers in her, or perhaps a toy. Once I found a large dildo and pressed it into her hot cunt, spearing her with it as she did the dishes. Or tried to, anyway. It was hard because of the rough fucking I was giving her there with the toy. I soon replaced it with my own hard shaft, fucking her rough and fast against the sink. I filled her with cum and left her panting and dripping semen down her thighs.

I had no concern that she was enjoying these interludes as much as I was. She would frequently profess her love to me, her desire to be my well-fucked slut. She had ordered more of the pills; I assumed she was taking them daily because her breasts got bigger and her pussy wetter. She was horny all the time. It was almost hard for me to keep up with her.

But eventually I got used to having my stepmom always available, ready, and open for me to use as I wished. One night I felt her kissing my neck and chest as we were cuddling in bed together. “I want you in me,” she moaned softly. “I want you always in me. I need you to do something you’ve never done with me, my love...master...” She whispered in my ear. “I want you inside my ass.”

She turned over, spreading her knees wide and bending over, lubricating her asshole with the juices from her dripping cunt. I kissed her softly along her beautiful bottom. She rolled her fingers around her tight pucker and moaned for me, spreading wide. “Come on baby, fill momma with that big cock. I want your dick in my ass, love...”

I eased my cock slowly into her tight ring, pushing through her resistance. She let out a squeal of desire. “Oh baby...oh my god...you’re so big in me...inside your momma, yes...in my ass...My master, my son....my son’s cock is in my ass...”

My cock moved back and forth slowly until she got used to my size. She spread wider and wider until I had gotten in as much of my cock as I could. I was fucking my stepmom’s tight channel, making her moan with pleasure. Her head moved side to side as she babbled with lust. Her whole body sang as she vibrated with lust, orgasm hitting.

“Baby....baaaabbbyyy....I’m cummming.....oh god.....ohhhhhh....fuck!”

“Ahhhh, god.” I couldn’t handle the sight of Vanessa cumming all over my cock inside her ass. I grabbed her hips and pounded her hard, then pressed in all thew ay and shot hot jets of cum into her ass. I had never cum so hard or so much in my life.

You might have thought she was satisfied after that but she wasn’t. We slept for a little while and then she woke me throughout the night to suck her and fuck her. She sucked me as well, taking my shaft multiple times in her gorgeous throat. As we woke together that morning, my cock was still inside her pussy. I knew she had to be sore, savaged by my huge cock, yet only loving it more and more every time.

She gazed back at me with happiness and desire.

“My master. My son. My lover.”

I kissed her, holding her throat in a gentle yet possessive grasp. “My mother. My slut. Always mine. Only mine.”

“Only yours.”

****
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Ruling His Household: Owning His Wife

I put my hand around her throat and caressed her. “You are mine again, Lisa. I’m here to claim you.”

She shivered in pleasure. “Yes, my sweet Jason. My master. I’m yours. I’ll do anything you wish me to.”

I sucked her left nipple into my mouth, just enjoying the power I had over her. The way she responded to my every touch.

“May I suck your cock? Or would you like to use my pussy?” she asked in a breathy voice.

I wanted both. All of it. I wanted to fuck her rough and hard, getting revenge on her for what she did to me all those years ago with the affair.

I growled low in my throat and picked her up, hoisting her over my shoulder. I carried her into the bedroom down the hall — the one she and Richard shared, no doubt. It was clean and tidy. I saw the picture of them together on the nightstand. I was tempted to smash it, but what the hell? He could look at it and think of all the good times he had with her — while I was spearing her tight cunt with my cock and making her orgasm around me.

Ruling His Household: Owning His Wife

What you might not have guessed about me...I’m married.

Granted, I haven’t seen my wife in three years, but we were technically still a couple. She’d been cheating on me with some other guy — I don’t even know his name. Richard or some shit.

Not like I cared.

After I started having sex with my stepmom, who by the way was still taking those pills that gave us amazing sex, things changed.

I became dominant and in control.

I took Vanessa when I wanted, plowing her roughly for hours. My stamina seemed endless. I was sexually ravenous, likely from being pent up for so long. But no more. Now I was going to take what I wanted.

And I wanted Lisa, my hot little wife.

I wanted to get her back from Richard.

I drove up to his house one day where I knew she was staying. She made no secret of her affair; she simply carried it on, going to his house whenever she wanted.

I was here to put a stop to that.

I got out of my black car, closing the door behind me. I was in shades and a power suit as usual. My business had changed, becoming more profitable. A lot more profitable. It seemed the more sex I had, the stronger and more dominant I got.

“You’re not man enough for me,” Lisa had once said. “That’s why I’m with Richard.”

I wondered if I’d be man enough for her now.

I walked up to the door and knocked. A second later she came to the door, dressed in just a skimpy white robe. “Jason! What are you doing here?” she asked, staring at me in shock.

“I came to find you.”

“What...find me?”

“Yes.”

She opened her mouth to respond — but then I took my glasses off. We shared a look. I could see the stunned expression on her face, in her eyes. She was baffled by the change that had come over me but she hadn’t missed it.

“You....you look different,” she said a little more softly, looking over me with interest. I’m sure she wanted to hide that, but she wasn’t.

I pressed my way into the house, putting my hands on her shoulders. “I am different, baby. And I want you back.”

She would’ve protested at this time — ordinarily. But now...she couldn’t help herself. I was an alpha male — dominant. Powerful. Masculine. There was no way she could resist me now. My pheromones, my presence...my sexuality. It was all working on her, brewing a powerful cocktail inside her. Her pussy was already wetting for me.

I slid the robe down her shoulders, revealing her naked body. She was still in amazing shape, with long blonde hair falling down her shoulders and lovely, full pink lips that were glossy and perfect. As I held her shoulders, I leaned in and kissed her.

She didn’t resist.

She kissed me back, giving a soft moan.

As I broke the kiss and pulled back, she looked up at me. She gasped as my fingers found her nipple and massaged her soft breast. “Jason...”

“Don’t speak. Don’t think. Just enjoy what I’m doing to you.”

My stepmother not only had access to pills; she had other things. Creams and serums. One that enhanced men’s sexuality and made a guy irresistible to women. The serum enhanced his pheromones to the point that a woman who fell under his sway would have increased arousal. Wetter pussy. Nipples hardening faster. Flushed skin and cheeks. She would want to do things for him...her mind would become submissive and sexually-primed so that she would be his slut.

It was working on my wife.

“Oh Jason,” she gasped as my arms encircled her slim waist. I kissed my way down her neck, massaging her firm breasts in my hands. “I can’t believe you’ve been away from me so long.”

Heh, I thought. Has she already forgotten she’s the one who left me?

It hardly mattered now. She would soon know only one man’s cock, splitting her open, using all her holes for his pleasure, and that was not Richard. It was me.

I put my hand around her throat and caressed her. “You are mine again, Lisa. I’m here to claim you.”

She shivered in pleasure. “Yes, my sweet Jason. My master. I’m yours. I’ll do anything you wish me to.”

I sucked her left nipple into my mouth, just enjoying the power I had over her. The way she responded to my every touch.

“May I suck your cock? Or would you like to use my pussy?” she asked in a breathy voice.

I wanted both. All of it. I wanted to fuck her rough and hard, getting revenge on her for what she did to me all those years ago with the affair.

I growled low in my throat and picked her up, hoisting her over my shoulder. I carried her into the bedroom down the hall — the one she and Richard shared, no doubt. It was clean and tidy. I saw the picture of them together on the nightstand. I was tempted to smash it, but what the hell? He could look at it and think of all the good times he had with her — while I was spearing her tight cunt with my cock and making her orgasm around me.


I tossed her onto the bed and took my cock out. “Lie on your back,” I growled. “Spread your pussy for me, slut.”

She quickly did what I said, maneuvering herself into position. My thick rod approached her dripping cunt and I pressed into her. There was no time for kissing and loving foreplay. I wanted a tight, hot pussy around my cock — Lisa’s, to be precise. I wanted to own her, to fuck her hard and fast, to breed her.

Claim her as mine.

“Oh master,” she gasped as I filled her up. I began plowing her right away, driving in with hard and fast strokes. She was tight as hell. I grunted in pleasure as my dick speared her, making her cum in just a few seconds. I fucked her right through the orgasm, hearing her cries and screams of passion, her nails digging into my muscular back.

“Fuck,” I groaned, clutching her hair in my hand and thrusting in deep. I pulsed inside her. My cum filled her, spurting into her hot, tight channel. Our eyes met as I bred her, filling up her womb.

“Oh god,” she gasped. “You’re cumming in me. Filling my pussy. Yessss....feels so good...”

We kissed softly after that and cuddled for a while. Then I dressed her, selecting a slutty top and skirt outfit I liked particularly well on her. She got her things from Richard’s house and came with me back to my car, submissively holding my hand. “My pet,” I said as we drove. I stroked her hair. “Mine again.”

She smiled adoringly into my eyes. “Always yours, master.”

My hand moved down her body, caressing her breast and then going between her thighs. She bit her lip and gave a soft gasp as my fingers slid beneath her panties and found her slick wetness. She would be like this for me always, I knew, ready to take her master’s cock. That I was her husband was just a bonus.

****

I alternated between them — my stepmom and my wife. I would take one of them or the other — sometimes both in one day. If my mom was out of the house then Lisa would be there for me to bend her over the counter and plunge my cock into her pussy. I made her put her leg up on the chair and inserted my big cock into her pussy from behind. I would fill her with my cum, leaving her disheveled and panting — and completely satisfied. She never refused me.

One time Richard came by, wondering where the hell she’d gone. She just gave him a blank smile. “Sorry, I’m with Jason now,” she said.

He stared in shock as she shut the door in his face.

She turned back to me and smiled. “You were saying, master?”

“I was saying...” I put my hands on her hips and kissed along the side of her neck. She laced her arms around my neck and raised her head to give me better access. “How I’d like to start training you to take bigger things inside of you.” I squeezed her ass, my fingers making their way down to her dripping slit. “In your pussy, in your ass.”

She gasped as I inserted a medium-sized vibrator into her vagina. She was copiously wet; her pussy took the fake cock easily. I slid it up inside her and turned it on, the buzz instantly sending her nerves aflame.

She gazed at me in pleasure and said, “Oh yes, master, I want to take whatever you want to give me. Fill me up with big cocks. I love them...”

“I know you do, slut.”

I smiled and caressed her face in my hands. I kissed her gently at first, listening to the buzz of the dildo in her pussy. Then I kissed her harder, my caress becoming rough and dominant.

I held her throat and pressed my tongue into her mouth, feeling her submit, feeling her pleasure at the act of it. She wanted this; she craved it. To be my whore, my slut, my fucktoy. Used by me and me alone.

She moaned into my mouth, holding me tight. “Please let me suck your cock,” she whispered.

I nodded. She sank to her knees and took me out, desperate to have my thick meat in her hands. She caressed my cock, worshiping it, licking up and down and sucking it reverently between her lips. I pushed her face down onto it and forced myself into her throat. As far down as she could take it. She began to gag slightly and so I eased up, though the sight of my hot wife gagging on my dick was undeniably arousing.

I knew she wanted me to come in her mouth because her pussy was still full of the vibrator. But I decided on something else. “Turn around; I want your ass now.”

She complied willingly, spreading her tight back channel for me to penetrate. I spread some lube around my dick as well as her pucker to make it easier for her to take me. Inch by inch I pressed into her tight ring. She squealed as my thick rod entered her ass. “Oh god, so hot...so big...so huge....!”

It was excruciating for her, I knew, when I passed her first barrier. But excruciatingly hard, hot, and good. I saw how much she loved it; her mouth was open in pleasure and her eyes rolled back in utter submission. I moved deeper into my submissive bimbo wife’s asshole with sure but slow thrusts. I saw her breasts jiggle as she took more of me into her tight tunnel. Her moans and whimpers became sighs of sheer pleasure as I filled her ass with my cock.

“Ahhhh, fuck,” I groaned, finally feeling a sense of relief as I felt the globes of her ass against me. I needed this. Needed to own her and use her. Make her my whore. I began to throb inside her. I held her full bottom and began to thrust in and out, fucking my wife’s tight ass. She screamed and begged me to do it harder.

“Pound my little ass, master...pound it hard. Fill me with your cum.”

She was filled with cock. My cock. In her ass. My vibrator in her pussy. I stuffed my fingers in her mouth and she was totally filled with me. I watched her shudder and tremble as a violent orgasm overcame her. She needed this, and so did I. I thrust into her hard and hot, my insistent pounding soon drawing a second orgasm from her — as well as my own.

Spurts of my hot cum filled her. I watched her come a second time as waves of pleasure filled us both. “Never stop cumming in me....cum in me all the time, master...I want your cock in me every minute,” she gasped.

I chuckled. “You are my good little slut, aren’t you?” I stayed inside her ass, relishing the feeling of my dick there, probing her backside. Then I removed myself, watching my cum trickle from her creamy hole. I turned the vibrator in her pussy up a few notches and made her orgasm again, her breath coming in gasps and pants.

When I’d finally had my fun with her, I withdrew the vibrator and pulled her into my arms. Lisa was completely submissive to me, as was Vanessa. I stroked my wife’s hair and thought of my next conquest. The need was deep inside me: the need to take control, to breed and fuck. To fill women with my cum. Hot women. Smart women who would relinquish everything they knew...all that information, skills, data....give it all up to be replaced with more important things. Like how to cook and clean perfectly the way I wanted. The best way to dress so I would be aroused. How to squeeze their pussies around my cock to milk me just right. The best angle to allow penetration so I could go deeper inside.

I thought back to my time at college. There was a girl there I had always had a crush on. Rebecca was her name. She was cute, a redhead, definitely smart with a tight, petite little body. My cock began to stir just at the thought. Lisa was exhausted from her multiple orgasms and had fallen into a light sleep, or I was sure she would have noticed.

Visions of my thick dick stuffing Rebecca’s mouth and pussy filled my mind. It would be hot as hell, finally taking my former classmate and making her my own personal slut. I was filled with a pleasing surge of power, knowing I could do exactly that now that I had fully come into my dominant self.

Amazing what good sex and plenty of submissive women will do to you. It had all started with Vanessa’s pills; she’d taken them, turned herself into a bimbo for me, and made me hard constantly. The more sex I got, the more I wanted. Her serums had also increased my sex drive and dominance. I had developed muscles, an alpha personality, a strength and confidence women simply melted for.

Rebecca was next, plain and simple.

***

I rose sometime later, leaving the warmth of Lisa’s naked body next to me. I looked over at her for a moment, admiring the smooth curve of her hips beneath the sheet. My eyes lowered to her pussy, exposed, the puffy lips covering her slit which was still wet from our sex. I could go back to bed and easily slide my cock into her again, drawing those pleasant gasps from her sweet lips once more.

But I wanted Rebecca. Needed her in a primal, dominant sense. I went to my computer and did a search. Her name came up along with her current workplace. I decided to head there that afternoon; she might still even be in her office.

It was time for my next conquest.
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Ruling His Household Part III: Owning the College Friend

“Let me see your tits. I’ve been dying to see them since Jason first brought you home.”

I pushed the door open gently just enough to see them. They were sitting across from one another on the bed.

Rebecca bit her lip. “Are you sure? Would Jason allow it?”

“Jason would love it. He’s already told me he senses something between us and would like to encourage it.”

That was true.

My hardening cock verified it.

After a momentary hesitation, Rebecca pulled down her top. She showed her smallish but nicely pert breasts, the nipples pointy and hard. Vanessa looked at them and licked her lips. “Do you have sensitive nipples?”

“Very.”

My stepmother cupped Rebecca’s soft breast, the left one, in her palm. She made eye contact with Rebecca as she did so. I watched my college friend’s face change, her expression becoming a look of pleasure.

She let out a gasp as Vanessa pinched her nipples gently. Then she pinched harder. Vanessa massaged both breasts in her hands, then pinched the nipples harder.

Rebecca’s face was somewhere between pleasure and pain.

“I’d like to see him fuck you,” my stepmother said as her mouth approached the left nipple. “See him fuck these gorgeous tits.”

Ruling His Household Part III: Owning the College Friend

I knocked on the door to Rebecca’s office. “Come in,” her sensuous voice answered.

I opened the door. There she was, the perfect face framed by lovely red hair. She smiled ups t me in surprise. “Wow, Jason. I haven’t seen you in ages. I’m so happy you dropped by.”

She got up and gave me a hug.

That, of course, was her fatal move. The minute she was in my arms, my pheromones began to work on her. She lingered in my grasp. My hands moved down her body, settling briefly at her waist and then moving lower to her ass. I squeezed her hot butt through her skirt.

“Mmmm,” she said, breathing in deep at my jacket. “You smell really good.”

“So do you.”

I held her tight against me. My cock pressed against her thigh. She still excited me just as much as ever.

I could see I was having that effect on her as well.

She pulled back to look up at me. “You’ve changed.”

“Have I?”

“Yes. You were so young when we last talked. You were still a student.”

“So were you.”

She smiled. Her hands moved up my chest. As they did her smile faded. The look in her eyes became serious and desiring. She wanted me. Her lips parted. Her hands caressed my jaw. “You’re...so sexy now...so hard and hot...”

I squeezed her butt, this time holding the firm cheeks in my fingers, possessive. “Yes I am. And I’m going to take you, Rebecca. Make you mine.”

My eyes swept over the picture on her desk: the one of her holding a backpack with her arm around a young guy. I hadn’t missed the ring around her finger either. She was married, no doubt.

But whoever he was... He was now forgotten. All she said was, “Yes, sir.”

I kissed her.

I call it a kiss but it was really a searing hot, passionate lip lock. I held her jaw my fingers moved to her neck, holding possessively. She moaned into my mouth, our mingled breathing growing heavy.

I looked over her lovely form and unbuttoned her blouse and removed her bra. Her body was beautiful, her breasts firm and small but still quite lovely. I knew with some application of mom’s serum they would swell to a full, bursting size. When Rebecca’s life changed, becoming centered on my pleasure, on worshiping my cock, I would allow her that. But for now I wanted to taste her.

I kissed my way down her body, holding her hips in my hands. She shivered in pleasure at my possessive touch. I slid her skirt down and removed her heels; her panties came down her creamy thighs next. Her nipples hardened to points at my touch. Her pussy was dripping as I exposed it, a small patch of trimmed hair over the top.

“Spread your legs.” My tone was rough, my voice a growl of need.

She eagerly opened for me and I was consumed with the need to taste her. I held her knees apart and licked her swollen, wet pussy lips. I lapped at her wetness over and over. The flat of my tongue pressed on her clit and she moaned in passion, clutching my hair. “Oh yes, Jason. Just like that. Oh god.”

I ate my former college friend’s pussy just like that. Making her writhe with pleasure, my tongue embedded deep in her cunt. She grew closer to release and I stopped, keeping her at the edge as I bent her over the desk and took my cock out.

She gasped as I filled her. “Ahhhhh,” she moaned. “You’re so big.” Her pussy was wet and slippery around me. We fit well together — perfectly, you might say. Her cunt made lewd squelching noises as my thick rod speared into her. Her fingers clutched the desk. Her gasps and moans of passion soon filled the air. Obviously she had given up caring if anyone could hear her through these walls. “Oh yes, Jason. Do it to me. Do me hard.” When I put my finger into her asshole she groaned. “Fill me up. Put it in me. Fuck my tight little ass. Oh my god, master, it’s so good.”

I fucked her hard and fast, the desk thudding with my rhythm. Suddenly her cunt squeezed tight around me, holding me inside. “Fuck,” I groaned. Her pussy fluttered as she was seized with a powerful orgasm. The feel of her vagina clenching me made me cum as well. I spurted thick jets of seed into her, marking her womb as mine. Rebecca was now my slut.

****

I brought her back with me, intending to return to the house, but I could not wait to fuck her again. I pulled over to the side of the road, growling with need. My cock was bursting through my pants and she was eyeing it like it was a delicious treat.

She rubbed me through the thin material and unzipped me, taking it out. I seized her hair and brought her low toward the thick veiny shaft. “Suck it,” I ordered, feeling her lips go around me. The feel of her warm mouth around my cock was amazing. I heard her moans as she serviced me, slurping eagerly on my huge rod beneath the overpass. “You like it, don’t you? Sucking your master off like a whore on the side of the road? You love it.”

She couldn’t answer with a mouth full of cock but I put my hand down her skirt, sliding my fingers over her smooth ass. I squeezed and slapped, then moved lower, hand finding her slippery heat. She was dripping for me of course. I started to doubt I would need Vanessa’s serum. The effect of my pheromones alone was enough to send Rebecca into a sex-crazed state where all she wanted was me inside her, filling all her holes repeatedly.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned as my fingers slipped into her cunt. I plunged them in and out of her wetness as her mouth moved up and down my shaft. Her head bobbed eagerly. She took me all the way down her throat and I held her there, giving a grunt of pleasure. My cock bottomed out in her throat, touching the back of it.

I pulled out of her throat, my cock dripping with her saliva. I turned in my seat so I was facing her and pulled her onto me, aligning her dripping sex with my cock. I held her hips and impaled her small body on me. Her pussy was tight, and small, but she stretched around my width. She gasped and gazed into my eyes. It was hot because here was this accomplished professor, my former college friend, once standoffish and aloof...now impaled on my cock.

I opened her blouse and watched her breasts bounce as I fucked her. It sent a surge of pleasure through me knowing she was now my sex toy, to be used by me as I wished. Her life was now devoted to my pleasure; she could think of nothing else.

“Oh master. Fuck me. Your cock is so big in me. Filling me.” Her inner walls stretched to take me. Her pussy squeezed me like a velvet glove.

All she could think was how badly she needed me. That what I gave her, she would take. No matter what. That was the power of my dominance. To please women — to give them submission they craved. A good thorough fucking.

Her orgasm overtook her and she moaned loudly, surrendering with sounds of pleasure. Her arms wrapped around my neck and she bounced on my cock, spurred on by my thrusts. I slapped her ass and she moaned louder. I put her in the back seat on her hands and knees and stuck my thick cock into her pussy again. She took me with abandon, her wet pussy squelching on my cock. I could see she loved the feel of me as I took her, getting lost in the rush of excitement her body was experiencing. The thrusts of my big pole took her higher and higher.

I turned her onto her back so she could watch, as well, as my thick cock entered her, opening her. So she could hear the sounds of her wetness as she felt me over and over. Her head fell back, jaw going slack. She was lost to the reverie of her passion.

I filled her again, my cock pulsing inside her. She cried out with every spurt of cum. She spasmed on my cock numerous times; I lost count. She was quickly becoming a slave to this sensation, being ravaged by me. I enjoyed it as well, knowing I could claim her or any other woman I wished.

When I had finished having her, we dressed again and I drove her back to my house. I introduced her to mom and Lisa. I noticed the serum had a calming effect, as did my presence. Each of my women knew I would focus them when I pleased, that they would be used as my property and thus there was no need for competition.

In fact, it was the opposite of competition. I found that Vanessa, at least, was attracted to women; she frequently showed an interest in Lisa. I wasn’t sure Lisa shared that sentiment...at least not yet.

But Rebecca did.

I could tell right away. There was an instant spark between them. There was chemistry. Their eyes met and something hot flicked between the two.

One night as I was coming home, I walked into the house and heard soft voices from the other room. Rebecca and my stepmother had taken to talking often when I was away; I suppose to ward off loneliness with me not there, and to discover better ways to please me. They shared things with each other, which I liked.

I walked quietly toward the door behind which they were speaking. I heard their voices. “I’d like to start slow,” Rebecca was saying. “Nothing seriously painful at first. I need to get used to it.”

“That’s fair,” said Vanessa in response. “Now pull your shirt down.”

“What?”

“Let me see your tits. I’ve been dying to see them since Jason first brought you home.”

I pushed the door open gently just enough to see them. They were sitting across from one another on the bed.

Rebecca bit her lip. “Are you sure? Would Jason allow it?”

“Jason would love it. He’s already told me he senses something between us and would like to encourage it.”

That was true.

My hardening cock verified it.

After a momentary hesitation, Rebecca pulled down her top. She showed her smallish but nicely pert breasts, the nipples pointy and hard. Vanessa looked at them and licked her lips. “Do you have sensitive nipples?”

“Very.”

My stepmother cupped Rebecca’s soft breast, the left one, in her palm. She made eye contact with Rebecca as she did so. I watched my college friend’s face change, her expression becoming a look of pleasure.

She let out a gasp as Vanessa pinched her nipples gently. Then she pinched harder. Vanessa massaged both breasts in her hands, then pinched the nipples harder.

Rebecca’s face was somewhere between pleasure and pain.

“I’d like to see him fuck you,” my stepmother said as her mouth approached the left nipple. “See him fuck these gorgeous tits.”

“They’re too small...oh!” Rebecca gasped as my mom nursed her sensitive bud. It was a hot sight, Vanessa sensually licking and sucking on Rebecca’s firm nipples. She moved from one to the next, the smaller woman pushing her breasts out further to receive attention from my stepmother’s mouth.

I watched Vanessa’s hand go down between Rebecca’s legs, finding her pussy. She rubbed back and forth, making the smaller woman moan. Now seemed like an excellent time to get involved.

“This looks hot,” I said, walking in with a smile.

Vanessa’s mouth left Rebecca’s nipple with a slurp. She smiled up at me. “Would you like to join us, master?”

“I’ll watch for now.”

She nodded and resumed what she was doing. Rebecca smiled at me as she caressed my stepmom’s hair. They kissed.

The kiss was hot. Intense. Rebecca’s hands moved to Vanessa’s breasts and removed her top. Their chests now naked, I watched as my two girls embraced and fondled one another, kissing and giving soft moans of pleasure.

I stood and joined them, deciding I had waited enough; I could wait no longer. I stripped my shirt off and climbed onto the bed, welcomed into Vanessa’s open arms. She turned and kissed me, our mouths meeting hotly. Rebecca meanwhile began to work her way down Vanessa’s body, kissing and stroking, her tongue leaving wet trails along my stepmother’s smooth skin.

I watched as Vanessa spread her legs for Rebecca, the younger woman eagerly lapping her folds. It was insanely hot. Seeing my stepmom get eaten out was something I never expected to witness, yet here we were. She spread her legs further for Rebecca. As the younger woman licked her clit and sucked on the swollen bud, my stepmom cried out in pleasure and squirmed.

“Let me suck you,” she moaned, gazing into my eyes. “Please fill my mouth with your cock, sir.”

I moved my thick shaft to Vanessa’s mouth and allowed the throbbing meat to fill her lips. She eagerly accepted me and closed her lips around me, slurping lustfully on my shaft. Her tongue swirled around me. I proved her mouth with my cock and held her head, face-fucking her as Rebecca ate her pussy eagerly, making lewd slurping sounds. I watched as Vanessa’s body shuddered violently; she came from Rebecca licking her pussy and me fucking her mouth, utterly filled, pleased, and tamed.

“Rebecca, switch places with me.”

Vanessa rolled over onto her hands and knees and I got behind. My slut eagerly positioned herself over my mom’s mouth, allowing Vanessa to lick her pussy as I entered her. Her juices coated my cock as I slid inside, filling her tight cunt with my cock. I fucked her from behind as she pleasured Rebecca’s sex, licking up and down the pink folds. I watched, enjoying the sight as I sawed my meat in and out of my mom’s dripping folds. I held her hips and began to really pound her — she moaned against Rebecca’s pussy, making the younger woman gasp with delight.

“Oh god. It feels so good,” she said, tits bouncing.

“Make her cum, mom.”

Vanessa began to lick fervently; Rebecca held her pussy against my stepmom’s willing mouth, using her to get off. I watched the younger woman’s body wrack with orgasm. “Oh god, oh god,” she moaned. I plunged in deep inside Vanessa and held myself there, spurting thick jets of cum. She cried out, “He’s cumming in me. Master is filling my pussy.”

The two of them moaned and kissed passionately as I groaned in pleasure, my seed seemingly endlessly as it spurted hot into my stepmom’s pussy. When I had spent myself completely, I pulled out, lying back on the bed in sated pleasure.

We took turns pleasuring each other for several hours after that. I powered my cock into each of their pussies, fucking them both thoroughly as they kissed and made love to each other at the same time.

Finally, spent and exhausted, I collapsed onto the bed and pulled each of them into my arms. We cuddled in satisfaction.

“Thank you, master,” said Rebecca, smiling, kissing along my jaw.

“Yes...thank you so much, baby,” my stepmom echoed, happily nuzzling my chest.

I just smiled.

Thanks for reading! If you liked this story, check out my others:

The Special Code

The Special Chip

Controlling the Classmate

The Alpha App

The Alpha Chip

Or see them all at my author page:

Katie Lyke

Table of Contents

Ruling His Pleasure: Part I

Ruling His Pleasure: Taking Clara

Only I’ll ever have her. Only my cock will be inside her.

I slid my dick up and down along her pussy, coating it in her juices as mind. Gently I inserted my swollen tip into her tight ring, drawing a lustful squeal from her. Deeper and deeper I went into her tight, hot tunnel.

“Oh god...so big in me...you’re so big inside me. In your mother’s ass...my ass is full of your cock, baby...”

I watched as I split those round globes with my huge, pulsing shaft. It was perhaps the most erotic sight of my life. When I was all the way in, I felt my balls press against her tender ass.

“I feel it...feel your hard cock sliding in and out of me...Your cock in your mother’s ass...”

“Feel it.” I took my stepmom’s fingers and guided them to her pussy; she took the hint and slid them inside her tight wet channel, filling herself over and over, gasping as a powerful shuddering orgasm overtook her.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Fuck me. My big, powerful lover...my son...my master...so strong...you finally got rid of that bastard...so now you can fuck me all day long...!”

Ruling His Pleasure: Taking Clara

The chaos all started Thursday night.

I had come home for the weekend with my stepmom. Her boyfriend, a complete asshole, was drunk as hell and being a jerk. Pulling on her tits, smacking her ass. At one point he squeezed her butt — then started complaining how she was going to make him late for some meeting or something. He slapped her hard across the ass and made her drop the plate she was washing into the sink.

That was it for me. I couldn’t handle watching this jerk abuse my mom anymore. I went right up to him and grabbed his wrist, tugging hard. His other hand connected with my jaw, sending me flying backward.

“Eric!” I heard my stepmom’s frantic voice but the world around me went black.

****

When I woke up I was in mom’s bed. She was sitting over me, pressing a cloth to my forehead and looking concerned as hell.

“Well, this is a sight for sore eyes,” I said with a weak smile.

She laughed, that beautiful laugh I loved so much — the wound relieved. “Thank god you’re okay. I was so worried.”

My eyes swept briefly over her full breasts barely covered by the skimpy top she was wearing at the tight shorts that encased her shapely ass. My stepmom was hot, make no mistake. With full brown hair that fell down her shoulders in waves, she had full red lips that were very kissable and a kind, gentle smile.

I hated the way Jared — her dumbass boyfriend — treated her. Like she was a piece of meat, and a piece of meat he could jerk around and abuse.

The incidents with him and me fighting had gotten worse. “I hate seeing him do that to you,” I told her, glowering. “The way he treats you pisses me off.”

“I know, baby. I just wish I could do something to stop all this fighting.”

Mom had tried to get rid of Jared but he just kept coming back. Short of getting the police involved, which neither of us wanted to do, there was no way to remove him from the picture.

There were plenty of times I just wanted to kick his ass once and for all, teach him a lesson, make him pay and never come back. But I wasn’t strong enough. I was no tough alpha male, not dominant and powerful. I knew that much.

If only, if only I had some way to make myself into that.

****

My feelings for my stepmom, Clara, and recently gotten out of control. It was all I could do not to think about her, to picture coming up behind her in the kitchen and wrapping my arms around her perfect waist. Filling my hands with her incredible tits. Hearing her moans and feeling her press her ass against me, rubbing into my hard cock. Hearing her say my name....”Damon...Damon...” Hearing her beg me to fuck her.

It didn’t help that one night we went a little too far with one another. It was New Year’s Eve and we were sharing a toast. Mom was gazing at me with a look in her eyes I had never seen before. Sort of admiring but lustful at the same time. On a whim, I stroked her cheek and leaned in, saying, “I love you, mom.”

“Oh, Damon...”

Her breath was soft against my face. I kissed her gently at first and then harder, cupping her cheek. My hand wandered down her neck to her breast, squeezing the full mound. She gave a little moan into my lips and kissed me back.

I took her hand, setting it on my growing cock in my pants. “This is what you to do to me, mom.”

She moved her hand slowly up and down my length, her breathing coming in short ragged gasps. “Oh baby....I want you to want me, like this....god knows I...I...”

She couldn’t finish what she had started to say; she simply touched my face, holding it in her hands, then left. I was alone with my thoughts that night, gazing out at the cityscape from our balcony apartment.

How was I going to rectify the situation?

I had no idea.

I had a good job downtown, working in finance. I made steady money. I paid all our expenses, not fucking Jared. He didn’t have any right to come into our home. I just needed to find some way to get rid of him... to have mom all to myself.

The only thing a caveman like him would respond to was physical force. Brute strength. I was in good shape, but I was lean, kind of skinny, not the kind of guy who could take a beefy dude like Jared. Unless...

I went online, doing a bit of surfing. I typed in “Alpha Male Formula” for the hell of it and found a website. Pharmaceuticals. Pills. Male enhancement.

Please your woman. Get great workouts. Become the dominant alpha you were meant to be.

The tagline sounded good to me, especially the part about growing your cock size by three inches or more.

Not that I really needed it. I was already pretty huge down there. But I wouldn’t mind a few inches in girth.

I placed the order.

****

The bottle showed up in the mail a few days later. Alpha Formula it read. Take 2 pills with water.

Warning: may make women around you uncontrollably horny.

I smirked at that last line.

I gave it a try. Didn’t notice anything. I just felt a little sleepy after swallowing the two large white capsules.

So I lay down for a bit. Fell asleep.

Had weird dreams. In these dreams, Clara came to me, smiling and settling down on the bed with me. She took her robe off, revealing her beautiful, round breasts. Raised them in her hands and brought the left one to my lips for me to suck on. I held it and squeezed the firm flesh, slurping eagerly on her nipple.

“Oh love...oh my sweet boy....suck your momma’s tits.”

I realized the voice I was hearing...it was real. Not a dream. My stepmom was actually in my bed, allowing me to suck on her breasts.

What the hell?

I couldn’t stop sucking. Her tits just tasted so amazing, felt so slippery and good in my mouth, that I couldn’t tear myself away to ask what the fuck was going on, or why she was dressed in that slutty robe. Or why she was now in my bed letting me do this...

I sucked slowly, drawing on the nipple, making her moan. I kissed my way down her stomach, my hands holding her. I lifted her — lifted her — with ease, resting her on her back as I spread her legs.

I realized suddenly why it had been so easy; I was rippling with muscle, my biceps bulging, my chest massive and powerful. I looked down at my body, shocked at the transformation. Had those little capsules done this?

“Taste me, baby...lick your momma’s pussy,” moaned Clara, drawing my attention back to her.

Will make women around you uncontrollably horny...

I guess it had worked after all.

I parted her creamy thighs, kissing the inside of each one. I licked her soft folds, amazed at the smooth, shaved surface of my stepmother’s pussy. She dripped for me and I tasted her sweetness. My tongue lapped it all up. I brushed the hood of her clit, massaging it with my tongue. Her knees trembled and her body started to shake. She grasped my hair and moaned, shoving my face into her cunt. “Yes...just like that...eat your mother’s pussy...oh fuck.”

I sucked her wet pussy lips into my mouth, devouring every bit of her. Then I rose, taking off my boxers to reveal a huge cock. Holy shit. I was bigger, thicker than ever. My cock looked like one of those incredibly-endowed porn stars — not like the shaft I remembered.

My stepmother moaned at the sight of my dripping cock. She spread her soaking pussy lips with two fingers to reveal the pink inner flesh. “Put it inside me...please, sir...I want to feel it throb in my pussy.”

I stroked the thick member up and down, coating it in the dripping precum that oozed from my head. I pressed it to her entrance and slowly entered her. Finally I was in her, inside my stepmom, filling her with my cock.

“Oh baby.... oh god... so big...so hot, so good inside me...”

I slid in all the way to the hilt, impaling her. She let out a shuddering cry and came, pussy spasming around me, her nails driving into my shoulders.

“No one else will ever be inside you. Only me between your legs from now on. Only my cock in your cunt. Only me...” I told her over and over, grasping her hair in a possessive hold.

“Only you, baby...only you, my master...” She gasped as I plunged inside her again. “Oh baby....fuck me...fuck me hard, Damon...”

As I pounded my stepmom’s tight pussy, I heard the door open behind us. Jared walked in, his eyes wide in shock. “What the hell is going on here?”

I barely registered his presence; and neither did mom. She was too engrossed in the feel of my cock inside her to think of anything else.

“I said, what the hell is —”

I slid from her pussy, my cock sliding wetly out of her as I moved to him, giving him a thick slug in the side of his jaw. He doubled back.

“What the — you little punk...”

He held his jaw. I had hit him pretty hard.

“Get the hell out,” I growled.

He stared at me, clearly shocked at my transformation. I now towered over him, being larger, taller, stronger...not someone he wanted to mess with. He turned tail and bolted.

Maybe now he’ll stay gone, I thought.

“Damon...” My stepmom’s sensuous voice drew me back. “Come back to bed, baby....come back and fuck me...your mom needs your big cock inside her....”

I returned to the bed and positioned her ass-up, rubbing her sensitive pucker.

“I want you in my ass, baby. I want you in me always. I want you to do something with me I’ve never done.” She spread her cheeks for me and moaned, “I want you in my ass, sir.”

She took some of her juices, which leaked copiously from her sopping pussy, using them to lubricate her rosebud. I kissed her along her gorgeous, full globes, rubbing them with my hands, squeezing and slapping. She made happy noises of desire and pleasure.

Only I’ll ever have her. Only my cock will be inside her.

I slid my dick up and down along her pussy, coating it in her juices as mind. Gently I inserted my swollen tip into her tight ring, drawing a lustful squeal from her. Deeper and deeper I went into her tight, hot tunnel.

“Oh god...so big in me...you’re so big inside me. In your mother’s ass...my ass is full of your cock, baby...”

I watched as I split those round globes with my huge, pulsing shaft. It was perhaps the most erotic sight of my life. When I was all the way in, I felt my balls press against her tender ass.

“I feel it...feel your hard cock sliding in and out of me...Your cock in your mother’s ass...”

“Feel it.” I took my stepmom’s fingers and guided them to her pussy; she took the hint and slid them inside her tight wet channel, filling herself over and over, gasping as a powerful shuddering orgasm overtook her.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Fuck me. My big, powerful lover...my son...my master...so strong...you finally got rid of that bastard...so now you can fuck me all day long...!”

I pounded her hard at those words. She was right; now that Jared was out of the picture, I never had to worry about him interfering with our lives again. My stepmother was now mine completely and totally.

My cock started to hit her sweet spot, sending her higher and higher to a second peak. Her fingers touched me through the thin membrane separating her cunt and ass. She spread as wide as she could to take me in deep, as deep as possible. “Soon you’ll be serving me like this all day,” I told her. I had visions of her pussy and ass filled with vibrators and dildos as she waited for me to take her; they would prime her, making her wet and ready to receive my huge shaft whenever I wanted. “You’ll be mine, willing and available, my little homemaker fuckslut, my mother sex toy, ready to take her son’s cock whenever he wants.”

“Yes,” she moaned. “I want that so bad, Damon. To serve you. Be your whore. Ready to service you and pleasure your huge shaft whenever you wish....Ohhhhh!” She cried out as a second shuddering orgasm seized her. As it did, I thrust in to the hilt and spurted thick jets of cum into her ass. I groaned as I felt the extreme sensation of her ass milking me, her pussy fluttering, and the pleasure of knowing I had finally shot into my stepmother.

We lay like that for several minutes, gasping, reveling in the sensations we were both feeling. Me in my dominance; her in her submission.

“I want to serve you so badly, my love,” she said, turning to kiss me. She stroked my face and smiled, resting her head on my chest. “I want to be yours. I have for so long.”

“Me too, Mom. Me too.”

****

Things progressed well with Clara and I. She wore the outfits I selected for her; usually tight skirts that barely covered her ass, panties occasionally but if so only tight thongs that covered her slit...just barely. Giving me easy access to her pussy at all times. I would usually insert a vibrator or another toy into her dripping cunt to keep her wet and ready for me; it helped to ease the insertion of my very large cock, which as I mentioned, had grown quite a bit.

Unlike with Jared, when I took her from behind at the sink, she enjoyed it. She loved it. I would come up behind her and hold her ass, squeezing and pressing my fingers into the full flesh. She would gasp with delight as I removed the toy from her dripping cunt and inserted my huge cock into her. Back and forth I would saw my huge member into her, driving her closer to orgasm. I liked it when she tried to still do her dishes at the same time, but she usually just kept dropping them into the water. It was amusing to watch. I guess a large throbbing cock up inside you, massaging the inner walls of your pussy, will make it hard for you to focus on anything else.

I would fuck her to orgasm, making her cum hard around me, then fill her with my seed. I would withdraw, leaving my sperm dripping out of her, coating her smooth thighs. I enjoyed the sight of that, as she returned to her household tasks with my semen between her legs.

Sometimes I would just hold her against me and rub her tits, making her moan and gasp, just fondling them, enjoying my power over her. She enjoyed it too, being my slut, willing and available for me, ready to be filled by my cock, ready to take the big shaft down her throat until she gagged. Ready to have me in her ass fucking her hard if I so desired.

But still, I wanted to know more about these pills...and just what else they could do for me. My gaze went to the window; through the blinds, I saw my hot blonde neighbor Abigail as she watered her plants. My eyes wandered to her ass, seeing the firm globes filling out her jeans. I wanted to be in there...to plow her good and hard with my cock.

Soon enough, I would get that chance.
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Ruling His Pleasure: Part II

Ruling His Pleasure: Taking Abigail

I laid Abigail back onto the bed, stripping her clothes off with a growl. I kissed and sucked her full, ripe nipples into my mouth, making her gasp and moan. My fingers found her slippery folds; she was extremely wet, no doubt from the thought of her new master’s cock being deep inside her. I was struck by this new power: the ability to alter the mind, to influence thoughts and desires. How deep did it go?

I felt Abby’s soft hand massaging my cock up and down. She smiled up at me submissively. “May I suck this beautiful cock of yours, master?”

“Yes, you may.”

Ruling His Pleasure: Taking Abigail

I was dreaming again.

In my dream, a beautiful blonde woman was between my thighs, her head bobbing up and down as she sucked me. Her lips and tongue ran from the base to the head. She teased me, smiling up at me and stroking me with her small hand. “You want me, don’t you?”

I tried to speak but couldn’t.

She just laughed, giving my cock a little lick, then said, “Come and get me, then...”

I startled awake.

Hearing rhythmic breathing beside me, I looked over to see Clara’s slumbering form. She lay on her side, the sheet partly covering her from the waist down, though her smooth shoulder was exposed. I took in the sight, feeling her naked body against mine beneath the sheets. I pressed up against her, my cock hard against her still-wet pussy, was was seeping my cum from the intense fucking we’d done just hours earlier.

I slid inside eyer, hearing her soft sleepy moan as I did. I massaged her inner walls with my thick cock, sliding gently back and forth, just probing, enjoying the feel of her velvety cunt around me. My hands played with her breasts as I thought back to my dream. Who was that blonde woman? What did she want with me? Why tease me like that?

Abigail. It had to be.

Despite everything, I couldn’t forget the thoughts of my sexy neighbor, who’d often be out on her front porch watering her plants or taking care of something else in her garden. With her husband at work all day, I knew she probably wasn’t too busy around the house...

Which meant I could easily go in there and take what I wanted.

Her.

My stepmom let out a sharp groan of pleasure. I hadn’t realized it, but the thought of Abigail’s hot body and tight little ass had me going. I was fucking mom harder than ever, my dick plowing into her, feeling her walls juice around me. “Ohhhh....ohhhhh....” she moaned.

I grunted in pleasure and seized her breasts tighter. I drove my dick in and out of her, faster and faster, feeling her spread her legs wider to receive me. I loved how ready she was to fuck, at all times, no questions asked. My submissive, slutty stepmother.

I pounded her hard, turning her onto her stomach and getting between her thighs. I watched my cock saw into her, spreading her puffy cunt lips. As the round globes of her ass bobbed up and down, I thought of what it would be like to enter her there.

“Fuck...I’m gonna cum,” I groaned.

“Fill me up. Pump me full of your thick, hot cum,” she moaned. “Please, master.”

I plunged in deep and held my cock tip against her womb, spurting jets of cum into my stepmother’s fertile womb. I gripped her hair in my hand, the hold possessive, dominant. I thought of this...breeding her...filling her belly with my child.

Her nice, flat, in-shape belly becoming full and pregnant...the thought made me cock give another spurt, spilling more cum into her.

I panted above her, then pulled out of her and rolled onto my back. As Clara rested against me, playing her fingers over my chest, she smiled. “You were thinking about something... or someone, weren’t you?”

“How’d you know?”

“You were fucking me hard. Very hard. Harder than before. You only do that when you’re having a fantasy.”

I chuckled. “You really do know me well.”

“You’re my stepson, after all.”

She moved down my body, kissing her way along my chest and stomach, taking my still-hard dick and stroking. “Tell me...tell me what you were thinking.”

“About Abigail.” I groaned as she took my cock in her warm, wet mouth. “Thinking about her spreading for me, taking my cock.”

“Mmmm.” She slurped up and down on me, bobbing her head and then removing me from her lips. “You want to plunge your cock into her, don’t you? Fuck her good and hard, make her your slut?” Her fingers massaged me, stroking my meat up and down, caressing the thick veins and bulbous head.

“Yeah...I want that.”

“You want her to suck you? To choke on your huge fucking cock?” As she asked, she took me back in her mouth and moved me to the back of her throat, taking as much of my meat into her wet mouth as she could.

I groaned and held her head, fucking up into her mouth. “Yes...just like that. I want her to deep-throat me...to feel my big dick in her slut mouth.”

Mom moaned around my shaft, taking it far. I felt myself bottoming out in her throat. I fucked her pretty face and forced her to suck my meat; I could see she was loving every second of it, playing with her pussy while she sucked on me. I withdrew from her mouth and pressed her onto her back, straddling her. Taking her full tits in my hands, I pushed my dick between them. “I wanna do this to her, too...fuck her big tits just like this...”

“Yes baby...fuck those tits...pretend it’s her...You’re fucking Abby’s tits!”

I groaned at the thought of plowing through the delicious cleavage of my hot little neighbor. If those pills did this to me...had this effect on my stepmom...wouldn’t they work on her, too? I knew I had to find out.

She gasped as I pinched her firm nipples, licking the tip of my cock which was glistening with her saliva and my precum. She sucked my cockhead as I fucked her full tits, groaning. “I’m going to shoot. Gonna shoot on your face, slut...”

“Yes baby....shoot on me...splatter that hot thick cum on my slut face...”

Thick ropes of semen shot onto my stepmom’s face. She moaned with pleasure, enjoying the feel of my hot cum coating her lips and cheeks. She smiled up at me, coaxing the last bits of seed from my still throbbing shaft.

Then she licked me clean, taking the remnants of my slippery cum from her face and sucking them from her fingers.

“You want Abigail to do that, don’t you?”

Yes. I wanted her to do that, very much.

****

Mom was totally on board with the idea of me getting Abigail to “fall under my sway” as we now called it. I noticed every time I went out in public, women would flock to me, squeezing my muscles or just looking for excuses to be near me. Whatever pheromones or masculine essence I was giving off apparently had some kind of serious sexual power.

No doubt it would work on Abby as well.

I had the chance to find out later that week when she emerged from her front door, wearing a cute pink flowered skirt and white tank top. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail, tits bouncing, makeup done perfectly. She smiled at me as I approached. She looked, to put it plainly, very fuckable.

“Hi there, Damon. How are things with you?”

She seemed cheerful.

“Good.”

I watched as she went down to her flowers. She started to pour water from her watering can — and it was then she caught a whiff of my scent. Her head raised slightly and she turned slightly toward me, as if distracted. “Wow, you...you smell amazing.” She set the can down and came up to me, leaning in closer. I smelled her sweet perfume, felt her softness as she encircled me with her arms. “You feel amazing too.”

I smiled to myself and put my hands on her hips...then slid them lower to her ass, squeezing it in my hands. She gave a soft moan as I leaned in, nuzzling her neck. “You want me inside you, don’t you?”

“Yes....”

“You want me to lick your sweet cunt...to spread it and kiss it... to fill you with my huge, throbbing cock...don’t you?”

“Yes...!”

“You want to be my slut forever...to serve me...to be at my whim, mine to use, to fill, to punish...to fondle...to tease. Don’t you?”

“Yes...master...I want to be your slut.”

She gazed up at me with a look of pure devotion and I smiled. “Good girl.”

I kissed her on the lips, soft and first and then more intensely. Her mouth opened for me and she gave another small moan, letting my tongue slide against hers and into her mouth.

My hands went to her breasts, kneading the smallish mounds in my hands. Once more I felt a great sense of gratitude that I had found a way not only to overcome bullies like Jared, but to control and influence the world around me. I decided to test and see just how powerful my influence was. Could I alter her mind...her very thoughts?

I pulled back and gazed into her eyes, dropping my voice to a hypnotic, sensual tone. “You will forget about your husband. I am the only one you will respond to from this point on. You will only let me fill your body with my cock...I am the only one you crave.” I squeezed her nipple softly, making her gasp in pleasure.

“Yes master...you are the only one I crave.”

I closed my fingers in her hair and drew her in for another kiss, sealing the deal.

Then I led her into my house, up into my bedroom — to where she followed me eagerly.

****

I laid Abigail back onto the bed, stripping her clothes off with a growl. I kissed and sucked her full, ripe nipples into my mouth, making her gasp and moan. My fingers found her slippery folds; she was extremely wet, no doubt from the thought of her new master’s cock being deep inside her. I was struck by this new power: the ability to alter the mind, to influence thoughts and desires. How deep did it go?

I felt Abby’s soft hand massaging my cock up and down. She smiled up at me submissively. “May I suck this beautiful cock of yours, master?”

“Yes, you may.”

I leaned back and allowed her to position herself between me. She smiled and slid her lips over my cockhead and down the shaft. Her nipples and tits bounced against my thigh as she bobbed her head. I took her left breast into my hand, stroking it between my fingers and thumb. My movements were deliberate and slow, then more insistent as her sucking of my cock became more and more urgent. Her lips, soft and wonderful, explored my shaft, which was hard and pulsing. She rang her tongue and her lips from my base to the head.

“Yes, that’s it. Suck my cock. Take it deep, Abby...deep in your slut mouth...use your lips to suck me. Hard.”

She obeyed readily, giving a moan at my urging. She sucked like she was trying to draw the cum right out of me. Her hair fell around my abs and stomach, draping over my thighs as she moved. As she went up and down my shaft, her whole body moved. I groaned at the sight of my gorgeous neighbor, this hot little blonde whom I had lusted for so long, finally with her lips wrapped around my cock. The sight was lewd, obscene; my dick was huge, and her mouth quite small. It was hard for her to fit all of me inside her, yet somehow she made it happen.

“Fuck,” I grunted, my first explosion surprising me. I came suddenly, spurting hot into her mouth. She stroked me fast and hard and closed her mouth tight over the top of my cock, not wanting any of my precious seed to escape. As she jerked me, the sensation caused a second set of intense releases, making me yell once more in passion. I came in thick spurts, hearing her moan as she lustfully swallowed every drop of her master’s cum.

“Good girl,” I said, my breath heavy. I stroked her hair. “Good girl.”

She smiled up at me, a look of pure pleasure at my words. “I want your cock in my ass, master...want to feel that big dick of yours in all my holes...constantly...feel you pulsing inside me.”

I grinned and kissed her. “Soon. Now...I want to be inside that tight little pussy of yours.”

She got onto her hands and knees and spread herself willingly for me. I guided my cock to her dripping slit and entered slowly, inch by inch, moving forward until I was in her all the way, balls pressed against her shaved mound. “Ohhhhh,” she moaned, shuddering. I set my hand on her lower back and felt the contractions flowing through her; she was cumming from the feel of my cock inside her.

Too bad her husband never made her do this.

As I slid my cock in and out of her, impaling her over and over, I realized that I had a power most men never would. The ability to make women cum ceaselessly, to command any woman I pleased sexually. It was a huge rush. My balls throbbed with pleasure as I watched my thick shaft move in and out of her, hearing her moans of delight. “Yes, master. My love, my supreme, incredible Damon....please fuck me...fuck me hard...use that tight pussy...use it however you want...whenever you want...Oh god...it’s yours forever...”

I slapped her ass and drilled into her hard. “Are you ready to be my slut forever, Abby? Give yourself to me permanently? Wear skimpy lingerie around the house, ready for me to tear it open so I can fuck those hot little tits of yours whenever I please?”

“Yes, master!”

She moved her hips back against me, taking me deep. Deeper than I had even been with Clara. I turned her onto her back and entered her again, taking one of her bouncing tits to my mouth and sucking hard on the nipple. She gave intense sounds of pleasure, growing louder as I rolled my tongue around the hard bud and tugged it with my teeth. She moved her hips in time with my thrusts, spreading her legs wide to receive my cock as deep as possible. I touched her g-spot and she gave a sharp moan, her body shuddering with pleasure as she came.

“Oh god, oh god!” she yelled.

I continued to pound her, determined to fuck her into as many orgasms as I could get. She started rambling with senseless, lust-filled statements. “Oh baby...oh my master....so good inside my tight pussy...so good in me, so big...you’re filling me up...I want you to breed me, master. Fuck me full of your sperm. Fill me with your baby!”

My cock felt like it was getting bigger and harder as it rode up inside Abby’s belly. Her naked body was hot as hell; the smallish tits bounced, her tight little tummy — which would look amazing, pregnant with my baby — was right there in front of me. I kneaded her soft breasts then grabbed them hard, slamming my dick in to the hilt. “Fuck...here it comes...here’s your master’s baby...going to knock you up, my little slut...”

I pumped jet after jet into her, filling her with hot cum. Each spurt made her gasp. She trembled with another orgasm, triggered by the feel of my cum inside her, coating her womb.

As we stayed like that, locked together, perfect submission from her, and perfect dominance within me...the door flew open.

“What the hell?”

It was Ben, her husband.

He glared at me. “What the hell is going on here? Why is your cock balls deep in my wife?”

I looked at him. In any other moment, any other time, I would have panicked. But now, something had taken hold. Those pills...the alpha nature inside me...it had come to control me. Or perhaps I controlled it. I couldn’t say.

I focused my energy and will. “You do not know who Abby is.”

He blinked his eyes, confused. “What?”

“You will forget everything you saw here. You will go home, turn on the TV...and resume your life without her. As a bachelor.”

He stared at me; I sensed something changing inside him. “Yes...of course. I...I don’t know what I’m doing here.” He turned as if confused. “I’m going home now.”

I heard the steps on the stairway, getting fainter as he walked off.

I turned back to Abby, who was sliding her hands up and down my powerful arms, a look of pure bliss on her face. “I can feel you, master...I can feel your hot, thick seed inside me. Making me pregnant with your heir.”

I thought of that — that vision, of having an heir. Having a legacy. My sluts, my submissives, ready to take my cock at all times, to get bred by their master. My sons who would become virile alphas like me.

My eyes wandered to Abigail’s cute, perfect little ass. My urge for it was nearly as strong to possess that part of her as for the sheer sex of it. I slid my finger around her pucker, my cock still inside her, still hard. She sensed the intrusion and lifted her hips for me, letting my finger stretch her a bit. She gasped as I inserted it in her and and began gently finger-fucking her.

“Master... Oh my god. Inside my ass. I can’t believe it. I’ve never been so filled — never there...”

I started to slide my cock in and out of her in time with my finger, amazed I was still hard even after pumping her full of sperm. It seemed my stamina was endless. My cock, still slick with her juices, pressed to the head of her small anal opening. Her pussy lips were perfect, puffy, wet and pink as I slid the tip of my cock into her ass. I touched her soft pussy at the same time as I pushed into her hot, waiting hole.

“Ohhhhh god,” she moaned.

I got about halfway into her ass before I could go no further. I began pushing in and pulling out, going deeper with every stroke. “Your ass belongs to me. Forever...only me.”

“Master...my ass is yours...my body is yours...forever...”

I watched as the rest of my shaft filled her as, staying in to the hilt. There was such enormous pressure. Her tight channel squeezed my cock as I stretched her out. She loved me having her in there; I could tell by the sounds of delight she was making.

“Fuck me. Fuck my ass. Oh god, master. Fuck that tight hole...fuck it good and hard...”

I gave her what she wanted, sawing in and out of her hole. She came, unbelievably, once again, her body trembling from the force of it. She gasped and moaned uncontrollably. I watched my sperm trickle out of her pussy as I shot a second load into her tight, perfect little ass, claiming that part of her as well.

I slid out and looked at Abby’s well-fucked body. She was breathing heavily, sperm trickling out of her pussy in a white trail that fell down to the sheets, forming a pool. Her ass leaked my cum as well, looking raw and red. Her mouth, her lips, had also been clearly stuffed with cock from their redness and the slight bit of cum at the corner of her mouth.

That was how I wanted her. In my bed. Well-fucked, coated with cream and filled with it as well.

I knew that now this lust had begun within me, the need for more women would be undeniable. Soon, there would have to be another.
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Ruling His Pleasure: Part III

Ruling His Pleasure: Taking Alicia

I wanted to be her master.

The fire raged in me. I took hold of her hair, surprising her. I brought her in for a fierce, violent kiss. Then released her, pulling back to look into her eyes.

“Listen to me, Alicia. If we do this, it’s going to be my terms. I’m the dominant. The master. You will bend to my will...suck my cock when I want you to...spread your legs for me and give me access to your pussy. Your ass. At all times you will be mine, CEO or not. Do you want that or not?”

Her breath caught in surprise. I saw her warring with my proposal, the conflict in her eyes. She pulled away for a moment rebelliously. “You think you can command me? I made you, alpha.”

“You made me, and now here I am.” I took her in my arms once more, pulling her tight against me. She struggled for a moment and then stopped, as if submission took hold of her. I knew she couldn’t fight it. Even she couldn’t fight it.

She gazed up at me, her eyes shifting from rebellious to lustful. She leaned in, kissing me hard. Her hands grabbed my collar. Her fingers moved to my cock, stroking me up and down, then squeezing me hard. I grunted into her mouth.

I wouldn’t lose. I refused.

Ruling His Pleasure: Taking Alicia

There was nothing quite as satisfying as waking up sandwiched between two beautiful women.

Behind me was Abby, her cute, petite little body pressed up against me, her arm draped over my waist.

In front of me, her butt nestled into my groin, was Clara, her pussy still wet and leaking cum from the night before.

I smiled and circled my hand around her hip, remembering the night before. I had taken them both countless times. Had them doggy style on all fours, butts in the air as their dripping pussies waited for me to fill them. I watched as they kissed one another, tongues tangling, moans overtaking them. I watched as Clara licked Abby’s dripping pussy while I speared my stepmom’s tight channel, plunging in and out of her relentlessly.

It had been one hell of a night.

There had been some fun earlier too. Before the sex, we’d lounged around on the couch, feeding each other banana splits and chocolate frosting, goofing around and laughing. They got along famously — of course they would, because I willed it. That they were willing and eager to have sex with each other just made it better.

In addition to the hot sex we were having, I had started up my own business from the house. It didn’t take long for me to get in touch with the company that produced those Alpha Pills I’d taken; I agreed to become a franchisee and sell them myself. Soon I had scores of interested men (and women, for there was a female version that turned women into super horny, ultra-sexualized versions of themselves that men couldn’t resist). I started making a nice profit and bought a new location where we could work from: my own office, employees, a big glass building... yeah, it was nice. I was officially a billionaire two years later.

With Clara and Abby at home to keep me busy, I hadn’t much time to think about other women. But there was an especially cute secretary at my workplace. Her name was Rachel. She had shoulder-length blonde-red hair and an inviting, sensuous smile. Her eyes seemed to draw me right in. One afternoon I was chatting with her, listening as she told me about her schoolwork (she was taking night courses to become a nurse).

“It’s just been a dream of mine to help people. Save lives. Make them comfortable,” she said, holding a bottle of water out to me. I’d asked her to get me one and she was all too happy to oblige.

“So you like helping people?” I asked. My eyes swept briefly down her body, taking in the sight of her cute, perky tits (which were a very nice size) and her trim waist.

“Yes, I do, sir.”

“Then come over here. I need your help.”

She bit her lip cutely and walked over to me. I patted my lap — she hesitated a brief second, and then the minute she caught a whiff of my masculine scent, she succumbed, drawn in like a moth to the flame.

“Yes...of course.” She sat down on my lap, her eyes taking on the familiar willing, compliant look, her posture eager and submissive. She cast her eyes down and looked up at me from beneath her lashes. “What would you like me to do?”

I smiled, enjoying the feel of her soft, panty-covered pussy rubbing against my thigh. I let me fingers play over her face and jaw, my thumb rubbing over her lip. “Open your mouth.”

She did.

I put my fingers into it, watching as she sucked them eagerly, eyes never leaving mine. Oh yes, I thought. The perfect submissive. Ready to do anything I fucking want her to.

I slid my fingers in and out of her mouth, as if fucking her with them. She sucked on them eagerly, her wet tongue coating the thick digits. “If you look this good with my fingers in your mouth, I can barely imagine how you’ll look with my cock.”

“Why don’t you find out, sir?”

I allowed her to slide down my lap, getting between my thighs. I spread my legs and unzipped my fly, revealing my thick, swinging hard-on. She gasped at the sight of me and touched me tentatively. “Oh my god, you’re so big.”

A drop of precum slid from the head of my dick, falling down the side of my thick, meaty shaft. She licked it with a lustful moan and placed her hand around me, stroking me up and down, then taking me between her smooth red lips. As they fastened around my cock, her lipstick started to rub off, leaving red marks.

God she was hot. Youngish looking, and with a sort of girlishness to her. In some way she reminded me of my stepsister Kayla. Maybe that’s why I was attracted to her. She was small but her breasts were on the full side, with thick puffy nipples. I allowed her to suck on me, sliding her lips up and down my cock for a while, then patted my lap again. “Come back up here. I want to see more of that delicious body of yours.”

She released my cock and moved up on top of me, settling down onto my lap again with a soft giggle. I tore open her blouse and bra, freeing her cute, perfect tits. They were bouncy and pert, the nipples standing to attention. I sucked on the left one and then the right, licking all around the swollen bud. She gasped and monad as my lips slurped on her nipples. My hand moved down her skirt and into her panties, feeling her wetness coat my hand. I slid my fingers into her, penetrating, feeling her tight pussy clench around my hand. She gasped as I put one, then two, then a third inside...then a fourth. Soon my whole fist was inside her, fucking her tight cunt as I sucked on her tits.

“Oh god! Master! I feel you so deep in me. I want you to use my body for your own...treat me like a whore...make me submit.”

I marveled at the ability of this pill to change the way women reacted to me. That old version of me, the wimpy, weak version...I would never have gotten a woman to say that to me, asking her to treat me like a whore.

But now I was dominant and strong. Powerful. I smelled good — I felt good. My cock was huge. Women just wanted me inside them all the time. Wanted to serve me, to be my property.

As I slid my fingers in and out of Rachel’s pussy, I watched her pretty face contort, turning to a look of passion. I drew her nipples through my fingers, enjoying the resistance and stiffness of them. Her skin was velvety and warm. She was sensitive as hell, as I could tell from the sounds coming from her throat. I couldn’t take it anymore; I had to be inside her, watch her tight body take my thick rod.

I pressed her onto my desk, butt up in the air, dripping pussy spread for me. I held my shaft and pressed into her, the wet lips of her cunt opening around me like flower petals. She gasped as I penetrated. “Master...your huge cock inside me. Please put it in deep. Fuck me hard...make me your slut.”

I grasped her hair in my hand and held her tight, sliding my dick out and then in again, watching her tits smash into the desk. I slapped her ass and watched as she took me, her tight cunt opening and coming closed, the wet lips growing wetter with every thrust. I took my cock out and got between her legs, using my tongue to circle her engorged clit. I sucked the whole area around her pussy into my mouth — first the puffy labia, then licking up and down her slit, savoring the delicious taste of her juices.


“Oh fuck! You’re eating me! You’re eating my pussy, Damon...It’s so good...I’m going to cum!”

She shuddered violently and passionately as her orgasm overtook her. I kept on licking, loving how she totally lost control. My cock gave a throb as I plunged my fingers into her, fucking her as I licked and sucked on her delicious wet pussy.

Before she had even come down from her plateau, I drove my cock inside her again, sending her into another series of long, shuddering orgasms. I rode her hard, drilling into her over and over, making her gasp and scream my name until her screams became incoherent, babbling, lustful cries. Her nails dug into my arms. She gazed up at me with sheer desire and submission.

I held in tight and let my cock bottom out inside her, spurting jets of cream into her hot channel. “Feel it...my cum bathing your womb...filling you up...”

“Making me pregnant,” she gasped. “Filling me with your baby, master.”

I groaned.

****

As Rachel had become my most recent addition, I was quite sated in terms of women I could choose to fuck. The problem was, the pills just made my sexual appetite get stronger and stronger. More violent. More lustful. Insatiable. It seemed I could never get enough. I was always in my stepmom’s ass, or Abby’s pussy, or Rachel’s sweet mouth. Sometimes I fucked all three of them at once. I began to lose sight of who I was, turning into this lust-crazed version of myself. I decided I had to get control.

After becoming a partner with the company who made the pills, I had developed some corporate contacts. I got in touch with the head of development to see if I could find a way to control the effects the pill was having on me.

“Hello?” answered a pleasant, sensuous female voice as I dialed up corporate.

“Hi. I’m trying to get in touch with someone regarding the effects of The Alpha Pill.”

I heard a soft chuckle. “Then you’ve come to the right spot.”

“Is that so?”

I heard a faint beeping in the background. “I’ve just texted the address of my headquarters to your phone. Come to that location in an hour. I’ll be waiting for you.” She hung up.

****

I showed up as promised at the location that showed up on my phone. It was an expensive, swanky estate with a curving country road that led out to it. The grassy lawn was perfectly-trimmed, with large green bushes framing the path leading to the door. As I approached, a courteous butler gave me a polite bow of his head. “May I help you, sir?”

“I’m here to see...well, the owner of the house, I guess.” I showed him the address she’d texted me. “I just talked to her on the phone.”

“Ahh, yes. Madame Gentry is expecting you. She’s just inside.”

Madame Gentry. That sounded fancy. Suitable for a CEO, I guess.

I entered the stately house, finding myself in a spacious entryway. I looked up, seeing the tall staircase that led to a set of rooms down a hallway. Directly in front of me was another hall that led presumably to the kitchen. I was struck by just how massive the place looked; bigger inside than outside, even. The walls were painted a crisp, clean off-white color, with hardwood floors and expensive furnishings. It was definitely a million-dollar — or more — type of home.

“So you made it.”

I looked up to see a beautiful woman with long brown hair falling down her shoulders, wearing a tight-fitting red dress, leaning against the balcony. Her lips were the same red as her dress, which hugged her shapely body. Her eyes fixed piercingly on me; for all her beauty, I sensed immediately she was highly intelligent, not someone to be screwed around with. Perhaps even immune to my charms.

“I did. Are you the CEO of the company I’m working for?”

“You could say that.” She strolled step by step down the staircase, her elegant heels touching down on each one. “You could also say I’m the inventor of a revolutionary drug, one that changes mens’ lives for the better.”

She walked up to me, surveying me curiously. “And you, Damon? Did the pill change your life?”

“It did.” I smiled. “For the better.”

“Mhm.” Her hand went to my cheek, holding it gently, then caressing my strong jaw. She seemed to be inspecting me like I was her prized creation. “It certainly has changed you a great deal.”

“How would you know?”

She chuckled. “You don’t remember me, then.”

“From?”

“When you were in college.” She turned and strolled to a nearby table, picking up a bottle of wine and pouring two glasses. I watched the sexy curve of her hips in the dress; it was backless, giving me a great view of her body.

“In college?” I realized I was hard, my cock pushing through the front of my slacks. Whoever this woman was, she had an undeniably powerful effect on me. The only thing was — I wasn’t in control of her, and I didn’t know what to think about that.

She turned back to me and offered me the wine glass. “You were a freshman. Don’t you remember? Political science and biology.”

Ms. Gentry. Alicia Gentry.

Damn.

I hadn’t forgotten her, just...

Not thought of her in years.

“You’re...you started a company?”

She gave that soft enticing chuckle, the one that made me want to kiss her. “Mhm.” Her finger stroked the rim of her wine glass. “I certainly did. I’d say it’s been successful, don’t you think?” She gestured at the interior of her elegant house.

“Yeah, I would say so.”

She drank a sip of wine, then set the glass down and turned to me. She put her hands on my lapel, drawing close to me. “You want to be inside me, don’t you, Damon?”

My cock gave a throb. As if sensing the pulse of it, she put her hand on my bulge. “I can feel your heartbeat through this thick cock,” she whispered, lips just inches away from my ear. “It just kicked up a notch. That would suggest you’re very, very attracted to me.”

“I am.”

She looked satisfied. “What are you waiting for, then? Fuck me.”

I looked into her eyes, feeling the hypnotic sway. I tried to exert my dominance, to feel the same power over every other woman I’d encountered since using the pills...

But with her it didn’t work.

I reached for her wrists, holding them, yet feeling none of my usual strength and sexual dominance. “What is different about you? Why don’t you just yield to me?”

She gazed directly into my eyes, matching my fire with her own. “Because I’m like you. I changed.”

“To what?”

“You must remember. I wasn’t beautiful, before. Or rich. I was plain and simple. Smart, but not sexually desirable. Not someone men wanted to fuck.”

I remembered. She had been exactly what she’d described: plain, humble, seemingly quite mousey and shy. The transformation was incredible.

“So what made you this? What you are now?”

“The pills.” She freed her wrists from my grasp and knelt at my waist, unzipping my cock. She took it out and began to stroke, her fingers sending lightning bolts of sensation through my raging hardon. “The pills changed me the way they did you.”

She licked the edge of my cock, around the mushroom head, then down to the base. She sucked me into her mouth and smiled, bobbing her head back and forth, then releasing me. “The pills change everything, Damon. And if you want, you can join me here, in my empire.”

“As what?” I gasped, feeling my balls throb from her incredible sucking. “Your...slave?”

“My prince.” She sucked me again and released with a pop. “My king.”

“Fuck.” I groaned as her incredible mouth, hot and wet, closed over my shaft again. She took me deep into her throat and I felt my cock bottoming out. Her offer was insanely tempting. Join her...at her side, we could do incredible things. Make more formulas. Control the world.

But at what cost?

She released me with a slippery pop, standing and stroking me with her fingers, her hand moving back and forth on my shaft. I felt a pulse of desire go through me. She leaned in and kissed me hard, moaning softly into my mouth.

“You’ll have anyone you want. And I will, too. We will be partners — lovers — but there will be no exclusivity. You can keep anyone you’ve made yours, at this point, and take new claims as well.”

“Then...my stepmom? Abigail? Rachel?”

“They’ll all come here to live with us.”

“And what about you? Won’t you want other men?”

“Doubtful.” She smirked. “You’re quite a lot to handle, you know.” As if to punctuate that statement, she gave my cock a squeeze.

“But if you did, then...”

“I’d bring them home. Sleep with them. Let them leave after.”

It sounded like an awfully good deal. Fuck, I wanted to be with her. To have all this. To rule with her, our little Alpha Pill empire.

But something stopped me.

I didn’t want to feel weak. Didn’t want to go back to who I was before; subservient and meek. I didn’t want to be her equal.

I wanted to be her master.

The fire raged in me. I took hold of her hair, surprising her. I brought her in for a fierce, violent kiss. Then released her, pulling back to look into her eyes.

“Listen to me, Alicia. If we do this, it’s going to be my terms. I’m the dominant. The master. You will bend to my will...suck my cock when I want you to...spread your legs for me and give me access to your pussy. Your ass. At all times you will be mine, CEO or not. Do you want that or not?”

Her breath caught in surprise. I saw her warring with my proposal, the conflict in her eyes. She pulled away for a moment rebelliously. “You think you can command me? I made you, alpha.”

“You made me, and now here I am.” I took her in my arms once more, pulling her tight against me. She struggled for a moment and then stopped, as if submission took hold of her. I knew she couldn’t fight it. Even she couldn’t fight it.

She gazed up at me, her eyes shifting from rebellious to lustful. She leaned in, kissing me hard. Her hands grabbed my collar. Her fingers moved to my cock, stroking me up and down, then squeezing me hard. I grunted into her mouth.

I wouldn’t lose. I refused.

We fought for a moment like that, warring for control; then I took it, seizing her arms. I tore her dress open — that beautiful, expensive dress — and she gasped in surprise. Her full tits were exposed to me, beautiful and round, the nipples hard and long. I sucked each one into my mouth, drawing moans of whispered pleasure from her. “Damon...Damon...”

I took her into my arms and carried her up the stairs. I felt as if I had been there before, sensing the direction of the bedroom. As I found it, I entered, feeling like I was carrying my wife to our marital bed. I laid Alicia down on it and tore the rest of her dress off, revealing her perfect naked body. Her pussy was shaved, save for a tiny neat patch of hair above. With the same violence I had felt earlier, I dove between her legs and began to lick the dripping cunt. She gasped in pleasure and grasped the bedsheets. “Damon.”

Her thick, engorged clit pushed up form the soft folds of her pussy. I licked and sucked the tender bud, each lick taking her closer to release. She was loud, crying out with passion, totally out of control. It excited me, making this composed and beautiful woman, my former teacher — turn into a sex-craved slut spreading her legs for me. She writhed and moaned under the lashing of my tongue. She responded with a jerk of her hips as I sucked her clit between my lips, rubbing it with my tongue. I pinched her nipples, sensing her release drawing near. I sucked hard on her clit and she gasped, letting out a long “Ohhhhhh” of passion. She jerked her hips several more times, cumming violently on my face.

I moved back, removing my clothes, gazing down at her as I did. She watched with wide and pleased eyes as my shirt came off, revealing my hard muscles, then my pants, showing my thick and hard cock. She bit her lip and guided me to her entrance, helping to ease the thick shaft into her dripping, soaking wet cunt. I stretched her open, watching as the head pushed in, then the shaft, my veined member filling her inch by inch. As my balls finally made contact with her soft pussy lips, I groaned in complete pleasure. “Ahhhh....fuck.” Being inside her was like being inside no other woman I’d ever fucked in my life. She was perfect, her cunt hugging my dick just right, squeezing me.

“Oh god...” She gazed up at me. “Fuck me, Damon. My master. My alpha.”

I kissed her — then grasped her hair, holding her possessively. I began to saw in and out of her, drawing in and out, her soft vagina lips caressing my cock. “You are mine, Alicia. Do you understand? Mine. All mine.”

She gasped in pleasure, wrapping her legs around me. “I’m yours, Damon. Completely yours.”

I began fucking her harder, pounding her thoroughly. The sounds she made, little mewls of pleasure, turning to long lustful moans...they told me she was loving every second of it. I was too. I loved watching her tight, tiny little pussy get drilled by my huge cock, the thick member filling her up over and over again.

“Fuck me!” she gasped. “Fuck me, my master! My lord!”

I held her wrists and pressed her into the bed. The submission excited her as much as anything. “You’ve never been with an alpha like this, have you? A man who isn’t afraid to hold you down and fuck you?” I growled.

“Never...never!” Her pussy squeezed me tight. Her big tits bounced with every thrust. “Oh god...you’re so good...so big inside me!”

She writhed and squirmed under me. I took her left leg, crossing it to my right shoulder. I stroked in and out of her, watching our pulsing flesh as the fierce fucking continued. This new angle of entry was different; as I prodded her pussy, she became more animated and loud, and I knew I was hitting her G-spot.

I squeezed her full breasts, watching her face change from lust to pure bliss. Her “oooohs” became short, punctuated “OHs” of passion. Her pussy was wetter than ever, juicing with every insertion of my cock. I watched my thick member entering it, her warm, velvety center welcoming the alpha who had finally claimed her.

She stiffened, trembling, and gasped, “Damon...I’m coming...I’m coming...my master...”

Her pussy clenched and grasped the hard rod that filled her. She used my cock to get off, squeezing and thrusting back against me as she was hit by a shuddering orgasm.

I realized I loved her. I didn’t know why, or how, but this woman...it was as though she was made for me. I felt a deep bond. A connection.

My queen.

I thrust in deep and pumped cum into her pussy, spasms wracking her body. She kept crying my name as I flooded her with my love and my cum. With my dominance. My hand never left her hair, still holding tight to the soft flowing locks around my grasping fingers.

When I had finished pulsing my seed into her womb, I leaned in and kissed her. It was a gentle but passionate kiss, our tongues entwining. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me close. “Never stop fucking me,” she whispered.

“I love you.”

She smiled. “I knew you would.” She pressed her lips to my jaw and neck and whispered, “I love you, my master.”
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She gasped as I got about halfway in and met resistance. We looked into each other’s eyes, a moment of pure trust between us. “It feels so good. I want you all the way in...”

The resistance melted away and she slid down all the way, taking me completely inside her in one smooth stroke. She moaned in lust as she impaled herself on my cock, hands on my chest, gazing into my eyes.

She started rocking back and forth. I thought she would have been in pain, but there had apparently been none, because she was now gyrating on my cock like it was the best feeling in her life. It was for me. I took her hips and held as she bounced up and down on top of me. “Oh yes, Brian. It’s so big inside me. So good.” Her nails grazed down my chest; I watched her wet pussy sliding up and down my cock, leaving a slick trail on the throbbing, veined meat inside her. God, it was fucking hot, looking at that sight. My own stepsister, impaled on my dick.

How the fuck did I get so big?

Before I could think about that question, she drew me to her breast, my mouth at her nipple. “Suck me, big bro.”

Eagerly I took her nipple into my mouth, sucking hard on the tip. It turned to a rock-like consistency in my mouth. She gasped and let out a series of breathy moans, her pussy making wet sounds as I thrust up inside her. I sucked each of her perky little tits, licking around each nipple, enjoying the way she gasped when I did it.

Alpha App: Hooking the Stepsister

“You know that new phone is coming out today, right?”

My stepsister Lana was sitting next to me in the car as we drove to campus. Just two years younger than I, she was an attractive 19-year-old, with full blonde hair and a cute smile. We’d ended up going to the same university, both studying computer science.

“Yeah, I heard. Are you getting one?”

“I’d like to.”

So that was how it started. My sister got one of the new phones, and just so happened to leave it lying around on her desk in our shared apartment.

Out of curiosity, I picked it up and thumbed through the apps. She had no passcode; she was pretty liberal like that, figuring she didn’t need the privacy. I hovered my thumb over Photos, then, feeling a little guilty, clicked it on.

Whoa. Apparently my sister had a naughty side, as there were numerous naked selfies on here. Most of her in various sexual poses: legs spread, lips parted, eyes trained on the camera. Who was she sending these to?

As I thumbed through the erotic pictures of my stepsister, my cock rose in my pants to the point of straining against my jeans. It was throbbing so hard it hurt.

I clicked off photos, taking a deep breath. She’s your sister asshole, not some piece of meat. Stop thinking of her like you want to bang her.

Fat chance of that.

I slid through a few more pages of apps. One caught my eye. It was bright pink and said SEXYTIMES in big white letters. I smirked. What the hell?

I clicked it.

A bright flash of light filled the room. I was knocked back from the force, crashing backwards onto my sister’s bed. “Whoa, what the...”

I tried to sit up, but felt weak, like my limbs were being drained of all their strength.

The next thing I knew, everything went black.

****

“Mmmmm, mmmmm.”

I stirred. As I began to wake, I was suddenly flooded with intense feelings of pleasure. I heard soft wet noises coming from below me. I looked down — and saw Lana’s blonde head bobbing at my crotch.

My sister was sucking my dick.

Her pretty pink lips were sealed around my shaft — which looked bigger and thicker than ever before. Down they went, taking me all the way to the back of her throat — and then she slowly slid me out of her mouth.

Oh jesus.

I couldn’t help it; I shivered in pleasure, the feeling of my sister’s warm mouth on my cock the most amazing thing I’d ever felt. I was shocked — what the hell was going on? — but I couldn’t stop her.

She took me back in, head lowering down on my shaft again. She smiled up at me around my cock, but never took her mouth off.

“Sis...fuck,” I groaned. Without thinking, I put my hands on her head, tangling in them, holding on as she bobbed her head up and down on my cock lustfully.

She let go of me with a pop, then licked up the side of me like my cock was a popsicle. “Mmm, you taste so good, brother.”

“Sis...what’s going on...why are you sucking my cock?”

“Because it tastes amazing and you deserve it.”

Then without another word, she right back to sucking, taking me into her mouth and sealing it tight on my dick.

Her head began to bob again. My balls heated, throbbing under her ministrations. It was like she was trying to coax the seed right from them. “Fuck,” I groaned. “You’re gonna make me cum, sis. I’ve gotta shoot. I can’t hold back.”

I thought she’d let go, that she wouldn’t want my cum in her mouth — but instead she just sucked harder, nodding and moaning around me. My dick touched the back of her throat and I shuddered, hot jets of cum spurting out of me. She held me tight and swallowed, closing her eyes with a look of pure bliss on her face, like she’d never tasted anything as wonderful as her stepbrother’s cum.

A little bit trickled out of her mouth, a white tendril sliding down the corner. She let go of me and wiped it off with her fingers, then sucked them clean.

I stared at her in amazement. Every bit of cum was gone. She’d swallowed all of it.

My balls throbbed at the thought.

As my sister’s tongue livingly cleaned me off, I stared at her, stroking her hair back gently.

“Did you enjoy that, bro?” she asked, smiling up at me.

“God, yeah. Where did you learn to suck cock like that?” I held my hand up, instantly regretting my question. “Nevermind, forget I asked.”

She giggled. “I’ve never sucked anyone’s cock before in my life. You’re my first.”

I stared in amazement.

“But you...”

“It was good, right?” She looked so eager for approval at my words. I couldn’t believe it. My own sister wanted to know that she’d done a good job sucking my cock.

“Uh, yeah. It was fucking amazing.”

She smiled happily.

Lana slowly raised herself up; my eyes went to her tits, which were covered only by a see-through nightie. My eyes widened; where’d she get an outfit like that?

She slid on top of me, leaning in close. Taking my hands, she put them up to her breasts, letting me feel the full, soft mounds in my hands. I swear, my sister had never had big tits. Yet now they looked fuller and more swollen than I’d ever seen.

She groaned as my hands closed around them. “Mmmm that’s so good, big brother. Squeeze my titties just like that. Oh, fuck.”

She was wearing no panties, so her wet mound was sliding up and down my thigh. I felt her slick heat edging closer and closer to my cock.

In the back of my mind, the question was screaming: what was happening? Why was my own sister trying to fuck me? Why was I letting her?

That phone, I realized. The flash of light. Me, getting knocked out.

The app.

I’d pressed that app that said SEXYTIMES.

And... that’s exactly what I’d gotten.

Lana’s soft hands on my chest brought me out of my thoughts. She was gyrating on top of me, making my cock hard again. “Oh, don’t make me wait, Brian. Please, let me put your big cock inside me. Take my virginity. I want you to...only you...”

Before I could protest, Lana’s hand was on my throbbing shaft, pulling me inside her. I felt my cock push open the slick lips of her pussy. I stared in amazement as she took me in, inch by inch into her tight, hot sex.

Oh my god, I thought. I’m taking my stepsister’s virginity.

She gasped as I got about halfway in and met resistance. We looked into each other’s eyes, a moment of pure trust between us. “It feels so good, brother. I want you all the way in...”

The resistance melted away and she slid down all the way, taking me completely inside her in one smooth stroke. She moaned in lust as she impaled herself on my cock, hands on my chest, gazing into my eyes.

She started rocking back and forth. I thought she would have been in pain, but there had apparently been none, because she was now gyrating on my cock like it was the best feeling in her life. It was for me. I took her hips and held as she bounced up and down on top of me. “Oh yes, Brian. It’s so big inside me. So good.” Her nails grazed down my chest; I watched her wet pussy sliding up and down my cock, leaving a slick trail on the throbbing, veined meat inside her. God, it was fucking hot, looking at that sight. My own sister, impaled on her brother’s dick.

How the fuck did I get so big?

Before I could think about that question, she drew me to her breast, my mouth at her nipple. “Suck me, big bro.”

Eagerly I took her nipple into my mouth, sucking hard on the tip. It turned to a rock-like consistency in my mouth. She gasped and let out a series of breathy moans, her pussy making wet sounds as I thrust up inside her. I sucked each of her perky little tits, licking around each nipple, enjoying the way she gasped when I did it.

“I’m going to cum, Brian. I’m going to cum on your cock. Yes, suck me. It feels amazing.”

As she drew near her orgasm, I realized just how badly I wanted her to cum. How I had ached for so long to watch my sister climax. I realized, deep down, I’d had sexual thoughts about her before. Even if I’d denied them to myself, it didn’t stop the truth. She was sexy as hell, and now I was getting to realize those fantasies.

I just didn’t understand how that app had done it — if it even had...

“Oh yes!!!!” she screamed, clutching me hard as she came. She slid her hips down in one fell swoop and held herself on top of me, pussy spasming wildly. I groaned at the feeling of her climax; it triggered mine, making me shoot into her. I couldn’t believe it. Not only had I taken my sister’s virginity; I was now shooting thick ropes of cum inside her bare, fertile pussy, probably knocking her up.

She held me tight in her arms, still cradling my face against her breast. I gave her nipple several more living licks, then turned up to look at her. “Was it good, sis?”

“Mmm, it was amazing, Brian. I love feeling your hot cum inside me. I just want you to fuck me all the time. I want to be yours, your willing slut.”

Her words made me throb inside her. She felt it, letting out a soft gasp, then smiling and clenching her tight pussy around me, milking the last drops of my seed. She pulled me into a hot kiss, caressing my neck and hair, stroking her hands down my shoulders. We kissed a long time, tongues entwining, passion building between us. Then she broke the kiss and giggled, feeling me hardening inside her.

“You’re already up for round two?”

“I think it’s round three. If you count that incredible blowjob you gave me.”

Her giggles turned to gasps as I flipped her over, positioning her on hands and knees. I skewered her from behind, my cock sliding easily into her again. I pulled her onto my cock, then off, then on again, building a rhythm. It was hot to watch from this angle, seeing my thick shaft sliding in and out of my sister’s tight wet pussy. She obviously enjoyed it too, moaning and squirming in delight. “Yeah, fill me up, big bro. Use me. Fuck me doggystyle. Breed me like a bitch in heat.”

I started to thrust in, my hips finding a rhythm of their own. I felt driven on, compelled by some primal need to inseminate my sister. I reached under her, grabbing her swinging tits, squeezing hard this time. I slapped her ass and made her squeal. “Oh yeah, fuck me, you fucking stud...fill me up!” she screamed. “Fuck me with that huge cock. God, it’s so big. So big, I’m going to cum again....”

I felt her spasming on me, driven to another orgasm. I pounded her hard, drilling my sister’s tight cunt as she came. My balls slapped her wet pussy lips — and then I drove in deep, holding myself inside as I deposited a second load inside her.

We stayed there for several moments, gasping, bodies locked in a carnal embrace. Then I slid out of her, dick popping from her slit with a slick sound, my cum seeping out of her. I collapsed on the bed, and a moment later, Lana curled up beside me.

“I hope I was good for you, big brother.”

“You were great, Lana. It was amazing.”

I stroked her hair, watching her contented smile as she nestled her cheek against me. She purred like a kitten — and a few seconds later, was fast asleep.

I marveled at what had happened. I’d fucked around with my sister’s phone, pressed a button — and bam, everything had blacked out. When I came to, the whole world had changed. I was virile, with a sex drive unlike any I’d ever felt. Maybe it was just Lana, that she was so incredibly hot. But already, I was possessed with a driving need to go out and fuck more... to take and own all the women I’d never had.

What the hell was going on?

When I woke up a little while later, Lana was gone. She’d left me a note with an XOXO and a kiss face. See you soon, big bro. Thanks for the amazing sex. Hope we can do it again tonight...

Fuck yeah, I wanted to do it again tonight. I wanted to watch that delicious little pussy sucking on my cock...taking me inside her tight, petite body, getting filled by my big dick.

But first, I had to figure out what the fuck was going on.

I grabbed Lana’s phone, which she had left on the desk.

I was going to go see my teacher.

****

Caroline Davis was in her office, as usual. I swear she just lived there. Every time I passed by, I could see her studiously typing away, her beautiful face intent on her computer screen. With her long, lustrous black hair and olive skin, she could’ve easily been a model. Her parents, from what she’d told us as a class, had enrolled her in a top private school when she was young, letting her excel in math and science. She’d loved computers — so compsci had been a natural fit.

She was a great teacher. Enthusiastic, compassionate, always willing to lend an ear — whether it was for class stuff or general student life questions. Unlike most of the people on this campus who had a Ph.D. after their name, Professor Davis had held onto her humility.

I’d had a crush on her from day one.

“Come in,” she answered as I knocked. “Hi, Brian.” She smiled and turned toward me. “What can I do for you?”

My brain barely registered the sight of Professor Davis’ sexy outfit before my cock stirred to life. Clad in a tight-fitting knit sweater that emphasized her ample breasts, her lower half was covered in just a short miniskirt and stockings. Her red nails slid gently over the arm of her chair, an absentminded gesture of hers that I had noticed. Her hair fell in waves over her shoulders, lips perfectly highlighted with a subtle red lipstick, bringing out their smooth fullness.

I wanted to see that lipstick — and those lips — on my cock.

Easy, tiger. That wasn’t the kind of thought I would have ever had before this weird... incident. Or if it was, I wouldn’t have acted on it. Now I felt ready to jump her bones.

“Hi, Professor. I was wondering...well, I have something kind of weird to ask you about.”

“No question is too weird for me.” She gestured to the seat opposite her. “Pull up a chair.”

I did, taking a seat, hoping she wouldn’t notice my growing erection. “So...” I took the phone out of my pocket, tapping it idly. “Do you know much about apps?”

“A little.” Her smile turned curious. “What kind of apps?”

“My sister got the newest model of that Dynamo phone, the one with all the fancy bells and whistles. I sort of...tried it out.” Leaving out the part about her naked photos, I cleared my throat. “I used this app, and now all kinds of weird things are happening.”

She tilted her head, curious. “What kind of weird things?”

“Um...” How do you tell your teacher your sister’s having sex with you? “Lana — my stepsister — was getting kind of amorous toward me. It’s not just her; I’ve noticed other girls doing it, too.” I hadn’t missed the looks from just about every girl I passed on the way here. They all looked like they wanted to eat me alive — or throw themselves at my feet and tear their clothes off, begging me to fuck them.

“And that’s not all,” I went on. “I’ve felt different, too. Kind of primal. Aggressive. Like I just want to dominate everything, take control, seize power and...” I couldn’t believe the word that slipped from my lips: “Fuck.”

I expected her to react with shock or horror — but instead, Professor Davis’ expression melted to one of pure desire. Her eyes swept over me, taking me in, lingering at my groin. She licked her lips gently and adjusted her position, breasts pushing out toward me. “I think I know what’s happening, Brian.”

“You do?”

“Yeah.” She rubbed her neck; a slight sheen of wetness coated her lips from her tongue. Her cheeks flushed like she was getting hot. “I’m sorry, do you mind if I take off my sweater?”

“Uh...no, go ahead.”

She stood up, going to the shades that covered her office windows and closing each one. Then she turned back to me, meeting my eyes. She reached for the sides of her sweater, drawing it slowly up over her head, revealing a lacy white bra covering her huge, full breasts.

My cock stiffened to the point of painfulness at the sight. Her tits were fucking amazing. I wanted to grab them, order her onto her knees, and slide my dick between them, over and over, watching her moan as she got those huge breasts fucked by my cock...squeezing her nipples...

“Sorry. I was just getting a little hot,” she said in a soft, sexy voice. She came back over toward me, leaning forward, giving me a full view of her incredible breasts. “So, where were we?” she asked, her fingers grazing my knee as she sat back down — very close to me.

“Um...we were...I was saying — I mean, you were saying that you know what’s happening, with this app.”

“Oh, yes. I think...” She turned to her computer, keying in some figures. “Yes, just as I’d suspected. Dynamo stock is up twenty percent. And...” She keyed in another figure. “So is Babetech.com.”

“Babetech?”

“Yep. A sex toy company. They make apps as well. They had a new one out on the market called SEXYTIMES which was in its experimental phase. An alpha release.” She giggled at her own words. “Oh my. An alpha release indeed...”

I stared at her, not understanding. “Huh?”

She rubbed her hand slowly up and down my leg. “Have you looked in a mirror lately, Brian?”

“No.”

She reached into her desk and pulled out a small hand mirror. She held it up, showing me my reflection.

I almost gasped out loud. Gone was the nerdy, pimple-faced loser I used to be. I was handsome. I had scruffy, rugged facial hair and a hard masculine jaw. My hair was cropped short in a messy, I just fucked twenty women and left them draped over my bed, legs spread, cum leaking from their pussies kind of look.

I had muscles.

“What the fuck?”

She smiled. “Yep. That’s one of the perks of this app. It helps men who use it transform into powerful, dominant alphas with erections that never subside — and a sex drive that keeps going and going. Women who use it — or who are around a man who’s engaged its alpha power — become ultra-sexual, horny, ready to spread their legs for him. Eager to be his willing, submissive sex slaves.” She licked her lips, eyeing me like she too was experiencing that effect.

Wow. “So basically this app is every straight, red-blooded guy’s wet dream.”

“Basically, yes. Though you worded it differently than I would’ve.”

“So if I wanted you to get down on your knees right now...”

She shivered, lowering the mirror and setting it aside. “I would have no choice, Brian. You don’t even know the effect you’re having on me.” She stood slowly, rubbing her hands down her sexy, taut belly. “Though...I can show you.”

Her hands went underneath her skirt, to the sides of her panties. She slid them down each graceful leg and off her perfect feet, which were encased in a pair of black heels. She offered me the panties; they dangled off her outstretched fingers.

I took them and stared at the huge wet stain. I brought them to my nose and inhaled deeply. Holy fuck.

“What else can this app do?” I asked, the remnants of her scent making my cock throb with lust.

“According to the research I’ve done — and remember, this was just the experimental phase — you have the power to change things. Alter the world around you. Simply think it...will it...and it happens.”

“It’s really that easy?”

“Well, there are limitations, of course. Granted, I don’t know what they are...” She had slid off her heels and was now rubbing her stockinged foot up and down the inside of my leg. It was inching closer to my crotch.

There are limitations.

Mayyyyybe.

I grabbed her foot. Reaching forward, I slid her stocking down removing it. I kissed my way up her bare leg, my lips coming closer to her sex.

She was quivering, breath coming in short little gasps. “No, if you do that, I’m going to cum...”

“That’s the idea.” I looked up into her eyes, seeing pure, glazed lust. I had barely even touched her and she was already on the verge of orgasm. I wanted to try out my new abilities — whatever powers the app had given me. I willed her to climax, saying, “Go ahead, Professor. Cum for me. Cum now.”

I watched in amazement as my formerly controlled, clean-cut teacher grabbed the sides of her chair, back arching, body shuddering in the throes of a powerful orgasm. It was a beautiful sight. She came right there, her pussy leaving a wet stain in the chair.

She stared at me, breathless and gasping. “Oh my, Brian, that was...”

“Take off your bra.” My voice took on a tone of authority. The alpha in me was seizing control. “And your other stocking. I want you naked and spread for me. Hands on the desk, ass up, where I have access to your pussy.”

She responded immediately. My tone had a serious effect on her; she shivered in delight, removing her bra and quickly doing the same with her stocking and garters. Naked, she turned and laid her body over the desk, ass facing me, pussy dripping wet. Her thighs parted, ass thrusting upward slightly in the air. I could see how badly she wanted me to fuck her — no, more than that, I could hear it somehow, as if I was reading her thoughts...

My professor was now spread like a slut on her desk for me, just waiting for me to stuff my big cock into her twat.

I stroked myself up and down, teasing her, enjoying making her wait. “You know I wanted to fuck you since I first saw you, Professor.”

“Caroline,” she groaned, “Please, call me Caroline...”

“I’ll call you whatever I want. Slut sounds like a good start.” I smacked her ass sharply — drawing a moan — and then rubbed gently over the red spot, my fingers teasing over her glistening pussy lips. “Look at how wet for me you are. Do you want all your students like this?”

“No,” she whimpered. “Only you.”

I teased her slit with my index finger, then slid it into her. She shivered as I filled her with a second and then third finger, then began to swirl my thumb around her clit. She shuddered and gripped the edges of the table. “Oh god, don’t tease me, sir...please put your cock in me.”

“What, my fingers aren’t enough for you?” I chuckled. “You really are a slut, Professor.”

She started to respond, but I began to plunge my fingers in and out of her, faster and faster. Any words she had left vanished on her lips — she could only moan and cry out, babbling senselessly with lust.

I loved the sight. Not only was I making her feel good, I had a sense of power over this beautiful woman that made my cock throb like nothing I’d ever experienced. I could tap into her very pleasure center, sense exactly what she was thinking and feeling, and change it, just like she’d said.

All because of that app.

I took my fingers out, holding my cock, positioning it at her entrance. Then in one swift move, I impaled her on my thick shaft.

She screamed in pleasure and grabbed tightly to the desk. “Oh my god...”

I pulled almost all the way out, then slammed in to the hilt.

Her mouth opened as if to scream again — but nothing came out. Just a wordless gasp. She was cumming, climaxing on my dick, just from being penetrated with such a huge cock. I felt her pussy clenching on me, squeezing me, her inner muscles fluttering.

As she climaxed, I began fucking her. I slid in and out faster, watching my huge member split her open. The sight was hugely erotic. My unprotected cock was fucking my professor, a woman I’d lusted for, thought to be far beyond my league. Hell, she was probably married, too. I didn’t really care.

I just knew she was loving this, and so was I.

I took hold of her hair and started really pounding her. “Oh yes. Fuck me, Brian. Fuck me like the alpha stud you are. Pound that huge cock inside me, fill me up with your thick, potent seed.”

Her words made my balls heat up, throbbing with lust. I gritted my teeth, trying to hold back. “Are you on the pill?”

“No, Brian.” She shivered and corrected herself. “Sir. I’m not on the pill.”

“Oh jesus.” I bottomed out inside her, feeling every bit of her soft, wet little pussy caressing my achingly hard dick. The thought of my professor’s unprotected womb getting a hot splattering of my potent seed, likely making her pregnant, was insanely hot. I pounded her fast and hard, fucking with an enthusiasm I had never felt before. Probably another side effect of the app; my new alpha body was powerful and strong, capable of stamina I had never had, as my old self. She ground back against me, hips bucking as I fucked her hard and deep.

“Oh yeah, baby. Fuck that slutty little pussy. It’s all yours, baby. I’ll spread my legs for you whenever you want, sir...You just say the word and you can put your cock in any of my holes. They’re open to you at all times.”

Her words were too much for me. I shot thick jets of cum into her, picturing her belly swollen with my child. “Oh my fucking god.”

“Yesssss!” she screamed. “Fill me up! Oh yes! Just like that!”

My orgasm triggered hers. She came with me; I reached for her hands, holding them briefly, feeling her squeeze me back. Then my hands closed around her wrists in a far more dominant hold. Because that’s what this was about: fucking. Primal, animalistic fucking. Apparently, my teacher had been holding that side of her tucked away too long.

I slid out of her, watching the remnants of my cum trickle down her labia. My cock started to soften. Caroline lay against the desk, panting, her cheek against the surface. There were a bunch of papers under her, now crumpled from the weight of her body. The desk had moved forward an inch of so from my repeated thrusts.

I wondered if anyone would question what had been happening in her office. Surely someone had to hear. We were loud.

As if sensing my thoughts, Caroline stood, shaky on her feet. “You can erase things,” she said, turning to me. “Like everything else, you just have to will it to happen. Think, and it will be so.”

“So I could brainwash the whole department. Make it so none of them remembered hearing us?”

“Essentially, yes.”

I watched her sexy body, sitting down in the chair again. “That seems unethical.”

“You’ve been granted a great gift, Brian. It’s up to you to use it responsibly.” She drew a bit of my cum from her pussy, sucking it off her fingers, a look of pleasure on her face. “Though I can’t force you to choose that.”

The sight of Caroline sucking my cum off her hand got me going again, cock starting to stir. “You would try to.”

“I’d have to. I am your teacher. But your power could also force me not to.”

“This is a lot to handle. I don’t want to go around willy-nilly, mind-controlling people, making thoughts disappear from their brains. That could have serious consequences.”

She came over me, straddling my lap. “That’s why I’m so glad this happened to you. Underneath it all, you’re a good guy, Brian. I see how you watch over Lana, the protective big brother. You want to help people, to keep them safe.”

At the mention of Lana, I flushed. Was I really such a good guy? I’d fucked her, after all. Fucked my own sister.

She’d loved it, too.

So who was feeling guilty? Me. All because of the stupid brainwashing I had been given by society. Guilt over my own desires. My own fantasies. My own needs.

My hands closed possessively around Caroline’s ass. I pulled her to me; her hands went around my neck, caressing me. “I have plans for you, my sexy teacher,” I whispered, leaning in and kissing her neck. “And they involve spearing you on my cock all night, in a variety of positions...”

Her pussy gushed wetness at my words. She clutched me tighter, giving a soft gasp. “I’m all yours.”

****
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“Oh god, it’s so big, sir.”

I was lying behind Caroline in her bed. She had a husband, but he was off on some business trip. Which meant I had her all to myself. Hell, I thought, even if he comes back early, I’ll just use the app to make him disappear.

A smirk appeared on my lips. But it faded, the pleasure in my cock from spearing my sexy teacher growing inside me. “Unnnhhh,” I groaned, my fist in her hair. I watched my huge dick split her pussy lips again and again. I liked this position, her on her side, me lifting her leg as I penetrated. It felt primal and masculine and gave me a great angle. It seemed the more I liked whatever we were doing sexually, the more she did, too. “Your pussy’s so fucking tight.”

I took in the sight of her. Her hips curved smoothly, partly covered in the white sheet, rolling rhythmically with my fucking. Her pussy was a wet, dark little split that my cock kept sinking into. As tight as she was, I was amazed she could take me. The only thing that made it possible was her immense lubrication, and her cunt’s ability to stretch and squeeze around me.

“You like being fucked like this, don’t you, Caroline?”

“I love it,” she purred sensuously.

“A hot alpha stud in your marital bed, fucking you while your husband’s away. Deep down, you’re a naughty girl.” I squeezed her tits, hearing her sharp intake of breath.

“I’m a naughty girl, sir.”

“I knew it all along. The picture you present in class, all put-together, ready to teach, the perfect mentor. It’s all an act, isn’t it?”

I thrust in deep, my cock splitting her open, bottoming out inside her. She reached behind, grasping my powerful thigh, gasping in time with my thrusts. “Oh, oh!” she cried.

“It’s all an act. Deep down, you’re just a horny little slut.”
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My words sent Caroline over the edge. She ground her hips furiously on my cock, her walls shuddering and spasming. Her whole body shook from the intensity. With my new mental powers, I ramped her pleasure up to a seven or so; I didn’t want to completely blow her mind. After all, it was only seven in the morning.

Plus, we’d fucked all night.

“Oh my godddddddd!!!” she cried, clutching me as she came. I pounded her hard, right on through her orgasm, sending her into aftershocks. I felt her cunt clenching me. “Gonna cum,” I grunted. “Gonna fill up your tight pussy with my hot seed.”

“Yes! Master! Do it! Fill me. Fill my fertile womb with your cum. Make me pregnant.”

She’d told me she wasn’t on the pill. I very likely was making her pregnant.

The thought was intensely hot. My teacher, carrying my sons. My legacy.

I spurted several hot jets of cum, splattering it into her womb. We breathed heavily together, bodies entwined, my hands still gripping her tits. I relaxed my hold, giving her full breasts a last squeeze, and then I kissed her neck tenderly.

She smiled and turned her head toward me. My lips found hers and we kissed for a long time, hot and passionate. Then I lay back, just holding her, enjoying the feeling of her warm, soft body in mine. Knowing I could do anything I wanted with her. That she was mine.

Every man’s fantasy. My reality.

It was still hard to believe. From a totally-in-control, I’m the boss, not you, type of lady, Caroline had become my submissive toy.

She didn’t talk about school unless I promoted her. It’s like all she could think about was me, what I wanted from her, and getting fucked.

She purred contentedly in my arms, snuggling her ass into me.

A vision came into my mind: of her, bound, blindfolded, and spread on this very bed, just waiting for me to come in and split her open...fill all her holes...

“What are you thinking about, baby?” she asked, taking my hand and setting it on her naked thigh. I slid my fingers up and down, caressing her soft, tanned skin.

“About how I’d like to bind you here. Make you wait for me until you’re good and wet, totally horny. Aching for me to come use you, fill your tight little body with my huge cock until you can’t take anymore.”

She shivered with pleasure at my words.

I gave her a last kiss on the shoulder and withdrew my body from hers. My cock slipped from her pussy, leaving that wet, delicious sound I loved so much. I resisted the temptation to look back and see my cum pooling between her soft outer lips. It was a sight that never got old, but one that had me aching to impale her again — and I’d never get anything done if all we did was fuck.

Come on, said that little voice in my head. Would that really be such a bad thing?

I smirked, taking a bottle of water from the little fridge she kept in her and her husband’s bedroom. My eyes swept around; the furniture was simple but classy, that of an upscale college couple. He worked as a professor too, teaching business. They undoubtedly had loads of money.

“Caroline,” I said, “the app. Can it help me become rich?”

“It can give you anything you want.” Her voice dripped with sex. I turned back to see her looking at me, legs now dangling sensuously off the bed.

“So, what. I just say, hey, I want money, and money just materializes in my hand?”

“More like your bank account, but yes.”

All right, then, I thought. I want money.

Nothing happened.

At least not until I picked up my phone, swiped through to my banking app, and checked my balance.

$100,000,000.

Holy shit. That has to trigger some kind of alarm.

But nothing. No calls from the bank, or the cops, or anything. It was like I’d just deposited a billion dollars in there and no one blinked an eye.

Except Caroline, who was now swaying up to me, the white sheet draped around her body like a gown. God, she was fucking beautiful. My heart clenched and my dick throbbed. I already wanted her again.

She came up behind me and slid her arms around me. “Feels good, doesn’t it? Being a billionaire?”

“It feels amazing.”

She kissed my earlobe, then licked a slow trail up my neck. “Billionaires are sexy, by the way.”

Her hands caressed my chest, moving over my rippling muscles. I turned to her; my cock was already nearly at full-mast again. The alpha app had turned me into a constant craving sex machine, my hardons basically perpetual.

I threaded my fingers in her hair and pulled her in for a hot kiss. She gave a soft exhale of surprise and pleasure, setting her hands on my chest. When I pulled away, I said, “I’d love to throw you down on that bed and fuck you five ways from Saturday. Again. But we do have jobs, and lives.”

“My life is to serve you, now,” she said, smiling up at me submissively.

“I know, but I still want you to teach. I don’t want you doing nothing but sitting around here all day...”

“Would that be so bad?” she asked, stroking my cock. “Your own harem of sexy, slutty girls, just waiting at home for you? To come and fill their holes with your big cock?”

I groaned at the thought. “I can really have that? But...it’s so against everything I’ve been taught.”

“Society has brainwashed us all, Brian. Lied to us. Made us conditioned to think we can’t have the things our bodies truly crave.” She kissed my neck. “The things we crave, on a biological, primitive level.”

“You’re saying that deep down, you want to be my submissive harem girl? And I just gave you the tools to do it?”

“Now you’re getting it, stud.”

Her fingers worked me up and down, massaging my fully-erect cock. I tried to wrap my head around what she was saying, but the pleasure was clouding my logic. My life is to serve you, now. Caroline would no longer work as a teacher. She would be my stay-at-home slut. Dressed in panties and bra, or whatever the hell I wanted, all day long. Dripping wet, waiting for me to come home and fuck her. And my submissive harem.

She was saying I could have as many girls as I wanted. Just like that.

It should have been perfect. All my fantasies come true.

So why couldn’t I shake the nagging sense that something was wrong, that accepting a life of pure and unadulterated pleasure would backfire on me?

Caroline’s hand on my cock and her lips on mine drove way the last of my thoughts. I groaned as she sunk to her knees, taking me into her mouth. Her lips slid up and down my cock, servicing me, teasing me, drawing the seed right up from my balls. I put my hands on her head, taking control. She moaned in response, bobbing her head faster.

I felt myself cumming. I sealed her throat tight around me, forcing her head all the way on my shaft, implying that pretty mouth. “Swallow it, slut. Every drop.”

She eagerly did as I said, holding onto me, hands wrapped around my thighs. She sucked every drop from my pulsing shaft as I spurted into her sweet mouth, filling her lips with my seed.

I released her, sighing in satisfaction as I watched her clean the rest of my cum from her lips. She looked.... well, there was no other way to describe it. Utterly blissed out.

High on my cum.

“It tastes so good, master,” she groaned, rubbing her breasts like she was just aching for another orgasm — and about to cum from sucking me off.

“Go on, Caroline. Cum. I know you want to.”

She shuddered violently and came at my command, squeezing her nipples, biting her lip. As her orgasm subsided, she collapsed on the floor, a panting heap of post-climactic pleasure.

I picked her up and carried her back to the bed. “Rest now,” I whispered. Perhaps I was a dominant sex god, but I had a soft spot for Caroline I couldn’t shake. I watched the smile at her lips, her eyes closed, her face showing complete happiness. I was conflicted. She wanted this — it obviously made her feel complete. But wasn’t I imprisoning her? Making my sex slave for the rest of her life?

One thing was clear. I needed to make a decision, or this fucking app was going to control me.

****

Dominant sex god or not, I still had to go on with my daily life. I didn’t know what else to do. Sure, I was a billionaire now, but I was still enrolled at college. The world carried on as it always had. I went to class, taking my usual seat in lecture. Looking around, I saw that things seemed at least somewhat normal here; people were on their phones and laptops, talking, paying no attention to me at all.

Class began, the teacher droning on about numerical hypotheses and advanced linear equations. I only half paid attention. My mind was mostly on what Caroline had said, and the decision now facing me.

As I did, my eyes shifted around the room, settling on a friend of mine. Julie was one of the top students in our class. Driven, competitive, and extremely smart, she sat intently taking notes, eyes fixed on the projector above.

She looked...well, quite frankly, she looked hot.

Very hot.

Class finally adjourned. Everyone started packing up their things, bags shuffling, students putting their stuff away. As the room started to empty, Julie came up beside me, putting her bag over her shoulder. My eyes swept across her body. For the first, time I saw how nice it really was: small, petite, with ample-sized breasts and a trim waist, though curvy. Nice hips. Hips that would be good for breeding.

“Hi Brian,” she said, smiling at me. “You ready for the big test tomorrow?”

“Sure,” I lied. I’d never have to take another test in my life, but I didn’t tell her that. “You?”

“Yeah, I think so. But I could use some extra studying. Want to come over tonight and help?”

My cock throbbed in anticipation. “Yeah, that sounds great.”

“Cool. See you tonight.”

As I watched Julie’s ass sway under her tight-fitting leggings, I knew we’d be doing more than studying.

****

“So, I think there are two answers to this problem,” Julie was saying. She was sitting right next to me on her dorm couch, showing me some stuff in textbook. She’d highlighted all the important sections, adding sticky notes to other places. “Just can’t find the right one.”

She chewed on her pen, looking through the pages. I watched her, smiling slightly. I put my arm around the back of the couch, not quite touching her yet, but sending out subtle signals, willing her arousal to activate.

Sure enough, I saw the signs. Her cheeks started to flush, a lovely red color creeping up her neck and face. I saw her squirming in her seat, trying to alleviate the growing pressure in her cunt. Soon, she’d be dripping wet and begging me to stuff her full of cock.

But I had other ideas, first. I’d brought something with me.

I reached into my pocket, feeling the outline of the dildo. It was kind of an ugly purple color, but it would do the trick.

“I...think there’s...” Julie’s train of thought disappeared. She breathed more heavily, breasts rising and falling fast. I reached over, gently undoing the buttons on her pajama top. Her breasts spilled out, already looking bigger and fuller than before, thanks to my new power.

I reached into her top and cupped her left breast, squeezing. “Ohhhh,” she moaned. “Brian, what are you doing to me...”

“What you’ve always wanted,” I whispered. “Deep down, you’ve always wanted me inside you.”

She shivered. “I’ve always wanted you inside me.”

“You’re my complete and total bimbo slut.”

“I’m your complete and total bimbo slut.”

“You’ll do anything...anything I ask you.”

She turned to me, looking to my eyes, her gaze fully compliant and submissive. “I’ll do anything you ask me. Anything.”

“Take off your panties.”

She stood, shimmying out of her pajama bottoms and panties. Her sex was glistening and shaved, like she’d just gotten out of the shower and was now extremely aroused and horny for me. I slid my finger along her slit, feeling my finger becoming coated with her wetness. I leaned in for a taste, my tongue slurping up along her labia.

“Oh my god,” she moaned. Her hands came to my head, holding me. “Your tongue on my pussy, so fucking good...”

She started grinding her hips at me. I flicked her clit with my tongue. I could tell she right on the edge of cumming.

“That’s enough!”

A sharp voice cut through my motion mid-lick. I looked up from Julie’s pussy, seeing a glaring woman standing behind her.

“What...”

The woman came toward me. I was struck by her beauty. She was maybe twenty or so, with blonde hair pulled back in a tight ponytail. “Get away from her,” she said, her voice low and menacing, “or I’ll rip your balls right off.”

Whoa. I held my hands up. “Hey, easy. No need to get all uptight.” I narrowed my eyes. “Who are you, anyway?”

Julie gasped, pulling her shirt over her breasts. “Melissa?”

“Get away from him, Julie. He’s a monster.”

“You two know each other?”

Julie nodded. “She’s my roommate.”

I took another look at Melissa. Her eyes were dark, fixing on me, as if willing me to move away from her. She was beautiful, yes, but there was something cold in her gaze that even I wasn’t prepared for.

Or wouldn’t have been, if not for the app.

I sent a burst of energy toward her, willing her back. I was struck with a sudden, throbbing pain in my head, so violent I staggered back, tumbling onto the floor. “Whoa.” I held my head, the world going blurry.

I was vaguely aware of voices and things happening — Melissa and Julie, arguing. Melissa ushering Julie out of the room. Melissa coming up to me, grabbing my the throat. “If you ever come near her again, I’ll kill you,” she whispered.

Then she left, taking Julie with her.

My throat ached where she’d touched me. What the hell?

She had some kind of power.

I fell back onto the floor, head thudding on the carpet.

Seconds later, I was unconscious.

****

“Brian...Wake up. Come on, big brother...”

I stirred, hearing Lana’s voice. My eyes fluttered open.

I was back at the apartment. Caroline was there too. She was hovered worriedly in the corner, dialing some numbers on her phone. Lana, meanwhile, was bathing my forehead in a warm compress.

“Brian?” she whispered. “Are you awake?”

“Yeah, I...” I tried to sit up, then grimaced, my head spinning. “What happened?”

She put her hand on my chest, a worried frown on her face. “You were out cold. We couldn’t find you; one of your friends said you were heading over to Julie’s. We went over there and found the door open, and you unconscious.”

“Oh.” I settled back into the pillows, rubbing my forehead. “Right. Julie...and that girl, Melissa.”

Lana pressed the towel against my face. “Don’t try to move too fast, Brian. You were really out. We thought about taking you to the hospital, but Caroline said she knew what to do.”

Hearing her name, Caroline looked over, lowering the phone. “Be there in a sec,” she mouthed.

“How long was I out?” I looked back at Lana.

“Probably three or four hours.”

“Damn. I remember...” Bits and pieces of it came back. My face buried in Julie’s pussy — and then Melissa doing something when I tried to mind-break her. Something that forced me back.

Lana rubbed her free hand gently over my chest. “Can I do anything to make you feel better? Anything you want.”

Normally I would’ve said a blowjob, but my head was hurting too much. “Yeah, some Advil would be nice.”

Caroline came over then, hanging up her phone. She sat down on the opposite side of me, exchanging a brief look with Lana. “Any improvement?”

“He’s talking, so that’s something. He wants some Advil.”

“You’re going to need more than that,” Caroline said, taking off her jacket. “You’ve suffered a big power withdrawal.”

“A what?”

She looked at me intently. “You tried to mind-break someone who’d used the app. Or a version of it. I found out Julie’s roommate has ties to Babetech. Once she learned you were in control of the alpha release, she traced you, determined to prevent you from getting to Julie.”

“But why?”

She shrugged. “Maybe she thought she was protecting her. Maybe...they’re involved or something.”

I narrowed my eyes, thinking. That would make sense. That look in her eyes — something possessive. Something like, stay the hell away from her, she’s mine.

“So they’re lesbians?”

“Could be.”

Caroline’s hand stilled Lana’s on my forehead. “Let me take over from here. He needs serious healing.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Give him what he needs. Life force.” Caroline stripped off her blouse, leaving her in just her bra. Lana and I watched in dual amazement as her skirt and panties went next. Naked from the waist down, aside from her lacy bra, her sex was glistening as she mounted me, pulling the sheets down. She found my naked cock — already half-hard — and quickly stroked me to full. “Suffering an attack from another app user means your power has been drained. Melissa did that. She drained you, with that hit she gave you. The only way to recover is through healing sexual energy.”

She slid her pussy lips over me, rubbing up and down — and then in one swift move, impaled herself on me. We both gasped at the same time.

Lana did too, though hers was one of shock and not pure pleasure. “Caroline...are you sure?”

“You can help. Let him suck your tits, Lana.”

She looked vaguely shocked at the use of our teacher’s dirty language, but the thought of letting me suck her tits was apparently more powerful. She unbuttoned her shirt, her eyes turning back to mine, as Caroline began to raise and lower herself on my dick.

I gasped, feeling myself coming back to life. The throbbing in my head instantly faded. Caroline’s walls squeezed me, her hands resting on my chest, soft gasps coming from her lips.

Lana, meanwhile, had pulled her bra off and was now offering me a full, exposed breast. I took it in my mouth and began to suck. As my lips closed around her nipple, my stepsister gasped, cradling my head in her hands. “Oh god,” she groaned. “It feels so good. Yeah. Suck my tits, bro.”

Caroline bit her lip, her pussy sliding wetly up and down my cock. I looked down at it, seeing her tight cunt squeeze around me. The sight brought me back to life — as did the taste of my sister’s breast in my mouth. “Drink me, brother. My tits are so full, so swollen...Need to suck me, drain me dry...”

As I squeezed and sucked her tit, amazement came over me. Her breasts seemed to get larger, swelling up in size. As I sucked, warm cream began to fill my mouth. The taste was so hot, so incredible, stimulating the strongest pleasure centers in my brain.

My sister cried out with lust as I nursed her, suckling warm milk from her breasts. I moved to the other one, my fingers going to her pussy, sliding in and out of her slick folds as I sucked her. Caroline continued bouncing on my dick, harder and harder, crying out with lust now, getting closer to orgasm herself.

“That’s it, Brian. Suck your sister’s tits. She’s feeding you. Giving you your strength back. Making you regain your power... ohhhhhh.” My sexy teacher shuddered, cumming suddenly on top of me, her orgasm overcoming her. I grabbed her hips and thrust up into her, powering hard strokes into her, my lips sliding off Lana’s nipple. A stream of white, creamy milk slid off the end of her tit.

As Caroline came, I felt my strength fully return. My hips powered into her, cock filling her over and over. I felt her squeeze me, cunt milking my cock as she orgasmed hard. When it was over, she collapsed on top of me, as if she herself had been drained, giggling with pleasure, as if she’d just experienced the greatest high of her life.

I slid Caroline off and turned to Lana, pulling her panties off. “Mmmmm, yeah,” she groaned as I sucked at her cunt, licking and lapping up her sweet juices. I put my cock to her entrance, and in one move, impaled her on my shaft.

“Ohhhhh god!” She shuddered and came instantly, climaxing on my swollen cock. I started thrusting into her, powering inside with deep, long strokes. I looked over at Caroline’s prone form, her smooth, supple body stirring slightly in the sheets. She had a lazy smile on her face, looking utterly satisfied, her full breasts spilling out beneath her. She turned to us, watching as we fucked, my sister on her hands and knees as her brother’s big cock split her open.

“Mmm, that’s so hot,” Caroline moaned, touching herself while she watched. Her hand squeezed her breast while her fingers went to her pussy, rubbing up and down the slick folds. “You’re fucking your sister. Going to fill her up with your hot seed.”

Lana gasped at Caroline’s words. “Yes, big bro. Pump me fill. Give me all that cum, I need it.”

I held Lana’s hips and powered into her, drilling her, my balls slapping against her. The room filled with primal grunts and groans, our lust building to new heights. “I’m gonna cum, sis. Gonna fill you up. Give you my big, hot load.”

“Yesssss!” she screamed as I thrust in deep, spurting hot jets of cum into her. Her whole body spasmed in a second climax. I held her tight, hands squeezing her cute little ass as I came inside her.

“Oh Brian. I can feel your cum so deep inside me. In my womb...”

I groaned at her words. The last of my seed spurted into her, balls twitching and throbbing from the thought of filling my sister’s fertile pussy. I slid out of her, falling beside her on the bed, feeling completely recovered, blissed out, and satisfied.

Caroline laid her cheek against my thigh while Lana rested her head on my chest. My girls, I thought. My sweet, submissive harem.

Now that I had my strength back, I was never going to let go.

The app had changed me...made it so that this power was in my veins. It was part of me now. I couldn’t let go of it any sooner than a bodybuilder could reverse the changes made to him by working out or lifting huge weights. The app had changed my physiology, my mental structure — everything.

And every time I had sex, it changed me even more. Made me addicted to this feeling, of being dominant and in control.

Able to make women lust for me, spread their legs and love it when I pumped them full of cum.

Caroline slid up to me, giving me a kiss. “Feeling better now?”

“Much.” I squeezed her naked butt, then slapped it playfully.

Lana just groaned, completely overwhelmed with pleasure, lost in her post-orgasmic high. She rolled onto her back, tits swaying. They had gone back to their normal size, but were still very large and full, traces of creamy white milk leaking from her nipples.

“I’m back to my full strength, thanks to you two. Now...”

My eyes burned with lust, anger, and need. The need to take Julie, to have her submit to me as we had started. Melissa’s interruption was not going to go unpunished.

“We have unfinished business.”
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“Please,” she moaned, eyes rolling back, hands clutching the wooden floor. “Let me cum...oh fuck...please...I can’t stand it...”

“Why should I let you cum? You weren’t very nice to me before.”

I knew she couldn’t even remember. Her mind was quickly erasing all those bad memories, all her hatred of me vanishing. “I’m so sorry, sir. I’ll never do it again, I swear. I’ll only worship you, kiss your cock and suck it whenever you want.”

I kept on pounding her, thrusting in deep. I watched her tight little ass shake under the hard driving of my hips into hers. “That’s right.”

I slapped her ass, then slid out of her, turning her onto her back. I gazed into her eyes as I entered her again, her legs wrapping around me, pulling me in all the way, trying to get me fully inside her. She cried out over and over in pleasure, “Oh! Oh! Sir! Oh, fuck me!” My dick drove into her. Had anyone walked in, they would have seen my naked ass clenching between Melissa’s spread legs, a massive alpha male fucking this tight, tiny woman, her pussy dripping around my cock.

“I’m going to breed you. Fill you with my seed. Make you my whore, Melissa. Forever.” My fingers clenched in her hair. At the sight of her submissive, yet completely lustful gaze, I felt my balls throb.
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I stood at the entrance to Feldman Hall, fists clenched.

The app had lead me here. I’d willed whatever powers were allowing me to do all these things to show me the way to Melissa.

She’d kidnapped Julie from me in the middle of me licking her pussy. Interrupted one of the most important acts of my life: claiming another girl for my troupe.

I was not going to let that happen.

I pushed open the big wooden doors. Inside, the lecture hall was empty. Empty except for one person, sitting on the stage, casually thumbing her phone.

It was Melissa.

“I knew you’d show up.”

I walked directly toward her, my black boots thudding on the sloping, carpeted floor. “I’m not playing games with you, Melissa.” She’d caught me off guard last time, but there would be no more of that.

“Gonna try more tricks on me?” she asked, fingers still sliding over the phone’s screen.

I looked over her body. She was dressed in slacks and a blouse — casual, but professional. She was buttoned up all the way, quite conservatively, but underneath that blouse were two very generous swells. Her breasts were great, I thought. Large enough to suck on. Then fill my hands with while I pounded her from behind, filling her villainous little pussy with my cock.

“What’s your beef with me?” I asked.

“You enslave women. Put them under your control. In case you aren’t aware, I’m a graduate student in feminist studies. Poor Julie wasn’t going to end up one of your slave girls.”

“And what if she wanted to be?”

“She doesn’t.”

I raised a brow, coming right up to her. “You don’t know that.”

Subtly, I directed my energies outward — not at Melissa, but simply into the air, the surrounding area. Radiating masculinity, power, and dominance. My pheromones flared, sending subtle sexual signals to any willing female in the area. If Melissa was truly a lesbian — not into men at all — she wouldn’t respond. But if she was into me...

Sure enough, the tiniest hint of flush appeared on her cheeks. She reached for her blouse, working at the top button, like she was suddenly hot. She bit her lip, looking flustered.

“Something the matter?” I asked, holding back my smile.

“N-no.”

“Are you sure?” I stood right in front of her, setting my hand on her thigh.

She grit her teeth like she was fighting back an impulse. “Don’t touch me,” she said weakly.

But it was too late. I was in control now. I felt her working at me, sending signals toward my mind, trying to sway me, but she wasn’t strong enough. Not with me at full power, having received Caroline’s and Lana’s sexual gifts: pussy juice and my sister’s milk, which had brought me back to full strength.

It was working. Melissa groaned beneath her lip, which her teeth were working at. She squirmed; I could see her arousal building, her breathing getting fast. I leaned in, taking her left wrist while sliding my fingers into my hair.

“Revenge is sweet,” I murmured against her lips, then kissed her hard.

She let out an “mmmph” — half in protest, half in pleasure — and then I felt her resistance fade. She trembled slightly in my arms, then kissed me back, mouth melting into mine. She slid her arms around my neck, holding tight, breasts pushing into me. I grabbed them and squeezed.

“Ohhhh,” she moaned into my mouth. “Fuck, your hands are so big, so strong. Squeeze my tits harder...please, master...”

Master. My nemesis, my villain, was calling me master.

How the tables had turned. It just took a different approach was all.

I tore open her blouse, pushing up her bra. Her tits swung in my face. Smallish. Too small.

Grinning, I held her breasts, sending forth my wish. I watched as they grew right therein my hands, getting larger and fuller, rounder and softer, til they had to be at least a D-cup. I knew the feminist bitch version of Melissa would be horrified, but the bimbo slut version? She looked like she was on the verge of orgasm.

“Oh fuck, my boobs...feel so big, so full...”

I sucked them into my mouth, slurping lustfully on her big tits. I coated each one in my saliva. I worked my mouth around her stiff, sensitive nipples, making her buck and cry against me.

“You’re going to come for me,” I said, pulling back and gazing up into her eyes. “You’re going to come harder than you have for anyone. And when you do, all the thoughts you had of me before...all your hatred and anger...all of that, gone.” I stood straight, putting my hand possessively around her neck, holding her close. “You’re going to beg to make up for how you treated me. You’ll be sorry for it. And you will be mine, slave to my will, obedient only to me. Am I clear?”

“Yes...”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, sir! Please! Just let me come, sir!”

I smiled, satisfied. I slid my hand into her panties, feeling her warm, wet folds, circling her clit. “Come for me, Melissa. Come now, right here in this lecture hall, on my fingers.”

She shuddered violently, her whole body clenching. Her pussy gushed on my fingers, orgasm washing over her. She held tightly to my strong shoulders, her whole body wracked with pleasure.

My eyes went to her lovely face. Melissa was really an attractive girl, now that she wasn’t glaring at me like she wanted to kill me. She had a cute, smallish nose and her blonde hair was now loose, falling in waves down her shoulder. I grabbed it at the base of her scalp, tangling my fingers in and pulling gently, making her gasp as she came.

She shivered and collapsed wordlessly in my arms, limp and exhausted, panting. She’d never cum that hard in her life, after all.

I raised her head, lifting her chin with my fingers. “Who do you obey?”

“You, sir.”

“Who do you trust?”

“You.”

“Whose cock do you allow into your tight, wet pussy?”

“Yours. Only yours, sir.”

“Good.” I kissed her deeply. “Get up on the stage and take off your bottoms and your panties.”

The old Melissa would’ve reacted with shock and horror, but this one eagerly complied, not even caring if someone walked in on us. She was just that eager to please me. I didn’t really care if someone found us, either. What difference did it make if they walked in on an alpha taking claim of his new female? It was my right.

Somewhere at the back of my mind, the thought shimmered: No it’s not. You’re not an alpha...you’re just a weakling...

That evil little voice, trying to sabotage me.

I got up on the lecture hall stage behind her. I unzipped my jeans, refusing to listen to the negative voice in my mind. I took out my shaft, rubbing my hand up and down the thick member. Melissa stripped off her leggings and panties, revealing her dripping cunt.

“On all fours. Spread your pussy for me.”

A saw another shiver go through her at my words. She quickly did as I asked, bending over, spreading her eager cunt.

I pressed my cock to her entrance, pushing in slow, the head slipping in between her wet folds. “Unnnhhhh,” I groaned. “So tight...”

“Oh, master. You’re so big.”

I slid inside her, inch by inch, feeling resistance. Fuck, I realized. She’s a virgin. Or at least, she had never had a man inside her. Maybe she really was a lesbian. I kept that in mind. If I wanted her to be truly fulfilled, I’d have to allow her sex with other women.

Not like I had a shortage of those.

I pressed in further, splitting her open. I heard her gasp and willed the pain away, knowing her first time would be hard enough — not to mention being taken by a cock as huge as mine. Then I remembered what a bitch she’d been to me, and anger surged within my veins.

“Does it feel good?” I whispered cruelly. “Having that tight, sweet cunt filled by a man’s cock?”

“Oh god...master...it’s so hard inside me... You’re splitting me open.”

I slid out, then pushed in hard, my cock spreading the walls of her pussy again and again. She cried out with my thrusts as I pounded her, reaching forward, grabbing those huge swinging tits in my hands. She was now my fertile fuckslave, ready to be filled with loads of my cum. I slid my finger around her little rosebud, deciding that soon, I would be inside her ass as well. “I bet you’d like to feel me in there, wouldn’t you?”

She shivered as I pressed her, sliding my pink around her back entrance. “Yes. I’d love it.”

“To feel me inside your ass, my big dick in this tight, tiny little hole.”

“Oh god, sir. I want it. I want you fucking my ass...”

“Later. Right now I want this...”

I pushed in harder and faster, reaching for her clit. She screamed and I felt the walls of her pussy clenching on me, at the edge of orgasm. I removed my hand, keeping her there, not letting her cum.

“Please,” she moaned, eyes rolling back, hands clutching the wooden floor. “Let me cum...oh fuck...please...I can’t stand it...”

“Why should I let you cum? You weren’t very nice to me before.”

I knew she couldn’t even remember. Her mind was quickly erasing all those bad memories, all her hatred of me vanishing. “I’m so sorry, sir. I’ll never do it again, I swear. I’ll only worship you, kiss your cock and suck it whenever you want.”

I kept on pounding her, thrusting in deep. I watched her tight little ass shake under the hard driving of my hips into hers. “That’s right.”

I slapped her ass, then slid out of her, turning her onto her back. I gazed into her eyes as I entered her again, her legs wrapping around me, pulling me in all the way, trying to get me fully inside her. She cried out over and over in pleasure, “Oh! Oh! Sir! Oh, fuck me!” My dick drove into her. Had anyone walked in, they would have seen my naked ass clenching between Melissa’s spread legs, a massive alpha male fucking this tight, tiny woman, her pussy dripping around my cock.

“I’m going to breed you. Fill you with my seed. Make you my whore, Melissa. Forever.” My fingers clenched in her hair. At the sight of her submissive, yet completely lustful gaze, I felt my balls throb.

“Please, please do it, sir, give me your cum. Fill me up, make me your whore...”

I groaned and pushed in deep, my cock bottoming out in her. I shot hot spurts of semen, feeling her orgasm blossom as mine did. I let her cum, feeling her walls clench around me, her hands clutching my arms. “So strong...so hot...so much cum inside me,” she moaned.

I took several moments to recover, chest heaving as I caught my breath above her. Then I tilted her head back, licking a slow trail along the side of her neck. I bit gently, making her gasp, leaving a small white hickey in that perfect skin. Marking her. “You’re mine now,” I growled.

“Yours, sir.” She smiled happily up at me, sated. “Forever.”

****

Now that Melissa was taken care of, I went in search of Julie.

Only problem? She was nowhere to be found.

No one knew where she was. Not even Melissa. I knew she wasn’t lying, either; my power made it so she couldn’t.

Which meant Julie really was missing.

I decided to move us all out of the crappy little apartment and into a large, stately house outside campus. I purchased it easily — the look on the realtor’s face when I wrote a check for $500,000 was priceless — and had us all settled in by the week’s end.

Me, Melissa, Lana, and Caroline — who had broken things off with her husband to come with us. Of course she had. She couldn’t stay away from me.

But we were missing Julie.

I got my girls on it right away. Caroline was the best at tracking people, with her vast knowledge of computers and security. Lana was good with people, so I had her on interrogation duty, going around and asking about Julie’s whereabouts. Melissa was a bookworm; her job was research, combing through Julie’s notes and class materials, looking for any clues she might have left.

It was freakish. As if Julie’d just disappeared off the face of the earth.

Caroline found me in my room that evening. I was sitting at the window, frowning, my chin in my hand. Julie’s disappearance had me more irked — and, I had to admit, worried — than I wanted to say.

Caroline slid her arms around my shoulders. Her lips came to my cheek, kissing softly. “You’re troubled.”

“We should have found her by now.”

“She’ll turn up.”

“What makes you so sure?”

She moved around to straddle me. Wearing just the thin miniskirt (and no panties) and a blouse (no bra) as I had her wearing daily, her soft backside in my lap immediately made me respond, my cock hardening. “I know these things. I taught for years, remember?”

I squeezed her ass, rubbing my hands over it. “Are you happy like this, Caroline? Being mine to use, all the time?”

It seemed silly to ask now; I could always rewrite her if she wasn’t happy. But that was a power I hadn’t touched yet. It was one thing to enhance the body, to increase sexual desire. It was another to start playing around with memories.

“Yes, Brian. I’m happier than I’ve ever been in my life.” She let out a soft giggle. “You have no idea how much strain there was on me, always having to conform to my parents’ expectations. To become a hard worker, getting good grades, then getting good performance evaluations. To just live this life, where all I have to do is please you, let you use my body as you wish — it’s not just a dream come true. It’s pure bliss.”

She took my hand and put it to her glistening, dripping cunt lips as confirmation. I groaned as she kissed me, feeling the soft folds between my fingers. “You’re so wet,” I said.

“For you.”

She unzipped me and took my throbbing cock out. Easily, she impaled herself on me, taking me all the way inside. She gasped and moaned. “Ohhhhhh. Every time you fill me up, it’s so good. I feel tingling everywhere.”

I opened her blouse and revealed her naked breasts and stomach, running my hands over her body. I was in a strange mood; not my usual, take everything and fuck like an animal kind of mood, but something tamer. I wanted to relax, to enjoy being with Caroline and just take in the glorious sight of her beautiful, sensual body as she took me in her pussy, raising and lowering her hips.

So I did. I watched, thrusting slightly back against her, but not with my usual force. I realized this was another choice in my life: sexually, I could be aggressive and dominant or I could sit back and watch the show. I played with her breasts, squeezing the full mounds in my hands and tweaking her nipples. She gasped and rested her hands on my shoulders, still grinding up and down on top of me. “I think — I think I’m in love with you, sir,” she whispered, her eyes full of passion and adoration.

Love? I wondered. Was that true? Could a girl under my sway feel love for me, or was she confusing it for the mindless adoration that came with the app’s control?

Or was that part of Babetech’s plans all along, when they’d created this thing? That women under the app’s power would fall in love with their dominant, as a way of ensuring submission and loyalty. If there was one thing I knew, it was that love was a binding force, something stronger even than domination of the will.

Caroline’s pussy wetly sank down on top of me, her rhythm building. I was still intensely hard, my shaft pulsing inside her. “Cum for me, Caroline. Cum now, with me inside you.”

I threaded my fingers in her hair and pulled her in for a hot kiss. She moaned into my mouth as her pussy clenched on me, muscles tightening in a powerful climax.

As she came down, she gazed into my eyes, her own glassy with pleasure. “Thank you, sir. Thank you for giving me such joy.”

She kissed me softly, lips pressing to mine. I slid my fingers through her silky hair. I was still hard, but found that for once, my own release was less important. Caroline had other thoughts, though. She slid off me and sank down to her knees, taking my cock between her full breasts, squeezing them around me.

I groaned. “Your tits...so big. So soft.”

“Fuck them, sir. Fuck my big tits with your thick, strong cock.”

I grabbed hold of them, lust seizing me. I plowed Caroline’s thick, meaty tits, watching her gasp and groan as another orgasm built inside her. “I’m going to shoot,” I moaned. “I’m gonna cum on your tits, slut.”

“Yes...give me your load...cum on my tits, master...”

I squeezed her nipples hard and came, shooting thick jets of semen onto her breasts. She squealed as her own orgasm peaked with mine, her body shuddering, legs squeezing together to alleviate the pulsing, powerful feelings in her cunt. She held onto my thighs for support, panting, smiling in open-mouthed happiness as I coated her tits with cum. When it was finished, she laid her head on my thigh to recover, then raised it, gazing up at me in adoration.

“Thank you, sir.”

She began cleaning the cum off her breasts, licking it delicately from her fingers. I watched, my cock softening, staring as my former teacher happily ate my cum.

I set my hand on her head in a way that was both possessive and tender. She was really and truly mine, yet she had once been my teacher, someone I was subservient to. How the power dynamics had changed. How I enjoyed that.

I stroked her hair, thinking about what she’d said. I think I’m in love with you, sir...

If that was true — if she could feel love, still, in this state — then I had underestimated the power of Babetech’s invention.

This app could do far more than I ever guessed.

“Caroline, come to my bedroom tonight. I’d like you to sleep with me,” I said giving her hair one last fond stroke. She was quickly becoming my favorite, and I didn’t know if that was bad or good.

“Of course, sir.” Though I had arranged for each of my submissives to share my bed as I wished — sometimes two together, or sometimes all three — there was never to be any jealousy, any sign of outward pleasure or disappointment at my choice. It was an arrangement, and that was that.

But I didn’t miss the pleased gleam in Caroline’s eye at being chosen.

****

I cleaned myself up and went for a run. There were still a few hours of daylight. Though the app let me stay in shape as I wished, meaning I didn’t need to work out, I still liked to do it for fun. It gave me a chance to think.

I was just winding down when I turned the corner, coming towards our mansion. The thick trees providing privacy along the driveway blew in the wind. There was an unfamiliar car in the driveway, a black BMW with tinted windows.

As I approached, the door opened. Out stepped a graceful female leg, the foot encased in a sleek black heel. Another followed, along with the sexiest pair of hips and thighs I’d ever seen. My cock twitched as her breasts came into view, encased in a tight white sweater — and then she stepped out fully, turning to me. She had long, flowing blonde hair that curled in ringlets around her shoulders, her features stunningly gorgeous. This woman wasn’t just a model — she was a fucking goddess, in terms of looks.


She was also a complete stranger on my territory. “Can I help you?” I asked, wary. I hadn’t forgotten the incident with Melissa.

“So, you’re the great Brian Jennings.” She came toward me, her hips swaying, eyes taking me in. “Huh. Well, you certainly do justice to your reputation.”

“I’m not sure if you’re complimenting me or not.”

“It was meant to be ambiguous.” She came right up to me, standing just a few feet away. She gave me another appraising look. “My name’s Elizabeth.”

“And you’re here because...?”

“I’m the CEO of Babetech. And I’ve taken a deep interest in you.”

The hair on the back of my neck stood up. Something about this whole thing seemed...not right. “Why are you interested in me?”

“We design all our apps with cutting-edge tech, but you’ve surpassed all our expectations. I’d like to invite you to become a partner.”

“Don’t you at least want to meet with me, first? Talk things over?” I looked at her, meeting her intent gaze with my own deep, penetrating stare. I felt like we were two alpha wolves sizing each other up. Immediately I knew something was different with Elizabeth; I didn’t sense the same opening, the same vulnerability I had with other women. Even if I’d wanted to use my powers on her, she would have resisted — and after the incident with Melissa, I wasn’t going to try again.

Not the CEO of the fucking company that made the app.

She smirked, as if amused by what I said. “I don’t need to meet with you, Brian. I know everything I need to know about you.” She put her fingers on my chin, raising my jaw, inspecting me. Her touch was clinical, like I was a specimen.

“You might think that, but you really don’t.”

Her eyes flickered with surprise. Had she not expected me to answer back?

Her touch softened, fingers going from a firm hold to a gentle caress. Her hand slid down my jaw to my neck, massaging my thick muscles with a light touch, then moving further down to my chest. I didn’t miss the slight gleam of desire in her eyes; she clearly liked what she saw.

“You possess women, right? Dominate them? I do the same with men,” she said.

“You’re a dominatrix?”

“That’s a crude term for it. I prefer domme if you need a title.” She shrugged. “But really, just Elizabeth works best. Or mistress.”

There was no way in hell I was calling her mistress. I folded my arms with a smirk. “In case you haven’t noticed, I don’t kiss anyone’s boots.”

“Maybe not. But you will mine, if I want you to.” Her hand slid lower, to my stomach, moving over my abdominal muscles. Then she cupped my groin — and suddenly squeezed.

I was both hard — aroused — and angry. Who the hell did she think she was, just feeling me up like this?

I wasn’t going to be one of her little pet boy toys.

I grabbed her wrist — seeing the flicker of surprise in her gaze. “Don’t try to dominate me. You won’t. You can’t. I don’t submit, period.”

She licked her lips slightly. I saw something questioning her gaze, her cold, poised exterior softening for just a minute.

I leaned in, sensing my opportunity. I wasn’t going to deny she was attractive, or that there was a definite tension and heat between us. “If I want to dominate you, I will. But the reverse? Not gonna happen.”

She watched my lips, then flicked her gaze back to mine. “We’ll see about that.” Pulling her wrist from my grasp, she said, “I’ll be watching you, Brian. Think about what I offered.”

My eyes followed the sway of her ass as she got back into her car. My cock stirred at the thought of grabbing her and bending her over right there, hiking her skirt up and taking her rough and hard, stuffing my throbbing shaft up her wet, dripping pussy. Giving it to her til she screamed for me to let her cum.

But somehow, I didn’t trust her. If she made the app, she had power. Knowledge. Mastery over a technology that had given me the greatest gift of my life — and thrown more questions and complications at me than I knew what to do with.

One thing was for certain. Elizabeth had just thrown a wrench into it all.

One I was going to have to deal with.
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I cupped her jaw and kissed her.

Instantly, the hardness, the coldness that had been in her posture, began to melt. She softened in my arms, returning the kiss hesitantly at first. Her hands slid up to my arms, holding gently, as if testing my strength. She liked what she felt, because she gave a soft moan of desire and squeezed my biceps. My fingers curled in her hair, caressing yet dominant, sending the subtle, silent message that I was the one in control of the kiss. In control of everything.

Just what she’d wanted.

Her breath hitched. I felt submission rolling off her in waves, like a force. She ached to succumb, to give herself up to a man who could take her. The app’s power had imbued me with something else — the ability to connect empathically with the women I touched, to see their deepest desires. Just like I had with Melissa wanting other women.

For Elizabeth, that desire was giving up control. It wasn’t that surprising for a high-powered CEO. Giving orders all day. Taking charge. Being the leader. Sometimes she just wanted to let her hair down and give it up to an alpha she could trust.

She just hadn’t found him — until me.

Knowing she was open now — sensing it — I threaded deeper layers of need into her. The need to be naked, bound, and fucked in all holes, by me. To have my fat cock in every part of her — mouth, ass, and pussy — throbbing and hard, filling her, taking her. Making her cum. Making her need me to fill her, breed her, make her complete. Only my semen would give her that.

Alpha App Part IV: Hooking the CEO

Caroline’s shapely body was nestled in mine as I awoke. I felt the creamy warmth of her pussy pressed against my groin. A soft, murmured “mmmm” of pleasure as she slept reminded me of the three-hour fuck session we had just enjoyed.

One that I had been extremely distracted for.

The whole time I was plunging into Caroline’s tight pussy, I was thinking of Elizabeth. Picturing what it would be like to have her hot little body spread under me. Legs apart, taking my cock. She was a domme, fine. But even a domme could submit to a masculine presence — provided he was powerful enough, attractive enough, and knew how to unleash her inner, hidden desires.

Had I sensed nothing on her part, no response at all, I would’ve just let it go. But there had been something, a spark between us. The way she had touched me, obviously interested — and the way she had reacted, with surprise, even astonishment, when I had dared to fight back.

I would not submit. I would own her.

I knew it the first moment I saw her. Her beauty had stunned me, left me almost breathless. Even now, my cock stirred at the thought of her. I was a little guilty for thinking of another woman when I had one incredibly sexy one — who was in love with me — right here in my arms. But wasn’t that the whole point of the app? To allow me the power to have all the women I wanted, to make them part of my harem?

I slid my cock into Caroline’s heat, feeling her quickly accept me. She groaned softly, stirring, reaching behind herself to clutch me. “Nnnnnh,” she said in a whispered gasp. “Yes, that’s it... Fill me...”

I took her small body in mine, holding her. My hands went around her breasts. This was a position I enjoyed; her on her side, me taking her from behind. It felt dominant and somehow dirty. Primal. Like I was using her for my own pleasure. Which I was.

My mind shifted back to Caroline, focusing fully on her. I tangled her lustrous hair in my fingers, enjoying the silky feel. I kissed her neck, thrusting in hard and fast and deep. The need to dominate inside me was so primal, and it was growing every day. Yet the more I fucked, the stronger it got.

“Fill me... fuck me,” she gasped. Her hips worked back against me, pussy clenching, so wet she was dripping. I slid in and out easily. She shuddered as she came, my hands full of her breasts, cock pistoning in and out of her. “Oh god, Brian. I’m cumming. Cumming on your cock...”

My climax came soon after. I filled her with hot jets of seed, spurting deep into her. We lay gasping together for several moments and then I pulled out, rolling onto my back.

“I’m conflicted,” I confessed. “I want to go after Elizabeth, but I don’t want her offer.”

Caroline rolled onto her side to face me, her big tits pillowing between her arms. “To be partner?”

“Yeah. I don’t want an equal share. I want control.” My face hardened. “I always have. It’s always been inside me; the app just brought it out.”

She nodded. “I recognized that with you from day one. That’s why it was so easy to give myself to you.”

She still thought that, apparently, that her submission had been willing. But hadn’t it? It wasn’t like I’d forced her. I hadn’t done anything but turn into an alpha male, and then she — and all the women around me — had spread their legs for me.

But Elizabeth wouldn’t do that. I had sensed her power...it was equal to mine, if not greater.

There had to be a way to claim her. I just had to find it.

“You’re thinking about her, aren’t you, master?”

Caroline’s soft voice cut into my thoughts. She set her head on my chest, rubbing her fingers softly up and down my pectorals.

“Is it that obvious?”

“It’s obvious you have something on your mind. And the only thing you’ve mentioned that was extremely pressing was her.”

“You know me well.”

She smiled. “You were my student the past two years. We have a history.”

I was glad she hadn’t forgotten that. I didn’t want to wipe her memories, just her desire to do anything but serve me. Which obviously she didn’t.

I threaded my fingers through her hair. “I’ve had you the past three nights in a row. Aren’t you getting tired of me?”

“Never, sir.” She kissed my jaw softly and cuddled into me. Soon, wrapped in Caroline’s tender embrace, I found myself drifting into a restful sleep.

****

When I woke, light was coming in through the blinds. Caroline had gotten up and was downstairs presumably making breakfast. I showered and shaved, dressing in a suit and tie.

I’d started dressing better. It only made sense, now that I was a billionaire. I needed a company, though. Didn’t billionaires usually have those? Even if it was a fake one, it would be better than nothing. And there was one company that fit that description perfectly.

Babetech.

Elizabeth wanted me as partner, but I wanted CEO — and her on her knees, serving me.

I mused at the window. It couldn’t hurt to at least talk to her. It would give me a chance to feel her out, sense just how strong her power really was.

I headed downstairs, finding Lana and Caroline in the kitchen together talking. Melissa was in her study, doing some more research.

“You’re going to have to keep each other company today,” I said, kissing each of them, giving Lana a little swat on the butt.

“Going out, big bro?”

“Yep. Got an important meeting to attend.”

Caroline exchanged a brief, knowing smile. “We’ll be ready if you need us.”

“I may. Be ready, just in case.”

They both nodded.

****

I pulled up in the main parking lot of Babetech’s Iowa City headquarters, just thirty minutes from where we lived. During the drive, I’d been preparing myself, gearing up for the meeting with her. What was I supposed to expect? Would she try to dominate me, convince me? Persuade me? Use the same tricks on me that I was going to use on her?

I had the feeling that one way or another, it was going to be a showdown.

An attractive secretary in — you guessed it — a tight miniskirt and heels met me halfway into the lobby. “Are you here with an appointment, sir?”

“Yes, I’m supposed to see Elizabeth...uh...Elizabeth.” I didn’t know her last name.

“Of course.” She led me down a smooth marble hallway — the walls decorated with pictures of gorgeous women — either naked or in various states of undress — on one side. On the other, lines of code that changed as I passed by.

Women and technology. Somehow I don’t think that’s what my school’s ‘Girls In Computer Science’ initiative had in mind.

We finally reached the end of the hall. On the left was a double-doored entrance, the doors high and foreboding. The secretary gave me a brief, oddly nervous glance, and then pressed a button. She leaned in to speak through a voice console. “Brian Jennings is here to see you ma’am.”

“Send him in.”

She pressed another button and the doors slid open.

Elizabeth stood in the middle of the room. The room itself was incredible: with a set of huge glass windows overlooking the city, there was a big black modern-style desk in the middle. Off to one side, another desk, this one in sit-stand style, and a small, futuristic-looking laptop perched on top. There were more of those weird pictures — women that looked like porn stars, or models, or actresses...or all three — and the lines of code. They were hung on the walls, arranged neatly around her office.

There was also a small green plant off to one side.

I stepped in.

“I’ll leave you be,” said the secretary with a smile. She closed the doors, disappearing from view.

“So you made it.” Elizabeth spoke, her back to me. She wore what looked like a silken black kimono, the garment hugging her splendid figure. It was decorated in ornate gold and pink symbols, the fabric shimmering with her movement. She held a glass of red wine in one hand, sipping from it, gazing out the window. “Then you’ve thought about my offer?”

“Yes.”

“And?”

I smirked. “I don’t want partner.”

She turned her head, but didn’t look at me fully, just showing me her profile. “What do you want, then?”

“CEO. Full control of the company.”

I expected her to laugh or rebuff me. At the very least, react with shock. Instead, she turned toward me, her eyes sliding up and down my body. That same assessing gaze, but with something more. Her cheeks grew slightly flushed. Maybe it was just the wine.

“You are bold,” she said, like she was impressed.

“I ask for what I want.”

Elizabeth set her wine glass down with a soft clink. She came toward me, one graceful step in front of the other. She had no shoes on, her bare feet setting delicately down on the solid wood floor. When she was just a few inches away, she said, “You don’t ask, Brian. You just take. Whether women want it or not, you seize it from them. Which is exactly what my app was designed to do.”

“You made it yourself, didn’t you? This whole thing.”

She nodded. “Deep down, women want what you offer. They want a strong, dominant man who will treat them right, with kindness and care. Women need love and tenderness, yes — but they need the controlling, mastering hand of an alpha male. That hand must come down, equally ready to pleasure or to punish.”

“And you? You’re not an alpha male, you’re a domme.”

“Men enjoy submitting, too. And I enjoy giving them the chance. But...”

Something changed in her posture. She looked away, her face seeming tired somehow, as though she wanted to say something and didn’t know how to do it.

I took her face gently in my hand and turned her to look up at me. “But...deep down, you want it, too. A strong alpha male to submit to.” I studied her, running my thumb over her lips. She parted them slightly, the barest brush of her tongue coming over my finger, sending a throb to my balls. “Are you a switch, Elizabeth?”

“No. I’m a sub. I top men because...”

“You like the feeling of power.”

She shrugged. “It’s all I’ve had. I gave up the search for an alpha long ago.”

“But you made the app, thinking it would help you find one.”

“Yes,” she whispered, as if she didn’t dare to hope it could actually happen. “Secretly, I wanted that. I spent years, thousands of iterations, so much code...there was even one. A man named Steven. He came so close.” She closed her eyes as if pained at the memory, then opened them again. The shimmering blue orbs held pain, glimmering with tears. “But he wasn’t enough.”

“He couldn’t give you what you needed.”

“No.”

I began to understand. Everything Elizabeth had done...all this mystery surrounding her. She had to keep it that way. For anyone to find out she was actually a sub — well, it could destroy her reputation. She erected all these barriers to keep people out, when in reality, she wanted to let them in. At least one.

A powerful man. A dominant man. I leaned in close, lips at her ear, and whispered, “You need a man who will care for you, but also fuck you. Hard. Fast. Endlessly, until you cum over and over at his command. One who will make you submit...draw it out of you.”

She let out a soft breath at my words. “Yes...yes, I want that.”

I slid my hands down her sides, cupping her hips, pulling her close to me. “Your program worked, Elizabeth. You made me what I am. Deep down I’ve always been this way, but you gave me the keys to my full potential.”

Threading my fingers in her hair, I angled her head back, admiring her beautiful features. The subtle curve of her nose, the full redness of her lips, which were slightly wet from her tongue. She gazed up at me with that same expression — like she dared not hope, but couldn’t help it — a mixture of curiosity, amazement, pride, and fear.

I cupped her jaw and kissed her.

Instantly, the hardness, the coldness that had been in her posture, began to melt. She softened in my arms, returning the kiss hesitantly at first. Her hands slid up to my arms, holding gently, as if testing my strength. She liked what she felt, because she gave a soft moan of desire and squeezed my biceps. My fingers curled in her hair, caressing yet dominant, sending the subtle, silent message that I was the one in control of the kiss. In control of everything.

Just what she’d wanted.

Her breath hitched. I felt submission rolling off her in waves, like a force. She ached to succumb, to give herself up to a man who could take her. The app’s power had imbued me with something else — the ability to connect empathically with the women I touched, to see their deepest desires. Just like I had with Melissa wanting other women.

For Elizabeth, that desire was giving up control. It wasn’t that surprising for a high-powered CEO. Giving orders all day. Taking charge. Being the leader. Sometimes she just wanted to let her hair down and give it up to an alpha she could trust.

She just hadn’t found him — until me.

Knowing she was open now — sensing it — I threaded deeper layers of need into her. The need to be naked, bound, and fucked in all holes, by me. To have my fat cock in every part of her — mouth, ass, and pussy — throbbing and hard, filling her, taking her. Making her cum. Making her need me to fill her, breed her, make her complete. Only my semen would give her that.

Elizabeth moaned into my mouth. Her tongue slid greedily against mine, eager for more. I tightened my fingers in her hair, a warning grasp — not to try to take control, because I wasn’t going to give it.

As I expected, she responded to that, becoming even more submissive, her whole body feeling limp in my arms. I reached for the belt of her kimono — and in one swift move, tugged it off.

The shimmering fabric fell from her shoulders, revealing her perfect naked body to me. God, she was gorgeous. Full, ripe breasts, slender waist, curvy hips. I slid my hands down her smooth skin, taking in the sight like it was a present I’d just received.


In some sense, it was.

My eyes moved lower, to her glistening mound, shaved and smooth for me. “You must have known this would happen,” I murmured, fingers sliding up and down the wet, soft lips of her pussy.

“I —” she gasped. “I suspected it might.”

“Get up on the desk. Spread your legs for me.”

Quickly, she complied. I knelt down, taking each of her pussy lips and opening like the petals of a beautiful flower. My tongue sought her wetness, licking up and down lustfully. I felt like a man deprived of urgent nourishment for far too long. My lips and jaw were soon coated in her fluids, mouth sucking hungrily at her.

She gasped and writhed under me, holding my hair. “Oh god...it feels amazing. You’re so talented. Use that mouth on me...”

I pulled away and grinned up at her. “I’m the one giving orders.”

“Yes....sir.” She bit her lip. “Please...use your mouth on me...I love it...”

She arched her back as my tongue swirled around her clit, making her groan with desire. “Oh, fuck.”

“Turn around. Bend over.”

I saw the excitement shimmering in her eyes as she realized what was about to happen. I — the alpha male she had created, who now had come to claim his right — was going to stick my cock in her, breed her like a bitch in heat over her very own desk. I took my shaft out, rubbing long slow strokes up and down. As she caught sight of me, she sucked in a sharp breath, pussy glistening with fresh waves of moisture.

I felt her control slipping further. “Oh god...please, Brian...”

“Please what?”

She shuddered. “Please stick it in me...put it in...fuck me...”

“I’m not just going to fuck you, Elizabeth. I’m going to breed you. Spurt my hot, potent cum inside you, knock you up. Make you mine...my lust-crazed slut, ready to be filled whenever I desire...”

She shivered at my words, clutching the desk — and then I sank inside her, my cock sliding easily into her warm, wet cunt. She let out a gasp of pleasure as I buried myself in her folds, entering her inch by inch. The head of my cock grazed her clit, making her tense up, whimpers of pure pleasure coming from her. She pressed back against me, firm and warm, ass wiggling as I speared her on my cock.

I started sinking my shaft into her over and over, filling her tight pussy. Her feet raised up, standing on tiptoe as she tried to get me deeper into her. I slid just my cockhead between her walls, grazing the fat, thick tip against her clit. She shuddered violently and screamed, cumming hard. Her whole body writhed. “Oh god...oh sweet stars...fucking hell. Don’t stop...”

She ground against me in sheer desperation, trying to prolong her orgasm. I took hold of her neck in a possessive grasp, feeling her pulse against my palm, fast and steady. “Say my name when you cum,” I grunted. My thrusts picked up, violent and rough. “Scream it, Elizabeth...”

“Unhhhhh....yes....Brian...Brian...”

My grip tightened at her throat. She gasped. “My name, slut,” I demanded.

“Oh fuck!” She knew what I meant. “Sir! I’m all yours...sir...I’m cumming on your cock!”

I thrust in hard and fast, cock pounding into her, impaling her over and over against the desk. The room filled with the lustful sounds of our fucking, my balls slapping her ass, her pussy wetly sucking at me as she experienced a second powerful climax. She clenched around my cock, her pussy tighter than ever, triggering my own release.

I shoved in deep and brushed the head of my cock against her innermost core. Her inner walls massaged me as my dick spasmed and twitched inside her, thick loads of cum coating the inside of her womb. I knew, deep down, I was breeding her. The alpha male taking possession of his property. She couldn’t fight, couldn’t escape, not with my hand around her throat and my cock deep inside her. As she lay helpless beneath me, I watched her beautiful body give a last shudder before she went limp, panting from exhaustion.

This was what she had wanted, had craved deep down on a primal level. A hard, dominant fucking from an alpha male.

She had finally gotten her wish.

I pulled my cock from her cunt and watched my semen sliding down her beautiful, sexy legs. In that moment, I made a decision. I knew exactly what I wanted. Exactly what I needed. What she did, too.

I took the kimono and put it back around her shoulders, drawing her small, delicious form into my arms. Carrying her easily, I took her down the hallway past the bewildered secretary, who could only watch open-mouthed as I left with the well-fucked CEO in my grasp. I carried her out to my car, settled her in, and took hold of her neck once more, this time in a gentler, but still possessive grasp, massaging her delicate throat.

I would have a collar around that throat, soon enough.

But right now, I had other plans. “Elizabeth, I’m taking you back to my house. My domain. I’m going to have you in my bed...and I’m going to fuck you, over and over, until you’ve cum so much you can’t even think straight.”

In reply, she just whimpered with desire.

****
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“Turn around. Up on all fours.” My voice was commanding, dominant.

Hurriedly, my little slut complied, getting into position. I took the dildo and spread her pussy, pushing the head of it into her dripping cunt. She gasped as I filled her, pressing the purple thing in all the way.

Then, unzipping my jeans, I removed my cock. I put the tip of it to her cute little rosebud, thankful that the app allowed me to lubricate her with my own will, simply by desiring it. Her asshole was soon wet and lubed up. I ran my hand up and down my cock, sliding precum all over it. Then I pressed myself into her entrance, penetrating her ass.

She gasped. “Oh god, master. So big. You’re going inside my butt...your huge cock in my ass....”

Inch by inch, I slid inside until I was in all the way. My gaze fixed on Melissa. “Come over here,” I beckoned. “Give her your pussy. Make her use her mouth on you. It’s what she deserves for having pleasured herself without me here.”

“Of course, sir.” I saw the flicker of need in Melissa’s eyes. I knew she’d lusted for Julie — and while her roommate might not have returned her feelings before, now she looked positively excited about the prospect of sucking Melissa’s cunt. My blonde-haired submissive came toward us, sliding her skirt and panties down slowly, revealing her smooth, trimmed snatch. She climbed up on the bed and took Julie’s hair in her hand. A gleam of something sexual and slightly cruel came into her eyes.

“I’m going to enjoy this.”

The Alpha App Part V: Hooking the Fugitive

I sat at my new desk: the one formerly owned by Elizabeth, CEO of Babetech.

Former CEO, rather. That was now me.

Off to one side, seated at my life, was Elizabeth. She was dressed in the thin blouse and miniskirt outfit I had chosen for her. She no longer decided what to wear; that was my decision.

“Send me your latest update,” I said, running my hand over the desk thoughtfully. “Any further coding you’ve completed.”

“Yes, sir.”

We were working on a new app. One designed for women. Women who wanted the female version of what I had achieved — a slutty, made-for-sex body and personality, legs spread for any man she chose to call master. Breast augmentations, butt enlargements, removal of workplace ambition and drive. All replaced with the pure, unadulterated need for sex.

Oh, and orgasms so powerful they would make her head spin.

Now that we were done with work for the day, I turned to Elizabeth. God, she was hot. Her lacy brown bra showed through the top, flashes of thigh showing me just what I’d been missing out on all day. It was time to make up for that.

I stood. “Spread your legs for me, sweetheart. I need some of that tasty wet pussy.”

She quickly set her tablet aside and did what I asked. “Do you want my panties off, sir?”

“Yes. But keep your heels on.”

She nodded, and obeyed.

I took in the sight of Elizabeth, dressed in just thin brown blouse, lacy brown bra, and heels. She spread her legs, sitting upright, showing me her pink, glistening pussy, freshly shaved. My cock, which had been hard all day, quickly grew to full mast. I knelt down, getting between her thighs, unable to resist any longer. I licked and slurped hungrily at that hot wet pussy, my mind-tendrils infiltrating Elizabeth’s consciousness.

I felt her horniness. My powers had worked incredibly well on her; a latent submissive, she had created this app with the sole purpose of it finding its way into the hands of a man who knew how to use it. Who could claim it — and his birthright, status as an alpha.

She was on fire for me, pussy dripping. I sucked and licked at her lusty juices, my mouth coated in them. She tasted fucking amazing. I swear, the app had somehow made women taste better...or changed their pussy juice to be sweeter, if they were under my control. I just knew I loved the way she tasted. Caroline, too. All my girls were different, their own unique taste — yet it was always sweet, always pleasant, always able to make me harder than ever. Elizabeth’s gasps and moans filled my ears, her legs clenching around me. “Oh god, sir, it’s so good...suck me...my pussy wants you, needs you...”

Satisfied with my fill, I stood, removing my aching cock from its confines. I wanted to fuck Elizabeth face to face, looking into those beautiful eyes of hers. I settled back in my comfortable leather chair, beckoning to her. “Come here. Sit on my cock.”

She positioned herself on my lap, spreading her legs and leaning over me. In one swift thrust, she impaled herself on my throbbing shaft, gasping in pleasure. “Unnnhhh...so big...”

I tore her top open, kissing her exposed cleavage, then tugging the bra down to free her nipples. I sucked each one into my mouth, licking and slurping hard, til I knew the response I wanted was coming: free, flowing milk.

Soon her tits began producing the creamy liquid I wanted. I sucked hungrily on her engorged tits, the sweet, delicious fluid filling my mouth. “Mmmm,” I moaned, feeling her cradle my head as I sucked on her. She stroked my hair, her touch tender, soft blonde hair flowing over my face as I thrust up into her, feeling her pussy spread to accommodate me.

I looked up into her eyes, smiling. I was the happiest man on the planet. While my other women were wonderful — not just to fuck, but to spend time with, to have — Elizabeth was something special. I had taken her, a dominant woman herself, and brought her under my sway. There was no better feeling on the earth.

There was also a strange sadness in Elizabeth’s eyes, something deep there that I hadn’t unlocked. I wondered about it, often curious. I knew she’d likely open up to me if I asked, but we’d been too busy fucking the last several days to have much in the way of conversation.

I threaded my fingers in her hair, pulling her in for a kiss. She moaned gently against my lips, holding me, my jaw hard in her small hands. She gyrated her hips on me and I held her ass, cock splitting her repeatedly. I was learning the pace and time of my women; Elizabeth tended to cum quickly, the first time, then have several smaller orgasms after. I sensed her first one approaching and drove harder into her, wanting to get her there. I was feeling magnanimous that day.

She cried out and held me tight as I pounded her. “Oh god, Brian...baby...I’m cumming.” I squeezed her nipple hard and then bit gently, forcing her over the edge. Her whole body shuddered and trembled, pussy squeezing me. She cried out repeatedly in lust: “Oh fuck, oh god....oh my god, I’m cumming! Fuck me, Brian!”

I wondered what the secretary downstairs thought. Then I remembered the walls were soundproof. Still, considering that Elizabeth usually left this office with my cum dripping down her thighs, looking thoroughly fucked, she had to know what was going on.

I set her on the desk, bending her over, and entered from behind. Splitting her pussy again, I pounded into her, now determined to cum myself. I speared her on my cock over and over, feeling her inner walls clench me. She held on tight; “Oh fuck! Oh my god, you’re so big. So strong. So good...”

I held her ass, pummeling hard. “I’m gonna shoot...”

“Do it, baby! Cum in me! Breed me! Fill me up!”

I pushed in all the way, cock nestling against her womb. I spurted in, hot jets of seed filling her. I stared down at my fingers in her hair, gently caressing her scalp. It felt good — amazingly good, being in control. Knowing she wanted the same thing. Every time my cock was inside her, she felt complete.

I slid out of her and turned her to me, holding her in my arms. We kissed passionately, Elizabeth’s arms going around my neck. Unlike Caroline, I knew this was just about sex — loads of primal, hot sex. Elizabeth didn’t love me, and likely never would.

Or at least, that’s what I thought. The look in her eyes as I pulled back, caressing her cheek with my fingers, made me wonder. It was such sheer rapture, such adoration, that I began to question. Could she love me? Was that even possible?

I slid my thumb over her lips, then patted her ass. “Let’s get back to work. We have an app to complete.”

****

“There’s only one more place Julie could be,” said Caroline as I walked into the front door. Elizabeth was behind me, following close. “We’ve checked everywhere except this one location.”

“And where is that?” I asked, continuing the conversation we’d been having via speakerphone on the drive home.

“An old abandoned house she used to go to as a child. I found out about it thanks to Melissa, who was digging around in her files.”

I looked at my cute, perky blonde submissive who was nodding in assent. “Looks like it was her childhood home, but after her parents moved out, they abandoned the lot. No one ever bought it.”

“Why, is it haunted or something?”

I’d meant it as a joke, but Melissa gave me a slightly grim smile. “Possibly.”

“Right. Come on then, ghostbusters. Let’s get moving.”

My girls and I loaded into the car and headed over to the target location. Elizabeth remained at my side, as if unwilling to leave. I thought it was peculiar; she was normally confident and stoic, yet now it seemed a strange fear had come over her.

Caroline went up first, holding a flashlight. The old house was abandoned, for sure; aside from some weeds growing to one side of the entrance, there was no landscaping, no foliage, nothing. Just an overgrown lawn and a dilated, rusty old building.

“Why the hell would Julie come here?” I wondered out loud.

Melissa pulled some notes up on her tablet. “She lived her from about age six to age fifteen. That was when her mom died and her dad sent her to boarding school.” She looked up at me. “I imagine this was the place her fondest memories were.”

Caroline stepped aside; I pushed open the door. The house was dark, of course, save for the small trickle of light coming in through the windows. It was creepy, but there were no signs of life at all. Even the ghosts had abandoned it.

“Julie?” I called. My voice echoed on the empty stairway. “Are you here?”

“Upstairs,” said a soft female voice.

Whoa. Well, not so abandoned after all. How the hell did she even get in?

“Stay here,” I told Lana, Caroline, and Elizabeth. “Melissa, come with me. You know her best. We should take this carefully.”

I saw a glimmer of assenting nods from the women, and took Melissa’s hand as we went up the stairs together.

“In here,” I heard from behind a closed door, just up the stairs to our left. I pushed open the door, shocked by what I saw.

Julie was lying on her bed, panties down, cunt lips glistening. A thick purple dildo was lying to one side, the tip wet as if it had just been inside her pussy. Her t-shirt was pulled up, revealing her full breasts, the tips hard, moving fast with her breathing.

Her legs were spread.

I felt myself hardening, cock rising to full almost instantly. Moving toward her, I asked, “Were you pleasuring yourself, Julie?”

“Yes.”

“Without me here?”

She bit her lip. “I didn’t know where to find you.”

That was true. She didn’t have my new address. Even if she’d looked for me at school...well, I wasn’t there anymore.

“I’m sorry, master,” she said, sitting up, biting her lip shamefully. “I couldn’t help it. I wanted you so bad, I just...didn’t know how to find you.”

I took her into my arms, feeling her small ones go around my waist. I felt as though I was reclaiming a part of me — and knew instantly it was because of the bond. Julie was mine — even though I had never had her completely, I had intended to claim her. That alone had been enough to link us.

“I’m here now,” I said, cupping her jaw reassuringly. I turned her face up, seeing the tears of longing in her eyes. “Master’s here for you.”

She smiled and threw her arms around me tight. “I’m so happy.”

I held her for several moments, growing impatient. Need was burning inside me. The sight of that fucking dildo...as if it was a replacement for me...it angered me. I released her from the hug and pushed her to the blanket, burying my face in her cunt. “You’ve been a bad girl, Julie, pleasuring yourself without me here.”

She groaned, thrusting her hips up at me. “I’m sorry...truly sir, I am...”

“Sorry’s not enough.” I licked hungrily at her cunt lips. My tongue slid up the sides, face growing wet with her juices. I caught a glimpse of Melissa watching me nearby, her eyes dark with desire.

Julie moaned, spreading her legs wider. She held my hair, clutching tight.

“I’m going to have to punish you,” I said. “Bad girls get punished.”

“Punish me...”

“Turn around. Up on all fours.” My voice was commanding, dominant.

Hurriedly, my little slut complied, getting into position. I took the dildo and spread her pussy, pushing the head of it into her dripping cunt. She gasped as I filled her, pressing the purple thing in all the way.

Then, unzipping my jeans, I removed my cock. I put the tip of it to her cute little rosebud, thankful that the app allowed me to lubricate her with my own will, simply by desiring it. Her asshole was soon wet and lubed up. I ran my hand up and down my cock, sliding precum all over it. Then I pressed myself into her entrance, penetrating her ass.

She gasped. “Oh god, master. So big. You’re going inside my butt...your huge cock in my ass....”

Inch by inch, I slid inside until I was in all the way. My gaze fixed on Melissa. “Come over here,” I beckoned. “Give her your pussy. Make her use her mouth on you. It’s what she deserves for having pleasured herself without me here.”

“Of course, sir.” I saw the flicker of need in Melissa’s eyes. I knew she’d lusted for Julie — and while her roommate might not have returned her feelings before, now she looked positively excited about the prospect of sucking Melissa’s cunt. My blonde-haired submissive came toward us, sliding her skirt and panties down slowly, revealing her smooth, trimmed snatch. She climbed up on the bed and took Julie’s hair in her hand. A gleam of something sexual and slightly cruel came into her eyes.

“I’m going to enjoy this.”

“Eat her out, Julie. Use that tongue of yours on her cunt. You’ve been dripping for her, haven’t you?”

I gave a thrust of my hips as if to confirm this idea, drawing a gasp.

“Oh god....yeah...”

Melissa’s fingers tightened in Julie’s hair. I watched as the brown-haired girl pressed her face into Melissa’s pussy, eagerly lapping at her juices. Her small pink tongue flicked out in tender licks, then grew more insistent as Melissa began to moan with pleasure.

I thrust into Julie’s ass, using the dildo to stimulate her pussy. Slowly I drew in and out, amazed at how snugly she fit around my dick. “Unnnnhhh...your ass is so fucking tight...”

“Mmmmm,” she moaned, sheer pleasure flowing through her small body sandwiched between me and Melissa. My blonde-haired girl held tight to Julie’s hair, her face turning to a look of sheer rapture as her pussy got eaten.

“Show me your tits, Melissa.”

My blonde slut obeyed, quickly lifting her bra, showing me her full, bouncing breasts. Her nipples were hard. “Tug on them,” I urged. “Squeeze your tits.”

Melissa obeyed, groaning in passion.

I thrust the dildo in and out of Julie’s pussy as I fucked her. She began moaning in time with my thrusts. She was close, I knew, but I kept her at the edge, pulling back just as she was about to cum.

“Please sir...please let me...”

“I’ll let you cum when I want. You were a bad girl, remember? Bad girls don’t get to cum just because they please.”

She groaned.

Melissa was close, too. I saw her openly thrusting her face into Julie’s mouth now. “Yeah...eat me...eat that fucking pussy, slut... oh shit...I’m going to cum...”

To my surprise, Melissa’s eyes met mine. Seeking permission. “Can I do it, sir? Can I cum?”

“Yes, Melissa. Cum. Cum on Julie’s face...with her tongue in your pussy. “

Shuddering, Melissa gripped Julie’s head, forcing her mouth into her pussy. I watched Julie’s lips fasten on, sucking hard on Melissa’s clit. Her ass shook as I thrust into her, keeping her right at the edge while she made my blonde-haired girl cum.

The sight was so fucking hot...so intense. I felt my balls throbbing, knowing I was close. “Do it, Julie. It’s your turn. Cum with her...let go. Cum now...”

I thrust the dildo hard inside her, over and over, pressing it against her clit. She shuddered violently and, pressed between the two of us like a slut sandwich, came hard, screaming in pleasure.

I groaned, shoving in hard, balls twitching. I shot hot jets of cum into Julie’s ass, filling her.

“Oh yes...sir...I feel you, so hot inside my ass...filling me...”

I squeezed her ass, spurting the last of my cum into her. My eyes met Melissa’s, something passing between us. Understanding? Mutual pleasure? I couldn’t quite figure it out. But I liked it.

And I knew she did too.

The three of us stayed locked together, bodies heaving in the aftermath of our pleasure. I slid out of Julie’s ass, cock leaving a wet trail of cum. I took the dildo from her, sitting back on the bed.

“So you were here this whole time.”

She nodded. “I was waiting for you. I knew you would find me.” She curled into my left arm; I beckoned to Melissa, who joined us as well, snuggling into my right.

The three of us lay back on the bed, content.

****

A while later, Caroline, Lana and Elizabeth joined us. All my girls assembled on the bed with me, talking and giggling, snuggling up together. My powers had ensured everyone was on the same page; there was no jealousy, no malcontent. They were happy to share me — and I was fine with them pleasuring one another as well.

I saw Julie going out onto the small balcony off the side of her room. Getting off the bed, I excused myself to join her.

“What’s on your mind?” I asked, coming up behind her, sliding my arms around around her waist.

She leaned back into my embrace. “This house...it was my childhood home. I grew up here. I was happy...” She trailed off, a faraway look coming into her eyes. “My best memories are here.”

“Would you like to live here again?”

“I...well, I would, but it’s...”

“Dilapidated?” I smirked. “We can fix this.” I nodded, looking around for a moment. “The house can be refurbished. It won’t take long. In a few weeks, this place will be yours again.”

Tears welled up in her eyes. “You’d really do that for me?”

The sight of Julie’s pretty face, gazing up at me with such gratitude and vulnerability, stirred something inside me. Not only was I able to fall in love with my submissives; I had a deep need to protect them, to know they were happy. In exchange, they gave me their bodies and their sex, attending to my needs. They gave me intimacy and obedience. It was my duty to know their needs were met, as well.

Julie turned to me, nestling her face against my chest. I stroked her hair, liking the feel of her small body against mine. My hands slid over her hips, cupping her ass; my cock stirred of the memory of how I had been inside there, just a short time ago. How tight and hot she had been, how primal a feeling it had been to take her that way.

“Are you thinking about what we did, sir?” she asked softly. “How you took me so hard, filling my ass with your big, thick cock?”

“Yes, I am.” My hands squeezed her ass, feeling the delicious firm globes. “I enjoyed that greatly.”

She wiggled against me, pressing her butt further into my hands. Her thigh brushed my groin, touching my hardening shaft. “I did too, sir. Very much. I’ve never been taken that way. I don’t think I would have liked it with anyone but you.”

“And Melissa?” I pulled back to look at her. “Did you like giving her pleasure, eating her out like that?”

“Yes. I liked it...” She bit her lip. “More than I thought I would.”

“Do you have feelings for her?”

Her lashes fluttered. “I — I think I have, yes, for a long time.”

“I know she has for you.”

I put my hands on her shoulders, looking down at her. “You have my permission to be with her freely. I will still use both of you as I desire, filling your holes with my cock. But when I am not doing so, you can make love to her, and she to you.”

Julie smiled and put her arms tighter around my neck. “Thank you, sir. That makes me happier than you can imagine.”

We kissed, a tender, loving kiss, her hands resting on my chest, mine on her firm butt. I knew she was sore, but wanted to take her there again tonight. I would be using her and Melissa both a great deal; my desire was already building to fever pitch inside me. My cock twitched, eager to fill Julie’s ass – and her pussy, this time, as well.

I had claimed all my women. I was now master of my harem, my submissive bimbo lovers. Eager to please me, to do my bidding, to help me carry out my tasks.

I was complete.

****
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“I’m going to fuck as many women as I want,” I said, tightening my fingers in her hair. Her cunt was silky smooth, soft, tighter than anything I’d ever felt. I knew it wouldn’t be long before I’d be shooting my load deep inside her. “I’m going to change them the way you changed me — make them find their inner selves.” Their inner sluts is more like it.

“Yes,” purred Alice Peters, allowing me to spread her ass cheeks nice and wide with my fingers. She writhed as my thumb rubbed her pucker, sliding up and down her tight back entrance. “I’d love to watch that. To see you fucking hot girls...making them your whores. Slaves to your cock. Make them call you master,” she moaned.

Yes, I realized. This is it. This is my destiny. Locked into the new body Alice had given me, freed of my old, nerdy self, I could have as many girls as I desired. I could breed them. Give them my babies. Pass on my legacy. Fulfill my destiny.

Alice’s walls clenched around me, her heavy tits swaying in front of me. I grabbed a handful, squeezing and sucking, making her nipples wet and hard.

“I want to watch you make them beg,” Alice gasped, her eyes taking on that pink tinge again. There was something dark and depraved about her mind right now — something I loved. She was thinking up all kinds of elaborate fantasies, picturing me dominating all kinds of women. Blondes, brunettes, young, tight girls, hot milfs, anything I wanted. “I want them to suck your cock so good you’ll shoot all over my tits. Then I want you to make every one of them shaking and desperate for your load, crawling to your cock to worship you, to drink your cum by the bucketload...”

Alpha Trance: Part I

Jared

The truth of the matter is: I’m a normal guy.

Or at least I thought I was.

I was having trouble getting dates. Getting women interested. I was scrawny at first, kind of nerdy and awkward. I’d tried everything: dating advice books, help from friends, speed-dating, you name it.

But I just couldn’t score. Women looked at me like I was a dried-up, rank piece of meat — if they looked at me at all.

So I decided to do something drastic. A friend of mine suggested hypnosis. I thought that was crazy. I never believed in any of that hypnosis crap — thought it was all a hoax.

Until I walked into Dr. Peters’ office.

Melissa Peters was a Romance and Life Advice specialist. She was also — secretly — the most well-known hypnotist in the state.

“The doctor will see you now,” said the attractive nurse in the waiting room, smiling pleasantly.

“Uhh...great.” I stood and followed her down a long hallway.

When we reached Dr. Peters’ room, she turned to me and whispered, “The treatment’s great, you know.”

“It is?” I rubbed my neck anxiously. “I don’t know much about it.”

“Oh, yes.” She lifted her perky boobs — very perky — and smiled. “She gave me these...she enhanced my personality...she changed my hair...” At this, she showed off her long, flowing blonde locks that pooled around her shoulders. “She made it so I never had to go without sex again.” She gave a little giggle. “She wiped away all my anxieties, all the pesky thoughts that used to get in the way when I wanted to date a guy.” The nurse leaned in, grinning. “Now I have no problem getting dates.”

I can see that, I thought, my eyes going back to her big tits. Her nipples were hard and poking through the fabric of her tight white top.

“I’m sure she can do the same for you.”

“I hope so.” I smiled at her.

The door opened and a stunningly beautiful brunette wearing a conservative but attractive blouse and and skirt — form-fitting, of course — beckoned me in.

“I’m Dr. Peters, of course. I’ve read your file.”

She sat down across from me, smoothing out her skirt underneath. Her eyes fixed on me, quite intent, making me a little uncomfortable.

I cleared my throat. “So, yeah. I was hoping you could help me with my problem.”

She nodded. “You find it difficult to attract women?”

“Yeah. I’m kind of nerdy, as you can see.”

She smiled. “That’s not a problem.” Dr. Peters pulled up a screen on her computer, beckoning me over. “Here, have a look. Once we start our sessions, you’ll be able to obtain any kind of physique and personality you desire.”

I looked through the pictures she was showing me. Ripped, alpha guys with bulging muscles and hard bodies. Handsome faces and chiseled jawlines. Huge cocks. The kinds of guys any woman would beg to be fucked by.

“How are you going to make me into...that?” I asked, dubious. I didn’t see any way this was going to work.

“Trust me,” she said, her smile lingering. Her hand went to my arm, caressing lightly. “By the time we’re done, you’ll be irresistible to women.”

****

I wanted to believe Dr. Peters — I really did. But as our sessions went on, every week, I wasn’t noticing anything different. I’d show up at her office, sit there and talk with her for a while, then leave. No physical changes. No mental changes. Just the same old me, over and over.

I told her about this one session, frustrated.

“Why isn’t it working?” I rubbed my forehead. “I’m no more confident than I was. No more able to get girls to like me. I’m doing something wrong.”

“Hm.” Dr. Peters observed me, looking me over thoroughly. “It’s possible we need to use a stronger method. You may have what we call a mental block — something keeping you from being receptive to the therapy.”

“So this stronger method would override that?”

“Yes.” She rose, revealing the smooth skin flashing under her skirt, making my dick twitch. “I’m going to use a method with you, Jared, that I don’t use on many patients at all.”

She sat down right on the couch next to me, looking deeply into my eyes. “Concentrate on the sound of my voice. Focus entirely on that. Feel the warmth of my skin...” She took my hand, bringing it to her chest, letting me touch the exposed skin of her cleavage. “My pulse, my heartbeat. Connect with me, Jared. Let me in.”

There was resistance on my part — I didn’t want anyone invading my thoughts. But slowly, working her way into my head, seducing her way into my mind...Dr. Peters made it past my mental block. She infiltrated the deepest corners of my desires, my fantasies, my personality... she saw what I wanted to be, in my ideal.

“Yes,” she purred, her hand going to my neck, rubbing my skin. “I can see you, Jared. The real you. Now you’re going to become that. Let it out...let your real self shine forth.”

As she spoke, her voice was hypnotic and trancelike, her eyes tinged with pink at the edges. I stared, utterly transfixed. Everywhere she touched me, it seemed my muscles grew, my whole body becoming masculine and strong. My shirt began to stretch, the fabric taut over my muscled body, my jaw growing hard and stubbled. I felt a swell of confidence, of sexual prowess — and started to see the attractive Dr. Peters in a whole new light.

I didn’t just want to have sessions with her. I wanted to fuck her. Raw, primal, dominant. I wanted to spread her pussy lips, plunge my cock inside, and pound her until she screamed for mercy.

She gasped, withdrawing the connection. My hand seized her wrist, holding her close. “It’s working, doctor,” I said, my voice deep, raw, and gruff — the kind of male voice that was pure sex, that made women drip with need. “I can feel it — I’m different.”


“Mmmm...yes, you are,” she purred, obviously happy with her creation. She stood, looking me over, then moved close, her hands going to my shoulders. “You’re much, much different now.”

I gazed up at her, feeling the dark, hungry desire growing in me. I couldn’t stand it any longer. I needed to be inside this woman.

Pulling her to me, I locked her lips with mine in a hard, hungry kiss. She gave a soft moan of pleasure and surprise, eagerly receptive to my kiss. This is nothing like the old me, I realized. Dr. Peters would never have kissed back — and hell, I’d never have had the balls to kiss her in the first place.

But I had the balls now. Did I ever. I could feel how my cock had grown, thickening in girth and longer than ever. I had to be at least ten inches, dripping with precum, my balls large and throbbing. I stood, taking Dr. Peters into my arms, holding her body — now dwarfed by mine — tight against me.

She melted into the kiss, her arms clinging tight around my neck. “Mmmm....” I broke it, letting her catch her breath. “Oh my god. You kiss like...like no man I’ve ever felt,” she gasped.

My hands moved down her smooth, supple frame, feeling her curves. They came to her ass, giving a good squeeze. “I’m going to do more than kiss you, Dr. Peters.”

“Alice,” she breathed, gazing at me with sheer desire. “Call me Alice.”

I grinned. “I’m going to fuck you raw and hard, Alice, so hard you can’t walk straight for a week.”

“Mmmmm,” she moaned in pleasure, my lips claiming hers again. My fingers dug into her curves, feeling her perfect skin. I tore her blouse right open, sending buttons scattering, revealing the lace of her bra.

I kissed the top of each breast, then grinned at her, squeezing her full breasts in my hands. “I’ve been wanting to do this a long time.”

“I’ve wanted you to do it...Ohhhh, god,” she moaned as I tore the bra down, exposing her left nipple, and sucked it hard into my mouth. I nursed her tit, slurping at her delicious bud, swirling my tongue around it. My hand went between her thighs, riding up under her skirt, over her panties. They were wet. Soaking wet.

I slid them to the side, inching two fingers inside her. She gasped sharply. “Oh my god.”

I was hard as a rock, my cock throbbing in my pants. I sat on the couch and pulled Alice into my lap, letting her straddle me, hiking up her skirt over her ass so I could feel her bare skin. I slid her panties to the side as she freed my hard cock — I was amazed at the size of it now. It was huge, and thick, the kind of cock even porn stars would envy.

She sank herself down onto it one inch at a time, my cock penetrating so, so slowly into her welcoming, warm depths.

“Holy fuck,” I groaned, having never been inside a woman before. “That feels amazing.”

Her inner muscles quivered and clenched around me, juices flooding her slit. They dripped down my cock, coating me in her warm fluid. Damn. She’s so ready. So hot inside. “That’s good,” I said, grabbing her hair, no more fear or doubt making me question my actions. I wanted to fuck, hard and rough. Clearly Alice Peters wanted me to do that to her. “You’re a good little slut, Doctor.”

“Mmmm!” she moaned, pleasure shooting up her spine as I thrust in deep, burying myself inside her to the hilt. Her back arched, fingers clutching my shoulders. She ground her hips against me, rotating them, swirling my cock inside her. Testing how it felt within her walls. “Oh my god, Jared. Your cock feels perfect inside me. It’s so huge!”

“You made this cock, Alice. You made me.” I growled low in her ear, thrusting slowly inside her. In and out I worked my thick shaft, withdrawing and sliding back in, teasing her with my thrusts. “Aren’t you just desperate for the cum from these big, heavy balls?”

“Mmmm, yes,” she purred, looking down at me again, eyes meeting mine. I saw the look of lust there, how hot she was for me. Is this her job? I wondered. Turning losers into alpha guys so she can fuck them?

Remembering the cute nurse outside, I guessed she’d made plenty of people, both male and female, quite happy.

“Ruin me,” she gasped, clutching my shoulders. “Make me fit for no other cock but yours, sir.”

Hearing her call me sir sent a thrill through me I’d never felt. A sexual charge, igniting something dark and dormant. She said this hypnosis, this method, would bring out the real me. Make me into my real self. I guessed that meant my personality, as well. I would need to be careful to avoid going down a path that made me completely, totally evil.

I hoped I’d be able to stay in control of that.

I grabbed her ass, taking nice firm handful. Using it as leverage, I plunged deeper inside, my eyes locking on the place where my cock spread her tight slit wide open.

“What are you going to do?” she gasped, riding me slow, her beautiful body shuddering on top of me. “Now that you’ve gained this power, what will you do with it?”

“I’m going to fuck as many women as I want,” I said, tightening my fingers in her hair. Her cunt was silky smooth, soft, tighter than anything I’d ever felt. I knew it wouldn’t be long before I’d be shooting my load deep inside her. “I’m going to change them the way you changed me — make them find their inner selves.” Their inner sluts is more like it.

“Yes,” purred Alice Peters, allowing me to spread her ass cheeks nice and wide with my fingers. She writhed as my thumb rubbed her pucker, sliding up and down her tight back entrance. “I’d love to watch that. To see you fucking hot girls...making them your whores. Slaves to your cock. Make them call you master,” she moaned.

Yes, I realized. This is it. This is my destiny. Locked into the new body Alice had given me, freed of my old, nerdy self, I could have as many girls as I desired. I could breed them. Give them my babies. Pass on my legacy. Fulfill my destiny.

Alice’s walls clenched around me, her heavy tits swaying in front of me. I grabbed a handful, squeezing and sucking, making her nipples wet and hard.

“I want to watch you make them beg,” Alice gasped, her eyes taking on that pink tinge again. There was something dark and depraved about her mind right now — something I loved. She was thinking up all kinds of elaborate fantasies, picturing me dominating all kinds of women. Blondes, brunettes, young, tight girls, hot milfs, anything I wanted. “I want them to suck your cock so good you’ll shoot all over my tits. Then I want you to make every one of them shaking and desperate for your load, crawling to your cock to worship you, to drink your cum by the bucketload...”

“Ohhh shit,” I groaned, sucking hard on her nipple. “I’m going to cum. I’m gonna cum in your hot, tight little cunt, Alice.”

“Yeah, give it to me! Give me that hot, thick load! Fill me up!” she cried, riding me fast and hard, gyrating on top of me. I clutched her tight against me, feeling her cumming at the same time I did. Her cunt spasmed around my thick shaft inside her, contracting as my dick spurted hot jets of cream into her channel. This whole thing — fucking my therapist — was wrong, but so, so good at the same time. I clutched her huge tits, losing control, my hips rocking upwards into her. She milked me of every last drop, her fingers clutching me, her kisses against my face feeling sweet and delicious.

“Mmmm,” I sighed in pleasure, turning her to face me. Our lips met, another hot, hungry kiss shared, my tongue delving into her mouth. I dominated the kiss, tilting her head back, making her submit to me even in this small way. Everything about our sex now would be like this: me having control, the way it should be.

She stroked my hair as I nursed her tits, sucking the big globes lustfully once more. I couldn’t get enough. I wished they’d produce hot thick milk for me, but that was one request that I didn’t know how to bring into reality.

As I pumped the last of my load into her womb, I felt her coming down from her peak, her core sucking every last bit of my cum into her body. She gazed at me with pure worship and desire, a look I’d never seen on any woman’s face.

“So...who’s going to be your first?” she said, smiling, still rocking her perfect hips, her cunt muscles clenching around me.

“I think you just were, doctor.” I grinned back, squeezing her ass.

“Mmm, I like the idea of that. But you know, there are plenty more...”

One face popped into my mind. As I met Alice’s eyes, I knew we were connecting — her face took on that hypnotic look, as though she was delving right into my thoughts. “Ahhhh, yes,” she purred, seeing my vision. “She’s very cute.”

The girl I was thinking of was someone I knew who worked at the local game store. I didn’t know her name — just that she had blue and pink dyed hair and was super cute.

“She never gave me a second glance.”

“She would now,” said Alice, releasing the connection. She slid off me; I watched my cum drip down the inside of her thighs as she pulled her skirt and panties up. I liked seeing how she didn’t wipe it away. Knowing she’d be walking around with my seed dripping out of her pussy all day, pooling in her panties, was pretty damn hot. “She’ll beg to suck your big, thick cock now, Jared.”

The thought of the cute game store girl on her knees for me was hot. I got up, zipping my jeans. “Then what are we waiting for? Let’s go.”

I grabbed Dr. Peters’ hand, not giving her a chance to protest — and pulled her along with me, heading to Game ‘N Go.
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“Ooooh, yes, Jared!” she gasped, clutching the desk surface. “Lick me, master. Just like that!”

I used my tongue, lapping at her pussy in long, eager strokes. I had always wanted to taste a girl, to know what that velvety sweet surface of her pussy lips was like. Now I finally knew. Grinning, I plunged two fingers inside her, using a third to play with her clit.

“Oooohhhhh, ohhhhhh!” she moaned, reaching back and clutching my hair. I continued licking and using my fingers to fuck her, bringing her right to the edge, then pulling back, drawing out her exquisite torment.

I brought her right to the edge, then stood, smiling triumphantly. I pressed my cock to her pussy — and as wet as she was, plus the slickness from her mouth on me, I was able to quickly slide into her, filling her in one stroke.

“Ohhhh god,” she groaned, clutching the desk tight. “Fuck me, Jared. I want your cum inside me.”

I pounded her hard, holding her hips in my hands as I thrust deep inside. She reached back and clung to me, nails digging into my muscled arms, her cries filling the air.

“Yes, Jared, YES! Fuck me. Pound that tight pussy. Make me pregnant!”

I groaned at the idea of filling her with my cum, of breeding her. I felt her pussy spasming around me, her wet, sweet muscles shuddering in an intense climax. “You’re so fucking big!” she gasped. The desk began to pound with my thrusts, which grew more violent and forceful. I was sure anyone in the front part of the store could hear us; but I didn’t care.

Alpha Trance: Part II

Jared

Game ‘N Go was crowded this time of day. It was the middle of the afternoon on Saturday, after all — the time when all the geeks matriculated to their local game hotspots. It didn’t help that there was a console tournament going on, button mashing, sweaty nerds vying for the controllers.

The prize? A bottle of soda, two free games, and a year long subscription to the latest MMO.

My prize? The girl I’d lusted after for years: a cute, petite young thing with blue/pink dyed hair. She was at the counter, busily typing in something into the computer, when I approached.

“Can I help yo......wha...?” As she lifted her gaze, catching sight of me, her jaw dropped. I guess it’s not every day she saw a sexy alpha guy coming into the store, looking like a male model. Especially amongst the pasty pimpled faces she usually saw.

One of which had been mine. Not anymore.

Her name tag read Carol.

“I’m looking for a special item,” I said, my voice dropping low and oozing sex. “One that might be in the back.”

I’d picked up that hypnotic trance tone that Dr. Peters used and was working it myself. Instantly it kicked in with Carol, who closed her mouth and nodded, looking totally hooked.

“Uhhh, yeah, of course, sir. Just follow me, right into the back...” she giggled, brushing her hair back over her shoulder.

My eyes went to her ass, hugged by her jeans. It was very shapely. Very fuckable.

As we entered the empty back room — where, conveniently, the only thing was a table, a couch, and a couple chairs — she turned to me. Her breasts pushed out from underneath her game store T-shirt logo, drawing my gaze.

“So, what was it you wanted, Mister...”

“Jared.” I came in close, putting my hand to her cheek. “My name is Jared.”

She giggled. “Jared.” She gazed up at me in pure willing submission. “What would you like me to do for you, Jared?”

The way she said it oozed sex and suggestion, as if she’d be willing to do anything I wanted from her.

I took her face in my hands and leaned in, my voice rough and hungry. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do this.”

I kissed her long and hard. She moaned softly with surprise, then gripped my shoulders, holding on tight. The roughness and possessiveness of the kiss clearly took her off guard, but her enthusiasm in returning it — and the way she melted into my arms — told me she loved it.

I broke the kiss and met her gaze. She was panting and breathless. “Oh Jared,” she whispered, her voice full of need. “How have I never noticed you before?”

“I used to come in, but I was different, then.” I tilted her head up, my lips at her neck, kissing my way down. My hands went to her breasts, squeezing and rolling them in my palms.

She gasped, still clutching me tight, like the sexual rush she was getting from my manhandling her was going to make her pass out. “Oh god. You smell so good. You feel so good. I need you inside me.”

She stepped back, taking her shirt at the edges, lifting it up over her head. She revealed a pair of bouncy, pert breasts, covered by a lacy black bra. I grinned. Cute on the outside, dirty underneath... I like it.

“Let me serve you,” she said, gazing up at me imploringly. “Please. I want to, sir.”

I nodded. She sank to her knees, keeping eye contact, removing my belt and getting my cock free. “Oh wow,” she said, seeing my length and girth and beaming with pleasure. “You’re so hard for me already, and so big.”

My cock was throbbing and standing straight up, dripping with precum. Carol smiled up at me and leaned in, taking it into her mouth. I held back a groan of pleasure as her sweet lips closed over me, my balls throbbing in need.

She let me go for a second, whispering, “I’m going to make you feel so good, master. You’re going to want my mouth on your cock every night.”

Master. I liked that. I pressed her head back over my cock, groaning, “Take it, slut. Take it deep.”

She let out an “Mmmmm” of pleasure around my cock, sliding my shaft between her lips. She buried me into her throat, the feeling one of the most amazing in my life. Fucking Alice had been one thing; getting a blowjob from the girl I’d lusted after, this cute game store girl, was another. I started to thrust slowly up against her, filling her sweet mouth deeper with my cock. She sucked me exquisitely, her mouth wet and warm, taking all of my cock deep into her throat.

I wondered if my alpha influence had any sort of alteration on the women I affected. If it enhanced their sexual abilities — or if it could. I made a note to ask Dr. Peters about that later.

She pulled back, using just her tongue, sliding it up and down my rock hard, dripping shaft. She stroked my balls, cupping them tenderly, then licking those as well. “Is it good, sir? Am I doing what pleases you?”

“Yes,” I growled. “It feels very good. But I want more.”

“More?”

I helped her to her feet. “I want to fuck you, Carol. I want to be deep inside you, to plow your tight cunt until you’re too sore to walk straight.”

She shivered. “Oh yes, master. That’s what I want, too.”

I bent her over the desk, tugging down her panties. She had a pair of lacy black panties that matched her bra — those came down easily, showing me a shaved, dripping pussy underneath. Damn, that’s hot. I leaned in, giving it a long, slow lick, tasting and inhaling her sweet, delicious flavor and scent.

“Ooooh, yes, Jared!” she gasped, clutching the desk surface. “Lick me, master. Just like that!”

I used my tongue, lapping at her pussy in long, eager strokes. I had always wanted to taste a girl, to know what that velvety sweet surface of her pussy lips was like. Now I finally knew. Grinning, I plunged two fingers inside her, using a third to play with her clit.

“Oooohhhhh, ohhhhhh!” she moaned, reaching back and clutching my hair. I continued licking and using my fingers to fuck her, bringing her right to the edge, then pulling back, drawing out her exquisite torment.

I brought her right to the edge, then stood, smiling triumphantly. I pressed my cock to her pussy — and as wet as she was, plus the slickness from her mouth on me, I was able to quickly slide into her, filling her in one stroke.

“Ohhhh god,” she groaned, clutching the desk tight. “Fuck me, Jared. I want your cum inside me.”

I pounded her hard, holding her hips in my hands as I thrust deep inside. She reached back and clung to me, nails digging into my muscled arms, her cries filling the air.

“Yes, Jared, YES! Fuck me. Pound that tight pussy. Make me pregnant!”

I groaned at the idea of filling her with my cum, of breeding her. I felt her pussy spasming around me, her wet, sweet muscles shuddering in an intense climax. “You’re so fucking big!” she gasped. The desk began to pound with my thrusts, which grew more violent and forceful. I was sure anyone in the front part of the store could hear us; but I didn’t care.

“I’m going to knock you up,” I growled, primal, dominant lust brewing in my balls.

“Yes, master. Yes! My body is yours. Cum inside me. Fill me up, claim my womb!”

With a series of primal, violent thrusts, I fucked as deep as I could into Carol’s womb, my cock pressing straight into her waiting, fertile womb. The world went white with pleasure as I shot deep into her, thick bursts spurting from my cock. The amount of cum was crazy, so much, more even than when I had filled Alice.

“Oh god,” she gasped, shuddering. “I can feel it so deep. You’re going to make me so pregnant...”

Feeling the walls of her womb sucking me tight, milking every drop of my load, I knew that was the truth.

****

I gazed down at Carol’s hot body, seeing her shuddering form, blissed out with pleasure. She collapsed on the desk, her breasts pressing into the hard wood. Her hips slowed, her body milking me dry. She was mine now, her body my possession, her soul — and her affections — mine to do with as I wished.

I pulled out of her, my cock slipping free to leave a trail of white cum down her leg. I gathered her into my arms and carried her well-fucked body over to the couch, letting her relax into the cushions. I pulled the blanket over her, assuming this was the spot that employees could catch a few winks during long hours on the job.

“Rest now. When I come back, I’m going to take you home with me.”

She smiled happily and sleepily up at me, looking like an adorable, sexy little kitten. “You’re coming back for me?”

“Of course. You’re mine now, Carol. You belong to me.”

As if there was any question.

She smiled wider at that, then closed her eyes, drifting into peaceful slumber.

“Well done,” came a voice from behind me. I turned to see Dr. Peters standing in the doorway, wearing a tight-fitting blouse and skirt, looking positively fuckable as usual. Her blouse was open at the top, showing plenty of cleavage. I felt my cock stirring at the sight of her, despite having just emptied a huge load into Carol.

“You saw me?”

She nodded. “We’re connected now, you and I. Everything you do, everything you see...I see it too.”

That was vaguely creepy, but I figured it came with the territory. She did make me this, this powerful, dominant alpha. The least I can do is share my triumph with her.

Alice came over beside me, sitting on the couch. She gazed at Carol, gently caressing her cheek and jaw, sliding her finger over the younger girl’s lips. “She’s quite the lovely little pet. I can see why you wanted her.”

“She’s mine now.” My voice was a low, deep growl. “Just one of many.”

Alice smiled, turning to me. “Yes, that’s exactly right. And so...” Her hand went to my arm, caressing my muscles, sliding up toward my chest. “Who will be your next conquest, my masterful, powerful Alpha?”

As if on cue, her eyes glazed with that pinkish trance color, signaling her mind meld to me. I felt her probing at my thoughts, trying to see inside, to pull out my long-dormant desires. It’s a good question. Who do I want to claim? There’ve been so many girls I’ve wanted, yet could never have.

To both of our surprise, I severed the mind link, lust rising within me. “I don’t want anyone else right now, Alice,” I growled, my hands going to her hips. I pulled her into me with a surprised squeak. “I want your ass. Your beautiful, sexy ass...I want to be inside it.”

She gasped in surprise, clutching my arms. “Ohhhh, yes, Jared. I...I want that,” she said, sounding as stunned as I was by my sudden display of primal aggression. I was even more surprised to hear her quick agreement — but I could practically smell her arousal, her wet, sopping juices infiltrating my nose. I leaned in, rubbing my hand up and down her slit through her panties.

“There’s only one hole tight enough for me right now,” I said, licking her neck just below her ear. “Are you ready?”

“Please,” she gasped, her voice high and breathy. “I want you to fuck my ass, Jared. I need it. I need that huge fucking cock splitting my tight ass wide open. Will you fuck me there?”

Gripping handfuls of her ass — which was warm and firm and delicious — I nodded. I flipped her over, taking the unused part of the couch beside Carol, and tugged her skirt and panties down. Alice’s hot, tight ass was revealed to me, the perfect globes of flesh just waiting to be split wide open.

With the thick coating of my juices with Carol’s, my cock had no problem penetrating the tight pucker of Alice’s back hole. I slid inside, hearing her groan in pleasure, her mouth opening in surprise. “Ohhhh my, I’ve never...felt this...” Her fingers clutched the couch, body bracing for my anal onslaught.

Inch after inch, very slowly, I worked my dick inside her, managing to get halfway inside her. She cried out with every insertion, and groaned in pleasure, her body slowly relaxing until I managed to get all ten inches inside her. Finally I hit bottom, my balls coming flush with her tight, amazing little asshole.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, resting her head against the couch. “You’re all the way inside my ass. It’s so big. I’ve never felt so full there.”

“Is it painful?”

“Yes, but in the best way I can describe. I’ll take any pain for you, Jared. I want to please you.” She looked at me with pure submission, a look I loved on her pretty milf face.

“Ahhh,” I groaned, feeling the intense pleasure of her ass squeezing me. “That’s good, baby. I like to hear you say that.” I clutched her ass in one hand, squeezing her tight flesh, leaving red marks on me.

Her face turned into a look of pure bliss as she gasped, “Fuck me, Jared. Fuck my ass, sir...”

I had now been in Carol’s mouth, Alice’s pussy, Carol’s pussy...and now Alice’s ass. I was quickly learning the delights of penetrating my nubile harem members, knowing that there were plenty more ahead. But this...feeling Alice’s ass clenching my cock...I had never experienced anything this tight or warm. It was so welcoming, so perfect — the sight of her full round globes squeezing around me, rolling in my fingers as I probed deep into her tight pucker. I thrust deep and hard into her, making her scream in mingled pleasure and pain, feeling her ride me. I thrust in again and again, filling her, my balls pressing deep against her hot globes each time.

“I’m going to cum in your ass,” I said, my hand going to her neck, gripping, making her back arch so that she could take me deeper. “Are you ready for it? Are you going to be my perfect little whore, getting a nice thick load from your dominant master?”

“Yes, please, baby,” she begged. “You can cum in my ass any time you want. Make my tight hole yours, sir!”

I groaned at her words, feeling her grip me as I thrust in time and again. She worked my cock with her undulating muscles, making my pleasure even more intense. I felt her shudder, knowing she was cumming from my fucking her ass, heady waves of pleasure coming over me at the same time. “Shit...here it comes...” I groaned in bliss, hot streams of cum spurting from my cock, filling her virgin ass. I came and came, so much I felt like I would pass out for a few seconds, the whole world turning white.

As my balls gave a last throb, spurting the remnants of my load deep inside her, Alice shivered. She collapsed into the couch, utterly spent and fucked, her perfect ass still speared by my cock. I pulled out slowly, watching my white cum drip from her ass, the sight of it making me throb again. Shit, she looks hot like that. I can see myself making use of Alice’s hot little body a lot, especially if we’re bound to each other the way she says. This mental link...

I’d have to ask her more about that later. But for now, I pulled her across my lap and kissed her, holding her tight in my arms.

“Thank you, master,” she whimpered, pressing her face into my shoulder, hugging me tight. “Thank you for fucking my ass, for making me yours...I’m yours whenever you want me.”

I know, I thought, smiling. I know.

****
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“When did you get so fucking hot?” she gasped.

I grinned. “Therapy helped.”

My fingers went to her breasts, rubbing and squeezing her tender mounds. I reached for the clasp of her bra, and she helped me slide it off, tossing the lacy garment aside. Her skirt and panties came next — and then she started to take her heels off.

“Leave them,” I commanded. “I want to see you wear them while I fuck you.”

She gave me a look of pure desire, her pussy gushing with juice at my request.

I pulled her onto my lap again, feeling her soaking wet cunt rub up and down my hard shaft. We both groaned, her hands clutching my muscled shoulders, hips grinding on top of me. “Don’t tease me anymore, Jared. I want you inside me, please.”

“Please what?”

“Please...sir!” I reached deeper into her mind, ratcheting up her arousal even more. “Master!” she gasped.

I guided my cock to her entrance, nestling inside her swollen, puffy folds. Her heat was so intense I felt it radiating from her cunt like an oven. “Mmmmhhh,” she moaned, writhing on top of me, trying to get me inside.
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“Jared...”

I heard the voice in my dreams, calling out over and over. My name on her lips. Her voice was soft, sweet and seductive, a siren song calling me close.

“Jared...baby...come to me...”

I could see her — her face, coming in clear. I knew that face.

It was my stepmother, Charlotte.

I saw her long, brown-blonde hair, its silken waves cascading down her shoulders. Her eyes, so blue and full of love, beckoning me close. I saw her holding her arms out, her breasts full and welcoming, as if to say, “I’m yours, baby...all of me...”

Then she vanished — and in her place was a dark, evil shadow, two burning eyes, a cackling mouth, ready to consume me...

I shot awake, bolting upright, grasping the sheets in my hand. Sweat poured down my forehead. I was panting. The dream was so vivid, so real.

“Baby?” Carol’s soft voice came from beside me, her naked body wrapping around mine. “What’s wrong?”

“Just...just a bad dream.” I rubbed my forehead, trying to shake it off.

“Mmmmm, I hate those. Come close, let me comfort you.”

Carol pulled me in to her body, letting my head rest on her breasts. I snuggled into her, closing my eyes, trying to forget the frightening, dark shape in my dream. The first part of it was great — Charlotte was always a welcome sight. But the second part... Not so great.

Maybe it was symbolism. My birth mother had abandoned me at an airport when I was a month old, leaving me in a changing room. I was found by a nice couple — Charlotte and her husband, Dave — who had brought me up. Charlotte was as close to me as a real mother could have been, seeing to all my needs as a kid, then helping me mature into adulthood. If only she could see me now.

My cock twitched at the memory of her voluptuous body in my dream. I hadn’t seen her since I’d left Riverden three years ago, Carol and Alice coming with me. I was twenty-one now, having settled happily into my new life as a full-fledged alpha, taking women as I desired. The only ones I’d kept, though, were Carol and Alice.

At least for now.

Carol felt my cock stirring beneath the blankets and giggled. “I guess the dream couldn’t have been that bad, unless it’s just the feeling of my body getting you excited now, master.”

“Both,” I said, growling in lust. I clutched her close, rubbing my cock between her sexy thighs, turning her so that she faced away from me. She gasped as I slid my cock in between her creamy upper thighs, kissing her neck. “I was dreaming about Charlotte, my stepmother. Then I felt you...”

“Ooooh, Charlotte. Is she pretty?”

“She’s gorgeous.” I squeezed Carol’s breasts in my hands, still humping her thighs.

“Are you going to claim her, master?”

I grinned. “I just might, pet. I just might.” My lips moved over her neck, hands roughly rubbing her tits. “But first, I have plans for you.”

“Mmmm,” she breathed, rubbing back against my cock with her firm, sexy ass.

I reached under the covers, feeling her naked hips and thighs. My hand moved lower, between her legs, up to her wet, dripping slit. “Goddamn, you’re wet,” I murmured, loving the feel of her slick snatch. “Are you really this wet for me, baby?”

Part of me still couldn’t completely get over the fact that I had this hot babe in my arms — and that I could have any other hot babe I wanted, all due to Alice’s trance. The trance she’d put on me three years ago, making me an alpha male.

“Yes,” breathed Carol, writhing on my fingers. “I’m wet for you, so wet, master. I need your big cock inside me — ohhhh!”

She gasped as I slid deep inside, my cock pressing into her warm, wet tunnel. Shit, she was tight. My mental powers — which I had honed since the first day of becoming the new Jared — were now at their prime. I could shape any woman’s body to my liking, and I had enhanced Carol’s, making her pussy as tight as a virgin’s, constantly dripping, and made her breasts a little bigger too. I had lengthened her hair, keeping those blue/pink highlights I was so fond of, which gave her a colorful, geeky flare that I loved. Her nipples were hard, tender points, always begging to be sucked.

By me.

She was desperate, hungry, ready for my cock, aching to be filled. I could smell the heat rising from her cunt, and my cock throbbed inside her.

I pumped inside her tight pussy, feeling her hand go behind her, clutching me tight. “Ohhh shit,” she gasped, her body undulating in time to my hungry, hard thrusts. She ground her hips against me, letting me plunge my dick deep into her. She squealed in pleasure, her orgasm ripping through her like fire. I came moments after, shooting inside her over and over, one wave after another crashing over me. My face buried into her neck, my seed shooting deep into her fertile, hot pussy in thick jets.

“Ohhhh yes! YES!” she screamed, her voice rising, hot with lust. Her eyes half-closed in pure lust, fucking herself on my cock, riding me through her orgasm. My cock was drenched in her juices as well as mine, her thighs coated in creamy cum.

We stayed together like that, bodies locked in heated passion, my arms tight around her, fingers clutching her breasts. I breathed hard against her neck, smelling her sweet, delicious scent, her hair brushing my nose. Finally our breathing returned to normal and I slid my cock from her sopping wet cunt. I rolled onto my back, sighing in satisfaction, and Carol turned to me, resting her head on my chest.

I saw the cum dripping from her pussy, watching as it pooled on the sheets. She rubbed her nails over my chest and smiled. “Is that how you want to fuck Charlotte?”

“Yes, but harder.” I grasped Carol’s hair gently at the back of her neck, my fingers instinctively going to their possessive, dominant hold. I could see Charlotte’s naked body in front of me, envisioning her moans of pleasure, the way she would writhe underneath me. How she would scream with her orgasm, begging me to fuck her, my cock shuttling in and out of her sweet, wet cunt.

“She’d want you to fuck her,” Carol said, her voice drowsy and satisfied. “Just like you did me.”

“You think?”

“Mhm,” she said, smiling. “I know it.”

*****

The problem was, of course, actually tracking Charlotte down. When I’d left home, it had been without much ceremony. We’d said our goodbyes — three years ago. In the meantime, she and my foster dad had gotten a divorce, leaving her a very wealthy widow.

But living in a different place — which meant I had to find her.

Alice, Carol, and I put our heads together, buckling down to do our research. I keyed in my foster mom’s name, trying to track her down online. Unless she got married again. Why the hell didn’t she tell me she was going to disappear?

It struck me as weird. Charlotte and I had always been close. Any time things went bad, I’d go to her, telling her about my issues. And she’d always been supportive.

It was weird of her not to tell me if some major development had taken place, like getting remarried or moving out the country.

“I swear,” I said to Carol, “it’s like she’s been kidnapped.”

“Is that possible, master?” she asked, looking up from where she was bathing my cock with her sweet tongue, knelt between my knees. “Could she have been taken by someone?”

“It’s possible. But doesn’t make sense...” I groaned softly, enjoying the incredible feel of her tongue on me. I pushed her head forward with one hand, the other on my mouse as I flipped through my search results.

As I was scouring the web, I saw something weird: a message popped up on my screen. You’ll never find her, it read. Signed, ANONYMOUS.

Never find her? That sounded like a threat. But who the hell would...

Carol suddenly sucked long and hard on my cock, making me growl in pleasure. “Damn, you’re good at that.” I thrust into her mouth, watching her beautiful eyes as she gazed up at me submissively. She was loving this as much as I was.

“Take your shirt off,” I growled.

She did, peeling it off her body, showing me her huge, heavy tits. Her nipples were hard and pink; I wanted to coat them with cum.

“Paint me in it,” she gasped, stroking up and down my cock with her fingers. “Put your cum all over me, master.” She knew exactly what I wanted. My balls throbbed; I wanted nothing more than to thrust deep into her tight, perfect throat, then spew my load all over her sexy tits.

She closed her mouth over me again, sucking me hard. Her head bobbed up and down, bringing me to the brink. “Ohhhh, shit.” I slid from her sweet mouth, gripping my cock, shooting all over her full, sexy tits in thick spurts of creamy white cum. I gushed on her body, bathing her in it, watching as she arched her back in bliss, her eyes half-closed in pleasure.

“Ohhhh, yes,” she moaned, her hands going to her breasts, rubbing them together as my cum dripped down between them. “I love it all. There’s so much. Thank you for this incredible gift, sir.”

“You’re welcome.”

She cleaned my cum from her chest, picking it up with her slender fingers and licking every drop clean. Meanwhile, I turned back to my computer, feeling emboldened from the incredible blowjob — and determined to find Charlotte.

More than that...determined not to let some punk online intimidate me.

You think you’re hot shit? I typed back into the message screen. Well, you’re not. And I’m coming to find Charlotte, one way or another.

I signed off, grabbed my gear, and headed off. I was going to find someone who could help me.

****

“Is Mandy Archer here?” I asked at the front desk of Missing Persons Inc. It was a small firm downtown that helped with — you guessed it — locating people you weren’t able to find.

“Mandy...Mandy...oh, yes,” said the secretary, thumbing through a file. “She’s down the hall to your left.”

Mandy and I were old buddies from college. She’d been a geek like me — awkward and shy — and I expected she’d look more or less the same. She’d majored in analytics and data, which meant she was good at tracking things down and solving mysteries.

I knocked on her door. The label above the entry said, Mandy Archer, Detective.

“Yes?” The door opened, revealing a stunningly beautiful blonde who looked me over briefly.

“I’m looking for Mandy.”

“That’s me.”

I stared. Holy shit. She had changed. Mandy, the formerly geeky, scrawny girl I remembered from college, was now a buxom, beautiful businesswoman. Her hair felt around her shoulders, perfectly done, her crispy white blouse and jacket hugging her small frame perfectly. Her blouse was undone a few buttons, just enough to hint — but not show fully — her enticing cleavage. That was another thing; her breasts seemed to have gone up at least three cup sizes, pushing right out towards me. Her waist was flat and trim, hips full and curvy under her tight black skirt. She wore a set of matching hose, her shapely thighs and calves veiled beneath, and a pair of black hails that accentuated her sexy legs even more.

“Wow. Uh, Mandy. You look different.”

She stared in equal shock. “Jared? Is that really you?”

“Yeah, it’s me.” I rubbed my neck, chuckling. I felt like the old me for a second, nervous in the presence of such a stunningly hot woman — one I’d once considered my best friend. “I guess we both changed a bit.”

“I’ll say.” She looked me over appreciatively, then stepped back to let me in. “Come on in and tell me what I can do for you.”

I thought I heard a bit of sensuality to her tone, as though she was flirting with me.

I explained the situation to her and she listened with concern, immediately agreeing to help out. The two of sat down that afternoon, working for several hours, poring over the notes I’d made and the resources in her database. Before long, I felt like we were making progress, getting some leads that were worth following.

It was eight or so when Mandy stood, stretching her slender arms, giving me a great view of her heavy tits. “I’m famished. I’m going to grab some dinner. Anything you want?”

“I’ve got a better idea.” I turned, flipping my laptop closed and taking in the sight of her supple body. “Let’s go out to eat. My dinner.”

She giggled. “Okay.”

****

Twenty minutes later, Mandy and I were seated at a local grill and bar. And by seated, I mean we were side by side in the booth, and Mandy’s leg kept brushing mine.

She kept leaning forward, giving me ample view of her tits. She’d unbuttoned her top another button, and now her bra was visible, showing lacy fabric underneath. My mouth was watering, and not from the smell of the food.

We ordered some mozzarella sticks and wine. I got a steak while she ordered the grilled chicken breast with a side of fries and broccoli. We ate, talking and catching up on old times. By the middle of our dinner, Mandy was curled up in my arm and I was feeding her fries, her tongue darting out over my fingers. She ate a fry, then sucked my finger into her mouth, letting her tongue slid around it sensuously.

“I’m not going to lie, Jared. I want you in my bed tonight.”

Her forwardness struck me as a surprise, but I liked it. The new, bold Mandy. “Then that makes two of us, because I want to be in your bed,” I replied.

“Want to know just how bad?” she purred, her lips in my ear, my skin soaked in her hot breath.

“Yeah...”

She took my hand, guiding it between her thighs, up under her skirt. My fingers went beneath her lacy panties, feeling her smooth, shaved mound. She was dripping.

You know what would make this even better...a little more dripping. Reaching for her mind, I probed the edges gently, using the methods Alice had taught me. I gazed into her eyes — unlike Alice’s, mine didn’t turn pink, but instead took on a faint blue glow around the edges. Mandy gazed at me, utterly transfixed, her pussy soaking my fingers.

I slid one finger inside her and purred into her ear: “You’re so horny for me you can’t stand it.”

“Oh god...”

I touched deeper in her mind, activating her arousal, ramping it up so that she was so desperate for my cock in her, she’d have torn my pants down right there in the restaurant. I stopped her as he hand went to my crotch — instead, smiling and whispering, “Let’s go to your place.”

****

Ten minutes later we were at Mandy’s apartment. The minute we got in the door, she was all over me, and I was all over her. Our hands tore at each other’s clothing, bodies fumbling in the dark as we made our way toward the couch. I plunked down onto it, pulling her on top of me, feeling her straddle me as we kissed hot and hard. My hands went over her sexy body under her clothes, ripping her blouse open, tugging her skirt down.

“Shit, I need you in me so bad, Jared,” she whimpered, crazy with lust.

“That makes two of us.” My voice was a rough growl. She tugged my slacks down, freeing my hard cock, my erection rubbing her thigh. I grabbed my shirt, tugging it over my head, watching her eyes light up with pleasure as she took in the sight of my body.

“God, you’re so hot, so hard. So different from what I remember.”

Her fingers moved over my muscles, tenderly caressing my abs. Her touch slowed me down, if even for a moment — I remembered the crush I’d had on her in college, how much I’d wanted to touch her breasts even though they’d been small. How bad I’d wanted to bring her pleasure, to kiss her and be her boyfriend.

Now I was going to be her master, her alpha, her king. How things change.

I grabbed her wrist, bringing her hand to my mouth, kissing her palm furiously. My tongue moved over it, eyes locking to hers, watching the lust brim over in her eyes. She hissed in pleasure, my tongue sliding over her wrist, feeling the throb of her pulse.

“When did you get so fucking hot?” she gasped.

I grinned. “Therapy helped.”

My fingers went to her breasts, rubbing and squeezing her tender mounds. I reached for the clasp of her bra, and she helped me slide it off, tossing the lacy garment aside. Her skirt and panties came next — and then she started to take her heels off.

“Leave them,” I commanded. “I want to see you wear them while I fuck you.”

She gave me a look of pure desire, her pussy gushing with juice at my request.

I pulled her onto my lap again, feeling her soaking wet cunt rub up and down my hard shaft. We both groaned, her hands clutching my muscled shoulders, hips grinding on top of me. “Don’t tease me anymore, Jared. I want you inside me, please.”

“Please what?”

“Please...sir!” I reached deeper into her mind, ratcheting up her arousal even more. “Master!” she gasped.

I guided my cock to her entrance, nestling inside her swollen, puffy folds. Her heat was so intense I felt it radiating from her cunt like an oven. “Mmmmhhh,” she moaned, writhing on top of me, trying to get me inside.

I gave her her wish. Sliding inside with one smooth stroke, I filled my best friend’s tight pussy with my thick ten inches of cock. She screamed, cumming instantly, her whole body shuddering with orgasm.

Then I started to fuck her. I slid out, then in, ramming all the way inside again, pounding deep into her.

“Ohhh shit. Yes! YES! Jared...just like that! It’s so big, I don’t know if I can take it!”

I gripped her hips, pounding harder. I forced her down on me, making her take my shaft, watching her gorgeous tits bounce with every thrust. “That’s it. Take it all. Every inch. Take it all because I want you to, baby.”

She gripped me with her fingers — and with her cunt, her pussy like a warm, velvety glove around me. She was so willing and so wet. I flipped her over, so that her back was on the cushions and her gorgeous, sexy legs were spread beneath me. I held her at her ankles and speared into her, my cock slicing deep inside her wet cunt, her black heels bouncing with my thrusts. Just like I’d imagined.

Shit, that’s hot.

As she came down from a second orgasm, she started to fuck against me, rocking her hips against mine. Her body felt so perfect under me, her breasts pressing into my chest. I gazed deep into her eyes; I could see my best friend, the innocent girl I’d known in college...yet she had changed. No longer innocent. Now horny and primal just like me.

“Fuck me,” she whispered into my ear. “Fuck me raw and hard, master.”

I stroked hard and fast into her, thrusting deep, knowing that her sole concern would now be to fulfill my needs, and how much pleasure that brought her. Her world would center around me, around serving my cock, seeing to my comfort. If that meant stopping her job so she could blow me halfway through her work day... so be it.

I plunged into her over and over, her back arching as she neared another orgasm. “Oh my god, you’re so good, Jared. I never dreamed in college that fucking you would feel this good.”

“You dreamed about fucking me?”

“Yes! I wanted you, even back then. I was too shy — but not anymore!” She hissed in pleasure, nails driving into my back. “Ohhhh, fuck! I’m cumming again! You can fuck me whenever you want, sir!”

Her words pushed me to the brink. Thinking she had wanted me all this time made me groan with pleasure. I pounded her hard and fast, giving her several rough thrusts before pumping deep and holding inside her core. Her welcoming, tight walls made me want to fill her to the brim, to bathe her insides with my load of sticky hot semen. She cried in pleasure as I burst inside her, spurting thick jets of cream. Her cervix caressed my cock, milking every drop, her inner muscles clenching around me.

I collapsed on top of her, spent and satisfied. I rolled over beside her on the couch, feeling her body nestle into mine, her hands wandering over my body.

“That was so good, Jared. Jesus, you’re one hell of a fuck.”

“I guess we both got some needed enhancements, huh?”

She giggled. “Yep. By the way, you know I did this just a year ago, right?”

“Got a boob job?”

“Mhm. Started working out. Took some Kegels. I wanted to be the perfect slut for when I met the guy of my dreams, so I could make him cum a thousand times...and it seems I’ve found that in you.”

She kissed me, her lips meeting mine, tongues sliding together. I smiled and held her hair, growling softly. “That’s right, Mandy. You’re mine now.” I squeezed her ass for good measure, to punctuate my words, eliciting a giggle from her.

She cuddled into me, closing her eyes, a blissful slumber taking her.

If only I’d known we would both wake up bound and gagged, I wouldn’t have slept so soundly.
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I watched as Mom knelt on all fours, Mandy spreading her thighs. She went to Mom’s horny, dripping cunt, licking her up and down. “Ohhh fuck,” Mom gasped, gripping the sheets. “That’s so fucking good.” She grabbed Mandy’s hair, riding her face, rubbing her wet slit up and down against her lips.

The sight of Mandy eating my mom out like that was insanely hot. I stroked my cock, growling in desire. “I’ve got to be inside you now,” I said, my eyes locking on my mother’s sweet body.

Mandy, hearing my lustful need, moved back and spread Mom’s pussy for me. “Here she is, master. Ready and waiting for you to fuck her.”

I gave my cock several strokes, precum leaking like a faucet from the tip. Placing the head of my cock at Mom’s entrance, I slid slowly into her, filling her completely. She shuddered, clenching me tight with her pussy, her walls closing perfectly around me.

“Oh god, you’re inside me, son,” she gasped.

I held Mom’s ass and started to slowly move in and out. She was so, so tight, it was like her cunt had vacuum sealed around me. It was the best feeling I’d ever experienced; none of the sex I’d had yet had even come close. Something about her perfect MILF body underneath me, the sight of her body shuddering in orgasm, ignited the beast inside me like nothing else.

Soon I was pounding her hard into the mattress, shoving her petite, gorgeous body into the sheets. She clutched them tight, taking every one of my violent thrusts. “Yes!” she screamed, her pussy gushing juice around me. “Fuck me, Jared! Fuck me just like that! Use your mother’s pussy! Get me pregnant!”

I clutched her hair and growled, “I’m gonna do just that, slut. I’m gonna pump your horny cunt full of cum. So much you’re going to feel of flooding out of you, staining the sheets below...”

“Don’t waste a drop,” she pleaded. “I need it all inside me, baby. Every bit.”

Alpha Trance: Part IV
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“Mmmmph!”

I woke to the sound of Mandy’s muffled cries.

What the fuck...?

My eyes fluttered open. I saw Mandy — gagged and tied to a chair on the opposite side of the room. Her hands were bound behind her, eyes wide with fear.

I started to go to her — then crashed back to the bed, my wrists holding me there. I was bound too — my hands had been tied with heavy ropes, the fabric digging into my skin painfully.

I heard a dry chuckle from beside me. “Good luck getting out of there.”

I looked over — and saw a sight that floored me.

It was Charlotte. Only...she looked different. Completely different.

She was still sexy as hell, but now she wore what looked like a dominatrix outfit, a tight-fitting black leather spandex getup. It emphasized her full, heavy breasts, their creamy white orbs pushing out from under the laces. Her hips were as full and curvy as ever, the sleek black leather hugging her body. Her hair had gone from a dark, comforting brown to vivid red and wavy, curling out around her shoulders in sumptuous layers. But her eyes...they were different. Tinged red around the edges, with a cruelty there I’d never seen before. It was like her old personality had been wiped away, no trace of Mom there anymore. Now she was someone different. Someone dark. Someone evil.

She moved to Mandy’s side, reaching down to caress her left breast. My best friend-turned-lover gave a startled half-moan, half-cry of protest. “Too bad your girlfriend’s never getting out of here, either,” Charlotte said. Her voice was velvety, rich as layer cake, but with that same thread of possessive darkness.

“What the hell have you done?” I demanded. I struggled against the ropes, but they were fucking tight. “Charlotte? What happened to you?”

“What happened?” She let out a throaty chuckle. Her hand worked slowly over Mandy’s breast; it was obvious the younger girl was slowly getting into it, her struggles easing as she leaned into Mom’s touch. “What happened is...I found my real self.”

Her eyes flared with red again, her lips going in to Mandy’s neck. She licked a long, slow trail up the side of my friend’s skin, then turned her head. Slowly, Mom kissed her, the two of them making out like horny teens.

I struggled against my bonds, my cock rising despite myself. Soon I was hard as a rock, growling in anger.

Mom broke the kiss and turned to me, grinning. “Seems someone likes the sight of his girlfriend and his stepmother making out in front of him. You’d just love to watch me lick her horny little pussy, wouldn’t you?”

Mom came over to me, her voice sultry and dripping with sex. Her hand went to my cock, rubbing my throbbing shaft slowly underneath the sheets. “But then, you’ve always been a dirty boy. Mommy remembers.”

“Why are you doing this?” I growled, my voice half-angry, half-turned on.

“You ask too many questions.” Mom continued to rub her hand slowly up and down my cock, teasing me. My eyes swept over her full, luscious cleavage. Goddamn, she was hot. And apparently she’d lost her fucking mind.

I have to get out of this.

“Yes, I think it’s time to show you just what I’m capable of, son. You always thought I was a poor excuse for a mother, but you’ll see...” She released me, returning to Mandy’s side. She knelt between her thighs and spread them, licking slowly up and down her naked, dripping cunt. I could see Mandy’s juices flooding Mom’s mouth, heard her moans from behind the gag. She was really getting into it.

I have power. Alice gave me that. I knew if nothing else, I could tap into whatever mental reserves I had — there was no other choice.

Using the technique my therapist had taught, I closed my eyes. I visualized the ropes burning off my wrists, vanishing into nothing. Channeling all my will and focus into my thoughts, I concentrated on nothing but that — willing myself to ignore the hot sight of Mom licking Mandy’s pussy, as it was only distracting me.

Mandy writhed and twisted, no longer trying to escape, but driven wild by the ceaseless torment of Mom’s tongue on her clit. “Mmmm, mmmm!” she moaned behind the gag, her naked breasts pushing out between the ropes. Damn, she looked hot like that, all naked and tied up.

Focus...

Focus...

Got it!

I felt the ropes slide from my wrists, dissolving into nothing. Freed, I rubbed each one, then swung my legs around the bed. “That’s quite a show you’re giving me, Mom.”

Startled, she turned, seeing me free. “What — how did you —”

I used her surprise to my advantage, instantly probing into her mind. What I saw shocked me. She’d been brainwashed — altered — her entire personality changed. Someone had overridden her neural map, putting this sexy dominatrix in control.

I probed deeper, trying to reverse it — but it was like there was a lock on her mind. I couldn’t, no matter how I tried.

I sought the identity of who’d done this to her — and saw a dark, ominous shape. Male or female, I couldn’t tell. And the second I tried to learn more, I felt a blast of pain in my forehead, searing my scalp. I cried out, stumbling back, as if someone had shot a bolt of lightning from Mom’s brain into mine.

“You can’t break me,” hissed Mom, her new personality still clearly in place. “You can’t change me, either.” She walked over to me, shoving me hard into the wall, pressing up against me with her smooth, sexy body. “I’m going to rewrite your whole life, Jared. All the things you think you have...they’ll be gone.”

“Mom,” I pleaded, trying to get through to her. “This isn’t you. Can’t you remember? I’m your son. You love me.”

Though there was no blood-bond between us, the emotional bond ran thick. I saw a flicker of hesitation in her gaze, as if my voice drew forth some long-buried memory. Her grip on my arms eased, and she pulled back a bit.

“Jared?” she asked, sounding confused.

“Yeah, Mom. It’s me. You remember?”

Confusion and doubt warred in her eyes — and then darkness triumphed. The red tinge returned, her grip suddenly growing powerful again. She laughed. “Your little pathetic tricks aren’t going to work on me. Give up now.”

Her fingers went down my jaw to my throat, where she clutched, cutting off my airway. Damn, this new mom is fucking strong! I thought, gasping for breath. “Mom! Stop!”

I clutched her hand, trying to break free. It was like she’d been implanted with the strength of a goddamn bodybuilder. My struggles were pointless; she had a grip on me no one could break.

Then, suddenly, behind us, I heard a thud. Mandy had managed to free her wrists and had turned the chair over. She tore her gag off, grabbing the pepper spray from her keychain, which had been on the bed nearby. “Hands off,” she said, glaring at Mom.

Mom turned, her lips curling into a sneer. “And just what are you going to do with that, little girl?”

“She won’t have to do anything with it,” I growled, grabbing a nearby bookend. I thunked Mom over the head with it; she dropped to the floor, unconscious.

Shit, I thought. I hope I didn’t hurt her.

I knelt at her side, running my fingers over her scalp. There was a dark bruised patch, but I suspected it would heal.

Mandy knelt down next to me. “That’s your mom?” she asked, wide-eyed.

“Yeah. Or used to be, anyway. Whatever the fuck happened to her — she’s been changed. Altered, inside her mind.”

“Someone brainwashed her?”

“Seems so.”

I turned her face toward me. She was still stunningly beautiful. I felt a pang of regret at having to knock her out. But with her strength, there was no choice.

****

Together, Mandy and I got Mom onto the chair and tied her up. At least if she was restrained, we could control her when she regained consciousness.

“We’ve got to find out who did this,” I said, tugging on my jeans.

“You haven’t made any enemies, have you?” Mandy was still naked, removing the last of the bindings from her ankles.

My gaze flicked to them. My cock twitched as I remembered how fucking hot she’d looked, tied up and getting eaten by my stepmom. Her pussy dripping, wide open for eager tongues and fingers. Despite the situation we were in, I had the urge to bend her over the bed and fuck her right here.

“Earth to Jared.” She caught me staring and smirked.

“Um...no, I haven’t. Not that I know of.”

Mandy came over to me where I sat at the edge of the bed, slowly dropping to her knees. “You liked looking at me like that, didn’t you? Seeing me helpless and bound.”

“Yeah.”

Her hands ran over my thighs, rubbing slowly toward my crotch. “Even now you can’t help but want me. And here I am, just ready to suck your cock, again, Master.”

Shit. We need to deal with Mom, but...

Before I could vocalize the issue, Mandy was unzipping my pants and taking my hard, throbbing cock out. She closed her lips around it and took me all the way to the base down her tight, warm throat. Seeing her on her knees in front of me, naked, her perky tits just begging me to grab, I groaned in pleasure. “Fuck.”

“Mmmmhm,” she said around me, not removing her mouth. She bobbed her head several times, taking me deep inside her sexy mouth, then letting me free. My cock popped from her mouth and she smiled up at me. “Fuck is right. That’s what I want you to do to me, sir. After last night, it’s all I can think about.”

Apparently whatever influence my dominant, alpha power had, it was enough to make Mandy capable of only thinking about how bad she needed my dick in her — not the pressing issue of my unconscious stepmother less than four feet away. Not like I was arguing. As her sexy mouth went back on me, I looked to Mom’s form briefly, imagining how hot her mouth would be on me, too.

As if she knew just what was on my mind, Mandy started to suck harder. She gazed up at me submissively, tenderly cupping my balls. Her nails grazed them, then the warm palm of her hand cradled each one. Her sucking grew urgent, her thighs pressing together to hold off her orgasm.

“Shit, Mandy,” I groaned, my hands propping me up, resting in the silk sheets behind me. I clutched the covers, watching her head bob up and down on my cock. My dick disappeared over and over down her throat; she had either practiced a lot, or somehow learned to take thick objects into her warm, welcoming tunnel perfectly — because she didn’t gag once. I gripped her hair with my hand, thrusting upward into her mouth. “Shit, I’m gonna cum.”

Hearing that, Mandy took me deep, my cock going so far into her throat that my balls grazed her lips. I groaned and shot seconds later, thick bursts of cum filling her sweet, sexy mouth. She swallowed every drop, shuddering with pleasure as my cum slid down her throat, pooling in her taut belly.

When I had finished, she licked my cock clean with her tongue, giving the mushroom head a slow, long kiss. “Mmmm, I love the taste of your cum, master. I think I’m addicted to it.” She said this last part in a girlish giggle.

I could barely believe the sight before me. My college friend, turned into a sexy bimbo babe, ready and eager to serve my needs — to deep throat me like a pro even when we were in the middle of...

I looked over to Mom. She was coming to, her eyes fluttering open. “She’s awake.”

“Just in time,” said Mandy, getting to her feet. She was dripping wet from sucking me off and probably just inches from cumming herself. I watched as she walked over to Mom, her thighs slick with arousal. She leaned in, her full tits swinging in my stepmother’s face.

“Seems the tables are turned, aren’t they?” she purred, leaning close. “Now there’s only one man you’re going to serve. Jared.”

Mom groaned — probably in pain from the blow to the back of her head. I stood, pulling my pants back up, and moved over to inspect.

Alice said I could use my mental powers to do anything. Would that even let me heal Mom?

Gently, I put my hand over the red mark at her scalp where the blow had hit. Channeling my focus, I envisioned her pain disappearing, her scalp healing back to normal. At the same time, I envisioned Charlotte as I remembered her: sweet, caring, and most of all, not evil.

It’s worth a shot. I probably can’t override whatever brainwashing she had — but maybe I could buy some time with the real Charlotte, so we can find out what’s going on.

“Unnnhh,” she groaned, sounding half-pleasured, half-pained. “What’s...what’s going on...”

My fingers tingled against her scalp, the healing energy doing its work. When I was done, I released her, moving to kneel beside Mandy.

“Mom?” I asked hopefully. “Is that you again?”

Her eyes fluttered open, coming to rest on me. “Jared? I...what happened?”

“We got into a fight. You were trying to choke me.”

“I...what?” she gasped. “Oh god...I remember.”

She closed her eyes, shaking her head in regret. “I can’t believe I did that to you, sweetie. I’m so, so sorry. I swear it wasn’t me — it was what that bastard did to me.”

“What bastard?” I asked, clutching the arms of the chair tight, leaning in intently. “Who did this to you, Mom?”

“Brandon. My new husband. He’s some kind of evil mastermind.” She sighed. “I should have just stayed with your father. He was certainly boring to live with, but dependable. He sure couldn’t have done anything like this.”

“But why?” I asked, baffled. “Why would Brandon brainwash you — then send you after me and Mandy?”

“Because he’s afraid of you. He knows about your power. Most of all...” She lowered her eyes, biting her lip. “He’s jealous.”

“Of me?”

“Yes.”

I couldn’t fathom it. Mom saw my lack of recognition and flushed, saying, “Because he knows I love you.”

“Well of course you do. You’re my mom...”

“More than that.” She leaned forward, her face just inches from mine. “He saw into my innermost thoughts and desires. He knows that — That I want you as more than just a son.”

Her voice quivered and I saw how hard this was for her. Gently I untied her, removing the ropes. She rubbed her wrists and then set her hands on my shoulders. “I want you more than a mother should, son.”

Her beautiful face hovering so close to mine, I couldn’t resist: I leaned in, kissing Mom long and hard on the lips. She gave a soft, passionate moan, threading her arms around me. She held me tight as our tongues mingled, my fingers threading in her hair, angling her face upward so I could penetrate her mouth with my tongue. Taking control of the kiss, my left hand went to her breast, squeezing the thick mound roughly through her leather skin-tight outfit.

“You’re not the only one who feels that way,” I said, breaking the kiss. “I want you too, Mom. I want to be inside you.”

She gasped as my fingers kneaded her breast. “Oh god, Jared...I...I want that too...So bad.” Her eyes glazed over with pleasure. The red tinge was gone, at least for now.

Mandy smiled beside me. “Looks like you’ll get your wish after all, master,” she said, her fingers rubbing up the inside of Mom’s thigh. “But we’d better get her out of this thing, don’t you think?”

“Yeah...I think that’s an excellent idea.”

“How long do we have?” Mom gasped as we unlaced her black leather suit, freeing her heavy breasts. “Before I change back?”

“I don’t know.” I looked to Mandy. “Any ideas?”

She shook her head. “I’m not familiar with this brainwashing method. But...we should probably find the location of this Brandon before it happens.”

I placed my hands on Mom’s head once more, tapping into Brandon’s location. This time I was able to get in, to pinpoint the exact coordinates. “I got it.”

“Perfect,” Mandy purred. “Now back to business.”

This is business? I smiled to myself, watching my new girlfriend unlace my stepmother’s outfit, stripping her naked. She helped Mom up and walked her to the bed. Best business I could have hoped for.

I watched as Mom knelt on all fours, Mandy spreading her thighs. She went to Mom’s horny, dripping cunt, licking her up and down. “Ohhh fuck,” Mom gasped, gripping the sheets. “That’s so fucking good.” She grabbed Mandy’s hair, riding her face, rubbing her wet slit up and down against her lips.

The sight of Mandy eating my mom out like that was insanely hot. I stroked my cock, growling in desire. “I’ve got to be inside you now,” I said, my eyes locking on my mother’s sweet body.

Mandy, hearing my lustful need, moved back and spread Mom’s pussy for me. “Here she is, master. Ready and waiting for you to fuck her.”

I gave my cock several strokes, precum leaking like a faucet from the tip. Placing the head of my cock at Mom’s entrance, I slid slowly into her, filling her completely. She shuddered, clenching me tight with her pussy, her walls closing perfectly around me.

“Oh god, you’re inside me, son,” she gasped.

I held Mom’s ass and started to slowly move in and out. She was so, so tight, it was like her cunt had vacuum sealed around me. It was the best feeling I’d ever experienced; none of the sex I’d had yet had even come close. Something about her perfect MILF body underneath me, the sight of her body shuddering in orgasm, ignited the beast inside me like nothing else.

Soon I was pounding her hard into the mattress, shoving her petite, gorgeous body into the sheets. She clutched them tight, taking every one of my violent thrusts. “Yes!” she screamed, her pussy gushing juice around me. “Fuck me, Jared! Fuck me just like that! Use your mother’s pussy! Get me pregnant!”

I clutched her hair and growled, “I’m gonna do just that, slut. I’m gonna pump your horny cunt full of cum. So much you’re going to feel of flooding out of you, staining the sheets below...”

“Don’t waste a drop,” she pleaded. “I need it all inside me, baby. Every bit.”

“It won’t go to waste,” promised Mandy, licking her lips. She was diddling herself while I fucked Mom, watching with an envious leer, like she wanted to be the one getting pounded into oblivion. “Not a drop of master’s hot seed will be wasted. Trust me.”

I knew she’d keep her word on that one.

“Fuck,” I groaned, the image of filling Charlotte with cum centered in my brain. “I’m gonna shoot.”

“Fill me, baby!” gasped Mom. “Fill me all the way!”

I shoved in several hard times in succession, pushing all the way into her womb. With a grunt, I spurted deep inside her, spraying her walls with my seed. Her pussy clutched me, milking me of every drop, her fertile walls draining me of my semen. She shuddered as she came again, her curvy hips writhing, her beautiful, feminine back twisting with pleasure. I put my hands all over her, feeling her soft smooth skin. As I pulled out, my dick shot several more hot spurts, painting her upper and lower back, as well as her ass.

She lay there panting, drenched with my cum and leaking it from her cunt. She looked amazing and so fucking sexy like that. I turned her face so her head was angled toward me, kissing her long and hard.

“We’re going to get you back for good, Mom,” I promised. “We’re going to find Brandon, and bring him down.”

“I know you will, sweetheart,” she purred, looking thoroughly fucked and satisfied. “If anyone can do it, it’s you.”

I lay down next to her, pulling her into my arms. She nestled in happily, holding me tight. “I wanted this so badly. I wanted to be your lover, baby...to feel you deep inside me. To have you be the one to get me pregnant.”

“Wishes do come true,” I said, smiling.

With Mandy curled up at my back and Mom nestled in my arms, I felt myself growing drowsy. A little nap won’t hurt. Just long enough to get my strength back.
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I tore my belt off, using it to bind Alice’s hands and pin them above her head. My mouth moved everywhere on her body — her neck, her breasts, her stomach. My fingers rubbed her hot, wet pussy. I tore her skirt off, her panties going next — until she was naked and bound for me, ready to be fucked hard and dominated.

I let my pants slide down, my thick, huge cock swinging free. It throbbed lewdly against her thigh, leaving a thick stream of precum against her skin. She took the huge shaft in her tiny fingers and guided it to her entrance, gasping into my mouth. “Jared, make me yours.”

“You are mine, sweetheart.”

“I need to feel you claim me again. I need you to fuck me raw!”

I smiled, taking her by her hips and sliding into her in one hard, smooth stroke. She gripped me tight, gasping in pleasure, her legs and arms going tight around me. Burying my cock inside her was insanely hot, sending pulses of pleasure down my spine. I pinned her bound wrists to the couch and thrust into her, gazing into her eyes, feeling our connection. Alice could sense my feelings as well as I could hers — we were bound together that way.

She rode my thrusts lustfully, nails driving into my back. She bit my ear lightly, squeezing tightly with her cunt muscles as I pounded into her.

“Oh my god. You’re so big and hard inside me,” she gasped, gazing up at me with perfect submission. “I love feeling your cock in me.”

Alpha Trance: Part V

Jared

****

When I woke up, I got to work. Now that I had Brandon’s location, I keyed it into the computer. Brandon Waterson lived just ten miles down the road in a swanky house off Lake Street. It was time to pay this bastard a visit.

But first I needed to see Alice. If I was going up against some kind of mental mastermind, I needed to be fully prepared.

The room I’d set up for her — the guest bedroom, now transformed into her personal study — was spacious and quiet. As she saw me coming in, she flipped on some relaxing music, smiling warmly.

“Hi, master. Let me clear off the couch for you.”

Her new room looked very much like her old office — inviting and comfortable, with a spacious couch to lie down on.

Or fuck, I realized, getting a nice view of her ass as she bent over. Unlike before, when she’d wear conservative clothing, I now had her dressing in the sluttiest outfits I could find. Her tight white tops hugged her ample breasts, barely coming down over her tummy. Her ass was covered by a skimpy skirt, riding so high that I could practically see her lacy panty-clad pussy underneath. She wore a pair of garters and stockings accompanied by a pair of fuck-me pumps that I wanted to pin high in the air as I spread her beneath me and pumped my cock into her.

“Master?” she asked, smiling at me, her arms hugged below her tits. “Still here?”

“Yeah, just thinking.”

She giggled. “I bet I know what you were thinking about.”

“Yeah, I bet you do.” Since we shared a mental connection, she knew everything I was thinking about. And from the rock hard bulge in my pants, it was obvious.

I sat on the couch, beckoning Alice to me. She straddled me, sitting on my lap, her lacy panties rubbing up against my hard cock through my jeans. Her hands went to my shoulders and she smiled.

Caressing her ass, giving it a nice firm squeeze, I asked, “You know why I’m here, right?” in a lusty growl.

“For sex?” she giggled.

I chuckled. “That’s part of it. But I’m also here because I need to find the location of someone. Brandon Waterson.”

As she heard my request, her eyes became tinged with pink, signaling our mind meld. She tapped into my thoughts, determining what I had found out about Brandon, then checking it against her own mental resources. “Oh dear,” she murmured. “This person is powerful with the psyche.”

“Is he trained in therapy, too?”

“Not therapy. Mental control. Domination of the will. Subverting it...using his powers for evil, you might say.” She shuddered, breaking the link, her eyes returning to normal. “You’ll need to be extra strong to go up against him, master.”

As she spoke, she gently rubbed her pussy against me more, continuing to slowly dry hump me. My fingers slid up her thigh, going to her panties, sliding them aside until my hand made contact with her wetness.

She gasped, riding me harder. “Oh, master.”

“You’re going to give me the strength I need, right?” I murmured, my lips at her ear.

“Yes, sir. I’ll give you everything.”

We kissed, her lips melting against mine. Her body was soft, breasts supple and luxurious in my grasp. Part of me was still in awe that I’d seduced my hot therapist and acquired her permanently as part of my harem.

She pulled back, her eyes glazed with lust. She smiled. “I’m so happy I get to do this for you, master. I love serving you however I can.”

“Good,” I growled, squeezing her ass hard. She pushed herself against me, kissing me deeper, her hands trailing down my chest. Her fingertips went to my thigh, brushing my erection. “See what you do to me?”

She gasped as I put my fingers in her hair, grasping her head at the back, pinning her to me. Her hand cupped my cock, her eyes growing wide. “Oh my god, you’re so big, master. I can never get over it...”

I smiled, pushing my cock into her hand. She unzipped me and took me out, stroking me slowly up and down, my precum glazing over the head, getting all over her fingers. We kissed again, lips smacking hotly; then I picked her up, easily moving her small, sexy body to the couch, pinning her underneath me. Her arms went around my shoulders, clutching me tight, pressing her pussy against me as her legs wrapped around my waist. Her panties were still slid to the side; I felt her wetness, her pussy gushing against me.

“Let me give you my strength, master,” she gasped, my fingers clawing open her shirt and freeing her voluptuous breasts. “Feed from me.”

Her words ignited me, making my dick pulse with need. I sucked on her left nipple, drawing furiously from the hardened bud. To my amazement, sweet, hot milk began to come forth, filling my mouth. It tasted delicious — and the idea of sucking my therapist’s tits, literally devouring her primal psychic energy through her breasts — was a huge turn on.

“Yes,” she hissed, shoving her tit further into my mouth. “Suck on me, baby. Just like that. Drink all that hot milk, let it feed you...”

I sucked each of her breasts hungrily, watching her writhe in ecstasy. Her body flushed, her cheeks hot as she neared orgasm. “Oh my god...it’s so good...ohhhh!” she moaned, cumming violently as my fingers brushed her clit. I plunged them inside her, thrusting deep as I suckled her, draining every last drop from her milky tits.

As I drank, I felt empowered. Charged. As if someone were injecting a powerful serum into my veins. My body pulsed with new energy, dick throbbing, desire raging. My mind felt sharp as hell, as if I could infiltrate anyone’s brain and find exactly what I needed. As if I could do the brainwashing myself — and rewrite Brandon Waterson so that he would never use his power on my family again.

“Now give me yours,” purred Alice, her lips on my neck. “Give me your sweet, hot cum, master. Let me feel it deep inside.”

I tore my belt off, using it to bind Alice’s hands and pin them above her head. My mouth moved everywhere on her body — her neck, her breasts, her stomach. My fingers rubbed her hot, wet pussy. I tore her skirt off, her panties going next — until she was naked and bound for me, ready to be fucked hard and dominated.

I let my pants slide down, my thick, huge cock swinging free. It throbbed lewdly against her thigh, leaving a thick stream of precum against her skin. She took the huge shaft in her tiny fingers and guided it to her entrance, gasping into my mouth. “Jared, make me yours.”

“You are mine, sweetheart.”

“I need to feel you claim me again. I need you to fuck me raw!”

I smiled, taking her by her hips and sliding into her in one hard, smooth stroke. She gripped me tight, gasping in pleasure, her legs and arms going tight around me. Burying my cock inside her was insanely hot, sending pulses of pleasure down my spine. I pinned her bound wrists to the couch and thrust into her, gazing into her eyes, feeling our connection. Alice could sense my feelings as well as I could hers — we were bound together that way.

She rode my thrusts lustfully, nails driving into my back. She bit my ear lightly, squeezing tightly with her cunt muscles as I pounded into her.

“Oh my god. You’re so big and hard inside me,” she gasped, gazing up at me with perfect submission. “I love feeling your cock in me.”

I squeezed her breasts, leaving a slight trail of milk dripping from the left one. Sucking it up hungrily, I feasted more on her tits as I fucked her, my cock shoving deep inside. I felt her cervix as I thrust deep, stretching her as wide as she would go.


“Make me pregnant,” she gasped, fucking back against me, thrusting in time with me. “Fill up my womb. Breed me, sir!”

I groaned, jackhammering her insides, fucking her hard and fast. My balls were brewing, a huge load ready to spew into Alice’s tight pussy. I held her hair, gripping it in my fist as I growled, “I’m going to shoot in you, baby. Gonna fill you up, good and hot.”

“Yes! Yes, master! Do it! Cum in me! Fuck me hard like that...give me all of it...Please!”

She came violently on my cock, her cunt contracting around me. Her womb gripped me tight, sucking me in. I felt myself exploding in her pussy, giving one last thrust as I filled her with my seed.

“Oh god...oh shit, Jared. It’s so much. I can’t believe how full I’m getting from your cum...”

I growled dominantly, my cock pulsing in triumph. I came harder than ever, charged by Alice’s power. I was as strong as I had ever been, as virile and masculine, a primal, raw god of sex and power. I filled her until her slit was dribbling my white fluid, her womb overflowing with my seed.

I sighed in satisfaction, resting my body over hers as I felt her small hands caress my neck and back. She kissed me lightly, gazing up at me in reverence. “Thank you, master, for the gift of your cum. I love having it inside my pussy.”

I smiled and kissed her, holding her cheek possessively. “You’re a good little slut, Alice. Very, very good.”

****

I recovered and put my clothes on, preparing for the journey. I was planning to go alone, but decide to check on Mom and Mandy before I left. They were in the kitchen, making out on the counter, Mandy’s hand between Mom’s thigh. I heard my stepmom’s lustful moans and watched as she writhed against my girlfriend’s hand, her hips gyrating.

“Hey, you two. I didn’t say you could start kissing like a couple horny teenagers whenever I’m not around.” I smirked, crossing my arms, feeling my cock pulse despite the massive load I’d just pumped into Alice.

Mandy broke the kiss and looked back, smiling sheepishly. “Sorry, master. It’s just, your mom is so fucking hot...It’s hard to keep my hands off her.”

Apparently they both had latent bisexual tendencies — well, Mandy’s not so latent. And Mom...well, I’d had no idea.

She pulled her shirt down — where Mandy had been clutching a generous handful of breast — and came over to me, kissing me softly and sliding into my arms. “Are you leaving for your journey, baby?”

“Yes. And I want you two to take good care of things while I’m gone.”

“Maybe I should go with you, master.” Mandy came up to me, looking worried. “Brandon’s power could be intense.”

“No, you need to stay with Mom. Keep her safe. She needs to be out of his reach. I don’t know what he’ll try once I confront him.”

Alice had told me the mental link between Mom and Brandon would only work if he was in range. Solution? Keep Mom far out of his grasp.

I turned to Mandy. My girlfriend-turned-bimbo slut was dressed in the most whorish outfit I’d ever seen: a pair of tight black see-through stockings, a red and black leather forest, and a pair of sexy heels. She had no panties on at all, revealing her shaven, inviting slit that was slick and wet, beckoning me between her thighs. I yearned to bend her over and fuck her right there — but I knew I had work to do.

Charlotte slid her hand down my stomach to my groin, slowly rubbing my cock. She looked at Mandy. “Sorry, babe, but it seems Master’s a bit too busy for us at the moment.”

“Clearly.” Mandy smirked and put her arms around me, pressing her huge breasts into my chest. “But not for long, right? You’ll satisfy us both when you get back?” She dropped to her knees as she asked the question, slowly massaging my cock through my jeans, pressing a gentle kiss to it.

I shivered, forcing myself to behave. Every bone in my body screamed to unzip my jeans and fuck Mandy’s slutty little mouth right there — but who knew how much longer Mom had? Any minute she could switch back — throwing us all into chaos.

“I’ll take care of you both good and hard when I get back,” I growled. “For now, Mandy, tie Mom up. I don’t want any chances of her turning on us.”

As she got down to the task, giggling in delight, I turned and left. I needed to get out of there before I got distracted and this whole thing turn dingo yet another fuckfest.

Which would be exactly what Brandon wants. Me to dick around — literally — so he can exact control over us.

Not gonna happen.

****

The location I’d gotten from Charlotte’s mental database led me to a run-down old shack off the coast. I was wary; shacks never seemed to be a good omen. I’d seen enough horror movies to know once you went in, you didn’t come out.

So I stood out in front and issued a challenge. “Come on, Brandon. I know you’re in there — or somewhere. Show your damn face.”

I looked around — and to my shock, a man materialized right on the beach behind me. He was wearing a suit and tie, but his feet were bare. He had a cruel, callous grin, though he wasn’t much older than me.

“So you finally made it.”

“Undo whatever you did to my stepmom, asshole.”

He laughed. “Why should I?”

“Because you married her. You’re supposed to protect and care for her, not fucking brainwash her.”

Brandon came closer. I realized then the resemblance between him and me. He could have almost been my twin. Was mom dating him because we were so much alike?

That thought was vaguely stimulating, but obviously I was in no position to contemplate it now. Brandon’s eyes blazed green, showing the psychic energy flare I was so familiar with.

“I didn’t brainwash her,” he said, staring me down. “I just unlocked the deepest parts of her. That’s what she wanted you to do all along.”

Mom said he was jealous. He’s trying to get under my skin, but I won’t let him.

“I don’t have time for games. Just reverse whatever you did.”

Brandon smirked. “First let’s have a little fun. I have someone I want you to see,” he said.

At his side, a woman materialized, crouched down on her hands and knees. She was dressed in a tight white bikini. It barely covered her large, full breasts and sumptuous ass, her creamy thighs glistening with moisture.

As she looked up, her eyes meeting mine, recognition dawned, my stomach going cold.

Holy shit. That’s...

“Hi, little brother.”

I stared in shock. It was my stepsister, Natalie. Her long blonde hair was trimmed to a sexy cut just below her shoulders, and her bellybutton had a single diamond piercing.

She walked toward me, her hips swaying seductively. “I’ve missed you all these years.”

How the hell did he...

Brandon laughed. “One day you’ll understand. You have the same power I do. Shame that you think I’m your enemy, Jared. I’m really not.”

My eyes flicked to him behind Nat, then to my sister. “Nat...what are you doing here?”

“Good question. I was in my office, working...then suddenly I was here at the beach, wearing this bikini.” She giggled and laced her arms around my neck. I felt my cock throb as she pressed her supple body into mine, putting my reluctant hands on her hips. “I’ve learned not to look a gift horse in the mouth. Unless his mouth is as sexy as yours, though...”

With that, she slid her fingers over my jaw, her digits tracing my lips. Then she leaned in, pressing a long, hard kiss to my mouth.

I groaned, feeling my sister’s tongue against mine. I couldn’t help but kiss her back. I’d had a crush on Nat since I turned eighteen, the year I met her. She’d been living overseas to study before coming home with mom and dad again.

My balls tingled as her hand moved down my chest, to my stomach, then lower, cupping my cock through my jeans. “Someone feels very, very ready to fuck his sister. What do you say, Jared?” she purred into my ear, breath hot on my skin.

“Shit, Nat. We can’t...”

“Because...?”

“You’re my sister. It’s wrong...”

“Stepsister.” She grinned. “And it sure didn’t stop you with Mom.”

“You know about that?”

“Ohhhh, yes. I know about all of it. What you’ve done with yourself, making yourself into such a hot, sexy, muscled hunk. You’re a master now, Jared. A master who makes women soak their panties, just like I’m doing now.”

To prove her point, Nat took my fingers and slid them down the front of her bikini. She was gushing wet, her juices flowing onto my hand. I slid one finger inside her, making her gasp and arch her back.

“Oh my god,” she moaned. “I’ve wanted to feel you there for so long.”

Brandon chuckled behind her. “Looks like you two have some catching up to do. I’ll leave you to it...”

“No — wait — I’ve got to...”

Too late. He vanished without a trace, his form completely disintegrating right there on the beach. Nothing was left but the rolling waves where he had been, and two footprints in the sand.

How the fuck did he do that?

Nat purred sensuously, rubbing her body up against mine. “Come on, little brother. I’m so horny, I can’t wait. I need your big cock inside me now.”

“Fuck.” Angry that Brandon had gotten away, and turned on beyond belief, I grabbed Nat around her waist, pulling her to the sand with me. I tore the tiny little bikini right off her body, making her squeal. “You want my cock inside you? Fine, sis. You’re such a fucking tease.”

“Ooooh, I love it when you’re rough,” she said, watching in delight as I unbuckled my jeans and tugged them down hurriedly. My boxers and jeans came down, hard cock swinging free. I dripped precum, using my fist to work it over my length until I was as wet as she.

“Fuck me,” she gasped, taking my cock and guiding it to her entrance from behind. We knelt there together, her on her knees, me crouching behind her. I pushed my hips forward — and then I was inside her, buried to the hilt. We both gasped as my cock filled her, plunging deep inside.

“Ohhhh shit,” I groaned, feeling myself bottom out inside her. “I’ve wanted to do that for ages.”

“I’ve wanted to feel you there,” she said, her voice all breathy and sexy. “Pound me hard, master. Please, bro — fuck that tight pussy hard. Use it like you own it.”

“I do own it,” I growled, my hand fisting her hair. I started to thrust inside her, the need to exert my dominance — and feel her come endlessly around me — rising deep within. “I own every fucking inch of this sexy body.”

I slapped her ass as I thrust, making her squeal again. She rocked her hips in a circle, my cock throbbing in her pussy. Her tits swung below, my fingers going to them, taking big handfuls and squeezing. She ground her body against mine, hips thrusting in time with me, letting me go deeper and harder than ever.

“Come on, Jared! Shoot that hot load in my tight little pussy. I know you want it!”

I did want it. Bad. Worse than anything. I needed to come, to fill her up with my semen. “You’re mine, Nat. Mine forever. Once I fill you up, you’re gonna get pregnant. You understand that, right?”

“Yes!” she cried, her walls clutching around me, soft and incredible. “I want that, bro. I need to feel your cum in me, to feel you knock me up. Pound me so deep, baby!”

Her dirty talk spurring me on, I gripped her hips and thrust endlessly. I couldn’t take much more; the sight of my stepsister’s hot body under mine, her sumptuous blonde hair filling my fingers, her pussy clenching me... all if it was taking me to the edge. The thought of knocking her up was too much — I shoved in deep over and over, my balls tingling. She gazed back at me in pure submission, utterly helps beneath my relentless assault.

“Ohhhh fuck,” she groaned, her pussy going into spasms as she came. “Bro, shoot in me. Fucking shoot that hot load...ohhhh, fuck...”

I did, groaning as I shot hot bursts of come into her, my sticky seed filling her up. I pumped her womb as full of come as I could, so that she was oozing it from her tight cunt when I was done. I pulled out, my last spurts coating her thighs and outer cunt lips, leaving dripping white trails down her perfect, smooth skin.

“Goddamn, that’s hot,” I growled — then flipped her over, so that she was on her back. She gasped as I filled her again, thrusting into her with full hot strokes, pounding savagely into her. I couldn’t believe it — but I came a second time, making her orgasm with me.

“Holy shit,” she gasped, barely able to breathe from my relentless assault. “You have so much cum, bro — so strong!”

Her nails raked down my back and we kissed, the last remnants of passion fading from both of us. I lay there on top of her, the sandy, balmy beach providing the perfect background to our afternoon fuck. If only that bastard Brandon hadn’t escaped, the evening would be perfect.

“Mmmmm...I want you to do that to me every night, bro...and every day,” she purred into my ear, caressing my back and shoulders.

“You’re gonna get that wish,” I said, kissing her cheek and neck. I’d lost my enemy, for now...

But gained one hot, sexy stepsister.

At least the day wasn’t a total failure.

****
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“Make me yours, sweetheart. Make me your slut, Jared...I’ve wanted it so long.”

I kissed her long and hard, my tongue entering her mouth, claiming her roughly. My stepmother wanting me to bimbofy her, to make her my slut, was a super hot idea. Her hand rubbed my bulge, working up and down, freeing my thick cock from my pants.

I watched as she sank to her knees, stroking me slowly. “I know you took me before, on the bed...but this time I want it different. I want to feel you own me inside my mind, baby.”

“You want me to claim you there, too.”

“Mhm.” She stroked me up and down, then licked where her fingers had been, her smooth tongue running up the side of my shaft. “I want you to get rid of everything that was there before — all the bad memories — and just make me yours, fit for your pleasure.”

I groaned in ecstasy as Mom took me into her mouth, her lips closing over my cock. I put my hands to her scalp, doing as she wished, channeling my energy into her mind. I felt her history, her past, everything in her life...and changed her, making her the sluttiest, most bimbofied version of her self possible. I watched as her whole body shifted: her breasts growing fuller, her hips curvier, her lips puffy and pouty around my dick. She kept on sucking as her hair lengthened, becoming full and luscious, falling down her back in smooth red waves.

By the time she was fully transformed, she looked like an ultra-sexualized version of herself. I had erased every bad memory and thought from her mind, getting rid of her anxiety and worries, leaving only the blissful need to serve me, her masterful son.

“That’s good,” I groaned, feeling her exquisite suction growing deeper. My hands pressed further on her hair, making her take me as far into her throat as I could go. “Suck me, slut. Take my load deep in your mouth. You want it, don’t you? You want to swallow every drop of your son’s cum.”

Alpha Trance: Part VI

Jared

As I gazed into Nat’s eyes, I knew what I had to do.

She was the key to Brandon.

She was still locked under me, her body tight against mine. She looked up at me in pure lustful abandon, smiling happily after I’d just filled her with my cum on the beach floor. Apparently, a perfect evening together for step-siblings, to her, was the two of us fucking on the seaside.

It was my perfect evening, too.

The problem was, Brandon Waterson had gotten away. And he still had my stepmom’s brain and personality locked away somehow.

Still...I knew the answer was buried inside Nat’s mind. How I knew, I’m not sure. But something told me to reach inside and find it.

Locking onto her gaze, I channeled gently into her thoughts, probing her mental pathways. I saw her memory, her history, the years growing up. Her developing feelings for me shortly after we had met, when I was newly eighteen and she was just a couple months older. How she’d taken to affectionately calling me little brother and how I’d seen her in her panties one night — and nothing else. We weren’t especially close yet, but I read from her thoughts that she wanted to be closer.

She wanted to be my lover.

Well, she’d have that. But I needed more...

I probed deep, seeking Brandon. Any trace of what she knew. As it turned out, she’d done some digging on him before he married Mom. She was as concerned as I was. She’d discovered Brandon was an ex-con, a white collar criminal turned in for years of fraud, but now wanted on charges of kidnapping and enslavement. He had a degree in psychology and was considered a mental whiz kid by his friends.

He was only a year older than I was.

And mom had married him.

Something didn’t add up...

I pressed deeper — and there it was. The trigger phrase.

Role reversal.

Brandon had somehow hacked into our lives — gone from being one of my mom’s students at the university to her husband. He had brainwashed her, making her think she loved him — when in reality he was just her student.

Once he’d gotten her under his control, they’d gotten a marriage license, and he’d convinced her he was the closest she would get to me. He’d used her underlying desire for her own stepson to subvert her will, to warp her sexual needs, to alter her personality.

The key is that trigger phrase. It’ll change Mom back. Undo what Brandon did.

Now I just had to get to her in time — before the hold I’d placed on her mental map changed back, and she returned to ultra evil mode.

“Fuck,” my sister gasped as I released her, letting go of her mental labyrinth. “What did you do? It felt...so weird.” I realized my cock was still inside her, her walls clenching me deeply.

“I probed your mind. Sorry, sis.” I stroked her hair apologetically. “I needed to find out what you knew about Brandon. You wouldn’t have known what to tell me — it was a secret trigger phrase.”

“Trigger phrase?” she asked, clutching me again. Every time she did that, I got harder inside of her. “Sounds like some kind of weird hypnosis stuff.” She giggled.

“Yeah, basically.” I groaned as her big tits pressed into me. “That’s why I did the probe.”

“You’ve probed me a lot today,” she murmured, licking my ear. “And I’d like you to probe me some more...”

“Fuck,” I growled as her legs came up around me, closing tight. “You feel so fucking good.” I grabbed those hot thighs, my fingers digging into her bare skin, making her squeal.

“Fuck me, brother. Fuck me again. I need more...” Her eyes took on that glazed look of pleasure, pure slutty sexual ecstasy. It thrilled me in the most taboo way possible, knowing my stepsister wanted me to drill her with my huge cock, probably making her pregnant.

I turned her over, flipping positions so that she was on her hands and knees again. I liked taking her this way — it felt primal and dominant, like I had all the control. Of course I did — I could do anything I wanted with her. And she would beg me for it.

She cried out in pleasure, matching each of my strokes. I pinned her beneath me, pounding her hard, my cock shuttling in and out of her tight wet cunt. “Yesss,” she hissed, clutching fistfuls of sand. “Fuck me so hard, master. Fuck me right here on this beach. Make me yours!”

I felt her clenching, her orgasm tearing through her body. She was coming all over my cock, letting me use her body like a cheap, slutty whore, thrusting into her over and over, utterly ravaging her. My cock pulsed inside her in response, my own orgasm nearing; I could hardly stand it much longer, watching my sexy sister’s body writhe beneath me. I gripped her ass, seeing my cock thrust in and out of her, my body forcing hers into the sand.

“Here it comes, sis...ohhhh, fuck. Take it...take it all!”

Bliss washed over me as I shot inside her, bathing her hot wet walls with thick jets of cum. She gasped in pleasure, her climax continuing right along with mine, one long stream of pleasure we shared at that moment. My fingers came over hers, clenching tight as I shot deep inside her, feeling her clench around my cock.

I looked down, seeing my sister’s leg rise, showing a thick trail of cum oozing from her pussy. It stained her thighs and the sand below; there was so much.

She wiggled her ass gently against me, smiling in pure blissed-out pleasure. “Mmmmm, thank you, bro. That felt so good.”

Feeling triumphant — both from having bred my stepsister again and from the knowledge that now I could defeat Brandon — I bundled Nat into my arms and carried her back to the car. I wrapped her in some spare blankets — that bikini wasn’t going to cover anything now that it’d been torn to pieces — and drove us home.

****

“So you really think this will work?” Mandy asked skeptically, watching over my shoulder. I was sitting with Mom on the bed, peering into her eyes intently. She was still tied up as I’d ordered — and though I saw no trace of the evil dominatrix beneath, I knew she was still under there.

I had to get rid of it completely. Revert her 100% to her former self. And the only way to do that was with...

“Role reversal,” I uttered, using the phrase I’d found in Natalie’s mind recesses. “That’s what you need to do, mom. Reverse yourself to your former role — as a wife, a mother, and a lover. There’s nothing else inside you...no one else.” I spoken a deep, hypnotic voice, seeing the flash of red tinged light around her eyes.

“Unnnhhh...” she moaned, straining against her bonds. “Free me...”

“Leave her forever,” I commanded, putting my hands on her shoulders. “Whatever you did, Brandon, get the hell out. Let Charlotte be herself again.”

Charlotte groaned, her whole body wracked with shudders. Was she in pain or was she coming? I couldn’t tell. I held her tight, focusing all my energy into her mind.

“Be yourself again, Charlotte. Forget Brandon. Erase him completely...”

As I commanded her to do it, I felt her shudder again, her body quaking in my arms. She gave a violent spasm — and suddenly her eyes flared, the red tinge coming back. After a few seconds, it disappeared. She blinked rapidly, then gazed at me directly.

“Jared?”

I kept my hold in her mind, testing for any remnants of Brandon. Of the dominatrix. It felt clear and free, like a room that had been vacuumed and swept of all trace of dirt.

There was no sign of that other personality, so sign of Brandon. It was as if she’d forgotten him completely.

“Mom,” I said, cupping her face in my hands. “Do you know where we are?”

“Of course. We’re at your house, silly.”

“What do you remember?”

“I remember...” She blushed, giving me a look from beneath her lashes. “I remember us on the bed, with Mandy...I remember you taking me so forcefully, making me shudder with pleasure.” She clutched my arms, leaning in and kissing me softly. Her lips felt delicious against mine, warm and soft. I pulled her into my arms, holding the kiss.

When I released her, I looked into her eyes. I saw nothing there but love and compassion. The Charlotte I remembered.

“She’s back,” I said, smiling, my heart welling with emotion. “Mom’s back for good.”

“No she’s not,” snarled a voice behind me. I turned in shock — it was Brandon. He had materialized right there in my house.

Mandy and Nat, who were standing nearby, gasped and clung to each other. I put myself between Brandon and Mom, determined not to let him get her again.

“Honey,” asked Mom, her voice quivering, “Who is this?”

“No one you need to worry about.” I glared right back at him. Focusing my vision on his, I felt my power flaring, my eyes blazing with power. I contacted his mind, trying to break into his thoughts.

Brandon’s mind was like a wall. And I’d just slammed into it. Forced back, I stumbled, falling over myself. My head pounded painfully.

Brandon chuckled. “You’re just a low level psychic, Jared. You can’t even imagine the kind of power I wield. Too bad you decided to be my enemy — I could have taught you a lot.”

“Don’t look at him,” yelled Nat. “It’s the only way to stop his power!”

I blinked. Of course — she was right! If I could just avoid Brandon’s gaze...

But it was damn hard. The hypnotic red glow from his eyes lured me in, just like it did with Mom, Nat, and Mandy. Each of us felt the same pull — to respond to his will, to do as he commanded. While the girls were moving toward him, drawn like moths to a flame, I felt him commanding me out, trying to back me toward the open window.

He was going to make me jump out and kill myself.

No! I screamed inside my mind, watching as Nat and Mandy crawled toward him like zombies. “Have to ... serve...” said Mandy, through clenched teeth, like she was fighting herself. “Master commands it...”

“He’s not your master! He’s an asshole!” I shouted, struggling to break free of Brandon’s hold — even as I felt myself backing toward the window.

“Thanks for the compliment,” sneered Brandon, his arm wrapping around Mandy. “And for the harem. I’ll enjoy taking these two...I’ve already had your mom, but this one’s quite a treat.” His fingers dipped into Mandy’s cleavage, rolling over her breasts.

No, I thought again, anger roaring inside me. I channeled all my will into fighting him. I refused to let him control me, to lose everything to this asshole. “Mom!” I cried, reaching for her. “Help!”

Seemingly impervious to Brandon’s power, Mom rushed toward me, grasping my hand. She pulled me into her arms — and the minute I was in her embrace, I felt normal again. It was like there was some force field around her — her very presence an antidote to his power.

“Kiss me,” Mom begged, her fingers clutching my neck. “It will help you resist him.”

We locked lips, hot and hard, the kiss full of all the fear, passion, and intensity we were feeling right now. Her emotions charged me up, giving me the fuel I needed to fight. I broke the kiss, stroking my thumb over her cheek. “After this is over, I’ll give you the reward you deserve,” I said, smiling.

“You will, sir?” she said, eyes full of submissive, shining hope.

“Yes.”

Releasing her, I turned back to Brandon, meeting his gaze directly. “Time to take care of you for good, asshole.”

There was no more fear and doubt this time. I probed deep into his mind, finding no resistance — just a shriveled up mass of mental tissue. Delving deep, I found that he was actually an old man who’d reversed his aging process. A brilliant psychic, but inside, just a feeble old jerk who could never get women the old-fashioned way.

“You’ve used women your whole life. You’ve hid behind your powers. Deep down you’re just an insecure little pervert.” Coldly, I clutched his mental tendrils, severing them bit by bit. I reduced him to what he really was: a coward. I erased all his memories, his capabilities; his face changed, turning old and haggard, his hair going white.

“What...what happened?” he gasped, his grip on Mandy vanishing.

“What should have happened long ago.”

****

We secured some ties around Brandon’s wrists and arms and hauled him off to the cops. Apparently he’d been on several Most Wanted lists for a while — but no one could ever catch him. He was always changing his appearance.

Not anymore.

I watched in satisfaction as he was led away in chains, no doubt to spend the rest of his hopefully short life in prison.

That night I brought all my girls to the table with me for a shared meal, where we celebrated. We were free now — me, Mandy, Mom, and Nat — to live our lives as we wanted. They would all be part of my harem, sharing me as I desired, depending on the night of the week. I’d make sure they were all well-fucked, well-fed, well-clothed, and happy.

That night I brought Mom upstairs to bed with me. I felt her body underneath her gown, enjoying the soft, silky feel of her breasts. “You saved us all, you know.”

She gazed up at me with submissive desire and longing. As I raised the gown over her head, revealing her smooth, naked body, she smiled. “I just did what I had to to keep you safe, baby.”

“Like you always have.”

She nodded and thrust her breast sin to my hands. “Make me yours, sweetheart. Make me your slut, Jared...I’ve wanted it so long.”

I kissed her long and hard, my tongue entering her mouth, claiming her roughly. My stepmother wanting me to bimbofy her, to make her my slut, was a super hot idea. Her hand rubbed my bulge, working up and down, freeing my thick cock from my pants.

I watched as she sank to her knees, stroking me slowly. “I know you took me before, on the bed...but this time I want it different. I want to feel you own me inside my mind, baby.”

“You want me to claim you there, too.”

“Mhm.” She stroked me up and down, then licked where her fingers had been, her smooth tongue running up the side of my shaft. “I want you to get rid of everything that was there before — all the bad memories — and just make me yours, fit for your pleasure.”

I groaned in ecstasy as Mom took me into her mouth, her lips closing over my cock. I put my hands to her scalp, doing as she wished, channeling my energy into her mind. I felt her history, her past, everything in her life...and changed her, making her the sluttiest, most bimbofied version of her self possible. I watched as her whole body shifted: her breasts growing fuller, her hips curvier, her lips puffy and pouty around my dick. She kept on sucking as her hair lengthened, becoming full and luscious, falling down her back in smooth red waves.

By the time she was fully transformed, she looked like an ultra-sexualized version of herself. I had erased every bad memory and thought from her mind, getting rid of her anxiety and worries, leaving only the blissful need to serve me, her masterful son.

“That’s good,” I groaned, feeling her exquisite suction growing deeper. My hands pressed further on her hair, making her take me as far into her throat as I could go. “Suck me, slut. Take my load deep in your mouth. You want it, don’t you? You want to swallow every drop of your son’s cum.”

“Mmmmmm,” she purred happily. Her head bobbed — she was so eager to get me to shoot — as she cupped my balls, massaging them gently and perfectly, her tongue and lips providing the perfect wet surrounding for my cock.

I felt myself coming, my fingers clenching tight in her hair. “Shit,” I grunted. “Here it comes. Swallow, Mom...”

Her lips fastened tight and her pretty throat worked as I spurted hot and deep into her mouth. Not a drop was wasted; she gulped down every bit, eagerly swallowing my seed. When I had finished she let me slip free, still stroking my cock and gazing up at me. My hardness never faltered; despite my orgasm, I still ached for her.

“You know what I want,” I growled. “Don’t you?”

“You want to put this deep inside mommy, don’t you?” she said, gazing up at me in perfect submissive. She massaged my heavy balls — which were still thick with cum, despite having just shot into her mouth. “You want to put this in your mommy’s fertile womb. To knock her up, make her yours in every way.”

“Yes,” I said, patting the bed. “Come up here. Present yourself.”

She eagerly complied, climbing up on the bed and presenting her panty-covered ass to me. I yanked the thin, flimsy material down and revealed her dripping wet, shaven slit. It was so wet, so enticing, I couldn’t hold back.

“Please come in me, son,” she begged, fists clenching the sheets as she tried to hold back her arousal. “Please fuck me deep.”

Grunting like a primal caveman, I slid my cock into her tight folds, burying myself deep. Her back arched and she screamed in pleasure, her perfect ass sticking high in the air as I slid into her from behind. Every thrust stretched her tight, perfect walls to the brink, making her moan with ecstasy.

“I’m fucking you,” I growled, dominant and rough. “Your son is fucking you. Going to make you pregnant.”

“Yes! Yes, baby, I want it! I need to feel your come in me! Make my pussy drip with it!”

I felt myself getting closer and closer. I knew the others could hear us. I was fine with that. Soon I would be having each of them the same way I was taking mom: rough, hard, fast, and dominant, knocking them all up.


“Come in me, sir,” Mom begged. “Please fill me up. Show me I’m your good, sexy bimbo slut, pleasing you just right.” As she said those words, her pussy clenched me, contracting in orgasm as I thrust into her over and over.

“Ohhh, shit,” I groaned, clutching her perfect ass tight. “I’m coming mom, here it is...FUCK!” I hammered into her hard, savagely thrusting into her, my cock piercing right into her womb. I released inside her, thick hot jets of warmth filling her cunt. My balls drained right into her womb as she clenched around me, body shuddering in climax.

The image of her fingers clutching the sheets, her beautiful body tense as she came, was burned forever into my brain. Seeing my seed drip down her inner thighs, knowing I’d likely made her pregnant...the thought alone sent me into bliss, and I collapsed on top of her, our bodies heaving together.

“Welcome home, baby,” she murmured, stroking my face. She curled up against me and I snuggled my arms around her, holding her tight. “Now you get to use me and all your other girls as often as you want.”

“That’s right,” I said, smiling contentedly. “I am home, now.”

****
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I reached to her full bottom, grabbing a handful of her ass. Mmmm. She felt amazing, her cheeks firm under my hands. She gasped at my touch, grinding her pussy harder against me. “Oh god, James...I’m so horny...” She shook her head from side to side. “I can’t stand it.”

I pulled her dress up, reaching underneath and into her sopping wet panties. “I can see you’re telling the truth about that, pretty girl.”

I kissed and licked at her ear, my breath hot on her skin. She clutched me grinding her pussy into me as my control deepened. I was inside her mind now, probing deep, rewriting everything. The changes were not just altering her body — they were affecting her mind, removing all trace of knowledge about her job, her life, her family...

The only thing she’d know now was cock. And how to use her pussy, her tits, and her mouth to pleasure it to the best she could.

“Cock is your master now. You crave it...you need it. It’s what makes you wet...all day long.” I punctuated my statement with my fingers inside her, plunging deep, making her gasp with high-pitched, breathy pleasure.

“Cock is my master...I need it so bad,” she gasped. “I need to be fucked, sir!”

“Yeah, you do. And when I turn you over to your new husband, you’ll be ready to settle down and get your pussy pumped full of come. That’s what you want, isn’t it? To be the perfect housewife, ready to be pregnant and raise babies?”

“Yes,” she gasped enthusiastically, reaching for my cock in my pants. “I need that so bad.”

The Alpha Project: Part I

James

Damnit. I’d been captured.

Not a great thing to have happen. Especially not since I had no idea why.

I was a hacker: a top-level mastermind. I worked for a small firm in the city. My job consisted of getting dirt on people — usually always in the shadows, coding all day long, hacking into files and databases.

I’d never figured I’d get caught, though.

How’d I know? Simple: I was in a dark room. My hands were cuffed behind my back. The place was cold and sterile — and I had a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.

I was also blindfolded.

Some people came and led me into an adjoining room. I couldn’t hear much — just some whispering and shuffling feet. They sat me down in a different chair. Then the door closed and I waited.

And waited.

And waited.

After what seemed like hours, the door finally opened again. I expected another rough shoving around, or some guy here to interrogate me. Instead I felt a pair of cool hands come down over my face, removing the blindfold.

“James Jordan,” said a soft, undeniably female voice, “You’re a hard man to find.”

As the cloth came off my eyes, I blinked, adjusting to the light. In front of me was a woman dressed in an expensive, tailored suit. Her hair was brownish blonde and cut just below her chin, with dangling earrings hanging from her petite ears. She had on a little makeup, mostly lipstick and some blush and eyeliner. Her features were delicate but striking; between her sexy voice and the full cleavage right in front of me, as she was hovering just inches away, I felt myself getting hard.

Blood rushed to my cock as her sweet scent came into my nose. This woman was fucking gorgeous. There was no denying it.

Jesus, it really has been a long time since I’ve had sex. If I was readily lusting after some hot chick just because she was dangling her boobs in my face, I was in serious need of some relief.

“Why did you kidnap me?” I asked, licking my dry, parched lips. My voice was hoarse — both from being turned on and thirsty.

She smiled and moved to the desk behind her, grabbing a bottle of water. She uncapped it and helped me drink. My head tilted back, taking in the cold liquid. When I’d finished, she pulled the bottle back and set it down. Then she took a seat across from me, pulling a chair up, her sexy legs crossing one over the other. I caught a glimpse of thigh under her skirt, and I could swear I saw a hint of lacy black panties.

Had my kidnappers done this on purpose? Sent a sexy woman to distract me, make me spill my secrets? Yeah, that isn’t gonna work.

“We didn’t kidnap you, James.” Her voice was so rich and musical, just the sound of it made my cock throb. “You came of your own accord, whether you remember it or not.”

I wracked my brain, trying to recall. But when I did, it was as if there was a void. A blank place in my mind. I could remember everything before — my history, my name, my birthdays...

But not how I got here.

“I agreed?” I said, my voice raspy but a little stronger. “I came here willingly?”

“Yes, you did.” She leaned in close, her breasts dangling just inches from my face. “You know what else? You’ve committed a lot of crimes, and they’re all right here in this file.”

She pulled up a document on her phone and showed me.

Shit. They know everything, I realized. Years of hacking into peoples’ backgrounds that I shouldn’t have. Playing with code that was damaging — potentially downright lethal. They could easily blackmail me, and it was clear they planned on it.

“I know what you’re thinking. And yes, we could turn you over to real law enforcement. But there’s a better way, James, if you’re willing.”

“And what would that be?”

The woman sat back, her legs uncrossing. This time I saw a definite flash of lacy underwear and my cock gave another throb. Her eyes flicked to my crotch and she smiled, clearly aware of my predicament — and enjoying it.

“You seem like a hot-blooded young man. The kind of guy who enjoys being with women. Especially slutty, sexy women who are ready to do anything for you.”

As she said this last part, she leaned in close again, her face inches from mine.

“Am I right?” she asked.

There was no denying it. I loved women. Being a fairly good-looking guy, in shape, and dominant in bed, I had no problems getting dates. And it was true: I enjoyed sex, a lot.

But lately, I hadn’t had time for it. My job kept me busy. In fact, I was starting to doubt I’d ever have sex with a beautiful woman again. The last time had been four years ago, before I’d been hired at my current job.

“You’re right,” I admitted.

“And I also know that it’s been... a while since you’ve last gotten laid.” As she said this, she straddled my lap, sitting just at the dye of my knees, her groin inches from mine. She wriggled slowly back and forth on my lap, her incredible breasts hovering right there in my face. “I’m sure you’ve seen Harold Dodson’s wife.”

Harold Dodson was the boss of a rival firm — another intelligence gathering institute — and filthy rich. He had the kind of wife you’d expect from a guy with billionaire status: blonde, beautiful, not much going on upstairs, but plenty going on in the tits and ass department. She was fucking hot, and that was putting it lightly. The kind of woman every guy wanted sink his dick into — and fuck raw, hard, and deep.

“You know that Mrs. Dodson didn’t always seem that way, I’m sure. In fact, you might even know that she wasn’t remotely interested in him before he proposed.”

I stared. “So wait — you did something to her? Who are you, anyway?”

“My name is Tori Hargrave. I work for Mr. Dodson — or with him, you might say. Our company helps men like him obtain exactly what they need in a wife. Entitled, bratty, exceedingly sexy women are our targets. We change them, rewiring their desires and hopes so that they no longer worry about the trifles of life. Instead, they think only of complacent obedience to our clients. These women are happy — completely happy — because we take away all their problems, replacing them with submission and pleasure.

I stared. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying, James,” she said, leaning in so that her voice was a breathy whisper in my ear, “that we hypnotize women to make them into brainless bimbos. The only thing they care about is sucking and fucking. Getting plowed deep with so much cock they can barely take it. Then pumped full of a big, hot load in their tight wet pussies — which are enhanced by our changes, as well.”

Her words made my cock throb harder. I swallowed hard. Tori’s fingers stroked down my neck, to my chest and stomach, then finally to my aching hardon. When she cupped it, I felt like my balls would burst. I groaned.

She chuckled. “I can see you like that idea. Good.”

“So...what. I join your little entourage? Hack into their lives or something?”

“Oh no. You won’t be doing any hacking on this job. We want you in a much more hands on role.”

As she said hands on, her fingers caressed my balls, rubbing them through my slacks. Her pussy was rubbing against my thigh through her panties. It seemed Tori was getting as turned on by this whole thing as I was, because I could feel the wetness gushing onto my leg, staining through my pants.

“Meaning what?”

“You’ll go out in the field. Find the girl requested, get her alone and in a nice quiet place. Then, using the tools we give you, you’ll seduce her, hypnotize her, make her the kind of slutty bimbo ready to get fucked by her man. You’ll prime her for our clients, completing the transformation.”

“And if I don’t agree?”

“Mr. Dodson will turn you in.”

Not that I didn’t like the idea, but it was clear I had no real choice in the matter.

Still... everything she was suggesting — that I’d have the chance to control beautiful, snobby women, possessing them and remaking them for their billionaire ‘client’...

It was insanely fucking hot. And the precum staining through my crotch was proof how much I liked the idea.

“Fine,” I grunted, thrusting up toward her, my cock straining through my pants. “I’ll do it.”

“Good.” Tori sank down between my thighs, her full tits rubbing over me as she did. “Now...let’s take care of this little problem you have.”

“What...”

She tugged at my belt, the metal jangling as it came free. My pants came down as she tugged them, freeing my thick, hard cock.

She smiled at me, noticing the bindings on my wrists. “Oops. I guess we should get rid of those, too.” Working at the cuffs for a moment with her key, she freed me, letting my arms loose.

“Now back to our original program...” She giggled and sank down to my throbbing hardon, gazing lustfully at the slick precum coating my shaft. “Wow, James. You have a really big cock. I guess those girls aren’t going to mind getting brainwashed by you, after all.”

With that, she licked up along the side of my cock, taking my dripping fluid into her mouth. I groaned, shocked that this sexy woman — who was technically blackmailing me — was now about to give me a blowjob. The day had gone from being shitty to awesome very quickly.

“Ahhhh, fuck,” I groaned. “I can’t believe you’re doing this...”

“Mmm,” she moaned, mouth full of cock. She took me all the way to the base, deepthroating me perfectly. As I watched her expertly suck my cock, her head slowly moving up and down, eyes locked on mine, I started to wonder if Tori herself had been hypnotized for this.

How else could she give the best fucking blowjob on the planet?

Her mouth was amazing, wet and warm, her lips wrapping tight around my cock. Her tongue swirled around me, making my body crackle with pleasure.

“Fuck,” I grunted, my hands going to her hair. I tangled my fingers in it, liking the silky soft feel. “That feels really fucking good.”

She moaned, her eyes glazing over with pleasure. I was awed at the sudden transformation: it was like sucking my cock had turned her into a horny little bimbo slut. She moved her hand between her thighs, rubbing up and down as she worked me.

“Holy shit,” I groaned, pressing her firmer down onto my throbbing shaft. I felt her throat surrounding the sensitive mushroom head, rubbing against my slick tip. I was inches from shooting my load right into her beautiful mouth.

“Mmmm,” she urged, sensing how close I was. Her bobbing grew more insistent, her fingers rubbing frantically between her legs. She was obviously blissed-out with pleasure, nearing orgasm herself. She pulled off me for a moment and said, “I love feeling you going down my throat. It’s so fucking hot. Your dick is huge.”

She swallowed me again before I could respond. I thrust harder against her lips, forcing my cock deep. I grunted, throwing my head back in pleasure. “Ohhh, shit. Here it comes...”

As I hit my peak, so too did Tori. Her body twitched and shuddered as she came; mine tensed and flexed, my hot load bursting into her mouth. My dick spurted and twitched in her mouth, and I watched her pussy contract around her fingers as she frigged her horny little cunt in wild passion. I grasped her hair tight, my cum spewing into her; she swallowed every drop, gulping down my seed like it was sweet nectar.

“Mmm,” she murmured, releasing me, licking every trace of white cum from her pretty lips. “That was delicious, James. I can see why all the girls flock to you. Your cum tastes like honey.”

I stared at her, shocked and spent in the best way possible. “You know about my sexual past?”

“Every bit of it. You’re not the only one who can dig up dirt on people.” She scraped her nails gently over my balls, giving my cock a last, longing lick. “God, I wish I could stay here all day...get you hard again and ride that massive prick...but I have work to do, sadly.” She gave me a last squeeze and rose, leaning in close. “We’ll be seeing each other again soon.”

With that, she turned and started to leave, her sexy ass swaying beneath her skirt. She adjusted herself, pulling her panties firmly into place once more. “Oh, and check your phone later. You’ll find your first assignment there.”

Then she was gone.

****

Freed from the facility, I headed back to work. My office was a couple stories up in the building. LSA, read the building at the top in gold letters. Location Services Anonymous. Our job, after all, was to find people — and find everything we could about them.

I checked my phone as Tori instructed. Up popped a photo of a woman. She looked damn familiar.

Holy shit. That’s my...

It was Jane Garret, my ex from college.

I rang up Tori’s number. “Wait, you’re telling me I have to ... uh... seduce my ex? For some billionaire client?”

“That’s right,” came back her voice, sultry smooth and pure sex.

“How in the hell am I supposed to do that? She’d know it was me.”

Tori chuckled. “You have a very special gift, James. I’m sure you know it. Your mental levels are off the charts — that’s how you became such a star hacker.”

“So...what does that mean?” I rubbed my forehead, trying to figure out how the hell this whole thing worked, and just what I was getting myself into.

“Open up the app on your phone. It will allow you to access all the tools you need. Then call me back if you have any problems.”

She hung up.

I looked at my phone, searching for any new apps. I found one: it read ALPHA UNLOCK in bold letters. I clicked it and up popped a screen.

WELCOME, MASTER JORDAN.

Please continue to watch the screen for the next 30 seconds...

I did. As I stared, it started toe whirl and become cloudy, the surface growing blank. Then it suddenly flashed blue — bright blue — several times. I felt hypnotized, like I couldn’t look away.

As I watched, I felt like someone was jacking me up with testosterone. My thoughts turned to the women I was going to entrance, to seduce, to thoughts of them spreading their legs for me. Images of my ex — Jane — came into my mind. She’d always been a bitch toward the end, taunting and teasing me. Now I saw her bent over the counter as I stuffed her full of cock, her gasps and moans filling the air. All thought of anything but being the perfect bimbo slave gone from her beautiful head — now all she’d know was how to suck and fuck.

My muscles grew. My jaw hardened. My cock became thicker, dripping precum right onto my jeans. The app made me feel like I was in its control — forced to become the most primal caveman on the planet, the only thing left in my mind the conquest of another slut.

I shivered as the app released me, dropping my phone. I leaned against the side of my desk, steading myself. I felt a rush of power and dominance — unfamiliar, but good. I felt my jaw, testing the rough stubble, knowing the hard lines of my face and body would only help me do my new job more effectively.

Smiling, I picked up my phone. I pulled up Jane’s picture. She looked good enough to eat.

And soon, I’d be doing just that. To her pussy, anyway.

****

“Hello?”

Jane answered her apartment door, staring at me in surprise. “Who...James? Is that you?”

“Yes, it’s me.”

She just kept staring as if unable to believe I’d changed so much. I prompted: “Can I come in?”

“Uhhhh....yeah, of course. Come on in.” She stepped back to let me in the doorway and I noticed her pupils dilating a bit. She leaned close, like she was trying to smell me. I knew everything about me was radiating pure sex to a woman now — my pheromones were off the charts. Tori’s company knew their shit. They’d made me the perfect dominant alpha male, so rough and primal that women couldn’t help but get wet the second they saw me.

I turned to Jane, looking her over thoroughly. Her pink and blonde dyed hair was put up in a messy bun over her head and she was wearing her thick framed glasses. Jane was cute — not beautiful, but cute. Of course, I was about to change all that. Her breasts were the small side, but she had a nice, trim, petite body. Being close to her again ignited both my anger and my lust; our history was checkered at best.

“So why’d you come over? Not that I mind,” she giggled. I saw the effects were already taking place. The old Jane would have refused me even coming in; the new one was flirting with me.

“I needed to talk to you. Let’s go into the living room and sit down.”

As if it was my house and not hers, she followed me right in, taking a seat next to me on the couch. She watched me in fascination, leaning close, giving me a nice view of her perky tits down her dress. “You’ve really changed,” she said, squeezing my bicep. “I guess you’ve been working out...?”

“Something like that.” I smirked and put my hand over hers. “But the thing I wanted to talk to you about...”

“Yes?”

For a brief second, gazing into her submissive, willing eyes, I felt bad. Here I was, about to wipe my ex-girlfriend’s mind and rewrite her personality so she’d be ready to use as some horny rich guy’s personal slut. It seemed kind of mean. And wrong.

Then I remembered the boiling pot of water she’d thrown on me once during an argument, and all my reservations disappeared.

My fingers closed tight around her wrist. “Well, you see, babe...I kind of...need you.”

“You need me?” she gasped. The idea seemed to excite her.

“Yeah. I need you to get really horny...”

I whispered the trigger phrase into her ear. Tori had given me a last briefing before my visit, telling me everything I needed to know. Including the key phrase that would awaken Jane’s inner bimbo and make her susceptible to my power.

She gasped, her eyes glazing over. She slumped against me a bit. I pushed her up, supporting her. Then I tilted her head back, removing her glasses.

“I...I don’t know what’s going on...” she murmured, staring up at me.

“What’s going on is that you’re getting really horny. All you can think about is how bad you need my cock inside you. Any cock will do, but you really want it bad, don't you?”

“Ohhhh, fuck.” She let out a throaty, low moan, her hips and ass grinding into the couch. She pressed her boobs into me and I put my hand to them.

At my touch, she started to change. My fingers rubbed into her skin, making her breasts enlarge, growing right under my palms. Her hair grew longer and fuller, fanning out in luxurious waves around her shoulders. Her lips became poutier and fuller, just right for sucking cock. Her pussy gushed with juice, leaving a wet stain, and her ass transformed as well, becoming round and plump. Perfect for taking a nice handful and...

Well, I’ll just try it myself.

I reached to her full bottom, grabbing a handful of her ass. Mmmm. She felt amazing, her cheeks firm under my hands. She gasped at my touch, grinding her pussy harder against me. “Oh god, James...I’m so horny...” She shook her head from side to side. “I can’t stand it.”

I pulled her dress up, reaching underneath and into her sopping wet panties. “I can see you’re telling the truth about that, pretty girl.”

I kissed and licked at her ear, my breath hot on her skin. She clutched me grinding her pussy into me as my control deepened. I was inside her mind now, probing deep, rewriting everything. The changes were not just altering her body — they were affecting her mind, removing all trace of knowledge about her job, her life, her family...

The only thing she’d know now was cock. And how to use her pussy, her tits, and her mouth to pleasure it to the best she could.

“Cock is your master now. You crave it...you need it. It’s what makes you wet...all day long.” I punctuated my statement with my fingers inside her, plunging deep, making her gasp with high-pitched, breathy pleasure.

“Cock is my master...I need it so bad,” she gasped. “I need to be fucked, sir!”

“Yeah, you do. And when I turn you over to your new husband, you’ll be ready to settle down and get your pussy pumped full of come. That’s what you want, isn’t it? To be the perfect housewife, ready to be pregnant and raise babies?”

“Yes,” she gasped enthusiastically, reaching for my cock in my pants. “I need that so bad.”

“Then get over here, you little slut,” I growled, turning her across my lap, hiking up her dress. She squealed as I exposed her bare ass cheeks, tugging her panties down, my hand coming down on her skin. I spanked her lightly but enough to make her skin red and ratchet her arousal up even more. By the time I was done, she was gushing all over me, her pussy juicing uncontrollably.

Her slit was perfectly smooth and shaved. I slid my fingers inside her again, making her moan. “Ohhhhh please sir...don’t make me wait. I need that creamy, hot load in my pussy right now...”

“What do you want?” I growled, making her beg for it.

“I need you to come in me! Please!”

I shifted positions, yanking down my jeans. With a primal grunt, I slid my cock into her hot folds, burying my cock deep inside her. I was on top, with her pressed into the couch on her stomach, me between her spread legs. Her back arched and she moaned in pleasure, her perfect ass sticking high in the air as I plowed her from behind. I felt every thrust going deep, stretching her tight walls so wide.

“Ohhh! Ohhhh! Ohhh!” she screamed in time with me, fingers clutching the cushions. “Yes! God, yes! Oh fuck...sir...that feels fucking amazing!”

I took my ex girlfriend’s sexy throat in my hand, holding her in a dominant grip. My cock worked in and out of her, thrusting deep, going as far into her as I could with each primal thrust. “Please what, slut?” I growled, licking a long trail up her shoulder blade.

“Please come in me...please fill me up, sir! I need you to show me what getting bred by a real man feels like!”

“Fuck,” I groaned, getting closer with each driving thrust. Her walls were so tight, so wet, and so perfect. This felt like a revenge fuck, for all the times she’d mistreated me and jerked me around. “You’re so fucking tight.”

I flipped her over and entered her again, shoving her dress up higher. Now I could see her perfect full breasts, bouncing in time with my violent thrusts. I squeezed them hard, sucking on each one, feeling her soft fingers cradle my head.

“Yes!” she moaned, breathless. “Suck my big titties, sir! Ohhhh...fuck, you’re making me come!”

I groaned. Grabbing her hips, I hammered hard into Jane’s pussy, my thrusts splitting her right open. I pumped hard into her, pressing my cock into her womb. I let go, my cum filling her cunt, the hot, sweet warmth flooding her tight channel.

I leaned my head back against the couch, sighing in pleasure. I hadn’t come that hard in a long time. Tori’s blowjob had felt great, but emptying my balls into my ex’s newly-transformed body...Well, it was even more satisfying.

She gazed up at me happily and purred, “Thank you so much, baby.”

****

I was almost a little regretful at having to give Jane up. But when I drove her to her new husband’s house, bringing her to his doorstep, I saw the beaming smile on her face as she recognized him. I’d implanted his image in her mind — courtesy of the cell phone photo Tori had sent me — and ensured that she would be loyal and submissive to him, viewing him as her new man.

The guy gave me a big grin and pulled Jane into his arms. The way she hugged him — like she was happier than ever, a girl on her wedding day — almost made me feel less guilty. Like I was doing her a favor somehow.

Technically, I am. She is going to be completely happy now, after all.

The two were soon kissing hot and heavy, the guy’s hands going all over her freshly-changed skirt. I stepped back, giving them some space.

As I returned to my car, I saw the phone on my dashboard dock light up and pressed the button to answer. Tori’s sexy voice breathed over the speaker: “Well? How does it feel?”

“Pretty damn good,” I admitted, watching them continue their make out session on the front porch. “I guess she’s happy.”

“She is happy — and so is he.”

“So this is the job? Brainwashing women and delivering them to their husbands?”

“Yep. You’re basically a matchmaker.”

I snorted. “I don’t think most matchmakers get to fuck the wives before their husbands.”

Tori giggled. “No, but just consider that an extra perk. You get health and dental, too.”

“Funny.”

She gave another soft chuckle, then her voice turned smooth. “When you’re ready, come back to my office. I need to see you in person.”

“Should I be worried?”

“Not at all. I just want to thank you for doing an excellent job.”

With that breathy promise, she hung up.

My cock throbbed to life as I watched Jane and her husband disappear inside. Maybe things weren’t going to be so bad after all. Especially not if Tori was about to let me pump her tight body full of cum...

I started the engine, feeling it roar as I gunned it. I was going to go see just what she meant about thanking me in person.

****
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“God, you’re ripped,” she murmured, fingers sliding over my chest. “So fucking hot, sir.”

I smiled. “Let’s see yours, too.”

She took her jacket off and bit her lip as she gazed up into my eyes, the buttons of her blouse coming open as she worked them. She slid the fabric sexily from her shoulders, showing me a lacy white bra underneath with a faint, shimmering pattern. Her nipples were so hard they practically poked through the fabric, leaving hard points in their wake.

I reached behind, unclasping the bra and letting it slide down her arms. She removed it and let me fondle her generous tits, giving them a nice squeeze. “These can be even bigger. I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you? Having nice huge tits for your man to fuck and suck as he likes?”

“Mmmm, yes,” she purred, urging her nipples into my fingers and mouth. “Suck them, sir. Please?”

I licked and sucked on the swollen buds, enjoying her moans of pleasure at the same time. As I did, tingling energy came from my fingers, seeping into her skin, enhancing her as I wished. I made her tits bigger, made her pussy tighter — and gushing — and filled her ass out. Her whole body was now primed for sex as I ramped up her fertility, making her so horny, she started to writhe back and forth on the desk to alleviate the pressure in her cunt. At the same time, I reached into her mind, rewiring what I found there — getting rid of her loyalty to Patrick Prince (the politician) and replacing it with sheer desire for her new boyfriend — and me.

Only two men in your life now. And one’s right here before you, my little slut.
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“So,” Tori said, sliding her fingers over my shoulders as she walked slowly behind me, “You’ve done an excellent job so far.”

She was dressed in a tight-fitting little number today: a one piece dress that barely came down over her ample thighs, and came quite low down between her breasts. She’d added a slim silver chain that dangled between them, drawing my attention further. I wanted to shove my cock between those breasts, to see them stained with my cum.

“You should know, when one of our agents does really well — especially on his first assignment — he gets a special bonus.”

She said this as she stepped around to face me, leaning down over my chair. I caught the scent of her sexy perfume, the scent intoxicating. It went right to my cock, making it throb and pulse. I itched to grab her ass and pull her down onto my lap, but I wasn’t sure I could yet.

After all, she was still technically my superior.

“And that bonus would be?”

She sank down on top of me, straddling my lap. Her hips rocked back and forth. I clutched the sides of my chair and enjoyed her sexy lap dance, feeling her pussy rub against my cock.

After our last interlude, where she’d sucked me off in the dark briefing room, I definitely wanted more of Tori. The problem was, she had all the power here: she could make or break me, and she knew it. One wrong move with her, and I was out the door.

And this job? This one was one I didn’t want to lose.

“You're part of the Alpha Project now,” she purred, continuing to rub her hips back and forth as her fingernails teased the back of my neck. “Men feel like real alphas when they have submissive bimbo babes as wives, ready to get fucked and suck cock as much as they want. So to keep pleasing our clients, you’re going to have to repeat that performance you showed us the other day.”

She meant Jane, of course. I’d seduced my ex — well, brainwashed her was a more appropriate term — and fucked her senseless. Then turned her over to her new husband, whom she was presumably happy with.

“I can do that,” I said, my hands coming up to her sides, unthinkingly rubbing her ass. She didn’t protest, instead gyrating against me harder.

“Good. I’ll text your next assignment as soon as we’re done here.”

“And my special bonus?”

She grinned. “I know you love my tits. I just bet you’d love to stick your big, thick cock between them.” She licked my ear, her breath hot against it. “And I’d love to let you.”

I grabbed Tori’s ass, the urge to fuck overpowering my better sense. She gasped as I hauled her up unto my lap, squeezing her full, sexy globes roughly in my hands. Her hips gyrated against me, pussy rubbing my cock through her panties. “Yeah...I love it when you get rough with me, James,” she breathed, caressing my neck and hair.

I worked for her — I could get fired for this at any other job. But apparently the dynamic between us was okay. Hell, for all I knew, she did this with other male “agents” as well.

Opening her blouse at the top several buttons, I buried my face in her sweet, sexy cleavage, inhaling her scent. It was like a drug going straight to my cock, making me hard as ever. The two of us were dry-humping right there in her office, her juices leaking out all over her panties and dripping onto my pants.

“Fuck,” she groaned, biting my lip, pressing my head deeper into her big tits. “That’s it, baby. Kiss them. Suck them.”

I tugged her lacy bra down, letting her hard nipples pop free. I sucked the left one into my mouth and looked up, seeing her reaction. She writhed against me, the feeling going straight to her pussy. “Mmmm, yes. Your mouth is so hot, James. Lick it...oooooh fuck!”

As my tongue swirled her nipple, Tori got more excited. I feasted from one breast to the other, switching back and forth, mauling her huge orbs in my hands. She slid down to her knees between me, propping her breasts up, letting them slide against my cock through my pants.

She smiled up at me and freed my belt, the metal clanking from her fingers. “Now let’s get that big dick of yours out. I want to feel it between my tits.”

I helped her, raising my tits and tugging my pants down, freeing my thick, hard cock and heavy balls. She moaned at the sight, stroking my dripping cock up and down with her soft fingers. “Oh god, James. Your cock is so thick and strong. I can’t get over it. I’ve never seen one as nice as yours.”

What, are all the other guys who get this treatment not subject to the same ‘enhancements down below’? I wondered. I didn’t see why I’d be a special case. Still, I wasn’t going to argue.

She licked my copious precum with her silky tongue, sliding it wetly up and down the sides of my shaft. When she had cleaned me of every drop around the exterior, she took my shaft deep into her wet, willing mouth. She looked so hot like that, down on her knees, serving my cock.

I knew the fantasy could be dangerous — she was still my boss — but I went with it anyway. “Yeah, that’s it. Suck my cock, slut. You like having daddy’s big cock down your throat, don’t you?”

She lit up with pleasure at hearing me refer to myself as daddy. “Mmhm!” she moaned, reverting to her inner slut. She freed me and exclaimed, “I love it so much, daddy. Your dick is so warm and hard in my throat. I want it so bad!”

She licked around the tender tip, then pressed her huge tits around either side of my cock. She smiled with pleasure as the hard shaft slipped between her full breasts. The purple, throbbing head popped out between them as she bent over, gasping in pleasure.

As Tori looked up at me and our eyes met, I saw something flicker in her gaze. Something hot and primal, yes...but something deeper. As if I was connecting with her, that we are on the same level. Physically and mentally. That I understood her in some way — and could see there was far more to her than what she’d shown in our first few meetings.

She gripped her tits tight with her hands, working them up and down my cock. She moaned in pleasure as the throbbing meat slid between her big breasts, leaning over to give the head of my cock a quick little lick when it emerged.

“Come all over my face and tits, baby. I can’t wait for you to spurt your hot creamy seed all over me.”

“Fuck,” I growled, grabbing her nipples between my fingertips and giving them a squeeze. I held on, working her nipples as she let me titfuck her, thrusting hard between her cleavage. From her gasps and moans, I could tell she was nearing climax herself.

“Yes!” she cried, her body writhing in ecstasy. “Just like that, daddy!”

I grabbed her big boobs and thrust my hips faster, fucking her tits savagely. She moaned with pleasure, loving how I took control, gazing up at me in pure submission.

“That’s it. Let daddy fuck your tits. I’m gonna shoot all over your sexy, slutty little body.”

“Yes, daddy!” she begged. “Come for me! Give it all to me. Oh god, I’m gonna come...”

As I reached the edge, thrusting hard into her tits, I held her sides and spurt hot jets of cream onto her skin. As I thrust inside her, penetrating her sexy boobs, I watched as more thick ropes shot all over her beautiful face. Coating Tori’s beautiful features in my come was the hottest sight of my life; and she wasn’t even one of my “projects.”

Suddenly, strangely, I wished she was. I wanted her to be my project. I wanted to brainwash her, infiltrate her mind, wipe it clean of anything but the desire to serve me. I wanted Tori to be my perfect bimbo slut, my live-in housewife, getting pregnant with my babies and cleaning my house.

“Mmmm, daddy,” she purred, happily rubbing her tits up and down my cock, her body flushed from her own climax. “That felt so good. I came just from you spilling all your hot, sexy come on my body.”

I watched as she scooped my come from her tits, sucking it from her fingers. Shit, that was hot. I leaned back in the chair, enjoying the show. As she licked her fingers of my semen, her fingers went to her folds, rubbing slowly, a sensuous smile on her lips.

“Damn, you’re fucking hot,” I murmured, watching as she played with herself. Of course she had no idea how badly I wanted her in my bed permanently, and I couldn’t risk divulging that information.

But she sensed something in my tone — I knew because of how she smiled and fluttered her eyelashes a bit, almost as if she was touched.

“Thank you, daddy.”

As she finished licking my come off her tits, she stood, fastening up her blouse and adjusting her clothes. Her eyes returned to normal — her usual sexy, professional exterior in place — and she cleared her throat. “Well, I’d better get back to work.”

“Yeah.” I sat up, zipping up my pants. “Me too.”

She hesitated, biting her lip. “I’ll, um...send you the next file.”

“Sounds good.”

She started to leave, then turned back to me. “Did you enjoy your bonus?”

“Yeah,” I said, aching to grab her and pull her back into my arms so I could pull her lacy panties to the side and stuff her with my cock again. To really pound her, fuck her, make her mine. I didn’t want Tori to be anyone else’s — and the thought that she might be going off to meet with some other guy to brief him made me broil with jealousy. “Yeah, I did. Thanks, Tori.”

She smiled, flushing a bit, then nodded. “You’re welcome. I enjoyed it, too.” She lowered her gaze, then added softly, “A lot.”

Before I could say anything more, she was gone.

****

Julia Richmond.

That was my next target. Tori got the text to me within an hour. She’d sent me a picture of a stunningly hot blonde dressed in a lacy see-through black bra and panty set with garters. I wondered how they’d gotten a shot of her like this.

Then I remembered they’d gotten all kinds of dirt on me, so it was clearly not an issue.

Julia was the girlfriend of one of the hot politicians in town, some irritating asshole always pushing for extremist policies. I’d never liked him — so stealing his girlfriend, brainwashing her for some other guy, and then handing her over was going to be a treat. My fingers closed around my phone in anticipation as I took the elevator up to her office; my cock had already started to harden, just seeing her photo, and was now throbbingly hard in my pants. Bending her over, tearing down her skirt and wiping her brain clean while I fucked her... Yeah, this job was pretty goddamn sweet.

She answered the door to her office. She worked at an intern for the politician guy’s firm downtown. She was wearing a crisp navy blue suit with a white blouse underneath, skirt, and matching heels. She looked very sexy already, but I knew a few enhancements would make her even better. A complete, cock-enslaved, mindless bimbo ready to suck the nearest hard shaft she came into contact with.

Not anyone’s, I reminded myself. I have to program her so she only wants the client — and me, of course.

I chuckled at that last part. It was a little perk I’d been implanting in each of my charges. Rather than making it so they were only attracted to their client, I ensured they’d still have sexual desire for me — only I turned it down so it was dormant. I’d just have to say the trigger word and the girl would be mine, if I wished.

Why was I doing that? Extra insurance, I suppose, in case Tori’s company decided to try to screw me. At least I’d have a harem of hot bimbos as collateral — or just a nice fat thank you.

“Can I help you?” Julia said, sounding irritated by my presence.

“Yes, you can.” I stepped forward, right into the doorway, backing her into the wall. “You can help me a lot.”

“Hey! I don’t know what you think you’re doing—”

She cut off, her eyes glazing over as my pheromones reached her nose. She took a brief inhale, looking at me in a new light. “Are you...do I know you?” she asked, her voice softer.

I closed the door, locking it behind me. “Of course you do.” I smiled, pressing her into the wall, my hands moving down her body. She moaned softly at my touch, no longer resisting.

“You seem...familiar...” She stroked her hands up my arms. “Very familiar.” She giggled at this last part.

“Good.” I grinned, my hands snaking down her hips to her ass, giving it a squeeze. “Because you and I have a date.”

***

I carried Julia’s sexy little body into the adjoining office area, making her giggle and squeal with surprise. She held tightly to me, and though she didn’t recognize me from Adam, she thought she did. Why? Because I’d overridden the center in her brain that sensed familiarity; she thought I was her boyfriend, at least temporarily, and was willing to do anything I wanted.

All thanks to that app they’d put on my phone. That and my natural mental capabilities.

As she breathed in more of my scent, stuffing her nose into my shoulder, she purred in happiness. It was like watching a drug addict getting high — her eyes fluttered, a sexy moan leaving her throat as she clutched my shoulders tight.

“God, you smell so good. I can’t get enough... I need to do more than smell you,” she whispered.

I pushed things off her desk, sending papers and pens flying — and set her down on it. “You need my cock inside you,” I growled low in her ear, feeling her hands go to my shirt.

“Yes,” she urged, spreading her legs wide. She tugged at my shirt, trying to get it off me while pulling me close into her body with her legs at the same time. I helped her, tugging the tight white shirt off and showing her my rippling muscles. She sighed in pleasure, her fingers exploring every inch of my hard body.

“God, you’re ripped,” she murmured, fingers sliding over my chest. “So fucking hot, sir.”

I smiled. “Let’s see yours, too.”

She took her jacket off and bit her lip as she gazed up into my eyes, the buttons of her blouse coming open as she worked them. She slid the fabric sexily from her shoulders, showing me a lacy white bra underneath with a faint, shimmering pattern. Her nipples were so hard they practically poked through the fabric, leaving hard points in their wake.

I reached behind, unclasping the bra and letting it slide down her arms. She removed it and let me fondle her generous tits, giving them a nice squeeze. “These can be even bigger. I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you? Having nice huge tits for your man to fuck and suck as he likes?”

“Mmmm, yes,” she purred, urging her nipples into my fingers and mouth. “Suck them, sir. Please?”

I licked and sucked on the swollen buds, enjoying her moans of pleasure at the same time. As I did, tingling energy came from my fingers, seeping into her skin, enhancing her as I wished. I made her tits bigger, made her pussy tighter — and gushing — and filled her ass out. Her whole body was now primed for sex as I ramped up her fertility, making her so horny, she started to writhe back and forth on the desk to alleviate the pressure in her cunt. At the same time, I reached into her mind, rewiring what I found there — getting rid of her loyalty to Patrick Prince (the politician) and replacing it with sheer desire for her new boyfriend — and me.

Only two men in your life now. And one’s right here before you, my little slut.

As I pulled away, her nipple leaving my mouth with a pop, she gasped and gazed up into my eyes submissively. “Oh my, sir...what did you do? I feel so good...so amazing...” She fondled and squeezed her new tits, fingers sliding through her silky long hair. She looked like the perfect, slutty blonde bimbo, brainless and ready for a good hard fuck.

Her back arched as she slid her arms around me, pulling me close. “Please, master...let me suck your cock,” she pleaded.

“You really want to?” I was somewhat surprised: the brainwashing usually made girls susceptible to suggestion, eager to please, definitely sexual. Very horny. But rarely did they actually ask to serve me. Usually I had to command it — not now. Julia looked like she’d burst into tears if I said no. Not that I was planning to.

“Yes, I do. So much.”

She sank down to her knees, her hand on my bulge. She massaged it to full hardness and whispered, “Your cock is so big master, and so nice. Please let me put it my mouth.”

“Yes,” I groaned as she took me out, releasing my throbbing shaft and licking the tip. “Suck it.”

She gave my cock a squeeze, licking up and down the long shaft. My precum dripped and she licked it all up, lustfully slurping on my fluid. Down on all floors, panties dripping, her ass wiggling in the air, I was hard as ever. God, this job is amazing.

As the fat purple head of my cock throbbed in her hand, another burst of precum spurted over her fingers. “Mmmm, master, I love the taste of your cock.” She parted her lips, leaning forward, her lipstick smearing over my throbbing shaft. It looked amazing between her lips, which were the perfect shade, a bright reddish pink that was slutty and sexy at the same time. Cocksucking lipstick, I realized. The kind that made me throb with desire.

As her tongue slowly circled the underside of my cock, I had to force myself not to grab her head and thrust her down deep. “Suck it,” I growled again. “Suck it deep, whore.”

She responded to my dirty talk by pressing her thighs together, the ache in her cunt intensifying. “Mmmm,” she moaned, taking my cock into her throat, relaxing so I could bury my throbbing dick deep inside. Destroyed by my pheromones, her gag reflex had completely disappeared. She straightened up so she was able to get a better hold on my dick, and bobbed eagerly in my lap, gazing up at me in perfect submission. Her eyes were clear crystal blue, holding only lustful worship for her master. Those eyes would be locked on her new boyfriend soon enough, but for now I could enjoy them.

And Patrick Prince? He’ll never have her again, I thought with a smirk. Besides just having as many women as I wanted, I also got sweet, sweet revenge on the dickheads I wanted to screw over.

“You’re so hard inside of me,” Julia whimpered, releasing me from her mouth. She ran her tongue all over my cock, allowing me to penetrate deep inside once more, spearing down her sexy throat. She had a look of complete rapture on her face, like she was born to suck cock. She bobbed her head several more times, then released me again. “Where do you want to come, sir? On my tits? In my mouth? You can come anywhere you want to, baby. Everywhere you want.” She said these words in a sexy, breathy voice, stroking my cock as she gazed up at me in sheer desire.

“I want to come in your pussy,” I growled, standing her up and bending her over the desk. I pulled her panties down, tugging roughly, freeing her dripping wet snatch. She gasped, clutching the desk as I pinned her to the wooden surface and plunged inside her, burying my cock within her walls.

“Ohhhhh fuck,” she cried, her cunt clenching tightly around me, spasming in pleasure. The feel of her master’s cock inside her was too much; she crashed over the edge, her climax hitting hard, making her throb with pleasure.

My fingers mauled her breasts, roughly tugging on her nipples as I fucked her. I had a feeling about Julia — the way I manhandled her made her wetter, and the rougher I got, the more she liked it. I sensed that she loved pain — and knew from the client’s file that he was a dom like me. What was more, Julia was a painslut — the kind of girl who got off on sexually-induced pain. I squeezed her nipple hard, tugging roughly on it, then slapped her ass and gave it a hard squeeze. As I’d suspected, her pussy gushed with fresh juice at my rough treatment and she moaned loudly in pleasure.

“You like that, slut?” I growled, gripping her hips tightly, plunging my cock deep inside her. “You like your master spanking you and giving those nipples a nice, hard squeeze?”

“Yes, baby!” She thrust her hips back against me, trying to get me deep. “I love it when you’re rough. Spank me more, sir!”

I chuckled, my hand coming down hard on her perfect little ass. Again and again I spanked her, making her pearly skin red with handprints. Each time she gushed fresh juice around me, her pussy so wet she was positively dripping, her juices coming down around my cock and splattering the floor.

She loved this: being used and feeling pain. The two things I was giving her at the same time, all while making her feel the most exquisite pleasure she could fathom, my big dick thrusting deep inside. “I’m gonna knock you up, my little whore,” I grunted, feeling primal like a caveman about to cherish his conquest. “I’m gonna pump that sexy pussy of yours full of come.”

“Fuck, yes,” she breathed, her voice a gasp of pleasure. “Come in my, master. Fill me up. Make me pregnant!”

“Ohhhh, shit.” The idea of knocking Julia up was insanely hot, making my balls throb with lust. I felt a huge load brimming inside me, ready to spurt deep into her ready, fertile womb. For a minute, I wanted to keep her all to myself: I didn’t want to have to give her over to the client when this was done. But I shoved that thought to the back of my mind, unable to fathom anything but the incredible orgasm hitting me.

Waves of pleasure hit me as I started to shoot, ropes of thick come splashing into Julia’s pussy. I grunted and thrust savagely into her, going as deep as I could.

“Ohhhh fuck, yes,” she cried, her pussy clutching and milking me. She rocked her hips back against me, coaxing me as deep as she could, trying to get every last drop as far as she could inside her. “I can feel it, sir. Your load is going so deep into my womb...”

I shuddered and clutched her sexy throat, burying my face in her neck. My cock spurted and spurted, thick jets of cream splattering into her. I could hardly believe how much there was, that I was coming so much. But the whole thing was so hot that I couldn’t stop myself: the floodgates had been opened. I was pure, raw, raging alpha male, with heavy balls and huge loads ready to pump into all my sexy sluts.

They’re not mine, I reminded myself, groaning in mingled pleasure and frustration. As I watched Julia taking every drop of my hot, thick come in her pussy, I knew she would never be mine. By the end of the night, she would be in another man’s bed, getting fucked by him, receiving his come and not mine. The idea angered me, and I gave a few final deep thrusts into her willing cunt, feeling my dick grazing her womb. At least I’ll have made her pregnant. Something to remember me by, for both of them.

I decided I’d have to talk to Tori later. These feelings weren’t going away. But then, they were there with Tori, too — so maybe even that wasn’t such a good idea. Why couldn’t I just be content to drop the girl off and say goodbye to her? Why did I need to own her — to keep her?

I slid out of Julia’s hot, tight cunt, collapsing into her office chair. It was leather — cool and comfortable, giving me a nice place to rest after my intense orgasm. Julia settled into my lap, nuzzling me happily. As far as she was concerned, she’d just had the best orgasm of her life — and clearly had no desire to be anywhere but with me.

“Thank you, master,” she purred, nuzzling my ear. “I love feeling your come in me. It’s dripping from my pussy...so slick and hot.”

I looked down and saw that she was indeed right; my white, thick seed left a trail on her thigh and was seeping from her exquisite cunt. She used two fingers to gather it up, then sucked it from her digits, smiling sluttily at me. “Mmmmm,” she moaned. “You taste so good.”

The whole office smelled like sex — my pheromones, our juices, and the musk of a good, hard fuck session. But now I had to take her and drop her off at the client’s house, and that thought filled me with hesitation.

So instead, I stroked her hair, settling her face against my chest. “You’d like to stay here with me, wouldn’t you?” I murmured, enjoying the feel of her soft body in mine.

“I would love to stay with you, master. All the time.” She gazed up at me with pure sexy submission. “My body belongs to you. For your pleasure, at all times.”

As much as I wished that were true, I had to deliver her.

There was no choice.

*****
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“You’ve done well, slut, but I have another task for you...” Unzipping me, Tori took my hard cock out and stroked it, spreading my precum over my shaft. “I want you to suck his cock.”

Though she’d been programmed to be a lesbian by Tori, Lillian gazed up at my cock like it was an object of worship. Apparently just one command from her mistress convinced her to do anything — anything.

“Yes, mistress,” Lillian whimpered, stroking my thick, hard shaft with her small fingers. She closed her lips around my cock, gazing up at me submissively. I groaned in pleasure, fingers closing in her hair.

“Ohhh, fuck. Her mouth is amazing.”

“Isn’t it?” agreed Tori.

We locked eyes, sharing a look. In that moment, I saw the same darkness in her gaze that I knew was in mine — the same hunger and need to control, to possess. To have willing, hot little bimbo sluts ready to do whatever we wanted. I knew Tori enjoyed being submissive, as she had with me in our past encounters, but she also loved being the one on the dominant end. I was fine with that. I found it hot, watching her get pleasured by a girl — a willing, horny girl eager to please.

Lillian’s head bobbed up and down at my crotch, her mouth working me perfectly. She applied just the right amount of suction, providing an exquisite hole for me to fuck. I gripped her hair and thrust into her sweet mouth, grunting primally.

“Shoot inside her mouth,” said Tori, clutching my shoulder. “Give her all that sweet, hot cream. Let her taste what a real man’s come is like...”
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I watched Julia disappear into the client’s house, sighing.

I was gonna miss her. She was one hell of a fuck, and those sweet, pretty eyes of hers...

They were burned into my brain. I wanted her back, but it was impossible.

I drove to the office, deciding to tell Tori in person about what was going on. I shouldn’t be having these feelings. Wanting to keep the girls I’m seducing? It’s just going to get in the way.

I got up to her office and knocked on the door. There was no answer — so, being bold, I reached for the knob and turned.

“...enjoy the taste of pussy?” came Tori’s soft, breathy voice on the other side. “I gather you do.”

A girl was seated opposite her desk — a very pretty girl, her brown hair tied up above her head in a ponytail, her slender features demure and submissive. She looked up at Tori shyly from beneath her lashes. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Whose, specifically?”

“Yours,” she breathed, gazing up at Tori in submission.

I recognized that look. It was the same look I’d seen on my projects’ faces: the look as they were completely brainwashed, becoming totally submissive to the one who did it. Apparently in this case, that was Tori.

“And when I’m finished with you?”

“Brad,” the girl moaned, reaching between her thighs. Despite speaking the name of — so I assumed — her soon-to-be husband, she was still looking up at Tori like all she could think was getting my sexy milf boss’ pussy between her lips.

Tori chuckled. “Very good. And for now...”

“I want to serve you, ma’am. Make you feel so, so good.”

“Yes, you do, Lilian. You certainly do.”

Tori leaned down over the girl, giving her a face full of those gorgeous breasts. I watched as Lilian gasped, her mouth watering on the spot.

“Touch them,” Tori uttered in a throaty, lustful voice. “Pull my bra down and suck on them.”

Lillian did just that. Her fingers trembled as she tugged Tori’s sweater and bra down, freeing her big, swinging tits. She sucked on the left nipple; I watched as Tori fed her, pressing her tit deep into Lillian’s sucking mouth. I was hard — ragingly hard — as I watched the younger girl sucking her off, her body writhing in pleasure at being able to serve Tori.

She’s hypnotizing her, I realized. She’s seducing her.

Just like I had countless times.

As the girl sucked her tits, Tori’s eyes flicked to me, noticing me for the first time. She smiled and reached between her thighs, stroking her wet pussy under her panties. “Come on in, James. I’ll be with you in a minute.”

I took a seat, my cock throbbing in my pants as I watched. I couldn’t believe the sight playing out before me: my boss getting her tits sucked, one after another, by a gorgeous bimbo babe. One she’d freshly mind controlled.

I was a little weirded out — and turned on beyond belief. My dick raged as I saw Tori’s power sinking into Lillian, her fingers squeezing the younger woman’s shoulders. Making her submissive and compliant, ready to believe and do anything Tori wanted. Bursts of pleasure shot through Lillian and her hands fluttered up, over Tori’s body, caressing her back and shoulders, settling on her sexy ass.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Tori purred. “Touching another woman this way. You’ve wanted this all your life.”

Lillian removed her face from Tori’s tits and gazed up at her. “Mmmmm...yes!” she exclaimed with a giggle.

Tori tilted Lillian’s head up further, gently raising her chin. Then she kissed the younger woman, her lips moving passionately, Lillian eagerly receiving this kiss. I heard her moan in her seat, clutching Tori’s luscious body tight.

Breaking the kiss, Tori gazed into Lillian’s eyes. “You’ll do anything I ask, won’t you, babe?”

“Gladly, ma’am,” breathed Lillian. “I want to serve your every need. Anything you ask — I’ll do it.”

“Good. Then come here,” Tori whispered, pulling back and leaning against the desk. “Come here and worship my pussy.”

Lillian’s trembling hands worked at the zipper on Tori’s skirt, helping her pull it down. Her panties came next, lacy and sexy, revealing her smooth, shaved slit. I was in awe. I couldn’t believe I’d gotten to witness this moment, but here I was, watching as Lillian’s tongue disappeared inside Tori’s wet slit.

Tori’s eyes closed in pleasure and she put her hand on the younger woman’s head. As Lillian’s tongue circled her clit, Tori gave a small moan. “You’re talented, my dear. Very talented.”

Lillian purred in happiness at her new mistress’ compliment, her tongue working eagerly, eyes fixed on Tori’s face. She was so, so eager to please.

Tori’s eyes flicked open, fixing on me. As Lillian pleasured her, my sexy boss began to rub her left breast, her eyes remaining locked sexily with mine. She was enjoying giving me this show, seducing me simply with her pleasured moans and the sight of her wet pussy being eaten by Lillian. She knew I was enthralled, and she liked it.

“Good girl...make me come,” Tori moaned, Lillian’s hands clutching her hips as she lustfully ate her pussy. Soon Tori was thrusting forward, wrapping her leg around Lillian’s shoulder to get her deeper inside. “Mmmm, yeah. Eat that pussy, Lillian. Fuck. You’re such a good little pussy-licker....ohhhhh, shit...”

I couldn’t stand it anymore — just watching and not being part of it. I moved to Tori and took her hair in my hand, going in for a kiss.

She kissed back, her lips eagerly meeting mine. She moaned into my mouth, her hips thrusting hard against Lillian’s sweet lips. My tongue tangled with Tori’s, the two of us kissing hard as Lillian ate her new mistress’ cunt.

Tori came hard, crying out into my mouth. “Ohhhh fuck,” she moaned, clutching my arm with one hand, the other gripping Lillian’s hair. “I’m coming...”

“That’s it, babe,” I encouraged, playing with her nipple. “Come right now. Come for us both.”

She gasped, shudders overtaking her body. Lillian’s fingers plunged inside her, thrusting hard as Tori’s orgasm overwhelmed her.

Tori’s hand suddenly closed over my cock, clutching me hard through my pants. I groaned, squeezing her nipple harder, feeling dripping precum stain my pants.

As she came down from her peak, Tori smiled, looking down at Lillian’s pretty face. “You’ve done well, slut, but I have another task for you...” Unzipping me, Tori took my hard cock out and stroked it, spreading my precum over my shaft. “I want you to suck his cock.”

Though she’d been programmed to be a lesbian by Tori, Lillian gazed up at my cock like it was an object of worship. Apparently just one command from her mistress convinced her to do anything — anything.

“Yes, mistress,” Lillian whimpered, stroking my thick, hard shaft with her small fingers. She closed her lips around my cock, gazing up at me submissively. I groaned in pleasure, fingers closing in her hair.

“Ohhh, fuck. Her mouth is amazing.”

“Isn’t it?” agreed Tori.

We locked eyes, sharing a look. In that moment, I saw the same darkness in her gaze that I knew was in mine — the same hunger and need to control, to possess. To have willing, hot little bimbo sluts ready to do whatever we wanted. I knew Tori enjoyed being submissive, as she had with me in our past encounters, but she also loved being the one on the dominant end. I was fine with that. I found it hot, watching her get pleasured by a girl — a willing, horny girl eager to please.

Lillian’s head bobbed up and down at my crotch, her mouth working me perfectly. She applied just the right amount of suction, providing an exquisite hole for me to fuck. I gripped her hair and thrust into her sweet mouth, grunting primally.

“Shoot inside her mouth,” said Tori, clutching my shoulder. “Give her all that sweet, hot cream. Let her taste what a real man’s come is like...”

“Fuck.” I held Lillian’s hair tight between my fingers, thrusting deep into her sweet mouth. I bottomed out inside her, feeling my cock flush against her warm throat. I pulsed strongly inside her, my balls throbbing as I came, depositing every ounce of my huge load into her mouth. Shit, I thought, this is the best thing in the world.

I had a vision of me and Tori, running off into the sunset, claiming as many girls as we desired. That was crazy, but in the moment, easy to imagine as truth. The truth I wanted, anyway.

I watched Lillian suck down every drop of my come, swallowing eagerly. She gazed up at me submissively and smiled, releasing my cock as I spent myself completely. She licked me clean, sucking the remnants of my seed from her fingers.

“Such a good little slut, isn’t she?” purred Tori, stroking her fingers through Lillian’s hair. “She knows just how to treat a cock. The way she ate your come...” Tori shivered, as though the mention of it was enough to induce a second orgasm.

“You liked that, hm?” I rubbed Tori’s ass, giving it a firm squeeze.

“Yes.” She leaned up on tiptoe, coming to my ear and whispering, “Next time, I want to be the one to swallow it.”

My cock stirred to life again. But my need was not to be sated; Tori had turned her attention to Lillian and was guiding her to the doorway. She whispered something to her, then dialed a number on her phone.

A short while later, an attractive brunette with dangling earrings arrived to take her away. They held hands on the way out.

“Lillian’s new mistress?” I murmured, standing beside Tori as we watched them go.

“Mhm.” She smiled at me. “They’ll be very happy together.”

****

Though I’d hoped more sex was on the menu, Tori spent the rest of the evening briefing me on my next assignment. This one was going to be more difficult — I was seducing the daughter of a wealthy business magnate, so she’d be highly protected. That meant I’d have to use some craftiness to get to her — but once I did, she’d be all mine.

I took the moment to tell Tori about my predicament. “These girls I’m winning over for your clients — it’s hard for me to...not get attached.”

She tilted her head. “You’re getting attached to them?”

“Yeah. It’s — it’s not something I can control. It’s just a feeling. An urge. To protect them. To keep them.”

She nodded. “That’s because you’re a true dominant. Unlike some of our other agents, who are happy to release the women the minute they’re done and then move on to the next, you have something special, James.”

“What do you mean?”

She stood, moving around her desk to sit at the edge and gaze down at me. “You yearn to protect and care for women as much as you want to dominate them. It matters to you — which is why it was so hard for you to simply fuck Julia and then give her over to another man. You wanted to take her away from Patrick Prince yourself, to ensure she had the best care possible.”

“Yeah, that’s exactly it.”

“Because of your nature — that of a true alpha male — you will always feel that. It is both your greatest gift and your weakness.”

I nodded, seeing what she meant. “Because I want to keep them...it’s going to get harder and harder for me to do these assignments.”

“Precisely.”

Tori folded her hands. “I understand if you would rather leave. You can use your power all for yourself, you know. Get yourself a nice little harem, own all the women you desire...”

I considered. I don’t know if I can handle that. This is the best job I’ve ever had, after all.

“Let me give it some more time. Maybe I’ll find a way to override my own needs.”

“Or you could let me help.” A soft voice came from the doorway, making us both look back.

A young woman stood there, her hands folded gracefully over her waist. She was wearing a similar outfit to Tori’s: professional attire, skirt, blouse, jacket. She had nice breasts, her cleavage peaking through, at least a C-cup. She was more petite than Tori, with pretty blonde hair that fell over her shoulders luxuriously.

I knew immediately she’d undergone the treatment. Something in her gaze — submissive, ready to please, but still intelligent. Did she keep her own personality?

“Cassie?” Tori asked, looking her over dubiously. “How do you think you could help?”

“Mr. Jordan needs a steady companion, clearly. That’s why he’s feeling this need.” She crossed the room and came toward me, her hips swaying seductively. Damn, she’s hot. With a perfectly stacked set of tits and those full, creamy hips, I was hard and ready to bend her over the desk right there. Her pouty lips only made her more alluring, as did her smooth, silky locks falling over her breasts.

“A steady companion.” Tori smirked, watching as Cassie’s fingers came to my jacket, clutching gently. I held the small woman against my body, enjoying the way she molded so easily to me. There was instant chemistry between us.

“Mhm,” Cassie whispered. She looked me over intently, leaning close and breathing deep. “Wow, I can see why all the girls fall for you. You’re hot.”

“But not you?” I whispered back, squeezing her ass. “You’re not falling for me?”

“Oh, I didn’t say that. I’m just not able to be entranced, like Tori.”

I pulled back, looking into Cassie’s eyes again. They had that deep submissive quality, but I could see they lacked the glazed-over, dumb sex doll look that my bimbos had the minute I’d turned them. “So you’ve kept your own mind.”

“In a way. I’ve still had enhancements, and I’m still...loyal,” she said, glancing at Tori. “But yes. I have my own mind — my own will.”

“Which means that if you agreed to do this for him, you’d be acting of your own accord,” said Tori, taking a seat at her desk. I wondered if I detected the faintest bit of jealousy in her tone. “Are you sure you want that?”

“Mr. Jordan is a very handsome man. Who wouldn’t want to be bound to him, ready to serve his every need?” Her fingers moved down my chest toward my crotch, cupping me gently. “Besides, it would only be during his tenure here. Once he’s finished, I’d return to my normal duties.”

“You make it sound like I’m only going to be around a short while.” I chuckled.

“That’s up to you, of course.” Cassie’s eyes twinkled.

“What do you think, Tori?” I looked up to my boss, feeling Cassie’s soft breasts pressing into my chest.

Tori looked at us for a moment, as if assessing the idea, then nodded. She seemed reluctant. “It is a good idea. If we’re going to keep you happy, it seems the only way is to give you a dedicated companion to protect, to have there to serve you as your whore.” She emphasized this last part, her gaze fixing on Cassie.

Cassie just giggled. “Mmmm, I like the sound of that. Master Jordan’s whore...” She leaned in close, snuggling against me, letting my hands roam where they would. “Do you want me as your pet, master?”

“Yes,” I growled, feeling lust rising in me already. “I want you, Cassie.”

****

We sealed the deal in Tori’s office and I led Cassie out to my car, holding her hand. I felt like I’d just purchased the best toy of my life — only it was a walking, talking, feeling toy who was willing to serve my every sexual whim. And be loyal to me, as well.

I sensed Cassie’s natural submissive side — and knew it had been enhanced by the changes they’d made to her. Her tits were nice and big, her ass just perfect for squeezing, her tummy taut and firm. Her gorgeous china doll features gave her the kind of face you’d love to gaze at while she sucked your cock, looking up at you in submission.

I decided I couldn’t wait for that any longer. I drove like a madman on the way home, determined to get her into my bed before Tori sent me details on the businessman’s daughter. I wanted to break Cassie in, so to speak.

“How would you like me to serve you?” she asked, entering the living room of my apartment and turning to me. Her voice held the perfect combination of sexy submissiveness, arousal, and compliance: a willing servant eager to please her new master.

“Take those off,” I said, my voice rough. I took a seat on the couch. “Your clothes. Leave the bra and panties. Then come sit on my lap.”

She teasingly removed the buttons of her blouse and stripped it slowly down her shoulders, revealing her perfect creamy skin. Letting the blouse drop to the floor, she unzipped her skirt, wiggling out of it, letting it fall to her ankles where it pooled. She slipped out of her heels, letting the skirt follow, now clad in just her sexy garters, panties, and lacy white bra.

My cock swelled at the sight of her. I could hardly believe this woman was mine, willingly, ready to do anything I wanted.

“Move your panties to the side,” I said. “Let me see your pussy.”

“Yes, master.” She reached with one finger, sliding the panties aside. Her pussy was freshly shaved, the puffy lips glistening and wet. I hadn’t even brainwashed this girl: she just naturally produced this much sexual lubricant. Either she was just very, very horny, or the changes had made her that way...

Or she was really attracted to me.

Or all three.

“Come here,” I grunted, patting my lap. “I want to taste your sweet little cunt.”

She smiled and swayed her hips as she walked toward me, straddling my lap. We kissed long and hard, my fingers rubbing hard into her full, sexy ass. I felt her wetness coating my thigh and reached with two fingers, entering her silky cunt. She was warm inside, soft and wet, her tunnel eagerly inviting me in.

Cassie gasped as I finger-fucked her slowly, enjoying my hold on her. “You’re my little whore, aren’t you, baby?” I purred into her ear. “Ready to let your master use you however he wants.”

“Ohhhh yes, sir. I am so, so ready to let you use me however you wish. Please, use my body...my pussy...my mouth. I’m yours for the taking.”

I slid her onto the couch below me, grabbing her hips. I buried my face between her thighs, impatient and horny, needing to taste that sweet cunt now. My tongue darted out, stabbing at her creamy center, plunging into her folds. She moaned, writhing against me, her fingers clutching my hair. “Ohhhh, shit,” she moaned. “Your tongue feels so fucking good...you’re so hot, sir...”

I licked voraciously at her juices, devouring her soft wet pussy. It was just as sweet as every other part of her, just as youthful and fresh. I realized she must have been just out of college when she’d joined the firm: her file said she was nineteen, a co-ed when she’d started interning for Tori. That was probably a year or two ago. I had a nubile, sexy little pet on my hands, mine to play with and manhandle however I wanted.

My hands went to her tits, shoving her bra up, exposing her firm, hard nipples. I squeezed them roughly, amazed when they began to leak hot white milk. “Fuck,” I growled, moving in for a taste. I groaned around her sexy nipples, sucking hard, feeling her sweet white cream flooding my taste buds. There was something in this milk — as if it was primed to produce a response from me, making my cock throb harder than ever.

Cassie gushed with wetness as I sucked her, writhing in ecstasy beneath me. “Ohhhh shit! That’s it, baby...suck your pet’s nipples! Oh my god, sir, it feels so good, your hot mouth on my tits. Suck me hard, baby!”

I rolled her heavy breasts in my hands, feasting on each one. I sucked her dry, draining every drop, my tongue and lips making her so horny, so wet, I thought she’d come just from me slurping on her titties. She was close. All I’d have to do is plunge my fingers inside and frig her little cunt and she’d come all over me.

But fingers wren’t enough. I wanted to own my slave, to have her be mine, completely and totally. Unzipping my pants, I freed my throbbing cock and slid the head up and down her gushing slit. “I’m going to fuck you, Cassie. So raw, so rough, so hard, you’re going to scream for mercy. You’re going to scream for me to come in you, to fill you up with my hot load.”

She gasped as my cock began to penetrate, her legs spreading wider. “Yes,” she hissed, shuddering in pleasure. “Fill me up, sir. I’m so ready for you to fuck a baby into me!”

I plunged in deep, spurred on by her words. We kissed long and hard, her fingers tangling in my hair, mine digging into her sexy breasts as I fucked her long and hard. Every thrust took her closer to the edge — and then she was coming, shuddering violently around me, her pussy clenching my cock. She babbled and moaned with primal lust, milking my cock with her tight inner muscles.

I flipped her over, holding her sexy ass as I entered her from behind. This position was even better: like I could really master her, truly be dominant. She was my little fucktoy, my bimbo babe, my pet. “You like me fucking you doggystyle, slut?” I said, gripping her hair, tugging with my fingers. “Being used by your master, feeling my big cock thrust deep in that tight, wet pussy of yours?”

“Ooooohhhh...” she moaned, shaking her head from side to side. “I love it so much, sir. You’re so big and hard inside me!”

Her tunnel clenched me perfectly, hips rocking back against mine. She was as focused on my pleasure as I was on hers, grinding back against me in time with each of my forceful, driving thrusts. I locked into a primal rhythm, pounding her hard and deep, my cock hitting her womb on each thrust.

“Oooohhh, yes!” she screamed, her walls gushing around my cock. “Fill me up, master! Spurt all that hot, thick cream into my pussy! Make me pregnant!”

I growled in dominant, primal rage, gripping her hair tight as I pounded into her. Giving a series of savage thrusts, I settled deep into her womb and pumped a thick stream of come. It pulsed out of me in seemingly endless spurts, splashing Cassie’s womb, marking her insides. Making her permanently, completely mine.

Even if the company tries to take her, she’ll be mine forever. She’s had me inside her...she’ll be addicted to this cock. My cock.

I knew, somehow, my gift would override whatever brainwashing they’d given her. Because I was pure animalistic biology: they could only use mental tactics. Once a girl felt my come, she was marked with me forever — and Cassie wasn’t bound to anyone yet. Anyone but me.

She snuggled into my arms, sated and happy. Her thighs curled around me, clutching me tight. “You made me come so hard master. I love feeling your big, powerful dick deep inside me, fucking me so dominantly. I love feeling your hot, creamy come inside me, filling me up.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I said, smiling as I whispered a growl of lust into her ear. “Because I have several loads I plan to fill you with tonight.”

She moaned, gazing up at me submissively. “I can’t wait...”

****
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“You’re making me feel so good, so wet,” she whispered.

“Let me feel.”

My fingers slid further up her thigh, moving between her sexy legs. I felt her hot mound, her pussy radiating warmth. As my fingers slid her panties to the side, her gushing juices dripped onto me, coating my hand in her wetness.

I chuckled to myself. “You really are a horny little slut, aren’t you?”

She bit her lip and nodded. “Use me, master. My body is your plaything.”

That’s what I like to hear.

I led her over to her bedroom. The bed was giant with blue satin sheets and plenty of ambient lighting. It looked soft and inviting.

“Get on the bed for me. Present yourself.” My voice was rough, laced with sex. She responded immediately, climbing onto the bed compliantly and raising up her tight miniskirt for me. I saw the lacy black panties I’d felt earlier, doing nothing to hide the puffy mounds of her arousal. The panties were wet, soaked through. She seemed embarrassed, shifting her ass from side to side, unable to hide her dripping pussy from my view.

“You look very good,” I said, my hand going between her thighs once more. She gasped and bit her lip again, grinding her pussy against my fingers. I tugged her panties aside, plunging two fingers inside her. She moaned loudly, riding them greedily as I coated them in her dripping juices.

The Alpha Project: Part IV

James

I woke up halfway through the night, feeling an incredible sensation around my cock. Warmth and wetness, a suction that was perfect. I opened my eyes to see Cassie bobbing at my crotch, sucking slowly and lovingly on my dick.

“Fuck,” I groaned, coming to full wakefulness. My fingers tangled in her soft hair as she bobbed up and down. “That feels amazing.”

“Mmmm,” she moaned happily around me. Releasing me with a pop, she stroked my cock up and down, gazing into my eyes submissively. “I love doing this for you, master. It makes me so wet to have your big, thick cock in my mouth.”

She took me back into her sweet lips, sucking slowly up and down. This is how it’s supposed to be, I thought, my balls tingling as they brushed Cassie’s mouth. One girl, ready to serve me at all times. In that moment, I had another vision: a whole houseful of hot harem babes, desperate to please my every whim, worshipping my cock. Ready to fuck and suck at my command...

“Shit,” I hissed, nearing the edge. Cassie knew I was getting close. She took me as deep into her throat as she could, having absolutely no gag reflex at all. She licked the underside of my shaft, then let her tongue slide up and down my length before taking me deep again. Her hips writhed back and forth, her sexy ass swaying; I watched her fingers play with her horny little cunt, seeing that she was incredibly wet from sucking me off.

She backed off long enough to pant, “Come in my mouth, sir. Please, let me swallow that hot, thick load that’s been building inside these heavy balls of yours.” She caressed my sac as she kissed the tip of my dick, then swallowed me again, her sweet mouth working me from tip to base.

“Fuck,” I groaned, burying myself as deep as I could go inside her sweet, hot throat. Thick, fat streaks of come burst from my cock, splashing the inside of her mouth and coating her throat. She swallowed my load with ease, her eyes rolling back in pleasure, like she was getting drunk on my come. As if it was the best thing she’d ever tasted. I watched as her whole body flushed with pleasure — she was coming, too. Just from sucking my cock.

When I finished, I collapsed back onto the pillow, sighing in pleasure. Cassie licked the last of my cum from her fingers and cleaned my cock with her sexy tongue. Then she slithered up my body, her naked tits brushing my chest. “I want to spend all day pleasing you, master.”

“Sounds great,” I said, chuckling. “But you know, we are going to need to eat sometime.”

Her eyes lit up. “Oh, yes! I can cook, too. The company equipped me with all the skills I need to make you happy, sir.” Her nails scraped over my stomach. “We’ll get you a nice, delicious breakfast here...” Her hand traveled lower, brushing my still-hard cock and balls. “And then I can satisfy you more here,” she said, giggling. “I know you have lots more big loads for me.”

I watched Cassie get up and start to put her clothes on. “No,” I said, my voice a rough, husky growl. “Stay naked. I want to watch that hot little body shake and sway as you cook.”

She giggled again. I followed her downstairs, taking a seat at the counter as I enjoyed the view of Cassie starting to cook my breakfast.

This is a life I could get used to, I realized. Waking up to incredible blow jobs. Having her cook all my meals and clean my house naked. Fucking her all day, in her sweet little mouth, pussy, and ass...

My phone went off, startling me out of my delicious daydream. Brought back to reality, I stared at the picture before me. Jenna Davidson was certainly gorgeous. The daughter of oil magnate Arnold Davidson, she was about to wed another tycoon who’d recently hit it big in the tech industry. But another client had requested her — yeah, another rich guy. Which meant I was the one who’d have to seduce her and prep her for him.

As I watched Cassie cook for me, my nostrils filling with the smell of cooking eggs and bacon, I remembered she was all part of the job. A condition of my loyalty to the company. If I want Cassie, I have to keep my end of the bargain. That meant seducing Jenna and handing her over. While part of me was turned on at the thrill of the chase, the other part of me dreaded the ultimate price: having to hand her over rather than keeping her for myself.

“Master?” asked Cassie, coming over to sit by me while the food cooked. “Are you all right?”

She must have sensed what was on my mind. I pulled her onto my lap and smiled. “I will be. Having you with me will make this a lot easier.”

“Because even though you have to give her up, you’ll still have me?”

“Exactly.” I pulled her close, breathing in her scent. Her hair brushed my nose, feeling silky soft between my fingers. I kissed her neck and gave her ass a firm squeeze. “Now get back to breakfast, you.”

She giggled and hurried to comply. Moments later she set a delicious plate of eggs, bacon, and toast before me, along with generous helpings of hash browns, juice, and coffee. “I wanted to make sure you had a nice good breakfast in you before we get started.”

As I ate, I probed Cassie with questions, trying to find out about her background. She was careful in her answers; polite and forthcoming, but always keeping the details carefully guarded. I suspected that was part of her entrancement: they’d hidden those details somewhere in the depths of her mind. What had really happened to her in those inner chambers...probably, I’d never know.

Maybe Cassie didn’t even know, herself.

****

Breakfast done, I decided to have Cassie stay at the apartment and do some cleaning. I had her dress in a skimpy little maid outfit — one of my favorites — and promise to be down on her knees, ready to suck me off the minute I got home.

I knew she was disappointed not to be coming with me, but it was for her safety. “I’ll be dealing with armed guards,” I told her at the front door. “You need to stay here to be safe.”

“Are you sure, master?” looking heartbroken I was going to leave her.

I actually felt a little guilty, not taking her with me. But I knew it was for the best. “I’m sure. You’ll be safe here, pet. I’ll be back before you know it.”

I gave her a long, passionate kiss, squeezing her left breast good and hard and sucking on her bottom lip. She was throbbing with desire and soaking wet by the time I’d finished feeling her up. I gave her a last grin, then headed out to my car.

On the drive there, Tori briefed me on the details. Getting into Jenna’s apartment complex wasn’t going to be that hard — it was getting past the entourage of tough guys her dad set up to keep everyone from getting close to her.

And yeah, they had guns.

Fortunately, I was discreet. I was dressed in a suit similar to what everyone else in the building wore, my dark blue tie fitting in perfectly. I looked like one of those billionaires myself: handsome, clean-cut, muscled, and just plain hot.

Tori had also helped me forge a security clearance that would get me past the first few hurdles.

“Pass,” ordered the guard, sitting sternly at a turnstile leading to Jenna’s part of the building.

I whipped it out, ready to go. Sliding it through the receiver, my heart picked up; if this didn’t work, I’d have to think fast. Really fast.

The card scanned, my info came up on the screen, and the guard waved me on. “Go ahead.”

Whew.

Breathing an internal sigh of relief, I made my way down the hall, navigating past some of the guards. I found Jenna’s room up a flight of stairs on my left. I reached the door and knocked.

A few minutes later, the attractive young woman answered. She was younger-looking than I expected, though her file said she was twenty-two.

With full, perky breasts and gorgeous features, it wouldn’t be hard to seduce her. Not one bit. A treat, I thought, taking in the sight of her body. Her hips were nice and slim, flaring just right, emphasizing the shapely curves of her body. And her lips...damn. Those lips were made for sucking cock. I envisioned them around mine, quickly growing hard as I pictured her down on her knees, worshipping me.

“Do I know you?” she asked skeptically.

“Not yet,” I grinned, “But you will soon.”

****

Getting into Jenna’s head was even easier than I’d expected. She was wary but not mistrustful; on the contrary, she tended to let people in easily. It was her charming personality and easygoing nature that had earned her so many accolades in her father’s business. That same nature was what led her to receive me, convinced by the story that I was an associate; she led me into the apartment and fetched me a glass of iced tea.

Smiling pleasantly, Jenna said, “Dad has so many people in the business. It’s hard for me to keep track sometimes.”

“I bet.” I drank the cool sweet liquid, eyes roaming over her body. “You’re getting married soon, is that right?”

“Yes,” she said, showing me the glitzy diamond on her finger. “In just a few days.”

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “You sure are.”

She raised a brow. “Pardon?”

Setting down the glass, I stood and moved over to her, coming into her space. I put my hand to her cheek, allowing my presence and pheromones to infect her. “You’re getting married, doll,” I whispered, leaning in close, “but not to the guy you think you are.”

The effect was instant: her eyes glazed a bit, her lips parting as she breathed faster. “I...I’m not sure I follow...”

“You don’t need to follow. You just need to open up and let me inside...every part of this sexy little body of yours.” My fingers ran up her thigh, pulling up her skirt, brushing her soft, creamy skin. She gave a small gasp, her hands coming to my shoulders, clutching me for support as she grew increasingly horny.

“Who are you?” she gasped, gazing up into my eyes.

“Your new master.”

I wrapped my fingers around the back of her neck, pulling her in for a firm, sexy kiss. Our lips met, her rubbing lightly against mine, my tongue sliding over her soft flesh. She parted her lips eagerly, letting my tongue inside, yielding to my demanding entry. I squeezed her ass at the same time, our lips locking hungrily.

She moaned into the kiss, wrapping her arms tightly around my neck. Her breasts pushed into my chest. When I pulled back, she was gasping, the glazed look in her eyes telling me she was primed and ready.

“You’re making me feel so good, so wet,” she whispered.

“Let me feel.”

My fingers slid further up her thigh, moving between her sexy legs. I felt her hot mound, her pussy radiating warmth. As my fingers slid her panties to the side, her gushing juices dripped onto me, coating my hand in her wetness.

I chuckled to myself. “You really are a horny little slut, aren’t you?”

She bit her lip and nodded. “Use me, master. My body is your plaything.”

That’s what I like to hear.

I led her over to her bedroom. The bed was giant with blue satin sheets and plenty of ambient lighting. It looked soft and inviting.

“Get on the bed for me. Present yourself.” My voice was rough, laced with sex. She responded immediately, climbing onto the bed compliantly and raising up her tight miniskirt for me. I saw the lacy black panties I’d felt earlier, doing nothing to hide the puffy mounds of her arousal. The panties were wet, soaked through. She seemed embarrassed, shifting her ass from side to side, unable to hide her dripping pussy from my view.

“You look very good,” I said, my hand going between her thighs once more. She gasped and bit her lip again, grinding her pussy against my fingers. I tugged her panties aside, plunging two fingers inside her. She moaned loudly, riding them greedily as I coated them in her dripping juices.

She felt very good inside, warm and wet and soft. I liked the sight of her like that, thrusting back against my fingers, fucking herself on my hand. She was so wet and horny, she couldn’t even stand it.

I put my mouth to her pussy and sucked. She came instantly, shuddering in pleasure and grasping the sheets. “Ohhhh fuck,” she moaned, burying her head in the softness of the bed. Her hips writhed against me, pussy grinding my face, riding my tongue. I felt her walls juicing around me, coating my face and tongue.

When she came down from her peak, I spanked her, giving her ass a nice little red mark. She squeaked in surprise and got even wetter.

“You need to understand,” I said, unzipping my jeans, “You’re my slut for right now. You belong to me.” Soon, she’ll belong to someone else, but right now she’s mine.

“Yes, sir,” she gasped, looking back at me with desire. “My body is all yours. Use it exactly how you want. Be as rough as you want, and as hard...” Her eyes went wide as she saw my cock spring free from my pants.

Spreading her hot little ass cheeks, I opened her pussy, making sure I had a nice good sheath to sink my cock into. I thrust in hard, sliding easily into her folds. Her tight walls gripped me, welcoming me inside. My fist went to her hair, balling it; her face became a look of pure pleasure as I filled her. Stretched to the brim by my cock, she moaned in lust. “Ohhhhh, god, you’re so big.”

I watched her sexy body writhe and sway beneath me as I plunged into her, fucking her with a primal heat I didn’t know was in me. It was like someone else had taken control — a darker, rougher side of me. My dominance all came forth, claiming and owning her, raw animalistic passion that couldn’t be stopped. I pummeled her tight, sexy cunt, thrusting in over and over, feeling her clench hard around me. I held her hips, positioning her so that she was on her hands and knees, my cock skewering into her from behind. Her heavy tits swayed my thrusts and she looked back over her shoulder at me passionately.

“I love it, sir. Feeling your big cock in me — I feel complete!”

I grunted in pleasure. “You’re my whore tonight, Jenna.”

“Yes, baby...I am your whore,” she moaned, her pussy squeezing me.

If only not just tonight, but forever...

I felt her pussy clenching tighter, closing around me, hot and ready for my load. “Come in me, master,” she begged. I saw her tight little pucker clenching and was tempted to slide my cock into her ass, but I was getting close and we both knew it. I wanted to pump my come into her more than anything.

I thrust in as deep as I could, my cockhead grazing her cervix every time I pounded inside. I watched as Jenna’s whole body wracked with shudders, a huge orgasm spreading throughout her body. Her pussy boiled and gushed, juices dribbling down over my cock as her cunt milked at me, brushing her clit.

“Fuck me hard, master! Use me like the little slut I am!”

“Ohhhh, shit,” I groaned, clutching her throat dominantly. She whimpered in pleasure at the sudden, possessive hold, her pussy only clutching me tighter. I couldn’t handle it anymore. I thrust in to the hilt, holding deep inside. “Here it comes, baby...gonna fill you up...”

“Yes!” she screamed. “Shoot in me! Make me pregnant, master. I want to feel it!”

The daughter of Arnold Davidson, most powerful oil magnate in the city, was begging me to knock her up. The very idea, seeing her writhing under me in passion, her pussy clenching my cock — it was enough to make me spurt violently, my dick bursting hot inside her. I rammed myself in as far as I could, pinning her to the bed, pumping her full. My world went white, pleasure overtaking me as I came hard inside her, filling her womb to overflowing with my seed. It spilled out around my cock, dribbling down her inner thighs, coating the bed beneath us.

“Goddamn,” I muttered, falling to the bed beside her. She happily curled up in my arm, lovingly kissing me as I recovered. My hands roamed over her taut, perfect belly and full breasts.

“I want you to breed me all night, master,” she whispered, nuzzling my neck. “I need your big cock in me all the time...”

I needed that too. Despite having Cassie, giving up Jenna was going to be hard.

I knew what I wanted: to keep Jenna. To keep all the girls I fucked and bred. There had to be a way.

I just had to find it...

****
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Cassie looked up from where she was buried between the other blonde’s thighs, giving me a sexy grin. “She seems to be enjoying this, master.”

“I’ll say.”

I had them reposition, moving Jenna so that she was on her back, her legs spread for me. She rubbed her horny slit, her fingers coated in her dripping wetness. “I’m so horny, master. Please stick that big, big cock in me, sir...”

I chuckled and rubbed my cock up and down her slit, teasing her, making her moan. The head of my cock slid into her, stretching her out around me. Her walls were wet and tight, taking me perfectly, making her shudder in a second smaller orgasm.

“Ohhh my god,” she gasped, clutching the sheets below. “You’re making me come, master...just from penetrating me with that monster cock of yours!”

In this moment, I wished Tori could see what was happening. Why I wanted her there...I wasn’t sure. Maybe somehow we had a connection. Maybe I was in love with her. Maybe I just wanted her to watch me take another girl into my possession, no longer concerned with the consequences.

Screw the company. I want what I want. I’m keeping this power — and these girls — for myself.
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I drove Jenna late that night to the apartment of her new fiancé.

The client.

And as I did, I realized it wasn’t going to work.

I looked over at her, sitting happily beside me in the passenger’s seat, blissfully gazing up at me. Like I was her god, the center of her whole world.

I’d brainwashed her with the intent of turning her over to another man...but she only wanted me.

And truthfully? I wanted her.

For myself.

I watched Adam, the guy she was promised to, get out of his car in the driveway. He looked like a real jerk. He was harassing the woman with him — his mom or sister, I couldn’t tell — heckling and annoying her with taunts and jeers.

Am I really going to turn this gorgeous woman over to some jerk for the rest of my life?

Or am I going to turn around and drive her back home with me, to keep her as mine forever?

The answer was obvious.

Forget Adam.

“Where are we going, master?” asked Jenna, giggling softly. Her hand grazed my thigh, nearing my cock.

I growled low in my throat, “We’re going home, sweetheart, and I’m going to fuck you all night long.”

She purred with pleasure, flushing happily, her pussy gushing with wetness at my words.

****

“You’re back!” exclaimed Cassie as I led Jenna in by the hand. She looked surprised, but pleased, to see me with a new submissive in tow. “You brought someone?”

“This is Jenna. From the job.”

Cassie looked confused. “But I thought she was promised to someone else.”

“She was. I decided to change it.” I raised a brow. “Are you going to report me to the company?”

Technically she could. Cassie was bound to me, but not in service to me professionally. If she wanted, she could call up Tori and rat me out here and now.

She bit her lip, conflict in her eyes. “I...”

She shivered a bit, as if two different commands were misfiring in her brain, tearing her in opposite directions. “I’m supposed to, but...”

She moved to me, sliding into my arms. “I can’t do it, sir. I love you. I can’t endanger you by reporting you like that...” Her eyes swept over Jenna. “Even if you are breaking protocol.”

I squeezed Cassie’s firm, supple ass. “You could break it with me — and Jenna — upstairs. In bed.” I grinned.

Catching my expression, Cassie licked her lips, her expression one of lust. Her gaze swept over Jenna again. “She is very enticing, master. No question of that.” She giggled and moved to Jenna’s side. “I can see why you wanted to keep her.”

Then, she leaned in and kissed my newest bimbo girl, giving her a hot lip lock right there in front of me.

Jenna kissed back. The two of them moaned against each other, Jenna’s hands caressing Cassie’s shoulders, then her breasts. I watched them making out in front of me, enticed by the very sexy image.

“Come on,” I growled. “Let’s go upstairs.”

****

Once I had the two of them in my bed, submissively and eagerly gazing up at me, I smiled in satisfaction. Even if I get in trouble for this, it will be worth it.

“Cassie, get between her legs.” I stroked my length slowly, observing them from where I stood. “I want Jenna to see just what she’s been missing all this time.”

Cassie giggled and eagerly moved between Jenna’s spread thighs, her bright red nails pulling her panties to the side.

“Ohhhh,” breathed Jenna as Cassie’s delicious mouth connected with her dripping wet pussy. “What you’re doing feels amazing...”

Her fingers went to Cassie’s hair, running through the sensuous blonde locks. Watching Cassie’s mouth work at Jenna’s dripping cunt was one of the hottest things I’d seen. Cassie ran her tongue up and down her folds, priming her, then circling her clit with demanding little clicks. Jenna’s body tensed in pleasure, her head falling back.

“Oh god,” she moaned.

I moved to her, kissing her long and hard. She moaned into my mouth as she rode Cassie’s face. I helped her get her bra off, watching her full, sexy tits sway in freedom.

My cock bobbing in front of Jenna’s face, I ordered, “Suck me. Use your mouth like Cassie’s doing.”

With an eager look in her eyes, Jenna relaxed her shoulders and opened her mouth, providing a perfect, wet, warm vessel for me to slide my cock into. Her mouth went to the underside of my balls, kissing me slowly, then move further up. Her tongue teased the length of my cock, matching the strokes that Cassie was performing on her.

“Mmmm,” she purred, happily sucking on the tip of my cock, then taking it deep into her mouth. I was aching to fuck Jenna, to pound deep inside her horny little cunt, but I held on. I wanted to enjoy the sight of Cassie eating her out, too.

“Good girl,” I murmured, taking her hair and guiding her face along length of my dick. I saw how every stroke of my shaft down her sexy throat brought her closer to the brink. That, coupled with Cassie’s expert licking, pushed her to orgasm in just a few second.

“Mmmmmm!” she moaned, sucking hard on my cock and clutching the sheets. Her eyes closed in pleasure as her orgasm tore through her, her body writhing and thrusting. Her hips pushed against Cassie’s mouth, her sexy breasts bouncing with her eager sucking of my cock. She was totally in the moment, getting throat-fucked and eaten with abandon. She sucked hard on my shaft, her soft tongue coating me in loving licks, and I felt my balls throb with need.

“Fuck,” I groaned, gripping her hair tight. “You’re such a sexy little slut, Jenna. Come for me. Come for Cassie. You look beautiful that way.”

Jenna moaned, totally lost to her orgasm. Cassie looked up from where she was buried between the other blonde’s thighs, giving me a sexy grin. “She seems to be enjoying this, master.”

“I’ll say.”

I had them reposition, moving Jenna so that she was on her back, her legs spread for me. She rubbed her horny slit, her fingers coated in her dripping wetness. “I’m so horny, master. Please stick that big, big cock in me, sir...”

I chuckled and rubbed my cock up and down her slit, teasing her, making her moan. The head of my cock slid into her, stretching her out around me. Her walls were wet and tight, taking me perfectly, making her shudder in a second smaller orgasm.

“Ohhh my god,” she gasped, clutching the sheets below. “You’re making me come, master...just from penetrating me with that monster cock of yours!”

In this moment, I wished Tori could see what was happening. Why I wanted her there...I wasn’t sure. Maybe somehow we had a connection. Maybe I was in love with her. Maybe I just wanted her to watch me take another girl into my possession, no longer concerned with the consequences.

Screw the company. I want what I want. I’m keeping this power — and these girls — for myself.

I grabbed Jenna’s hair, forcing myself deeper inside her. Her hair was thick and full; I saw the difference after I’d fucked her the first time, my essence infiltrating her and making her sluttier than ever. It shimmered down her shoulders and back, splaying out behind her on the bed, just begging to be tugged as I fucked her hard.

“Fuck,” I groaned, filling her to the hilt. “Your pussy is so goddamn tight.”

“All for you, master.”

She clutched my arms as I started to drill her. A side effect I’d noticed was that once my cock was inside a girl, her thoughts seemed to get hornier and sluttier — no more room for anything but primal, animal lust. Jenna was no different. She babbled and giggled with pure sexual frenzy, shaking her head back and forth on the pillow. “Make me come so hard, master. I want you to fuck me so hard I can’t walk straight!”

“You dirty little slut,” I growled, grabbing her neck. “You’re going to get your wish.”

She rocked against me with her hips, coaxing me deeper inside. “Ooooh, yes, master. Fuck me so, so hard!”

Jenna was the perfect bimbo babe, crying out in high-pitched, breathless lust. Her pussy was so tight, but just the right depth and angle, as if conforming to the shape of my dick. I plunged in all the way each time, hitting her g-spot; as I started doing it this way, angling her body so I could pleasure her equally, she came violently on my cock.

“Ooooooh fuck!” she gasped, her beautiful legs clutching me. Her nails dragged up and down my back, scratching my skin.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Cassie playing with her pussy as she watched us. “Fuck her so hard, master. Drill that big, powerful cock into her little pussy...yes, you’re doing it so well,” she gasped. Her fingers worked her slit hard; she was coming, too.

“Ohhh, shit,” I growled into Jenna’s ear, feeling my balls throb. “You’re the perfect little slut. Master’s gonna come hard in this tight pussy of yours, fill you up, make you nice and pregnant with my babies...”

“Yes, please, sir!” she gasped, gazing up at me in devoted submission. “It’s so right, baby. Put all that hot cum into my pussy, master. I need to feel it in me, getting me all knocked up...”

I fucked her harder, growling like an animal. My thrusts were forceful and so deep, the head of my cock pressing her womb. Then I was there, the world around me fading to a white, cavernous bliss: all I knew was pleasure. I groaned, gripping Jenna’s tight body against me, burying my face in her neck. My cock shot thick bursts of cum into her, filling her all the way, until her pussy was flowing with my seed. It spilled out around my cock, dripping onto the bed, staining her thighs.

“Mmm, yes,” she purred, her legs stroking against my sides, her lips kissing tenderly along my ear. “You’re coming in me so much, sir...making me so pregnant...”

I thrust a few times more into her, my load pushed deeper into her tight channel. She milked every drop from me, her pussy sucking my cum right from the tip of my dick. Finally I pulled back and kissed her long and hard, still holding her throat in that dominant, possessive hold. When I let go, she was gasping, the look on her face one of utter satisfaction.

I pulled out and saw her grin in pleasure. Her body was amazing: her tits flushed and heavy, legs spread, pussy leaking my cum. She looked thoroughly fucked and slutty. I loved it.

My girls, I thought, watching as she and Cassie curled up together, beckoning me into their arms. My harem. Now I just need Tori here and I’ll be complete...

****

“This is never going to work.” Tori was on the other end of the phone, berating me for botching up the job. “You can’t just take girls home with you.”

“Can’t I?”

My computer screen was currently showing the face of Harold Dodson, the guy who was working with Tori. And according to my research, he was secretly in charge of Bimbo Babes, LLC. The company that I was now working for.

“It’s not in your contract — it’s breaking protocol!”

“Yeah, I know.”

The thought had come to me while I was sharing Cassie and Jenna, taking turns in their delicious pussies. Why not simply go in and take over the company myself? Dodson was a pushover. I’d managed to extract Jenna from his hold. Now I just needed to figure out my way inside...

What better way, I thought, than his sexy wife?

Sarah Dodson was a complete milf. About 5’2”, petite, blonde hair, beautiful lips perfect for sucking cock, huge tits great for sucking on — or fucking. She also had a certain air about her. A kind of status and dignity. She wasn’t snobby, per se — just hot, and she knew it. I’d seen her interacting with people — she was actually quite gracious. I found that appealing.

After all, if she’s going to be a mother to my children, I want her to have the right personality traits, I thought with a chuckle.

For a moment, I questioned myself. Was I really going to do this? Break into my adjunct boss’ house and steal his wife, brainwashing her and fucking her? Taking her into my harem, and using her to seize control of his company?

It was a devious plan. One might even say evil. What had changed me? Was it this newfound alpha power...or had I always been this way?

“Sweetie,” purred Cassie, coming up behind me and kissing my neck, “dinner’s ready when you are.”

“Mmmm, sounds good, babe.” I pulled her onto my lap and turned my attention to Tori. “Hate to break it to you, boss, but I’m not working for the company anymore. I’ve decided to go my own way.”

Tori sighed in frustration. “You know there will be consequences if you do this, James.”

“Yes, and I’m prepared to face them.”

****

As it turned out, the consequences came in just the form of a fat severance payment — apparently the company didn’t want to worry about dragging me into a legal battle, and was fine to let me go.

Unless they were planning something else and I had no idea about it.

If that was the case, I had to be one step ahead. Which meant getting to Dodson’s wife asap — and gaining control.

I called his office a couple days later, asking for Sarah’s private number. Thanks to a little persuasion on the secretary, I was able to secure the location to her apartment. Leaving the girls at home, I drove to meet with Dodson’s wife. Everything hinged on this moment.

She was even more beautiful in person. Greeting me with a pleasant smile, she led me into the living room and got me a glass of wine. “So, what can I do for you, Mr. Jordan?”

My eyes moved up her body, taking in the sight of her incredible, sexy legs underneath her dress. Her stunning hips, just perfect for childbearing, and her flat, taut tummy. Her arms were bare, slender and lovely, with dainty fingers I could just picture driving into my back as I plowed her with my cock. And her tits...damn, they were amazing. I wanted to push my dick between them, squeezing them and fucking them rough and hard, seeing those beautiful blue eyes of hers gazing up at me, eager to please.

“I’m here to propose a business deal.”

“A deal?”

“Yes.” I stood, coming toward her and setting my wine glass down. “The deal is...give me CEO of the company.”

She laughed in her throat. “Harold is the CEO. He owns everything. Why would he give that up?”

“Because,” I said, summoning my most hypnotic, enticing voice, “I’m the new master of Bimbo Babes.”

For a second, her gaze flickered, submission starting to come through. But then it faded. Sarah gave a low, throaty chuckle.

“You know that won’t work on me, James.”

My confidence faltered. “What?”

“You can’t hypnotize me. I’ve already been turned. My loyalty is to Harold — no one else.” Her expression turned hard. “As for you...you’ve caused enough trouble. It’s time we dealt with you once and for all.”

With that, she summoned a burly guy in a suit with a gun at his waist — and the next thing I knew, someone was putting a bag over my head. The world went black.

****
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“You’re one hot little bitch,” I whispered, my hands running down her body. “But you can’t control me, Sarah. No one can.”

She shivered at my touch, moaning. “Please...”

“Please what?” I asked, spreading her legs with my hand, enjoying the way her pussy quivered and quaked at my touch.

“Please...please give it to me.”

“Give you what?”

She shuddered, like I was forcing the worst admission possible from her. In truth, I was: forcing her to confront her submission fetish, her desperate need for cock. The spray Tori’d used contained a bimbo serum; Sarah thought it wouldn’t work on her, but it did. It went right to her pleasure center, activating all those sensitive nerves, making her susceptible to anything and everything I wanted to do. And the minute I was inside her, she’d be mine.

“Please...master...give me your cock! I need you inside me! Fuck me so hard, baby!” she begged, sliding her sexy thighs up and down my sides, trying to coax my hard, dripping cock into her wet cunt.

I loved it, seeing the tables turned. Now Sarah was the one begging me for release. I chuckled, enjoying torturing her... but I needed to be in her, badly.
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“Wake up, James. It’s time.”

I heard a soft, sensuous female voice purring in my ear.

My eyes flickered open. Once again, my hands were tied and I was sitting in a chair. Just like how this whole thing had started.

Only this time, it wasn’t Tori sitting in front of me — it was Harold Dodson’s gorgeous wife, Sarah.

She had changed and was now wearing a slim red dress that fit her perfectly. I had a great view down the front of it, her sexy cleavage pushed together enticingly. My cock throbbed to life. If I weren’t bound and incapacitated, I would’ve been able to enjoy it.

She clearly knew the effect she had on me. Leaning in, Sarah said, “I know how badly you want me, James. Trouble is, you’ll never have me. I’m loyal to Harold.” She smiled deviously, leaning back, her hands on the arms of my chair. “And now you’re all tied up, you can’t use your man power to influence me. Not that you could’ve anyway.”

Man power. The phrase almost made me laugh.

“Why are you doing this?” I said, my voice a husky growl — mostly from having been unconscious for however long.

“Why?” she asked, straddling me. “Because you want to take over the company...inflict harm on me and my husband...basically, you’re the enemy. I’m allowed to torture you a bit.” She giggled. “Oh, and you stole our property, which you’re going to have to return.”

“Property?”

She wiggled in my lap, her ass rubbing my hardon. “Cassie.”

Shit. They’re going to take Cassie? Determination and anger rose inside me. No. I won’t let that happen.

“I know you’re thinking you’ll keep us from doing it, somehow. And you’re right — you would do that,” Sarah said, apparently seeing my thoughts through my expression. “Which is why you’re going to be staying tied up here with me for a while.”

She leaned in close, her lips at my ear. “But don’t worry. We’re going to have lots of fun in the meantime.”

Removing herself from my lap, Sarah stood, showing me her gorgeous figure. My jaw nearly dropped as she reached behind her, unzipping her dress, slowly removing the garment from her body. As the fabric slid tantalizingly down her curves, her supple breasts sprung free, naked and glorious to my eyes. Her body was slim and tight, perfectly proportioned. As her dress slid down her thighs, my gaze went to the V of her sex, taking in the sight of her smoothly shaved, dripping cunt.

Fuck, I thought. She’s going to seduce me? Not like that will be hard... My cock was raging in my pants, aching to plunge itself inside her gorgeous wet pussy. But then I’m in her control, which is exactly what she wants.

As the dress pooled around her ankles, she was left in all her naked glory, standing there before me with a pair of slim red heeled sandals around her dainty feet. I imagined what they’d look like thrust in the air with me between her thighs, shuttling my cock in and out of her.

“You seem to like the view.” She gave me a sexy, subtle grin.

I wasn’t going to admit it, so I clenched my jaw. “You can’t control me, Sarah.”

“Oh?” She came toward me, her legs going around me once more as she sat in my lap, straddling me. Her hand rubbed up and down the huge bulge between my thighs. “Your cock says otherwise. Your very big, thick cock...” She chuckled low and throaty in my ear. “I’ve seen plenty of video footage, you know. Of you seducing our women. You’ve very well-endowed.”

Torn between her hot breath on my ear and her words, I frowned. “You saw it? Video of me?”

“Mhm. It was all being recorded. You don’t think we’d just let you go out in the field without some collateral, do you?”

I just grunted in response. I couldn’t believe this whole time she’d seen everything.

Everything.

“You hate this, don’t you. Being powerless. Well, this is what it feels like, James. This is what it felt like for all the women you seduced. Do you think any of them had a choice?”

“You run this company. You ordered me to do it.” Even if it was her husband who was the CEO, she still had responsibility.

She chuckled. “Technically, I suppose you’re right. But you’re still the one who did it.”

She ground her body back and forth, her naked pussy rubbing my cock. It strained in my pants so hard that it hurt.

“I know how hard you are for me. I know you ache to be inside me. Understandable, considering how much I’ve been enhanced. Enhanced to seduce men like you...”

She gazed into my eyes, bringing her lips to mine. She kissed me slowly and languidly, heat passing between us. My cock throbbed as her pussy moved against it, my heart thundering in my chest. She was right: I couldn’t resist her. She was the one in control here and I couldn’t stand it.

“Since I’ve watched so much footage of you, I know exactly what you’re packing in here.” Her naked body slid down mine, til she was between my legs, gazing up at me. In spite of her control of the situation, it was obvious she was very horny. Both from the dripping wet stain on my jeans she’d left, and from the look in her eyes. One of sheer lust and desire for me.

She unzipped my jeans and took my thick, hard cock out. She smiled in approval and gave it an experimental stroke. “Mmmm, so hard. You’re dripping for me, aren’t you? You want to be in me so bad, you can’t stand it.”

She gave me a long, slow lick up the side of my shaft. She took the head into her mouth and sucked, her eyes holding mine the entire time. The thick precum that had gathered around my cockhead was now in her mouth, and she was licking it all up hungrily.

“Mmmm,” she said, removing her mouth from me. “I can see why the girls enjoyed doing this for you so much. You do have an incredible cock.”

Hoisting herself up, she slid her body onto mine again, gyrating her hips. Now that my cock was free, it pressed against her dripping slit, making me groan. I tried to get inside her, rocking my hips fruitlessly. “Fuck,” I grunted.


That just made her laugh. “You hate this, don’t you? But you love it at the same time.” She gripped the sides of the chair above me, twisting her hips tantalizingly all the while. “You’d just die to be inside me, to fill my perfect, tight little cunt. I know you’d love to feel that...”

My cock nestled in her folds as she slowly bore her weight down, the tip of my cock grinding into her clit. “Ohhhh, fuck,” she said, shivering. I saw it then: my opportunity. She was as horny as I was, and needed to have me in her. She’d die for it too, I realized.

Meeting her gaze, I tried my earlier tactic again. Only this time, I did something different: threaded my will into my voice, summoning a deeper part of my being. “You want this, Sarah. You want my big, thick shaft inside you. Sink yourself onto me...”

I saw the flicker of hesitation in her eyes — I’d rattled her. “Fuck, it’s so good,” she said, twisting her body more, moving in hard, tight little circles. “I want your cock in me soooo bad...”

Now she was starting to sound more like one of the horny bimbos I’d transformed than the powerful, in-control wife of Harold Dodson.

“What else do you want?” I whispered.

“I want...no,” she said, shuddering. “It’s not what I want. It’s what your whores want. They’re the ones who want to beg for your cock, their dripping wet little pussies thrust high in the air for you. They’re the ones who wimped and gasp for you, pleading that you’ll pump them full of your thick, virile cum...”

Her voice had changed, sounding trancelike and dreamy — like she was seeing something in her mind. She wants this, I thought. She wants exactly what she’s describing. She’s been transformed for one man: Harold Dodson. And he’s not giving her what she needs. What she really craves is a big, strong alpha like me to pin her down and fuck her hard. She wants to be my slut, secretly.

“Isn’t that what you want, Sarah?” I purred, rubbing my lips along the side of her neck. Two could play the seduction game. And now that she was right here, her pussy inches from impaling her onto my cock, she was susceptible.

It was simple: my essence. My precum. It was infecting her now and she didn’t even know it. She’d tasted me, and now she was having me inside her. The viscous fluid held the same power I did — it was subtly, silently changing her, making her open to my power.

“Fuck,” she whispered, shivering on top of me. Her hips worked faster against me, her clit grinding up and down my cock. With each press of her hips down onto me, she was closer to letting me fully slide into her. She ached to feel me within her walls as much as I wanted to be inside her.

“Fuck is right,” I whispered, kissing her neck slowly. Her hands moved down my shoulders, clutching me for support. “Fucking is exactly what you want, Sarah. Release me...let me go...and I’ll give it to you.”

She pulled back, gazing at me for a moment — and for a split second I thought she would do what I asked. But suddenly her gaze hardened. “You...you’re trying to change me...”

Damnit. I’m fucked —

“That’s exactly what he’s doing. And he’s going to succeed.”

A familiar voice came from behind Sarah. She turned back, looking up in surprise. Tori stood in the doorway, holding what looked like a can of pepper spray.

“Hargrave?” Sarah gasped, staring at her shock. “How did you get in here?”

“Same way you did. I used the front door.” Tori smirked, walking in slowly. “I am an employee here too, you know.”

Sarah turned, pushing off me, her breasts bouncing as she straightened. “I don’t know what you think you're doing —”

“Exactly what I should have, years ago.” Tori held the can higher. “Release James and let him do what he needs to. Or else I’ll do it for him.”

Now that she was closer, I saw the can was painted bright pink and had the words MIND AGENT written on it in gold letters.

Sarah clearly recognized it. She gave Tori a thin-lipped smile. “You know that won’t work on me.”

“I’m willing to take the chance.”

“You wouldn’t —”

Without waiting another beat, Tori gave a spritz from the can. Silvery, glittery substance of some kind sprayed out, coating Sarah’s face. She gasped in shock, her eyes going wide. Her face changed, expression going from hardened bitch to soft and submissive. She shivered in pleasure, rubbing her left breast and moaning. “Ohhhh fuck....”

“Yep, that’s right.” Tori gave another spritz, concluding her transformation.

Sarah sank to her knees, her hand going between her thighs. She started rubbing herself, clearly stimulated beyond belief. “Ohhh shit, I’m so horny...Tori....why’d you have to go and...do that...”

Tori hurried to my side, her fingers working at the ropes. “I hope you appreciate this,” she whispered, freeing me from my bindings. “I wouldn’t do it for anyone.”

I rubbed my wrists. “Why me?”

“Because,” she said, leaning in close, “Unfortunately for me, I’m hopelessly in love — and lust — with you.”

With that, she gave me a long, ardent kiss, her lips meeting mine hotly. Surprised, I put my hands to her waist, pulling her in close. The kiss felt good, bringing me back to life, as if restoring my strength. My cock was still hard from Sarah’s seduction; it throbbed more as Tori’s tongue swayed over mine, seducing me all over again.

Two hot babes now in my hands. And those hands are free...

Free to do what I wanted with Sarah.

****

Her office was equipped with a bed — probably for moments like this — and perfect for what I planned to do with her. Since she’d had no problem tying me up, I didn’t have any issue doing the same to her. I secured her hands to the headboard, lying her on her back, and had her spread-eagled before me.

“You’re one hot little bitch,” I whispered, my hands running down her body. “But you can’t control me, Sarah. No one can.”

She shivered at my touch, moaning. “Please...”

“Please what?” I asked, spreading her legs with my hand, enjoying the way her pussy quivered and quaked at my touch.

“Please...please give it to me.”

“Give you what?”

She shuddered, like I was forcing the worst admission possible from her. In truth, I was: forcing her to confront her submission fetish, her desperate need for cock. The spray Tori’d used contained a bimbo serum; Sarah thought it wouldn’t work on her, but it did. It went right to her pleasure center, activating all those sensitive nerves, making her susceptible to anything and everything I wanted to do. And the minute I was inside her, she’d be mine.

“Please...master...give me your cock! I need you inside me! Fuck me so hard, baby!” she begged, sliding her sexy thighs up and down my sides, trying to coax my hard, dripping cock into her wet cunt.

I loved it, seeing the tables turned. Now Sarah was the one begging me for release. I chuckled, enjoying torturing her... but I needed to be in her, badly.

I spread her legs and buried my cock deep inside her, nestling my shaft deep into her folds. Sarah let out a deep moan of pleasure as I pressed into her, filling her inch by inch. She came immediately, her need to be fucked and bred as deep as my need to plow her tight, horny little cunt. I wanted to sink my hard, throbbing dick into her warm and soft folds until I shot deep inside her and knocked her up.

She gazed up at me in open-mouthed pleasure, the look on her face one of rapture. “Yes...yes,” she gasped. “I’ve wanted this so badly...”

“He could never give this to you, could he?” For all his wealth and power, Harold Dodson would never be me. He would never have the irreplaceable power of a true alpha male. As Tori had told me, I was that: dominant, caring, protective. Not only did I need to fuck and own my women, I needed to breed them and keep them. To know they were mine, in my care and under my household.

Sarah was no different.

I saw the look of submission in her eyes and knew that she craved it just like I did. “He never could,” she whispered. “Harold never knew how to satisfy me. But you master, you know exactly what you’re doing...Ohhhhhh...”

She purred in bliss as I plowed her tight pussy, my cock thrusting deeper every time, pushing her a second time toward the edge of her next climax. With one hand I squeezed her full, heavy tit; with the other, I held her around her neck, my claim dominant and possessive. “Come for me, Sarah,” I growled low in her ear. “Milk me with that tight pussy of yours. You want every drop of my seed, don’t you?”

“Yes, master, ohhhh yes! I want every hot, thick drop inside me, filling me up. I want to get pregnant with your babies.”

I closed my eyes in pleasure, imagining Sarah’s tight, firm little belly swollen with my child. It would be the perfect revenge on Harold Dodson for fucking around with me like this, for having a company where all the women were sold off to the highest bidder instead of given to a man who would truly protect and care for them. I would claim his wife for my own and knock her up, bringing her into my harem.

Sarah’s heavy tits heaved as she started to come. She clung tightly to her, her whole body erupting with pleasure as my cock nudged her clit on each thrust. “I’m coming, sir...oh god, I’m coming. I can’t hold back any longer!”

“Let yourself go, baby. Come on your master’s cock. Come hard for me...”

As she shivered in orgasm, her whole body tensing up, I felt myself pushed over the edge as well. Her legs clutching me, squeezing me tight, her pussy milking me...it was too much. I thrust in savagely and deep, pressing my cock as far as it would go, and buried myself within her folds. I felt her womb against my cockhead as I spurted thick jets of cum into her, painting her walls with my cream.

“Oooooh, yes,” she gasped, nails scraping down my back. “I can feel it all, baby. There’s so much of your come in me.” Lying helplessly beneath me, her pussy stretched wide around my cock, receiving my load, she looked so sexy. Her hair was all splayed out around her on the pillow, beautiful and wild. Her smile was happy and blissful. Her pussy leaked my cum as I pulled out, watching her thighs spread lewdly as she pressed her fingers deep inside, pushing my load as far as it would go into her.

She’d had the hardest pounding of her life, the kind of rough, dominant fuck she’d craved for years. She looked thoroughly fucked — and satisfied.

“That was so hot, James,” Tori purred into my ear, leaning close. “You fucked her so well.”

“Yes,” I said, turning to her. “And I’m going to do the same to you. Your reward for rescuing me from the mess I was in.”

Tori giggled. “You liked that, huh?”

“Mhm.” I kissed her long and hard, then pulled back. “Did you mean that, about being in love with me?”

“Yes,” she said, lowering her gaze bashfully. “I’m really in love with you, James. I can’t help it. No one’s ever affected me this way.”

“Well, I’m glad. Sure beats you hating me.” I grinned and gave her ass a firm squeeze.

She giggled again and put her arms around me. “So, how about that reward?”

Oh yeah, things turned out very well after all.

Taking her chin and angling her head up, I kissed her deeper, feeling her melt against me. Tori’s whole body relaxed against mine as my fingers found her breast, squeezing, eliciting a low moan from her lips. I moved my hand lower, into her panties, circling her clit and rubbing gently. She was so horny and wet from watching me fuck Sarah that it only took a short while to bring her to the edge. I plunged my fingers into her, hearing her gasps and pants of lust. Her walls quivered against my fingers, her orgasm hitting hard. She clutched me for support, trying to hold the kiss but failing. I bit her neck gently, marking her as mine.

As she came down from her peak, Tori looked at me with pure adoration and submission. “I’m yours forever, sir.”

From that point forward, everything would be mine: Tori, Sarah, Cassie, Jenna...all the girls I wanted. The whole company.

Harold would be out. I would take over as CEO. And unlike him, I wouldn’t sell my girls out to rich dudes anymore.

I would keep them for myself.

****
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“You deserve it, Jon. You’re such a big, strong alpha male. You need to wake up every morning with a little slut sucking your huge, thick cock...or letting her smooth, wet pussy walls cling to your thick shaft...”

My stepsister’s words were turning me on in a very big way. My balls gave a throb. I knew what we were doing was so wrong, but it felt amazing. What did she mean, alpha male...?

I looked down at myself. My muscles seemed to have grown, my body now like that of a musclebound hulk, not the scrawny guy I’d been before. I realized that my cock — which Alice was once again happily sucking on — seemed to have multiplied in size as well. It was thick and long, the kind of dick pornstars would envy.

What was more...something was changing inside me. As Alice sucked, my hesitation and reluctance faded. All I could think was how good her mouth felt, how sexy she looked, her cute, perky tits bouncing around me, and how bad I wanted to see her pussy.

“Show me what’s under those panties,” I said, lifting her chin. “I want to see my little sister’s wet pussy.”

She giggled and put her hands to the sides of her panties, eagerly removing the white and pink striped fabric. It was soaked — completely soaked. She turned, giving me a perfect view of her sexy ass and dripping wet cunt.
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There was no denying it: my younger stepsister Alice was hot. I was on my way to see her after a long stretch of being away from my family, busy with college. Now I’d graduated and was ready to begin my future.

A future that started by moving in temporarily with Alice. It would’ve been easy if I wasn’t crushing on her, of course.

I stepped off the bus right into the crunchy snow. It was accumulating fast, but the roads were still clear. The temperature was close to freezing; with the sun trying to peek through, it could go either way. Warm up, or stay cold. The snow’s fate would be determined by a coin flip.

I’d only been to Alice’s apartment once or twice, but it was easy to find. As I rang the buzzer and called up, I heard a thud on the staircase. Alice ran down to greet me, opening the door with a giddy smile.

“Jonathan!” She pulled me into a tight hug, her full breasts pressing into my chest. “I had no idea you’d made it. Why didn’t you text me?”

“Didn’t think about it. Guess I was lost in thought on the bus.”

She giggled and kissed my cheek. “Silly goose. Well come on in.” She took my hand and dragged me up the stairs to her small apartment. Looking around, my heart instantly quickened. I was going to be sharing this tiny space with my extremely hot stepsister. Whom I was ragingly attracted to.

Get over it, Jon. She’d never feel the same about me. Though we’d only grown up together since we were about eight, we still felt as close as real siblings. She knew everything about me. We shared all our secrets. She thought of me as her brother...her best friend.

Not a sexy guy she wanted to fuck.

I settled in, unpacking my bags and talking with Alice in the living room. She had a spacious, comfy couch. I lay back on it, sipping the tea she’d fixed. The place smelled nice — clean and fresh, like Alice herself. She’d decorated a bit, putting flowers and those little elephant figurines she liked so much around the furniture. It had her signature style stamped all over it.

“I’m glad you’re here, big brother,” she purred, snuggling up to me as we sat together. Her arms went around my neck and she cuddled into my shoulder. I said we were close, and I meant it. Ever since we were kids she’d always been affectionate. Sometimes overly so. It made things difficult for me, since I was constantly trying to hide my erections from her.

I couldn’t help seeing the incredible view down her shirt as she held me. Her breasts weren’t huge — maybe a C-cup — but they were perfectly proportioned. The top she was wearing was low-cut, showing her cleavage. I felt her boobs pressing into me, rubbing my chest.

“I’m glad to be here.” I stroked her hair lightly. “It’s really nice.”

“I missed you,” she said, smiling up at me.

“Did you?”

“Mhm.”

We sat there, sipping tea and enjoying each other’s company. I shifted my weight, keeping my erection away from her as well as I could. If she felt it, she didn’t say anything about it.

Later that night, after dinner, I went into the living room to pull out the sleeper sofa. Every time I tried to get it open, it collapsed back in on itself.

“Alice, is this thing working?”

She came in to where I was, freshly showered. She was wrapped in a towel, her hair still damp. The towel barely covered her breasts and came down to just below her hips. Leaving... not very much to the imagination.

“Oh, that old thing. Sorry, I forgot to mention: it’s broken.”

“Broken...” I frowned in confusion. “Then how am I supposed to use it?”

“You’re not, silly.” She giggled, drying her hair with a second towel. “You’re sleeping in my bed.”

****

So, Alice wasn’t kidding about the two of us sharing a bed. Before I knew what was happening, she was snuggling into me, pulling the covers over us as she pressed her butt into my crotch.

“Nighty night,” she whispered, happily holding my hand over her stomach, letting my fingers rest just below her breast.

I couldn’t believe we were this close. I was wearing boxers, but they did nothing to mask my growing hardness. Feeling my sister’s soft, nubile body pressing into me was enough to make me throbbingly hard.

“Um, Alice? I have — kind of a problem...”

“You mean getting hard?” She smirked. “I don’t think that’s a problem.”

“Yeah, it is...considering it’s you making me do it.”

She rolled over to face me. “Why?”

“Because we’re brother and sister.”

“Stepbrother and sister.”

“Same thing...”

She propped her head up on her hand. “Is it?”

Technically no, but...

“We’re two adults, you’re twenty and I’m twenty-two. We can do whatever we like, Jon.”

With that, she leaned in and kissed me slow and soft on the lips. She gave a little moan as she did it. That did nothing to dampen my erection. In fact, now I was so hard it hurt.

“Now go to sleep,” she said, giving me that seductive smile she was so good at.

Yeah, no. That’s not happening.

****

Somehow I eventually managed to fall asleep, though Alice’s tight body pressed against me didn’t make that easy. I dreamt fitfully and woke to the sound of birds chirping. When I opened my eyes, Alice was already gone to work, having left me a note on the pillow.

PS, she wrote, don’t be worried if you notice anything unusual around the apartment. Some strange things have been happening, but I don’t know the source.

Strange things? That was an odd phrase. Then again, it couldn’t be any stranger than her constantly rubbing her half-naked body into me, giving me hardons...

I sighed and got dressed, fixing myself a bowl of cereal. As I ate, I scanned the local news, thinking through my plans for the day. I didn’t really have any. While my sister was at work, I figured I’d do a little cleaning around the apartment. It was the least I could do to repay her kindness for letting me stay with her.

As I vacuumed and dusted, I thought, This isn’t the kind of work a real man would do. I’d be doing something exciting — have an awesome job, with lots of hot women falling at my feet. Or at least one hot woman — Alice.

But here I was, doing menial housework. It kinda sucked.

I dusted over one of her small book-holding areas, where she had two of those elephant figurines flanking either side as bookends. As I was cleaning, I noticed something odd.

I turned my back for a brief second to grab a bottle of wood spray. When I turned back, one of the figurines was about four inches to the right of the books — pretty far from where it’d been last.

So I could’ve sworn.

Huh. Maybe I moved it or something. Maybe I didn’t realize...

My gaze shifted to the book beside the figurine. The title read: Mental Master in big bold letters, the book itself being a kind of bright pink/red color. I thought that was odd coloring, so I picked it up.

It was pretty light. Seemed there wasn’t much there. But when I opened it, I was shocked: there were pictures of naked and semi-naked women, many of them gyrating or giving lap dances to men, some engaged in various sex acts. I felt myself hardening, even as shock overwhelmed me.

Want to be a REAL MAN? read the page right after the pictures. The secret is in your phrasing. When you speak, you must use the kind of voice women crave: deep and hypnotic, sensuous and full.

You must also know the words of power.

I wondered about that. Words of power? What the hell does that mean?

Scanning lower, I read:

Wiim whi maun au ruuaul mua ii noal harhh.

Looked like gibberish to me.

Yet when I read over the lines, softly intoning them, I felt different. Like maybe there really was something to this whole thing...

I felt more confident. Stronger. Maybe it was my imagination, but my muscles felt all tingly. I also felt strangely sleepy, the desire to take a nap overwhelming me.

Just a few minutes rest, I thought, replacing the book. Then I’ll get back to work.

Wonder why Alice would have a book like that here anyway...

****

I woke up to the feeling of something warm, wet, and incredible on my cock, as well as the sounds of soft sucking and slurping. I groaned, opening my eyes — I had no idea how long I’d been asleep.

“Mmm, that feels...whoa.” I looked down, seeing Alice’s beautiful, full red hair falling around her face as she did something I never thought I’d see: she sucked my cock.

Her perfect, full lips were wrapped tight around my shaft and her eyes, blue and beautiful gazed up at me lovingly. Her mouth worked me perfectly, sliding up and down my length, taking me deep. The interior of her sexy mouth was hot and perfect, providing just the right amount of suction.

“Alice...what are you doing?” I groaned, my fingers going to her hair without thinking.

She removed her mouth from my cock and smiled up at me, stroking my shaft lovingly with her soft fingers. “Sucking your cock, big bro. What else?”

“But you’re — mmm!” I cut off as her mouth went back to me, sucking firmly on my tip. “You’re not supposed to do that.”

She slid her mouth up and down the side of my shaft, then rubbed her thumb over the bulbous head, which leaked precum in copious amounts. “But you deserve it, Jon. You’re such a big, strong alpha male. You need to wake up every morning with a little slut sucking your huge, thick cock...or letting her smooth, wet pussy walls cling to your thick shaft...”

My stepsister’s words were turning me on in a very big way. My balls gave a throb. I knew what we were doing was so wrong, but it felt amazing. What did she mean, alpha male...?

I looked down at myself. My muscles seemed to have grown, my body now like that of a musclebound hulk, not the scrawny guy I’d been before. I realized that my cock — which Alice was once again happily sucking on — seemed to have multiplied in size as well. It was thick and long, the kind of dick pornstars would envy.

What was more...something was changing inside me. As Alice sucked, my hesitation and reluctance faded. All I could think was how good her mouth felt, how sexy she looked, her cute, perky tits bouncing around me, and how bad I wanted to see her pussy.

“Show me what’s under those panties,” I said, lifting her chin. “I want to see my little sister’s wet pussy.”

She giggled and put her hands to the sides of her panties, eagerly removing the white and pink striped fabric. It was soaked — completely soaked. She turned, giving me a perfect view of her sexy ass and dripping wet cunt.

Holy shit.

I crawled up, spreading her wet pussy lips and licking up and down. She tasted amazing — sweet and wet and delicious. I feasted on her juices, licking them all up, inserting my tongue deep into her horny pussy.

“Ooooh, big brother, right there....ohhh fuck!” she gasped, wiggling her ass back against me. I plunged two fingers inside her, pressing deep, making her writhe under my touch.

I couldn’t believe what I was about to do. I was going to fuck my own stepsister. But there was no way I could resist. Seeing her sexy little pussy there, just begging for me to be inside...

She turned back, looking at me with pleading eyes. “Please, big bro, put your big cock in me. I need it so bad. I want you to fuck me as hard and rough as you want.”

“Are you on the pill?” I said, groaning as I rubbed the head of my cock up an down her slit. “I don’t have any condoms.”

“No.”

“You’re not?!”

She looked deep into my eyes. “Trust me, bro. It will be okay. Just fuck me, raw and bareback. I want to feel you knock me up...”

The look in her eyes was so enticing, so hypnotic — I couldn’t possibly say no. My little sister was begging me to pound her tight cunt, pump a huge load of sperm into her, and knock her up. Jesus, I thought. There is no fucking way I’m going to refuse that.

I spread her legs wider, pressed forward, and slid my cock deep inside. I was buried to the hilt, my balls flush against her ass. She gasped in pleasure, letting forth a deep, low moan. “Oh my god, Jon. That feels so big inside me. Ohhh fuck...”

Her words of babbling lust cut off as I began to thrust inside her, spreading her soft pussy lips around my thick shaft. The bed shook, the headboard thudding the wall as I pumped hard into her. With her ass high in the air, my cock sliding into her from behind, she looked amazingly sexy. Her pussy was so wet, and getting wetter with every hard shove of my cock into her.

“Just like that!” she screamed, clutching the sheets. “Pound my tight little cunt!”

“You don’t know how long I’ve been waiting to do this,” I groaned, holding my stepsister’s perfect, firm little ass. I gave it a nice swat and watched the red mark appear. Her groan of pleasure egged me on.

“I’ve wanted to fuck you for years,” I continued, thrusting hard into her, not letting up in my relentless pounding. “I’ve jerked off thinking of you. But not in a while. I’ve been too busy. That’s why I’m so frustrated. Now...” I grunted, shoving in hard. “There’s at least a month’s worth of come built up in my balls, just waiting to fill your tight snatch, Alice.”

“Ohhhh, shit,” she groaned, thrusting back against me, her pussy squeezing around my cock.

“You want it, don’t you? That big, hot load filling your tight little pussy.”

“Fuck yes, Jon! I want it in me so bad...please, fill me up!”

Her words came out in a scream of lust, egging me on. She wiggled her ass back against me, grinding as hard as she could against my cock, making me go even deeper inside. I felt my cock touching her cervix with each thrust, pulsing deep inside. I growled in animalistic passion, squeezing her ass tight as I came.

I emptied my balls completely inside my stepsister’s pussy. All the anger, frustration, and torment I’d endured not being able to fuck her all these years flowed from my cock straight into her fertile womb. I felt her coming around me, spurred on by the sensation of hot, sticky cum filling her up. Her pussy spasmed on my dick, milking me of every drop.

As I pulled out of her, I felt completely, totally satisfied. I looked at her gorgeous, freshly-fucked body; as she collapsed on the bed, my seed trickled from her pussy, leaking onto the sheets. It coated her inner thighs, leaving a creamy white trail.

I lay back on the bed next to her, stroking her hair, pulling her into my arms. She cuddled into me happily, purring like a kitten.

How did we get here? I wondered. I changed, becoming this..alpha male, as she called me...

All because of what? That phrase I read in her book?

She stroked her nails over my chest and smiled. “I like this. I like it a lot.”

“Me too, Ally. I’m still confused how it all happened, though...”

She giggled. “Well, I told you some weird things were going on around the apartment, right?”

“Yeah...”

“So, it turns out there were some old books and things left by the previous owner. He never claimed them, so I kept them.”

“What kinds of things?”

“Spellbooks, enchantments, trinkets...things that would help people obtain their deepest desires.”

My deepest desire had been to fuck Alice — and apparently to change into a dominant alpha male.

“You know, now that you’re this way...” She sat up straighter, gazing into my eyes. “I know that one girl you had a crush on in college, Rachel...”

“What about her?” My cock stirred at the mention of Rachel. She was a sexy co-ed who’d never given me the time of day, sticking her nose up in the air whenever I was around. Weirdly, her dismissive attitude had only made me want her more.

“Well, I’m positive she’d want you now.”

“Are you saying...”

Ally grinned. “I’m saying you should take what you want, big brother.”

That sounded like a damn good suggestion to me.

****
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“That’s just right,” I purred, stroking the base of her throat with my fingertips. “Take that cock deep, Rachel. I know you’ve wanted it a long, long time.”

“Mmmm,” she moaned in agreement. Apparently I could plant suggestions, as well. Make her forget all the years she’d snub me and think that all this time, she’d actually been the one desiring me.

I loved being in her warm, wet mouth, hearing the nasty sloppy sounds she made as she sucked me off. But I wanted more. There was something I’d fantasized about for years, and now I was going to get it.

I pulled her to her feet, turning her so her butt was against me. “I’ve itched to be inside that hot, wet, tight little pussy of yours, slut. For a long fucking time.”

“Nnnnhhh,” she moaned, grinding her ass back against my cock. “I want you in me, sir. I want it bad.”

I tugged her jeans and panties down roughly, revealing her hot, naked slit. She was extremely wet — far wetter than I’d anticipated. Apparently giving me a blowjob really was turning her on. That, plus this whole thing — being dominated and mastered by a real alpha male.

The throbbing head of my cock pressed against her pussy lips. Slowly I pressed inside her, feeling her stretch around me.

“Ohhh, fuck. That feels amazing,” she gasped, clutching me tight. Her fingers clutched the desk in front of her as I buried myself to the hilt inside her virgin pussy. She was as snug as anything imaginable — it made me wild with lust, feeling a pussy grip my cock this way.
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Rachel Morrison.

She clearly hadn’t changed. From where I watched, sitting in my car on Brockton Street, she was the same old stuck up co-ed. Sexy as hell, but seriously snobbish.

The kind of girl you’d say needed a major attitude adjustment.

It started raining. Rachel was outside the door to Lindstone Hall, working her way through the crowd of students. She was a year behind me, so she hadn’t graduated yet.

Rachel was struggling to keep dry. Seems she’d forgotten her umbrella. I made my way out of the car and went over to her, carrying a large one of my own.

“Excuse me, miss. Maybe I could help you out.”

She blinked, looking up at me in surprise. Upon seeing me — and not knowing I was Jon Matthews, Loser Supreme, she gave me a quick, shy smile.

Shyness was something I’d never seen in Rachel.

“Um, sure. Yeah. That’d be great.”

“You’re heading into the lecture hall? I’m going that way too.” I held my umbrella up for her, shielding her from the rain. Instinctively, she curled in against me, huddling tight into my outstretched arm.

It amazed me how quickly she came to me now. Like I was her owner or something. Like a pet ready to return home to master.

Damn, where did that thought come from? I wondered. It didn’t sound anything like me.

As we entered the hall, I closed my umbrella and shook it off, scattering rain droplets over the carpeted floor. “So where were you heading?” I asked Rachel, seeing her pretty brown eyes gazing up at me.

She looked confused. Like she’d forgotten something important. “Um...I was...I don’t really even know,” she said, giggling dumbly.

I’d done a bit more reading of that book. As it turned out, I could not only use the ‘magic phrase’ to turn myself into the sexiest alpha male imaginable. I could use it to influence girls — any girl I wanted.

All I had to do was be in her presence, close enough for her to see, smell, and hear me. I could use my charisma, my sway, to get her to do anything I wanted. If I wanted Rachel to turn into a brainless, horny bimbo, whose one goal in life was getting stuffed with cock...yep, I could do it.

Rachel seemed just as susceptible to my charm as anyone.

“Mhm.” I pulled her close, brushing a droplet of water off her pretty cheek. “So your afternoon is devoted to me, right? You’ll do anything, go anywhere I want you to?”

“Yes, sir,” she breathed, looking up at me like I was the most amazing thing she’d ever seen. “I’ll do anything you want.”

Her breasts, barely covered by the thin black t-shirt she was wearing, pressed into my chest. I squeezed the left one, rubbing her puffy, hard nipple through the fabric. “No bra, I see.”

She bit down a moan, looking up at me in pure desire. She clutched my arms for support as I manipulated her breast, squeezing and mauling the firm tit, making it larger with my influence.

The book told me I could do that, as well: enhance girls however I wished. And right now, Rachel’s little B-cups were quickly turning to a C or a D, swelling and becoming the kind of full, heavy tits a pornstar would pay big bucks for.

I pulled her into a side room, knowing I needed to be inside her now. The girl who had teased and tormented me all these years was now putty in my hands. “You really don’t remember me?”

She looked up at me, confusion flashing in her pretty eyes again. “Should I?”

“I’m Jon Matthews. The guy you wouldn’t even look at for the past three years.”

She gasped. “Jon? That’s you?”

“Yep,” I said, shoving her shirt up, exposing her nipple. I sucked it hard into my mouth, making her moan.

“Ohhhh...I can’t believe it...you look so...different!”

I sucked hard, then gave her nipple a gentle bite. She gasped in response. Releasing her tit from my mouth, I chuckled. “Different. Yeah. That’s one way to put it.”

As I looked into Rachel’s eyes, seeing how horny and eager she was, my anger and lust began to mingle and rise. This girl had snubbed me for years on end. She snubbed everyone. Now I was changing her — making her horny and submissive instead of bratty, bitchy, and domineering. One good way to do that, I thought.

“I want you down on your knees,” I growled. My hand went to my belt, working my cock free. “I want you sucking this big dick, slut. You’ve ignored me long enough. Now you’re going to serve me for the rest of your life.”

Rachel just moaned in lust, taking my cock into her hand and eagerly licking up and down. “I’ll do anything for you, sir. Anything you want.”

She had that phrase down, for sure.

As I watched her eagerly take me into her mouth, I realized this had been surprisingly simple. I’d expected a fight — some resistance — but the spell had made her horny as hell and dying to get me inside her. She hadn’t noticed anyone else, despite there being plenty of people passing us by. She’d only cared about me, and meeting my needs.

Just the way I wanted it. She only had eyes for me. Doing what I wanted — what her master wanted — was the most important thing to her now.

I groaned, taking her hair in my hand. I fucked her hot, wet little throat, thrusting deep into her mouth. I relaxed her gag reflex, helping her adjust to the thick cock shuttling in and out of her lips. “That’s just right,” I purred, stroking the base of her throat with my fingertips. “Take that cock deep, Rachel. I know you’ve wanted it a long, long time.”

“Mmmm,” she moaned in agreement. Apparently I could plant suggestions, as well. Make her forget all the years she’d snub me and think that all this time, she’d actually been the one desiring me.

I loved being in her warm, wet mouth, hearing the nasty sloppy sounds she made as she sucked me off. But I wanted more. There was something I’d fantasized about for years, and now I was going to get it.

I pulled her to her feet, turning her so her butt was against me. “I’ve itched to be inside that hot, wet, tight little pussy of yours, slut. For a long fucking time.”

“Nnnnhhh,” she moaned, grinding her ass back against my cock. “I want you in me, sir. I want it bad.”

I tugged her jeans and panties down roughly, revealing her hot, naked slit. She was extremely wet — far wetter than I’d anticipated. Apparently giving me a blowjob really was turning her on. That, plus this whole thing — being dominated and mastered by a real alpha male.

The throbbing head of my cock pressed against her pussy lips. Slowly I pressed inside her, feeling her stretch around me.

“Ohhh, fuck. That feels amazing,” she gasped, clutching me tight. Her fingers clutched the desk in front of her as I buried myself to the hilt inside her virgin pussy. She was as snug as anything imaginable — it made me wild with lust, feeling a pussy grip my cock this way.

I thrust into her as hard as I could, pounding her tight snatch with a violent, driving rhythm. She gasped in time with me, pressing her cunt back into my groin, getting me as deep as possible. I felt her coming, her pussy clenching me, spasming around me. I kept on ramming into her, feeling like an unstoppable machine. My balls were full, and the need for revenge and possession too great. I had to possess her — simply had to.

“Are you on the pill?” I growled, a devilish desire filling me.

She shook her head. “No...I’m not...”

“Good.” I held back a groan at the thought of filling her tight, unprotected pussy with my sperm. “I’m going to knock you up, Rachel. You’re going to have my babies filling your sexy little womb, that firm, flat belly getting swollen with child...”

“Ohhhh fuck,” she moaned, her swollen pussy lips squeezing me tight. Her walls contracted around me as I blew inside her, my balls draining right into her hot, virgin pussy. Her body responded completely to me, giving her a hot, powerful orgasm as I pumped her full of sperm.

I held myself there inside her, catching my breath, my cock still buried deep inside. I looked down, seeing the firm, sexy globes of her ass, giving them a nice squeeze. Then I pulled out of her, letting my cock slide from her pussy. It gushed with my sperm, a thick coating of white cum trailing down her inner thighs. She leaned against the desk, still bent over, panting for breath.

“That was fucking hot,” I growled, pulling her into my arms for a kiss. “You’re mine now, you know that?”

“I’m yours forever, master.” She kissed me back lustfully, her arms going around my neck.

Feeling her soft breasts press into me, I thought about how easy this conquest had been. There were plenty more girls I had in mind to do this with. Rachel’s best friend, Sarah; one of my college professors, Angela Lawrence; and of course, the ultimate fantasy of my life: the cute girl who worked at the bookstore who I could never get to notice me.

But who would I pick? Would they all be like Rachel? And was it really going to be this easy, dominating my world, taking all the women I desired?

What else could I do with the power invested in Alice’s books, now that I knew what they contained?

I decided to go back home and investigate.

****

“Sis,” I called, “I’m home.”

There was no answer. I assumed Alice was either gone or doing something and maybe couldn’t hear me.

I went back to the living room to search for more books. I found several similar to the first, with that weird lettering and other odd phrases. This time, I delved deeper. I found instructions for all kinds of things: how to make yourself successful in business. How to influence people in any way you wanted. How to grow your garden higher than anyone else’s.

I chose the phrase to give myself a billion dollars. Nasizsuv mintult mai, read the phrase in the book. The words burned themselves into my brain like the other phrase had. The one that’d made me into an alpha male god.

I took my cell phone out and made a quick call, dialing into my bank account.

“Hello. Your current balance is: $1,000,000.”

Holy shit.

It worked.

I lowered the phone, hand shaking. Hearing footsteps behind me, I started to turn, then felt Alice’s arms sliding gently around my neck.

“Hey, big bro,” she purred, her mouth roaming next to my ear, her breath hot. “What are you up to?”

“Just pumping a billion dollars into my bank account. Did you have any idea what these books could do, sis?”

She giggled, as if she’d known about it the whole time. “Of course, silly. Besides, you totally deserve it.”

She moved around me, pressing me back into my chair and straddling my lap. “You deserve to be treated like a king, Jon. You always have.”

She ground herself back and forth on my lap, rocking her wet pussy against me. I held back a groan, squeezing her hips. “You really mean that, Ally?”

“Mmmhm.” She nuzzled my neck, coming close to kiss me. “Did you score with Rachel?”

I chuckled. “Did more than score with her. I pumped her full of my seed and — hopefully — got her pregnant.”

“Oooooh.” Alice moaned at my words, her hands coming up to cup her generous breasts. “That’s so hot, Jon. I want you to fuck me like that. Pump me full of cum. Make me pregnant, too...”

“I already did,” I said, chuckling. That didn’t stop me from sliding her skirt down, reaching into her panties, and coating my hand with her wetness, fingers rubbing her dripping slit.

“Nothing that says you can’t do it again, though, right?” she said, grinning sexily.

“Mmmhm.” Growling low in her ear, I picked her up, feeling her legs go around to straddle me. “I’m going to strip you naked, fuck those hot tits of yours, and spray my come all over you. Then I’m going to slide right into that tight little cunt of yours and fill you with more of it.”

She gasped, holding tightly to my shoulders. The thought of commanding her gorgeous, sexy little body to fulfill my every whim, to do anything I wanted, filled me with lust. But so too did the idea that the phrases contained in her bookshelf would give me the ability to do anything I wanted.

I stripped my sister naked, just as I’d promised. The sight of her sexy, lacy lingerie always did wonders for me, stirring my cock to full in just seconds. But taking her lingerie off was even better. I loved stripping her naked, getting to see that wet, hot, tight little pussy all puffy and swollen for me, just ready to get fucked.

But first I wanted to taste. I spread her legs wide and leaned in, pressing my mouth to her cunt. She moaned immediately as I licked and sucked at her wet, puffy lips, licking up and down her hot slit. “Ohhh fuck, Jon. You know just how to use that sexy mouth of yours. Don’t stop...ohhhhh!” Her hand went to my hair, clutching tight as I feasted on her juices. Her hips rocked against my face; she tried to get me as deep as she could, my tongue plunging inside her, then my fingers. I frigged her horny little pussy, bringing her right to the edge, using my tongue to swirl around her clit at the same time.

“Ohhhh god...I’m so close... you’re making me come, bro...”

“Not just yet,” I growled, getting upright and lowering my zipper. I freed my hard cock, the tip dripping precum. She licked around the head, then guided me close, getting me to the entrance of her hot, wet slit.

“Come inside me, Jon,” she begged. “I want to feel your throbbing cock in my pussy.”

Grabbing her by the hips, I plunged deep inside, groaning with lust. She felt amazing — hot, wet, and so tight. So ready for me. “It was you all this time,” I growled, clutching Ally’s hair and thrusting deep into her. “You’re the one who gave me this chance. Did you know about the books all along?”

She clutched me tight, her nails scraping down my back. “Of course I did. I knew you weren’t — ohhhh, shit! — happy,” she moaned, gasping and writhing as I hit a sensitive spot inside her. “I knew you needed something extra.”

“Then I owe you one, little sis.” I punctuated my words with deep, driving thrusts, pressing as far as I could go into my stepsister’s hot pussy.

“You don’t owe me, baby. Feeling you inside me is the best repayment I could ask for.” With that, she kissed me long, deep and hard, her beautiful long legs clutching me, pulling me as tight as she could, letting the head of my cock bottom out inside her.


I thought of all the possibilities. All the women I could fuck. The money I could have. I could own everything. Be anything. I could be a fucking billionaire. I could be a god.

There was nothing stopping me now.

The idea alone was enough to boil the cum right up in my balls, making me throb with lust. That, and the sensation of Alice’s hot cunt clenching me tight. “I’m gonna come, sis,” I growled. “Right in your womb.”

“Yessss,” she hissed, nails raking down my back. “Pump all that hot seed into me, big bro. Fill me up. Make me your slutty bimbo whore. Make me pregnant!”

I groaned at my sister’s plea, wanting more than anything to do just that. To knock her up...to see her sexy belly swollen with my child. I thrust in as far as I could go and started shooting, sending thick ropes of cum into my stepsister’s womb. Her body went into violent spasms as she came with me, gasping in lust, biting down on my shoulder. Her nails raked my neck and back; my fingers clutched her, gripping her hips. Together we were locked in a passionate, forbidden embrace, reveling in the power she had given me. The gift.

The conquest.

I gazed into her eyes, feeling the last of my cum drain from my balls directly into her womb. We gasped together, then kissed, her tongue twining with mine.

“That was fucking hot,” I said, my voice a low rumble of satisfaction.

“Yes, it was,” she said, curling up in my arms, my cock still nestled in her folds. “I love it when you fuck me like that. So rough. So hard. So dominant.”

“Hey, you’re the one who bit me.”

She chuckled, running her hands up over my chest and stomach. I did the same, feeling her soft breasts and lovely, smooth skin under my fingers.

If only I’d known the danger that was waiting for us, I wouldn’t have felt nearly so content...

****
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I turned to Megan, who looked sluttier than ever, her hips writhing lustfully. “Please, sir...put it in me. I need that big, thick cock of yours inside my pussy.”

I unzipped my pants, nodding in agreement. “Soon. But first, I want you to suck me.”

She eagerly sank to her knees, taking my hardened cock in her hands. “Oh wow,” she gasped. “It’s so big, master.” She stroked it up and down, then gave the head a slow, sensuous lick. I pressed her head further toward me, making her take me deep into her mouth.

“You’re a naughty girl,” I groaned, feeling her moaning against me and sucking me hard. Her body rocked forward so that her tits jiggled each time I thrust my cock into her mouth. “You love sucking cock. You have all this time. You’ve just been locked away in this bookstore, unable to satisfy your desires...”

“Mmmhm,” she moaned, instantly agreeing. She was fully under my sway, ready to believe anything I told her. My words sank into her psyche, becoming true in her mind.

“You know what naughty little sluts like you need?” I said, taking her hair in my hand, tugging her up to meet my eyes.

“Mmmm?” she asked, her tongue running around the tip of my cock. Then she shook her head slowly, her mouth closing around me, looking amazing, perfectly stuffed full of cock. I loved the way she looked like that — it was my fantasy of Megan, finally fulfilled.

“I’m going to fill you so full of cum, your thighs will be sticking together, your pussy leaking my seed for days. You won’t be able to walk straight for a week, I’m gonna fuck you so hard.”
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I gazed at my stepsister’s perfect body as she rode me, her pussy clenching my cock. She sat on me, straddling my hips, my cock shuttling in and out of her wet cunt. It felt amazing. And what a hell of a way to wake up.

“Who do you want to own next, brother?” she gasped, her hands sliding over my chest. Her nails scraped over my skin as she gazed into my eyes, her look of lust matching mine.

“Too many to choose,” I grunted. “How can I ever pick?”

“Who’s the one girl you’ve really wanted?” she purred, squeezing my cock perfectly with her hot, tight pussy.

“You...”

She smiled. “Besides me,” she said, squeezing her left breast.

My mind went through the list — there were a ton of hot girls I’d wanted to fuck. Strangely, the one I settled on was the cute girl at the bookstore who’d seemed sweet, approachable, always friendly. The kind of girl you could never fuck — she was just too sweet, too down to earth. Too wholesome.

“Megan,” I growled, my fingers digging into Alice’s hips. “Megan from the bookstore.”

“Megan.” She gasped, riding me faster. “Oooh, that’s hot. Her sweet, shy little face...taking your dick deep in her throat...”

“Yeah,” I grunted, feeling myself close to coming at the thought. “She’s sweet. I’m dirty. I’d corrupt her.”

Ally giggled, then gasped as my cock thrust deep inside her again. “Yes, you are dirty. But don’t you love the thought of that, big bro? Corrupting the sweet, innocent little bookstore girl? Forcing her tight, tiny little pussy to take all your big, thick cock, your hand around her throat, dominating her completely?”

My sister had a way with words. I’d give her that.

“Fuck,” I growled. The image she’d painted in my head pushed me over the brink. I grabbed Alice’s tits and squeezed hard, then pulled her nipples. “I’m gonna come. You’re fucking making me shoot, talking like that.”

“That was the whole idea,” she gasped, then shuddered in pleasure as my seed spurted up into her. Hot jets of it filled her pussy, coating her inner walls. Her nipples were so hard they felt like rocks in my fingers, her whole body quivering in unrestrained pleasure. “Ohhhh my god, Jon, you’re coming in me. So much cum in my pussy!”

She collapsed on top of me, her hair falling over my face, her cheek pressed to my chest.

As we lay there, my hand slowly rubbing her lower back, I thought through my plans. Corrupting Megan? Sounds like the name of a bad horror flick. But yeah, that’s what I’m gonna do.

I’m gonna find that sweet little bookstore girl, seduce her, and give her the fucking of her life.

****

Megan was nose-deep in a book as she sat at the front register, her pretty face now ornamented with a frown of intrigue. She looked really caught up in whatever she was reading.

At the sound of the bells jingling to signal my arrival — with Alice in tow — she looked up, giving a slight yawn. Then she smiled and stretched. “Hi there, can I help you?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice its usual low-pitched, deep, husky growl that emanated like raw sex from my diaphragm. “Actually, you can help me.”

I came toward her, watching her pretty eyes widen a bit. I guessed she was trying to recognize me; I kept my old facial structure, after all, even though now I looked totally different. As in, ripped and hot.

“Certainly, sir...” I saw the glaze of submission start to come over her eyes, her face tilting up toward me. “I’d be glad to help you with anything you need.” I knew she meant it in terms of finding books...but my mind went to other possibilities. Especially since she said it with a slightly seductive, sultry note — she couldn’t help it. The minute she saw me, she’d be attracted powerfully to me, thanks to the magic phrase.

As she led us into the back area, where the books about fantasy and magic were housed, my sister leaned in close. “I can see why you were interested in her,” she whispered. “She’s sure a hottie.”

The possibility that Alice was bi had crossed my mind a few times — but I’d obviously never had a chance to see that in action. Now, the thought of her with another woman, especially one as cute as Megan, was proving to be highly enticing.

“You want her?” I asked, pulling Alice aside. “Do you want to have her first?”

She licked her lower lip, eyeing Megan’s cute little ass under her jeans. “She’s yours to claim, brother. Not mine.”

“I know. But I’m giving you the chance to take her first. I’ll still have her, she’ll still belong to me...” I looked back at Megan, who was stacking a row of books up. She turned toward us, carrying them in her hands. Her ample breasts pushed out over the top of the stack, making my mouth water.

“But you can have the first go,” I continued, grinning back to Alice.

My stepsister was obviously tempted. Giving me a sultry look, she nodded. “All right. I’ll do the seduction, then.”

I watched as Alice turned toward her, guiding Megan over to an adjoining counter, taking the stack of books from her. She set them down. The two of them began talking, Megan clearly taking a shine to my sister. Before I knew what was happening, Alice was lifting Megan’s shirt, putting her hand on her boob.

Megan moaned softly, gazing at Alice with longing. She pressed her breast further into my sister’s hand, clearly enjoying it.

“We’re not supposed to be doing this,” I heard Megan say as I approached slowly, still keeping a low profile.

“I know,” Alice agreed, lifting the cup of Megan’s bra to expose her fully-hardened nipple, “But we’ll be quiet. No one will know.”

With that, she sucked the hard tip into her mouth. Megan gasped, cradling my sister’s hair as she sucked on each of her swollen tits.

I saw the look in Megan’s eyes — one of pure, submissive lust. She tangled her fingers in Alice’s hair, letting my sister work her way down her sexy body. Alice’s fingers went to Megan’s skirt, unzipping it and helping the smaller woman tug it down her full hips. I watched as Alice moved her panties to the side, spreading Megan’s dripping slit wide open with her fingertips, then going in for a series of long, slow licks.

Megan gasped and spread her legs wide, wrapping one around Alice’s shoulders. I knew that look — it was the same look women gave me when I was drawing them into my trancelike power. Had Alice experimented with the books herself? Had she, too, memorized the secret phrase?

I was starting to think so.

Ally took a slim pink dildo from her pocket, still licking Megan’s dripping pussy. I watched the cute, bookish blonde start to play with her tits. I also heard Alice murmuring something against her pussy lips, Megan eliciting a gasp at her words.

To my amazement, the smaller woman began to change. Her breasts grew bigger, the tips dripping milk. Her pussy got wetter and more swollen, gushing liquid arousal. Her tummy got tighter and sexier, her ass bigger and fuller. Her hair lengthened, growing out to bimbo-esque lengths, falling in waves around her shoulders. Alice stood, clearly pleased with her handiwork — and then pressed the dildo deep inside her.

Megan started to gasp uncontrollably, her whole body writhing and shuddering. Her gaze turned to me, locking on. I moved to her, taking her hair in my hand and angling her head back, going in for a kiss. “You look like the perfect little bimbo slut now,” I purred against her lips. “Isn’t this what you always wanted?”

“Yes, master!” she gasped as Alice worked the thick toy in and out of her dripping cunt. “This is what I’ve always craved in my deepest fantasies!”

I sucked on her left nipple, drawing it deep into my mouth. Her sweet, creamy milk dripped onto my tongue, tasting delicious. I nursed each of her swollen tits, licking and sucking hungrily. All the while, Alice used her tongue and fingers, along with the dildo, to stimulate Megan’s pussy, quickly bringing her to the edge.

“Ohhhh fuck,” she groaned as my sister and I feasted on her together. “I’m gonna come...”

In response, Alice plunged the dildo deeper, sucking hard on Megan’s clit at the same time. I squeezed her breasts, clutching the full mounds hard, still sucking on her flowing milk. Her body shuddered with pleasure, a powerful orgasm washing over her, making her scream in ecstasy. “Ohhhh my god, I’m coming...I’m coming!” She writhed and bucked against Alice’s mouth, her pussy clenching around the thick dildo inside her. I watched as it lewdly moved in and out of her hungry pussy, amazed that she could take such a thick object so deep.

Guess that means she won’t have any problem taking other things so deep... like the ten inch cock in my pants that’s just aching to be satisfied.

Megan’s fingers drove into my arms as I sucked her creamy nipples, getting every last milky drop. As she came down from her orgasm, Alice pulled the dildo from her cunt; it dripped lewdly with her juices. Al smiled at me, then sucked the tip of the dildo, taking it deep between her lips, licking it clean.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” I growled.

“You know what else would be hot?” Al said in a teasing voice.

“What?”

“If you fucked her, right here and now. Look how bad she wants it.”

I turned to Megan, who looked sluttier than ever, her hips writhing lustfully. “Please, sir...put it in me. I need that big, thick cock of yours inside my pussy.”

I unzipped my pants, nodding in agreement. “Soon. But first, I want you to suck me.”

She eagerly sank to her knees, taking my hardened cock in her hands. “Oh wow,” she gasped. “It’s so big, master.” She stroked it up and down, then gave the head a slow, sensuous lick. I pressed her head further toward me, making her take me deep into her mouth.

“You’re a naughty girl,” I groaned, feeling her moaning against me and sucking me hard. Her body rocked forward so that her tits jiggled each time I thrust my cock into her mouth. “You love sucking cock. You have all this time. You’ve just been locked away in this bookstore, unable to satisfy your desires...”

“Mmmhm,” she moaned, instantly agreeing. She was fully under my sway, ready to believe anything I told her. My words sank into her psyche, becoming true in her mind.

“You know what naughty little sluts like you need?” I said, taking her hair in my hand, tugging her up to meet my eyes.

“Mmmm?” she asked, her tongue running around the tip of my cock. Then she shook her head slowly, her mouth closing around me, looking amazing, perfectly stuffed full of cock. I loved the way she looked like that — it was my fantasy of Megan, finally fulfilled.

“I’m going to fill you so full of cum, your thighs will be sticking together, your pussy leaking my seed for days. You won’t be able to walk straight for a week, I’m gonna fuck you so hard.”

She shivered in pleasure, her body going slack at my words. She let go of me, my cock slipping from her mouth with a pop as she sank to her knees, presenting her sexy little ass for me. She tugged her skirt and panties down further, showing me her dripping cunt in all its glory.

“Please, master,” she purred, spreading her pussy lips wide with both hands, fingers lewdly stretching her cunt apart. “Do it. Fill me up with that huge cock. Pump me full of sperm!”

I swiped my finger over her pussy, feeling her dripping juices coating my skin. I smiled and plunged myself inside her, filling her to the hilt. She squealed in pleasure as I slid my cock deep inside, my balls flush against her ass.

“Ohhhh, shit,” she moaned, thrusting back into me as I pumped into her with violent, fast thrusts. I watched Alice get on the desk, spreading her legs, reaching lustfully for her own dripping pussy, which she rubbed furiously in time with me. We locked eyes, sharing our conquest over Megan. Connecting in our own twisted, sexy little way.

Is she as dark as I am, inside? I wondered. She’s read the phrases too. She must have. Which makes us the same, in some way...

“I’m gonna fill you up,” I purred, still fucking Megan, though I was looking straight at Alice . “Gonna make you carry my babies, now and forever...pump you so full you can’t even take it. Your cunt will be overflowing.” My voice was a harsh growl. “You’ll want me every day, unable to tear yourself away from me. You’re going to beg me, daily, to take my cock in your pussy. You’re going to beg to suck me off. To let me fill your hot little ass with my cum. To fuck you hard and raw, til you can barely walk at all...”

I thrust into her harder and faster, over and over, building up a furious rhythm. All the while, Megan was moaning in time with my words; they sent her into spasms, making her come violently on my thrusting cock. I felt her clenching me and spasming.

“Oh my god...ohmygodohmygod!” she cried, her whole body slack with pleasure. She bucked wildly against me as her orgasm hit. I buried my face deep into her hair, my lips at her neck as I groaned, coming hard. My load shot into her, filling her with my cum. She was so sticky and wet and hot inside, and as I gave one last, hard thrust, she squealed in pleasure, totally satisfied.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped. “That was so hot.”

“Yeah...it was,” agreed Alice, her fingers slowing at her pussy. She’d come as well; her face was flushed, her pussy dripping hot juices around her fingers. She pulled them free and sucked on them, giving me a languid, satisfied, ultra-sexy smile. “I love watching you fill your horny bimbo babes with cum, brother.”

I stood, removing my cock from Megan’s tight hole. Her pussy gushed hot cum, the white fluid seeping out and trickling down her thighs. I couldn’t enjoy the sight for long, though.

“What the fuck is going on here?” a voice demanded from the side entrance.

I looked over. A ragingly hot, incredibly angry blonde was standing in the doorway, hands on her hips. Her name tag read Becca. And beneath that, Asst. Manager.

Shit. We’d been busted.

“Uhhh, sorry. We’ll just be leaving now.”

“Oh no you won’t,” she said.

I elected her to call the cops — at worst, to give us a lecture and throw us out. But I was completely shocked when something else happened.

Becca raised her hand, a faint white glow coming from around it, swirling over her skin. “Sa’uw fus runhul hukwe,” she intoned. The words were familiar and harsh — I recognized them. The same language that had been in the books at my sister’s house. The magic phrase.

“Klunyul dashes savus resu!” she finished, her hand still outstretched. I felt my power, my very essence seeping from my body, moving in thick red tendrils from my chest into Becca’s outstretched hand. I sank to the floor, feeling as if I’d run a marathon and all my energy was depleted. Alice rushed to my side, yelling something, though I couldn’t make out the words.

I felt my stepsister’s arms go around me as I sank to the floor — and then the world went black.
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“Good girl. Very good girl indeed.” I pressed harder on her clit, feeling her throb against me.

“Ohhhh fuck,” she groaned, writhing at her bonds. I wanted to free her to feel her touch me, but she looked awfully sexy all tied up and helpless like this. So instead, I kept up my stroking, probing deep inside her horny pussy with my fingers and toying with her clit. I sucked hard on the supple bud until she screamed in pleasure, her body contracting. She was coming, and coming hard.

As I sucked on her clit, feeling her juices flooding my face, Alice came in and put her hands on Becca’s face. She kissed her long and hard; I glanced up, seeing the same kind of kiss I had given, one intended to probe, to seduce, to search Becca’s mind.

Then, apparently satisfied with whatever information she had withdrawn, my sister turned the kiss with Becca more passionate. Her tongue entwined with the hot blonde’s, her fingers tracing Becca’s face. Becca moaned into Alice’s lips, kissing her back lustfully as she ground her hips against my face.

Alice released her, stroking Becca’s face gently. “Mmmm...she tastes very good,” Ally said, smiling in pleasure.
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I dreamed restlessly. I don’t know how long, but it was a while.

The dreams just kept looping over and over — more like a nightmare, honestly. I was walking through the halls at Richmond State University again. One of the girls I’d liked — a super cute TA with dyed green and purple hair — kept ignoring me. I’d call out to her, waving my arms and shouting — but she wouldn’t even look my way.

To make matters worse, the school was on fire. But she just kept walking down the hall, as if I wasn’t even there, the whole place going up in flames. Her name was Gwen.

“Gwen!” I kept shouting. Smoke was rising on either side, filling my lungs. She didn’t pay me any attention.

Just as the flames engulfed me, searing my flesh, I woke up, gasping for breath.

“What the...what happened?”

I looked around. I was in bed — but not at home. I didn’t even recognize wherever we were.

I say we because my stepsister Alice was in bed with me, curled up against my side.

She fluttered her eyes open as I woke. “Finally. I thought you were dreaming. You kept murmuring in your sleep.”

“Sorry. I was having bad dreams.” I frowned, rubbing my head. “What the hell happened? Where’d that girl from the store go?”

“Becca? I took care of her...for the moment.” Alice gestured to the chair nearby, where the blonde assistant manager of Megan’s bookstore was tied up and apparently unconscious.

“Shit. What’d she do? She said something, didn’t she? She used magic?”

Alice sat up, nodding. As she did, the sheets slid down her body, revealing her pert breasts and hard little nipples. “Like me, she is a powerful magistrix. She’s read the books, just like you and I have.”

My suspicions were confirmed. “So you have the same power I do.”

Alice nodded, moving close to stroke my chest. As she did, I looked down, seeing a faint glow light up along my pecs. She traced a pattern onto me, and as her fingers dusted my skin, the pattern stayed.

She was engraving me. Giving me runes.

The magical, tattooed energy transfixed me. I felt my power returning — whatever Becca had done, Alice was now reversing. As if someone lit a fire inside me, my motivation and drive was restored. I would find the source of the power and contain it for good. I would ensure that no one could ever touch me — or Alice — again.

Who would do that though?

As I thought through possibilities, I had to wonder. Why would I dream about Gwen, of all people, now?

True, she’d always pissed me off, the way she ignored me like I wasn’t even real.

But why dream about her...unless it meant something?

“You look troubled, brother.” Alice’s fingers came to a halt. “What’s on your mind?”

“My dream.” I put my hand over hers, stroking her palm. “I dreamed about Gwen.”

I’d told her plenty of stores, so she knew exactly what I was thinking. “You did?”

“Yes. And I can’t help thinking...”

As I started, Becca stirred, groaning softly. “What the hell happened...”

“I’d like it if you filled us in on that, too,” I growled, getting out of bed. I went to her, kneeling by the bound woman. “That spell you cast. Where’d you learn it?”

She glared at me, staying silent.

All right, then. Leaning in, I softly caressed her cheek, insinuating my power, letting it flow from my fingers into her mind and soul. Her mouth opened, lips parting — she gasped softly in surprise, the look on her face melting. From anger it changed to one of submission and compliance — and lust.

“Let’s try again. Where did you learn to use magic, Becca?”

My thumb moved to her lower lip, brushing over it. She took it slowly into her mouth, licking and sucking on it like a cock. She released it gently and and said, “I learned from my mistress, sir.”

“And your mistress, who is that?”

“My mistress is...Gaaahhh....ggghhhhh....” Her eyes rolled back in her head as she tried to answer, spittle forming at the sides of her mouth.

Alice came up to me, putting her hand on my shoulder. “She’s had a locking spell placed on her. She can’t say her mistress’ name.”

Interesting. “Is there any way you can undo the spell?”

She shook her head. “Not without the proper reagent. I’d need to research that further, to find out what it is.”

“I see.” I nodded, my hand moving lower down Becca’s supple body. “Well, let’s file that away. For now, let’s see what else she can tell us.”

My hand went to Becca’s shirt, tugging it down to expose her hardened nipples. “No bra, I see. Did your mistress really instruct you to be such a naughty girl?”

Becca shivered under my touch. “I do whatever she pleases, sir.”

Despite having a mistress, someone other than me in control of her, Becca seemed willing and compliant. Maybe even susceptible. “Can I influence her?” I asked, turning to Alice. “Undo whoever’s hold is on her now...make her mine instead?”

“I don’t know. It would take a very powerful mage indeed, to do that. But you, brother...” Her fingers caressed my shoulder. “You are powerful. If anyone could, it would be you.”

That was all I needed to hear. I leaned in close to Becca, my lips brushing hers. The kiss was light at first, my tongue sliding over her lips. My other hand went to her breast, kneading the flesh in my hand, my fingers squeezing her hardened nipple. She moaned into my mouth as the kiss grew harder, my tongue sliding between her lips.

I broke the kiss and looked deep into her eyes. “Are you ready to do my will, Becca?”

“Yes,” she gasped, gazing at me lustfully. “I’ll do anything you want, sir.”

“Anything?” I felt between her thighs; she was wet and ready, her panties soaked.

“Anything...you just say the word and I’m yours.”

I smiled in satisfaction. My hands worked their way down her body, squeezing her breasts, sliding low into her panties. She was sticky and warm, my finger slipping inside her. I teased her, proving her slippery folds with the long digit, enjoying her gasp of breath as I played with her wet cunt.

“From now on, Becca,” I said, whispering low in her ear, “You belong to me. You’ll do my will and no one else’s. Whoever you belonged to before...forget them.”

Her eyes turned glassier, her pussy pressing into my finger. I stroked her clit and she gasped, leaning in close like she was going to kiss me.

“I belong to you, master,” she murmured. “Just you.”

“Good girl. Just like that. In and out...in and out...” I spoke in time with the thrusting of my finger, sliding it in and out of her slippery wet pussy. It throbbed around me, contracting hard — and I sensed she was getting close.

She bucked against my fingers, her back arching. She closed her eyes, sighing in satisfaction. “Ooooh, master. That feels so good. You’re gonna make me come...”

“Tell me what this magic is. What it means.” I stroked her clit slowly, whispering into her ear.

Her eyes flicked open, like she was retrieving some long-hidden information tucked away in her mind. “The magic...it comes from the books. They were written over a thousand years ago, by ancient scribes. Intended to bring a man the knowledge he desires — everything he desires.” Her gaze flicked to Alice. “Or a woman.”

Her lips curling in a knowing smile, Alice nodded.

“Are there boundaries on it? Anything we can’t do?” I asked, stroking her folds with teasing motions.

“No,” she gasped. “The power is unlimited. Unless...”

“Unless what?”

“Unless a more powerful mage comes up against you, then uses your own power to take you down.”

Which is what my unknown assailant — whoever had controlled Becca in the first place — was planning to do.

I needed to find out who this person was. Becca couldn’t tell me...but she could let me inside. Then I could find out for myself.

Leaning in close, my hand going to her chin, I angled her head toward me and gave her a long, probing kiss. Her eyes fluttered closed and she leaned into me, moaning softly. I delved into her mind with my own, searching for answers, using the method Alice had taught me.

The walls of Becca’s mind were blank, as if someone had erased everything there. I guessed that was from the command I had given her, to forget what she had known. But I found something...

A shimmering figure, clearly female, with long hair that fell behind her shoulders. She was silhouetted — I couldn’t see her face — but I heard something whispered from her lips.

“1429 Madison Street...Downtown Boston.”

An address?

She’d given me an address!

Breaking the kiss, I pulled back and looked at Becca triumphantly. “Good girl. Very good girl indeed.” I pressed harder on her clit, feeling her throb against me.

“Ohhhh fuck,” she groaned, writhing at her bonds. I wanted to free her to feel her touch me, but she looked awfully sexy all tied up and helpless like this. So instead, I kept up my stroking, probing deep inside her horny pussy with my fingers and toying with her clit. I sucked hard on the supple bud until she screamed in pleasure, her body contracting. She was coming, and coming hard.

As I sucked on her clit, feeling her juices flooding my face, Alice came in and put her hands on Becca’s face. She kissed her long and hard; I glanced up, seeing the same kind of kiss I had given, one intended to probe, to seduce, to search Becca’s mind.

Then, apparently satisfied with whatever information she had withdrawn, my sister turned the kiss with Becca more passionate. Her tongue entwined with the hot blonde’s, her fingers tracing Becca’s face. Becca moaned into Alice’s lips, kissing her back lustfully as she ground her hips against my face.

Alice released her, stroking Becca’s face gently. “Mmmm...she tastes very good,” Ally said, smiling in pleasure.

I let go of her clit, feeling Becca coming down from her orgasm. She panted in her seat; I went to her bindings, freeing her from the ropes Ally’d used to tie her. Then, picking her up, I carried Becca to the bed and set her down on her back, spreading her legs.

“You want this, don’t you?” I asked, my hard cock springing free. I rubbed it slowly up and down her wet slit.

“Yes,” she panted, rubbing her folds against me. “Please, master. Fuck me!”

“Do it,” Alice whispered in my ear, giving my neck a long, slow lick that sent shivers down my spine. “Fuck the little slut like she deserves.”

Slowly I pressed into her, letting my cock slide deep into her sopping wet folds. She gripped my body, spreading her legs wide, guiding my cock as far into her as it would go. Once I’d bottomed out inside her, she gasped in pleasure, clutching tightly to my arms.

“Fuck me, sir. Fuck me hard. Fill me up. I deserve to get a good, hard, rough fucking from you!”

Her body arched as she ground her hips against me, my cock going even deeper. I gripped the silk sheets, thrusting in hard, feeling her wet pussy contract and squeeze around my cock. My balls throbbed with need; I had to come, and soon.

“Come inside her,” Alice purred, her fingers stroking my back. She kissed along my shoulders and neck as I fucked hard into Becca’s tight cunt. “Fill her up. Give her all that hot, thick cum.”

I groaned in pleasure, feeling Alice’s nails scratch down my back as Becca’s pussy clenched me hard. She gasped and writhed, legs clasping around me. Her big tits bounced and I grabbed them, holding tight and squeezing as my cock plowed into her, spreading her wide. “That’s it, master. Fuck your slut’s pussy. Fuck me hard...fill me!”

“I’m gonna do more than that. I’m gonna knock you up. All that hot seed inside you is going to go straight to your womb. You’re going to be pregnant with my child...forced. Are you ready for that?”

“Yes!” she screamed, driven mad with lust at the idea. “Force me, sir. Make me take your cum! Fuck me full of it, give me your baby!”

I groaned, thrusting in several times hard, pressing the tip of my dick to her womb. I felt myself release, my balls throbbing in pleasure as I shot a huge, thick load into her. My cream spilled out around my cock inside her, trickling down her inner thighs. I loved it, forcing her to get pregnant by me, to take all that hot come in her womb. To be swollen with child, my child, fucked the way she deserved.

“You’re mine now,” I whispered, my fingers tangled tight in her hair. I buried my face in her neck, shuddering as the last of my load spurted into her. I gave a few last pumps with my cock, ensuring I had pressed my semen as far into her as it would go, then holding deep inside. I wanted all that milky cum as deep in her fertile womb as I could get it.

“Yes,” she purred, her nails lightly scratching up and down my arms, then over my broad, muscled back. “I’m yours forever, sir. Oh shit, there’s so much cum...I’ve never been so fucking filled before.”

I pulled back, removing my cock from her folds, watching as thick semen rolled out of her wet pussy. She was right. There was a lot.

“You found out what you needed?” my sister whispered, nuzzling my ear.

“Yes. I’ve got the address.”

Now all we needed was to go after this person, this mysterious entity. The one who was trying to bring me down.

****

“Everything packed?” I asked Alice. We’d brought everything we could think of: food, water, flashlights, tasers...and of course, the books.

We had no idea what we were up against, so it made sense to be prepared.

She nodded, coming to sit beside me. “We’re ready when you are, Jon.”

I looked over. Waiting with her were Megan and Becca, who still looked a bit glassy-eyed. I wondered if it was just from the fuck, or if something else was going on in her mind. Maybe too much stimulation — between me and whoever else had been in there, controlling her.

“Okay, everyone get ready, then. We’re heading out.”

As I went to start the car, Megan followed behind me. She came up to me, pressing her body into mine. I noticed her hair had developed pink highlights at the tips; a change I found quite appealing.

“Are you sure this will be safe, master?” she asked, pouting. “I don’t want you in any danger.”

“We’ll be fine, sweetheart.” I pulled her into my arms, squeezing her ass with a lustful growl. “And when we’re done, Daddy’s gonna fuck you good and hard.”

I leaned in, nuzzling her neck. She giggled, raising her head to give me better access. My fingers squeezed her ass, then her breasts, moving over the full, heavy orbs with delight. She felt so fucking good, I wanted to drop everything and fuck her right here.

“Sorry to interrupt,” said a voice behind me. It was Becca. “But we’re not going on this little trip after all.”

I turned in confusion. Becca stood there, holding some kind of silvery, metallic-looking gun at me. Like something out of a science fiction flick. “Becca? What...”

“Master?” she said, her voice harsh. She let out a giggle, sounding nothing like the soft, submissive slut she was before. “I think you’re mistaken. You’re not my master... Gwen is.”

Before I could say anything, Becca fired the gun — and everything flashed white.
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I rubbed my cock up and down her wet slit, teasing her, making her writhe back against me, trying to get me inside.

“Ohhhh, just fuck me!” she begged. “Please!”

“Fuck me...what?”

She closed her eyes, grimacing — still resisting, but wanting it too bad to stop. “Please...sir...fuck me!”

Tugging her soaking wet panties down between her knees, I slid my cock between her thighs, caressing her smooth, supple ass. She braced herself, clutching the car frame tightly. Her ass shoved out toward me, eager to get my fat, thick cock into her cunt. I thrust deeper, sliding between her folds, feeling her gush around me as her inner walls welcomed me inside. This was as much about me claiming ownership as it was about the fuck itself — but goddamn, she felt so wet and tight inside. It was like her pussy had renewed itself, growing tighter than ever before.

“I’m gonna fill you,” I grunted, gripping her hips and thrusting deep and hard. Her breasts pressed into the car, her pink, hard little nipples flattened against it. I reached for them, my hands grasping her tits and squeezing, rolling my fingertips around the hard little points of her nipples.
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I heard Megan’s scream in the background, then Alice’s. Fumbling for balance, I gripped the side of the car, trying to see through the white blaze of smoke. She’d shot me — whatever that gun was, she’d definitely hit. I felt weird — lightheaded and foggy — but I was still conscious.

“Becca, what the fuck...”

“Shit,” I heard her mumbling in the background. “I pressed the wrong one!”

I looked down at my body. My muscles were growing even more. The bulge in my trousers thickened, getting bigger. Everything...

I was becoming even more massive, more alpha.

I heard a groan, a female voice — as if coming from somewhere else, somewhere ethereal. “Becca, I can’t believe you. How hard is it to press a fucking button?”

I knew that voice. Gwen.

This whole time, it had been her.

“I’m so sorry, mistress,” Becca blubbered. “Let me try again...”

I saw her aiming the gun at me through the cloud of white smoke. But I was lightning fast this time. Whatever she’d done when she pressed the “wrong” button, it had amplified everything — my muscles, my cock, my reflexes. My sex drive.

I moved before she could, taking her wrist and twisting. She gasped in pain and dropped the silvery gun. I kicked it over to Alice, who grabbed it from the floor.

I twisted Becca’s arm behind her, pinning her to the car. “You betrayed me,” I growled in her ear, half-angry, half-crazed with lust. “You little bitch.”

“I’ll never serve you,” she spat. “Gwen’s the only one I’m truly loyal to.”

I yanked her shirt down, freeing her big, swaying tits. Roughly squeezing one in my hand, I felt as much as heard her gasp. Without thinking she pressed her ass into my crotch, rubbing it slowly against my groin.

“So it was all an act?” I demanded. “This whole time, you were pretending to serve me?”

“She had control the whole time,” Alice said, her tone derisive, reprimanding. “She tried to fuck you over, master.”

“She’s going to get her punishment for that.” I yanked Becca’s shorts down, freeing the sexy, thick globes of her ass. I spanked her hard, my hand coming down repeatedly on her firm ass. She cried out every time, clutching the car. By the time I was done, her ass was red and her pussy was leaking. She was very, very wet.

“Seems someone enjoys getting a good spanking,” I said, my voice a rough growl. “Don’t want you enjoying this too much. It’s punishment, not reward.” I turned her around. “On your knees. Suck me.” I presented my cock for her, the huge, dripping shaft swinging lewdly in front her pretty face.

She glared up at me, though I saw the flicker of lust in her eyes. She couldn’t help it. Despite still being loyal to Gwen, she was turned on by me: by everything about me. My smell, my presence, my dominance. My control.

“Go on,” I growled. “Suck it.”

I took her hair in my hand and forced her face onto me. She resisted a little at first, but the second my cock slid into her mouth she relaxed. It was instinctive. She was horny. I’d felt how wet she was myself.

My hand loosened in her hair as she began to suck willingly, her head bobbing back and forth on my cock. She tried to glare up at me, but her face betrayed her, giving way to a look of sheer pleasure. She moaned around my fat dick in her mouth, sucking long and hard on the thick dripping shaft.

“Looks perfect like that,” I grunted, fingers tightening in her hair again. “Your mouth looks amazing, stuffed full of cock. Keep sucking, my little slut.”

She moaned, sucking me hard, her tongue swirling around my tip. Then she took me all the way in deep, my cock hitting the back of her throat. I groaned and held her hair, fucking her face, thrusting deep. Using her mouth to get myself off. It was the dirtiest thing I’d done and she was loving it, rubbing her horny slit as I fucked her face.

“Love sucking that cock, don’t you?” I said, groaning in lust. “You just love being my dirty little cocksucking slut. You may be in love with Gwen, but you’re obviously a whore for my cock.” I said it loud enough that if Gwen was listening — which I hoped she was — she’d hear every word.

Becca’s mouth slid off my cock. Her lips were pink and puffy and wet from being stuffed full of dick. Despite the glare she threw at me, the words coming from her mouth made no mistake about how much she loved this: “Goddamn, I love sucking your big, hard cock. It’s so fucking huge,” she growled.

“Yeah, it is,” I agreed, “and you’ll love it inside you. I’m gonna come in that tight little slit of yours. Your’e going to be leaking my come for days. You’d hate that, wouldn’t you? Walking around with my seed deep in your womb, my brat filling your belly, forced to carry my child even though you’re in love with Gwen.”

She moaned as I tugged her to her feet, turning her, pushing her roughly against the car. Her big tits pressed into the metal, naked, nipples hard, as I felt along the contour of her wet, dripping slit. “Look how wet this pussy is. So ready for my cock,” I grunted.

“Fuck me, you bastard,” she pleaded.

“Every time you take a step, you’ll think about how I came in you. You’ll be leaking my come for days. You’ll feel it dripping down your legs, and you’ll feel it moving inside you, making you nice and pregnant. Just like you’ve secretly wanted all this time,” I said, grabbing her tits and giving them a rough squeeze. I rubbed my cock up and down her wet slit, teasing her, making her writhe back against me, trying to get me inside.

“Ohhhh, just fuck me!” she begged. “Please!”

“Fuck me...what?”

She closed her eyes, grimacing — still resisting, but wanting it too bad to stop. “Please...sir...fuck me!”

Tugging her soaking wet panties down between her knees, I slid my cock between her thighs, caressing her smooth, supple ass. She braced herself, clutching the car frame tightly. Her ass shoved out toward me, eager to get my fat, thick cock into her cunt. I thrust deeper, sliding between her folds, feeling her gush around me as her inner walls welcomed me inside. This was as much about me claiming ownership as it was about the fuck itself — but goddamn, she felt so wet and tight inside. It was like her pussy had renewed itself, growing tighter than ever before.

“I’m gonna fill you,” I grunted, gripping her hips and thrusting deep and hard. Her breasts pressed into the car, her pink, hard little nipples flattened against it. I reached for them, my hands grasping her tits and squeezing, rolling my fingertips around the hard little points of her nipples. “I’m gonna make you fat with my babies, slut. There’s no way around it. You’re trapped with me now and forever.”

Becca shuddered and gave a sob, babbling in lust. “Ohhhh, fuck. I’m gonna come.” Pleasure and pain warred in her body, her hips writhing against me in bliss. I squeezed her nipples tight, twisting and tugging. I shoved my dick into her hard and fast, giving her deep, plunging thrusts that probed the core of her pussy every time, hitting her womb with my cockhead. Her cunt throbbed around me, her head throwing back, her orgasm crashing down on her. “Ohhhhh my god!”

“Fuck,” I groaned, coming hard, my face buried in her soft hair, rubbing the side of her neck. My dick pumped fast and hard, deep inside her pussy. My cum flooded into her, and it felt as though her pussy was expanding, throbbing around me, trying to get as much of my seed inside her fertile womb as possible. In some strange way, it felt as though she wanted to be ruled by me, to be taken and fucked hard, to be mine — even though she still belonged to Gwen.

Our bodies stayed like that, locked together, my cock draining the last of my seed into her. I gave her tits a final squeeze and pumped my cock once more between her legs. I pulled out, seeing my glistening, thick cum oozing down her pussy lips, then onto her inner thigh. I stepped back, observing my conquest, seeing her body breathless and panting there against the car, completely, thoroughly fucked.

“I’m still not sure that really counted as punishment,” whispered Alice into my ear. She gave me a raised eyebrow.

“Probably not. But we’ve got bigger issues.” I looked to the silver gun in her hand. “Bring that. We’re gonna go find Gwen.”

****

Since I had the address of Gwen’s apartment, 1429 Madison Street, I knew where to go. I drove fast, watching Becca (who was once again bound and secured in the backseat) from my rearview mirror. The girls were sitting on either side of her, making sure she couldn’t get up to anything.

Looking at Becca’s bindings, I thought about how it would be if Gwen were the one tied up. I liked the thought of that — too much. My cock throbbed at the idea of Gwen’s tight, hot little body all secured and bound, ropes around her breasts, a gag in her mouth, her legs spread wide for me to get access to her dripping cunt.

Somehow I don’t think it’s gonna be that easy.

When we got to the apartment, I told Megan to watch Becca and brought Alice inside with me. She still had the silver gun, which neither of us was eager to use. If Becca’d pulled the “wrong” trigger before, it would be all too easy for us to make the same mistake.

And the last thing I wanted was to enhance Gwen’s power.

We made our way inside, looking around warily. The lights were on, so someone was definitely home. The apartment was clean and well-furnished, expensive-looking. Gwen had graduated around the same time I did, so I guessed she had a job and a good one at that. Unless she had some other way of paying the bills, like that billion dollar phrase I’d found buried in our magic books.

We approached the kitchen. It smelled like brewed tea leaves. Gwen was sitting there, legs crossed, watching us intently as we entered. “About time you came.”

“Your little slut’s tied up in the car. If you want her back, you’re going to have to cooperate,” I growled.

“Cooperate?” Gwent smiled. “Jon, you’re mistaken if you think I want to be your enemy. On the contrary — I was hoping we could join up.”

I narrowed my eyes. “All those years you ignored me, now you suddenly want to be my friend?”

“Well, why not?” She hopped down from the counter. I saw that she was wearing just a thin black robe that came down to her upper thighs, leaving plenty of full, heavy cleavage showing. She came toward me, hips swaying seductively, her tongue flicking out over her lips. Her dyed purple-green hair fell around her shoulders, adding shimmering color and plenty for me to pull on.

Damnit. She’s your enemy. Not a girl for you to fuck.

But Gwen clearly wasn’t thinking along those lines, at all. She smiled up at me, coming close, her sweet strawberry scent invading my senses. She put her arms around my neck, pressing her full breasts into my chest. “I really think we’d work much better together as a team. You’re a powerful magic user, Jon — and so am I. Think of the things we could do together.”

Unable to resist her supple body against mine, I moved my hands to her hips, letting them slide to her ass, which I squeezed through the robe. She bit her lip and gently ground her pussy against my thigh.

“Are you sure about this?” asked Alice from beside me. “What if she’s trying to screw us over?”

“I’ll swear on the book. You brought it, right? The one that gave you your power?”

I nodded. Looking to Alice, I saw that she was holding it as I’d instructed.

“Will that work?” I asked my stepsister. “If she swears on the book, will it hold?”

Alice nodded. “That’s the truest way for us to bind together. If she swears a pact to you, it can’t be broken except by magical means. And only you would have them.”

I looked back to Gwen, who nodded. “We’d make an agreement. Partners. Share our conquests...our holdings...our women.”

My fingers went to her throat, caressing, then holding her in a dominant grip. “I don’t want partners. I want ownership.”

“Of me?” she challenged.

“Yes.”

Her lips curled in a slight smirk. Though I definitely saw a flicker of desire in her gaze, she seemed determined to make me work for her. “Then you’re going to have to earn me.”

“How am I supposed to do that?”

She licked her lips, her fingers brushing over my bulge. “Through a duel.”

“A duel? What is this, medieval England?”

She chuckled. Her fingers clasped my hardness, rubbing up and down. “You’d just love to see me on my knees, wouldn’t you? Sucking your big, hard shaft between my lips.” Her gaze fell to my crotch. “I can’t say I wouldn’t love that, too. But like I said...A duel. A magical duel. If you can beat me, then I’m your prize, Jon.”

Magic. Well, we seem to have enough of that to go between us.

“Fine. A duel it is.” I leaned in close, my lips at her ear. “And when I win, I get to fuck that hot, wet cunt of yours, Gwen. You’ll be mine.”

She shivered slightly — my words had their intended effect, to throw her off her game. But more than that — I knew she was into me. She wanted me just as much as I did her — even though I hated her at the same time.

“You hate me, don’t you?” I asked, needing to know if she felt the same.

“Yes,” she hissed. “I have all these years. I ignored you in those hallways at school...it was the only defense I had.”

“Why?” I growled, as much with lust as anger. My cock, hard as a rock, throbbed in her grasp.

“Because,” she said, rubbing me slowly and teasingly, “You had everything. Privilege. Success. It was easy for you to slide through your classes. You were just smart...and I was nobody.”

Her fingers clutched tighter around my girth. She unzipped my pants, reaching in and taking my cock out. She stroked the head slowly, coating my shaft in precum. “Fuck, I want to put this in my mouth right now,” she moaned. “But I won’t. I’m going to show you who’s the winner here.”

Releasing me, she stepped back, her eyes blazing with magical fire. “Summon your best, weakling!” she intoned, her voice growing in strength and power, echoing through the apartment.

She reached toward me, her fingers surrounded by purple flame. I heard her words in my mind, though she didn’t speak anything. Instantly, I felt my cock throbbing even more, lust rising inside me. All I could think of was my need to fuck her — that she was somehow manipulating me, making me horny as hell. Yes, I was attracted to her already, but this made it impossible to focus.

Which was just what she wanted.

I summoned a ward around myself, walling my mind off, forcing myself to stay in control. I gritted my teeth, shoving my cock back into my pants. I refused to let her win this time. “You’ll never be stronger than me,” I growled, raising my own hand.

Summoning the same magical power — how I did it, I’m still not even sure — I aimed the spell at her, commanding my will. Glittering runes filled my field of vision, their ancient, mystical shapes slithering over Gwen’s body. I watched her falter and gasp, her fingers falling to her side. “Ohhhh fuck,” she groaned, a hand coming up to clasp her tit. I was using her own spell against her.

Seizing the opportunity — she was defenseless, now, and off her guard — I hit her with another lust spell. Her lips parted in pleasure and she sucked in an aching, long sigh, pressing her body into the wall for support. “Ohhhhh...ohhhhh,” she moaned, her fingers clutching her tit tighter. “Yes, Jon. Oh fuck!”

I watched her free hand struggling, trying to summon another spell. It was taking all my energy to hold this one, to keep control of her like I had right now. I couldn’t stop her as she shakily summoned another blast of mental energy, the spell hitting me straight-on.

While the last one had made me undeniably horny, this one changed everything. Not only was I ragingly hot for her, now she had overloaded my mental circuits with sexual imagery. I saw a million images of me fucking her, as though a movie was playing out in my mind, designed to distract and torment me. Precum dripped from my cock as I groaned, falling to the ground, fingers clutched tight against the hard floor. “Shit,” I groaned, unable to ward off the hard pangs of need flooding through me. All I could think of was bending her over, tying her to my bed and tugging her lacy panties down, plunging my hard cock inside her.

I looked up. Gwen had the upper hand — she was getting to her feet, standing straight, a cruel smile on her lips. “Say goodnight, Jonny boy...”

“Jon!” Alice cut in, aiming the silver gun at me. “Use this!”

She shot me, pressing the same button Becca had earlier. Instantly, a powerful wave of alpha male strength hit me, summoning all my reserves. I rallied my mind and body, finally able to overcome the delicious images filling my brain, keeping me on my knees. I got to my feet and lunged for Gwen, overpowering her. The shock on her face was apparent — she gasped, pressed back into the wall by my massive form.

I pinned her there and gazed into her eyes hotly. “I’m going to make you mine,” I breathed. “You’re going to moan and thrash on my cock, screaming my name while you come. I’m going to fuck you, Gwen.”

“How... where did you get that?” Her eyes wide, she looked to the silver gun in my sister’s hands.

“Your little slut dropped it.”

“Becca,” I clarified, leaning in close, my lips just inches from Gwen’s. “She tried to shoot me, but pressed the wrong button. Remember?”

“Fuck...”

“Yep.” I grinned. “You’re fucked, all right. And you’re gonna love it.”

I grabbed her around the waist, slinging her over my shoulder and carrying her to the bedroom upstairs. To my delight, there was a huge king-sized suite. This was going to be the perfect place for me to claim my new wife.

I set her down on the bed, my hands going to the front of her top. “You lost the duel, Gwen. Now pay up.” I tore her dress clean open at the front, letting her full breasts spill free.

She gasped in shock and pleasure, leaning in as my hands clutched her heavy tits. “Jon...ohhhhh, fuck. You’re so fucking...strong...” All the fight was leaving her, my powerful, raw alpha male pheromones infiltrating her mind, probing her core, making her weak to my touch. All she’d be able to think about was how bad she wanted me inside her.

“Maybe you hate me,” I said, my words a whispered sneer, “But you’re going to love what I do to you.”

As if in answer, her nails grazed over my shoulders and back, trying to tear my shirt off. I helped, ripping the fabric from my body, tossing it aside. She gazed in pleasure at my rippling muscles, teasing them with her soft fingers. I heard the gasp of pleasure as she reached lower, her fingers going into my pants, stroking over my hard cock as she found me there.

“Suck it,” I ordered, my voice a rough growl. “I’ve been waiting for this.” Roughly, I seized her hair, forcing her face low to my crotch. “Put that big dick in your mouth and suck like the slut you are.”

Gwen gave a lustful little shiver, as though she’d been dying for me to order her to do just that. She obviously loved me taking control, despite any other resentment she held toward me. What was that Alice always used to say? I thought, smirking. The best sex is between people who hate each other so bad the only way to rectify their differences is to screw?

Her breath was fast and hot on my cock as she leaned in close. “Yes, Jon. I’m going to do everything you want. Feel just how badly I want you...” Her hand went to mine, taking my fingers and guiding them to the warmth inside her panties. Like her hair, they were a colorful green and purple, but lacy and sexy, too. My fingers found her heat, her wetness coating my hand. “I’m just as much of a naughty, dirty little slut as you’ve always guessed. I’ve been waiting for a strong man like you to overpower me. Only the one who could defeat me in a duel was right to claim me...to call me his.” As my fingers slid inside her pussy, she gasped. “That man is you.”
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Epilogue

“I was thinking, master.” As she pulled her head away from my cock, I almost groaned in frustration, but her next words sent a jolt through my whole body. “I should have your baby.”

I was about to reply, but her soft lips closed over my length again. “Ohhh, holy shit,” I moaned. I was definitely developing a soft spot for Taya. With her big, beautiful blue eyes gazing up at me, her lips moving perfectly up and down my shaft, I couldn’t help it. I was a little bit in love with her, too.

She smiled around my dick, taking me deep into her throat. She knew just how I liked it. She alternated her rhythm, going hard and fast, then letting me bottom out inside her. She sucked me perfectly, her tongue tracing the head of my cock, the licking up and down my shaft. Her fingers caressed my balls, and then she gave them a soft, sweet kiss. “You deserve to be worshiped like this all the time, sir,” she said, tugging my pants down further. “It makes me so wet, smelling your hot, manly scent...having your huge, throbbing dick between my lips.”

I groaned, pressing my hand into her hair, forcing her face onto my cock. I made her take me, fucking her face, thrusting deep between her sexy lips. God, she was fucking hot like that, down on her knees, sucking her master’s dick.

I let up the pressure for a minute and gave her some air. “Use me,” she gasped, freeing her lips for a moment, my cock popping free. “I want you to use my body, sir. Use my like the little whore I am.”

The Magic Phrase: Part VI

Jon

That man is you.

Gwen’s words echoed in my mind. Was she really giving in? After all this time...she was truly letting me claim her? Take her for me own?

It almost seemed too good to be true. But as she moved my fingers, guiding them deeper into her pussy, letting me feel her silky wetness...I knew she was telling the truth.

I gazed into her eyes, seeing the smoldering lust. She wanted me — that much was clear.

She gave another soft gasp, her breath catching in her throat as I explored her folds, her warm mound cupping around my hand. “I want to belong to you, Jon,” she purred, her fingers going around my shoulders and clutching tight. “Make me belong to you. Force me...”

“You want it raw, hard, and dirty, do you?”

“Fuck, yes.” She shivered. She ground her hips forward, pressing my fingers deeper inside. Using my thumb, I played with her hard little clit, stroking it with teasing, slow movements. “I need this, Jon.”

My fingers tangled in her hair, grasping tight as I probed her deep. “You need more than my hand in here, don’t you, slut?” I spun her around, pressing her into the wall. “You need my cock in you. That big, hard meat spreading you wide, making you scream in pleasure.”

She shivered again — I was starting to really love that. My hands found her tits, squeezing roughly. She ground her ass back against my cock, rubbing me up an down like she was giving me a lap dance, her body moving against mine.

She was such a fucking tease.

My fingers stuffed deep inside her wet, hot pussy, I brought them to a standstill, clutching her hair. “You’re gonna have to beg. Beg me, Gwen, if you want to come.” I was going to make her work for it. After all this time, all this pleasure she’d taken from torturing me, it was time to turn the tables a little bit.

Her fingers went to my wrist, wrapping tight around it, trying to get the hand still buried deep inside her cunt to move. “Please, Jon...please...”

“Please who?”

She shivered, as though the thought of having to call me that dreaded word was too much — yet the thing she wanted most, at the same time. I felt her pussy throb and contract around me as she uttered the words, “Please, master. Stick your big, hard cock inside me.”

“Better,” I growled. I took my fingers out, letting them slide free of her soaking wet cunt. My cock rubbed against her slit, pressing against the swollen flesh, teasing her. “Better, but still not enough...”

“Ohhhh,” she groaned, rubbing back against me, trying to get me to push my hips forward and impale her. “I’m so horny for you, Jon. Please, please just fuck me, sir!”

Chuckling to myself, I squeezed her full tits in my hands, enjoying the feel of her small body pressed to mine. All these years I’d craved it, wanted to be balls-deep inside Gwen, but totally unable to. Now things had finally turned in my favor. Finally, I could take what I wanted.

I could have her suck me off later — for now I wanted to be inside her, to take what I’d wanted for so many years. Flipping her over so that she was on her hands and knees, spread out before me, I gave her firm, supple ass a nice squeeze and then pushed her skirt up, making it bunch at her hips. I straddled her, my cock pressing against her pussy lips, my body controlling hers. She loved this as much as I did: her juices were flowing copiously, coating the sheets and her inner thighs.

I slid my cock deep inside her, feeling her shudder. “Ohhh fuck,” she said, fingers clutching the sheets. In this position, I had all the control — all the dominance. Spread out before me like this, her tits pressed into the mattress, I could use her body for my pleasure. “Yes,” she gasped, feeling me go deeper. “So, so big...!”

“Don’t come until I say you can. I want you to beg me,” I grunted, thrusting in deep, then pulling back out.

She looked back at me, her eyes meeting mine, full of lust and turbulence. “I never knew what a bastard you could be.”

“Lots of things you don’t know about me — yet.” I thrust my cock deeper, gripping her hair tight in my hands. “Beg me, slut.” I squeezed her ass hard as my cock ground deep into her tight wet slit.

“Ohhhh fuck. Please,” she begged, her voice desperate, her slick folds welcoming me in each time. My hands went to her tits, roughly squeezing — her nipples were hard little points.

She felt amazing in my arms — so curvy, so soft. Her skin was soft as anything. I pulled her back against me, into my arms, so that she was riding me from a sitting position, back to my chest, my hands mauling her tits. She breathed fast, tilting her head, her cheek brushing mine. “Please,” she begged again. “Fuck me hard, sir.”

She was goddamn beautiful. I had never really appreciated Gwen before — not to her fullest — having never had the chance. But now I did, I saw just how incredibly hot she really was. Her hair was silky soft between my fingers, her skin sensuous and supple. Her face was not just pretty, it was gorgeous. As she turned her head up to me, I pulled her into a hot, hungry kiss that she returned wholeheartedly.

I guided her back and forth on my cock, pumping into her with hard, steady strokes. I felt her hips pushing back against me, grinding hard, wanting me as deep in her as she could get me. I played with her nipples underneath her robe, tugging it up further so I could get it off her. She let me remove it completely, tossing the garment aside. I took her off my cock long enough to get her panties off, then repositioned her so she was on her back, gazing up at me in lust. I guided my cock to her dripping slit once more and plunged inside, feeling her welcoming me back in.

“Ohhhh shit,” she gasped, shuddering. “I’m gonna come if you do that...master...please...”

“Please, what?”

“Let me come, sir. I have to! I’m so close!”

I growled into her ear, “Come for me, Gwen. Come hard, all over my cock.” I plunged deep into her, my cock burying itself deep in her pussy with every thrust. I squeezed her full tits, sucking on each nipple, making her writhe beneath me even more.

“Oh my god! Harder! Yes! Just like that, baby...ohhhh shit!” She was coming, and coming hard, her pussy twitching and spasming all over me. I pumped in as fast as I could, making her orgasm even more powerful, her lithe, sexy body shuddering under mine. She gazed deep into my eyes and I saw something change. Her expression no longer bore resentment; I saw lust and desire, even admiration. Perhaps because I had tamed her, conquered her, just as she had craved for so long.

“Yes,” she moaned, curling her fists around the sheets, her pussy continuing to throb around me. So wasn’t so much finished coming as she was just continuing her orgasm, her contractions coming hard and fast again, squeezing my cock. “Fuck me, Jon. Make me carry your hot cum in my pussy. I need it in my womb. I need it in me. Fill me up, please!”

She’d been slick before, but now she was soaking, my cock easily gliding in and out of her cunt. Her nipples were hard and tender and I sucked and bit them lightly, pressing her body into the sheets. I saw how much she liked that, feeling overpowered, being forced as she had phrased it. She wanted to be conquered — and I wanted to own her.

Her hips started grinding frantically against me, bucking fast as I buried my cock inside her. In the moment, I pictured the two of us completing our magically-induced union, our strength and powers merging. She would be my wife, my slut — yet in some way I knew I could never fully have her. Part of her would always be wild and feral, given over to whatever magical forces swirled inside her. But damn if I wasn’t gonna try to keep her mine — and the two of us have a fun time of it.

She spread her legs wider, then wrapped them tight around me, pulling my cock as deep inside as it would go. I felt myself coming and groaned, plunging in hard and fast. “Shit,” I grunted. “Here it is, Gwen. Take it all inside your hot, wet little cunt...Feel me own you.” I clutched her hair tight and kissed her, feeling her fingers play over my back — then scratch me hard.

I came fast and hard, filling her cunt with my sticky hot load. She gasped, crying out, “Ohhhh!” as she felt me fill her up. Her tits moved fast with her breathing, her nails scraping my skin, my load pumping fully between her sexy spread thighs.

“Oohhhh, fuck,” she gasped, looking up at me in adoration. “That felt amazing.”

I’d won. I knew it. I’d won the duel — and I’d won her heart. I saw from the look in her eyes, she respected me now. She would obey.

And if she didn’t — well, I certainly knew how to tame her.

I felt the hot cum I’d shot into her trickling out from between her spread pussy lips. A crackle of electric pleasure shot up my spine as I gazed into her eyes, seeing the glazed look of lust. This was different. I felt completely connected to her, completely alive. Maybe it was the thread of magic that bound us together — maybe it was fate. I didn’t know. But I liked it. A lot.

“Wow,” she breathed, kissing me slowly and tenderly now, her lips lingering on my stubbled jaw. She traced the lines of my face, caressing me. “That was one hell of a fuck. You really are the stud everyone makes you out to be.”

“Everyone?”

She giggled softly. “All the girls I’ve had. They all want you, too. Becca did, even before the incident.”

“I didn’t know that. I didn’t know you had girls...”

“I do. And there will be more.” She pressed her boobs into my chest, rubbing them up and down my muscles. “You’re not the only one with a harem, you know.”

“So is this our future?” I asked, rolling off her, my cock slipping out of her wet pussy, leaving a trail of cum down her thigh, dripping sexily. “Having sex with beautiful women, with each other? Building our harem?”

“Mhm.” She snuggled up to me. On my other side, Alice came in close, still looking a bit quizzical about the whole thing. “This is our future. Don’t you want it?”

“Yeah, I do.” I looked to Alice. “How do you feel about it, sis?”

“The truth is, I can’t stop myself from wanting to worship you. To get on my knees and take your cock in my mouth... to call you master.” She rubbed her hands over my chest and stomach, then stroked the length of my cock. “Gwen’s hot, too. The three of us together in bed at night — well, I sure as hell wouldn’t argue.”

Gwen looked pretty pleased at the idea herself, smiling sexily.

“Then it’s settled. From this day forward, the three of us will rule our harem together. You and me,” I said, turning to Gwen, kissing her hard on the lips. “And us,” I said, turning to my stepsister. “We’ll work together, get all the hot babes we want...we’ll fucking rule the world.”

****

Epilogue

The house was full.

I sat back on the couch, watching. I saw what I’d hoped to see all these years: some of my girls together with each other, sucking on each other’s tits, making out, stroking one another’s pussies.

Some just sitting and talking or having a drink.

My house had become a veritable strip club slash harem, with barely-clothed women walking around and either having sex with each other, or with me.

Taya, a cute brunette with a nice tight ass and an exceptional, sleek figure, came and sat on my lap. I’d conquered her for the first time a few weeks ago, taking her from a drunk frat party at campus. She’d been shy and alone — but super cute. After I’d changed her, giving her some enhancements, she’d started dancing naturally, enjoying her new life, taking to it perfectly. Now she didn’t have to worry about that pesky law degree anymore; she just needed to suck cock and get pounded by my huge rod whenever I felt like bending her over and pumping her full of cum.

“Are you feeling okay, master?” she asked, rubbing my shoulder worriedly.

“Yes, Tay, I’m feeling great. Why do you ask?”

“You look sad and kind of lonely all by yourself over here. You should have at least three girls at your feet worshipping you.”

She leaned in close, nuzzling my neck, then kissing me softly.

I chuckled, stroking her lower back. Her skin was smooth and soft. I’d done well, taking her for my harem.

Of course, Gwen and Alice and I shared the girls — but we also shared each other. My eyes flicked to Gwen where she sat with Becca, her fingers probing the blonde’s sleek pussy as she gave Gwen a lap dance. Her eyes flicked to mine and I caught that familiar look — the one that said, You’ll be having me tonight, big boy.

She never failed to send shivers down my spine, Gwen.

“I like the way you think,” I said, turning back to Taya. “I’d settle for one sexy girl worshipping me right now.”


She smiled and gave a soft giggle, gyrating in my lap. She started moving in time to the music. The lights played over her body, pink and blue, illuminating every part of her perfect figure. My hands roamed over her thighs and pert, firm little ass. I enjoyed the little sighs of pleasure she gave as I touched her, making her hot and horny.

“I love it when you do that, master. Every time you touch me I feel like I’m on fire,” she whispered, leaning in close, her breasts pushed into my face. I tugged her lacy black bra down, freeing a nipple. I sucked it into my mouth and licked around the hard point, feeling her growing hot between her legs.

As I looked into her eyes, hearing her soft moans of pleasure and feeling her caress my neck, I realized Taya was more attached to me than the others. She was in love with me. Most of the girls had that bond, of course, once I conquered them, made them mine. But a few of them went beyond, finding my seductive powers irresistible. For a few of them I went deeper, into their hearts.

Taya was one of those.

That was why, I knew, I’d be bringing her with me up to the room tonight with Gwen.

Taking her hand, I said, “Let’s go somewhere a little more private.”

Taya smiled softly, leaning in close. I liked her gentle manner and that shyness she’d kept. It was sexy, especially on her. She was a sweetheart. She did more than just make me super turned on — she also made me warm inside, giving me a feeling of love and compassion that not all the girls could.

As I brought Taya into one of the private rooms with me, I pinned her to the wall, kissing her hard. She moaned into my mouth, her hands running all over my body. “I’m going to take you tonight, baby,” I purred, stroking her supple hips. “Daddy’s gonna pound you and fill your tight little cunt with cum.”

“Ooooh, yes,” she purred, happily squeezing her arms around my neck. “I want that so bad, master.” She dropped to her knees before me, gazing up lovingly, removing my cock from my pants. She stroked up and down the shaft and gave it a squeeze. “God, you’re so big, sir.”

I smiled and stroked her hair. My hips rocked forward against her hand. Her fingers felt amazing wrapped around my cock like that.

She gave the head a few little licks, then giggled. “I was thinking, master.” As she pulled her head away from my cock, I almost groaned in frustration, but her next words sent a jolt through my whole body. “I should have your baby.”

I was about to reply, but her soft lips closed over my length again. “Ohhh, holy shit,” I moaned. I was definitely developing a soft spot for Taya. With her big, beautiful blue eyes gazing up at me, her lips moving perfectly up and down my shaft, I couldn’t help it. I was a little bit in love with her, too.

She smiled around my dick, taking me deep into her throat. She knew just how I liked it. She alternated her rhythm, going hard and fast, then letting me bottom out inside her. She sucked me perfectly, her tongue tracing the head of my cock, the licking up and down my shaft. Her fingers caressed my balls, and then she gave them a soft, sweet kiss. “You deserve to be worshiped like this all the time, sir,” she said, tugging my pants down further. “It makes me so wet, smelling your hot, manly scent...having your huge, throbbing dick between my lips.”

I groaned, pressing my hand into her hair, forcing her face onto my cock. I made her take me, fucking her face, thrusting deep between her sexy lips. God, she was fucking hot like that, down on her knees, sucking her master’s dick.

I let up the pressure for a minute and gave her some air. “Use me,” she gasped, freeing her lips for a moment, my cock popping free. “I want you to use my body, sir. Use my like the little whore I am.”

“Fuck,” I groaned, my cock sliding against her lips, leaving a thick streak of precum. She wiped at it lustfully and then sucked it into her mouth, devouring it hungrily, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Get up on the couch,” I said, taking my dripping dick into my hand. “I need to fuck you, Taya.”

She nodded and eagerly climbed up onto the leather couch, spreading her legs for me. The way she opened her thighs for me, showing me the glistening treasure of her cunt, sliding her panties to the side...it was enough to make my cock give another throb, pulsing more precum from the head. I couldn’t even think straight, my dick straining to be buried deep inside her folds. Her slit was shining and bare, shaven perfectly, her lips swollen with lust. She spread her pussy lips for me, showing me deep inside. “Look how much you turn me on, master. I want you to make me pregnant.”

I growled with desire, moving forward, pressing the head of my cock to her hot wet slit. She hooked her leg over me, pulling me close, her cunt slick and warm over my thigh, leaving a trail. I pushed slowly into her, parting her folds around me, impaling her in one long stroke.

“Ohhhh fuck,” she gasped, her tits pressing into me. “I can’t wait to feel you pump that hot cum into me.”

I knew she wasn’t on the pill. None of my women were — that was part of their training, after all. The minute they came into my harem, all birth control was done away with. She was totally bare, fertile, and ready. I’d pump my load into her and knock her up with my babies, no question.

That thought, along with Taya’s undulating, sexy body beneath me, was enough to send my hips forward, fucking deep and hard into her. I slid my cock in and out, building a rhythm, watching as her lips parted into a perfect O of pleasure.

“Yes, master,” she hissed. “That’s the way. Fuck your slut’s tight little pussy. Fill me full of cum.”

I groaned, grabbing her hips. Burying my cock deep in her folds, over and over, I felt her clutch me, her arms going around my neck. She held me close, her inner muscles clenching tight, welcoming my cock deep inside. She cried out in pleasure as I rode her, and my own voice filled the small room as well. Soon we were gasping and groaning together, her nails digging into my back as I spread her wide around me, forcing her to take my cock over and over. I fucked her as deep as I could, pounding her hard enough to split her right open.

But still she wanted more. “Fuck me, sir. My pussy is yours. Use it any time you want — whenever you want. Use it hard, baby. It’s all for you!”

Shit, I thought, thrusting hard and fast into her, doing just as she asked. She was wetter and tighter than any girl I’d been in, except maybe Alice. This chick is fucking hot. If I wasn’t already with Gwen, I might very well have made her my chief wife...

I groaned, clutching her hot, sexy tits, watching them bounce in time with my thrusts. Her body was so perfect, so supple, just ready to be used any way I wanted. If let her pussy gripping me tight as I pinned her down, fucking her hard into the bed.

She started to come, her body shuddering beneath me. “Oooohhh, yes, baby! I’m coming for you, sir. You’re making me come so hard!”

The feeling of Taya’s pussy contracting around me was too much. I cried out, burying my face in her hair, thrusting as deep into her as I could go. My cock spurted hot jets of cream, filling her womb, her heels locking tight against my ass. Her pussy sucked my load in as far as it would go, her face beautifully flushed, her body moving in time with her breath. She gave a sigh of pure bliss, clutching me, sobbing in absolute pleasure, kissing my neck and shoulders.

“Oh my god, master,” she gasped, my cock still hard inside her as I spurt the last remnants of cum. “I love you. So, so much.”

“I love you too, Taya.” I meant it as I said it, kissing her hard and deep, my tongue sliding against hers. I slid slowly into her a few more times, feeling her gasp underneath me — she hadn’t been expecting that. My cock pushed my load deeper inside, making sure her walls were firmly coated with my seed.

Her hands moved up and down my shoulders and back, caressing me tenderly. She kissed me several more times, gazing up at me in adoring bliss.

This is how it was always meant to be, I thought. Knowing Taya would soon be pregnant with my babies just made the night even better.

And Gwen was still on the menu...

****
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“I am your personal fucktoy, master,” she breathed, rubbing her tits. “My body belongs to you.”

I took her hand and placed it over the amulet, letting its power seal into her mind. “You’re my perfect little bimbo slut, sis.”

She giggled, the glazed look in her eyes turning to one of pure horny submission. The amulet worked its magic, solidifying my hold on her. Her hypnosis complete, she stepped back, repeating my words: “I’m your perfect little bimbo slut.”

With that, she unzipped her skirt and slid it down he legs, showing me her lacy panties. Those went next, revealing perfect, dripping wet slit, warm and primed and shaven freshly. Her little muscles in her thighs quivered softly with need as she spread her legs, readying herself for me.

“Please, master,” she whimpered. “Fuck me with your big cock. I need it so bad — I need to please you, baby...” She turned, sticking her ass in the air, presenting herself. Her creamy, firm little ass cheeks begged for me to suck and slap; I did, leaving a nice red mark on her perfect white skin.

The Magic Amulet: Part I

Dave

My stepsister, Jen, showed up out of nowhere one night.

I was living in an apartment downtown, pretty well-off. I worked for a firm that specialized in the latest tech — gadgets, wearables, you name it — so money wasn’t an issue. For me, that is.

Jen, on the other hand, looked completely different.

Her long black hair had been neatly styled in a punk look, with pink strands on either side. She wore a heavy coat along with a pair of combat boots and a short skirt. Her shirt — while exposing her belly button and a small piercing — was tight and hugged her breasts.

She looked completely different from her formerly conservative getup — she’d only been one for long skirts, long straight (non-dyed) hair, and heels, in the past. Now she looked like she’d just stepped out of a rock band.

But it was fucking hot. I had to admit.

When she saw me, her face lit up in a happy smile. She threw her arms around me. “I’m so happy to see you, Dave!” She hugged me tight, her sweet, soft smell infiltrating my nostrils. I hugged her back, unable to ignore the sudden swelling of my cock as her soft breasts pressed into me.

I took her into the kitchen and fixed her some coffee, adding a slice of homemade pumpkin pie. We caught up, chatting easily, falling into our old rapport. Even though we hadn’t seen each other in almost three years, it was like no time at all had passed.


“Thanks for the pie, big bro,” she said, happily munching on a bite. “You always were a great chef.”

“Yep. I got the cooking skills; you got the musical talent.” I smiled.

She finished her bite, then sucked on the end of the fork, her full lips moving smoothly over the metal as she watched me. There was something seductive, almost sexy in the way my stepsister was looking at me now. Unless I was just imagining it. I’d always had a thing for Jen — and now, my attraction seemed to be rearing its head.

Maybe it was how she seemed so much different now. As she slid her jacket down her shoulders, I saw that her chest size seemed to have magnified. She radiated confidence and poise. She was not just beautiful — she was stunning.

“I’ve acquired a few more talents in my travels,” she purred, sliding down her stool and coming toward me. “If you’re interested, I could show you a few.”

She leaned forward, her full breasts rubbing over my legs through my jeans. Putting her hands on either side of my chair, she pressed her lips to my ear. “So what do you say, big brother? Are you...interested?”

I bit back a groan. Jen’s sudden seduction had me at a loss for words. It wasn’t that I didn’t want it — it’s that I knew it was wrong.

“Jen...hon...I don’t know what you mean, or what you’re thinking...”

She pulled back, smiling. “Magic, Dave.”

Of all the things I expected her to say, that wasn’t it.

“Magic?”

“Mhm.” She straddled my hips, pulling herself up on my lap and putting her arms around my neck. “I’ve learned how to use it.”

I was horny as hell, feeling her rub against my lap like that, her clothed pussy grinding on my cock. But I was having a hard time wrapping my mind around what she was saying.

“You’ve learned how to use magic.” I stared at her, dubious.

“I didn’t learn exactly...I just found this.” She pulled a swinging silver pendant free from between her breasts, holding it out to me. It had a pink jewel inside; there was something hypnotic about it. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. I was transfixed. I heard a voice in my mind, as if...

Was that thing speaking to me?

“Kiss her, Dave. You’ve wanted this for years. Take what’s rightfully yours. Own your sister. Pound her tight little body with your cock. It’s clear she’s begging you for it...”

“Did you say something, sis?” I asked, frowning.

She shook her head. “You might be hearing the amulet. It speaks to those with a gift for magic.”

I’d known Jen was into some weird stuff, but this was almost too weird.

Still, the trancelike voice of the amulet was ringing through my mind. Images filled my head: of my sister down on her knees, begging to serve me. Her running her hands all over her breasts, baring them for me and begging me to funk them. Seeing her suck on my cock, gazing up at me with those gorgeous, submissive blue eyes...

“I can’t do it,” I whispered.

“Can’t do what, big bro?”

“I can’t...can’t —”

As if controlled by some power beyond myself, I groaned, clutching Jen’s hair. I pulled her against me, pressing my lips hard against hers. I knew it was wrong, but I couldn’t stop myself. I had to fuck her: rough, hard, and fast. And I needed to do it now.

“It’s working,” she gasped, pulling breathlessly away from me. “The amulet. It’s affecting you, too.”

“Is this what changed you?” I asked, tugging gently on the pink pendant around her neck.

She nodded. “It gave me confidence and poise...it helped me fill out, too.” She giggled, pushing up her breasts, giving me a nice full view of them. They looked amazing. “But the most important thing...” She ground her hips against me, looking deep into my eyes, her fingers clutching my bulge. “It made me want to serve you, brother. It’s all I can think about — how bad I need to suck your big, hard cock.”

Her words hit me like a lightning bolt, sending a flicker of electric arousal through my cock, through my whole body. “What...you’re saying you want to... suck me off Jen?” I could hardly believe the words were coming from my mouth.

“Exactly.” She removed the pendant, its flashing, glittering pink center drawing my gaze. “But more than that, I want something else from you, bro.”

“What?”

She bit her bottom lip. “I want you to hypnotize me.”

****

At first I thought I hadn’t heard her right. It’s not every day your sexy stepsister asks you to let her suck your cock — then wants you to hypnotize her.

“Jen, what are you saying?”

“The amulet. It gives you total control over me. It has other powers, too.” She looked up at me, her eyes glittering with emotion and lust. “If I put this on you, you’ll become the king you were always meant to be.”

“King?”

She nodded. “You’re meant to rule, Davey. You have a whole empire just waiting for you. Me, the hot girl from the coffee shop, all your college fantasies...so many girls waiting for you to claim them and take them into your harem. And there’s the business, too.”

“What business?”

“The family legacy.” She pressed a note into my hand; it was sealed tight with some kind of fancy-looking medieval signature with wax. “This is the deed. When you open it, you’ll understand.”

She leaned in close, rubbing her lips against mine, grinding her hips harder. She moaned softly, her hand going to her tit. “For now...I’m so horny, big bro. Please, I need you to hypnotize me...and fuck me.”

I was about to protest — surely this had to be wrong. But before I could, Jen put the amulet over my neck, sliding it down until it came to rest in the center of my chest.

Immediately a felt a surge of power. The throbbing desire I’d had for Jen moments ago blossomed into an undeniable urge, something so strong I couldn’t fight it. Flashes of destiny came before my eyes: images of me, wearing powerful business suits, seducing all the women I pleased. Seeing them spread their legs for me, gasping as I impaled their tight wet pussies on my cock. I saw my legacy: owning the family business, building an empire of wealth and status. Breeding the girls in my harem, filling them with my seed, making them pregnant. Giving them my sons and daughters to be nurtured in their wombs, then brought into the world to carry on my name.

Jen was only the first.

I groaned, feeling the surge of alpha power. My body grew, becoming muscled and strong. My chest filled out, ripped and powerful. My arms were laced with intricate tattoos, their patterns hinting at ancient power. My jaw became strong and stubbled; Jen ran her fingers over it.

“God you look hot, Dave,” she whispered, coming in close to kiss me. “I can’t stop myself anymore.”

She gave me a long, sensuous kiss, her tongue playing with mine. My hands went to her tits, holding and squeezing, my mouth moving there as well. I sucked her nipple, bringing it deep into my mouth, drawing lustful gasps from her lips.

“Do it, big brother,” she whispered. “Make me your slave.”

“Are you sure you want this?” I asked, my voice a deep, rumbling growl, pure alpha male sex.

“Yes, baby, I do.”

She caressed the back of my neck as I sucked her tit, finally releasing it from my mouth. Sliding her down from my lap, I brought my fingers to my neck, holding her possessively. Somehow, thanks to the amulet’s power, I knew exactly what to do.

“You’re going to be a good girl for me, Jen,” I murmured, my voice becoming hypnotic and enticing, drawing her in. “You’ll do anything I tell you from now on. Right?”

“Yes, master. I’ll do anything you want. I love obeying you.”

“Good.” I gazed into her eyes, seeing them become glassy and empty. “Your will is mine, now. You have no will of your own; you do my bidding.”

“I do your bidding, and only yours, master.”

“You will allow me to use your body however I please — your ass, your mouth, your pussy, your tits. You are my personal fucktoy from this point on.” Saying all this was turning me on seriously; my cock was throbbing in my pants, leaking precum through my jeans.

“I am your personal fucktoy, master,” she breathed, rubbing her tits. “My body belongs to you.”

I nodded, pleased with how well she’d responded. I took her hand and placed it over the amulet, letting its power seal into her mind. “You’re my perfect little bimbo slut, sis.”

She giggled, the glazed look in her eyes turning to one of pure horny submission. The amulet worked its magic, solidifying my hold on her. Her hypnosis complete, she stepped back, repeating my words: “I’m your perfect little bimbo slut.”

With that, she unzipped her skirt and slid it down he legs, showing me her lacy panties. Those went next, revealing perfect, dripping wet slit, warm and primed and shaven freshly. Her little muscles in her thighs quivered softly with need as she spread her legs, readying herself for me.

“Please, master,” she whimpered. “Fuck me with your big cock. I need it so bad — I need to please you, baby...” She turned, sticking her ass in the air, presenting herself. Her creamy, firm little ass cheeks begged for me to suck and slap; I did, leaving a nice red mark on her perfect white skin.

She squealed softly in pleasure, growing wetter as I spanked her — not terribly hard, more for my own enjoyment than anything. As she wiggled her ass enticingly, I knew I couldn’t handle any more waiting. I tugged my jeans down, freeing my huge cock — then I buried the fat head into her folds, pressing deep. I filled her tight little channel, feeling her walls stretch around me. Her body shivered in bursts of pleasure, her fingers reaching back, clutching my arms as I speared deep within.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned. “That feels so good, big brother...”

I thrust deep inside her, going as far as I could. “Ohhh! Ohhhh! Yes! Ohhhh god!” she moaned, crying out in pleasure as I fucked her. Her walls were so wet, so tight, almost virginal in their exquisite hold around me. “Don’t you love fucking me, Dave? Fucking this little hypnotized, wet, tight little bitch?”

“Fuck yeah,” I growled, spanking her ass again, making her squeal in pleasure. My fingers found her hair and formed a tight fist, using it as a hold while I rode her. I pounded her deeper and harder, feeling my balls throb with the need to come. “I’m gonna shoot in you, sis.”

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice high and breathy. “Shoot in me, Davey. Give me all your big, hot load. I’m a good little girl for you, master...”

“Fuck,” I groaned again, grabbing her hips and thrusting deep within her tight walls. I felt her shuddering around me, coming at the same time, her orgasm crashing over her just like mine was. I came with animalistic grunts, my seed spurting deep into her womb, filling her as deep as I could.

“Are you on the pill?” I asked, knowing it was totally after the fact — but still I wanted to know.

“No, big brother. I’m completely unprotected and fertile. Every drop of your hot, thick cum going in my pussy right now is probably making me pregnant.”

“Ohhhh shit,” I growled, pumping even more into her at that thought, my balls giving another throb of lust. The thought of knocking up my sexy little sister was so fucking hot. I kept on spurting until I was dry, her pussy milking me of every last drop.

When I pulled out, I watched my cum trickle down her thighs, slithering over her leather combat boots. It looked sexy as hell, my sister’s tight little pussy leaking my cum. Knowing it was deep up inside her womb, probably getting her pregnant this very second.

She turned to me and I gathered her into my arms, growing low in my throat as I kissed her. I had totally dominated her tight little young body, feeling like the king she promised I would be. I knew it was true: I sensed it. The amulet pulsing around my neck had taken hold, and now its power was infiltrating me, making me the masculine, dominant alpha I was meant to be.

I saw that the amulet had turned from pink to a deep, masculine blue. It was as if my own essence had mingled with the jewel’s, that it had sensed my desires and was now altering itself to fulfill them. Later I would learn from Jen that I was right: that the amulet melded itself to the wearer’s needs, honing its power, sensing the deepest wishes of its owner.

Right now, my wishes were simple. Rule my sister. Rule my stepmother. Rule my world.

There were so many hot girls I wanted to own and fuck, to imp regnant, to bring into my harem. To have them carry my babies and give birth to the family I had so long craved.

****

Jen moved in with me, of course, and I started having sex with her on a daily basis. My job at the firm now seemed almost moot, but I kept it for the time being. I went in wearing my amulet — I never took it off. But I kept it hidden under my shirt, not wanting any of my co-workers to guess at my newfound power.

It was at work that I discovered my next conquest — completely by accident. Some of the guys were going out for beers that Friday night and invited me to join them. They were going to Delicious Dolls, a stripclub downtown. I wasn’t that thrilled with the idea — I wanted to be in bed, fucking my sister — but I also recognized the opportunity.

“Come on, Dave,” one of the guys said, slapping my arm. “It’ll be fun.”

So I went along for the ride. The joint itself was standard — nothing exceptional, but also fairly clean and well-maintained. We sat for a while, drinking our beers, and eventually a few pretty girls approached.

Two of them went for my buds, enticing them into the back rooms. I stayed by myself in the booth, watching. I spotted a brunette with sweet, dark eyes. She had a nice, petite little body, curvy and sexy. Almost youthful, her skin nice and soft, but voluptuous, too. Her tits were just the right size and her eyes held dark, naughty promise. She caught my eye and came over. She was wearing just a simple black bra and panties, her lips painted bright red, her hair falling in dark waves over her shoulders. Her voice was husky and soft, like smoke and sex. She tilted her head and slid onto the seat beside me. “Hey, handsome. How come you’re all by yourself here tonight?”

“My buds disappeared into the back with some girls. So it’s just me, now.”

She gave a smile and leaned in close. “We could fix that problem in a hurry. Want to come get a private dance from me?”

“That sounds fantastic, miss...”

“Jackie,” she said, giggling softly. “And what do I have the pleasure of calling you?”

“Dave.”

She took my hand and gave me an inviting look, tugging me gently toward the back. “Then come on with me, Mister Dave, and I’ll show you the time of your life.”

I smiled. The perfect opening.

Looks like Jackie’s going to be my next conquest...

And soon, it won’t be ‘Mister Dave’...

It’ll be...Master.

****
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“Good girl,” I encouraged. “Keep going. Get all that thick, hard cock into your hot little throat.”

She moaned around me, looking up at me for approval, then relaxing her throat further. I felt myself bottom out inside her, the tip of my cock touching her throat — yet she didn’t gag, not once. I wondered if the amulet’s power had something to do with it, if it had enhanced her cocksucking ability just for my pleasure.

“Just like that,” I groaned, fucking her pretty face. “Use your tits. Put them on either side of my cock.”

She obeyed, releasing me from her mouth long enough to slide her tits along the sides of my dripping wet shaft. Soon her cleavage was coated in the wetness from her saliva and my precum, making her breasts the perfect tunnel for my cock to fuck. I grunted in lust and tugged her closer, taking her big tits in my hands and fucking them hard.

“Ooooh, yes, master,” she gasped. “Fuck those titties. They’re all yours...”

“That’s right. Your whole body is mine, slut.” I fucked her harder, thrusting up between her tits, watching as her small tongue darted out to lick the head of my cock every time it appeared.

“I’m going to come,” she moaned, gazing up at me in pleasure. “I’m going to come from you fucking my tits, baby...”

The Magic Amulet: Part II

Dave

Jackie led me into one of the private VIP rooms, her hand feeling soft around mine. I’d never had a lap dance — before, I was just a nerdy introverted kind of guy, not someone women typically approached. Of course, I’d never gone into a strip club either.


But now, the idea that I was about to be privately entertained by the hottest dancer in the club was turning me on.

More than that...

I sensed Jackie was ripe for the taking. One look at the amulet and she would be entranced. The alpha male power radiating off me would give me the opportunity to claim yet another part of my legacy.

As we entered the private room, Jackie closed the curtain behind us. I took a seat on the cushioned sofa, spreading out and relaxing. I smiled, seeing the sudden nervousness on her face.

“Um, I’ve never done this before,” she said, giggling softly.

“What, given a private dance?”

She shook her head. “No...danced for a guy as hot as you.”

“That’s a real nice compliment.” I smiled, wanting to ease her tension. “You seem like a sweet girl.”

She blushed. Then she took a deep breath, letting it out in a rush. “Okay, let’s get this started. I promised you a dance, so I’m gonna give you one.”

She flipped on a slow, sexy beat that drowned out the music from outside, which was pretty faint back here. The beat was slow and sexy and pulsing, the kind of erotic beat that made you think of fucking.

Jackie started her dance by swaying gently over me, first with her breasts in my face, then turning, giving me a perfect view of her supple, panty-clad ass. I almost wished she had more clothes on so I could really draw this out.

But the minute she started dancing, I forgot about all that. She was sexy as hell — no doubt about it. Her body moved like a sleek panther, soft and tight, but still curvaceous and supple. Her breasts swayed tantalizingly in the dim light, her long, lean legs emphasized by the shadows. In just her heels, panties and bra, she pressed her butt into my lap, grinding against the throbbing hardness in my pants.

She turned, pressing her tits into my face again. “Take off my bra,” she purred, reaching for my hands and putting them to the place between her shoulder blades were the clasp was.

I did, slowly removing it, gazing up into her eyes. As her perfect breasts spilled free, I almost groaned out loud: they were right in front of my face, and sexy as hell.

“Kiss them,” she whispered. “You can touch me. You can use your mouth. I want you to.”

I leaned forward, taking her full left breast into my hand, squeezing it. I kissed along the outside of her nipple, then swirled my tongue around it, sucking the hard bud into my mouth. She gasped softly and leaned in close, caressing my head and neck with her fingers. She straddled my lap, letting me worship her breasts, reveling in their softness and warmth.

Her fingers played down my throat, sliding around the chain of the amulet. She held it curiously, drawing it out from my shirt, still slowly gyrating her hips against me. As it came into her view, her eyes widened, taking on the familiar entranced view I’d seen in my sister’s.

The amulet glowed blue, harnessing my power — then pink, as it tapped into her mind, probing her innermost thoughts and desires, rewriting her. As it channeled my need to dominate, Jackie’s own will melted away, becoming bound to mine.

“Wow,” she breathed, her face lit up by the pink glow of the pendant. “That’s totally hot.” She rubbed her breasts, pressing them further into my face. “I’m so horny for you...”

I smiled. “Good.” Tangling my fingers in her hair, I brought her close to me, kissing her long and slow. As I did, I felt her body relaxing into mine, growing soft and supple. I squeezed her ass, holding it tight, my fingers running over the lace of her panties.

As I broke the kiss, she gazed into my eyes, breathless. “Can I suck your cock, sir? God, I want to so bad.”

“Do it.”

She smiled in pleasure and slid down my body, getting to her knees. She opened my belt buckle, the metal clanking as she opened it. She tugged my pants down, freeing my massive, throbbing cock — it dripped precum thickly. She leaned in close, moaning lustfully. “Wow, you’re so big, Mister Dave...”

“You mean Master,” I corrected, pulling her in close so that her lips brushed my cock.

She shuddered, waves of pleasure rolling through her. “Master.” She licked the flowing precum from my tip, her small pink tongue sliding around me. She gazed up into my eyes, submissive and willing, making a perfect circular shape with her mouth. Then she lowered it onto me, taking my cock inch by inch into her hot, silky lips.

She closed them around me and started to suck. I slid my fingers through her hair, then held tight, gripping her by the back of her scalp as she sucked. I watched the bobbing of her head, enjoying her silky smooth lips moving up and down my shaft. Her mouth was stuffed full — so much it amazed me she was able to take it all. Yet somehow she did, relaxing her throat to let me in deep.

“Good girl,” I encouraged. “Keep going. Get all that thick, hard cock into your hot little throat.”

She moaned around me, looking up at me for approval, then relaxing her throat further. I felt myself bottom out inside her, the tip of my cock touching her throat — yet she didn’t gag, not once. I wondered if the amulet’s power had something to do with it, if it had enhanced her cocksucking ability just for my pleasure.

“Just like that,” I groaned, fucking her pretty face. “Use your tits. Put them on either side of my cock.”

She obeyed, releasing me from her mouth long enough to slide her tits along the sides of my dripping wet shaft. Soon her cleavage was coated in the wetness from her saliva and my precum, making her breasts the perfect tunnel for my cock to fuck. I grunted in lust and tugged her closer, taking her big tits in my hands and fucking them hard.

“Ooooh, yes, master,” she gasped. “Fuck those titties. They’re all yours...”

“That’s right. Your whole body is mine, slut.” I fucked her harder, thrusting up between her tits, watching as her small tongue darted out to lick the head of my cock every time it appeared.

“I’m going to come,” she moaned, gazing up at me in pleasure. “I’m going to come from you fucking my tits, baby...”

“Good girl. Come for me. Let me see you lose control.”

She did. Utterly ravaged by my cock between her breasts, she gave in to a shuddering orgasm, her body convulsing in pleasure. I kept on thrusting between her full breasts, feeling my balls throb.

“Shit. Here it comes...ohhhh, fuck,” I groaned, feeling my orgasm crash over me. Thick jets of white, creamy cum spurted out from my cock, splattering Jackie’s sexy body, hitting her face and lips, dripping down her full, hot breasts.

She looked amazing like that, my cum splattered all over her sexy body, her tits creamed with it. She gasped breathlessly, rubbing my semen all over her skin. “Oh god, it’s so hot. It feels so good, master.” Taking a big scoop of cum from her tits, she licked it off her fingers, gazing into my eyes the whole time.

As she did, my cock throbbed with renewed lust, my hardness never subsiding. I wanted her more than ever — and this time, to be inside her sweet, hot, tight little pussy.

“Are you on the pill?” I asked, the thought of knocking her up too much for me to resist.

She shook her head. “No, I’m not...but it’s okay. You can stick that big cock in me anyway, baby.”

My cock pulsed with excitement, a shiver running down my spine. “You know that means I could get you pregnant, right?” I whispered in her ear, my fingers playing along her lower back, teasing her soft skin. “The minute I pump you full of my hot, thick cum, your fertile little womb is going to be swimming in my virile essence, ready to make a baby.”

“I know!” she whispered, spreading her legs wider, rubbing her pussy up and down my crotch. “I want that, master!”

“Good.” I grinned, reaching for the crotch of her panties and sliding it to the side. Her pussy was gushing for me, so wet that it flooded my fingers the minute I touched her. Taking my dick, I guided her onto it, impaling her on my shaft in one swift move.

“Ohhhh, fuck!” she moaned, her fingers clutching my shoulders. “Oh my god, you’re so big!”

I thrust deep inside her, pumping her tight, hot pussy over and over. I grabbed her hot, sexy little ass, squeezing hard. “You want that cum in your pussy, don’t you?” I purred. “You’re just dying for it, you little slut.”

“Mmmm, yes, master!” she groaned, raking my shoulders with her nails, leaning in close, biting my neck. She rode me hard, her pussy squeezing my cock hard, milking my shaft. “Give it to me, master. Pump me full of that hot, thick cum. Please, sir...”

I growled with lust, clutching her hair, my balls emptying into her. She shuddered against me, her whole body clutching mine, her thighs squeezing me, rubbing up and down against my hips. She was coming, her pussy spasming tightly around my cock, squeezing every last drop from my shaft. My seed flowed into her fertile womb, flooding her, spilling out around my cock inside her.

Every bit of emotion I’d felt in the past several months poured out in me in that orgasm. All the emptiness I’d dealt with — being alone, thinking I’d never find anyone, never have a family. Never have a legacy. That my life would be empty...

Now I knew that was no longer true. Now I knew I would have a legacy. This girl in my arms was my latest addition to a growing harem. Every day I would have another...and another...my mind reeled with the idea I could claim this whole strip club, take them all for my own.

I pulled my cock from Jackie’s dripping slit, sliding over next to me onto the couch. I smiled, cupping her cheek, leaning in for a long, slow kiss.

“Time to take you home, gorgeous. The night has only begun.”

She smiled happily up at me. “I’m ready to go anywhere with you, master.”

****

I brought Jackie home with me. Jen was waiting, curled up in bed, ready for me to take her when I arrived.

She smiled, setting down the book she’d been reading. “I was hoping you’d be home tonight, big bro. And I see you’ve brought someone with you...”

She looked with interest at Jackie and for the first time, I guessed my stepsister had definite bisexual leanings. The hunger in her eyes was undeniable.

As Jackie approached, Jen opened her arms, welcoming the brunette into them. “I’m so excited to have someone else to play with,” Jen giggled.

As Jackie eagerly accepted her embrace, I noticed a gleam of surprise in Jen’s gaze. “Oooh, big bro. You’ve found a special one.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, taking a seat on the bed beside them, my cock throbbing eagerly.

“I mean...she’s got gifts, herself. You see this?” She pointed to the star-shaped tattoo on Jackie’s left hip. I hadn’t noticed it in the club; the lighting had been too dim.

“Yeah...does it mean something?”

Jen nodded. “It’s not a normal tattoo. Where’d you get this, hon?”

Jackie bit her lip. “Honestly....I can’t remember. It was just there ever since I can recall.”

“If she was born with it, or given it as a birth tattoo, then that means its power has stayed with her for years. These symbols...” Jen traced the tattoo with her fingers, sliding gently over Jackie’s hip. I saw the brunette give a little shiver of pleasure.

“They’re definitely magical. Arcane,” my sister observed. “Which means not only is she highly susceptible to magical influence — but she can use it, too.”

Is Jen saying what I think she is...?

“So basically, if I wanted a harem full of girls with the ability to not just be hypnotized, but do the hypnosis themselves...”

“Yes. Your harem could basically multiply itself. While you’re out getting girls, we could help you get more.”

As she said this, my sister curled her legs around Jackie from behind, sliding up to the brunette’s back. She pressed her tits into Jackie’s shoulder blades, giving her a gentle massage.

Jackie clearly enjoyed the attention, her eyes glazing over with pleasure, her head tilting back as my sister’s lips met her neck.

My cock throbbed — both at the sight of them together and the implications of my sister’s words. My harem could grow itself. Which would leave me time to do whatever I wanted — expand the family business, have sex with whatever women I wanted...

And in the meantime, Jen, Jackie, and any others with arcane powers could be doing the seduction for me.

“Yeah...I like that idea.” I leaned back, smiling.

As I did, Jackie moved forward, removing my thick, hard cock from my pants. “I think you’re very excited by this idea, aren’t you, master?” She stroked me up and down, a strand of precum coating her red fingernail. She scooped it up and licked it lustfully from her pinky, her lips lingering. “Mmm, the taste of you turns me on so much,” she said, sounding horny and breathless.

“That makes two of us,” my sister whispered, moving in beside Jackie. They leaned forward, on hands and knees, worshipping my cock on either side. The sight of these two incredibly hot bimbo babes licking and sucking my throbbing cock was insanely hot. I felt my balls throb with need. Am I dreaming? I wondered.

Then Jen’s lips closed around the head of my cock and she shivered in pleasure as my dick filled her mouth.

No, definitely not dreaming. This is fucking real.

Amazing, but real.

The amulet pulsed at my throat as my fingers found Jen’s hair, grasping, lifting and lowering her head as I wanted, finding the right rhythm. Her eyes held pure, smoldering desire. She writhed in pleasure, wiggling her ass back and forth — and I saw Jacking going behind her, removing Jen’s panties. She lowered them and went in for my sister’s slit, her tongue finding the horny wet treasure between her legs.

Jen gave a lustful moan around my cock as Jen’s tongue found her clit. “Mmmm!” She gasped and took her mouth off me long enough to say, “Ohhh fuck, right there! Yes, baby, that’s it! Eat my horny cunt...fuck, yes!” Her fingers twisted in Jackie’s hair as the stripper eagerly tended to my sister’s pussy, licking it lustfully, her face coated with Jen’s juices.

Meanwhile, Jen returned to sucking my cock, her face stuffed full once more. I grunted in pleasure, riding her sweet mouth, feeling my orgasm brew.

“Fuck,” I growled. “I’m gonna blow, sis. It’s gonna come in your hot little mouth, all of it...”

In response, she sucked harder, gazing up at me with sheer desire, trying to get me to blow in her mouth so she could swallow every last drop.

I let my head fall back, grunting in primal pleasure as I thrust into her face. I shot a huge, thick stream of cum, my balls spending their contents into my stepsister’s throat. I looked down again, seeing her eyes glaze over with pleasure — both from my seed traveling down her throat and from Jackie’s eager ministrations at her pussy. Jen was coming, too, her body wracked with shudders, face stuffed full of cock while Jen ate her out.

As Jen removed her mouth from me, she smiled, licking my shaft clean. “Wow, big bro. You came so much, I can’t believe it...”

“I can’t believe it either,” said a harsh voice from behind.

I turned in shock, looking over to see none other than Erica — my stepmother.

“Mom?!” Jen and I gasped simultaneously.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, my dick still hard and swaying lewdly in Jen’s face — right while my stepmom was watching.

I saw her gaze flick to it, saw the look of lust simmering in her eyes. She shook her head, as if trying to rid herself of the thought. “I’m here because I can see you’re up to no good. Seducing your own sister? What the fuck has gotten into you?”

Shit.

I was in big, big trouble now.

****
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“Oooohhhh!” she gasped, letting me go deep. Deep, deep, deep. So deep I felt my cock brush her womb. I groaned at the sensation of bottoming out inside my mother’s pussy.

Around my neck, the amulet glowed. I sensed its power changing — as if fucking my stepmom was enhancing me, bringing me more into control of myself and the world around me. Every time I claimed another woman, I grew stronger. More masterful. I gained something — I couldn’t say what, beyond a rush of pure, dominant, alpha power. But I sensed it.

“Spread those sexy legs for me, Mom. I’m going deep into you.”

She rocked her hips, leaning back against me, trying to get me as far into her as she could. “Yeah, baby...just like that...stick that big cock up into mommy’s pussy. She needs your huge fucking cock soooo bad.”

Mom’s dirty talk was sending thrills up my spine. From the corner of my vision, I saw Jen and Jackie playing with each other, rubbing each other’s tits and making out while watching us. Clearly watching me fuck Erica was turning them on.

“I want you shooting deep in my womb, son. Fuck your mother doggy style. Make me your sexy, slutty little bimbo bitch!”
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“He’s my stepbrother,” Jen protested, rolling her eyes.

It was me, naked Jen, and naked Jackie, all in bed together, obviously...well, fucking.

And Erica, my stunningly hot stepmom had decided to pay us a visit, now witnessing our sex session. With long, flowing red-blonde hair and a killer body, Erica had featured in my nightly fantasies for years. Her tits were full and just begged to be sucked; her hips nice and curvy, yet not too large, fitting her petite, sexy little frame perfectly. She was maybe 5’3”, making her just the right height for my purposes. As in, sitting her on my lap and spinning her on my cock...

“That’s no excuse. What you’re doing here is totally...unacceptable...”

Erica’s sultry, musical voice trailed off as her eyes flicked to the amulet around my neck. Clearly it had picked up on my lust for her and was tapping into my desire. Now, it was sending her the same signals it’d sent Jackie: you want Dave. You want him inside you. You’ll do anything to please him. You want him to control you...

I saw a shudder go through Erica and she bit her lip. “What — are you saying something to me, Dave?”

I shook my head. “I haven’t said anything, Mom.”

Her hand went up to her neck, curling around it briefly. She shivered again, as if trying to keep herself under control. I knew all the while, though, she was transfixed by the amulet: her gaze was riveted on it, her eyes turning glassy as her pussy started to juice, pleasure coursing through her body.

Pretty soon all she’d be able to think about was how bad she needed me to fuck her. And that was exactly what I’d hoped for. I could turn this whole situation around — right now.

“Mom,” I said, my voice turning to its low, hypnotic register, “You came here to say you’re completely fine with me and Jen having sex.”

She blinked up at me, her eyes meeting mine. “I...I’m here to tell you I’m completely fine with you and Jen having sex,” she repeated, trancelike.

“Come to me.”

She walked slowly toward me, her hips swaying slightly.

I spread my legs and took Erica between them, setting my hands on her hips. God, her body felt amazing. I’d longed to touch her like this for years and never been able to.

“You’re eager to serve me. You’d like to have sex with me the way Jen does.”

Gazing into my eyes, completely hypnotized, Erica repeated: “I’m so eager to serve you, sir. I’d love to have sex with you just like Jen.”

I glanced at my sister from the corner of my eye, seeing her expression. She looked amazed — and then started to smirk. She mouthed, “Good job” at me and gave me a thumbs up sign, so I kept going.

Leaning in close, I put my fingers to her chin, tilting her head up. Her beautiful blue eyes met mine, and I brought our lips together, kissing her long and hard. She gave a small moan and put her arms around me, pulling me close.

I broke the kiss and pulled back, feeling her breath hot against my face. “I’ve wanted you so long,” she whispered.

That surprised me. I hadn’t instructed her to say that — hadn’t planted any seeds of hypnosis to make her want me. Was she telling the truth? Had she truly desired me, and only now was getting to have me, thanks to the amulet?

“Let me make you happy, baby,” she purred, pushing me down onto my back, kissing her way along my jaw and neck. “Let me give you what you’ve always wanted from Mommy...”

She took my still hard dick and smiled, stroking her long fingers up its length and then down. She looked up at me with perfectly submissive, adoring eyes as she took me into her mouth. Holy fuck, I thought. My mother is sucking my cock. My balls throbbed with lust. Seeing her with my cock in her mouth was undoubtedly one of the most sexually charged sights of my life.

I saw that as Mom sucked on me, my cock grew wider in girth and thickness, sticking out from my body lewdly, like a huge, throbbing pole. My precum dripped from the tip, sticky and wet, and she sucked and licked it lustfully. It seemed the more she tasted me, the hornier she got.

“Mmmm, your cock is so hard and thick,” she moaned, sucking me back into her mouth. She bobbed her head up and down my shaft. My fingers went to her hair, guiding her along my length, showing her just how I wanted it.

I felt her relax, shuddering slightly as I took control. “Good girl, Mom. You suck cock like a pro. Use that sweet mouth...yeah, that’s right.” She licked along the side of my shaft, then sucked on my tip, her fingers caressing my balls.

Letting go of me with a pop, she asked, “Is Mommy doing a good job? I can’t wait to drain these big, heavy balls of yours and feel every drop of hot cum in my mouth.”

“You’re doing a good job,” I growled, “but I want you to suck harder. Get that dick deep in your throat, nice and deep. I want to feel myself bottom out inside you.”

She moaned lustfully at my words and took me back inside. She sucked me as deep as she could — and, at my encouragement, took me all the way to the back of her throat. No gag reflex, probably because the amulet had totally taken it away from her. Soon she was bobbing her mouth up and down on my cock with abandon, gazing up at me with eyes of pure sex, pure need, and I knew she was getting close to coming herself.

I reached down, tugging her tank top up and finding her lacy bra. I tore it down, freeing her thick, heavy tits and squeezing her nipples. She gave another moan, watching me as she deep-throated my cock.

“God, that’s so fucking hot,” said Jen beside me. “Watching Mom take you in her throat like that.”

I grunted, my balls broiling with lust. “I’m gonna come. Here it is, Mom. Take it all in your hot, sexy little slut mouth...”

She fastened her lips hard around me, ensuring she made a proper seal as I shot thick wads of cum into her mouth. I came and came; the sight of my stepmother’s mouth locked around me like that while she swallowed my cum was incredibly intense. I held her hair, forcing her face down on me, thrusting as deep as I could go — and shot every bit of my thick load into her sweet mouth.

She swallowed every bit she could, though there was so much that it dribbled down the corners of her mouth and over her lips. She captured it with her fingers and sucked them clean.

“Oh god,” she said, shivering lustfully. “You taste so good. I’m addicted to it. It’s making me so horny.”

Before I could answer, Mom was on her feet, pulling her top off. Seductively, she peeled off her bra as well, letting it fall from her shoulders, her big heavy tits spilling out. Her skirt went next, leaving her in just her lacy white panties.

“I want you to fuck me, son.” She gave a little giggle and corrected herself. “Master.”

I nodded, stroking my hardening shaft — which had never really gone down — in my palm. “Get up on the bed, Mom. Present yourself for me.”

As she did what I commanded, spreading her legs wide, her ass thrust up into the air like a gift, I got up behind her and slid her panties to the side. She looked amazing and so hot like that. I spanked her ass — not that hard, just enough to draw a cute little squeal from her.

“You’re so fucking wet for me, mom.” I plunged a finger insider her, making her gasp at the sudden intrusion.

She arched her back, moaning in pleasure. “Oh baby...don’t tease me. Give me that big, hard cock of yours. I need it inside me!”

I looked between her spread thighs again, her slit hairless and shining, wet with her juices. It was the perfect place for me to sink my hard cock into. Meeting Erica’s eyes as she looked back over her shoulder pleadingly at me, I took her hips in my hands, lined my cock up at her entrance, and pushed deep inside her.

“Oooohhhh!” she gasped, letting me go deep. Deep, deep, deep. So deep I felt my cock brush her womb. I groaned at the sensation of bottoming out inside my mother’s pussy.

Around my neck, the amulet glowed. I sensed its power changing — as if fucking my stepmom was enhancing me, bringing me more into control of myself and the world around me. Every time I claimed another woman, I grew stronger. More masterful. I gained something — I couldn’t say what, beyond a rush of pure, dominant, alpha power. But I sensed it.

“Spread those sexy legs for me, Mom. I’m going deep into you.”

She rocked her hips, leaning back against me, trying to get me as far into her as she could. “Yeah, baby...just like that...stick that big cock up into mommy’s pussy. She needs your huge fucking cock soooo bad.”

Mom’s dirty talk was sending thrills up my spine. From the corner of my vision, I saw Jen and Jackie playing with each other, rubbing each other’s tits and making out while watching us. Clearly watching me fuck Erica was turning them on.

“I want you shooting deep in my womb, son. Fuck your mother doggy style. Make me your sexy, slutty little bimbo bitch!”

I groaned and grasped her hair in my fingers, using it as a hold as I rode her tight, hot, wet cunt. “I’m gonna do just that, Mom.” I slapped her ass again, driving my cock in deep and hard on each thrust. “From now on, you’re mine.”

“I’m yours...” she breathed, her cunt squeezing me, hips grinding against me. “Put a baby in me, master.”

The thought of knocking her up, as well as Jen, was too much. I groaned in pure lust, riding her hard, thrusting in as fast as I could go, my strokes driving her closer and closer to the edge. She squealed in pleasure with each thrust and gasped, “Yeah, you like the sound of that, don’t you, big boy? You want to knock your mother up with your babies. You want all that hot, thick cum deep in my womb, making me pregnant.”

“Yeah, I want it.” The primal part of my brain couldn’t deny it: I needed to impregnate her, to pump her full of cum so she was positively gushing it, the thick globs pouring out of her cunt. I thrust in as hard and fast as I could, forcing her tight body onto the mattress, my fingers grinding into her skin.

She squealed in pleasure, rocking back in time with my thrusts, trying to keep up with me. I wanted to breed her, to own her, to make her crawl over to me on hands and knees, begging for my hot, manly seed. I felt my cock burying deep inside her tight channel, sliding in and out of her, my dominance over Erica complete.

She hugged me tight with her pussy, her walls gripping me perfectly. Her whole body shook in time with my thrusts and I felt her coming, her fingers grasping the sheets. “Ohhh, fuck!” she moaned, her high-pitched cries filling the air, her body shaking from the force of her climax. “Yes, baby! Fuck mommy’s tight cunt! Fill me up! Oh my god, I can feel it so deep in me!”

Her womb welcomed me deep inside, clinging to my cock with each violent, pounding drive of my dick. Feeling her coming on my cock like that, her orgasm rippling against me, sending tremors from her body to mine, sent me right over the edge. I burst inside my stepmother’s juicy wet cunt, flooding her womb with sperm. I shot over and over, soaking her womb with my cum. It dribbled out from her pussy.

“Thank you, baby,” she purred, rolling out on the sheets, her sinfully sexy body sleek and curvy like a beautiful, sleek cat. “Thank you for using me like that. I want you to do it again...ride me all night, master.”

Looking thoroughly fucked, my cum leaking out of her like that, Erica was incredibly hot. I was tempted to spread her legs and take her all over again, fucking her on her back this time, but we were interrupted. The doorbell was ringing.

“Who the hell is that?” I growled, looking over at the clock. It was almost 11:30 at night.

“Let me get it,” volunteered Jen.

“Sis, wait. It’s not safe...”

She giggled. “I can take care of myself, big bro. But you’re sweet to worry.” She came in close, putting her hands around my neck and kissing me slowly and softly.

She padded downstairs to answer the door. I pulled my robe on, tying it around the waist. I followed her downstairs, not convinced that some asshole wasn’t trying to break and enter. Who else rings the doorbell this late at night?

It wasn’t a guy, though. Looking past Jen, I could see a young woman standing out in the cool night air. She had her jacket pulled tight around her.

Holy shit. Is that...

I came up to Jen at the door. She was talking to the slim blonde girl. Yeah, it is. Erin, my ex.

“What are you doing here?” I interrupted rudely.

She looked up at me, shooting daggers with her eyes. But whatever anger she felt must have faded, because suddenly I saw tears there. “I...I needed a place to stay. Could you let me crash here? Just for the night.”

I looked over Erin’s outfit. Her jean jacket was torn and her pants looked like they’d seen better days too. “Jesus, Erin. What happened to you?” I asked, my voice softening. I stepped back to let her in.

Jen and I tended to her, giving her a cup of hot tea and letting her sit by the fire as she told us her story. Apparently, my once-successful ex had found herself out on the street after a string of bad business deals. The company had thrown her out — and now she was bankrupt, unable to find a job.

“Have you...you know, done anything, for cash?” I asked when Jen was gone in the other room, refilling Erin’s tea. “Sexual things?”

Erin winced. “Yeah. That’s how I got this.” She lowered her jacket, showing me a dark bruise on her shoulder. My heart went out to her; even though things had ended up badly between us, I felt pretty shitty about her condition now.

I didn’t ask questions or probe for details; instead, I channeled the amulet’s power, resting my hand gently over her bruise. I willed it to heal, for the skin to repair itself and the pain to vanish. Erin watched with wide-eyed shock, her lips parting in surprise.

“How...how did you...”

“It’s magic.” I chuckled, hearing myself echo Jen’s words. “I can’t really explain it. Just trust me.”

At the words trust me, it seemed like something clicked inside Erin. Maybe the amulet was working on her in some unseen way — or maybe she was just too tired to argue. Whatever the reason, she smiled and curled up in my arms, giving a happy sigh. “Thanks, hon. You really helped me out here.”

I stroked her hair, all the anger and resentment from our past gone, at least for the moment. When I felt her drifting off to sleep, I carried her up to the guest bedroom and helped shed her boots and jacket, leaving her in just her jean shorts and t-shirt. I suspected she’d want a shower in the morning and laid out a towel and some soap for her.

As I watched Erin’s slumbering form, her pretty face deep in blissful slumber, my cock stirred. I wanted her, too. I wanted to fuck her hard and rough, the way I used to before we broke up. But too much had happened in the past — I didn’t see any way she’d be attracted to me now, after all the ugly shit had gone down between us.

Fights.

Cheating.

Incompatibility.

Of course, I didn’t have a magical amulet then. I wasn’t an alpha stud...

My gaze wandered down her body, over her small, perky breasts and hips. I was hard, and even if my mind knew that fucking her was a bad idea, my cock had other ideas.

In the morning. We’ll see how she behaves toward me then.

For now, I had a date in the other room with three hot girls.

****
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Mom smiled as she saw me coming in. Her naked ass wiggled enticingly as she turned back to the griddle and started spooning in pancake batter. “Breakfast will be ready in a few, baby. I hope my big man is hungry.”

I came up behind her, setting my hands on her hips, rubbing my erection up and down her naked ass, making her gasp. “Hell yeah, daddy’s hungry.” I didn’t know where daddy had come from, but Erica seemed to like it, easily yielding to my dominance.

“I bet Daddy’d love to get a nice, loving, sloppy wet blowjob under the table while he eats, too. Would you like that, honey?” she asked, rubbing her ass back against me, wiggling it against my crotch.

I growled softly and gave her ass a good slap, squeezing it. “Yeah.”

I slid my fingers between Mom’s thighs, feeling her dripping cunt over my hand. Goddamn, she was wet. “Are you this horny from thinking about me?” I purred in her ear.

“Mmm,” she moaned, rubbing her pussy back against me, trying — not very successfully — to keep dropping her batter into the pan. The pancakes were getting more and more uneven as her focus faltered. “I’m always horny thinking about you, baby.”

“Then I’m gonna give you something to take the itch away...at least for a little while.” Unzipping my pants, I took out my rock hard cock and rubbed the fat beads of precum along my length. Slowly, I inched my way inside her, pressing the fat head into her wet inner folds.
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I woke up that morning feeling the most insanely hot thing imaginable: Jen’s sweet, hot mouth on my cock. But it wasn’t just Jen... Jackie was down there, too, sharing my dick with her. They took turns licking and sucking me, alternating one mouth on me at a time. Then both, their lovely tongues sliding out and licking up and down my hard shaft.

Then Erica appeared, smiling up at me. “Good morning, baby,” she purred, leaning inclose, her hair drifting over my face. She smelled amazing, clean and fresh — and I guessed she’d already showered. “Would you like a special treat to wake up to?”

“Fuck yeah,” I growled, reaching between her thighs and finding her wet and horny, her pussy throbbing for me. I helped her up onto my face where she straddled me, her pussy coming down over my mouth. I groaned and licked her sopping wet cunt, enjoying the gasps of pleasure she gave in the meantime.

The only thing that would make this better, I thought, feeling Jen’s mouth sucking me, is if Erin was part of this too.

But she was alone, asleep by herself, off in the other room. I wondered if it was even possible. We’d left things...not very well.

I’d have to think through that later. For now, all I could concentrate on was my stepmother riding my face, her hot wet cunt moving up and down my lips and tongue. I probed her core with my fingers, playing with her cunt, my thumb going to her ass where I moved my finger up and down her tight little pucker.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned. “Ohhhh fuck...yeah, touch my ass baby...get right in there...”

As I did, I felt Jackie’s mouth going around my dick — I knew because hers was smaller and tighter than Jen’s. And so fucking wet as she cradled my balls, lovingly slurping on my big, throbbing dick. She took me deep, so deep, all the way to the back of her throat.

“Fuck, yeah. Choke on it,” I growled, muffled by Mom’s pussy in my face. I felt Jackie taking me as far as she could, but not gagging — her reflex was gone, her wet mouth the perfect, hot little tight channel for my cock. As my tongue swirled around Erica’s clit, Jackie deep-throated me like a pro, her smooth lips working up and down my shaft, my dick bottoming out inside her.

“Ohhhh fuck,” Mom moaned on top of me, grabbing my hair and riding my face. “That’s it, right there...yes, baby...oh shit, you’re making mommy come!”

Her pussy twitched and spasmed against my tongue; I lapped her juices up eagerly. Holding her hips, I let her ride out her orgasm, her tits bouncing up above me.

“Fuck,” I growled. “I’m coming, too.” My dick twitched inside Jackie’s mouth — then spurted hot jets of cream between her sealed lips. My balls throbbed as I spent myself inside her, reveling in my new life — one where I woke up to blowjobs and hot women riding my face. Jackie sucked down every drop, swallowing my hot cum, then licking my shaft clean.

After several seconds, I felt Erica gradually growing still. She slid off me, collapsing to the bed beside me. “You made me come so hard, baby,” she purred, curling up against me.

Jackie and Jen, meanwhile, stroked my softening cock and planted kisses along my thighs, worshiping me, gazing up at me reverently.

Yeah. This is most definitely the way to wake up.

****

After I was up and showered, I went to check on Erin. She was still in the guest bedroom, having cleaned up and put on the fresh change of clothes I’d gotten her. She looked damn sexy, the tight little white t-shirt stretched over her breasts, showing her flat tummy underneath.

Once again I found myself fantasizing about changing her. I knew all it would take was removing the amulet, swaying it in front of her, letting her becoming hypnotized by its power. My fingers moved to it, touching the cool metal of the chain.

But something stopped me. Erin looked up at me so innocently, so ... pure. Doing this, corrupting her, without giving her a chance to have a different life, away from me...

It didn’t seem right.

I lowered my hand, letting out a slow breath. “I’ve arranged for a place for you to stay downtown. I figured you wouldn’t want to shack up here — it’ll give you some space until you can get back on your feet.”

She nodded, hugging her arms around herself, looking at me with an expression I couldn’t define.

“You can come downstairs whenever you’re ready. Mom — Erica — will have breakfast. Then...you can look for jobs, hang out, whatever you’d like. There’s no rush to leave. Just wanted you to have the option.” I turned to go.

“Dave —”

I paused and looked back. Erin’s eyes were welled with emotion. She came a little toward me, then stopped, hesitant. “I just wanted to say...thanks. For everything.”

I looked at her, remembering the last time we’d talked. That had been during a bad fight — right when I’d found out she was cheating on me. Of course I’d been insanely jealous — but what could I do? I couldn’t force her to love me.

Now it seemed inconsequential. Not only did I have Jackie and Jen, I had Erica, too. I had the amulet. The promise of any hot babe I wanted. Even Erin, if I’d desired — but if she ever wanted to get back together with me, I didn’t want to have to make her do it.

I gave her a small smile. “No problem.”

****

Downstairs in the kitchen I found the girls giggling and playing around with pancake batter. Jen had smeared some over Jackie’s breasts, which were showing through her tight pink tank top. I took the moment to admire how sexy they looked, goofing off and being happy, giggling bimbos in my kitchen.

Erica was at least trying to fix breakfast properly — apparently, the transformation hadn’t affected her sense of matronly duty. She stirred the batter, wearing nothing but an apron, eyeing the two girls severely. “Girls, if you aren’t going to help, the at least take your silly antics outside!”

Jen and Jackie were too wrapped up in their game to pay attention. Giggling, they headed for the living room, kissing and fumbling, piece of clothing flying off.

Jackie’s panties landed at my feet. They were lacy, pink, and very wet. I lifted them to my nose and took a deep inhale. The scent ignited my lust immediately, making my cock hard in my pants.

Mom smiled as she saw me coming in. Her naked ass wiggled enticingly as she turned back to the griddle and started spooning in pancake batter. “Breakfast will be ready in a few, baby. I hope my big man is hungry.”

I came up behind her, setting my hands on her hips, rubbing my erection up and down her naked ass, making her gasp. “Hell yeah, daddy’s hungry.” I didn’t know where daddy had come from, but Erica seemed to like it, easily yielding to my dominance.

“I bet Daddy’d love to get a nice, loving, sloppy wet blowjob under the table while he eats, too. Would you like that, honey?” she asked, rubbing her ass back against me, wiggling it against my crotch.

I growled softly and gave her ass a good slap, squeezing it. “Yeah.”

I slid my fingers between Mom’s thighs, feeling her dripping cunt over my hand. Goddamn, she was wet. “Are you this horny from thinking about me?” I purred in her ear.

“Mmm,” she moaned, rubbing her pussy back against me, trying — not very successfully — to keep dropping her batter into the pan. The pancakes were getting more and more uneven as her focus faltered. “I’m always horny thinking about you, baby.”

“Then I’m gonna give you something to take the itch away...at least for a little while.” Unzipping my pants, I took out my rock hard cock and rubbed the fat beads of precum along my length. Slowly, I inched my way inside her, pressing the fat head into her wet inner folds.

She gasped, clutching the sides of the stove. The pancake batter sizzled in the pan. “Ohhh god,” she moaned, shuddering. I drove myself deeper into her, watching as inch by inch, my cock disappeared into her tight wet cunt.

She spread her legs wider, lifting her ass, giving me a better angle to penetrate her hot, sexy depths. I groaned as she clutched around me, her inner walls squeezing tight.

I started to pump in and out of her, slow at first, then building up a rhythm. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the edges of the counter, rocking her hips back against me. Her pussy was so stretched out around me, nice and wide, hugging me tight as I filled her depths.

She moaned, leaning her head back against my shoulder. My hand went to her neck, caressing and holding her, my touch both possessive and tender. I licked the side of her ear, then kissed her neck, biting down gently on it as I fucked her, my cock sliding in and out of her wet cunt from behind.

“Ohhhh fuck,” she moaned. “You’re so deep in me, baby.” She reached back, her arm encircling my neck. I played with her tits, my left hand squeezing the full mound underneath her apron, then pinching her nipple.

I heard a soft gasp off to my side and glanced over. Erin was standing in the kitchen doorway, watching me fuck my stepmother. She looked transfixed: her gaze was riveted to us, right on the spot where my cock was plowing into Erica’s hot cunt. I expected to find shock, horror, disgust: instead I saw something else. Lust, desire, curiosity...fascination.

Her cheeks were flushed. Her breathing was fast.

Erin was getting aroused watching me fuck Erica over the kitchen stove.

I reached around, flipping off the burner. I knew she wasn’t getting to those pancakes anytime soon. Bending her over, I growled roughly and slapped her ass, tugging her apron up for better access. I thrust deep and hard into her. “You’re so fucking tight, Mom.” As I said it, I looked into Erin’s eyes, watching her reaction.

She bit her lip, her gaze flicking to mine. She said nothing, but couldn’t tear her eyes away.

“Fuck me deeper, baby. Mmmm, yeah, that big hard cock feels so good inside my pussy. Get it deep— fill me up with your huge load!”

I grunted, primal lust taking over me. As I stared into Erin’s eyes, still fucking my stepmom, I imagined taking my ex and bending her over the counter this way. And somehow, I knew she was thinking the same thing. Her fingers went down below her t-shirt, snaking into her shorts, going inside her panties. She was getting herself off, watching us. Masturbating right there in front of me.

Just then, Erica squeezed her cunt muscles hard around my cock, shuddering and convulsing as she came. “Ohhhh fuck!” she moaned, grinding her ass hard against me, getting me as deep as she could. Feeling her come on my cock sent me over the edge — I groaned, clutching her neck in one hand, her breast in the other.

I buried my face in her hair and filled her, pumping thick jets of semen into her hot wet pussy. There was a ton — it flowed out around my cock and dripped down her inner thighs. I knew Erin was watching every second.

I knew, too, she wanted to be in my stepmother’s place.

The look in her eyes told me everything I needed to know. As she stuffed her fingers into her pussy, she was thinking of me; her gaze locked onto my throbbing dick as I pulled it free from Erica’s pussy.

Breathless, Erin gazed at us for another long moment, then turned and disappeared.

I knew it was just a matter of time — I was going to have to seduce her. For both our sakes.

****

“Are you sure you need me in the office?” I asked on the phone, talking to one of my colleagues from work. I was munching on Mom’s pancakes. They were delicious, now she’d actually gotten around to making a real batch.

“Yeah,” answered Skylar, my boss, on the other end. “It’s something we’ll need your expertise for. I know you said you wanted to take off the rest of this week — which was totally fine. It’s just, you’re the only guy here who knows this tech stuff.”

I sighed inwardly. Skylar was a seriously hot boss — with long brown-blonde hair that fell just above her ass, always wearing tight little miniskirts that couldn’t do much to hide the killer body she was sporting, I never minded going into work. Even just to ogle her.

But now that I had a harem of sexy babes — including Erica, who was now under the table, happily sucking my cock — it wasn’t so easy to leave.

I took another bite of delicious, syrupy pancake, the sweet flavor only rivaled by the pleasure of my stepmom’s wet mouth sliding up and down my shaft. “Okay, I’ll come in for the meeting. 2:00, you said?”

“That’s right.” Skylar sounded happy. “Thanks so much, Dave. I really appreciate it. I —”

She paused, sounding like she wanted to say something more.

“You...what?”

“I uh...I just really appreciate it.” Maybe she wanted to add, I’ll show you just how much, but didn’t have the nerve to.

I could sure help out with that.

Hanging up the phone, I grunted, taking mom’s hair in my hand and guiding her up and down my cock. “Fuck, I’m gonna blow. Right in your sweet, slutty mouth.”

“Mmmm,” she moaned encouragingly, gazing up at me lustfully. From the way she fastened her lips even tighter around me, I had the feeling she wanted me to do just that.

I thrust upwards into her mouth, my cock plunging deep inside, bottoming out in her throat. I held her hair tight, watching as she rubbed her horny pussy underneath the apron. It had come mostly undone and was hanging lazily over her shoulder, showing me most of her left breast. Her nipple was poking out like a rock; I reached down, giving it a good hard squeeze, making her squeal as she sucked me hard and fast, head bobbing eagerly.

“Fuuuuck,” I groaned, my balls throbbing. I plunged deep into her mouth and held myself there, spurting a huge load of cum into my stepmom’s mouth. She held her lips around me tightly, making sure not a drop was wasted. I watched her swallow every last bit, her eyes glazed with pleasure.

“Wow,” she gasped, releasing me, my cum dripping down the corner of her mouth. “You came so much, baby. And I came too, just sucking you off!”

I grinned. She was now pumped full with two hot loads — one dripping down her thighs from her cunt, and one deep in her belly, the rest of it trickling down her puffy, perfect cocksucking lips.

I stroked her hair, enjoying the way she leaned into my hand like a pet. “You’re a good girl,” I said, my voice warm and encouraging. “You sucked daddy’s cock just right.”

She smiled up at me, her eyes shining.

****

“Okay, let’s get this started.” I sat down at the conference table, crossing my leg at the ankle. “I’m ready for whatever you’ve got to throw at me.”

Skylar went into detail, starting her presentation. I was only half-paying attention, my eyes going down her supple body as she moved back and forth across the whiteboard.

Her tits were nice and full, pushing out from beneath her blouse and jacket. Her calves were accentuated by the five-inch black heels she was wearing. Her hair fell in nice, sensuous locks down her shoulders; she’d had it done in a way that really appealed to me today. Perfect for grabbing while I pumped my cock into her tight wet pussy...

When the meeting was done, everyone filed out and Skylar came over to sit beside me. “So did that clear things up for you?”

“Definitely,” I said, though I hadn’t paid attention to a word of the presentation. “You know what would make even more sense?” I asked, taking out the amulet.

“What...what’s that?” she asked, her gaze flicking to the glowing pendant.

“If you were down on your knees, sucking my cock right now.”

She shivered. I thought maybe she’d haul off and slap me, or at the very least fire me. But instead, she stared in utter fascination at the pendant, its power clearly working on her. She gave another shudder — clearly she was getting horny. I could just imagine the wetness pooling in her pussy right now.

“Yes, Dave,” she said, her voice trancelike and dreamy. “I’d love to suck your cock.”

As Skylar sank to her knees, gazing up at me in worship, the conference room door suddenly flung open.

“Not so fast,” said a harsh female voice ringing in my ears. I looked up, stunned, just in time to see a blonde, incredibly hot woman in a white lab coat entering the room. Two others were with her — one of them coming right toward me and holding a handkerchief to my nose.

A sweet, flowery smell invaded my senses — and the next thing I knew, the room went dark.

****
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“Ohhh fuck,” she moaned. “God, your mouth feels good. You really are everything they say about you...”

I chuckled. Once, I would’ve asked what people said — now I didn’t fucking care. I just wanted to be inside this hot little bitch — with my tongue, my fingers, and my cock. Every hole.

I unzipped her skirt, sliding it down a little way, feeling her bare butt beneath my hands. No panties? I felt further in, toward the crack of her ass. She was wearing panties, but her tiny little thong was so small, it could barely be called that.

“Mmm, you have a great ass.” I buried my face in her neck, inhaling her smell, enjoying her murmurs of pleasure as I squeezed and massaged her sexy butt.

“You’re making me so wet,” she whispered, leaning in close. “I can’t believe the effect you have.”

“Believe it,” I growled. “It’s real.”

Turning her around, I pulled her close, hearing her little cry of pleasure as I started to play with her tits. I took my cock out, letting the dripping head slide between her ass cheeks. “I want to be inside this ass,” I said, my voice raw, deep, and sexual.

“Do it, baby,” she urged, her voice high and breathy now. “I want you there. Take my ass....it’s yours.”

The Magic Amulet: Part V

Dave

When I woke up, the first thing I saw was a pair of beautiful blue eyes gazing into mine. It was the blonde in the lab coat. She was peering at me curiously, like I was a science project or something.

“What the fuck...?” I muttered, stretching my arms out. I was lying on a medical examining table, my shirt off, the tattoos on my arms glowing slightly.

“Sorry for the, uh, kidnapping,” said the blonde ‘doctor,’ giggling softly. “I didn’t know if you’d come willingly, so I kind of snatched you up.”

“You kidnapped me.” She was fucking crazy if she thought I’d see this as anything else.

“Noooo, I, um...well, okay. I did.” She held her hand up in defense, her pretty, manicured nails looking sleek and polished. “But it was for science. Really.”

“Science? The science of what?”

“You!” She leaned in close, breathing deep like she was smelling my scent. “You’re the most incredible male specimen I’ve ever seen. You’re so...rock hard,” she said, her hands moving over my chest and stomach, stopping just above the bulge in my pants. I realized then I was insanely fucking hard.

“What’s your name?” I growled out.

“Stacy,” she whispered, her fingers going a little lower. “Dr. Stacy Keaton.”

“Doctor...of what?” I bit back a groan as she rubbed me through my jeans, her warm fingers massaging my cock.

“I’m a psychologist, technically — but I’ve taken an interest in physiology lately. And you, mister, are one hell of an alpha male.”

“Did you, uh...” I reached for the amulet, but found it was gone. “Shit.”

“Oh, you’re looking for this.” She pulled the glowing pendant from her pocket. “Well, you know what’s funny? I analyzed this little puppy, and it turns out — it has the same energy profile that you do.”

“Energy profile? What the hell are you talking about?” This so-called doctor sounded kind of crazy, but she was fucking hot, and I wanted her riding my cock — now.

“I’m talking about your aura, silly. You have energy, I have energy...every living thing has energy. So does this amulet — though I’m not sure how.”

While she was puzzling over it, I got up, sliding off the medical table and coming around to her. I got between her thighs and leaned in close, smelling her hot, sweet, sexy scent. She smelled like strawberries, shampoo, and subtle perfume. Sexy as hell. “You know what I could really use right now, doc?”

“Mmmmm, what’s that?” she said, breathless, her fingers going to my arms, which she clutched.

“A nice, hot, wet pussy to shove my cock into. I’m really fucking hard.”

She gasped as I pressed my erection into her, letting it rub against her bare inner thigh. She was wearing just a tight white skirt that rode up her creamy skin, showing me plenty.

She dropped the amulet and it clattered to the floor. Weirdly, I found I didn’t even care.

“You know — ohhh!” she gasped as my lips found her neck, kissing my way down. I tore her blouse open, sending buttons flying. “You know, that pendant isn’t even necessary.”

“Not necessary?” I growled, rubbing her heavy tits through her bra, feeling them growing in my hands. Her nipples hardened, becoming tiny points under her lacy bra.

“Not necessary. You’ve merged with its power — you’ve taken on its essence. Thus why it has the same profile as you. In a way...you’re stronger than the pendant now. You’ve absorbed it.”

“Huh.” I tugged the bra down, sucking one of her hard nipples into my mouth, making her gasp. “Guess that’s why I feel so damn good.” I grinned. The tattoos on my arms were still glowing. That explained a lot — the amulet wasn’t even necessary.

“Not so fast,” she gasped, her fingers running through my hair, coming to rest at the back of my neck. “You’ll still need to have it in your possession. The gem is what gives you your alpha male force. If it breaks, or comes into someone else’s ownership, you’ll lose your power.”

“Damn.” Guess that meant I couldn’t just smash it.

Well, whatever. I couldn’t think much about that right now, not with Stacy’s hot tits in my face. I sucked on each one, watching her face contort in pleasure, her beautiful features lighting up with sheer delight.

“Ohhh fuck,” she moaned. “God, your mouth feels good. You really are everything they say about you...”

I chuckled. Once, I would’ve asked what people said — now I didn’t fucking care. I just wanted to be inside this hot little bitch — with my tongue, my fingers, and my cock. Every hole.

I unzipped her skirt, sliding it down a little way, feeling her bare butt beneath my hands. No panties? I felt further in, toward the crack of her ass. She was wearing panties, but her tiny little thong was so small, it could barely be called that.

“Mmm, you have a great ass.” I buried my face in her neck, inhaling her smell, enjoying her murmurs of pleasure as I squeezed and massaged her sexy butt.

“You’re making me so wet,” she whispered, leaning in close. “I can’t believe the effect you have.”

“Believe it,” I growled. “It’s real.”

Turning her around, I pulled her close, hearing her little cry of pleasure as I started to play with her tits. I took my cock out, letting the dripping head slide between her ass cheeks. “I want to be inside this ass,” I said, my voice raw, deep, and sexual.

“Do it, baby,” she urged, her voice high and breathy now. “I want you there. Take my ass....it’s yours.”

Rubbing her full breasts, I smiled and kissed the side of her neck. My cock continued to rub up and down her ass cheeks, leaving a wet trail of precum. Reaching down, I slid her thong to the side, exposing her smooth pucker and dripping wet pussy. “Goddamn, you’re wet,” I said, marveling at the dripping fluids gushing from her cunt.

“It’s you,” she breathed. “You’re making me that way...sir!”

I used the dripping juices from her cunt, along with my precum, to swirl around her little rosebud, making her nice and lubed up. I spread her ass wide and rubbed my fingers up and down her hot little pucker — and in circles, making her moan with desire.

“Ohhh god, it feels so good...it’s making me so wet, feeling you there.”

I continued to probe her, getting her ass nice and stretched out for me. I whispered into her ear, “Do you think you can take more than my fingers, baby girl?”

She nodded, looking over her shoulder at me in submissive desire. “I’ll take anything you want to put inside me, master.”

Just what I wanted to hear.

I bent her over the medical table, stepping in behind her. I rubbed my cock up and down her dripping wet slit, enjoying the sight of her sexy body spread before me, her legs nice and wide. I kicked them apart, making them even wider, letting my cock coat itself in her juices.

I was tempted to plunge myself right into her pussy, but her ass was even more of a draw. I pressed inside her slowly, splitting her tight little backdoor open. It slid inside more easily than I’d expected; I worked it in slowly, each inch going into her, the walls of her ass slowly stretching to take me.

“Oh wow,” she gasped, shuddering in pleasure. “You feel so thick inside me. So big. You’re really stretching me, sir.”

I groaned, feeling overwhelmed with pleasure. I’d never been inside a girl’s ass before. The raw, primal feeling of it — the way I was in her most intimate territory — ignited fires within me. There was something so submissive about her giving herself to me this way that I couldn’t help but be insanely aroused. My balls gave a throb as I pressed in deep, sinking inside her all the way.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “It’s all the way in, isn’t it?”

I squeezed her ass and rubbed her full, hot cheeks with a nod. “All the way in. Good girl.”

She clutched the table as I began to stroke in and out of her ass, moving my cock back and forth. “Have you ever had a man fuck you in the ass?” I said, my voice a rough growl.

“No, never...I’ve never had anyone there before...” She gasped as I clutched her tits, adding more stimulation to her already blissed-out body. She leaned her head back against me and I seized the opportunity to kiss her, devouring her lips greedily.

When I broke the kiss, I pressed her down hard on the table, slamming her against it. “Oooh, yes,” she groaned. “Fuck me hard like that, sir. Fuck that tight little ass as hard as you want.”

I’d never felt anything that was as tight and ready and warm as her hot little ass. I felt my body shaking with my oncoming orgasm, my cock sliding in and out of her ass in fast, smooth strokes.

“Good girl,” I panted. “Good girl...” I clutched the bottom of her shirt, watching as her ass cheeks squeezed around me, her body quaking in orgasm.

“Ohhhh fuck, master, I’m coming!” she cried, her pussy convulsing — which I had a clear view of as my dick pounded in and out of her well-stretched ass.

“Shit,” I moaned. “I’m coming too. Fuck...here it is, baby girl...”

My balls tightened against her ass cheeks. I pushed in deep, burying my cock inside her. I came harder than I had in my whole life, thick jets of cream pulsing up inside her ass. My balls drained right into her, filling her hot tunnel with bursts of sticky, sweet cum. I fucked her gently through the whole orgasm, riding it out, feeling her milk the cum right from my dick.

I pulled out of her body, watching my cum drip from her asshole. She looked so hot like that, spread out over the table, her pussy dripping, her ass leaking my cum.

She caught her breath, laying her head against the table. I pressed her down against it, leaning in close. “You’re mine now, baby girl. Right? You belong to daddy. Understand?”

I put my hands around her body, feeling her breasts, pulling her against me. She turned, facing me, lacing her arms around my neck as I pulled her into a hot kiss.

She smiled as I broke away. “I’m yours, sir. Always. You can have me anywhere you want, daddy...fill me with that big cock any time.”

She knelt down, taking me into her mouth and cleaning me free of every last drop of cum. I groaned as her wet lips came over my shaft, stroking her hair with my fingers.

“Good girl,” I growled. “Good girl.”

****

Now that Stacy had explained some things to me about the amulet, I had a better idea of what I was dealing with. She also showed me some of the books she’d collected over the years on its magic. Energy signatures, that sort of thing. As it turned out, some women were even more susceptible to the power of the gem — if their energy signatures matched that of the amulet.

But she’d said I didn’t even need it. I had to protect it, but it wasn’t necessary to wear it everywhere to use its power. That meant I could safely lock it away at home, inside the steel cabinet where I kept other items, like a few old rifles my dad had.


When I returned home, Stacy’s hand locked in mine, I introduced her to the girls. All except Erin — who was nowhere to be found.

While Erica, Jen, Jackie, and Stacy chatted in the kitchen, I made my way upstairs. “Erin? You up here?”

“In here,” she called from the guest room.

I found her poring over an old photo album I’d kept. It had pictures of us — back when we’d been together, we photographed ourselves a lot. There were a bunch of shots of us happily hugging and kissing, posed in front of different travel venues. Central Park, the Met, a temple in Bangkok, an Australian nature reserve. We’d traveled the world, seen the sights — had a blast together.

“We really did have fun, didn’t we?” she asked, her eyes shining as she looked up at me.

“Yeah, we did.” I sat down next to her. “Where’d you find this?”

“Sorry, I wasn’t trying to snoop. I was just unpacking some things when I stumbled across it.”

Unpacking... My heart gave a little leap. “So you’re staying, then?”

“Yeah, for now. I mean, as long as it’s still okay.” She bit her lip.

“It’s fine. Please — I mean, I want you to.” I rubbed a hand through my hair. This wasn’t coming out right. “What I mean is...you can stay here as long as you want, Er. I don’t mind.”

She nodded, rising slowly from the bed. She came over to me, draping her arms gently around my waist. “I just wanted to say, Dave, you’ve been amazing. So sweet.”

Her lower lip quivered a little bit like she was going to cry. I tilted her chin up toward me and pulled her close.

“Hey, it’s okay. I just want to see you get back on your feet, Er. I —” I hesitated, finding it hard to say the words. I could be tough and alpha, but admitting my feelings was something I’d always struggled with.

Erin picked up on this and said, “You what, hon?”

“I care about you a lot. Truly, I do.”

Her eyes shimmered and she smiled. Then, to my surprise, she leaned in close and kissed me softly on the lips.

It was sweet. Almost romantic. My cock was hard but I wasn’t in my normal alpha male sexual rage. I just wanted to make Erin feel good.

I remembered what Stacy had said. It’s part of you now. The amulet’s power is inside you; you are the alpha male who can take what he wants.

I pulled back from the kiss and looked into her eyes. “Erin, are you sure...”

She put her fingers to my lips. “I’m sure, Dave. I want this.” She bit her lip cutely, making my cock throb. “Do you?”

“Fuck, yes.” I pulled her close, my hands going to her ass cheeks and squeezing hard.

She gave a soft moan of surprise and lust, grasping my arms for support. The two of us kissed long and lustfully, my hands at the base of her jaw. For once, I wasn’t focused on anything but just kissing her — feeling her soft body against mine, her full, round ass and her soft breasts pressed against me. I squeezed them gently, slicing delightful moans from Erin’s lips.

She broke away, sucking gently on my bottom lip. She gazed up into my eyes and said in a breathy, sexy voice, “You’ve changed.”

“In a good way, I hope.”

“Oh yes.” She rubbed my bulge, her fingers massaging up and down. “A very, very good way.”

Before I could pull her into another kiss,her phone suddenly buzzed on the nearby guest bed. She released me and went to answer it.

“Damn. It’s my boss. I — I’d better get to work.”

“You got a job?” I asked, surprised.

“Yeah.” She winced. “Not a great one, but it’ll have to do.”

I watched as she strapped on a little black apron that read Scottie’s Diner and then grabbed her purse. “I’ll be back tonight around nine if you want to, um, continue.” She gave me a small, nervous smile.

“Yeah, Er.” I blew out a breath. “I’ll take this at whatever pace you want. I just like being with you again.”

She smiled, cheeks flushed. “I like being with you, too.”

****

Once Erin had left for work, I went downstairs. Jen was taking a nap; Mom was in the kitchen, cooking. Jackie had gone back to the strip club. Even though she wasn’t actively stripping anymore, she’d asked if she could keep her job there just for fun. Now she was training other girls to dance — as sexy as possible.

Knowing it would make her happy, I decided to allow her to do it.

Stacy was the only one not otherwise occupied. She’d brought some medical reading material with her and was poring over her books. She looked cute and kind of nerdy, wearing a pair of black-framed glasses as she sat at the study I’d prepared for her.

“You do realize you’re basically a living god, don’t you?” she asked, turning to me. She crossed one sexy leg over the other.

Just seeing her looking all fuckable like that, her big tits pushing out under her blouse, had my cock twitching in my pants.

“A living god, huh?” I said, smirking, taking a seat beside her.

“Yep. There’s just one problem.”

“What’s that?”

She looked at me seriously, narrowing her eyes. “You’re going to die soon.”

****
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“Fuck me, sir!” she begged. “Please put it in me!”

I slid her panties to the side, slipping my cock into her hot, wet folds. We groaned together as I pushed deep inside, spreading her walls around me. “Holy shit,” I groaned. “You feel so fucking good.”

“Mmmm,” she gasped, kissing me hard, sucking on my bottom lip. She gazed lovingly up into my eyes. “You’re so big and hard in me, baby. Pound me with that thick, hard cock.”

I ran my thumb over her clit, feeling her nails dig into my back. She gasped in pleasure and surprise. Then I started to really pound her, sliding in hard and deep, building up a rhythm. Her sexy tits bounced on her chest.

I could believe after all this time, I was balls-deep inside my hot as fuck ex-girlfriend. All my rage at our breakup, at how inadequate I had been, at how stupid the fights had been, all the drama...it boiled up in me and centered within my cock. Every driving thrust was me trying to exorcise my demons, to forget the past and forge a new future with her. I wanted Erin back. I wanted to fill her up, claim her, make her mine.

The Magic Amulet: Part VI
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“What do you mean, I’m going to die?” I stared at Stacy, incredulous. “You can’t just tell me something like that and not elaborate.”

“Well, the issue is...” She turned back to her file. “It says here that with the energy profile you have, it’s not a direct match for the amulet. Unless we can change it — or you, which isn’t likely — then you’ll die in about three weeks.”

The way she delivered this news was so perfunctory that for a second, I thought maybe she didn’t care whether I died at all.

She blinked, seeming to catch on. “Oh, I’m sorry, master.” She hurried to my side, pulling me in close. “I didn’t mean to seem nonchalant. It’s just, I’m pretty sure we can reverse the profile pretty easily. So I’m not worried about you.”

I raised a brow. “You’re not?”

She shook her head. “I’m good at these things. I’m a medical professional, remember?”

“Yeah, so you claim.” I eyed her up and down. She looked fucking hot — there was no denying it. But her credentials? I was pretty dubious about those. “So what do we have to do to reverse my signature, or whatever?”

“Well, first I need the amulet.” She tilted her head. “You still have it, right?”

I nodded. “It’s locked up.”

“Great. So if you can get it for me, I’ll do some alterations — then be able to get its signature to match yours.”

“Do you need, like, a sample or something?”

“Um, actually...” She blushed, giggling a bit. “I do need a sample. I need some of your cum, sir.”

“DNA, huh?”

“Yes. That will allow me to match you with the pendant.”

“And just how do you propose to get your hands on some of my cum?” I asked, grinning.

“I have some ideas.”

Her hands went to my belt, unbuckling it, a sultry smile on her lips as she looked up into my eyes. “Now, this is just for research purposes, of course,” she said, stroking my cock, smoothing the dripping precum over my shaft. She took a little lick from the tip and shivered. “But that doesn’t mean we can’t both enjoy it.”

“Right,” I growled in agreement, taking a fistful of her hair.

“In fact, your semen sample will be more potent if you do enjoy it. So basically,” she continued, licking up and down the side of my shaft with her tongue extended, “I’m asking you to use me however you want, for your maximum pleasure. This way we’ll get the most potent sample.”

“That won’t be a problem.” I took her hair with both hands and forced her mouth down onto my cock, pressing my length deep inside. I groaned in pleasure as she took me into her wet mouth, letting me in all the way til I bottomed out in her throat. I thrust in deep, using her mouth to get me off. I was angry — frustrated that after all this, I still couldn’t truly own my power. It was trying to destroy me from the inside out.

I wasn’t going to let that happen.

Stacy could work her magic. I’ll give her my sample, let her use to to develop a countermeasure. There’s no way this thing is going to defeat me.

I’d just found the amulet. Just now found my true destiny. My legacy. Was I really going to let that go?

Hell no. I’m not letting it go. I grunted as I used her face to get to my orgasm, feeling my balls throb with need. My grip was tight; I held her hair, thrusting up into her mouth, watching as her beautiful lips struggled to stretch over the entire girth of my thick shaft.

“Mmmm, mmmm,” she moaned, cupping my balls. I’m sure she would have said something if I’d released her, but I wasn’t going to let her sweet little mouth off my cock.

“That’s it,” I growled. “Take that dick in your throat. Feels good, doesn’t it? Getting dominated by your master?”

“Mmmm!”

“I’m not going to die. I’m going to live,” I roared, feeling my orgasm rise. “I’m going to be around for years and years, Stacy, so you’d better get used to this big dick down your throat...in your pussy...in your ass.”

At my words she gave a shudder, face flushed. I recognized the signs: she was coming. Seeing that sent me over the edge; I thrust in as far as I could and spurted hot jets of cum into her throat, forcing her to swallow every last drop. She did, eagerly devouring my cum, then gasping for breath as I released her.

My dick slid from her mouth, leaving a trail of seed down the corner of her mouth. She gathered up what she could, then grabbed a nearby vial from her desk. Collecting some of my plentiful semen, she carefully slid it into the vial.

“There. Now we have a nice good sample,” she said, breathless.

My dick was still hard and twitching, though. She looked up at me, licking her lips. “You’re not satisfied, though...”

“Nope.” My fingers slid through her hair. “I think it’s time I was inside that hot, wet pussy of yours.”

Stacy smiled and set the vial down, then stood, her fingers going to the sides of her skirt. “Would you like me to present myself for you, master?”

“Yes.” I grunted with lust, fingers palming her ass.

She nodded, leaning into my touch, then unzipped her skirt and slid it down her hips. Left in just her panties, heels, and blouse, she kicked the skirt off. She reached for her panties but I stopped her.

“Leave those. And the heels.”

I spun her around roughly, bending her over the desk. She gasped in surprised, feeling me kick her feet apart as I lined my cock up with her dripping slit. Sliding her panties to the side, I felt the smoothness of her freshly-shaved pussy with my fingertip, drawing a moan from her.

“Ooooh, master. I can’t wait to have you inside me.”

“I’m going deep, slut. You sure you can take it all?”

“Yes! Give me all of it, sir!”

I slid my cock in deep in one thrust; I was slick and she was very wet, making my entrance easy. We groaned together as I bottomed out in her perfect, tight pussy. Her inner walls squeezed around me, clutching my cock. She felt amazing — so hot and wet inside, her cunt the perfect tunnel for my dick to slide in and out of. I gripped her hips and started to move back and forth.

“Ohhhh,” she gasped, shuddering. She grasped the sides of the desk. Still wearing her blouse and heels, her panties slid to one side of her sexy little ass, she looked incredibly hot.

There’s no way in hell I’m giving this up. That damned amulet isn’t going to beat me. Not this time.

I felt her pussy stretching wide around me. It felt amazing: hot and wet and sweet and perfect. I met her eyes as she gazed back at me, her glasses starting to bounce off the edge of her nose with my violent thrusts. I reached around, sliding them off her face, revealing her pretty features in all their glory.

Tossing the glasses to the desk, I held her hips and started to really work my cock inside her. “You’re taking it so well, babe. Your pussy feels so hot and tight.”

“Fuck,” she gasped. “You’re so deep inside me.”

I thrust hard and fast into her cunt, watching her tits rock back and forth under the weight of my powerful strokes. She gasped and shuddered, her body going into convulsions from her orgasm. “Ohhh master. I can feel it! You’re in me all the way, so deep! I love it...you’re making me come!”

“Good girl.” I grunted in pure pleasure, slapping her ass, then squeezing the full, delicious flesh between my fingers. “I’m gonna come, too...”

“Fill me up...give it all to me, sir!”

I thrust in hard, holding myself all the way inside. My balls drained deep inside her fertile, wet womb, her pussy sucking every last drop from my cock. Grinding her inner walls with the head of my cock, I saw white stars, feeling completely high on pleasure. “Ohhh shit,” I groaned. I had never come so hard in my life. Maybe it was knowing I was at the edge of death, if this didn’t work out. Whatever the reason, my orgasm was more intense in that moment than any I’d had before.

I gasped, catching my breath, coming down from my peak. I pulled out, watching as my cum oozed around my cock and down the sides of her thighs. I zipped myself back into my jeans and sat down in the chair beside her desk, exhausted.

Stacy pulled her panties back in place, then returned her skirt to her hips, zipping it up. She settled onto my lap, looking insanely hot. The post-sex glow she had gave her a look of pure bimbo beauty, like the perfect little sex kitten she was. I squeezed her breasts once for good measure, then gave her a long, hard kiss.

“Careful, master,” she purred. “You’re going to get me all wound up again.”

I chuckled. “Normally that’d be fine, but for now, I want you working on that energy profile. We need to reverse whatever’s going on.”

She nodded. “Can you get me the amulet?”

I returned with it a few moments later and she got to work.

****

While Stacy was working on the antidote to the amulet’s energy profile — which I still didn’t understand, but took her word for it — I spent some time working on the business plans I’d drawn up. I was going to take over our family holdings, working remotely. I got so involved that by the time I looked at the clock, it was almost 9.

Erin’s shift will be over soon...

I heard the door close downstairs. Sure enough, that was her.

I heard her fixing some coffee in the kitchen, then the sound of footsteps as she came up the stairs. A few minutes later she appeared in my study, looking a bit tired, her hair frazzled — but very cute. Her skin glowed a bit in the dim light and she smiled as she saw me. “Hey, tiger.”

“Hey yourself.” I pulled up a chair. “Take a load off.”

She sat down, sipping her coffee. We fell into a quiet conversation about her work, some of the patrons she dealt with, some guy trying to feel her up on her shift. “He was pretty nasty,” she said, scrunching up her nose.

“Well, you don’t have to work there, you know. I can easily take care of you.” The words were out of my mouth before I knew what I was saying.

Her face lit up in surprise, then she bit her lip. “Oh, geez, Dave. I can’t ask that of you.”

“It wouldn’t be asking. I know it’s forward and all, I just...” I shrugged, toying with my stress ball. “Now that I have this power, I can do anything I want. Money isn’t an issue anymore. I can support you — and as many women as necessary.”

She lowered her eyes. “That’s the problem,” she said softly. “I’m not sure I could share you.”

I looked up in surprise. “What?”

She set her coffee down and came over to me, straddling me, setting herself down on my lap. “If you and I are ever going to be together, I want you all to myself.” She lowered her gaze, sadness in her eyes. “It’s obvious that’s not what you want — and not what’s going to happen.”

“But you do want to be with me?” I asked, my hands resting on her hips. She smelled so good — fucking amazing. Just like I remembered. Soft and feminine, like perfume and flowers.

“Yeah, I do.” She smiled. Then she leaned in close and kissed me.

It was a soft, sensuous kiss. Just like when we were first dating. Erin had been the kind of girl you want to nurture and love — pure sweetness and ecstasy. Now that I had these dark, dominant desires, that meant I wasn’t able to block out pictures of bending her over, tying her up, and fucking her tight little body rough and hard. But I wanted to take care of her at the same time.

She was someone I was really, truly in love with.

I broke the kiss, that thought hitting me with force . “Erin, I...”

“What?” she asked softly, stroking my jaw. “What, baby?”

“I love you. Even if I’m fucking other women, you’re the one who has a hold on my heart.”

She smirked. “Well, that’s sweet. Doesn’t really solve the problem, but it’s sweet.”

“There’s a way we could fix it, you know. Make it so you don’t care if I’m having sex with other women.”

She blinked. “There is?”

“Yeah.” I smiled. “Remember? I have hypnotic powers. I could just do a little rewiring of your impulses...make it so you love the fact I have a harem.”

She bit her lip. “Seems kind of weird...are you sure?”

“It’d solve our problem. You could have me.” I leaned in close, kissing her neck. “You could have all the women in my harem, too.”

She shivered slightly. Her arms went around my neck. “You’re the only one I want.”

“Then have me, Erin. Let me hypnotize you.”

She looked into my eyes, then nodded. “Okay. I trust you.”

I put my fingers into her hair, gently taking hold at the back of her scalp. “Listen to me, Erin.” My voice dropped low, becoming sexy, enticing, hypnotic. “Hear the sound of my voice. Let your mind go...forget everything. Concentrate on just what it sounds like, hearing me speak.”

Her eyes turned glassy, my power instantly seeping into her mind. She parted her lips, nodding slightly. “I’m listening...sir.”

Hearing her call me sir got my cock hard instantly — that coupled with her soft body in my lap — but I focused on the task at hand. “From now on, you won’t be jealous of me with other girls. You’re fine with it. In fact, you love me having my own harem.”

She smiled slowly, her eyes still glazed over. “I love you having a harem.”

“You want me to fuck other women.”

She giggled softly. “I want you to fuck as many hot girls as you want!”

Hearing her sound this way was really turning me on. I could have her do anything I wanted right now. I couldn’t resist; my hands went to her breasts, squeezing slowly, massaging the full orbs in my hands. “You want me... you want me so bad you can’t fucking stand it. You want my cock inside you.”

She shivered, powerful waves of pleasure overcoming her. “I need you inside me, baby...I want you in me now, Dave.”

I growled low in my throat and brought her close, pressing my lips hard against hers. I claimed her mouth in a hot, hungry kiss, my passion at a boiling point. Hers was, too; she ground her hips into me, letting me feel the wetness of her pussy through her panties. She was only wearing a short skirt, my hands making contact with her bare thighs as I rubbed them up and down.

“You’re hot and wet and ready for me, aren’t you?” I purred into her ear, my fingers rubbing up and down her wet slit under her panties.

She nodded, biting her lip and grinding slowly against me. “So ready, sir. I need you in me. I want it so bad...”

I needed it, too. I couldn’t stand it anymore. I stood, picking her up, setting her on the desk, her arms squeezing tight around me. Our lips locked hotly, and she planted little kisses all over my face and neck. We were on fire for each other. Hands moved everywhere.

I shoved a bunch of stuff off my desk, papers flying. I made a space for her to lie down on, spreading her out beneath me. She gasped and spread her legs, putting them tight around me, pulling me close.

We made out for a while like that, kissing long and hard, my fingers pulling at her top, pushing it up over her breasts. I sucked on each of her nipples, making her squeal with delight.

“Fuck me, sir!” she begged. “Please put it in me!”

I slid her panties to the side, slipping my cock into her hot, wet folds. We groaned together as I pushed deep inside, spreading her walls around me. “Holy shit,” I groaned. “You feel so fucking good.”

“Mmmm,” she gasped, kissing me hard, sucking on my bottom lip. She gazed lovingly up into my eyes. “You’re so big and hard in me, baby. Pound me with that thick, hard cock.”

I ran my thumb over her clit, feeling her nails dig into my back. She gasped in pleasure and surprise. Then I started to really pound her, sliding in hard and deep, building up a rhythm. Her sexy tits bounced on her chest.

I could believe after all this time, I was balls-deep inside my hot as fuck ex-girlfriend. All my rage at our breakup, at how inadequate I had been, at how stupid the fights had been, all the drama...it boiled up in me and centered within my cock. Every driving thrust was me trying to exorcise my demons, to forget the past and forge a new future with her. I wanted Erin back. I wanted to fill her up, claim her, make her mine.

“Oh my god!” she screamed, clawing my back. “I’m coming, Dave. I’m coming!”

I felt her walls squeezing me and contracting, her orgasm hitting hard. Finally I was as deep inside my ex as I wanted to be, fucking her as rough and hard as I wanted. As we both wanted. She loved me being rough — she always had, whenever we fucked as couple before. Despite her sweet girl exterior, she was a dirty little slut underneath.

“You’re my whore, aren’t you, Erin?” I said, grabbing a fistful of her hair, my other hand rubbing her nipple roughly. “You love getting fucked hard by a big, thick cock.”

“Yes,” she gasped, closing her legs tighter around me, urging my cock as deep inside as it would go. It was like her pussy was begging me to spurt as much hot, thick cream as I could inside of her. “I love it when you pound me hard, Dave. When you’re rough and dominant.”

I pinned her to the desk, shoving in raw and deep, thrusting violently inside her. Giving her exactly what she wanted. I bit lightly on her neck, enough to leave a mark, making her visibly mine. She gasped in pleasure and pain, her nails scratching down my back.

“I’m gonna come,” I groaned, my balls drawing up tight against me, throbbing as my release neared. “I’m gonna fill you up, Er.”

“Do it, baby! Fill me up! I want your cum gushing out of me!”

I groaned, thrusting in several times and then holding myself deep inside. I shot thick jets of sperm into her pussy, flooding her womb with my cum. I didn’t care about anything anymore — the amulet, and all its stupid power, could go fuck itself. All I knew was Erin, and her hot, wet pussy around me, squeezing and milking my cock, draining every last drop from my balls.

I panted on top of her, catching my breath. When I had recovered, I pulled out of her, watching my cum drip down her pussy, leaking between her thighs. She looked so hot like that, all spread out on the table before me, her pussy lips puffy and swollen from being so roughly fucked.

“That’s how I like you,” I growled. “Good and fucked. My little slut.” I leaned in and kissed her slowly and tenderly, feeling her fingers caressing my hair.

“I love you, master,” she whispered, gazing up at me adoringly.

****

Epilogue

Stacy, thankfully, was able to reverse the amulet’s energy signature, so that I was no longer in danger. She was also able to trace its power, putting a damper on it so that I was now in control. Not the amulet.

I retained my power — and kept control of the pendant. I found that as the years went on and I added more girls to my harem, I grew stronger and more virile. It seemed every year brought more hot women, more money, more business. More sex.

I was fine with that. After all, my goal all along was to achieve my legacy. And that’s what I was going to do.

Even better — Erin agreed to marry me. I knew we’d have one hell of a wedding.

And an insanely sexy wedding night, where she would undoubtedly end up pregnant with my child.

Of course, I’d still have Jen, Erica, Jackie, and Stacy, along with all the other women I’d collected over the years. Jen and I shared a special bond, both bringing in plenty of new girls to add to the family. Before long, the house was happy and full, with lots of gorgeous pregnant women walking around.

I smiled as I watched one evening, knowing my family was growing. That’s what I’d wanted all along — fulfillment through beautiful bimbo babes, my wives. And eventually, heirs to carry on my name.

Not only was I going to live — I was going to thrive.

****
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I knew I was wet.

He licked me with his tongue, sliding it up and down my sex. Taking my juices in his mouth and opening my pussy lips to get more. He feasted on me like I was a divine, delicious treat. He made lewd moans and slurping sounds as he ate my pussy.

I heard myself reacting — the sounds coming from my mouth were just as lewd. Just as alien. He hooked my leg around her neck and tilted his neck up, getting a better hold on me. His hands held my hips, keeping me firmly in place. He put two fingers inside me, stirring me. “You want this, don’t you?”

I moaned wordlessly.

“Tell me...tell me you want me. Tell me you want your stepson’s cock inside you.”

“I...” I couldn’t say it.

He stood and took his cock out. It was huge and menacing. He stroked it up and down, sliding precum over his length. “You know this is what you want.” He clutched his cock and rubbed me with it, the head of him feeling thick and smooth against my entrance.

“I want it.”

“You want what?”

“I want your cock inside me.”

His Mother’s Temptation

Rachel

I drove with both hands tightly on the wheel.

I usually never went to see David, my stepson, especially not after a big fight with his dad. There hadn’t been many fights — not lately — and then suddenly, the biggest one of all.

My stomach tensed as I remembered the angry words thrown about. David’s dad, Ethan, having an affair. The secretary — what was her name, the little bitch? Cassie. Ethan deciding he wanted a divorce so he could screw his secretary.

What kind of an asshole can he possibly be? I thought, foot pressing the accelerator harder.

I dialed David’s number and heard the steady rings. I figured it would go to voicemail but then it clicked.

“Mom?”

“Hi, David.”

“Is everything okay?” I rarely called him, preferring to simply stop by when I needed to see him. After all, he was a grown man now, and needed his own life. Independence.

So then, why was it I couldn’t seem to get him out of my mind lately? We had never been especially close when he was growing up. True, I had come into his life when he was still in grade school, marrying his dad a short time after I’d gotten my first job as a paralegal.

But now, David seemed different to me. More mature. Capable of understanding me in a way most men did not. I found herself coming to him for advice, for comfort. More often than I should. And I hadn’t missed the way he looked at me; that appreciative gaze, the way he admired my earrings, my lip gloss, my shoulder-length brown hair. With other men I felt plain; with David, I felt desired.

Even sexually.

What am I thinking? I realized my pussy was tingling and there was a definitely flush on my cheeks at the thought of my handsome stepson’s attention. Get a grip, Rachel.

I waited until she got to his apartment to tell him the whole story. When he heard, he was enraged.

“That fucker. You want me to go over there?” David said, fists clenching.

“No, no. Don’t do anything, hon.” I put my hand on his arm.

The touch seemed to placate him.

****

David

In truth, I loved her fiercely. I had come to see myself as her protector. The minute she showed up at my doorstep, I’d ached to draw her into my arms. To comfort her.

I want to do more than comfort her, I thought.

Images of kissing her...in a way not appropriate to a mother and son filled my mind. Of tangling my fingers in her rich brown hair and clutching it as I made love to her with my mouth. As I kissed my way down her body, opening her shirt, my lips moving over her breasts...

I shook myself back to the present. Rachel was pouring herself a glass of wine at his kitchen counter. My eyes swept over her body, lingering on the curve of her lower back, just above her shapely ass. She had worn a skirt. One other tight miniskirts. The kind she usually wore to work or to professional outings. Not for a night in with her son.

The thought crossed my mind: had she worn it for me? Surely not. Maybe she had just come home from work, then found out about Ethan’s affair.

That must be it.

She turned to me, sipping the wine. Her gaze was distracted. “I just can’t believe, all these years, I’ve been married to the bastard. And he’s been cheating on me.”

“Hey, hey.” I went to her and drew her into my arms. “It’s okay.”

She sighed into my embrace, accepting it. Leaning into my warmth. She rubbed her cheek gently against my shirt and I stroked her lower back.

“What does he think?” she muttered. “That I’ll just forget it?”

“He treats you like crap.”

She pulled back and gazed up at me. “He does.”

Our eyes held that way for several moments. I realized my hands were still there, at her lower back. I moved them up to her shoulders and held her gently but firmly. “You’re worth more than he gives you, Mom. Way more.”

Her lips parted and she said softly, “I don’t know anymore.” She sounded defeated.

“What do you mean? You’re absolutely breathtaking.”

Her lashes fluttered slightly at the compliment. Her cheeks flushed. She lowered her head, then lifted it, not quite meeting my eyes. She was shy, and I thought it was charming. “You’re really sweet.”

She squeezed my arms.

I don’t know what I was thinking. I wasn’t thinking. I just leaned in and kissed her. It was soft. Testing the waters. She didn’t pull away.

When I finally did a moment later, she took in a quick breath. “That...you’ve been so kind to me, David. I really appreciate it.”

In answer I cupped her face and kissed her again. Harder this time. She kissed back after a moment, hesitantly moving her hands up my arms. Then leaning in to me, returning the kiss in earnest. Soon her arms were around my neck and I held her waist. We were kissing like lovers. Our lips made soft smacking sounds as they parted.

She gazed up at me uncertainly, questioningly. Yet with undeniable arousal. A hooded look in her eyes I had never seen before. Desire? For me?

“David...I hope you’re not just feeling sorry for me.”

****

Rachel

The look in his eyes as I said that was...what? Amusement? Intrigue? He chuckled.

“Sorry for you? Mom...I don’t think you realize just how fucking sexy you are.” He leaned in as he said the words, his lips at my ear. His breath sent shivers down my spine.

The ground seemed to shift beneath me. I knew being here was wrong...that what we were doing, interacting in this subtle, sexual way...was just completely wrong. Yet I couldn’t stop myself. I wanted to go further.

“You know what I see when I look at you?” he asked.

“What?”

His hand traced my cheek, and he spoke softly. “A beautiful woman who isn’t appreciated the way she should be.”

He kissed me gently. Then he took the glass from my hands and cupped my face. I was in turmoil. I went from taking the kiss, to retreating, to accepting it again. I wanted it and yet I didn’t. Then he grasped me tight and kissed me passionately, not letting me go. I moaned unthinkingly into his mouth.

He broke from me several moments later. I tried to seem shocked. “What are you doing?”

“What we both want, mom.”

His hands went to my blouse, unbuttoning it, taking his time. I put my hands on his to stop him but he kept on. I knew I should leave...but I didn’t. Feeling self-conscious and nervous, I bit my lip, eyes wandering fitfully.

When his fingers reached the last button, he traced the front of my lacy bra. His fingers brushed my nipples. “Did you wear this bra for me?”

I could tell him anything. Lie. Say it was just for fun. Not for him...

But I wanted to tell him the truth, deep down. So I nodded, silent.

He unclasped it and slid the bra down my shoulders. My breasts were free, on display for him. He pulled the blouse off and then slid the bra off. His hands openly fondled me, his eyes meeting mine as he squeezed and kneaded my breasts.

I closed my eyes, lips parting. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been touched like this. His fingers traced delicately over my flesh, taking their time over my nipples. My body reacted.

He knelt down and undid my skirt, unzipping it at the sides. He tugged it down my hips and I began trembling as I realized what was taking place. His face came close to my crotch. All that separated him from my mound was the thin lace panties.

He smiled up at me. I should have felt reassured, but I felt...unmoored.

Completely shattered.

Then he slid the panties down my legs and I trembled more. I was exposed to him. I knew I was wet.

He licked me with his tongue, sliding it up and down my sex. Taking my juices in his mouth and opening my pussy lips to get more. He feasted on me like I was a divine, delicious treat. He made lewd moans and slurping sounds as he ate my pussy.

I heard myself reacting — the sounds coming from my mouth were just as lewd. Just as alien. He hooked my leg around her neck and tilted his neck up, getting a better hold on me. His hands held my hips, keeping me firmly in place. He put two fingers inside me, stirring me. “You want this, don’t you?”

I moaned wordlessly.

“Tell me...tell me you want me. Tell me you want your son’s cock inside you.”

“I...” I couldn’t say it.

He stood and took his cock out. It was huge and menacing. He stroked it up and down, sliding precum over his length. “You know this is what you want.” He clutched his cock and rubbed me with it, the head of him feeling thick and smooth against my entrance.

“I want it.”

“You want what?”

“I want your cock inside me.”

He grasped me tighter and began to enter. I felt my pussy yielding to him. He wasn’t even wearing a condom.

He raised my legs up and I gripped his arms for support. “What else do you want?”

My voice trembled as I said, “I want to feel you.”

“Feel me what?” He worked in and out of me, his thickness spreading me. Forcing me to take him. Impaled on him, I felt the beginnings of bliss, an orgasm rising inside me.

“Ohhhhh.” I shuddered as his cock touched a sensitive place. His strokes were constant and firm.

“What do you want to feel me do?”

He started to pump me. My back arched and my body took more of his thrusts.

“Ohhhhh,” I breathed again, face twisting in pleasure of taking him so deep in me. I tried to control myself. I struggled with it, looking up at him, knowing all semblance of poise was dissipating. I surrendered to emotion. “I want to feel you come in me.” The words surprised even me. “Come inside me.”

His fingers twisted in my hair and he grunted at my words, thrusting into me harder. I had given up all pretense of resistance. I was pushing my hips up to meet him, watching him, transfixed by his powerful, handsome, darkly brutal face. This was a side to my son I had never seen: rough and raw. It tormented me. It excited me.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Fuck.”

He pushed farther and deeper inside of me. I held tight to him and felt him shake. His hardness inside me, touching my most sensitive places, forced pleasure over me. I came violently, trembling in his arms, and felt him coming too. His semen spurted hot into me; I felt the wash of it in my inner walls, against my womb, filling me.

We came to a halt pressed against each other. Fixed together. Breathing heavily.

He kissed me hot and hard. Then he turned me around and entered me from behind. I could not believe he was still hard, but he had never gone soft.

I cried out at the second, violent penetration. His cock felt like it sliced me open. I loved every second of it. My body shook as his hands held my hips, the thick shaft opening me and destroying me. Shattering me completely.

“Oh my god,” I heard myself say. “You have a huge cock.”

His response was a primal grunt. His hand fisted in my hair and held me tight. He fucked me like an animal, savage and hard, pounding my body.

“Lose control,” he commanded. “Come on my cock, mother.”

At his order, I came again, screaming my pleasure. Being taken so roughly, feeling totally dominated by my son, I was reduced to a wanton slut, needing his cock in me.

“Fuck me, David. Fuck me hard.”

He pounded me over and over. I kept on moaning, crying out in time with his thrusts. I felt him push in deep and spurt in me again.

“Yes. Fill me up. Give me that hot load. Give your mother what she needs.”

I felt his cock twitching in me. The last spurts of cum trickled out. His cock slipped from me; I felt wetness dripping down my thighs. It was as if my pussy lips were still spread wide open from him. I felt rough and raw. Invaded and used.

And I wanted it all over again.

***

David

Mom left that night. I watched her as she dressed, making sure her hair was okay, fixing her blouse so the buttons were neat again. She reapplied her lipstick. She smoothed her skirt and turned to me.

“Looks okay?”

“Fucking hot.”

Now I could say that to her.

She blushed and came over to me, giving me a quick kiss. It was quick at first, anyway. She started to pull away but I held her wrist, pulling her in for another quick peck. Then another, then another. Our lips met over and over. The next kiss lasted longer, our breathing heavy, my tongue entering her mouth and finding hers. She kissed me back, arms round my neck.

As my hand went to her breast she pulled back. “No, no. If you do this again...I’m going to end up staying...”

“Would that be so bad?”

She smiled regretfully. “Not at all. But your father will wonder.”

“He’s cheating on you.”

“True. But we’re still living together. He’ll know I’ve been out with...a man.”

I was hard again, and hungry for her. But I let her go this time, knowing there would be more. She wanted it as much as I did.

She pushed her fingers through my hair and turned to leave.

****

The next day was both bliss and agony. I replayed events in my mind. I heard my mother’s moans again, her cries of passion as I fed her my cock. I saw the thick meat splitting her wet pussy in my mind. I saw it over and over.

I was at work. It was hard to concentrate. Doubt many of the guys here are thinking what I am. If they were, they were lucky as hell.

I seized the chance and my mid-afternoon break to call Mom.

“Hey,” she answered, picking up after a few rings.

“Hey.” I glanced out my office door. No one in the hall. “What are you doing tonight?”

“Nothing much. I was going to stay in and order pizza.”

“Come over to my place.”

I said it low, my voice a whispered growl.

I heard her reluctance — yet I heard the ragged breath as well. “Won’t your girlfriend be there?”

“Megan? I broke up with her.”

I didn’t want Megan. I wanted Rachel. My stepmother.

“I promise I’ll make it worth your while,” I said with a smile in my voice.

She picked up on the banter and relaxed, laughing slightly. “You will, hm?”

“Yes.”

“What am I going to get, flowers and chocolates?”

“Maybe. If you’re a good girl.”

I couldn’t believe I was talking this way to my mom. It was sexy, illicit, and unbelievably hot.

She took the bait. “You want me to be a good girl, David?” Her voice was a sultry purr. “I thought you liked it when I’m bad.”

My cock was fully hard. I sat down at my desk, the phone trembling in my ear. My mother did not know the effect her words had on me.

“David.”

“Mom.”

“Are you hard for me?”

“Yes.”

“Are you touching your cock?”

I rubbed my hardness slowly, knowing there was no one outside. “Yes.”

“I’m wet for you, David.”

I closed my eyes. “Are you touching yourself?”

“Yes.” She breathed into the phone. “I’m touching myself...My fingers are rubbing up and down my pussy...thinking of you.”

Hearing mother say pussy was unbelievably hot.

“Nnnnhhh....honey...I’m thinking about your big dick right now,” she whispered, sounding horny.

“I want to fill you with. Put it in you.” I couldn’t believe I was having phone sex with my mother. At work.

“Ohhhhh.” I could hear her shudder. Knew she was plunging her fingers in and out of herself, thinking of me.

“I’m going to do it to you tonight. I’m going to fuck you so hard you can’t walk straight.”

“Fuck,” she moaned. “That’s hot. I’m going to cum...”

“Cum, mom. Cum for me right now.”

A series of moans resounded on the other end, each getting higher and sexier as she got to the edge. There was a short silence — then a long exhale of breath and a last gasping moan. I knew she had climaxed.

The thought of my mother sitting there, legs spread, fingers up her sopping cunt, had me hard as hell. I needed relief.

But I would wait.

I wanted to put my dick inside her tonight. Again and again.

****

Mom dressed up for me that night. She wore a sexy, tight little red dress, one I’d complimented her on many times. Her hair was done up and she had a pair of stylish dangling earrings. Her makeup she’d applied so well it looked professional. When she arrived at my door carrying a bottle of wine, I let out a low whistle.

“Wow.”

She leaned in for a kiss. I breathed in the perfume at her neck, and pressed my lips there. She gave a soft “Mmm” and stepped inside.

“So you’re going to treat me tonight?” she said, hips swaying as she walked in like she owned the place.

It was all I could do to keep my hands off her and pour us some wine. Thankfully I remembered the ability to behave like a gentleman, and offered her the full glass.

“Yes, I am.”

She smiled at me in a flirty way and clinked glasses with me.

We talked for a while. Mom angled her body toward me. Her neck, she raised, giving me full view of her sensuous body, of her breasts in the dress, pushing together. showing me her cleavage. Throughout our talk I would lean in and kiss her neck. She would point to where she wanted me to. When my lips touched her, she would give the slightest tremor, but otherwise showed no visible sign.

Until she took my hand. “Do you know what you do to me, love?”

“What, mom?”

She took my hand and put it underneath her skirt, moving it inward toward the heat, the treasure I knew was there. My fingers made contact with her sex — no panties! — and I gave a low gasp as I felt her wetness. “Fuck.”

“See, son. You turn your mother on.”

“I can see that.”

My fingers slid into her. She gazed at me, lips parting, leaning into my hand.

She trembled slightly. “Will you take me upstairs, darling?” She set her glass down and opened her legs wider. “Will you fuck your mother like she needs?”

In answer I kissed her passionately.

I took her in my arms and carried her up the stairs. I took her zipper down, feeling like I was opening a present. The best present of my life. I saw her back come into view as the zipper traveled downward. My hands entered the dress and felt her. She smiled into the pillows. Then she turned and allowed me to take the rest of it off.

I took it off and saw my mother’s naked body before me.

I was so hard I was shaking.

“Will you undress for me, David?” She stroked my stomach through my shirt. “I want to see you.”

I looked at her and began to remove my shirt buttons. I slipped the shirt off and saw her take in the sight of my hard body. My hands went to my belt and I pulled it open, the metal clinking. Her eyes followed the movement of my pants going down and my boxers coming into view. As my cock swung free, I saw her eyes widen. She moved to me and watched as I stripped naked, standing fully hard for her.

She gazed up at me reverently. “My boy. My son. My big, beautiful...hard son...Hard for his mother.” She took my cock in her hand and stroked it, licking slowly along the shaft.

I watched, incredulous, as my stepmother took my cock into her mouth. Her sweet red lips moved up and down my shaft. Lipstick stained the veined member, remnants of her pleasure. She gazed up into my eyes and gave soft moans in her throat. I knew she was getting wet from doing this dirty thing to me.

My mother sucked my cock. She sucked it like a whore. I took her head and dirty words came from my mouth. “Suck that cock, mom. Suck your son’s big cock. You like that meat in your mouth, don’t you?”

Encouraged by my talk, she moaned in assent and bobbed her head further.

I could not take much more without cumming and I wanted to be inside her. I pulled her lips off my cock with a smack and pressed between her legs. We kissed, her hands moving up and down my back.

My tip pressed her pussy lips. “Fuck me, darling,” she whispered.

I slid my cock into her slowly. The hard shaft inched inside. I split her open. My mother, impaled on my cock, cried out as I filled her all the way.

“So big. So big in me.”

I slid slowly out of her and then thrust in all the way. She cried out.

I did it again. Watched as my meat filled my mother’s cunt.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned as my balls connected with her flesh.

I started sawing into her, really giving it to her. She gripped my arms and followed my gaze to where our bodies joined. I pounded my mother. I fucked her good and hard like she wanted.

I gripped her hair and took her dominantly. The need rose in me. To claim. To possess.

I turned her onto her hands and knees and filled her from behind, my cock sliding wetly in and out of her. Her pussy was so wet it dripped around me.

“Yeah, come on, baby. Give it to me. Give it to your mother hard. Oh, yes. That cock is so big in me. You’re fucking huge, David.”

I grunted and thrust in harder.

“Oh my god,” she moaned. “I’m going to cum.”

I slapped her ass. “Cum, mom. Cum for me now.”

I pounded her hard, making her squeal and moan with pleasure as she orgasmed, pussy clenching my hard cock. Feeling my mother cum in my arms, at my command, sent me over the edge. I thrust in deep and held myself, spurting thick jets into her womb. We came together, bodies locked in passion, both moaning our pleasure.

My hands were clasped around her breasts. She turned her head and we kissed. My cock continued to move slowly in and out, then I pulled out completely, watching my seed trickle from my mother’s cunt.

I sat back on the bed, taking in the sight. She lay there, thoroughly fucked, her son’s cum trickling from her pussy. What a dirty bastard I am, I thought with a warm glow.

“You really fucked your mother, didn’t you, honey,” she purred happily.

“Yes.”

“You’ll do it again, won’t you?”

“As often as you want.”

She turned and smiled. “You can fuck me any time you want. Anywhere you want. And as often as you want.”

I smiled back.

Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story, check out my others on my Author Page:

Alex Harlen

Below are a few similar titles:

Finding Mother (Mother’s Love Book 1)

Dating Mother (Mother’s Love Book 2)

A Union with Mother (Mother’s Love Book 3)

Tempting Mother

Willing Mother

Mother’s Needs

Table of Contents

Satisfying Mother

Satisfying Mother

Our tongues tangled and she held my jacket. Her fingers squeezed it so tight her knuckles turned white.

She pulled back and gazed up at me. “Are you sure?” she whispered. “Are you sure this is okay with you?”

“Fuck, mom. If you don’t let me inside your soft pussy, I’m going to burst.”

My stepmother let out a soft exhale at my words. Closing her eyes, she allowed me to kiss my way down her lips and neck, her skin incredibly and hot beneath my mouth. I worshiped her beautiful body with my lips, opening her blouse and pulling down her bra, licking and sucking the firm nipples in my mouth. Cupping her full breasts, squeezing them in my hands. Sucking fully on each one. She gave soft moans of pleasure as I did; I knew my sucks were sending sensations to her pussy.

She stroked the back of my head as I pulled her panties down. “That’s good, love...” she whispered, finally giving me some encouragement. “Make your mother feel it here...”

Satisfying Mother

My life was totally boring.

I was a student. Studying athletics, exercise science, metabolism. Physical fitness. Not that I didn’t like my field of study. Just that I was under-challenged...demotivated.

The one thing that motivated me: my stepmother, Anne. She taught at the university, both in fitness and nutrition. She often wore tight skirts that fit her perfect, heart-shaped butt quite snugly, and blazers over her form-fitting blouses. Underneath which you could see the swells of her breasts, which were large but not overly so. Just perfect on her shapely body.

She had long blonde hair that she often wore in a ponytail or bun. Sometimes she wore it down. When she did it made her seem softer. With me she was usually stern, but I guess she felt she had to be.

In my fantasies I would kiss the moisture off her back and neck, licking along her skin. I would feel her breasts, making her gasp and moan with pleasure. I would take her panties down and slide my cock into her, moving just a little back and forth, then increasing my friction and tempo. I would feel her tight channel squeezing me. Knowing she was enjoying sex with me as much as I did with her.

I would pound into her and plunge inside her, and she would take all I gave her.

Of course it was just a fantasy. A fantasy that filled my mind while I watched her give a lecture. She would speak on stage, totally confident and in charge, captivating every student’s attention.

Including mine.

“Hey, mom,” I said, going up to her after the talk.

She looked up at me, giving me a brief glance over. She was talking to another student.

“Jonah.”

“Do you have a minute?”

She nodded. She handed a document to the student and instructed him to take it to her office.

She turned to me. She took in a quick breath, then exhaled. “What can I help you with?”

Sometimes I felt like I was talking not to my own stepmom, but to a distant person...someone far away. If only I had some way of connecting with her. Getting into her heart. Making her want me. Love me. Desire me.

“I just had some questions about the test.”

We sat down together, side-by-side and she walked me through the material. She took her time, explaining it thoroughly. I smelled the soft, sweet smell of her perfume and shampoo. I felt her hand as she set it on my arm for a moment. “You’re doing well — don’t worry too much. Just take the test. You’ll be okay.”

She actually smiled at me.

****

I did well on the test as I had hoped. Anne congratulated me that night as we sat down to dinner. My dad was gone on a business trip so it was just the two of us.

“I’m impressed,” she said, putting some dressing on her salad and then tossing it with her fork. “You really did well.”

“Thanks.”

“You must have studied hard.”

“Always do.” I looked over at her. “You did a good job teaching, too.”

I thought I caught the tiniest bit of a blush on her cheek at my compliment.

We ate dinner pleasantly. For once she almost felt like a real mother. Not the cold, distant ice queen I was used to.

She even joked with me a bit.

After it was over and I was cleaning the dishes, she came up beside me. “I just want you to know, I really appreciate all you do.”

I smiled. “Thanks, mom.”

She hesitated a moment, then reached in and touched my shoulder. She seemed for a second like she was going to...I don’t know, kiss me? Or was I just imagining that?

What kind of kiss would it be?

I never found out, because she let go and returned upstairs to her room to work.

When I finished cleaning up in the kitchen I went back upstairs. As I passed down the hallway, going by mom’s room, I heard a strange sound.

Like a moan. A woman’s moan.

I looked past the crack in her door. She was lying on her bed, legs spread, her hips rocking up and down, hand between her legs. Her robe was open, showing me one full breast (which she was rubbing), the nipple hard and engorged.

My stepmother was masturbating.

I couldn’t believe it. Nor could I believe how insanely turned on I was. My cock hardened instantly in my pants, growing to a thick, pulsing bulge.

I wanted to be inside her.

As I watched her rub up and down her sweet, soft pussy lips, inserting a finger inside...I wanted that finger to be mine. For my cock to go in there...that beautiful weeping slit...

She gasped as she touched a sensitive spot. “Oh god...”

I watched her beautiful face, seeing her shudder and tremble as she came. Who was she thinking of? Probably not my dad; they had zero sex life from what I could tell. Some guy at work maybe?

I rubbed my bulge through my pants, knowing what I was doing was wrong but unable to tear my eyes away from her. She was just so fucking beautiful, and sexy.

I spent the rest of that night stroking myself, thinking of mom.

****

The next morning proceeded as if nothing had happened.

Technically, it hadn’t. There was no way she could have known I’d watched her.

I saw her differently, though. Watching her as she went about her routine at the sink, humming softly, pouring herself some coffee. She seemed in a much better mood than normal, even smiling at me from time to time.

She kissed me on the cheek at one point, while I was pouring myself a bowl of cereal.

“Wow, if I’d known doing this well on a test was going to earn me this kind of treatment, I would’ve started studying harder long ago.”

She chuckled. “Don’t push your luck.”

She gave me a playful swat on the butt — but her hand lingered there just a second, making me wonder.

Was I the object of her fantasies last night?

I had no way of finding out.

It drove me crazy though, not knowing. All day at school, though I tried to focus on my studies, I could only think of my stepmom with her hand between her thighs, plunging her fingers in and out of that tight, wet pussy.

I could only think of being inside her.

Kissing the soft lips of her cunt. Using my tongue to lick them up and down.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

Am I attracted to my own stepmother?

I was, clearly.

My teacher noticed my distraction. I was in my nutrition class. She gave me a stern look and raised a brow. “Everything okay, Jonah?”

“Yes, professor. Sorry.”

The rest of my classes basically went the same way. All my teachers seemed to notice my mind was elsewhere, probably because I was always so focused and alert.

I assumed nothing else would happen after that night, seeing Anne touch herself. But the next night she did the same thing. And the next night as well. Every time she would leave the door cracked, allowing me to see. Had she done it on purpose? How could she not know she was giving me the opportunity to watch her masturbating?

“Yessssss....” she hissed as I watched, this time inserting a thick dildo into her pussy. “Fuck me...fuck me...”

I stroked myself as I watched through the crack, growing bold enough to take my cock out and rub the thick shaft up and down. God, she was fucking beautiful. Watching her this way, so forbidden and sexual, was a complete rush. My cock throbbed with need, my thumb stroking over the head, imagining it was her soft wet tongue.

“Oh god...” she moaned. “Inside me...all the way inside me...” The dildo worked in and out of her pussy, squelching lewdly. The clear plastic was soon soaked with her love juice, giving me the most erotic sight of my life.

I couldn’t stand it anymore. I pushed the door open gently, coming toward her. Her eyes were closed, her face one of pure pleasure.

I knelt down and reached for the dildo, my fingers making contact with it. She froze the second she felt me there, her eyes flying open. But the soft wet lapping of my tongue against her pussy lips made her shudder — whatever she was going to say dissolved into a low moan of lust. “Oh god...Jonah.”

The second I got a taste of her, I was gone. I could do nothing but lick at her pussy like a dying man finally finding water. My tongue worked her wet outer lips, then spread them apart, circling the tender nub of her clit. She spread her legs wider for me, allowing my tongue to work its magic.

“Oh Jonah. Lick me there...yes....no...you shouldn’t...but...oh god...it’s so good...” She gasped as my fingers plunged into her, fucking her the way I had seen her do to herself. I knew just the right rhythm and angle. Powering in and out of her hot tunnel with my digits, she was soon climaxing hard, cumming on my fingers.

“Oh baby. Oh god... Oh my god.” She grabbed my hair and thrust my face right into her pussy, riding my nose, tongue, and fingers.

As her climax finished, she collapsed to the pillows, breathing hard. Her full tits were moving up and down in time with her slowing breath. “You’re fucking hot, mom,” I said, vocalizing my thoughts.

She opened her eyes in surprise and looked at me. “Jonah...we shouldn’t have done that....”

“Are you saying you didn’t enjoy it?”

She bit her lip, hesitant. “I’m not saying that, not at all.”

I stood up. As I did, my hard, swinging cock came into view, though I quickly tucked it back into my pants. Her eyes went wide at the sight of me. She probably didn’t expect me to be that big.

“Soon I’m going to fuck you, mom,” I promised. I meant that.

She simply stared at me in shock, stunned by my bold words as I left the room.

****

My promise wasn’t fulfilled the next night, or the next — because my dad came home.

He hung around as always, doing his thing — reading the paper or just chatting, constantly being there with mom and I. She would continually meet my glances, raising a curious (and maybe challenging) brow, as if to say, did you really mean what you said?

Of course, what happened between us the other night had gone undiscussed. It was driving me crazy. Finally one day she dragged me into her office, closing the door and pressing me into it.

“Why did you do that, Jonah?” she asked, so close I could smell her shampoo. “Why would you do that to your mother?”

My face went red with desire and embarrassment but I knew she had to hear the truth. “Mom, I’m attracted to you. I have been for a long time.”

“How long?” she asked in a shuddering breath, taking a step back.

“Years. Since I first saw you at the poolside in a bathing suit.”

“Oh god.” She knew exactly the time I meant. “So all this time...You’ve...”

“Been having thoughts about you? Sure. But nothing I would act on. Not until I found you masturbating.”

I don’t know what got into me then, or where my boldness came from. Perhaps from Anne’s increased breathing at the flush at her neck that told me I wasn’t the only one who was hot at the thought of me screwing her.

I walked up to her and took her hand, which rested at her neck. “Tell me you don’t want me, and I’ll stop.”

I guided her hand down my chest, easing it toward my cock. She gasped as it connected with the thick bulge in my pants; I let go and she instinctively rubbed up and down, then squeezed it.

“It’s wrong...for a mother and son..”

“You’re my stepmother. Yes, it might be wrong...but who cares?” I pulled her in close, fingers tangling in her hair, our breath on each other’s faces. “You and I are the only ones involved.”

I watched the tiny battle play out in her eyes — and her desire for me won out. I kissed her and she returned it fully, giving a soft moan into my mouth.

Our tongues tangled and she held my jacket. Her fingers squeezed it so tight her knuckles turned white.

She pulled back and gazed up at me. “Are you sure?” she whispered. “Are you sure this is okay with you?”

“Fuck, mom. If you don’t let me inside your soft pussy, I’m going to burst.”

She let out a soft exhale at my words. Closing her eyes, she allowed me to kiss my way down her lips and neck, her skin incredibly and hot beneath my mouth. I worshiped her beautiful body with my lips, opening her blouse and pulling down her bra, licking and sucking the firm nipples in my mouth. Cupping her full breasts, squeezing them in my hands. Sucking fully on each one. She gave soft moans of pleasure as I did; I knew my sucks were sending sensations to her pussy.

She stroked the back of my head as I pulled her panties down. “That’s good, love...” she whispered, finally giving me some encouragement. “Make your mother feel it here...” She opened her legs for me and put my hand over her pussy. I rubbed her softly, gazing up into her eyes.

“Your cunt is so soft and wet,” I said. “I’m going to be inside it here...” I entered her with my finger as I had wanted to for so long, exploring her depths. She watched with thinly-veiled excitement and her breathing quickened through parted lips. I stood and raised my finger to her lips; she sucked it into her mouth, never breaking eye contact with me.

I leaned against her on the desk and she wrapped her arms around me, holding me close. We kissed hotly, my fingers rubbing up and down her wet pussy. “So wet,” I murmured. “You’re so wet.”

“Because of you,” she whispered back.

My cock throbbed at the thought that I made her like this. Her hand moved up and down the bulge in my pants as well, rubbing and stimulating me. I groaned against her; if things went on like this I was going to cum right there in my pants.

A knock came on the door. Fuck, I thought. Perfect timing.

We quickly separated and Mom readjusted her clothing, buttoning her blouse and skirt. I adjusted my shirt and pants as well. “Come in,” she called, her voice a bit hoarse.

A student about my age appeared, holding a stack of papers. He looked up seeing me there, eyes widening a bit in surprise. “Oh, uh...sorry, didn’t mean to interrupt.”

“It’s no problem. This is my son Jonah.”

He nodded at me.

The student and my mom talked for a bit; I guess he was one of her grad students doing a project with her. I couldn’t help myself; I felt the faintest bit of jealousy, watching them interact. I just wanted to be inside her, and here he was chatting her up — like he was going to be the one to do it. To fuck her good and hard and give her the orgasms she needed. I could tell he wanted her as much as I did; it was written all over his face and his manner, the way he tried to seem cool and confident — but interested at the same time.

Finally the guy left and it was just me and mom again. She sat down with a sigh and ran a hand through her lovely hair. “Sorry about that. I forgot he was coming by.”

I moved behind her and rubbed her shoulders. “Got a lot on your plate, huh?”

She leaned into my touch and nodded. “It’s been a busy semester. Then again, when isn’t it?”

I massaged her shoulders back and forth, pulling her hair back and exposing her neck. Even that was beautiful. I was in love with her, no question.

I leaned in and kissed her neck. She gave a soft sound of pleasure. “Do you want to go to dinner with me tonight?”

It didn’t sound the way a mother would ask her son that question. It sounded like one lover to another. Whispered with promise.

Dinner...then a night of making love together...

And that’s exactly what we did.

We shared an exquisite meal at my mom’s favorite french restaurant, eating small bites of cheese and bread and sharing theme with each other. We sat close and she licked the taste from my fingers sensually, tongue swirling my digit and sending sensation straight to my cock.

“I’m going to have you tonight, mom,” I whispered to her.

“Yes, baby...you are,” she said. It was as if we had both silently accepted this new relationship — this tension and heat between us.

I had barely gotten her into the hotel room we paid for before she turned and started kissing me. I returned it, feeling her passion coming to a head. She broke the kiss and led me to the bed with teasing, playful eyes. Then she stood before me and began to remove her clothes.

This was nothing like our heated interchange before. This was slow and seductive. She was seducing me. Opening her blouse...her bra...showing me her tits. Letting the fabric slide down her shoulders. Raising her neck and allowing me to kiss along the side of it. My hands found her shoulders, then moved to her breasts and squeezed the full mounds.

She made a soft “Mmm” of pleasure.

“I want you to have me, honey,” she said. “Have me tonight. All of me. I’m yours.”

I gazed at my beautiful stepmother in that moment and knew I had been given the best gift of my life.

She helped me get my clothes off, revealing my hard muscles and sliding my pants and boxers down. My cock was freed; it was large and full, dripping precum for her. She moaned as she stroked me up and down. “Oh baby...you’re so big for your mother.”

“So big for you, mom.”

She laid back on the bed and spread her legs for me, urging me closer, guiding my dripping cock to her warm, wet pussy. “I’m going to fuck you, mom...in your pussy...in your ass...”

She gasped as I pressed into her, my cock sliding into her wet vagina with ease. “I want you everywhere, my love...in every part of me...”

My cock spread her pussy, the steel shaft penetrating her. “Yes baby...your cock belongs there. In my pussy. Oh god...fuck me deep.”

I did. My strokes pushed deeper into her belly and she kept squirming with pleasure and lust under me as I filled her with my thick, long meat. “So good,” she moaned. “So good, love...oh god...How have I waited so long for you to do this...I want you in me all the time, loving me with your big cock...Fucking me...”

I held her down, pinning her wrists as I plunged in and out of her. She shuddered and started to spasm underneath me, pussy clenching as she came. She yelled her pleasure, crying out again and again. I stroked her faster and harder. Only a few seconds passed before I felt the quivers of another climax in her cunt; she was clearly multi-orgasmic and I intended to give her as many orgasms as she could take.

“I want to be in your ass, mom.”

She spread her small hole for me; I quivered with excitement — so hard I was trembling. The thought of being inside my stepmother’s ass... fucking those amazing globes, feeling them slide around my cock...

“Come inside me there, baby. I want you in my ass.”

I pressed inside her small pucker, moving deeper in. She gasped at my size and let me stretch her. She held onto my shoulders and I saw tears in the corners of her eyes. “Is it too much, mom?” I asked not wanting her to be in pain. “Can you take my cock here?”

“I can take it forever baby....forever. Put your big cock in my ass...go slow...I love it. It hurts but it hurts so good.” She moaned as I pressed deeper in, relaxing around me. She was soon enjoying the pulsing friction and heat my cock created inside her tender asshole. “Push inside me, baby...push in deep....tell me you love me...you need me....”

“I love you mom. I need you. Need to fuck you like this, be in your ass...your pussy...all the time. I need to fuck you so hard...fuck you...”

She tightened her arms around my shoulders. I began pounding her tight channel in earnest. “Oh god. Oh yes.” She moaned in time with my thrusts, excited with each new pulse. “Oh god!” she screamed as I pulsed inside her, shooting thick gobs of cum into her. “So long I’ve waited to fill your cum in me...finally your cum is in me...my son’s cum, filling his mother...with what she needs...”

I spurted everything into her, filling her ass and pussy with my cock endlessly that night. I took her so many times I feared she would pass out — but she took everything I gave her. She was as insatiable as I was. We could not get enough of each other.

We spent the night in the hotel and in the morning I woke up with her ass pressed into my erection. I guided my cock to her dripping slit and entered her, awakening her with a gasp. My hands filled with her tits as I played with them, sliding in and out of my stepmom’s tight channel. Her pussy squelched against me, still wet with her fluids and my cum from the night before. “Yes baby...” she gasped. “Fuck your mother...fuck her tight pussy....” She came then and there, shivering in a small orgasm, then another as I stroked into her long and hard.

I filled her again with my cum before we left for work that morning — her work and my schooL.

I graduated a year later and got a job just a block down from the university. My stepmom ended up leaving my dad, deciding their passionless marriage was no longer enough. Her love was me, my cock filling her. The sex between us was hot and intense — she kept right up with my stamina and often giggled that she was thrilled by it.

We are still happily living together as lovers four years later.
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A Mom’s Passion | Robby

Tracy

Robby

The way she kissed me, it felt both sexual and loving at the same time. My cock bulged through my pants and I felt her hand on me. “You really want me, don’t you?” she asked breathlessly, feeling up and down my cock as she caressed it. She looked down at the thick bulge, her eyes widening at the size.

“I want you more than anything, Tracy. I have for years.” I held her breasts, squeezing the full mounds. “You’re beautiful.”

She bit her lip and leaned into my touch. “It doesn’t bother you...that I’m your stepmother?”

“Does it look that way?”

She shook her head and lowered my jeans, exposing the thickness of my erection.

Her eyes went wider as she took in the size of me. “No, not at all....my baby...my big, hard, beautiful baby.” She took my shaft in her hand, the rod so stiff it pointed nearly straight up. As her mouth came close to my thick head, her fingers moved to my balls and her warm mouth encircled my tip. I’d never felt anything like it in my life.

A Mom’s Passion

Robby

Every time I saw her, it was like rockets of fire shot through me. I wasn’t much for believing in love, but whenever I saw her beautiful face, everything else around me just vanished. All I knew was her.

My stepmother, Tracy.

She had married my dad about eight years ago. She wasn’t even that much older than me. She had to be about thirty-five, definitely what you’d call a milf. But her sexiness was innate, not forced. Not even an act. Not something put up to seduce men. It was part of her. Everything she did — from touching the handle of her teacup to brushing her hair — was sexy to me.

The night I saw her through the bathroom door, topless and stroking those long brunette locks with her hairbrush, my cock stirred. I was visiting her and my dad that weekend; since I worked overseas, I didn’t get to see them all that much. But now I was back in the states on business.

And witnessing my stepmom in her naked glory.

My eyes swept over the firm pert nipples and her slim tummy. She kept in shape — I knew she swam and worked out at the gym — and it showed. My eyes moved lower, to the trimmed patch between her legs. The puffy lips were spread slightly as she stood with her legs apart to keep her balance while she ran the brush through her hair. My breath caught; my cock became so hard I thought it would bust right through my jeans. I thought of being inside her, and turned away, knowing I couldn’t torture myself anymore.

I figured that after that incident, I could seclude myself in my room and jerk off to the thought of her in the bathroom. Nothing terrible — sure she was my stepmom, but we weren’t related by blood and no one was getting hurt. I’d get it out of my system and forget about her.

But then...

That night as I was walking down the hall, I caught a glimpse of her bedroom door open. Some soft music was playing — jazz, it sounded like. I knew she liked jazz.

Tracy was lying on the bed, naked. The blanket only half covered her. Her bottom half was exposed, as was her right breast. Her legs were splayed, pussy exposed, the lips slightly wet and glistening. Fuck. My cock, still half-hard from the incident earlier, grew to full once more. Transfixed, I watched as she slept silently through the doorway, thinking of what it would be like to cup that breast...to touch the soft flesh of her belly and thighs...to slide my hand upward along those glistening cunt lips, and into her pussy...

To put my cock into her.

Her legs splayed, waiting for her son to enter her.

Shit.

I left. I couldn’t stand the sight any longer. I pulsed thick jets of cum into my fingers as I stroked to the thought of her that night.

****

Of course she she didn’t know the effect she had on me. How could she? Her soft sensuous smile as she cooked breakfast for me in the morning. The sway of her hips under her robe. If you got close enough to her you could smell the soft scent of lavender, especially if you came close enough to her skin. I leaned in as I gave her a hug from behind at the kitchen sink, taking as much of that scent as I could.

“Well, this is a nice surprise,” she said, her butt pressed gently against my groin. If she felt my erection she said nothing about it. “What’d I do to warrant such affection?”

My hands lingered around her waist; I ached to move them upward and cup the full breasts under her robe, but I kept control of myself. She turned in my arms and smiled up at me.

“Just wanted to say thanks for taking care of me.”

“Of course I’ll take care of you. You’re my boy.” She smiled and cradled my cheek, then went back to fixing pancakes.

I sat down at the table with my coffee. I was a grown man with a job, but the fact she treated me like her son was kind of sexy. It made me feel nurtured and cared for.

If I’d only had some clue, some idea that maybe she’d return my sexual feelings, I would have said something. But I was afraid. If she rejected me, I would ruin the best relationship of my life.

But then she was serving gem pancakes, the delicious aroma filling the room. As she bent down to me, she cradled my head and kissed the top of it. Her warm breasts pressed against my shoulder and she said, “Enjoy your breakfast, baby.”

She didn’t know what that touch did to me.

****

Had she been more distant, I would have thought I was alone. But lately, she had been more touching me and hugging me than normal, which I took as a sign something might be up. So I decided to take the chance.

We were sitting together on the front porch. Her head was curled against my shoulder and I had my hand draped over her arm, resting lightly just above her breast.

“I love being with you, mom,” I said.

“I love being with you too, baby.”

I took a breath and caressed her skin, moving my hand slowly downward. My hand circled slowly around her shoulder, then drifted lower, coming to rest on the top of her breast. My heart raced as I let it inch lower, and then a bit lower. Then it was fully resting on the soft mound, and she wasn’t pushing me away.

She was breathing quicker.

“Robby...”

I turned her face toward me, kissing her gently. She kissed back. It was a soft kiss, almost chaste,but with the slightest bit of heat that suggested it wasn’t just chaste.

As I broke away and looked at her, I said, “I have ... feelings for you, mom.”

“Feelings?”

“I...I want to be with you. As your lover.”

****

Tracy

Hearing my son’s words sent a shock through me. Yet even so, I couldn’t deny the thrill of pleasure I felt at the same time. The kiss we’d just shared and been hot, searing, drawing flickers of pleasure though my body, my pussy clenching with need.

I wanted him. There was no denying it.

But he was my stepson. The whole idea was wrong.

Wasn’t it?

“Oh, honey...I don’t know. We can’t...we can’t do that.”

He held my cheek, caressing with a lover’s touch. I leaned in without thinking.

“Are you sure, mom? I mean, if I thought there was even the slightest chance...”

“Chance of what?”

“That you could want me back.”

I bit my lip. “I...I’m not going to deny you’re a handsome boy...a handsome young man.”

“Meaning...?”

I took a shaky breath. Of course I was attracted to him. I had been for a long time. “Even if I did feel that way, it wouldn’t change things.”

His eyes moved to my breasts, and then his head did. impulsively he bent and kissed my rising breasts. I was shocked — but also aroused. “Robby...what are you...”

“I don’t know...I don’t know, mom. I just know I want you.” He leaned in and kissed my neck, holding my breast. The full mound filled his hand as he said, “Your breasts are perfect.”

I couldn’t fight it — couldn’t fight how bad I wanted him. “Oh Robby...baby....”

Our eyes met, then his lips were on mine. It was a hot, hungry kiss, conveying his desire for me. I felt all that same desire, and more.

I could no longer resist. I gave in to my son’s passion.

Robby

The way she kissed me, it felt both sexual and loving at the same time. My cock bulged through my pants and I felt her hand on me. “You really want me, don’t you?” she asked breathlessly, feeling up and down my cock as she caressed it. She looked down at the thick bulge, her eyes widening at the size.

“I want you more than anything, Tracy. I have for years.” I held her breasts, squeezing the full mounds. “You’re beautiful.”

She bit her lip and leaned into my touch. “It doesn’t bother you...that I’m your stepmother?”

“Does it look that way?”

She shook her head and lowered my jeans, exposing the thickness of my erection.

Her eyes went wider as she took in the size of me. “No, not at all....my baby...my big, hard, beautiful baby.” She took my shaft in her hand, the rod so stiff it pointed nearly straight up. As her mouth came close to my thick head, her fingers moved to my balls and her warm mouth encircled my tip. I’d never felt anything like it in my life.

None of the girls I’d had sex with up to that point could have compared. Being in my mother’s mouth? The fact it was her sucking me? Yeah, that was part of it. But there was also the fact that she knew exactly what to do. Her tongue, lips and mouth all stimulated me at once, sliding up and down my shaft. Thankfully she only did this for a short while, because I would have blasted right into her mouth had she kept it up much longer.

“You’re so big and hard for me, baby. Oh, you taste so good. I want you in me,” she said.

“Mom...”

She gazed up at me, her expression changing as she breathed in.

“I want it to be you, mom...that you’re the one I’m with...now and forever...”

She smiled and reassuringly kissed me, caressing my neck. “It will always be good with you, baby. For the two of us...because we love each other.”

The truth of what she was saying shook me to my core. I knew exactly what she meant.

She laid back on the cushion and spread her legs for me. “I want you to take me... be in me...want you to be inside me. Come to me, Robby.” She rubbed her pussy up and down and said, “Please yes...be inside me, Robby. I’ve been waiting for you to be in me.”

My hand shook as I took my cock into it, placing it on her soft wet entrance. I entered slowly, in one push, her lips spreading around me as I entered her cunt.

Feeling my cock sliding into my stepmother was the most incredible thing in my life. It was just pure feeling — no thinking. My swollen knob pushed her folds apart and I felt like I was in a dream. I heard her voice in the background...”Oh yes, Robby....like that...just like that, baby....doing it so good.....” Her wet flesh closed around mine, my cock throbbing inside as she massaged and moved around it. My deep insertion into her depths became farther and father. I penetrated right into her center, making her babble with lust.

I was in Tracy’s pussy. Her body. My hard flesh penetrated her softness. She held me and closed around me, knowing the same ecstasy I did. Our eyes met and our bodies joined: together we created the perfect sexual union. I began to fuck her in earnest, sliding my cock in and out of her wet hole, feeling her press back against me to get my shaft deeper inside. We moved together. Her legs wrapped around me. She spread them wider. We changed angles so I could fuck her deeper. When I pressed into her she changed her muscles and hips in a way that made me feel like she stroked me just as much as I did her. As she sighed or moaned with pleasure, her soft “Mmmmms” filling my ears, I knew my cock was right there in her sweet spot.

I didn’t care about anything else in that moment. I knew only that I was in my stepmother’s pussy and it was right. Her spread thighs before we were a hot sight; but seeing her full breasts bounce up and down, her mouth open in pleasure...the sight was the most erotic of my life.

“Mom...I’m going to cum...Oh fuck....”

“Yes,” she cried, “Fuck me. Fuck me, love...fill your mother’s pussy...” I felt her cunt spasming around me as I released into her, spurting my cream. The last blasts of sperm were so hot that I thought my head would explode.

****

After we cuddled for a while I kissed her neck and said, “Was it good for you, mom?”

“Yes, baby, it was so good.”

She held me and said “Stay inside me...stay inside me, Robby.”

I was hard again in about five minutes. My dick didn’t even leave her pussy; I just grew to full again, fucking her over and over. She came that time before me. We just fucked over and over, making me lose count of how many times I had heron that one night. I fucked her doggy style; fucked her wither legs wrapped around me. Fucked her with her riding me as I held her hips and pushed up into her; fucked her with her on her side and me behind, spearing my cock up into her hot wet cunt. I stuck my cock in her mouth; she put her pussy in mine.

When I woke up the next morning, I realized we were in her bed. We had moved there some time in the night, though it was all a blur of pleasure now. Remembering what we had done instantly got me hard. I wanted to wake her up and slide my cock into her again, but decided to let her sleep. Her breathing was even and deep and she seemed to be resting peacefully. I looked down at her pussy and saw it still dripping my cum.

Normally she made breakfast for us but I decided to, this time. To bring her breakfast in bed seemed like a great idea. I cooked up what I could of pancakes, eggs and bacon, adding some orange juice and coffee to a tray. I returned to the bedroom forty-five minutes later or so to find her awake and blinking sleepily at me.

“Robby...what on earth...”

“Made you breakfast in bed.” I brought her the tray and kissed her. “For my queen.”

“Oh, love...” She kissed me and held my neck, caressing me with her lips and tongue. She smiled and I knew she liked the gesture. We ate together, sharing bites of food and giggling like two lovers after the night of best sex we’d ever had. It sure was that for me.

As her hands caressed my body, moving up and down my shoulders and back, I knew I had to be inside her again. She gave a soft cry as I penetrated her once more. Each entry into her wet passage made me go deeper, her responding with encouraging “Yes, yes....” that made me feel sky-high. I pumped her with deeper thrusts and said “This is where I want to be forever, mom.”

“I know, baby...I feel it...you belonging me, in my pussy. In me, in me forever.... Oh....”

I pushed as deep as I could with strong thrusts. “Yes, baby. Yes, my darling. Hard, just like that.” Every stroke into her brought more lewd words and sexy encouraging phrases that told me she was getting closer to the edge. I felt her bucking slightly back against me and knew she was about to cum. I thrust into her several more times and she gave a high pitched “Ahhhhhh!” of pleasure. I fucked her faster, wanting to join her in climax. I needed to be with her emotionally and physically. My hard, quick strokes brought me to the edge with her.

“Mom....Tracy....” I called, releasing my sperm into her wet cunt.

“Yes love...fill me....cum in me...”

I came as thick and as much as I had ever, filling her to the brim with my seed. When I was finished I saw the white glaze on my cock and on her pussy lips, slowing my rhythm and feeling every last shudder of Tracy’s orgasm.

She gave a laugh of combined pleasure and relief. “Oh sweetheart...never leave me. Always fuck your mother...”

I kissed her and said, “Always, mom.”

****
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All for Mom

“Let me be with you tonight, love. Just this once...just once. Then you won’t ask again; it will just be a time we will remember fondly.”

Turning the sheets down the bed, my stepmother took her clothes off and stood completely naked and unashamed in front of me. I had been with other women and they had all shown some degree of hesitation in getting naked; not my mom. The way she was so at ease with herself emboldened me and made my heart leap. I didn’t know where to kiss first; I started with her nipple. It hardened in my mouth as I suckled it; she gave soft moans that made me feel on fire. I looked between her legs and saw the reddened, wet pussy lips for the first time. She had a trimmed, neatly groomed patch that I devoured hungrily. I felt the swelling of her clit in my mouth as I licked her, her juice covering my face and lips. She smiled and held my hair, squeezing it and giving a soft “Oh” of pleasure every time I touched a sensitive spot with my tongue or fingers.

“It feels so good, love,” she gasped. “I’m so wet for you...baby...lick your mom’s pussy...”

All for Mom

There were times when I would dream about her.

Usually it was the two of us together, just hanging out, laughing or playing a game. Sometimes she would be in the kitchen cooking me a meal the way she used to when I was young. Once I dreamed I was just rubbing her feet on the couch; that we were talking, sharing our dreams, and then my foot massage turned... sexual.

It wouldn’t have been a big deal if she wasn’t my stepmom. That fact actually heightened my sense of forbidden desire. I knew that wanting her, craving her, lusting for her was wrong, and yet I couldn’t help myself.

Sharon was about fifteen years my senior. With long blonde hair that fell around her shoulders when she didn’t have it pinned up in a bun or in a ponytail, she had very nice features — and a nice personality to go with. She was always helping people, trying to make them feel good. She was kind, the sort of person you wanted to be with because you knew they were compassionate.

So it was both thrilling and troublesome when she called and asked if she could stay with me for a couple weeks. I had a place in the city, a small apartment about ten minutes from where I worked. She needed some time away from the old house she’d shared with my dad before they split up. Time to get back on her feet, she said.

It was hard when she moved in with me, even if temporarily. She would do her stretches at home in the mornings — and would also workout downtown at the gym. She wore simply pink or black shorts and a small tight t-shirt that didn’t cover much of her ample breasts and thighs. She usually always wore a bra when she worked out, but I could still see her nipples poking through. Watching her bed and spread left me with a continual hardon; I couldn’t watch her and not get aroused.

She always smiled at me and said in her slightly husky, sensuous voice, “Good morning, love. How did you sleep?” And I would tell her I slept fine, making no mention of the sexy dreams I had about her.

She would kiss me softly on each cheek, her arms lingering around my neck. Sometimes she pointed to places on her face or neck where she wanted me to kiss her. It had been our ritual since she moved in with me and my dad when I was little. Only now, with me an adult man, it was a ritual that left me aching with longing for her.

She wasn’t just beautiful; she was stunning. She had been a model in her youth, appearing in ads and catalogs. Though she wasn’t very tall, her perfect figure and exquisite features made up for it. I kept one particular ad she’d done: for a bra and panty set with her seated so her back was to the camera. She smiled in profile and you could see the hint of her full breast, the curve evident under her arm as she removed the bra. Her smooth skin was perfectly highlighted in that shot.

Sometimes she went without a bra during the day, and I would be constantly intrigued by the swell of her breasts under the cotton fabric. You wouldn’t think just being at home with your stepmother could leave you so aroused, but that’s how it was for me. Occasionally she would bring over a friend and allow them to stay over; the guest would use my bedroom and I would share a bed with mom. She’d undress in the soft light; I watched in fascination, her ass and her nipples, pert and hard, her pussy covered by the thin cotton of her panties until she slid them off, leaving my imagination to wonder at what was between her thighs.

I worked during the day and Mom either did her shopping or volunteered; she had been a stay-at-home mother while married to my dad and was now taking night courses to get her psychology credentials updated. She wanted to practice family therapy; she’d done it briefly after college and was now re-establishing herself in the field. With her compassionate heart and desire to help people, she was perfect for the job.

I’d had sex before, but never with my stepmother, until one night when we were on a trip to a casino just outside Kitty Hawk. Mostly we went just to take in the sights; there was a train that went all the way from my home city to the coast, which was perfect. During the train ride she fell asleep against me, leaning on my shoulder. She wasn’t wearing much perfume but her natural scent was like a drug to me. I smelled her fragrant hair and the faint smell of her skin cream. She had a small blanket on her and I pulled it up to her shoulder. My hand went beneath it, gently laying on her breast. I tried to pretend to be asleep, closing my eyes so if she woke up she wouldn’t think it was intentional. She breathed quietly and evenly as I cupped my hand gently around her full breast, feeling the warm mound. My cock rose, straining hard in my pants. Her sweater was soft, letting me think to myself I had my stepmom’s bare tit in my palm.

Shortly after the conductor announced we were about to arrive. She stirred and I removed my hand. Then she stretched and I asked, “How’d you sleep, Mom?”

“Very well, love. Thank you.” She smiled in a way that made me melt but also lit a fire in me. My cock twitched, refusing to go down for the rest of that day.

Later on, after mom met with someone for a meeting she had to conduct, she came back to our hotel room and sat on the bed with me. Sharon had seen me flirting with a girl in the hallway and questioned me about it. “Have you ever been with a woman?”

“Yeah...it’s just...been a long time.” I didn’t tell her the reason I was planning to get together with that girl was because I was so fucking horny for her, my own stepmother. That I needed to be inside a woman, any woman, or I was going to burst. “I was really turned on today and the person I really want will never be with me.”

“Why not?”

“Because...” I trailed off and shook my head. “You wouldn’t understand, mom.”

“Don’t be so sure about that.”

Her tone made me question what she meant. The way she looked at me, it was almost like she knew...

“I knew you touched me when we were in the train together.”

There it was: she dropped the bombshell.

“You...you weren’t asleep?”

“At first, yes. Then I felt your hand on my breast and woke up.” She smiled and came over to me, sitting down on the bed and kissing me. “It felt really good. You touched me so lovingly, it made me feel horny.”

Her truthful statement surprised me, but turned me on. “Then, you feel the same way about me?”

She nodded. “Ever since you became a young man, fully coming into your own, I’ve felt turned on by you.” She held my cheeks and kissed me completely, tongue mingling with mine, like a lover. She pulled back and said, “Let me be with you tonight, love. Just this once...just once. Then you won’t ask again; it will just be a time we will remember fondly.”

Turning the sheets down the bed, she took her clothes off and stood completely naked and unashamed in front of me. I had been with other women and they had all shown some degree of hesitation in getting naked; not my mom. The way she was so at ease with herself emboldened me and made my heart leap. I didn’t know where to kiss first; I started with her nipple. It hardened in my mouth as I suckled it; she gave soft moans that made me feel on fire. I looked between her legs and saw the reddened, wet pussy lips for the first time. She had a trimmed, neatly groomed patch that I devoured hungrily. I felt the swelling of her clit in my mouth as I licked her, her juice covering my face and lips. She smiled and held my hair, squeezing it and giving a soft “Oh” of pleasure every time I touched a sensitive spot with my tongue or fingers.

“It feels so good, love,” she gasped. “I’m so wet for you...baby...lick your mom’s pussy...”

I kissed and licked my way all around her body. My clothes I removed because my cock was straining so hard out of my pants I thought it would burst right through. As my stepmom saw it, she stroked it gently and said, “You’re going to please a lot of women with that.”

“I only want to please you, mom.” I knew I was big; very big, in fact. But all I cared about was being inside her in a way that would feel good for her.

She spread her pussy lips and let me have access to her swollen clit. I sucked and licked at it until my chin and mouth were soaked in her juices. She began shivering, her whole body thrumming with pleasure as she said, “You’re making me so hot...oh baby....you don’t know what you’re doing to me. It’s so good...your tongue there...Oh my god....OHHHHH...” She arched, pressing her pussy into my mouth, squeezing my hair in her hands. She came hard, her moans sending flames of desire all through my body. “Oh yes baby....do it to your mother right there....fuck...oh yes....OHHHHH...” she cried out, her screams of passion nearly making me come right there.

As she recovered from her orgasm, her beautiful body experiencing the last tremors of pleasure, she reached eagerly for my cock. She licked it, sucked it, and slathered it with her tongue lustfully. I couldn’t believe the shock of entering m mother’s mouth: her tongue and lips massaged me, rolling over the tightly stretched skin. Her lips closed over the mushroom head and made me feel like I’d spurt right there. “Such a big, beautiful cock,” she said with pure pleasure in her eyes. “I love sucking you, baby.” She said this over and lover, telling me she loved how big I was in her mouth.

As she took me deep, right into her throat, I groaned and held her head. “Oh god, mom...I’m cumming...”

“Mmmm,” she said, encouraging me with a cradling massage to my balls. I thought she would release me, not wanting to swallow my cum, but instead she closed her lips around me and sucked hard. She swallowed every drop as I shot, my cock jerking in her sweet mouth.

She wanted more. She stroked me to full hardness again and licked around my shaft, her small fingers caressing the thick meat. “I want you in your mother’s pussy...this pussy that aches for your big cock...scratch that itch for me, sweetheart.”

As my stepmother laid back on the bed and spread her legs, showing me her dripping slit, I nearly shot right there a second time. She was beautiful like that, open for me, ready to receive my meat in her pussy. “Come inside me...inside your mother’s pussy...just like that.” She guided my cock to her entrance and took me inside her, sliding my cock in, easing it inside. When I was all the way in her she gasped and clutched me with her beautiful legs, squeezing me to her. “Oh yes baby...it feels so big and thick in me...so hard....Give it all to me baby...just like that. In my pussy. Fucking me. Over and over. Fuck me hard, baby. Fuck me!”

She was so wet. I couldn’t believe how wet she was. “Yes...mom...it’s amazing being inside you.”

“Fill me all up,” she said. Her slippery walls sheathed my cock in wetness, letting me glide in and out of her with ease. Every time I stroked her she whispered sweet words of passion to me. “Yes...love me baby...with your cock...your body...”

I took her many ways that night. She enjoyed it on her back, missionary style, as well as on her hands and knees. With me filling her from behind, feeling myself against her ass, holding her swinging tits.

“I love you, Sharon,” I whispered to her, my cock buried between her gorgeous thighs. “I’m in love with you.”

Finally, after I had filled her in every position and angle, pumping her full of my cum, we lay together, sated and content. She slept in my arms. My hand rested on her breast. I smelled the scent of our lovemaking, the feel of her body against mine providing a luscious, dreamlike quality. I loved being with her like that and hated the thought that I would never be inside my mother’s pussy again.

When she woke, she kissed me and said, “Derek...baby...thank you for last night.”

****

We didn’t talk about it or do much but occasionally reminisce during New Year’s or Christmas parties. Aside from one brief kiss that went a little longer than normal, we had no other contact beyond what was appropriate, at least not for several months. I went back to my life after Sharon moved out; she got her own place and began her life as a therapist, as she had wanted.

I tried to focus on my job, but it was a struggle. Every day the memory of my mother’s sweet mouth, her pussy...her scent...her body...they all came back to me. I tried dating other women but none of them could compare. It seemed Sharon was the only one who would satisfy my desire and I would never have her again.

Finally, one night when I went to visit her at her new apartment, I came out and told her. “Mom...you’re all I can think about. Being inside you...loving you the way we did that night...I can’t handle being apart from you.”

Her eyes glimmered with tears. “Oh, honey. I know, I know...but we can’t do that again, Derek. It isn’t right, for mother and son to be together that way...”

“I know it isn’t, but I can’t do it. I can’t not be with you...”

I came up to her, where she stood at the counter, and took her in my arms. I kissed her gently and felt her begin to tremble. “Oh love...Derek...I’m so sorry baby...”

She kissed me tenderly at first and then desperately, like we had been away from each other for years. It felt like we had been, in truth. Her wet lips slid against mine, her mouth covering me with kisses. “Come into me, love. Come inside me.”

She raised her leg around me, hooking it around my waist and pulling her panties to the side. I felt her wetness; she was wet, so wet, ready to receive me. I removed my cock and stroked it up and down her slit, angling it into her pussy. Inch by inch I filled her, sliding slowly into her wet, dripping cunt. We gasped together, eyes locked, as I entered her, my cock pressing into her sexy, beautiful body.

Her tight channel grasped me as she whispered, “I’m yours, baby... all yours...now and forever...I need you here, baby. Oh, I need to feel you here.”

I started to pump into her, fucking harder and faster into her, feeling her rock her hips back against me. She held my shoulders and pressed me deeper inside her, as deep as I would go.

“Ohhh, fuck.” I started drilling her hard, holding her soft thighs in my hands as I pounded my cock in and out of her. She gasped in pleasure, holding me tight, her pussy clenching me. She came violently, shuddering in my arms; I shot into her moments later, filling her with my cream.

Our sex continued all through that evening; we couldn’t get enough of each other. By the end of the night, she told me she wanted me in her ass.

I knew our affair was only to continue.
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Mom’s Secret

“He doesn’t know I’m here,” she whispered after a while.

“He doesn’t?”

“No. He thinks I’m at a hotel.”

A strange, secret thrill went through me at that knowledge. She had purposefully mislead him — perhaps unconsciously. But nonetheless, she hadn’t told him she was staying with me.

It made the darkness seem heightened with tension from earlier. Like she had snuck over here. To be in her stepson’s bed.

I cradled her shoulder with my hand. I squeezed it gently. I reached down and tilted her face up to mine, grazing her lips with mine. Then I pecked them softly. She squirmed slightly but didn’t pull away. The second kiss, she returned. A couple moments we kissed, then I pulled back. Every time my lips met hers, her breathing grew more ragged. Her lips parted, letting me in.

My hand went to her breast. I cupped the full mound in my hand; it felt heavenly. Warm and amazing. I felt the suppleness of it, the softness. My thumb rolled over the nipple through her nightgown; it was hard, the fabric scratchy. She drew in another ragged breath as I played with her nipple.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” she whispered.

“I know.”

My fingers tangled in her hair and I kissed her again. As our kiss deepened, my fingers explored her other nipple, squeezing the hard bud. She gave a soft moan into my mouth. To my amazement, her hand moved downward, over the rippling muscles of my chest and stomach. She finally let her supple fingers rest on my cock, covered only by the thinness of my boxers. Her fingers slid inside and wrapped around my hard, throbbing shaft.

“Oh jesus,” she whimpered. “Your cock is so hard, and so big...”

“You did this to me,” I said, fingers clasped in her hair.

Mom’s Secret

She usually never came to see me.

If she ever did, it was with my dad. They had been close as far as I could tell. Not demonstrative, but with no glaring red flags either.

I could always tell when my stepmom had something on her mind. She had a reserved way about her; very poised and proper. Considerate and polite. But at times, cold and distant. Jessica was about ten years older than me, and I was about to turn thirty.

She was also exceptionally stunning. With long strawberry-blonde hair that fell in a neatly-styled cut around her shoulders, she was lean and attractive. She kept in shape, from running and lifting weights, doing regular workouts at her gym. Her body was petite but shapely.

I came back with the glass of red wine she had requested and sat down on the sofa with her.

She took the wine and smiled warmly. “Thank you.”

She was sweet with me, but as I said before, reserved. Affectionate but never overly so. She treated me like a son — which was to be expected, considering our relationship — but I got the sense she never really thought of me as hers.

“How are things?” I asked, holding a glass myself. I sipped it wand watched her. “Everything okay?”

“Kind of.” She sipped hers as well. She seemed to be steeling herself for something. “Well, not really.”

“How so?”

“Your dad and I, we’re...having issues.”

I nodded sympathetically. “In the marriage?”

“Yes.”

She set her wine down.

“I’m sorry.”

She gave me a brief smile. “Thanks.”

My eyes went to her mouth and her hair. I took in the sight of her. Her beauty had a way of overwhelming me sometimes. I noticed that her makeup and lipstick were done just right, and there was a pair of attractive earrings dangling from her lobes. She looked...to put it mildly, extremely sexy.

Fitted dark red skirt. A crisp cream-colored blouse. Her look was impeccable. And yet I couldn’t help myself wanting to open the buttons of that blouse, to find the creamy flesh within.

I wondered if she noticed me looking at her. It had become a regular habit. I couldn’t help myself. Lately she had started looking at me, too, with a bit more appreciation. Or was that just my hopeful imagination? I couldn’t say for sure.

I put my hand on her shoulder after she was silent for a moment. “Hey. Talk to me?”

She nodded slightly, then sounded reluctant. “Well, I don’t know if you want to know about all this. I shouldn’t really even tell you, probably.”

“I don’t mind. I’d like it if you did.”

I moved closer to her. My body was facing hers. As I scooted over, she sucked in a deep breath.

“Your dad...he told me last night. He’s been seeing someone. A woman from his office.” Her hand covered her neck. “Someone I knew, actually... Her name was Beth Harris.”

“Your friend?”

“Yes. So that makes it worse.”

I sensed this was really hard for her. I put my glass down and opened my arms to her, wrapping her in an embrace. “Geez, mom. I’m sorry.”

She sighed into me and put her arms around me. Embracing for several moments, my hand rubbed slowly up and down her back. As I pulled away, she gave a heavy sigh and wiped at her eyes.

We were close now. She seemed reassured by my presence. Her knee was angled toward me now, and I put a hand on it, speaking low and soft. “What else did dad tell you?”

“That he was sorry....that it was over. A big mistake. That he wanted me to forgive him. Can I? I don’t even know.”

“You need time to think.” I said it sympathetically, hoping she knew how much I cared.

Her eyes turned fiery. “What, he thinks I’ll just get over it? What an arrogant asshole. He gave me some lame attempt at pacification and told me I had a pass now. What does he think? That I’d do what he did? He doesn’t even really think I would.”

“Would you?”

She gave me a quick look, her eyes fluttering slightly, as if letting a thought go by. I saw a tiny blush at her cheeks. She shifted. “Oh, Rick, I don’t even know. I hate the thought of us breaking up — It’s hard to think about. But I have to do something. I can’t just let it stand.”

“So you’d think about fooling around with someone?” I couldn’t hide the fact I was intrigued. I leaned a bit closer. She met my eyes, looking at me in silence for a moment.

“Not really. No one would even be interested in me, now. I couldn’t just go do something like that, anyway. Not with someone I didn’t truly have feelings for.” Her eyes swept to her glass, and then to my face. Then back to the glass.

“Don’t say that, mom. You’re stunning. You could have any guy you wanted.”

She blushed deeper — I thought it was sweet — and smiled. “You’re a darling, you really are. She caressed my cheek with her soft hand and looked up at me.

I couldn’t stop myself; impulsively, my face closed the distance between us. I kissed her lips gently, just a soft peck. But I knew she hadn’t been expecting it.

Her eyes fluttered again. “Rick...You’re sweet. I’m really lucky to have you. Truly.” She spoke softly.

“I’m glad that you told me. I’m here for you, mom.” My voice was deeper than before.

“Really?” She gave me an appreciative look, but there was something hanging between us. A tension that had not been there before. “I just mean...”

Before she could clarify, I leaned in and my lips touched hers again. She stiffened at first — but my lips stayed on hers and she didn’t pull away. After a moment, I finally did, breaking the kiss and seeing her open her eyes after I’d already pulled back. I smiled.

“Wow,” she said, sounding stunned.

“Yeah, wow.” I was stunned, too.

The kiss was hot.

****

Mom decided to stay the night. I offered her the spare bedroom in my apartment. I hadn’t had a girl over in a long time; work didn’t leave much time for it. So it was just the two of us.

I had gotten into bed and was starting to drift off when I heard a knock at the door.

It was Jessica.

“Can’t sleep?”

She shook her head. “Can I come in with you?”

“Of course.”

I patted the bed beside me.

She looked to the spot where I indicated, biting her lip, as if debating. Then she stepped inside and turned, closing the door slowly and almost silently.

I watched her. She was wearing a small nightgown; it would have been modest but for its sheerness that showed her outlined nipples and breasts underneath. My eyes took the sight in hungrily. I let my gaze roam lower, but she was wearing panties, covering whatever was between her thighs.

She crawled into bed with me and leaned against my shoulder.

“He doesn’t know I’m here,” she whispered after a while.

“He doesn’t?”

“No. He thinks I’m at a hotel.”

A strange, secret thrill went through me at that knowledge. She had purposefully mislead him — perhaps unconsciously. But nonetheless, she hadn’t told him she was staying with me.

It made the darkness seem heightened with tension from earlier. Like she had snuck over here. To be in her stepson’s bed.

I cradled her shoulder with my hand. I squeezed it gently. I reached down and tilted her face up to mine, grazing her lips with mine. Then I pecked them softly. She squirmed slightly but didn’t pull away. The second kiss, she returned. A couple moments we kissed, then I pulled back. Every time my lips met hers, her breathing grew more ragged. Her lips parted, letting me in.

My hand went to her breast. I cupped the full mound in my hand; it felt heavenly. Warm and amazing. I felt the suppleness of it, the softness. My thumb rolled over the nipple through her nightgown; it was hard, the fabric scratchy. She drew in another ragged breath as I played with her nipple.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” she whispered.

“I know.”

My fingers tangled in her hair and I kissed her again. As our kiss deepened, my fingers explored her other nipple, squeezing the hard bud. She gave a soft moan into my mouth. To my amazement, her hand moved downward, over the rippling muscles of my chest and stomach. She finally let her supple fingers rest on my cock, covered only by the thinness of my boxers. Her fingers slid inside and wrapped around my hard, throbbing shaft.

“Oh jesus,” she whimpered. “Your cock is so hard, and so big...”

“You did this to me,” I said, fingers clasped in her hair.

As she gazed into my eyes, there in the dark, something dark overcame me. Something dominant. The urge to spread her legs, driving my cock deep into her. To use her and fuck her until I had sated my pleasure, not caring about her own. I suppressed the urge, forcing it back where it had come from.

I wanted to love my stepmom...make her feel good. Not be some kind of beast or animal....

Her fingers squeezed my cock. “Where did your mind go, just now?”

She knew me well. She could read me like a book.

“Nowhere.”

I kissed her. She was soft and yielding, her mouth conforming to mine.

As my hands worked her breasts, she gave soft moans. I kissed down her neck and pushed the nightgown up, throwing off the covers. I wanted to see her. Her gorgeous, sexy body.

I was not disappointed.

“God, mom. You’re beautiful.”

She whimpered with desire as I pulled her panties down, smiling up at her. The wetness was there, on her pussy lips: a thin trail of moisture. I licked it, surprised by the sweet taste. The first lick drew a sigh of pleasure; the second, a deep moan from my mother’s lips.

I spread her legs and began feasting on her cunt. The lewd words that spewed from her mouth made my cock so hard it stiffened to its fullest length. It was so hard it was painful. “Yeah....lick that cunt...lick your mother’s pussy....oh god...”

She grabbed my hair and began rocking her hips against my face. I loved this primal side of her, something I had never seen before.

I drew up to my full length and took my cock in my hand. Her eyes widened as I began stuffing her with my thick meat. She shuddered at the sight of me entering her slickness. “Oh....you’re inside me....”

She shuddered again when I was all the way in. “My son is in me. My son’s big cock...in my pussy.”

I grunted as I began to fuck her. At first I moved slowly on top of her, just pushing up, thrusting slow and deep. But the urgency to take her came over me: I wanted to feel her pussy clenching on me. I wanted to fuck her, drive my rod deep as it would go, to own her. I grabbed her hair and began to really pound her. She squealed in time with my thrusts.

“Ohhhh! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhh!” And grabbed my shoulders, nails driving into them. Her legs wrapped around me. She took me as deep as I could go.

I put her on her hands and knees and she grabbed the headboard on all fours. She was so soaked I swore she was dripping. “No one has ever handled me this way,” she breathed.

I pried her legs apart and angled my cock into her once more. It sunk easily into her wet depths. “Oh my god, Rick.”

“Fuck. Your pussy feels amazing.”

I held her ass and began to give it to her. Fucking her in slow, long strokes that tormented her, drawing out her pleasure. “Fuck your mother,” she moaned. “Yes...fuck me with that big, hard cock....so much bigger than your father...”

“You like it like this, mom? You like my big dick in you?”

“YES!”

She gasped.

The headboard began to bang in time with my incessant thrusts.

Pound. Pound. Pound.

Mom was screaming in lust.

“Oh, fuck. Give it to me. Just like that. Good and hard. Fill your mother’s pussy with that big dick. Fuck me like the little slut I am...”

Oh, shit.

Hearing her say that pushed me over the edge. I needed to fuck her raw. I pushed her down onto the bed and forced her into the pillow, her ass still high in the air. I plowed into her deep and hard. Her inner walls yielded around my hard, thick cock. I penetrated her endlessly, unceasing, unrelenting. My invasion made her screech in pleasure as I drove deeper. Her hands clutch the sheets. “Oh jesus,” she wailed. “Shit. You’ve got a big fucking dick.”

She thrashed back against me, impaled on my cock. I felt her starting to cum. Her whole body trembled. “Oh my fucking god. I’m cumming, Rick. Make your mother cum!”

I felt her pussy spasm as I fed her my cock relentlessly. The sensation of my stepmom orgasming around me sent me over the edge. I thrust in deep and blasted her with hot jets of cum. “Ohhhh. Ohhhhhh. Uhhhhhhh!” I gasped, shuddering behind her.

She looked at me over her shoulder. Our gazes met. Savoring what we saw in one another.

Finally I pulled my dick from her, her pussy smacking wetly as my cock slid out of her. Her inner thighs dripped with our combined wetness. My cum and her pussy juice. The sight was beyond anything I’d ever known.

I lay back on the bed and felt her move against me.

“I just want to say...You can fuck me, Rick, any time you want.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes.” She closed her eyes with a look of pure satisfaction. “I have never, ever been fucked so well, or so thoroughly.”

“So I pleased you, then.”

“You have no idea how big your cock feels. My whole being was centered on it — on you, filling me. Fucking me. Sliding in and out.”

Her words were making me stiffen again.

She tilted her head and looked at me curiously. “What were you thinking, earlier? That moment when you were so distant?”

They say the moments after sex are when you’re most honest. Considering the fucking we’d just done, I wasn’t censoring myself. I told her: “I was thinking how I wanted to hold you down, dominate you and fuck you. Use you until I came in you and on you. Fuck all of your holes. Only giving thought to my pleasure.”

She closer her eyes, shivering with lust. “Mmmm...”

“You’d like that?”

She opened them again. “I have a deeply submissive side. I could never show that with your father.”

“So you like the idea of me tying you down and fucking you. Drilling your cunt with my cock...and then your ass.”

She nodded. “I want you in me there.”

My hands rubbed over her smooth bottom and parted the cheeks. My cock was fully hard again. Positioning myself behind her, I wetted her pucker with our juices, using them to lubricate her entrance. She gasped as I entered, pushing past the tight ring. “Oh my god...Rick...Your cock is going in my ass...”

“That’s right, mom. I’m going to fuck you...”

“Fuck my ass. Fuck me hard, Rick.”

I slid in and out of her, hearing her groans of combined pain and pleasure. Soon they turned to high pitched squeals of pure delight as my cock plowed her back entrance. There was something so utterly primal in what we were doing — me sliding my obscenely large dick in and out of my stepmom’s ass. Her pushing back against me. The wetness of her pussy drenching my hand as my fingers played with her slipper lips, finding her clit. Toying with it.

I gave a gentle flick and she shuddered and came, clutching the sheets. My cock continued to skewer her ass. I felt myself on the edge.

“Ohhhhh YES!” she screamed as she came. “FUCK YOUR MOTHER’S ASS!”

I pounded deep several more times and then held myself inside her, pumping her full of cum a second time. We gasped, my hands still clutching her full globes; I looked down and saw red marks where my fingers had pressed into the skin.

We collapsed onto the bed together once more.

Jessica kissed my lips and my jaw, caressing my chest. “I want to be your slut forever, son.”

“Good,” I said deeply, fingers tightening in her hair, “Because I intend to fuck you raw, mother.”

*****
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Mom’s Desire

I must have fallen asleep at some point, because when I woke up, I was instantly aware of a warm and pleasurable feeling at my crotch.

I heard sloppy wet sounds that were slightly lewd.

I opened my eyes and found a beautiful blonde had bobbing up and down.

My mother was sucking my cock.

“Celia...mom...what...”

She removed her lips long enough to smile up at me. “You weren’t getting the hint, so I figured I’d just have to show you.”

“Show me...?”

“Adam, you’ve grown up to be a very handsome, strong young man. You can’t tell me the girls haven’t noticed....”

She went back to slurping on my cock before I could reply.

Holy fuck. Mom’s mouth was amazing. I had been with women before, but nothing like this. Seeing my stepmother’s full red lips, wet from my precum, wrapped around my dick...

I shuddered, feeling an orgasm rising in me. “Mom, I’m gonna cum.”

“Mmmmm,” was all she said, increasing her head bobbing. She took me deep in her throat and then released, then did it again. I grabbed her hair and thrust upward, fucking her pretty face.

Was this really happening to me?

Mom’s Desire

I couldn’t believe how hot she looked.

She was wearing a slim blue dress that hugged her trim hips, showing the curve of her elegant back, where it was open. Her shoulders were bare as well. On her feet she had a pair of matching heels.

She was talking to someone.

It was just a typical office party. For her work. She was in upper management at her firm, having been with the company for years. As her stepson, I got the typical perks: knew everyone there, had a job lined up once I graduated college, that sort of thing.

I had just never seen her this way.

Celia was my mom. My stepmom, sure, but as close to any real mother I could have wanted. The fact that we actually looked alike — both fairly tall, though I was a head taller than her now I was full-grown — made it seem even more like we were actual family.

She turned to me and smiled. She was beautiful. Her hair had recently been styled and now curled just below her neck in a blonde, sexy cut. Her bare skin was flawless. For a split second, I pictured her turning to me and smiling that same way naked.

Whoa, where did that thought come from...

“Hi, sweetie,” she said, coming up and giving me a kiss. She grabbed two champagne flutes from a nearby tray and offered me one. I took it, cheek still tingling where her lips had been.

“Hey mom. Nice party.”

“Glad you’re enjoying it.”

I was enjoying the view of her in that dress more, but I didn’t say it.

Things progressed at the party. Mom schmoozed with the locals, her office mates, introducing me to people I didn’t know and reminding me of those I did. Her arm stayed locked through mine for most of the night. I didn’t miss the brush of her breasts against my bicep. Or the way it made me hard.

I hoped she didn’t see my erection.

It was midnight when the party finally wound to a close. Everyone was pretty drunk, including Celia. She clinked her glass to mine and said, “Give me a kiss to celebrate.”

My heart thudded in my chest. “What are we celebrating?”

“I don’t know, we just are!” she laughed.

We toasted and sipped our champagne. Then she leaned in for a kiss, closing her eyes. I gave her a tentative peck on the cheek.

Her eyes opened and she swatted me playfully. “Not like that, you beast. A real kiss.”

I couldn’t believe it. What was my stepmother asking me for?

This time my lips touched hers, still light. But in the moment, she grasped my shoulder and pulled me close, deepening the kiss. All thought flew out of my head and I gave in to the desire I felt, kissing her back in earnest. She gave a soft moan against my lips, still clutching my shirt.

Finally, several seconds later, she let me go. her eyes fluttered open. Her pupils were large and I could tell, plain and simple, she was horny. I had never seen that look in my mother’s eyes, yet here it was now.

I imagined down below her panties. They would be wet. A stain in the crotch. One I had made her feel.

She would be wet for her son.

She cleared her throat and covered her neck, flushed. “That was, ah...” She smiled, recovering her composure. “Nice.”

Nice wasn’t the word I’d have used. Fucking hot, maybe. And with my mom no less.

I needed to get out of there, think, cool my head....

Before I did something stupid.

****

I figured the tension with Celia was over. That the one kiss had been forgotten. Yes, it was the hottest kiss of my life, but we didn’t talk about it after that, so she must have put it out of her mind.

At least I thought she had.

Then one day, I came home from my last college class and found her in the kitchen cooking dinner.

Wearing nothing but a thin, skimpy excuse for a bra and panties that were just as puny.

“Mom....”

She turned back in surprise. You have to understand, my mom was fucking hot. My friends were constantly telling me how much they wanted to fuck her. I never heard her friends actually fessing up that they did, too, but knew they agreed she was sexy as hell.

So when I saw her like that, staring at me wearing next to nothing with a spoon in her hand, all I could think was how bad I wanted to grab her and bend her over the kitchen table, sinking my hard cock into her.

“You’re home early,” she said, smiling. As if nothing was unusual about her being in her underwear in front of me.

“Yeah, uh, I....class got done early.”

“Good. The food will still be hot for us to eat then.”

She turned back and started stirring her dish again.

I stared. My eyes went to her butt. God, she was so tempting....

It was almost like she was trying to seduce me. Her own son? No way.

“I’ll, uh...go get changed for dinner. Maybe you should too,” I added.

“What, you don’t approve?”

“It’s kind of ...revealing.”

She just laughed.

****

Oh yes, baby. Fuck Mommy hard. Harder.

The video I was watching had the woman with her legs spread, lying on her back, her stepson spearing her with his huge rod. I watched as he entered her with it, her puffy vagina lips parting to accommodate him.

I hated resorting to porn, but there was nothing more I could do. Dinner with Celia had been almost unbearable. She was so goddamn hot...she’d put on a top, thank god, but no pants, so she’d worn her panties just like that, all through dinner. Chit-chatting with me like nothing was weird at all.

I guess she’d missed my erection, too.

After dinner I’d excused myself and headed straight up to my room, locking myself in with my computer. I was stroking, faster and harder, fingers sliding up and down my cock as I watched the film. I kept seeing Celia in place of the woman, and me in place of the son. I knew it was wrong but my cock was slick with precum. I groaned as a powerful orgasm overtook me, my seed spurting out. I cleaned off my desk and went to bed, resigning myself to my fate.

I would be forever attracted to my mother, my beautiful stepmother, yet unable to fulfill that desire.

Or so I thought.

****

I must have fallen asleep at some point, because when I woke up, I was instantly aware of a warm and pleasurable feeling at my crotch.

I heard sloppy wet sounds that were slightly lewd.

I opened my eyes and found a beautiful blonde had bobbing up and down.

My mother was sucking my cock.

“Celia...mom...what...”

She removed her lips long enough to smile up at me. “You weren’t getting the hint, so I figured I’d just have to show you.”

“Show me...?”

“Adam, you’ve grown up to be a very handsome, strong young man. You can’t tell me the girls haven’t noticed....”

She went back to slurping on my cock before I could reply.

Holy fuck. Mom’s mouth was amazing. I had been with women before, but nothing like this. Seeing my stepmother’s full red lips, wet from my precum, wrapped around my dick...

I shuddered, feeling an orgasm rising in me. “Mom, I’m gonna cum.”

“Mmmmm,” was all she said, increasing her head bobbing. She took me deep in her throat and then released, then did it again. I grabbed her hair and thrust upward, fucking her pretty face.

“Ohhhhh shit.” I held her on me and spurted hot jets of cream into her mouth. She fastened to me, as if sucking down her stepson’s cum was the most vital mission in her life. I watched her swallow, taking every bit of my cum into her belly.

She licked her lips and smiled. “Mmmm, you taste sweet, honey. So good.”

Then she rose up over me, showing me her dripping wet pussy. She sank herself down onto me, impaling herself on my cock.

“Ohhhhh god.”

She shivered in pleasure, as did I. Watching my hot mom’s body moving up and down on my cock was the most incredible sight of my life. “I don’t get it...mom...you wanted to have sex with me?”

“Yes, baby. I saw how hard you were for me,” she gasped. “It was all I could do to alleviate my sweet boy’s pain.”

I was feeling anything but pain now.

She started riding me harder, rocking back and forth on my cock, up and down. Her hands set on my chest and she bounced up and down like a wild woman, my cock sliding inside her inner walls. I felt her pussy clench and squeeze me just the right way.

I took control, rolling her over and pulling her knees up. I slid my cock into her dripping pussy again. “You want this, don’t you, mom?”

“Oh yes, baby. Fuck me hard!”

I loved hearing her talk like a slut. My perfect, poised stepmother, sounding like a whore. My balls throbbed with lust.

I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tight as I pounded into her. Her cunt squelched as she took me deep, over and over. “Like it, mom?”

“Oh yes, honey. It’s amazing! Fuck your mother! Fuck mommy with that big cock!”

Her dirty words and squeals of pleasure spurred me on. My thrusts grew faster and harder. I felt her starting to shudder, to vibrate around me. “Are you cumming, mom?”

“Yes, baby...your mother’s going to cum for you...keep fucking me...oh god.”

I felt my own orgasm starting to burst. I didn’t slow my pace for a minute. Her pussy squeezed me as she had a powerful orgasm. She gazed at me open-mouthed and held me tight, nails driving into my back. “Ohhhh fuck! I’m cumming! You’re making your mother cum....Oh fucking hell....shit....mother fucker...”

Her dirty words both amused me and made me hot. I pushed in deep and groaned. “Fuck, mom. I’m cumming in your pussy.”

“Yes!” she screamed. My blasts extended her orgasm, making her just keep on climaxing until I feared she might pass out.

But finally our combined orgasms subsided and I fell to the bed panting, still embedded deep inside my mom.

She gave my cock another squeeze with her pussy and then let me slide out of her. I watched the wet trail of cum soak the bed. She turned to me and wrapped her arms around me, taking me into her again. She gasped as I entered. I couldn’t believe I was hard again...Or that she wanted more.

But more was exactly what she wanted. We were soon fucking like wild animals, bodies thrusting, my cock pounding her. I made her cum again and filled her a second time with my cream.

When we were sated at least, she held my face and kissed me.

“Wasn’t that what you dreamed of, baby?” she purred.

“Yeah, mom...that was it. That and more.”

“More?”

I hesitated. “I...um...I used to fantasize about fucking you .... you know.”

She giggled. “No, I don’t. Where, baby?”

“In...in your ass.”

She turned and wiggled her bottom against me. “You want your mom’s ass, son? Want to be inside this ass, your mother’s ass, with your big cock?”

I gazed down at her full globes and the small pucker. She took our combined juices and rolled it around her back entrance. Then she took my cock — hard again with the thought of fucking my mother’s ass — and began to insert me there.

Oh jesus. I couldn’t believe I was going inside her ass...my mother’s incredible, hot butt. She was taking me anally, letting me fuck her tightest of holes. “Holy shit...I don’t think it’s gonna fit,” I groaned.

“Easy...easy...” She purred, as much for herself as for me, no doubt. I felt my cock push past the tight ring of muscles and then, I was all the way inside her. My balls connected with the full warm mounds of her ass.

If I thought being inside her pussy was good, nothing could compare to this.

“Ohhhh,” she moaned, shuddering. “That’s it. My son’s big cock inside my ass.”

I held her butt and began to slide in and out, slow at first, letting her take just a few inches at a time to stretch around me. Soon her hole began to relax and open up and it got easier to fuck her. I was sliding in and out of her, stimulating us both, making her moan with pleasure. I turned her onto her stomach and spread her cheeks, watching my thick cock penetrate her tight hole.

“Yes, you fucking stud! Fuck your mother’s ass! Fuck it hard!” she cried.

I was in heaven. I pounded her tight cheeks, watching them ripple with the pressure of my fucking. I was gone, completely lost in the moment. “Ohhhh god mom. Your ass is so tight around my cock.”

“Give it to me, baby! Fill my ass with your cum!”

I thrust in hard and deep and pressed all the way in, feeling my balls against her skin. I spurted hot jets of cum into her butt, releasing in her most forbidden depths. I had now cum in my mother’s mouth, her pussy, and her ass.

****

One night of passion was not enough for us. I couldn’t believe how insatiable she was. She wanted me constantly, letting me take her over and over again. At first I thought it was a dream, some kind of crazy prolonged fantasy I would soon wake up from.

But it was no dream.

After sex one night, when we were lying in bed together, her hands caressing my stomach, I asked her about it.

“How did you get the courage to come in my room and do that?” I asked, fingers in her hair, stroking gently.

“What, suck your cock?”

I chuckled. “Yes.”

She grinned up at me. “It was easy. I just had to pretend you were asleep...oh wait, you were.”

“At least at first.”

“And then you woke up and found me.” She raised herself up and propped her chin on her hands, which rested on my stomach. “How’d that feel for you?”

“Incredible. The hottest thing in my life.”

Her eyes shimmered. “I know what you mean.”

“You, too?”

“Yes.” She licked her lips. “Having your cock in my mouth felt so...so wrong. But also amazing. I was so wet while I was sucking you, I thought I would cum right there.”

“So the whole thing with dressing that way, that night...in your bra and panties...you were trying to seduce me?”

“Apparently it didn’t work.”

I smirked. “Believe me, I wanted to. I just...I don’t know. Couldn’t work up the nerve.”

She smiled and kissed me. “That’s what mothers are for.”

Next thing I knew, we were making love again.

****
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His Mom’s Craving | Travis

Elizabeth

“I...I shouldn’t have done that,” she said.

“Yes, you should.”

“I’m your mother.”

“My stepmother.”

“Still...”

I leaned in this time, cupping her cheek. “Can’t you see how I want you, mom?”

She shivered and leaned into my touch. “I want you too, Travis...I do.”

I sat down on the kitchen chair and she straddled me. I took her butt in my hands as we made out there int he kitchen, alone and uninterrupted. Her sweet smell surrounded me. Her hair was soft and brushed my face. Finally, I had her alone to myself.

She kissed my neck and jaw and cupped my groin, feeling my hardness. At first she gasped, in amazement that I was so big and hard. “I can’t believe you want me this much...”

“This much, and more.”

She moved her panties to the side as I took my cock out, placing it at her opening. She was wet and ready, and I entered my mother with just a slight resistance . I was thick and very swollen, but she was soaking wet. That told me she wanted me as much as I did her, and the thought sent a thrill through my whole body.

His Mom’s Craving

Travis

There was Roan’s Drug Store.

There was the Kool Kuts hair place down the street.

My old town hadn’t changed. That much was clear.

When I had been here last, I’d worked as an attendant at the local fairgrounds, serving up concessions. That had been before college, where I’d gone to study engineering. Now I was graduated and successful, with a five figure salary and my own apartment.

And my stepmother living on her own back in Rorketown.

Elizabeth hadn’t changed one bit. As I pulled up in the driveway, I saw she was still as beautiful as ever.

It was sick of me to feel like I did. Who wants their own stepmother? The thing about her is she was sexy. Elizabeth had this way about her. She could be charming and playful one minute, then hot and sexy the next. How’d she do it? A flip of her hair, a wave of her fingers. She didn’t have to try; it came naturally to her. All she had to do was talk and the very sound of her voice turned me on.

I had fantasies about her. At night I would stroke my cock, thinking about her having sex with me. I imagined playing with her tits and feeling her ass grind against me. I pictured myself filling her, her ass and her pussy, with my cock. Sinking that cock into her wet pussy. Giving it to her hard and deep. Hearing her squeal and keep up a steady stream of dirty talk while I pound her. “Fuck me...yes...fuck me, Travis...this is what I need...your big cock in me...in my ass, in my cunt....this is what your whore mother needs....your slut mother needs to be fucked by her son. Over and over....Over and over....I need you to fuck me, baby...”

My fantasies had me shooting cum all over myself at night, wishing I was shooting in her pussy.

I knew I wasn’t alone in feeling this, either.

There were tons of guys who wanted her, including the jerk she was with right now. He was a total ass. Some guy named Jake who treated her like shit.

I put up with him, at least until the day I saw him hit her. That sent me up the wall.

He was manhandling her in the kitchen, where she was bent over the sink as usual. Her pretty blonde hair fell over her shoulders in waves. Jake came up and grabbed her ass, then her tits, pushing up roughly against her. I flared with anger where I watched from the kitchen table, working on my laptop.

At first I figured she might be into it, but then I heard her protest. “Jake, no...”

“What do you mean, no, you slut?” His voice had no playfulness or tenderness; there was no compassion. Just cruelty. He grabbed her hair and roughly threw her on the floor. “You never say no to me.”

I blew my top. I couldn’t watch that happen. “Listen here, you asshole,” I said, standing up so fast my chair flew back. I stormed over to him and grabbed his shirt. I pushed him back against the sink. “You ever touch her again like that and I’ll kill you.”

Jake and I were basically the same size, but I had more muscle on me and he knew it. He backed off reluctantly, giving me a glare. “Come on, man, I was just playing.”

I didn’t feel like arguing. I turned to mom and knelt down, helping her up. “Are you okay?” I asked, my voice gentler. I touched her cheek where I saw a slight bruise; not from this incident, but probably something else the jerk had done.

She smiled faintly, gratefully, and squeezed my arm. “I’m okay, love. Thanks.”

Jake watched with a glare, then muttered something and wandered off to get drunk or whatever the hell he did in his spare time.

Elizabeth meanwhile laid her head on my chest as I pulled her into a warm, comforting embrace. I could tell she was shaken. When Jake was out of earshot, I asked, “How often does he do that to you?”

“Not much. Just...sometimes when I’m not expecting it.” She looked grim.

“Can’t you leave him?”

“How? I don’t have a job.”

“Come stay with me.” I blurted it out before I could think.

She looked up at me, surprised. “With you?”

“I mean...if you want to.”

She fluttered her eyes a few times, as if thinking about my proposal and a little stunned by it. “Well...you mean...Just to get back on my feet? Until I can find work?”

I would have been fine supporting her as long as she wanted to stay with me, but I said “sure” because I knew it was important to her.

***

So that settled it. Mom moved in with me the next month, leaving Jake in the crappy old house in Rorketown. I hoped she’d never move back there.

We settled in pretty easily. When I had been little, we were really poor, so mom and I had shared a bed then. Now of course it was different, because I was attracted to her and an adult, so I had to hide my hardons when she would come into bed with me. It was for comfort, I guessed; she asked if she could and I said sure. When I would get home, I’d take my gower and go to bed. She would knock on my door and come in, wearing her pajamas at first but eventually a nightie that showed off her body in a way that did nothing to alleviate my erection.

She kept herself fit, and it took a hell of a lot of self-control not to rub my cock against her soft bottom as she would sink it against me, nestling her behind against my crotch. If she felt my hard cock, she said nothing. She had no problem snuggling into me; once she started to sea ruer nighties, I felt her skin underneath my palms, and my body reacted intensely to her presence.

When we slept this way, it was hard not to dream about her. My nightly fantasies saw her tied up and blindfolded. I would pinch her nipples and force her to suck my cock. I would stand her up and strip her, sucking on her nipples and breasts, making her wet for me until she was dripping it down her thighs. I would lick all the wetness and fuck her until she couldn’t stand. Then I would cum on her. And she would scream, in passion and in pleasure, through it all. I would take her. The control would be mine, only mine.

I realized my dark dreams were a reflection of my anger. Anger that I couldn’t have her, that her soft body nestled against mine was an illusion. A fantasy in itself. She still saw me as her son, not an attractive man.

At least I thought so. Then one night we were in the kitchen together, just laughing and making dinner as usual. As I bent to get something out of a low cabinet, I realized she was standing right behind me.

I stood slowly, then turned to her. She was close, just inches away, her breasts brushing my arm. That one touch sent electric thrills to me, hardening my cock. “Mom?” I asked questioningly.

“I just want to thank you for everything you’ve done.” She put her hand up to my cheek, caressing it, giving me a gentle smile. “You’ve been so sweet, helping me out like this.”

“I’d do anything for you, mom. You know that.”

She bit her lip slightly, as if uncertain. “Anything...” She said it softly, like an afterthought.

I couldn’t figure out where she was going with this.

Then she leaned in and kissed me, her warm lips pressing mine.

I was stunned, but in the best way possible. The kiss only lasted a few seconds but something about it was different than any other kiss we’d shared.

Those had all been chaste. This one...

It felt like a lover’s kiss.

But had I just imagined it? Was I making it what I wanted it to be, in my mind?

She kissed me again and I knew it wasn’t my imagination.

She leaned in, arms going around my neck. Mine went to her waist, holding, then moving slightly lower to her butt. I squeezed the full globes gently, drawing a soft moan from her.

When she pulled back, I saw confusion and regret coupled with lust in her eyes.

“I...I shouldn’t have done that,” she said.

“Yes, you should.”

“I’m your mother.”

“My stepmother.”

“Still...”

I leaned in this time, cupping her cheek. “Can’t you see how I want you, mom?”

She shivered and leaned into my touch. “I want you too, Travis...I do.”

I sat down on the kitchen chair and she straddled me. I took her butt in my hands as we made out there int he kitchen, alone and uninterrupted. Her sweet smell surrounded me. Her hair was soft and brushed my face. Finally, I had her alone to myself.

She kissed my neck and jaw and cupped my groin, feeling my hardness. At first she gasped, in amazement that I was so big and hard. “I can’t believe you want me this much...”

“This much, and more.”

She moved her panties to the side as I took my cock out, placing it at her opening. She was wet and ready, and I entered my mother with just a slight resistance . I was thick and very swollen, but she was soaking wet. That told me she wanted me as much as I did her, and the thought sent a thrill through my whole body. My cock filled her and she moaned gently, sinking down onto me. She grasped me with her pussy and her hands, my cock sliding in and out of her.

Seeing her ride my thick shaft did something to me. There had been no more erotic sight in my life; my mother’s pussy was now mine and I was fucking her. I saw my cock sliding and felt it probing the walls of her sex. We fit perfectly as she conformed to fit around me.

She started riding me harder, caressing my neck with her hands. We kissed again and she moaned into my mouth, my hands holding her butt. Squeezing. As I did that she gasped. I imagined being inside my stepmom’s ass, plowing her tight cheeks with my cock. I wanted to be good for her, forcing myself to hold on until she came, but it was hard. Especially thinking that thought.

I was relieved when I felt her body grow stiff and her hips push up into me. Her back arched and she gave a low moan, “Ohhhhh....” Her nails dug into my back. I felt her pussy spasming around me. I let go then, releasing my seed into her, spurting hot jets of cum into her pussy. I pushed deeper into her belly and we kissed harder, moaning into each other’s mouths.

Finally the endless spurts of cum subsided and we kissed, caressing one another’s bodies.

I couldn’t believe I had just had sex with my mom...and that we were about to do it again.

***

She was insatiable. I was amazed both at her desire, her need, and her stamina. She wanted to go again and again and I was all too ready to give it to her. She acted more like a teenage girl than a hot milf in heat. She spread her legs on her back, she put her butt up in the air...she let me fuck her every way I wanted. I gave her my cock in so many different positions that night that I lost count.

We started on the couch, with me buried inside her, then ended up in her bed. Her on her hands and knees, my hips against her ass as I buried myself in the wettest and warmest pussy imaginable. I loved spreading her ass cheeks to see better.

“Oh baby. Baby...Travis...We shouldn’t do this but you feel so good in me....Do you like being inside me, hon?” she asked at one point.

“I love being inside you, mom. More than anything.”

****

Elizabeth

Feeling my son’s hard cock in me was like nothing I had ever imagined. Sucking him was one thing, but that huge rod of his penetrating me so deep, over and over....every time he left me almost empty, then thrust into me again. His hips slapped against my ass cheeks, our moans becoming louder as Travis fucked his mother faster and faster.

He knew how to fuck me. God, he knew. He was more experienced than I had ever expected. He knew how to keep from cumming until I had, meaning I got to have one orgasm after another.

Here I was, naked and bent over the bed in my stepson’s apartment as he was behind me, shoving his huge cock in and out of my drenched pussy. I began to see images in my mind — him tying me up, taking away my power and control. Chaining me to the bed and fucking me with my legs spread on my back, or on my knees from behind with me blindfolded. I couldn’t believe how hot and how dirty my fantasies were. I started calling his name.

“Travis...Travis....”

I was just inches away from having a huge orgasm but I knew there was something else we could do that we would both love. “Baby....I want you somewhere else, too...” I reached back and took his cock out of my wet cunt, aiming it at my tight pucker. Soon it pushed against the tight ring and I let him enter me there. He knew what to do; holding my ass cheeks, he inched inside me, pressing slowly so to be gentle. Every inch of him filling me was amazing; the pressure and heat built, and it was painful for a moment, but then the pain faded and it was just amazing.

“Oh god, baby. I’m so full. My ass is full of your cock....fuck my ass....fuck your mother’s ass....”

I felt him slamming into me, fucking me hard. The minute she filled me completely, spurting hot cum impossibly deep into my ass, I felt myself lose control. My pussy exploded, juices flowing down my legs as I came shuddering hard. “Oh god, oh god....oh my god,” I heard myself screaming.

We turned to one another and embraced, kissing passionately.

I couldn’t believe I was making love with my son, and so earnestly...but there was no lover on the planet like him.

He knew my body better than I did. Every touch made me feel on fire. All I knew was his love, his cock and dispassion. He made me feel loved — wanted — for the first time in years.

I wish I could say that had been the end of it, that I had not given into the desire to be taken by him again and again after that. But I could not. Each night he’d come home and I would be waiting for him. He liked when I wore my nighties, or when I wore skimpy underwear and bras. He seemed to like me in anything; I could barely ask him how is day was before his lips and tongue would be all over my body, making my nipples hard and my pussy wet. Then he would cram me full of his cock — in my mouth, in my ass, in my pussy. I would take it all, take all of him... and I loved it.

It is now four years later and we are still happily living together. The sex has only gotten hotter and our union more loving and passionate. I thought he would leave me for a young woman, but he genuinely seems to want more of me.

And I am only too willing to give him what he wants.
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A hot preview  

I giggled and obeyed. He was a strong dominant man, so I had to do what he said, right? I went to take a shower and wash all the cum off, 

but he caught me and made me kneel in front of him. He held my head and pushed his huge cock down my throat. I sucked his cock for a long time, until he was satisfied. Then he fucked my mouth until he came all over my face. I couldn't get any of that cum in my mouth because he had my head held tight by his cock, but I loved it. It was the best cum of the day, and I was glad to get it all over my face. 

Now I'm a well-trained sex slave. Every day I'm getting fucked and made to suck cock, and I'm dumber and dumber, and hornier and hornier. I'm bimboing out terrifically fast, and soon I'll be nothing but a dumb bitch with a wet pussy, sucking cock and getting fucked all day long, and loving every second of it. 

Well, things were just getting started. Not only were my breasts getting bigger, but I was starting to get even hornier, waking up first thing needing to masturbate. At Alex's command, I stopped taking my birth control pills, because he said good girls take hot loads in their pussies unprotected. He said it's better pleasure for the man if he cums in a fertile womb. 

I thought maybe that could get me pregnant, but that didn't seem to be a problem anymore. I just giggle and said "Yes, Sir," and he smiled and patted my belly. "Soon you'll be getting nice and swollen with alpha men's babies, does that sound good?" 

I bit my lip and forced back a moan. "Oh I want to get pregnant from strong men's loads inside my horny pussy." 

"You won't have to wait long. Jason," he yelled, and a strong guy with big rock hard muscles and a huge cock in his jeans came inside. 

"This is Jason. He's going to impregnate you, but don't worry. I had you take a pill that makes you super fertile, so you'll get pregnant from a single load." 

Bimbo Cream Part I 

I know it sounds crazy, but the honest truth is I love getting railed by hard, hung men while I become a brainless sexbot bimbo. See, I used to be super smart, but now I'm really only good for sucking cock. 

Here's how it happened. One day I was walking down the street, on my way to class, when I saw a tall, handsome stranger. He smiled at me and said, "Want me to show you something that will change your life?" 

I said "Yes," because I was curious. He took me to a lab at the university where they'd been working on a serum that makes you dumber. They'd just completed it and they wanted to test it on someone. 

Then they figured, why not test it on a sexy student who was already headed to class? They gave me the serum and told me to report back to them after my class so they could take some tests. 

I still wanted to go to class, so I had to make the serum work faster. I took some notes, but I wasn't very good at taking notes, and I didn't really understand the material. 

Well, at that point I didn't know I was failing the test and taking notes because my brain was getting dumber, thanks to the serum. It was working, for sure, because all my knowledge was being replaced by sexual desire and the craving to get fucked. 

The mysterious stranger told me his name was Alex. he took me to this old house, and there were these two guys waiting inside. They asked me to take off my clothes, and they started playing with my body. 

As soon as those two guys got their hands on my tits and my sweet little pussy, I went from being a smart, conscientious, ambitious young woman to a horny slut. 

The two guys started sucking on my tits and licking my sweet, young pussy. I'm not sure how much time passed, but before I knew it I was sucking a huge cock and getting fucked really hard. 

I was so horny that I didn't even care that there were other people watching. I just wanted to suck cock and get fucked harder and harder, and the more cocks I sucked and the 

more guys fucked me, the dumber I got. And the dumber I got, the hornier I got. 

I was sucking cocks and getting fucked by so many men that I had trouble remembering everyone's names. I forgot my own name, too. I could only say, "I want to suck cock, I want to get fucked, give me cock, give me cum." 

That was all I could say. By that point all I cared about was getting fucked and sucking cock, and swallowing cum. 

Then Alex said, "Is there anything else you want?" And I said, "I want to be a bimbo." 

"I want to get fucked and sucked all day and all night and have my sweet pussy pounded and get filled with cum. I want to suck cock and get fucked until my pussy is raw. I want to be a sex instrument. I want to be a cum dump. I want to be nothing but a body for men to use." 

The more I got fucked, the hornier I got. 

Soon I was getting fucked by a guy with a huge cock and two guys at once. I had no idea what happened in my class, but I didn't care. I just wanted to suck and get fucked all day and all night. 

I left Alex's house filled with cum, having it leak down my thighs and tits. I could barely walk straight I'd been fucked so hard. 

It wasn't over though. When I got home a strong man was waiting for me. He chuckled at my torn clothes and sperm-caked body. "You look like a real slut, don't you? Get in there and take a shower so I can fill you with more cum." 

I giggled and obeyed. He was a strong dominant man, so I had to do what he said, right? I went to take a shower and wash all the cum off, 

but he caught me and made me kneel in front of him. He held my head and pushed his huge cock down my throat. I sucked his cock for a long time, until he was satisfied. Then he fucked my mouth until he came all over my face. I couldn't get any of that cum in my mouth because he had my head held tight by his cock, but I loved it. It was the best cum of the day, and I was glad to get it all over my face. 

Now I'm a well-trained sex slave. Every day I'm getting fucked and made to suck cock, and I'm dumber and dumber, and hornier and hornier. I'm bimboing out terrifically fast, and soon I'll be nothing but a dumb bitch with a wet pussy, sucking cock and getting fucked all day long, and loving every second of it. 

Well, things were just getting started. Not only were my breasts getting bigger, but I was starting to get even hornier, waking up first thing needing to masturbate. At Alex's command, I stopped taking my birth control pills, because he said good girls take hot loads in their pussies unprotected. He said it's better pleasure for the man if he cums in a fertile womb. 

I thought maybe that could get me pregnant, but that didn't seem to be a problem anymore. I just giggle and said "Yes, Sir," and he smiled and patted my belly. "Soon you'll be getting nice and swollen with alpha men's babies, does that sound good?" 

I bit my lip and forced back a moan. "Oh I want to get pregnant from strong men's loads inside my horny pussy." 

"You won't have to wait long. Jason," he yelled, and a strong guy with big rock hard muscles and a huge cock in his jeans came inside. 

"This is Jason. He's going to impregnate you, but don't worry. I had you take a pill that makes you super fertile, so you'll get pregnant from a single load." 

I moaned and rubbed my belly as I stared at Jason. "Fuck me, Jason, fuck me and fill my pussy with your hot seed." 

Jason smirked and tossed me onto the floor. He tore off my clothes and spread my legs. "What a hot bitch," he grunted. "I'm gonna enjoy fucking you." 

He sucked on my big titties and 

worked my pussy. I had 3 orgasms before he pulled out his cock and rubbed his massive cock over my pussy. Then he pushed it in and FUCK it felt so good. He shoved his cock inside me, filling me. It was so big and thick, stretching my pussy. He pounded me and I squealed and moaned. I begged him to fill me with his seed. I wanted to be pregnant! I wanted to be bred by alpha men! I screamed and pumped my hips, making my pussy creamy wet. I had 4 orgasms from his cock filling my tight pussy and finally, he groaned and came, and filled my pussy with his hot load of cum. 

"What a fucking whore," he grunted. "I love fucking you nasty sluts." And then he smacked my ass and left. I moaned and rubbed my belly. 

"I think he made me pregnant," I whimpered to Alex, feeling Jason's creamy sperm leaking out of my used cunt. 

And then I started masturbating again. I was so horny! And I wanted to be a slutty whore who got piped full of cum all day and night. I wanted to be fucked violently. I wanted to be a cum dump. I wanted to be a breeding hole. 

Well, 9 months later my career as a pharmacist is gone, and I'm going to be a full-time mommy. My belly is really round and swollen! My tits are full of milk, too. Sometimes Jason comes over and sucks my big breasts and pats my belly. He reminds me I'm a good girl for getting knocked up... 
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A hot preview 

The sensations were overwhelming; the way he tasted, smelled and felt was unlike anything else I'd ever experienced before. The combination of pleasure and power that his presence invoked within me was indescribable. I felt slutty. My pussy was soaking wet. Desperately, I wanted him inside me. 


"Suck harder," he grunted. "Get that dick in your throat, slut." 


I did as I was told, sucking his dick deeper until eventually it started hitting the back of my throat. It hurt a little at first, but I wanted to please him so I kept going, until I felt something well up inside my chest—something deep within me. I was about to cum, and I knew I couldn't stop it from happening. 


I came hard, and as I did a giant load of warm semen shot into my mouth. I started to gag, but he held my head in place so I had to swallow it all. All the while, I was still receiving a never-ending stream of pleasure from his magical touches as he fingered my pussy and played with my boobs. 


As the orgasm slowly subsided, I felt exhausted and blissfully happy. I looked up at him and asked, "Please sir, may I have more?" 


He smiled and said, "What a good girl." 


He then led me over to a dumpster, threw me across it, tore open my skirt and tugged down my panties. I gasped as his cock touched my sopping wet pussy. He easily impaled me on his huge girth, 


thrusting his dick forcefully into my aching wet cunt. 


"Oh, yes! Fuck me, Sir!" I cried.  

Brainless Bimbos Part II 

Years ago, I used to be a smart, successful businesswoman. Of course I used to get looks from men a lot because I was so beautiful, and I had big boobs as well. But it all changed when I accidentally stumbled upon a strange man in and alley on my way home from work. 


He had the most hypnotic eyes, so entrancing and captivating that I was completely captivated by him. He was tall and muscular, with powerful arms and a broad chest. His face was angular and handsome, his lips full and inviting. He seemed to have some kind of magical power over me, as I found myself unable to look away or move away from him. 


He stepped closer to me until we were almost touching, then he reached out one hand and cupped my chin lightly in it. He smiled at me gently yet intensely, his gaze still piercing into my own. Somehow I felt like I belonged to him in that moment; like he had an unspoken control over me that I couldn't deny or resist. 


The strange man began speaking softly in a low voice, telling me things about myself that no one else knew before—things about my past life and career choices that only made sense if they'd come from inside of me. He knew everything about me, right down to my bra size. 


"You have very big breasts," he said, massaging them with his large hands. Despite him being a stranger, and me knowing I should scream and run, I really enjoyed the feeling of his hands on my boobs! I moaned and gazed up into his eyes. 


"Squeeze them, sir, please squeeze them and kiss them," I whimpered. 


He chuckled. "My my, you ARE a horny slut, aren't you?"


He then proceeded to do as I asked, squeezing my boobs and planting kisses on their softness. Every touch felt like a flame of pleasure shooting through me, making me feel more alive than ever before.


Then his hands moved downwards; towards my pussy. He slowly began to spread my legs apart with one hand, while the other one explored between them. His fingers gently massaged my wet pussy through my panties; it felt so good that I could hardly contain myself from screaming out in pleasure! 


His movements became faster and more forceful as he fingered me harder and deeper. I was moaning uncontrollably now, feeling wave after wave of intense pleasure wash over me like an unstoppable tide. 


He pulled away for a moment and smiled at me wickedly before speaking again: "Now get on your knees and worship my cock." His words seemed to fill the air with an electric charge that made every hair on my body stand up straight in anticipation! Without hesitation, I did as he said. 


I lovingly worshipped his hard cock with my hands and breasts, caressing it delicately while taking it into my mouth and sucking on it hungrily. His moans of pleasure only encouraged me further to keep going, and I made sure to look up at him submissively as I did so—just to show how much I enjoyed being in his presence.


The sensations were overwhelming; the way he tasted, smelled and felt was unlike anything else I'd ever experienced before. The combination of pleasure and power that his presence invoked within me was indescribable. I felt slutty. My pussy was soaking wet. Desperately, I wanted him inside me. 


"Suck harder," he grunted. "Get that dick in your throat, slut." 


I did as I was told, sucking his dick deeper until eventually it started hitting the back of my throat. It hurt a little at first, but I wanted to please him so I kept going, until I felt something well up inside my chest—something deep within me. I was about to cum, and I knew I couldn't stop it from happening. 


I came hard, and as I did a giant load of warm semen shot into my mouth. I started to gag, but he held my head in place so I had to swallow it all. All the while, I was still receiving a never-ending stream of pleasure from his magical touches as he fingered my pussy and played with my boobs. 


As the orgasm slowly subsided, I felt exhausted and blissfully happy. I looked up at him and asked, "Please sir, may I have more?" 


He smiled and said, "What a good girl." 


He then led me over to a dumpster, threw me across it, tore open my skirt and tugged down my panties. I gasped as his cock touched my sopping wet pussy. He easily impaled me on his huge girth, 


thrusting his dick forcefully into my aching wet cunt. 


"Oh, yes! Fuck me, Sir!" I cried. 


He fucked me harder, deeper, faster. My body was on fire with pleasure as he spanked my ass and called me a dirty little slut. 


"You love it, bitch. Say it. Tell me you love being my little slut." 


I moaned, "I love being your little slut, Sir!"


He reached down and pinched my clit and teased my nipples as he thrust his cock harder and faster into my pussy. It felt like a switch was flicked inside of me and my whole body began shuddering with the second orgasm of the night. I could feel another load of sticky cum fill my pussy. I felt like such a slut. I'd never had a cock this big inside me before—it was like I was being split in two.


I moaned, "Oh god, you're SOOO big, sir," I said, sounding like a brainless dumb bimbo, which I was quickly becoming. 


He chuckled as he kept on fucking me. 


His thrusts became more and more powerful as I was pushed to the brink of pleasure. I felt like I was going to lose my mind as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure flooded my body.


Just when I thought it was all over, he pulled out and said, "I'm going to fill you up with my cum now, slut." He positioned himself behind me and started fucking me in doggy-style. With every thrust, he filled me with his hot cum until my belly began to swell with his semen. It felt like I was being possessed by him; he had taken control of my body and made it his own.


By the time he was done, I'd reached a level of ecstasy that left me feeling deliriously happy. My body quivered from exhaustion and satisfaction. 


He wasn't done yet though. He began fucking me again, still going, each thrust sending me closer and closer to the brink. I orgasmed over and over again, my head spinning as my body quivered with seismic pleasure. Then finally, when I thought I could take no more, he pulled out of me and grabbed my hips firmly.


"This is what happens to naughty sluts who disobey me," he said gruffly. "I'm going to pump you full of semen until you get pregnant."


He then filled me with his hot cum until I felt like I was about to burst at the seams. He kept pounding away at me relentlessly until eventually, he finished with one final grunt of pleasure.


He then helped me onto the ground before zipping up his pants and leaving me lying in the alley, my tender, used cunt seeping his cum. 


"God," I thought, "He's probably made me pregnant." 


I hoped so. I was just a horny female submissive slut. My purpose was to serve men and become pregnant with their babies. Hopefully soon I'll be a good mommy!  

If you like this sexy tale, don’t miss my others!

Ellora Vae Books  
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All characters are over 18.  

Brainless Bimbos Part I 

Hi I'm Sarah. I used to be a college professor but now I'm a slutty dumb bimbo. Here's the story of how I got brainwashed, sluttified, and happily spending the rest of my life sucking big cocks! 


Before I was a slutty bimbo, I was a professor teaching women's studies. During my time in academia, I met some amazing people and had the opportunity to learn about issues related to gender, sexuality, and feminism.


I was born into a middle-class family in small town America. After graduating high school, I attended college as a mature student. I chose to major in women’s studies and it changed my life forever. My professors were passionate about creating an inclusive environment for all students regardless of their backgrounds or identities. This dedication inspired me to continue my education at the graduate level so that I could be part of this movement too. 


My first job was as an adjunct professor teaching women's studies at a local community college. Even though the classes weren't big money makers for me, they opened up my eyes to the struggles facing most women in our society, especially those from marginalized communities or minority groups. 


When I began teaching, I quickly noticed a handsome student in my class. He was 19 and on the football team. His name was Jordan. He grinned. He was the kind of guy that was a total asshole, but undoubtedly had a giant cock that got women to have sex with him. 


One day Jordan asked me to stay after class to help him with an assignment. 


I agreed, and for the next few weeks we met after class to discuss the material. Jordan was smart but he struggled with some of the concepts related to gender roles and privilege. Together, we worked through his misunderstandings and he improved over time. 


I soon started to look forward to our study sessions together because it was fun talking about different ideas and challenging each other’s perspectives. One day when I was feeling especially tired, Jordan offered me a glass of water from his bag. Without thinking twice, I took a sip. Unbeknownst to me, the fluid in my cup wasn't just water but rather a special cocktail that had been crafted by Jordan himself. It contained several herbs and essential oils meant to make me compliant and subservient - all while leaving me blissfully unaware of what was going on.


After drinking this mixture, I felt an unexplainable sensation come over me as though my mind had become blank yet conscious at the same time...


"I'm feeling funny," I said. "I think we should call it quits for the day." 


"Sure Professor." He closed his book. "Let me help you up." 


He put a strong arm around my waist and I could feel his hard cock press into my ass. I moaned unthinkingly. 


Jordan led me out of the room. I felt my pussy was already dripping wet and my heart pounding with anticipation for more. He opened the door to his car and we both got in as he said, "Let's go make your dreams come true."


He started driving while I watched him out of the corner of my eye. He had a confident way about him that was sexy as hell. His hand moved on my thigh, causing me to moan with pleasure. Then he said, “I'm going to take you home and show you how much pleasure your body can feel when it submits to me fully”


My body shivered at his words as my mind raced with thoughts of what pleasures he could give me. Before I knew it we arrived at my house. We got out of the car and Jordan softly touched his lips against mine before taking my hand in his own and guiding me up the stairs to my bedroom. With each step up, I felt dizzier and dumber. My mind was not smart anymore, not thinking of studies and academics. Just the huge tool in Jordan's pants and how desperate I was to suck on it. 


Jordan took me to the bedroom and started taking off my clothes. I felt embarrassed yet aroused at the same time as his hands roamed over my body. He kissed my neck before moving down to suck on my huge breasts. His mouth moved from one breast to the other, teasing and tantalizing me. Then he began to spank my ass with a gentle yet firm hand. I gasped in pleasure as his spanking increased and he teased my skin with heated whispers of how much he was enjoying dominating me and turning me into a slutty cockwhore. 


I whimpered in delight, feeling ashamed yet aroused by his alpha male dominance as he degraded me and used me for his own pleasure. The humiliation only made it more pleasurable, allowing me to surrender completely to Jordan's power over me.


"Just as I thought," he chuckled, feeling my shaved wet pussy. "Total slut! Get on your knees Professor and submit to this cock." 


As I knelt down on the floor before him, he unzipped his pants and pulled out his big massive cock. I gasped softly at the sight and felt my pussy dripping wet with slutty juices. 


"Are you ready to be my slut Professor?" 


"Yes, sir! I'm ready," I said, my voice shaking with excitement. 


He slid his cock into my mouth and I moaned in delight as it slid in and out of my slutty mouth. 


I ran my tongue along the shaft and teased the head with my wet sexy lips. My slutty skills were enough to drive him wild as he started moaning and fucking my mouth with more intensity. 


"You are a natural slut," he said. "Your slutty moans are driving me wild. I know you're ready to be fucked by an alpha male like me." 


"Oh God yes!" I moaned.


He slapped my ass. 


I obeyed.


Once I was on my knees he told me to look up at him from under my long lashes. The look of dominance in his eyes made me whimper with desire.


He grabbed a handful of my hair and began to throat fuck me as he chuckled, enjoying what a depraved slut he had made me.


The combination of his hard thrusts and his grip on my hair made it impossible for me to not get even more aroused. With each thrust I moaned louder as his hand moved down between my legs to rub and tease my clit. 


"God I love how horny you get," Jordan whispered into my ear before smashing his lips against mine in a passionate kiss. 


He kept going faster and harder, pushing himself deeper into my throat with every thrust until we both reached our peak together. His hot cum filled up the back of my throat as I swallowed hungrily like the good little slut that I was. 


To my shock he was still hard! He pulled his big dick out of my mouth, and I gasped, seeing the huge tool dripping with his cum and my spit. 


"Time to get fucked," he chuckled, bending me over on my hands and knees. "Ever taken a dick this big?" 


"No, never - oh!" I gasped in shock and pleasure as his enormous penis impaled me. 


Jordan fucked me hard and rough, pushing himself in and out of my tight pussy and making me moan with pleasure. He moved his hands over my body, squeezing my nipples tightly and smacking my ass as he growled like an animal. My orgasm built up quickly from the intense emotions, and I screamed out his name as I came hard around his big cock. He kept fucking me, 


pumping me full of his hot cum before pulling out and telling me to get on my knees for a cumshot finish. 


I didn't know what to expect but he grabbed me by my hair and said, "Open your mouth." 


The moment I did he jerked his cock towards my face and I gasped, opening my mouth slightly as he unleashed a torrent of cum onto my tongue and chin. I moaned in excitement as the hot sticky cum dripped down my tongue and down my neck. He grabbed my hair again and said, "Swallow it."


I was so turned on at that point I didn't even hesitate as I started to swallow all of his cum. 


It was delicious. 


"Not done with you yet," he said. He put me on my back on the bed and spread my legs. "I wanna fuck that tight pussy and get you pregnant. Your worst nightmare." 


Deep down I knew he was right. Getting pregnant would ruin my life, my career, my feminist ideals. Especially to some asshole like Jordan. But, the primal slut side of me was desperate to feel him knock me up. 


"Please Master!" I cried. "Pump me full of your cum, put a baby in me!" 


He growled in delight as he pushed his thick cock into me, a look of primal pleasure and dominance in his eyes. I felt my walls being stretched and filled by him, and I screamed out with pleasure as he thrust deep inside of me. 
He kept going until he reached his own climax, filling me up with hot semen that made me feel even more humiliated yet so damn satisfied. Harder and deeper he pushed himself into me until I was filled to the brink with his cum. My every muscle trembling with orgasmic pleasure as he pulled out and laid next to me, satisfied. 


I smiled contentedly, knowing that Jordan had just given me the best fuck of my life - and most likely put a baby inside of me too. It was both terrifying and thrilling all at once.


"Good girl," he said. He kissed me roughly. 


"I'll be back tomorrow to fuck you again. Make sure we get that belly good and swollen." 


With that he withdrew his cock, leaving my pussy gushing and leaking his sperm. It was puffy and used, looking incredibly well-fucked. 


I felt his seed traveling somewhere deep inside me, no doubt fertilizing my eggs, making my worst nightmare come true... 


I'd never been so happy!  
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A hot preview 

Immediately his cock pushed into my hot wet bimbo pussy and I felt my tight little hole stretch. I was so wet from the moment we started kissing and I wanted his cock so bad. He used all his strength to penetrate my tight little hole with his huge cock. He penetrated me far, stretching my pussy open. I wanted him to be rough, so I grabbed his arms and squeezed him. He pushed in and out, fast and hard. I was moaning louder and louder, his cock was making me feel so good. It felt like my pussy was going to explode from the sensation of getting fucked by this alpha male stud. He turned me around and bent me over against the wall. 

"This is just what you wanted isn't it slut. You want me to fuck you hard against the wall, don't you slut." 

I moaned in approval. With my hands on the wall I felt his cock push even further into my hot wet cunt. He thrusted in and out so hard and fast I couldn't take it. I felt my pussy starting to pulse, I was about to cum hard. 

"You want to cum don't you slut?" I moaned in approval. "Then cum for me, cum for me you fucking slut." As he spoke I came so hard I almost fainted. I have never felt a pussy orgasm like it, the sensation was so strong. As I came I felt my pussy come down from the orgasm, and then he thrusted harder and deeper. I came a second wave, then a third, then a fourth. 

"Then cum for me, cum for me you fucking slut." As he spoke I came so hard I almost fainted. I have never felt a pussy orgasm like it, the sensation was so strong. As I came I felt my pussy come down from the orgasm, and then he thrusted harder and deeper. I came a second wave, then a third, then a fourth. 

"That's right you hot wet cunt. Cum for me." He spoke so confidently and I felt so submissive and turned on. It was like he was hypnotizing me. I came so many times I lost count, it was like I was experiencing orgasms for the first time. I was so horny I couldn't think straight. He then came inside my horny wet pussy. It was amazing, he shot so much cum in me. Honestly I don't know how he did, but he did. I could feel it drip out of my wet pussy and down my leg. After he came, he took a long deep kiss and his strong hands squeezed my ass. I was so turned on I wanted to kiss him again. 

Strange Encounters: Part II 

I know it sounds crazy, but becoming a bimbo has been my life's goal for years. Something about getting fucked hard by strong alpha men has made me so horny. 

Let me tell you about the first time I felt my brain becoming dumber, and my pussy becoming wetter. I met a ripped alpha male in a bar and he was so handsome, and had a huge cock. We shared drinks and then he took me back to his place. 

I immediately dropped to my knees and sucked his cock. It was so big, wide, and long. It made me drool... it made me become a dumb bimbo. After sucking on his cock for a bit, I started to get even wetter. He bent me over and spread my pussy lips open. His cock was so big, as he thrusted it into my tight wet pussy. It stretched my pussy open to an extreme and I moaned like a little slut. He made me beg for his cum... and then that's when the magic happened. As he was fucking my slutty bimbo brain out, he made me feel like I was about to cum. Then he pulled his cock out of my dumb bimbo pussy and shot his sticky hot load all over my face. After I caught my breath and came down from my orgasm, I realized I was so horny... that I was now a dumb horny bimbo. 

I decided to visit my doctor about my sudden change in personality. She told me that I was being effected by a chemical in my brain called oxytocin. I asked how I could get my brain to produce more of it because I loved becoming a mindless, slutty bimbo. She told me that I needed to increase my "sexual appetite" and that sleeping with alpha males would cause my body to produce more of this chemical. Doctor's orders, right? 

So now I've devoted my life to becoming a dumb slut bimbo for alpha males. I want my body to produce more and more of this chemical... the more I become a dumb slut bimbo, the hornier I get. I love being a mindless bimbo for dominant males. 

So I'll ask you once more, "would you like to fuck an obedient, slutty bimbo?" Are you ready to give me that big hard cock? Are you ready to fuck my brains out? Are you ready to cum all over my face? Are you ready to make me your mindless bimbo? Are you ready to make me your slut? 

I know it sounds crazy, but becoming a bimbo has been my life's goal for years. Something about getting fucked hard by strong alpha men has made me so horny. 

Let me tell you about the first time I felt my brain becoming dumber, and my pussy becoming wetter. I met a ripped alpha male in a bar and he was so handsome, and had a huge cock. We shared drinks and then he took me back to his place. 

I immediately dropped to my knees and sucked his cock. It was so big, wide, and long. It made me drool... it made me become a dumb bimbo. After sucking on his cock for a bit, I started to get even wetter. He bent me over and spread my pussy lips open. His cock was so big, as he thrusted it into my tight wet pussy. It stretched my pussy open to an extreme and I moaned like a little slut. He made me beg for his cum... and then that's when the magic happened. As he was fucking my slutty bimbo brain out, he made me feel like I was about to cum. Then he pulled his cock out of my dumb bimbo pussy and shot his sticky hot load all over my face. After I caught my breath and came down from my orgasm, I realized I 

was so horny... that I was now a dumb horny bimbo. 

I decided to visit my doctor about my sudden change in personality. She told me that I was being effected by a chemical in my brain called oxytocin. I asked how I could get my brain to produce more of it because I loved becoming a mindless, slutty bimbo. She told me that I needed to increase my "sexual appetite" and that sleeping with alpha males would cause my body to produce more of this chemical. Doctor's orders, right? 

So now I've devoted my life to becoming a dumb slut bimbo for alpha males. I want my body to produce more and more of this chemical... the more I become a dumb slut bimbo, the hornier I get. I love being a mindless bimbo for dominant males. 

So I'll ask you once more, "would you like to fuck an obedient, slutty bimbo?" Are you ready to give me that big hard cock? Are you ready to fuck my brains out? Are you ready to cum all over my face? Are you ready to make me your mindless bimbo? Are you ready to make me your slut? 

I hope so... 

Anyway let me tell you more, there's another story. Basically I was walking down the street one day, wearing my tiny short shorts and ripped crop top showing off my giant breasts. Men saw me and stared, and as I approached an alley, I noticed a guy coming behind me. He grabbed me and pulled me into the alley with him and covered my mouth with his hand. 

"Now slut, you need a good hard fucking don't you, walking around with a body like that." 

Well I could not say no to a strong hard man taking control of me, so when he kissed me I moaned into his mouth, feeling his tongue 

going into mine. He started to squeeze my breasts hard and bite my lip. I was overwhelmed with the sensation and I wanted him to fuck me. 

He started to rub my pussy and I moaned and kissed him harder. I wrapped my legs around his waist, feeling his rock hard cock against my thigh. I really wanted to suck his cock so bad, so I grabbed his hand and pulled it down to my pussy. He rubbed my pussy through my panties and I felt an explosion of wetness. 

"You're very wet slut, you need me to fuck you. Do you want me to fuck you?" I moaned in approval. When he said he was going to fuck me I grabbed his hand and led him into the darker end of the alley. I wanted him to fuck me hard, I wanted him to fuck my hot wet horny pussy. 

"Please sir," I whimpered, my voice sounding like the horny slut bimbo I was, "fuck my tight wet pussy." 

He ripped my panties off me, threw me up against the wall, and spread my legs wide. "You have such a hot wet cunt, slut, I'm going to fuck it hard." 

Immediately his cock pushed into my hot wet bimbo pussy and I felt my tight little hole stretch. I was so wet from the moment we started kissing and I wanted his cock so bad. He used all his strength to penetrate my tight little hole with his huge cock. He penetrated me far, stretching my pussy open. I wanted him to be rough, so I grabbed his arms and squeezed him. He pushed in and out, fast and hard. I was moaning louder and louder, his cock was making me feel so good. It felt like my pussy was going to explode from the sensation of getting fucked by this alpha male stud. He turned me around and bent me over against the wall. 

"This is just what you wanted isn't it slut. You want me to fuck you hard against the wall, don't you slut." 

I moaned in approval. With my hands on the wall I felt his cock push even further into my hot wet cunt. He thrusted in and out so hard and fast I couldn't take it. I felt my pussy starting to pulse, I was about to cum hard. 

"You want to cum don't you slut?" I moaned in approval. "Then cum for me, cum for me you fucking slut." As he spoke I came so hard I almost fainted. I have never felt a pussy orgasm like it, the sensation was so strong. As I came I felt my pussy come down from the orgasm, and then he thrusted harder and deeper. I came a second wave, then a third, then a fourth. 

"Then cum for me, cum for me you fucking slut." As he spoke I came so hard I almost fainted. I have never felt a pussy orgasm like it, the sensation was so strong. As I came I felt my pussy come down from the orgasm, and then he thrusted harder and deeper. I came a second wave, then a third, then a fourth. 

"That's right you hot wet cunt. Cum for me." He spoke so confidently and I felt so submissive and turned on. It was like he was hypnotizing me. I came so many times I lost count, it was like I was experiencing orgasms for the first time. I was so horny I couldn't think straight. He then came inside my horny wet pussy. It was amazing, he shot so much cum in me. Honestly I don't know how he did, but he did. I could feel it drip out of my wet pussy and down my leg. After he came, he took a long deep kiss and his strong hands squeezed my ass. I was so turned on I wanted to kiss him again. 

Then he walked away, leaving me with a pussy full of cream, and I felt it dripping down my thigh. I pulled my panties back up; they barely contained the hot cum oozing out of my used pussy. 

I went back home, realizing the strange man might have knocked me up. I giggled to myself, wondering if I'd gotten pregnant from the rough encounter. I sure hoped so... I rubbed my belly and looked at my beautiful bimbo body in the mirror, imaging a pregnant tummy... 
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A hot preview 

He pulled his cock out and took it in his hand and stroked it. He moaned and told me he was going to cum on my breasts. I sat up, and he took his cock and rubbed it against my breasts, and began cumming. White cum shot out all over my breasts and my chin, and I took my fingers and rubbed it in, rubbing it around and playing with it, rubbing it all over me. He leaned down and sucked it off of my skin and slid the rest of the cum into his mouth. We kissed, and I licked his cock, sucking the last drops of cum out of it, and then he pulled it out of my mouth. 

I got on all fours, and he got behind me. He rubbed his cock between my ass and moved it up and down my slit, rubbing my pussy lips with his. He pulled his cock out and rubbed the tip of it back and forth over my clit. He began sliding his cock into my pussy, and each time he slid more and more of it into me. I moaned as his balls touched my ass. He fucked me and bit my neck and nibbled on my ear. I was moaning and screaming with each thrust into me. He told me to get on my hands and knees, and I did what he said. I could feel his cock stretching my pussy open with every stroke. He was moaning and I could feel his balls slapping against my ass. 

"You like that slut?" he grunted, fucking me rough and hard like a caveman. "You like getting filled up by a strange man's cum?" 

"Yes!" I moaned. "I love it! I want more!" 

I felt the cum inside me, and I moaned. He was thrusting faster and faster, and I could feel the cum pouring out of me. I came again and squirted all over the floor. I couldn't stop squirting, and I was moaning. His cock went deeper inside me every time he thrust, and I moaned. I couldn't help it. I was squirting down the side of the bed. He pumped me full of cum and it was everywhere. He kissed my back and neck and rubbed my pussy with his hand, playing with my clit. I came again, and again, and again! 

"Oh my god," I moaned. "Oh my god, you're fucking me so good, I'm squirting everywhere!" 

Strange Encounters Pt. I 

Sex with a stranger 

I never imagined I would be getting railed by hot, horny guys who were desperate to find a beautiful woman online to fuck. I had gone on a site one day, 

when I was very horny, and looked for someone to hookup with. I found this site, and thought I’d try it out. I have to say, I was pretty nervous to try and find someone online, but it turned out to be easier than I thought. I put up a couple pics, and a brief description of myself, and within the same day I had a few responses. 

Most of them were from guys older than me, or guys who I really wasn’t interested in, but then I got a message from a guy about my age. He was really hot, and we ended up talking every day all week, flirting and getting to know one another. He was from out of town, and mentioned that it would be hard for him to fuck me, since he was going home. I told him I would be down to have phone sex with him, and he was pretty okay with that. 

We ended up talking on the phone for hours. Our conversation got very sexual, and before I knew it, I was taking my panties off and rubbing my wet, hot pussy as he told me what he wanted to do to me. 

I was already so horny, and he’s such a hot talker, that I came pretty quickly, and he even called me right after I came to hear me cum. I was in shock! 

After that we talked for a while longer, then eventually we started getting a little kinky. He told me he would like to fuck me harder next time, and I told him I’d like to try being choked. I had never been choked before, so it took me by surprise when he told me about it. I was pretty nervous about trying it, but he assured me that if I didn’t like it, he would stop. I decided to give it a try, and I am so glad I did! 

The next time we talked, he told me that he was going to picture himself choking me as he came. He told me to lie on the bed, and to pretend I was laying in his bed. I’m glad I was 

home alone, because I was so turned on! He told me to grab a scarf and put it on the bed, and to put the phone on speaker so he could hear me moan. I did as he commanded, and laid my head down and wrapped the scarf around my neck. 

I was so turned on! He said he was going to cum while choking me, and to just try and enjoy it. He told me that when he was choking me, I could tell him if I liked it or not. I told him I would, and he choked me for a minute, and then told me he was going to cum. I could feel his cum on my face and in my hair and I came pretty hard. I couldn’t believe what had just happened! 

Well, before long, we agreed to meet up to have sex in real life. He was very attractive, strong and muscular, and he 

was also several years older than me. I was pretty nervous about showing up to his house, so I decided to bring one of my friends with me. We get there, and we talk for a bit. He pulls out a bottle of Bacardi and pineapple juice, and tells us he’s going to make us a little drink. 

I am so nervous! I don’t really drink, so I told him I would just have a little. He made them, and we sat down and talked. He was a really nice, quiet guy, and I was so nervous I didn’t know what to say. I just kept looking around his house and drinking my drink. We sat there talking for about 20 minutes or so, before he started rubbing my back. He told me I was very beautiful, and that he couldn’t wait to get me alone. 

"I'm super horny," I admitted. "I really want to go back to my place with you and feel that big, hard cock deep inside me." 

"I'd like that too," he said. "But until then, there are other things I want to do to you." His hand slid down my shirt. "I'd love to have you kneel in front of me and play with my cock while I play with your pretty pussy. It's making me so horny to know I'm going to fuck you." He kissed me, pressing his tongue against my lips, and I opened my mouth, allowing his tongue to explore my mouth. He moved his hand under my shirt and bra, reaching around to touch my breasts. I moaned. "I want to feel your strong hands on my body," I whispered. 

He ran his hands over my breasts and sat back. He took off his shirt and I stared at his well-muscled chest. "That's better," he said. "Now, take off your clothes. I want to see your 

body. I want to look at your breasts. I want to play with them and suck on them. I want to put my hands all over you and feel your soft skin." I did what he said, and I sat there, completely naked. His eyes moved over my body. "That's a very nice body you have," he said. "Beautiful breasts. Beautiful pussy. Very sexy." He leaned in and kissed my breasts, sucking and licking and biting them. "Do you like that?" he asked. "Do you like my strong hands on your soft breasts?" I nodded. "Yes," I whispered. His hands slid down my stomach, over my hips and between my legs. They slid over the lips of my pussy, and I felt his finger move slightly between them, touching the bottom of my pussy and moving back and forth. 

He stroked his cock and I took it in my mouth, licking and sucking. I stroked it with my hand and sucked on his tip, then took the length of it into my mouth, deep throating him until my lips were touching his balls. I loved feeling my mouth so full of his huge cock. He grabbed my hair with one hand while playing with my breasts with the other. He kept pumping my mouth until he pushed my head back. Then he took me back to his bed room. He put his arm around me, hugging me, and we lay there, looking up at the ceiling. He started kissing me again, and I felt his hand rubbing my clit. He moved his fingers over my lips and inside my pussy. I felt the tip of his cock between my legs, pressing against my lips. I reached down and guided him inside me, and he took my legs and put them on his shoulders. He pushed his cock deep inside me and I moaned. I felt his balls against my ass. "How does that feel?" he asked. "Am I rubbing against your G-spot?" I nodded. "Oh, yes," I moaned. 

His cock was moving in and out, faster and faster, and I could feel it filling me up more and more every time he pushed it in. His tip was pressing against my clit with every stroke. I was moaning and trying not to scream because it felt so good. I couldn't believe how good it felt! He pulled his cock out and took it in his hand and stroked it. He moaned and told me he was going to cum on my breasts. I sat up, and he took his cock and rubbed it against my breasts, and began cumming. White cum shot out all over my breasts and my chin, and I took my fingers and rubbed it in, rubbing it around and playing with it, rubbing it all over me. He leaned down and sucked it off of my skin and slid the rest of the cum into his mouth. We kissed, and I love it when you do that." I looked down. His cock was going in and out of me, rubbing my G-spot and making me moan. I loved it. I gripped his ass with my hands and pulled him deeper inside me.I moaned as his cock went deeper into me. He felt so good! I felt another orgasm sweeping over me, and I moaned, feeling my pussy clench and my juices run down my legs. He kissed me, and I felt him thrusting harder and faster, his balls slapping against my ass. He moaned and I could feel his cock growing and pulsing inside of me. 

His cock was moving in and out, faster and faster, and I could feel it filling me up more and more every time he pushed it in. His tip was pressing against my clit with every stroke. I was moaning and trying not to scream because it felt so good. I couldn't believe how good it felt! 

He pulled his cock out and took it in his hand and stroked it. He moaned and told me he was going to cum on my breasts. I sat up, and he took his cock and rubbed it against my breasts, and began cumming. White cum shot out all over my breasts and my chin, and I took my fingers and rubbed it in, rubbing it around and playing with it, rubbing it all over me. He leaned down and sucked it off of my skin and slid the rest of the cum into his mouth. We kissed, and I licked his cock, sucking the last drops of cum out of it, and then he pulled it out of my mouth. 

I got on all fours, and he got behind me. He rubbed his cock between my ass and moved it up and down my slit, rubbing my pussy lips with his. He pulled his cock out and rubbed the tip of it back and forth over my clit. He began sliding his cock into my pussy, and each time he slid more and more of it into me. I moaned as his balls touched my ass. He fucked me and bit my neck and nibbled on my ear. I was moaning and screaming with each thrust into me. He told me to get on my hands and knees, and I did what he said. I could feel his cock stretching my pussy open with every stroke. He was moaning and I could feel his balls slapping against my ass. 

"You like that slut?" he grunted, fucking me rough and hard like a caveman. "You like getting filled up by a strange man's cum?" 

"Yes!" I moaned. "I love it! I want more!" 

I felt the cum inside me, and I moaned. He was thrusting faster and faster, and I could feel the cum pouring out of me. I came again and squirted all over the floor. I couldn't stop squirting, and I was moaning. His cock went deeper inside me every time he thrust, and I moaned. I couldn't help it. I was squirting down the side of the bed. He pumped me full of cum and it was everywhere. He kissed my back and neck and rubbed my pussy with his hand, playing with my clit. I came again, and again, and again! 

"Oh my god," I moaned. "Oh my god, you're fucking me so good, I'm squirting everywhere!" 

He fucked me harder and faster, and I could feel my clit rubbing against him with every stroke. I grabbed my breasts and squeezed them as my pussy tightened around his cock. He grabbed my hair and pulled it, fucking me deep and rough, his balls slapping my ass. I moaned as I felt another orgasm start to sweep over me, and I squeezed my breasts, feeling the sensation build in my body, the sensation becoming stronger and stronger, and then he moaned and I could feel his cock throbbing and pulsing, cumming deep inside my pussy. He squeezed my breast and I screamed as I came again and again. He kept pulling and stroking my hair and rubbing my back as he fucked me. His cock was throbbing inside me, and I was cumming again, and then he stopped, and I was breathing hard, my hand on my pussy and my ass and pussy dripping with cum. 

"Oh shit" he groaned. "I'm gonna cum in you, get you good and pregnant." 

"Yes, fill me with cum!" I moaned. "Give it to me! I love it!" 

He started to cum, and I moaned as I felt his cum filling my pussy. He thrust harder and harder until he was all the way in me and then he moaned, and I could feel his cum filling me up, and squirting out of me. He pulled his cock out of me, and I felt his cum running down my leg. 

He kissed my back and neck. I reached behind me and rubbed his balls, and he moaned. He pulled his cock out of me, and I saw his cum pouring out of my pussy. 

He kissed me. 

We met up again several times after that. Sex with this hot stranger was incredible. Some of the best sex of my life. I soon became pregnant with his babies. I love feeling my belly swell up with a strange man's children. 

Did you like this spicy tale? Check out my others!  
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“Wow,” David said. “Your stepmom is hot.”

We were in my dorm at college. I was lying on the bottom bunk, and he was up top. He handed me back the photo, which I kept tucked beneath my pillow.

“Thanks. She is.”

“You ever...uh...you know. Think about her? While you jerk off?”

I smirked. “What kind of a question is that?”

“I dunno. I would if she was my mom.”

“Well, she’s not your mom. So I guess that’s that.”

He snorted. “Yeah, whatever. G’night, man.”

I heard him roll over and go to sleep. If only he knew, I thought. My stepmom played a starring role in my nightly fantasies. They weren’t all that wild. Usually it was just her, coming towards me in a skimpy nightgown or dress while I sat on the couch. She would straddle me and give me a lap dance, sensually swaying her voluptuous hips, smiling with her full and beautiful lips. Lifting her long, luxurious red hair above her shoulders, then letting it fall again. Setting her hands on my shoulders and raising her bottom a bit, swaying side to side with her hips, then grinding gently against me. She would lean in close, her face just inches from mine. Then she would get up, blow me a kiss, and stride away silently. I could never follow her. I could never touch her. In these dreams, I was immobile.

I suppose that was a representation: in real life, I could never have her. She was taboo, off limits. Still, she was as close as any real mother could be. She had married my dad when I was a baby and raised me practically from birth. Then he had divorced her a few years ago and moved to Paris to take a new job (and probably a new wife). I had chosen to stay with Rachel, my stepmom, because I was devoted to her. I couldn’t imagine being with anyone else.

****

Summer break was here. I packed up my stuff and headed home. The drive was only a couple hours. I picked up some burgers and cream sodas on the way home, figuring mom and I could eat an early dinner. Maybe watch some movies. Crash. I was worn out from the semester.

I pulled up in the driveway and shut the engine off. I peered out at the house for a minute. It was in pretty good shape. I had done a few repairs before leaving; now that dad was gone, I was in charge of that stuff. I found I was pretty handy and my responsible nature lent itself well to the job. I always made sure the grass was cut, the shutters were straight, and the shingles on the roof were repaired.

A new coat of paint, and it would be positively charming.

I got out, slinging my backpack over my shoulder. The sun beat down into my eyes. I heard the door opening and closing and saw my mom coming out toward me. “Honey, you’re back!” She hurried down the driveway toward me, barefoot, her full, vibrant red hair flying behind her. God, she was beautiful. I felt my heart leap a bit at the sight of her, though I didn’t show it.

“Hi, mom.” I held my arms out for a hug. She threw herself into my embrace, making me grunt softly. Her arms went around my neck, holding me tight. She kissed my cheek, then my neck, her lips lingering a moment on my skin. I held her tight against me, feeling the press of her breasts and soft belly against my hard stomach and chest. We stayed like that for a little while, just hugging. I guess she was really glad to see me.

“I missed you,” she said, sliding down from my embrace. She smiled and squeezed my hand. “Wow, you’ve changed since I last saw you. You look handsome.”

The glimmer of appreciation in her eyes made my heart leap again. “Thanks, mom. You look very beautiful, yourself.”

She fluttered her lashes a bit, lowering her eyes, her hair falling slightly over her face. She brushed it back with a graceful hand and I could swear I saw the tiniest hint of a blush at her cheeks. “Thank you. Are you ready to come inside?”

“Yeah, for sure. Let me grab my suitcase.”

I took the big Samsonite luggage carrier from my trunk, then closed it and set down the wheels. I rolled it up, following her into the house. She was wearing a light, pretty sundress with soft pastel colors. Her skin was tan and lovely, having a nice sheen to it. I guessed she had been spending some time out by the pool. My eyes were drawn to the slight sway of her bottom as she led the way into the house.

It was cool inside, the AC hitting me pleasantly. I lifted my suitcase over the entryway and closed the door behind me. “Let me get you some iced tea,” mom called from the kitchen.

“Sure. Oh, I forgot the burgers in the car. I grabbed some on the way home.”

“I’ll get them.” She came forward, offering me a cool glass of iced tea. “You just sit down and relax.”

Gratefully, I did. I took a seat in the nice cool leather cushion, leaning my head back. I sipped the tea: it was sweet, with a hint of lemon, refreshing. I set the glass down and listened as mom went out to get the food, then returned a few minutes later. Once she had set the burgers and cream sodas in the fridge, she came to join me in the living room.

“So, are you going to tell me all about your semester?”

I smiled. I filled her in on the details: my classes, how I’d gotten good grades, what I was reading, things like that. She listened with interest, nodding and asking the occasional question. I found myself bringing up the recent breakup I’d gone through, not really knowing why.

“Was it a bad one?” Mom asked, sitting back, crossing one elegant calf over her knee.

“Yeah, kind of messy. She was cheating on me with another guy, so I told her I was calling it quits. Then she got really emotional, swore she wouldn’t do it again...all that stuff. But I was just done.”

I stared into my glass for a minute, brooding. I never seemed to have any luck with women. Maybe because my heart was never that much into it. I could have worked things out with my ex, but relationships weren’t all that important. They were about sex, and nothing more. My girlfriends certainly never complained in that department. Still, sex was a pleasure, not a necessity. I just decided to focus on my schoolwork and getting a good job.

Chapter 2

“Sounds like she meant a lot to you.” My mom’s eyes were compassionate. She gazed at me, holding her chin in her hand, sipping her own cup of iced tea.

“I guess.” I ran a hand through my hair and shrugged it off. “What about you? What have you been keeping yourself busy with these days?”

She told me about the exercise classes she had been taking, how she’d made a couple female friends and started having coffee with them. She was also taking online courses in medical tech, wanting to pick up her career as a nurse. I told her that was great and encouraged her to go for it. It made me happy to hear she wanted to get involved in the workforce again.

I had worried about her a lot after she and my dad broke up. At first she had been very morose, then a bit distant, and finally convinced herself he wasn’t worth it. But I sensed she was lonely. She had given up her job to take care of me, becoming a stay-at-home mom, but now I was grown up and off to college. I wanted her to have a life for herself — and most of all, to be happy.

I told her so and she smiled. “You’re sweet. Honestly, whenever you’re around, I’m as happy as I can be.”

She ran her fingers through my hair, gazing at me thoughtfully. I leaned my head back on the cushions, enjoying her caress and watching her. “You know, mom, if you want to ever bring a guy over, it’s fine with me. I don’t mind being out of the house for a while. I have friends I can stay with if you need privacy.”

She blinked a little, looking surprised. Then she laughed softly and shook her head. “I hadn’t even thought about it, to be honest. That’s a nice offer, though.”

I felt my jaw clench the tiniest bit at the thought of her with another guy. But I knew that my jealousy was not only stupid — it was morally wrong. I had no right to impede in my stepmom’s love life. I wanted her to be happy, not trapped by her jealous stepson.

“I mean it.”

She looked at me a minute, as if trying to figure me out. She did that sometimes, like she was studying me. Maybe she saw through it, knew what I was really thinking. God, I hope not. If she knew what I was really thinking, she’d throw me out of the house. My fantasies are way too twisted for her to ever be okay with them. You don’t just tell your own stepmom you’re sexually attracted to her.

“Are you hungry?” she asked. “I can go heat up dinner.”

I glanced at the clock, seeing it was almost five. “Sure, that sounds great. I’m gonna grab a quick shower. Maybe unpack a bit.”

“Okay, babe. You just take your time. I know you must be tired.”

She stood up, picking up my glass. As she bent down, I caught a glimpse of her cleavage, her heavy, full breasts swaying slightly underneath her dress. She stood straight and looked at me for a second, then set the cups down again. My heart began to pound as she placed her hands on either side of me, on the cushion, leaning close to press a kiss to my cheek. “I really did miss you,” she whispered.

Oh, god, she’s so close. I could smell the scent of her perfume, very light and sweet, as well as her own natural scent. Her hair brushed my cheek, that full, beautiful mane I longed to run my fingers through. But like my dream, my hands stayed at my sides, immobile. “Thanks, mom. I missed you too.”

She gave me another brief, affection ruffle of my hair and picked our glasses back up. Then she padded off into the kitchen, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

Wow, this is going to be a rough summer break. I may have to find another girlfriend after all. If I don’t, it’s going to be hard as hell to deal with these intense feelings for my mom. I looked down at my crotch; I was hard as a rock. Good thing she hadn’t seen it. Had she? Fuck, I hoped not.

I grabbed my suitcase and hauled it up the stairs, determined to forget my forbidden, lustful desires. Maybe a cold shower would help.

Chapter 3

I showered and washed off, cleansing the sweat from my body. I was willing my cock to go down, hoping the cold water would help. It did, but I was still almost fully erect when I heard a knock at the bathroom door. I turned off the water and reached for a towel — then found the rack empty. Damn.

“I brought you some fresh towels, sweetie. Can I come in?”

Shit. “Uhhhhh...yeah, mom, sure. Just be warned, I’m not...decent.”

“It’s okay. I’ve seen you naked before, you know.” I heard a soft giggle as she opened the door. She carried a stack of towels in her arms, a smile on her beautiful face — until she saw me, naked and dripping.

She let out a little gasp, her eyes darting over my body briefly, going straight to my cock. “Um...sorry. Here you go.” She averted her gaze and held out the towels, obviously trying not to look. She was as flushed as I was. I quickly grabbed one, flipping it out and covering myself.

She set the rest of the towels down on the sink, looking back to me with a nervous little smile. “Well...dinner’s ready whenever you are. I’ll be downstairs.”

I waited til she was gone and had shut the door, then sighed. I tossed the towel off, rubbing some shave cream in my palm, then applying it to my neck and jaw. I can’t believe she saw me. What did she think? Was she freaked out? Her eyes had certainly looked... surprised. But no disgust, no weirdness. Just... interest. As I recreated her expression in my mind, she had almost looked... riveted.

No, I just imagined that. She’d never be interested in me that way. I wasn’t her type. My dad had been handsome, with dark, good-looking features and a strong jaw. I was...

I looked in the mirror at my reflection as I shaved. When I wiped the cream off my face with a towel, I realized I was actually similar in build and appearance. I had my dad’s same strong jaw, the same chiseled features. Unlike my dad, though, I had a long, lean scar that traced along the left side of my face. It wasn’t that noticeable unless you were up close. But it was definitely there. I had gotten it in a skiing accident — one my stepmom actually saved me from.

I remembered the moment clearly. I had been going too fast down the hill, my skis slipping out from underneath me. As I went skidding forward, tumbling onto my stomach, my left pole had gone straight up, gashing into my face. The way I landed, I kept rolling down the hill and would have crashed into a huge rock gully, likely getting killed. Rachel saw the whole thing and skied out to save me, catching me just in time.

She had stayed with me the whole time in my recovery, too. Never leaving my side. Always faithful, during every moment. Bringing me tea and toast. Changing my bandages. Reading to me. Sleeping at my side. She had been the most devoted mother I could have asked for, even if we weren’t flesh and blood.

I dried myself off and got dressed, memories — and the image of her face as she had seen me naked — swirling about in my mind. As I went downstairs, I smelled the scent of burgers, taking a whiff of the pleasant fragrance, my stomach rumbling. “Smells great,” I said, coming into the kitchen.

She had changed into a cream-colored shoulder shirt that exposed her smooth, tanned neckline and graceful shoulders. It was cut low, giving me a great view of her sexy lower back. She had paired it with a tight-fitting black short skirt that showed off her smooth, long legs, and a set of heels to go with. She had also pinned her hair up, several long red strands running down the back and sides.

My cock twitched in response to her elegant, sexy outfit. Down, boy, I told myself. Your mom dresses up fancy and suddenly you’re rock hard for her? Yeah, good luck with that. I kept my thoughts to myself and said, “Wow, mom. You look great. Are you going out on a date tonight?”

She turned back to me, carrying two plates to the table. “You could say that,” she said, giving me a mysterious smile.

I sat down, scooting up my chair a bit. “Someone I know?”

“Oh, I think you know him quite well.”

I furrowed my brow. “Uh...Jack, across the street?”

She stared. “You really think I’d go for the neighbor?”

Chapter 4

“He’s the only guy I really know around here...”

She laughed softly and walked around the back of my chair. Her hands went to my shoulders, squeezing gently, her lips coming down near my ear. “No, silly. It’s you.” She kissed my cheek and picked up the candle lighter, clicking it on. A little flame came out, which she set to each of the candles she’d placed in the middle of the table.

My heart thudded in my chest. Had I heard right? Me? I was the guy she was on a date with? I guess she was just playing with me. “Well, I’m not going to argue,” I said, watching the elegant curve of her fingers as she lit the candles. She set the lighter down and took a seat beside me. We were sitting catty cornered, her at the head and me to the right side of her. This put us in a close, intimate position. Which of course did nothing to bring my cock to flaccidity. In this arrangement, I had a perfect view of her ample cleavage, her graceful tanned neck and the string of pearls she had set around it, as well as the soft swell of her breasts underneath her shirt.

“Mom, you look, well...”

“Yes?”

I shifted in my seat. “If I can be honest, you look really hot tonight. I’m one lucky guy to be on a date with such a good-looking woman.”

She brushed my leg playfully with her fingers, but I could tell my compliment pleased her. That faint, familiar blush returned to her neck and cheeks. “You’re a flatterer. But thank you. I do enjoy your compliments.”

We clinked glasses and began eating. The burgers were still quite tasty despite being in the car for a while. I tried unsuccessfully to take a bite without spilling juice all down my chin. The rich, meat-cooked-over-a-flame taste was delicious. The burgers were from In-N-Out, so they were fresh, with high quality ingredients. The onions were caramelized, tasting authentic and a bit sweet and tangy.

“You’re doing it, too,” I said, pointing to the juice dripping down my stepmom’s chin. The sight was strangely, incredibly erotic. Her pink nails were wrapped around the bun.

She laughed and tried to eat the thing without getting messy. “Here, let me help.” I grabbed her napkin and wiped the corner of her mouth and chin.

“Thanks.” She chewed her bite and swallowed. “Not the easiest burgers in the world to eat, are they?”

“Not really.” I picked up a fry and dabbed it in ketchup, watching her. At least there was no awkwardness after her seeing me in the bathroom. I guess so many years of dressing me when I was a baby made her feel comfortable around me. “So what’s our plan for the night?”

“I rented some movies. A few of those action flicks I know you like. Feel up to it?”

“Mmm, yeah. That sounds nice.”

We talked quietly for a while, sharing stories of what the year had been like for each of us. She asked me more about my breakup, surprising me. Well, she asked how I was feeling about it, to which I said:

“Honestly, kind of relieved. I liked her, but I knew things were never going to work out between us. Truth is...” I broke off, realizing where my train of thought was heading.

“Truth is...what?” she asked, interested.

“Um...nevermind. It’s not really appropriate for me to say.”

“You can tell me. You’ve shared all your secrets with me. When have I ever responded badly?”

Not quite all of them, I thought, mentally shaking my head. But she was insisting. “The truth is, it was kind of...a sex thing.”

“A sex thing?” Now she really looked interested, which I thought was embarrassing and secretly exciting.

“I was with her because...the sex between us was good. It was hot. We clicked. But I just wasn’t enough for her in the end, at least not emotionally.”

Chapter 5

She nodded, thoughtful. “Do you have a hard time opening up about your emotions?”

“I do.” I trailed off, my mind going back to my childhood. My dad had presented the only male role model I had known: stoic, unfeeling, the strong and silent provider. Unconsciously I had picked up on that image and run with it. “Sometimes I wish I could open up more easily. But it’s hard for me. I think Caroline knew that, that I was kind of closed off.”

I noticed her hand on the table, her perfect nails just a hair’s breadth from my fingers. “Maybe you just needed someone who could be more patient with you.”

“Yeah, exactly.”

She sipped her wine. We had foregone the cream sodas for a bottle of merlot. “Your dad and I had that same problem. Eventually I realized he wasn’t going to change. I could get testy with him when he was closing himself off. If had it to do over again, I would have just taken a gentler approach.”

She’d never talked about her marriage, so the revelation surprised me — in a good way. “You always seem gentle to me.”

“I wasn’t, with your dad.” She smiled a little bit, regretful. “I could be a real pain in the ass sometimes.”

“You’re not a pain.”

She sipped again, giving a soft breath laugh into it, peering at me over the rim. “You haven’t seen that side of me.”

“I’d like to.” I said the words before I could stop them.

“Oh?”

“I mean, you can be yourself around me. You don’t have to hold back what you’re feeling, even if you get angry.”

She set the glass down, swirling it thoughtfully, then reached out with her other hand, lightly stroking my fingertips. Her nails grazed over my knuckles in a rhythmic motion. It was something she had done many times, ever since I was a kid — but now it felt erotic, stirring my cock. “You’re really too nice to me, you know.”

“You did wash my clothes for nineteen years.”

She laughed at that. I loved making her laugh. “Want to clean up and go watch some movies?”

“Yeah, sounds great.”

“Okay. You put one in, and I’ll load the dishwasher.”

“I’ll help.”

She got up, shaking her head. “You’ve been driving all day and I know you’re tired.”

“It really wasn’t that far.”

“Hush. I want to take care of you, okay? I like it.”

I smiled. I reached around, pulling her into a hug, my face buried in her stomach momentarily. “I love you, mom.”

“I love you too, sweetheart.”

She reached down, petting my hair tenderly, cradling my head with a smile. I looked up at her, seeing the loving look in her eyes. She has no idea how I feel. That I want her. How fucked up am I, wanting my own mom that way? I buried my head in her stomach again, wishing she could help me make those feelings go away. But she was the cause of them. I turned my cheek to rest against her stomach.

My hands rested on her lower back, gently rubbing it through her shirt. I turned my head back, my lips making contact with her stomach. The softness of her shirt rubbed my lips and nose, filling my senses with her smell, which was soft. Homey and comforting. Clean like fresh-pressed laundry. I felt the contour of her tummy underneath her shirt; it was firm but a little soft, feminine and pleasant. I kissed her once through her shirt above her navel, just briefly. Then a second time, my kiss lingering a little bit. She continued stroking my hair. We stayed like that for several moments. She seemed in no hurry to leave my embrace. Again, I had to wonder. Was I really the only one with these feelings? I had to be. She couldn’t possibly want me...couldn’t desire me, or my body, the way I longed for her. She didn’t want to kiss me like a lover, to go to bed with me and make love, tenderly, all night long... to give me a lap dance like she had in my dream. I was just her little boy.

Chapter 6

“You really did miss me, huh?” she whispered.

“I did, a lot.”

She kissed the top of my head. I finally released her. “Go ahead, I won’t keep you prisoner forever.”

“Too bad. I like being your prisoner.” She picked up the plates from the table and carried them into the kitchen.

I heard her loading the dishwasher, the clanging of plates coming from the room. I frowned a little as her words replayed in my head. She liked it? When I held her like that? Was she teasing me? She had always had a teasing, playful nature, but something in her tone was almost... flirty.

Or was I just imagining that?

****

I went into the living room and chose one of the DVDs. Speed. It was a pretty lame movie, but I didn’t really care. I popped it in and turned it on, settling into the couch and stretching my arms out.

Mom joined me a little while later. Her hands were still damp from the sink. She sat down on the couch a little bit away from me. We watched in silence for a time, then I patted the couch next to me. “C’mere.”

She looked at me and smiled, scooting over to me. She curled up into my arm and rested her head on my shoulder. I felt her breasts pressing into the side of my arm, rising and falling softly with her breathing. Her hair tickled the underside of my chin, smelling sweet like her shampoo. From the TV came the sound of a motor and voices as the bus rolled through the city.

I stroked mom’s hair, fingers running through the soft locks. She let out a quiet “mmmm” and nestled into me, resting her hand on my chest. We stayed like that for several minutes.

Her closeness was stimulating me. I felt my cock stirring; my erection had never fully dissipated. I realized if I didn’t extricate myself, she would probably notice. Her face was in full view of my crotch, my penis only a short distance from her.

“I’m getting tired,” I said with a yawn. “I should probably go to bed.”

“Okay,” she murmured, yet made no move to release me.

I smirked. “That means getting full control of all my limbs, you know.”

Reluctantly, she raised her head and took her arm off my chest. “I hope you get a good night’s rest.”

“I’m sure I will.”

Our eyes locked. I saw something in her expression I had never seen before. Something warm and almost...yearning. I raised my brow in question. “Mom?”

“Hm?”

Her eyes flicked to my lips, then met my gaze steadily once more.

“Aren’t you going to kiss me goodnight?”

She smiled, then took my face in her hands and pressed a soft kiss to my cheek.

“That wasn’t what I meant.”

She looked me straight in the eye. I knew I was being bold. If she caught on and rejected me, I risked losing our relationship. But somehow I knew I had to put it all on the line. My desire was too strong.

She held my face again, then leaned in close, her lips brushing mine. She closed her eyes and did that for a second, just rubbing her lips softly over the tip of my nose and lips. Then she kissed me — and this time it was a real kiss, long and intense. She rubbed her thumbs over my face as she did so. I brought my hands up to her lower back, resting them just above her hips. We kissed for several seconds; she let out of a soft “mmm” sound.

She finally broke the kiss and gazed at me, her eyes darker. She stroked my forehead, a slender finger brushing my hair. “Was that better?”

“Yes. Much. Goodnight, mom.”

“Goodnight, sweetheart.”

Back in my room, I propped my elbows underneath my head and stared at the ceiling. That kiss had been different. She hadn’t freaked out. Her breath had increased. Her eyes had been hooded with obvious desire. The only signals she was sending me were positive ones. I decided I would continue to press her, to see how far I could take things.

She was obviously enjoying it as well.

I stroked my cock and closed my eyes, remembering my dream. I saw her in my mind’s eye giving me a lap dance again, swaying her hips sensuously and teasing me. This time she took her top off, baring her breasts and letting their full weight swing free. I saw her smooth tummy and sensuous back as she turned away from me, jutting her ass out a bit towards me, still swaying in time with the music. This time in my fantasy, I was able to reach my arms out toward her and beckon. “C’mere.”

She turned toward me and smiled, walking over to me. She got into my lap and we kissed slowly and passionately, my hands exploring her nude stomach and breasts. I stroked myself furiously, my balls growing hot. I came, shooting jets of semen onto my stomach and chest.

When I was done I cleaned myself up and fell soundly asleep, dreaming more dreams of my mother.

Chapter 7

I came down to the kitchen the next morning, smelling eggs and bacon. I was a little groggy as I rubbed sleep from my eyes. “Morning, mom.”

“Morning sleepyhead.” She shifted the eggs in the pan, the bacon sizzling in a separate pan beside her. “Feeling rested?”

“Definitely.” I sat down and sipped from the cup of coffee she had set out for me. She was thoughtful and attentive, always knowing my preferences and doing her best to please me. She had put two sugars and a cream just the way I liked.

“What are your plans for the day?”

“I thought I might drive down to the trail. Go for a hike.”

“Bringing anyone along?”

“You, if you’re up for it.”

She served the bacon and eggs onto plates and set one before me, as well as a smaller portion for herself. She sat down across from me and scooted her chair in. “Sounds like a great idea.”

We drove up to the nearby trail and hiked for several hours. The woods were guid but pleasant, the sky overcast. We passed a few hikers on the way, people who smiled and waved at us. We found a secluded spot above a waterfall to eat lunch, peanut butter sandwiches mom had packed us.

After we ate we sat quietly together, our hands propped behind us on the picnic blanket. The sound of rushing water filled our ears.

“What are you thinking about?” I asked. Mom had a contemplative look on her face.

“Just the last time I was here. It was with your dad several years ago. I always loved this spot. It’s very peaceful.”

“It is.”

“I’m going to get a closer look at the water.”

Mom stood up and padded down the bank toward the water’s edge. There was a small path leading down there, so I could see she was safe. She stood there gazing out, opening her fingers a bit to feel the spray. She looked incredibly beautiful like that, wild and free, the water dampening her hair against her forehead and at the tips. After a little while I got up and followed her.

I came up behind her and slid my arms around her waist. Her arms had been outstretched; now they came to rest against mine, her hands settling on my wrists. We stood like that for a while, my head on her shoulder, body pressed against her from behind. Her ass was nestled against my groin, where I was erect.

My arms were wrapped just beneath her breasts. I loosened my grip and brought my hands up to cup them beneath her t-shirt. She allowed it, leaning back into me a little more. I felt the slights wiggling of her ass against my cock.

“I’ve been waiting for you to make a move, you know.”

I raised my brow in surprise. “You have?”

“Yes. I knew you wanted me when you got back.”

“You could tell?”

“You’ve been walking around with an erection virtually since you arrived, so yes.” She looked back at me with a teasing smirk.

Our eyes met for a second, then she kissed me. It was a kiss like last night’s, passionate and tender. She turned to face me, wrapping her arms around my neck, and I wrapped mine around her waist. Her tongue moved against mine heatedly. We made out by the water’s edge. I knew in the back of my mind it was completely taboo, what we were doing — but if anyone had walked by, they would have only seen a good-looking young couple, not stepmother and stepson.

She broke the kiss and gazed at me with longing. “Take me somewhere we can finish this.”

Chapter 8

I took her hand and we hiked back to the car. I knew both our minds were on one thing: our desire for each other. Tension crackled between us, hot and sexual. Inside the car, I drove us over to a secluded spot underneath a tree, a ways off from the main trailhead. We would have privacy. I pulled the sunshade down over the windshield.

I laid her down in the backseat, getting between her legs. We resumed our passionate kiss, her fingers tangling in my hair. She pressed a series of short, intense kisses to my forehead, her hands holding my face. I kissed and licked my way down her neck and reached for the hem of her t-shirt. She helped me get it off, along with her bra, skirt, and panties. I gazed at the sight I had been wanting to see for so long: her glistening, beautiful pink sex, decorated by a small patch of darker-red pubic hair. My heart pounded at the sight.

Next came my clothes. I took my shirt off, showing her my ripped abs and stomach. She ran her fingers over my bare torso appreciatively. “You have a great body. You’ve really matured.”

“Thanks.” I took my shorts off as well, and then my underwear, revealing my hard naked cock. Her eyes took me in thoroughly, her breath growing fast. When I was naked, I kissed her again, then worked my lips down her body to her breasts. I got down between her thighs, kissing my way along her stomach, smelling the sweet scent of her body. I flicked my tongue out, licking a trail all the way up one side of her belly, tasting the salty sweetness of her skin. She shivered and caressed my hair, her hips giving a gentle push up toward me. I took in the sight of her beautiful pussy, putting my thumbs on her puffy outer lips and pulling them open. The pink flesh was revealed to me, glistening, so very wet. “God, I’ve been waiting forever to taste you.”

“Then what are you waiting for, lover? Get down there and use your tongue.”

Her voice was playful and teasing, but charged with sexual desire. I flicked my eyes to hers and held eye contact as I connected my tongue with the lower part of her pussy, licking a long slow trail to the top. She shivered. I did it again, drawing a soft moan from her lips. Soon I was eagerly devouring her, her juices running down my lips and chin, me doing my best to catch and swallow every one of them. My lips pressed eagerly against her vagina, my tongue delving into her pussy. I saw her close her eyes in pleasure, her hands clenching in my hair. My tongue moved up, roaming her clit. It darted up and down, side to side, in and out of her sopping wet pussy. I loved doing it as much as she loved receiving it.

“Oh, god.” She moaned and clutched at me. Her eyes opened and connected with mine. I wondered if she knew in that moment how long I had been lusting after her. I wondered if she had been lusting after me for equally as long. The burning desire I saw suggest she had been. My hands squeezed her soft thighs, pressing into the soft padding and muscles below with my fingers. She stilled my head with her hands. “I need you to take me, sweetheart. I want you to have me. My body is yours.”

“Are you sure, mom?”

“My heart wants this. Yours does too, doesn’t it? I won’t have any regrets. I’m giving myself to you completely.”

I couldn’t have agreed more. All I wanted was her, and only her. I got up and crawled over her, positioning myself on the carseat above. I kissed along her body, starting at her stomach, then the curves of her breasts and her nipples. Face-to-face, she put her hands on my shoulders, sliding them up to my neck, rubbing gently. Our eyes were locked, her breath hot on my face. Her breasts pressed into me, heart pounding against mine.

“Your body is so soft,” I murmured.

She reached down and felt for my cock, which throbbed in her hand. “And you’re so very, very hard. Please, put your cock inside me.”

She guided me to her entrance. I lowered myself, positioning myself to let my cock slide into her wet vagina. She was so sweet and so hot, so I slid in easily. We gasped in mutual pleasure as my throbbing dick went inside her, spreading the walls of her pussy. We had crossed a line, I knew, from which we could never come back. I looked into her eyes and saw my thoughts reflected. Knowing that, she gave herself to me fully, wrapping her legs tightly around me.

“Do it, love. Fuck me.” Her voice was filled with throaty, lustful urgency.

She’d never said fuck to me before. Hearing those words spurred me on. I thrusted into her, seeing her eyes widen, her beautiful face changing. Her expression became one of pure lust and desire, her eyes hooded, the lids relaxed and intimate. The look of a lover, one he had never seen on her face as her stepson.

She moaned softly in time with his thrusts, her voice growing louder and louder. The harder I fucked her, the louder she got. The car began rocking in time with our urgent fucking. I loved seeing her brows knit together and her eyelids flutter, her head moving from side to side. She couldn’t hide her pleasure from me. Her voice became raw and passionate. “Fuck me! Fuck me, love, fuck me!”

My response was to drill harder into her, covering my body with hers. I felt for her hands, grabbing hold of them, looking in her eyes, seeing her mutual enjoyment of the sexual bliss we were sharing. I could tell she liked me on top of her, that she liked the weight of my body. I continued fucking her, harder and faster. I let go of her hands to hold her body, wrapping my arms underneath her shoulders, and she wrapped hers around my broad back. Her calves rubbed over my ass, soft and smooth against the hardness of my glutes. My cock slid fast and hot in and out of her wet pussy, my balls slapping the lower part of her labia. Her nails dug into my back as she moaned loudly, pussy clenching around me. Her back arched violently. She was cumming.

Her body relaxed around me, yet didn’t let go, after her intense orgasm subsided. I continued thrusting inside her, nearing completion. “Mom, I’m going to cum,” I groaned.

“Inside me. Inside me, baby, please.”

I grunted and clutched her body, thrusting deep inside her and holding. I felt my cock twitching, spurting hot jets of cum inside her. I came for what seemed like several minutes, filling her womb. Then I felt my body relaxing, my breathing getting back to normal. Hers did the same. She kissed a leisurely trail along my ear and neck, her fingers rolling tenderly through my hair.

“Scoot over,” I whispered. She slid her body over a little bit to make room for me on the seat. Because it was so small, I held my arm out and let her curl against me, her body tucked close against mine. Her legs tangled with mine, hand settling on my chest.

“Well, that was pretty damn incredible,” I murmured.

“Incredible? It was the best sex of my life.”

“Better than dad?”

She smirked, looking up at me. “You want me to say yes, don’t you?”

“I just want you to be honest.”

“Then yes. You’re much bigger than your father. A much more passionate, skilled lover. I’ve never cum that hard with anyone.”

Her words pleased me. I ran my fingers through her hair. “Then that means you’ll be up for more, right?”

She laughed. “Right now? You haven’t even let me recover from the first round.”

“Okay, I’ll give you a breather. But when we get home...”

She grinned sensually and kissed me. “When we get home, I’m going to fuck your brains out.”
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Chapter 1

“What am I supposed to say?” Matt glared at his stepmom. “That I don’t care anymore?”

“I know you care. This isn’t about that.”

“Then what?”

They were standing in the kitchen. Her back was turned to him, hands on the sink. Their tense discussion seemed all the worse since he couldn’t tear his eyes off her breasts, rising and falling fast with her breathing. He’d been hard for her for years. Wanting your own stepmom is wrong, he knew. But she was incredibly beautiful, with a vivacious, sexy life to her character, a sense that everything was interesting and worth caring about. For someone like Matt, who tended to be morose, she was the one person who could lift his spirits.

And his cock, apparently. The one person he could truly confide in was about to leave him. He’d wanted to talk to her about it, but... It’s not the kind of thing you just bring up casually. Oh, hey mom. School was great. Will you suck my cock with those beautiful, soft lips of yours? The fact she tended to wear skimpy outfits around the house, showing off her tanned thighs and trim stomach, only made it worse. Every playful comment or slight, innuendo-filled remark (as she was quite a flirt) caught him off guard, making him wonder... could she feel the same for me? But no.

Now, there would be no chance to find out. He was just now getting the news that she was leaving his father.

“You can’t possibly expect me to stay,” she said. “He’s sleeping with his secretary.”

Matt opened his mouth to retort, but hesitated. She had a point. His dad was doing something unforgivable. I’m just overwhelmed with emotions, he realized. Slumping into a chair, he sighed, running a hand through his hair. “No, I don’t expect you to stay. I just don’t know what to do now.”

She turned to him, a glimmer of hope in her eyes. “You can come with me, baby. I’m getting a nice little place in the city. Downtown Boston. Plenty of things to do. Great schools. Great museums. You’d love it there.” She sat down, giving him a wide-eyed, hopeful look, one that stirred both his heart and his lust. He couldn’t say no to her when she looked at him like that. No doubt, she realizes that, he thought.

“Boston? Why there?”

“I used to live there when I was going to school myself. It’s familiar, I know my way around, and I can probably get a job pretty easily.”

He seriously contemplated the offer. There was no particular closeness with his dad. Rebecca had always seemed more like a real parent to him, anyway. She’d married his dad when he was five, offering love, attention, devotion...all the things that made a mother. Now she was offering him a place to live.

I could just get my own place. I am in college, after all. But the idea of living alone with his stepmom was strangely appealing. Without really knowing why, he nodded. “Okay. I’ll come with you.”

She leaned back on the counter, looking relieved. “I’m so happy to hear that. It means more to me than you know, Matt.”

His eyes were drawn to the neckline of her blouse, again flicking to the steady rise and fall of her breasts. She was really a beautiful woman. In her early forties, a full head of beautiful red hair that fell just past her shoulders, and eyes so vast and profound that he could get lost in them. His friends often teased him about his mom’s attractiveness, suggesting he was secretly in love with her — or more. He always ignored it — but deep down, knew there was truth to their words.

She really is incredible. Both inside and out. Maybe I want to go with her because I’m a little bit in love with her. Is that really so bad? She’s a great influence, after all. “I’m glad you want me to go with you. Honestly, I didn’t think you would, at first.”

She came over to him, sitting down next to him. “Why would you think that?”

“I’m too old to still be hanging around you all the time. You have your own life.”

She put her arm around his shoulders and kissed his temple. “Don’t be silly, baby. You’re always on my mind. I think about you constantly, you know.”

Matt felt his heart quicken and his palms sweat a bit at her words. She always thinks about me? Yeah, but... not the way I want her to. He smiled, hiding his feelings as he often did with her. “Thanks, mom.” He gave her a brief hug and got up. “I should probably go pack.”

“Okay.” He started to walk away before she called, “Matt?”

“Hm?”

“Is everything okay? You just seem quiet.”

He shrugged. “Just trying to get used to the idea of moving. But it’ll be fun. I’m looking forward to it.”

Hoping the lie had covered his tracks, he started up the stairs to his room. He knew he could never tell her the truth. How he thought about her constantly, too — but in a different way. A romantic way. The way a guy would think about his girlfriend. How he fantasized about her at night, imagining her coming to his room in one of her silk nightgowns, sliding the garment from her shoulders. Showing her beautiful breasts to him. Straddling him, taking his cock in her hand, and guiding it to her pussy...

Stop it. You can’t fantasize about your own stepmom. It’s wrong.

Sighing, he began to pack. At least there would be new opportunities in Boston, like she said. He tried to focus on the positive as he put his things into a suitcase.

****

The next few months passed by more smoothly than Matt had anticipated. He got moved in with Rebecca, who started a new job in sales and marketing at a local tech firm. He started making some friends, having transferred to Emerson College to study English. He knew he was drifting a bit in school, not really finding one topic or vocation that interested him. Maybe a change of scenery would do him good. Rebecca seemed to think so.

“Would you consider coming to work with me? I’m sure we could find you a nice internship over the summer.”

“Thanks, mom. But I’m really not interested.”

He knew she was doing everything she could to compel him to do something respectable within himself.

“Is there anything I can do to make school more interesting for you?” she asked one night at the dinner table.

Chapter 2

“I guess you could study with me.”

She smiled. “Sure, I’d like that.”

So they went into the living room after dinner, settling down with his thick science textbooks. She found the topic interesting; he on the other hand, was very bored. He yawned at one point and Rebecca began trying to think of ways to interest him.

“Come on...surely this stuff isn’t that bad.”

“It’s boring as hell. Can’t we just watch some TV?”

“In a minute. We’ve got to finish studying first.” She tilted her head, thinking. “When was a time you really liked studying?”

He shifted his eyes to one side, then shrugged. “I guess there was one time with a girl I liked, Mandy. We were dating at the time.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. She, uh...” He frowned. “I don’t know how to say this, but she...put her breasts on the textbook while we were reviewing. It helped me concentrate.”

Rebecca blinked. “She what?”

“She was naked from the waist up, and so was I. She had really nice breasts. Weirdly enough, it really helped me focus. I just stared at them for a bit, then touched them, feeling her up...” He blushed. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be telling you this.”

“No, it’s okay. I mean, if it helped.” Rebecca felt an uncomfortable tingling between her thighs and shifted in her seat. “Are you saying that —”

“Saying what, mom?”

She felt her cheeks getting hot and knew she was blushing furiously. Spurred on by some strange impulse, one she couldn’t explain — much less control — she asked: “Are you saying you would like me to do what Mandy did for you that time?”

Matt stared at her, unblinking, for a few seconds. “You mean...”

“To help you study. I could take my — my shirt off, I suppose.”

He swallowed hard. “Um, yeah. I mean, if you’re okay with that.”

He watched as his beautiful stepmother hesitated, her hands closing a bit tighter around his textbook. Then she set it to one side, reaching for the buttons on her blouse. She began to remove them one by one, her eyes flicking up to meet his. The way he was looking at her — with sudden, very deep interest — increased the throbbing in her pussy.

She slowly removed the blouse from her shoulders, leaving her in just her white bra and the short skirt she’d worn to work that day. “So...like this? This was what you and Mandy did?”

“Um...she...” He cleared his throat. “She took her bra off and put the textbook down in front of her. Lying on her stomach. She set her breasts against the pages as she quizzed me on the terms.”

Rebecca bit her lip. She was nervous. They were going into dangerous territory here and she knew it. Still, the feeling of doing something naughty and a little exciting was turning her on. So was the way Matt looked at her, like he wanted to see more. A lot more. The worst part was, she wanted to show him.

What’s happening? she thought. Am I really attracted to my own stepson? I can’t be. But why else would I get excited at the thought of showing him my breasts? Or be so...so wet?

She reached behind her to the middle of her back, feeling for her bra clasp. As carefully as she had done with her blouse, she removed the garment, sliding each strap down her shoulders, her full tits spilling into her hands. She covered her nipples with her forearms as she set the bra to one side, then looked back to Matt.

“Go ahead,” he said softly. “Show me.”

As he had described, she reached for the textbook and placed it in front of her. Leaning forward, she slowly removed her hands, allowing her breasts to sway freely. Pendulous and heavy, they swung slightly as she leaned forward, positioning herself on her stomach, pressing her tits into the pages. The paper was thick and cool against her skin, her nipples smashing into the textbook. “Like this?”

“Yeah,” he said thickly, his eyes zeroed in on her breasts. Then he looked back up at her face. “Just like that.”

A hot tension passed between them. Both were aware of each other’s bodies...of the other’s presence, in a way they had not been before. Rebecca for the first time saw her son’s strong jaw, the handsome shape of his face, the dark hair and slight stubble, so like his father’s. Yet younger. Kinder. Gentler.

Chapter 3

For Matt, he saw his stepmom as a woman, suddenly. True, he had fantasized about her before, but never actually seen her like this...showing herself to him. Doing something for him sexually, whether she admitted it or not.

Their study sessions continued in this vein. Each night she would come into the living room with him, usually still dressed in her work clothes, removing her top in that slow, seductive fashion. Then she would let her breasts press into the textbook as she gazed at him, quizzing him on the terms. Suddenly it was easy for him to focus. He looked forward to studying. His grades improved. His interest in school was piqued.

All because his stepmother was showing him her tits.

***

“Are you sure you haven’t changed your mind about that internship?” Rebecca asked one night as they ate dinner together.

“I might reconsider. I’m doing much better in math and science now.” Thanks to you, he added mentally. “So, yeah. It’s on the table.”

She smiled, pleased. “Well, if you want it, just let me know.”

“Thanks.”

They ate in silence, both a little tired from the day’s activities. Rebecca knew her stepson would perk up, though, the minute they headed into the living room. Sure enough, as soon as she opened the textbook, his eyes fixed on her, eager and anticipatory.

She completed her usual routine, finding pleasure in stripping off her shirt and bra and showing him her full breasts and nipples. This time he surprised her.

“Wait.”

She had started to lean down, to put her tits on top of the textbook. Matt leaned forward, too. “Can I touch them?”

Her eyes widened in surprise. “Oh...Matt, I don’t know...”

“Please. Just one feel.”

She bit her lip. It was one thing showing him, but another if he... Oh, what’s the harm. He’s just a young man. Inexperienced, doesn’t know what he’s doing. It’s not like it will turn me on, she told herself, knowing every word was a lie.

“Okay, I suppose so.”

He reached out, his surprisingly large hand cupping her full tit. At first the touch was light, exploratory, but then he took her breast fully into his hand. She gasped as his warm palm cupped and kneaded her mound. He did tone same to the other. Then his thumb came out, sliding around her nipple, rubbing over the hardened point. She closed her eyes and bit her lip, willing herself not to moan.

His hands felt incredible. The throbbing need in her pussy was stronger than ever. She couldn’t believe she was letting him do this — yet she couldn’t stop.

Before she could stop him, he was scooting closer, bending forward, and taking her nipple into his mouth.

“Ohhhhh...Matt...”

She knew she needed to stop, to put the brakes on this right now. Instead, she cradled his head and rubbed her hands through his hair. It was wavy, messy and unkempt and very soft. He suckled her left nipple, then her right, his lips nursing her hungrily. His tongue darted out, swirling around the nipple. She gasped and felt herself getting even wetter. “Baby, we can’t...”

He let go of her breast, his mouth popping from her nipple with a slurp. “You want me to stop?”

Chapter 4

She gazed down at him, seeing the desire in his eyes, the craving for her. She tried to deny it, but she wanted him just as badly. “No...No I don’t.”

That was all she had to say. His lips closed around her breast again, sucking lustfully. She felt like she was losing control, her head spinning. The throbbing in her pussy was getting crazy. She gasped as his teeth seized her nipple, biting just ever so gently. The electric pulses flowing through her whole breast drove her insane. She began squirming underneath him, feeling his body working slowly onto hers. Soon she was on her back, him on top of her, straddling her as he made love to her breasts with his mouth. She couldn’t believe it: she felt herself getting close to orgasm just from him sucking her tits.

She looked down, seeing his saliva coating her flesh. She gripped his hair and felt his knee pressing between her legs, rubbing against her pussy. “Ohhh, Matt, you’re going to make me cum.” She started to grind up and down against him, her pussy rubbing his jean-covered knee through her panties. She was so wet. “I can’t stop it...”

“Don’t stop it, mom. Cum for me. I want you to cum. Cum while I suck your sweet tits...”

She moaned and gripped his hair, unable to stop it. Her orgasm crashed hard, her pussy spasming as her son’s incredible mouth loved her tits. As the sensations ebbed, she continued petting his hair, feeling his lips move higher, toward her neck. He kissed along her neckline where she wore a small string of white pearls.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered.

She felt loved, desired, and so confused. Coupled with the fact he had just given her the best orgasm of her life, she didn’t know what to do. “Matt, honey...”

He looked up at her. “Mom?”

She wanted to say so many things...that what they had just done was wrong, that he had made her cum so hard, that the pleasure was so wonderful, that she loved him and wanted to do the same for him...

“Maybe...maybe that’s enough studying for one night.” Was all that came out.

He nodded and got up off her, putting the books away. She thought he might be mad, but he seemed to be acting normally. She didn’t miss the large bulge at his crotch; he was as turned on as she was. She licked her lips, wondering what his cock would look like, what it would feel like. No, don’t think those thoughts! It’s wrong!

“Thanks for helping me, mom. I know I’m going to ace my finals this week.”

As if nothing were different, he leaned in and kissed her cheek, then tucked his books under his arm and went up to bed.

Chapter 5

In the coming weeks, Matt found himself doing exceedingly well. He felt lighter and happier than ever, knowing he was doing well in his studies. He had opted to do the internship with Rebecca’s work, so his future was looking bright. He was feeling smart, successful, and confident. With Rebecca, he went to pick out a nice suit for graduation.

He had noticed she was wearing skimpier clothing around the house. Normally after work she would change into pajamas: a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt. Now she was wearing progressively smaller, skimpier nighties, usually made from sheer material that showed her nipples and the outline of her panties. She would sometimes even go around in just her bra and panties. Her work clothes had changed as well. She was wearing tighter blouses, heels, shorter skirts and hose. She seemed to be deliberately displaying her cleavage — and he knew she wasn’t doing it for men at work, because she never brought anyone home or went on dates.

Not that I’m complaining, he thought. Truth be told, I want her all to myself.

He didn’t know where their relationship was going, or how it would progress. He just knew he’d had his hands and mouth on her breasts, that she had enjoyed it, and that he had made her cum from sucking her tits. He also knew he wanted to do it again.

What he really wanted to do was sneak into her room one night and get under the covers with her. Would she be naked? Would she squirm out of reach if he pressed his erection into her cute bottom, or would she enjoy it? He wanted to spoon with her and squeeze her beautiful tits again. For now, though, he accepted what he got: the pleasure of seeing her naked breasts every study session, which kept him motivated for the next. He could keep himself occupied by jerking off to dirty images of her in his mind. Most of which were him fucking her over the kitchen table, him taking her on her hands and knees on the bed, her sucking his cock, her beautiful red hair falling around her face...

Sometimes he just fantasized about kissing her. God, how he wanted to kiss her. Her lips were so beautiful. In truth, he was satisfied with anything she was willing to give. He was completely, totally in love with her, and he knew it.

His graduation came and went. His dad didn’t even come. Rebecca was there, of course, smiling and cheering him on. He had a few friends. What he was really worried about was: would he get to see his mom’s beautiful breasts ever again? There would be no more study sessions.

He accepted his diploma, shook the dean’s hand, and stepped down from the platform. Then he went to join Rebecca where she sat in the audience.

“Congratulations,” she whispered. “I’m so proud of you.”

“Thanks.”

They sat through the rest of the ceremony together. A few of his friends came over and suggested a party, but he declined. Rebecca wanted to take him out for a celebratory dinner.

They settled into a booth at a local French restaurant. It was fancier than their usual haunts, but this was a special occasion. Rebecca sipped her wine and watched him curiously. “So, how do you feel?”

“All grown up.”

She laughed. “You certainly are.” Her eyes drifted over him briefly, taking in his suit and tie, lingering on his face. He wondered what she was thinking. Did she find him attractive? There was something different in her gaze, almost as though she were looking at him like a man and not just her boy.

They talked quietly for a while. Rebecca seemed a little sad; Matt asked why.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said, holding her glass to one side. She gazed forward at the table, looking a little distant. “I suppose I was thinking about your father and I on our last date. This...feels a bit similar.”

“How so?”

“Well, it was many years ago. He was handsome back then, and thoughtful. He was so interested in me. He hung on my every word, the way you do.” She smiled sadly and sipped from her glass, then set it down. “Anyway, you don’t want to hear about your old mom.”

Chapter 6

“You’re not old. And yes, I do.”

She laughed and squeezed his hand across the table. “You’re sweet.”

They finished their meal and stepped outside to walk the town a bit. It was a pretty night. The stars were twinkling and there were many other graduating families out together. Rebecca took Matt’s arm and strolled with him. He felt like they were on a date. Her body was warm next to his and his heart beat fast at her closeness.

“So, are you disappointed?” she asked.

“About?”

“We won’t have our little study sessions anymore.” She smiled. He could tell she was a little drunk, otherwise she would probably have never brought this up.

“Yes, I am, to be honest.”

“You liked that, didn’t you?” She nuzzled his neck. “Seeing your mother’s breasts.”

He blushed and led her over to a nearby bench, sitting her down with him. “Yes, I liked it very much.”

He gazed at her in the soft lamplight. She was really beautiful, her thick red hair falling in waves down her shoulders. Her eyes were a little glazed from the wine, shining up at him. There was something questioning in her expression. Almost imploring.

If I don’t do this now, I never will, he thought. He put his hand to her cheek and cupped it, brushing his thumb over her face. He leaned forward and kissed her softly along that smooth skin where his thumb was. She closed her eyes and he heard her breath catch.

“Matt,” she whispered.

She sat upright, her body angled toward him. He leaned in, kissing her softly on the lips. The first kiss was gentle and brief, like their normal ones. The second was longer, lingering. Her hands went to his arms and clasped him. The kiss built in heat and intensity, his cock hardening in his pants. He could feel her hands clutching him, knew she wanted him...even if it was just tonight.

They took a cab back to the house, holding hands and kissing softly along the way. When they got to the front door, he took out his keys and fumbled with the lock. He felt her hands at his hips, squeezing him a little. She was horny, he realized. She wanted him. And he wanted her, badly.

He got the door open and flipped on a light, taking her by the hand and leading her inside. They kissed as he guided her over to the couch, the same couch they had been on so many times when she had shown him her breasts. He reached for her shirt and began to unbutton it, looking questioningly into her eyes. “Can I...?”

“Please,” she whispered.

He removed each button slowly, feeling like he was unveiling a hidden treasure. Those beautiful breasts came into view, her creamy skin giving him tempting flashes. She wore a lacy white bra underneath her shirt, which he stripped slowly off her shoulders. She stood, removing her bra, her hands going to her back to unclasp it. She took it off, showing him her breasts as she had so many times, but he knew tonight was different. Next came her skirt and heels, along with her lacy garter belt and stockings. She stripped off her panties as well, showing him her neatly trimmed red bush and glistening pussy lips.

His heart thudded at the sight of her. She was so beautiful. More than anything in his life. He followed suit and removed his tie, his shirt, his shoes and pants. He reached for the sides of his underwear but she stopped him. “Let me,” she whispered.

She slid the boxers down his hips and he stepped out of them, revealing a very thick, long, hard cock. Her eyes widened at the sight as she gazed at him. “You’re big,” she whispered, her hand reaching to stroke him. She circled his dick gently with her fingers, caressing his large penis lovingly. He wrapped his hand around the back of her neck and pulled her to him, kissing her on the lips.

Chapter 7

“I love you, mom.”

“I know you do, Matt. Kiss me again.”

He hesitated just a second, looking into her eyes. She whispered, “I know, baby. It’s all right. It feels right, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, mom...it really does.” He knew this was a huge step for them both — that once they did it, they could not go back. But he sensed she wanted it just as much as he did, and that their love would weather them through whatever came next.

Slowly they came together, lips connecting wetly, sticking together. Waves of love and linking washed through him. He loved and desired this woman so intensely. His hands went to her breasts, cupping and squeezing her generous mounds. The months of pent up lust and passion struck him — and her — at the same time. Their lips pressed hard together, tongues searching and probing. He stroked the sides of her face, her neck, her back, and her hair. She moaned and whimpered, her hands stroking his strong chest, his face, his neck. They kissed for several intense, passionate moments.

He cupped her breast and sucked her nipple into his mouth, making her groan with desire. She clutched his head to her breast as he licked and sucked at the thick, puffy nipple. “Suck me, baby. Suck my nipple hard....oh god. Bite it, Matt. Bite it.” She arched her chest to his mouth.

He nipped with his teeth gently, feeling it swell. “Mmmmm!” she moaned in lust. “Oh, god, baby, it feels so good. I love you, sweetie!” she moaned.

He did the same for her other nipple, sucking and nursing it. “Baby, let’s go to the bedroom. Please, take me there!” she whispered.

He scooped his naked stepmother into his arms, carrying her gently up the stairs to the bedroom. Not the bedroom she had shared with his father... now their bedroom. He was taking her for his own, taking his father’s place in her heart and mind. He laid her down on the comfort gently, pulling back the covers. She looked at him again, her eyes moving to his cock. “God, baby, you really are so big. Your dad’s dick was big, but yours is even bigger.”

She patted the mattress and beckoned him down next to her. “Come here, baby. I want to feel you against me.”

He lay down next to her, their hips meeting, tongues and bodies joining. Their mouths and tongues explored, hands touching and roaming. Her warm hands sought out his large cock, fingers going up and down the length of his shaft, cupping his balls in her soft fingers. She fondled his heavy dick and balls in her hands as she sucked his tongue deep into her mouth, kissing him.

Then she broke the kiss and gazed at him lustfully. “Matt, I want to suck your big cock. Please...I want to suck my son’s cock.”

“Suck me, mom. Please, suck my cock. Yes, god...” He groaned with desire. She kissed him again, trailing kisses down his strong chest and stomach. She got between his legs, hand circling his thick member. She began to lick and kiss up the shaft, rolling his balls in her other hand, nipping at the tip of him and kissing over the head of his cock. “Your cock is so beautiful, baby...so erotic, so sexy...so big.”

“Unnnnhhhh....” He groaned as she took him into her mouth, wetness and warmth engulfing his cock. She began sucking strongly, swirling her tongue around the head and down his shaft. Her hand swirled and stroked around his length as her head bobbed on his member. Her saliva coated him, running down onto his balls. As she sucked him, her lips making lusty wet noises, he reached down to fondle her heavy breasts. His fingers pinched her nipples, drawing lusty groans from her mouth.

“Ohhh, god, mom. I’m gonna cum. I can’t stop...I can’t stop it. I’m going to cum!”

Chapter 8

“Yes, baby. Yes, love...please, god, yes. Cum for me...give me your hot cum, baby!” She sucked him back into her mouth eagerly and squeezed at him. His orgasm came hard, crashing over his body. He gripped her hair and spurted into her mouth, his cock pulsing. Semen shot into her lips; he could see her throat working as she swallowed every pulse, sucking down his cum. She moaned softly, her hips swaying from side to side, ass up in the air. She was enjoying this, he realized. She was getting off on sucking him.

She released him, letting his cock slip from her mouth with a slurp. “Baby, your cum tastes so sweet, so good...I need it every day. Promise me you’ll give me your cum again...”

“I will, mom. I promise. As much as you want.”

They kissed again and she stroked him once more. Son he was hardening again, still wanting her as much as ever. He needed her — needed to fuck his stepmother. “I’ve got to be inside you, mom...I need to put my cock inside you,” he groaned.

“Yes please baby, fuck me. Fuck me now, Matt. I need you inside me!”

He rolled her onto her back, reaching down her thighs, feeling along her wet slit and her shaved mound. It was slipper, drenched, her juices coating his hand. He separated her wet lips and stroked her clit. She shuddered and held him to her, spreading her thighs to allow him better access. He slid his fingers inside her, one, then a second, and then a third. She writhed and moaned as he fucked her horny pussy with his fingers. His thumb stroked and pushed at her clit. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me now!”

Their lips met in a deep, passionate kiss, and then he guided his cock to her entrance. His thick cockhead parted the lips of her wet cunt, sinking into her. She grasped his ass and pulled him into her. He slipped deeper into her, the feeling incredible. “Ohhhh, god mom....you’re so wet, so tight.”

“Mmmmm, baby! You’re so big inside of me!”

He began fucking his cock slowly in and out of her, sinking deeply until their crotches were joined, then withdrawing til the head of his cock was almost fully out of her. Then he sank inside again, slowly, making her pussy walls accept him. His stepmom’s pussy was clenching him, holding him, yielding to the thickness of his cock. She began meeting his thrusts as he buried his rock hard cock inside her over and over. Their fucking became passionate, almost violently, as he speared his dick into her pussy.

“God, yes, Matt! Fuck me! Fuck your mom! I need it! Oh, god!”

“Ohhhhh shit, mom....yes...I’m fucking you...my big dick is in your cunt....your sweet, hot pussy....so tight.” He groaned, “unnnnhn, unhhhhn,” as they fucked.

Her nipples rubbed his chest as they ground together, her legs wrapping around him. The room filled with mingled gasps and moans, the sweaty slapping of their bodies. His balls, filled with sperm, slapped against her ass cheeks as he drove his dick inside her pussy, her juices drenching both of them, sliding down onto the sheets. Their union altered in pace, becoming frenetic, then slowing down, then growing fast and lustful again. He stretched her arms out, pinning her to the pat tress as he drove his dick in slowly, then fast....rubbing the base of his dick against her clit. She moaned as he did this, sharply. “Ooooohhh, baby! Oh yes! Oh my god, yes!” His cock speared her wetly. He felt her clenching and convulsing around him as she came.

The sensation triggered his own orgasm. “I’m gonna cum, mom. I’m gonna cum!”

She hugged him tightly to her body. “Yes, please, my sweet baby...shoot your hot cum inside me. I want to feel all your thick cum. Oh, please! Give it to me! Fill me up, honey!”

He sank deep into her pussy and exploded, ropes of thick cum spurting into her womb. She screamed in pleasure, cumming a second time as he shot into her. Her beautiful long legs clutched him, her calves pressed against his muscular ass as he pulsed and shot inside her. Their bodes quivered together, their orgasms slowly subsiding.

She kissed him deeply, finding his tongue with her own. Her fingers tangled in his hair, caressing the back of his neck and shoulders. He kissed back, loving the feel of her soft sweet lips against his. Emotion swelled in his chest; he was filled with love and desire for this beautiful woman. “I love you, mom. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, baby. God, I love you...”

They kissed several more times and then he slid off of her, his cock slipping from her pussy with a wet slurp. He fell on the bed next to her and she scooted into his arms. She felt like she was home again. It was so much better than with his father. Now she felt safe, loved, cared for...satisfied. She kissed up and down his neck to his jaw, nuzzling him. “You’re such an incredible lover,” she whispered. “I’ve never cum so hard in my life.”

He smiled and ran his fingers up and down her smooth back. His hand tangled gently in her hair, stroking the soft locks. He kissed her forehead, knowing he was truly home now.

Those study sessions had paid off...in more ways than one.
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Chapter 1 — Simon

I was going through our old DVDs in the attic one afternoon. My stepmom, Catharine, had asked me to as a favor. I’d agreed, knowing there was a bunch of crap we needed to get rid of up there.

I sorted through several old family films. She was now divorced from my dad, so it was painful to watch some of them. Still, I had to go through of them one by one to make sure I didn’t toss anything valuable. My fingers brushed a DVD marked ADULTS ONLY in bright red Sharpie. I smirked and figured maybe the two of them had decided to have some fun together at some point, years back, before things went bad in their marriage.

I popped it into the player to watch.

Up came a video of my stepmom, decked out in gorgeous, sexy lingerie. She was a beautiful woman, with vivid red hair and full, sensuous breasts. A great figure, trim from her regular cycling classes and the dance videos she liked to work out to. Her hips were slender yet womanly, her thighs and calves nice and smooth. I could see them in this video as she did a sexy dance for the camera — presumably my dad. They were in his bedroom; I recognized the light green wallpaper and drapes.

“Come on, honey. Sway those hips,” came my dad’s voice offscreen.

She turned her back, lifting her hair and doing a sensual wave with her fingers. She turned back to him, blowing a kiss. Then she burst into soft laughter, shaking her head. “I can’t do it, Jonathan.”

“You’re doing great! You look really hot.”

“It just feels silly. I can’t believe I’m wearing this...”

I couldn’t believe she was, either. But I leaned closer to get a better look. The lingerie consisted of a black and red lacy bra paired with lacy panties, garter belt and stockings. It fit her perfectly. I guessed my dad had bought it for her at some point.

“You can do it. Just think of something that turns you on.”

She gave him a teasing look under her eyebrows. “Oh, really?”

“Yeah. Like...Me, right?”

She rolled her eyes and threw a pillow at him, making the camera bounce a little.

“I know. You’ve been spending a lot of time down there at the pool lately with Simon. I bet his hot young body turns you on, huh?”

My face went hot and red. Me? How could my dad have suggested that?

Catharine’s face colored as well. “Don’t be ridiculous, Jon. He’s my stepson. Your son.”

“Yeah, but I know you’re hot for him. I’ve seen those looks you give him when you think he’s not paying attention.”

She was flustered. She brushed her hair back with one hand. Annoyed, too. But something else. Was there even the slightest grain of truth in what my dad was saying?

“Come on, hon. Just think of him while you’re doing it. Pretend I’m Simon. It’ll be our little secret. He never has to know.”

I was riveted, my eyes fixed on the screen, as my stepmom turned back to him slowly. She hesitated a moment, as if deciding if she should do what he asked. Finally, taking a deep breath, she turned to fully look at the camera. He zoomed in a little and I could see her eyes. Her expression had changed, becoming softer, more sensual. She licked her lips slowly and began to sway her hips to the sexy music playing in the background. This dance was different, without the humor that had been there before. More solemn. More real.

“Yeah, that’s it baby. You’re doing it. Just think of Simon...”

I watched as she turned her back to the camera and raised her graceful leg and swirled her toe slightly on the ground. She gave a long elegant roll of her torso, her hips jutting forward, as if she was grinding her body on an invisible stripper pole. She turned to face the camera again, spreading her legs slightly, revealing her panty-covered pussy and beautiful inner thighs. She raised her head, throwing her head back as if deep in sexual ecstasy.

Then, turning her back again, she reached behind her back with both hands to unclasp her bra. She slid the garment down her shoulders one at a time, first the left and then the right. She slipped it off her wrists and held it out to one side, letting it drop. She took a few steps forward, then turned, revealing her full, beautiful breasts and dark puffy nipples. She walked sensually toward the camera, as though seducing a lover. She crawled onto the bed, moving forward, like a panther, her eyes trained on the lens. I felt my cock grow hard, seeing the hypnotic jiggle of her breasts.

“That’s hot, Catharine. Really hot. Keep thinking of him. Imagine his deft young hands on your hot tits. Think of him cupping them, squeezing... sucking...”

She went toward my dad’s crotch, leaning forward to unzip his pants. I could see his words were affecting her; she was really getting into this. She unzipped his fly and took out his cock, rolling her hands up and down the shaft, gazing up at him — and the camera — with those beautiful blue eyes of hers. Her gaze hit me like a lightning bolt, sending a jolt of sensation to my cock. I began unconsciously rubbing myself slightly through my jeans, unable to stop. I couldn’t believe that thinking about me was getting her hot like this.

She took my dad’s cock into her mouth and began to suck him. She closed her eyes and sensually swirled her tongue around his tip. She caressed him with her fingers, kissing along his shaft, sucking lightly around the head of his dick. Then she pulled him back into her mouth again, surrounding him with her full, sensuous lips. I heard his moans in the background. “That’s it, honey. Suck that dick. Pretend it’s Simon’s dick. Think of sucking him, his big young cock....Imagine sucking your stepson’s cock...”

She moaned at that, closing her eyes and bobbing her head up and down on his dick. He began stroking her hair and showing more of her beautiful face to the camera; she had a look of rapture. Then the view went dark as I assumed either the battery ran out or he pressed the stop button.

I groaned quietly in frustration. Damn. Talk about blue balls. My cock was aching — but my mind was racing, too. What had I just witnessed? Was there any truth to what my dad had said? Was my stepmom actually lusting after me?

God knows I’d wanted her for years. I’d been masturbating to pictures of her in family photos. Secretly, of course. Thinking she would never return my feelings. A few years ago I had stopped; it had gotten too painful, imagining the sexiest woman I knew every night, sucking me, making love to me...knowing she would never want me back.

I couldn’t get her eyes out of my mind. Or her beautiful fiery red hair. Or the fact she had been thinking about me while sucking my father’s cock.

I took the disc out of the player, staring at it. I put it into its case again and set it aside. “Simon,” I heard from downstairs, “Are you almost finished, sweetie? Dinner’s ready.”

“I’m coming, mom.”

I tucked the video and the player under my arm and went downstairs, trying to puzzle out what this meant.

****

Chapter 2 — Catharine

Dinner was piping hot. I’d made Simon’s favorite: chicken pot pie. He’d loved it ever since he was a little boy.

As I set the table, my mind went back to those early days. It was shortly after I had met his father. We’d both worked for the same volunteer organization, shipping supplies to refugees in Syria and Afghanistan. His dad had been so different then. So much kinder. Nothing like the way he was at the end of our marriage.

But Simon had kept me here. He’d opted to live with me after the divorce. He was twenty now, a junior in college. He was a smart boy, athletically gifted, and charmingly personable. As he came down the stairs, I took the moment to admire his handsome countenance. He had grown up to look a lot like his dad, yet his eyes were softer and his hair thicker and fuller. He had the same tan complexion and muscular build. The same chiseled jaw and deep, pleasant voice I could listen to for hours. My eyes drifted lower unconsciously, toward the large bulge at his crotch. Was he just naturally that big, even when he wasn’t hard? I couldn’t help but wonder. I realized where I was looking and blushed, averting my eyes to the fork in my hand. “Ready to eat?” I asked.

“You bet. It smells delicious.”

He took a seat at the table and scooted his chair up. I served two portions of pie, one for me and one for him, and set his in front of him. “Want to tell me about school?”

“It’s going well. I’m getting good grades and scored an internship. Looks like I’m all on track to graduate.” He chewed a bite of food and looked at her curiously. “Are you still volunteering?”

I nodded. “I do it on weekends down at the shelter. It’s helping with the relief efforts for refugees.”

“I think it’s great you do that. It really inspires me that you care so much.”

I smiled. “Thanks, that’s sweet.”

“I mean it.”

“And what about you? Anything I should know about, besides school? How are things going with Sarah?”

His eyes went to his plate. “We broke up a couple weeks ago.”

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.”

His expression changed a bit, turning from glum to indifferent. “It’s not that big a deal. We really weren’t right for each other.”

“No?”

“No. We didn’t...click.”

I nodded. “Have you ever met anyone you did click with?”

His eyes flicked up to me. He gave me that deep, intense look he often had. It made me feel both hot and uncomfortable, but not in an unpleasant way. I tingled in my pussy, not knowing why, except that his gaze was somehow penetrating. Like he could see right into me, sensing my thoughts. I hope he can’t, I thought. He’d know how I really feel about him.

“Yeah, I have.”

“Anyone I know?”

His eyes lowered to his plate again. He shuffled his food around a bit. “Yes, it’s someone you know.”

“Are you going to tell me who?”

He smiled and looked back up at me. I loved his smile; it was so charming and handsome. “Yeah. It’s you, mom.”

I blinked, surprised, then laughed, genuinely pleased by his remark. “You’re right. We do click, you and I.” We had always been close. Two peas in a pod, his father had said. He’s more like you than he is like me...

We finished our dinner and Simon suggested we go for a walk through the neighborhood. He was here on summer break, so he still had a couple weeks before he had to leave for his internship. We walked side-by-side, enjoying the balmy summer evening. He put his arm around me, holding me to his body. I put my hand on his chest. His muscles had developed and hardened over the time we’d been apart. “Have you been working out?”

“Same as ever. I do it every day to clear my mind.”

“You set a good example. I should do the same.”

“I’ll train with you, if you want.”

“That’d be nice.”

Our eyes met, that peculiar tension passing between us again. Or was it my imagination? Probably. I circled my hand around his arm, squeezing his bicep. I felt his arm go around my waist. The feeling of his body was starting to affect me. I was tingling and slightly wet and my nipples were hard. I knew I needed to push away my inappropriate thoughts about my own stepson.

“What about you, mom? Are you seeing anyone?”

His question surprised me. “Um...yes. I’ve been seeing a guy from work.”

“Do you like him?”

“He’s all right. He’s nice.”

He nodded. “If you ever want the house to yourself while I’m here, just say so. I can go elsewhere for the night.”

“That’s sweet.” He didn’t have much to worry about. Scott and I weren’t having sex. He was a nice guy to go on dates with, but I could never get in the mood with him. “And the same goes for you.”

He laughed. “As if I’m going to kick my own mother out of the house.”

I grinned. “You never know.”

We circled around and headed back home. It was about nine o’clock and he said he was tired, wanting to go to bed. I decided to do the same. As I flipped off the lights downstairs, he came up behind me, standing just a few inches away. I was bending over, my hand around the small lamp beside the coffee table.

I stood up and turned to him. I was caught off-guard by the height discrepancy between us and the largeness, the powerful nature of his body. He had matured while he was away. He was no longer a boy...he was truly a man now. I sensed it, feeling the raw masculine power of his body. If he wanted, he could seize me by the wrists, throw me to the couch and have his way with me.

He’s your own son! What are you thinking? He would never do that...

The smoldering look in his eyes as he took in my body, his gaze sweeping over my breasts and lips, made me wonder exactly what was on his mind. I tingled under his intense scrutiny, my pussy growing wetter.

“Goodnight, mom.” He held his arms out for a hug.

“Goodnight, sweetie.” I stepped into his embrace and held him. His warm body felt so good. Though I was tense at first, I soon relaxed into his embrace. He held me for several moments, his hand stroking softly up and down my back. I turned my head, nuzzling his neck slightly. He smelled good, a woodsy, masculine scent, slightly spicy. My fingers brushed over the short hairs at the back of his neck.

Between my thighs, I felt something hard and hot press against me. What on... oh, god. It’s his cock! I had no idea it was so large. And I still didn’t know if he was hard for me or not. I wanted desperately to press my hand there and find out...but how inappropriate would that be? Instead I pulled back, kissing his forehead, trying to will out all my sexual desire and frustration into a single press of my lips on his skin.

He gazed at me, that hot look in his eyes, like he wanted to say something more, but couldn’t. He squeezed my arm and turned to leave, picking up the DVD and player he had left there earlier.

I let out a breath when he was gone. God, this is rough. I can’t believe I’m so horny for my own stepson. I have got to get over him. Maybe I’ll call Scott tomorrow; he might just get lucky after all! If nothing else, I could vent my desire on my not-really-boyfriend — just so I wouldn’t run the risk of jumping my own son.

I showered and got into bed, wearing just a long t-shirt. I tried to sleep, but images of my stepson’s hard, youthful body kept coming to my mind. His handsome smile and his attentive conversation. The way he was so gentlemanly while we were walking. He made my heart pound and my pussy wet. I couldn’t deny how badly I wanted him.

His father had been right all those years ago. You’re hot for your own son, he said. It’s true. My hand slipped between my thighs, the other hand going to my breasts under my shirt. I squeezed and kneaded my left tit, rubbing my thumb over the nipple, imagining it was Simon’s hand instead of mine. I bit my lip as my fingers worked my pussy, circling my clit. What would his mouth feel like there? His cock? Oh, god. He’d be big. I imagined him filling me, sliding his large organ inside me, finally relieving the ache that had been building inside me for so long. I saw in my mind his powerful body on top of mine, fucking me slow at first, then fast. Trapped by his weight, I would be forced to lift my legs, to wrap them around his hips and allow him to take me as he wanted. My fingers plunged repeatedly into my wet pussy. I came hard, my walls clenching around my fingers, imagining Simon’s cock. His scent. His face. His caress.

His love.

I cleaned myself up with a tissue and rolled onto my side, sighing. Sleep finally came, restless and dreamless, a void in my heart that could only be filled by one young man. The one who was off-limits forever.

****

Chapter 3 — Simon

When I woke up the next morning, it was raining. A strong thunderstorm had come in, battering the windows. I checked the time: six am. I went downstairs to the basement to make sure there wasn’t any flooding.

Mom must have heard me because as I bent over the floor tiles with a flashlight, I heard the patter of bare feet on the stairs. “Is it dry?” she asked, peering down at me. She looked a bit sleepy in the eyes, but awake.

“Mhm. It’s fine.” I flipped off the flashlight and started up the stairs. “Go back to sleep, momma.”

“Okay.” She yawned. “Wow, the rain’s really coming down.”

We reached the top of the stairs and she flipped the light back off. I stood next to her for a moment; this close, I could smell the faint scent of her hair and shirt. The rain came pattering down hard on the roof. My eyes fell to the soft swell of her breasts and bottom under her t-shirt.

Go back to bed, my mind wisely told me. Don’t do something you’ll regret.

But my mom was just standing there, hesitant. “Are you okay?” I asked.

She looked back at me, embarrassed. “It sounds silly, but... the thunder. It kind of scares me.”

“You’re frightened?”

“Just unnerved. I was always sensitive to it.”

Not thinking, I offered, “I’ll hold you through it.”

“Hold me?”

“In bed. If you want.”

She lowered her eyes, appearing to think through my offer. Another rumble of thunder came, loud and booming. She trembled slightly and winced. “Yes, please. If you don’t mind.”

I thought it was kind of adorable that my stepmom was afraid of thunder. I walked back with her to her bedroom, holding her hand. I went over her to bed and pulled back the covers. “Get in.”

She did, curling up into a ball, her back to me, still shaking a bit. I got in behind her, curling up with her, putting my arm around her. “Shhhh, shhh, it’s okay,” I whispered, stroking her hair. I pulled her into me, kissing her softly. “It’ll be over soon.”

We lay huddled together underneath her comforter for several minutes as the worst of the storm thundered through. Finally the heavy rainfall began to subside until only gentle, distant rumbling remained.

I began to feel drowsy, the patter of rainfall lulling me back to sleep. I listened to my mom’s rhythmic breathing, the soft inhale and exhale through her nose. My arm was tucked just beneath her breasts, her hand over it, holding me. Her grip began to relax as the rain grew quiet again.

My eyes closed, I nuzzled her neck and hair, smelling the fragrance of her refreshing, citrusy shampoo. Her skin was soft, my lips brushing over it. I went on doing this for a while, hearing her give a soft “mmm” noise almost too quiet to even hear. She turned her head slightly on the pillow, giving me better access.

My hand began to rub slowly up and down her stomach, along the smooth fabric of her nightgown. The motion was subtle and gentle, the clothing rustling softly as I did. I told myself I was trying to relax her, but I was enjoying this as much as she was. I felt my cock beginning to stir. My lips continued along her neck, pressing soft kisses there, now.

Her hand took mine, sliding it lower down her body. My palm spread over her stomach, just below the slight swell over her lower abdomen. Then lower still, over the top of her panties, at the hem. My heart began to beat faster, my eyes opening. I was fully awake now, my chest pressing into her back. She guided my hand into her panties, and I — thinking of this as ‘permission’ — slid my hand lower, to the wet warmth of her bare pussy.

She groaned and arched her back slightly as my hand cupped her mound. I was intoxicated by the slippery warm sensation of her pussy against my hand. My fingers explored, moving up and down her outer lips, feeling the smooth, shaved, slightly bumpy surface. I felt a soft patch of pubic hair above, my fingers lingering briefly there, then moving back to her vagina. I slid my index finger inside her, drawing soft circles around her clit.

“Mmmm,” she moaned quietly, her ass pressing into me. I knew she could feel my cock; it was connecting fully with the hot round globes of her bottom. As I stimulated her clit, moving my finger slowly in and out of her pussy, I ground my hips slightly — unthinkingly — against her ass, my cock beginning to throb. I slid a second finger inside her, drawing a gasp and making her arch her back again. She started breathing heavily, reaching behind, her arm going around me, pulling me to her. I pushed my fingers in and out of her pussy, rolling her clit with my thumb, bringing her closer and closer. Finally she gave a little gasp of surprise, her body tensing, her breath suddenly stopping for a second — and I felt her pussy spasming, a gentle throb around my fingers, rhythmic and pulsing. She was cumming.

She exhaled in a rush, her body relaxing. She lay panting against the pillow for a moment, her breath slowly returning to normal. Locked together in this embrace, I nuzzled her neck some more, lulling her back to sleep. I withdrew my fingers from her panties and held her close against me, feeling her hand embrace me again — tighter this time. She brought my hand to her face and kissed my palm and fingers slowly, erotically. I had made my stepmom cum, I realized. The feeling was heady, a rush, almost like a drug. Addicting. Incredibly. My chest swelled with emotion, feeling hot, my stomach in delicious knots. Love and lust together, incredible desire for this beautiful woman. I wanted to make her cum again.

Then, the only sound that of our breathing and the rain, we both fell into sleep.

****

Chapter 4 — Catharine

The next few days went by uneventfully. Simon and I mostly lounged around, watching movies, playing cards, going on walks. He seemed to be enjoying the relaxed pace — it was a nice change from his normal schedule, I guessed — and I was enjoying spending time with him.

I’d feared he would seem uncomfortable with me after the incident between us that morning with the rain in my bed, but if anything, he seemed closer. He smiled at me more and seemed more talkative. He was always attentive, but even moreso now. I felt ten years younger, being doted on by a handsome young guy who was obviously interested in me. I started wondering if Simon had shared similar feelings, lusting after me the way I had him. He certainly knew what to do down there, the minute his hand had been inside my pussy.

I hadn’t intended things to go that way. It had just been natural. His body so close against mine had forced me to respond; I was deeply attracted to him, my pussy producing copious wetness the minute I’d felt his caress. I had felt so safe, so warm, so comforted in his arms. Not only had he taken away my fear; he had given me the best orgasm of my life, completely unexpected.

I found when he would walk by me in the house, or brush my hair back and kiss my cheek, my heart would pound. It was young love. At least a crush. I was crushing on my own son. How strange was that? Yet it didn’t feel strange...it felt right. Exciting and taboo, yes...but that only added to the thrill. He was my stepson. I shouldn’t have been attracted to him. Yet every fiber of my body thrummed at his touch. My nipples hardened when he hugged my. My pussy wettened when he kissed me. I could not deny how much I wanted him.

My sex drive was getting unbearable. Because I couldn’t fulfill my desire for Simon, I decided to call up Scott. We were dating casually, but I knew he wanted to go further. One evening I invited him over to the house for drinks and to talk as I told him.


I’m sure he knew this was his chance. He arrived on time, dressed nicely. He always smelled quite pleasant, too. Upon looking at him, I realized in some distant way, he almost resembled Simon. God, even your boyfriends now look like your son. You really are hopeless, I told myself.

We chatted for a while. I tried to pay attention to what he said, but he wasn’t exactly exciting dinner conversation. He was an actuary and mostly talked about his work. Which consisted of sitting in front of a computer screen, weighing numbers and outcomes. I nodded and smiled, drinking my wine, trying to keep up.

At one point, Simon arrived home from the gym. He was sweaty, his hair matted to his forehead. I introduced him to Scott.

“Hey,” said Simon politely, waving. He got a drink from the faucet. “I won’t get in your way. I’ll just be upstairs.”

“Okay, sweetie.” I wanted to tell him he wasn’t in the way — but he disappeared before I could.

“He seems like a nice young man,” said Scott.

“He’s my boy.”

He studied me for a moment. “How long has he lived here?”

“Ever since we moved here after his dad and I got a divorce. Simon wanted to live with me instead of his father. He’s on summer break.”

“I see.” Scott swirled his wine, studying me curiously.

“What?”

He smiled. “You seem very close, is all. You talk about him a lot.”

“Well, he is my son.”

Scott nodded. We went into the living room to continue our talk. After a little while, he leans forward and put his hand on his thigh. I allowed him to kiss me. It had seemed like a good idea at first, inviting him over, but now that he was here, I realized my heart was completely out of it.

“Maybe we should call it a night,” I said.

He pulled back and looked at me in surprise. “Aren’t you enjoying yourself?”

I smiled a little sheepishly. “Don’t get me wrong. You’re a great guy...I’m just feeling a little tired.”

He tilted his head. “This doesn’t have something to do with Simon being here, does it?”

I blinked. “Why would it?”

“You seemed different after he got home. Your whole body brightened when he walked in, then slumped after he left. You seemed preoccupied. I thought perhaps you had something you needed to tell him.”

Either Scott was more astute than I had realized, or I was getting very bad at hiding my feelings. “No, no. It’s nothing about that. I’m just tired, like I said.”

He studied me, unconvinced, then nodded and took his coat. “Okay, Catharine. I believe you.” I felt guilty for lying to him, especially since he was being so nice about it. He turned and gave me a brief kiss on the cheek. “I hope we can get together again soon. I really like talking to you.”

“Thanks, Scott. I hope so too.”

Chapter 5 – Catharine

I went with him to the door and saw him out, then closed it and locked it behind him, sighing. I waited until I heard his car pull away, then turned back. I was startled to see Simon at the bottom stair, watching me.

“Did Scott leave?”

“Yes.”

He stepped off the last stair, his hand lingering on the bannister. “Won’t you get lonely without him?”

I looked at him, then lowered my eyes and smiled. “I’ll be all right. I told him I was tired.”

He came up to me until he was standing right before me, so tall now that I had to turn my head up to see him. “Are you really?”

My heart pounded louder in my chest, though I didn’t know why. “Yes. No. Not really. I just wasn’t interested in...”

“Having sex with him?”

I blinked at his frankness, then shrugged. “To be honest, yes.”

I thought I saw the tiniest hint of a smile at Simon’s lips. He took my hand and led me over to the couch. “C’mere.” He pulled me against his shoulder, putting his arms around me. “You’ll find someone you really love, momma. Someone who makes your heart happy. Who loves you for who you really are.”

I relaxed in his embrace. For a second it felt like the old days again, when we would cuddle like this, watching TV or just sitting and talking for hours. Then my hand came to rest on his chest, making my pulse quicken and a tingling begin between my thighs. He was not a little boy anymore. That much was for certain.

He kissed my forehead and stroked my hair. I looked up at him and smiled. “I’m not lonely anymore.”

He gazed into my eyes with that fierce longing I had always seen, ever since he was young. He leaned in and kissed me, not a mother-son kiss, but a lover’s kiss. His lips pressed hard and hot against mine. His fingers tangled in my hair, lightly running against my scalp, leaving tingles where he touched. I kissed him back, my heart swelling with desire, hand rubbing up and down his strong chest.

He broke the kiss and pulled back to look at me. “I want you, mom. I have for years. You want me too, don’t you?”

“Yes, Simon,” I whispered.

“Then kiss me.”

Something inside me gave in. In that moment I could not resist. He pulled me onto his lap and I straddled him, kissing him with passion, feeling his hands move up and down my back. I reached for the edge of his shirt, pulling it up, exposing his ripped abs and chest. I felt his erection pressing at my pussy through his jeans. I ran my hands over his smooth body, admiring him. “You’ve become a man, haven’t you?”

“It happens.”

I laughed softly, gazing into his eyes. I could feel our connection: it was hot, so intense it was almost tangible. I reached for the edges of my shirt and peeled it over my head, leaving me in just my bra and shorts. His hands went to my hips, his eyes taking in my bare stomach and breasts under my bra. He leaned close, kissing them through the cups, reaching behind me to unclasp it. He slid it from my shoulders and I took it off, tossing it aside.

He kissed the tops of my bare breasts, squeezing them in his hands. His touch was curious and sensitive; I loved his youthful interest in my body. I knew he had been with other women, but the way he was treating me, it was like I was his first. I felt desirable and sexy in a way I hadn’t in a long time — maybe ever. I stood up for a second, peeling off my shorts and panties. I stood before him, exposing my naked sex to his gaze.

His breath caught as he looked at me, obviously shocked at my bold move.

“Your turn.”

He stood as well, removing his jeans and boxers, his throbbing erection swinging free. My eyes went wide at the sight of him. “Can I?” I asked, reaching for his cock.

“Yes, please.”

I circled his cock with my fingers, feeling lust boiling up inside me, my pussy tingling as I swirled my grasp around his large penis. “You’re big. Bigger than your father.”

“Really?”

“Much.”

I could tell my compliment pleased him. The feel of his soft skin over the hard, thick shaft of his cock was really getting me going. Warmth spread all along through my body, my pussy feeling soaked. He wrapped his fingers in my hair, massaging the back of my neck. “Please,” I asked. “Can I suck you? I need to suck my son’s cock.”

“Yes,” he groaned softly. “I want you to.”

Chapter 6 – Catharine

I pushed him back to the couch, getting on my knees before him. I ran my hands up and down his thighs, feeling the swirling black hairs that covered them and the hard, thick muscle underneath. I kissed along each of his thighs, over his quadriceps towards his knees, then up again, along his inner thighs. I felt him shiver and run his hands through my hair. As my lips approached his heavy balls, I took them into my hands, continuing my soft kisses against his balls and the base of his warm cock. I took a moment to admire the contour, the veins lining it, the slightly curved shape. He watched, breathing heavily. “I love the way you’re looking at my cock,” he said softly.

“It’s special to me. It’s yours.”

I kissed the head, then lovingly licked around it with my tongue, rubbing his legs with both my hands. He twitched slightly at my caress. I continued kissing the head and the shaft, then licked long and slow up the left side. I opened my lips, bending down and taking the tip of his hard cock into my mouth. I closed my lips around the head and sucked. Simon gave a low moan of pleasure, which gave me pleasure as well. I sucked harder, moving my head down, sucking in the rest of his throbbing shaft. Soon I had formed a rhythm, bobbing my head up and down on my son’s cock.

The more pleasure I gave him, the more pleasure I had, too. Sucking his cock gave me a strong, sensual feeling that flowed down my stomach and tingled up my spine, radiating within my vagina as well. His hard cock in my mouth was the ultimate taboo. My lips made lewd sucking sounds that didn’t sound anything like me. Yet I was completely into it. He couldn’t have removed my lips even if he’d tried.

I slowed my rhythm, then came to a stop, releasing him. I stroked him slowly; it was wet from my sucking. I gave the head of his penis a last kiss and stood up, leaning over him. “Do you want to taste me, too?”

“God, please, mom.”

The urgency in his voice sent fresh waves of pleasure through me, making my pussy gush. I laid down on the other end of the couch, spreading my legs for him, still making eye contact. I felt bare and vulnerable, opening myself to him and exposing my most private area. But he had that same boyish wonder about my body, his eyes glued to my open sex. He gazed at me with such youthful eagerness that I couldn’t help but feel sexy and desired.

“You’re so wet you’re dripping,” he said. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“Then you understand how I’ve been feeling lately.”

“Yes.”

“Then help me out, love. Start licking.”

My slightly bossy tone seemed to arouse him. He positioned himself between my legs, giving me a playful grin and bringing his head down between my legs. I watched in amazement as his lips pressed against my vagina. His mouth moved against the puffy outer lips, his tongue on the inside of my pussy. Oh, god, I thought. He’s really gifted with that tongue. The warm, wet organ moved up and down, roaming my clit in circles. He licked lustfully from side to side, up and down, fluttering it and pushing it in and out of my sopping wet pussy. He slurped down my juices eagerly, closing his eyes in bliss, making soft moans of enjoyment. He was obviously loving it. Which made me love it, too. “Oh, god,” I gasped, squeezing the couch — then his hair — with my hands.

I saw that he was looking at me while eating my pussy. I realized then that he had been lusting after me just like I had, all these years. I couldn’t believe it, but somehow I knew. My disbelief only made the feelings stronger, my sexual pleasure rising to a crest. The burning need in my pussy only grew to where I couldn’t be satisfied with only his tongue. “Simon, I need you inside me,” I groaned. “I want you to have me. Take my body and fuck me.”

“Are you sure it’s okay, mom?”

“It’s more than okay. I need it — and I think you do too.”

“No regrets?”

She smiled. “No regrets.”
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He smiled in return, showing that he agreed. He planted a set of kisses along my stomach, breasts and nipples, positioning himself above me. Face-to-face, he locked eyes with me, his breath hot against mine. Our skin was pressed tight together, our hearts beating fast.

“Your body is so soft.”

“And yours is hard...like this cock,” I said, reaching down and taking his penis in hand, still watching his eyes. “I want it inside me.”

He helped me guide his cock into my slit, lowering his body so he would slide right into me. Given how hot and wet I was or him, his entry was easy, if slightly shocking. He was very big — bigger than his dad or any lover I had ever taken. We both gasped as his throbbing cock went inside me. We had crossed a line. I knew it and so did he. We could never take it back. I sensed he did not want to, nor did I. I wrapped my legs tightly around him. “Fuck me, Simon. Fuck me hard.”

He grasped my hands and began to rock his dick inside me, puling out almost all the way, then sliding hotly back in. I felt my face changing, contorting and losing control. I gazed in his eyes, seeing his intensity, his passion, his desire. I wrapped my arms around his neck, tightening my legs around him, feeling his large cock inside me, making me so full. The deep intimacy between us was overwhelming and wonderful. I started moaning, louder and louder as I got nearer to orgasm. The harder he fucked me, the more I moaned. “Fuck me, Simon. Oh, god. You’re so big inside your mother. Your cock feels amazing... Ohhhhhh... Ohhhhhhhh!”

He held me close. “I have a secret,” he whispered. “I saw you in the video, sucking dad’s cock. Pretending it was me.”

I gasped, only partially comprehending his words, I was so deep in the sensations of being fucked.

“It was the hottest thing I saw in my life. I’ve been jerking off to it every day. I want you, mom. I’ve wanted you for years. I’m going to make you cum.”

“Ohhhhh, god!” His words hit home — and so did his dick inside me, inadvertently touching my g-spot. I thought of that video — I knew the one he was talking about. “I want you, Simon! I’ve needed you...your big dick inside me!”

Beads of sweat formed on his brow, and probably mine too. My mind and body became consumed with lust for him — as did his for me. He pounded away, filling me over and over with his huge cock. As he reached down and touched my clit, he triggered my climax. The muscles inside my body contracted, my body feeling totally out of control in a way that was almost scary. My toes curled, my back arching, legs squeezing him tight. My pussy gushed all over his cock. He leaned close, groaning, “Mom, I’m going to cum.”


“Inside me, honey, please! I need to feel your hot cum filling me...”

He grunted and stiffened, his cock flooding my pussy with spurts of hot fresh cum. We panted in our intimate embrace, bodies locked together, his penis softening inside me. Finally he rolled to one side on the couch, making room for me, letting me curl up in his arms.

“Mmmm,” I said, feeling wholly satisfied. Thoroughly fucked. I nuzzled his neck. “Did you really see that video?”

“Yep. I found it in the attic.”

“And you masturbated to it?”

“How could I not?”

I laughed. “I can’t believe how naughty you are.”

“You have no idea.” His fingers skirted up along my lower back, making me tingle.

I got up and kissed him, reaching for his hand. “Want to come wash up with me?”

He took my hand and grinned. “I thought you’d never ask.”

We headed to the shower, splashing each other and spraying each other with the showerhead. We laughed and had fun; we kissed. I felt like a young woman again having a carefree summer romance.

****

Epilogue – Catherine

Simon finished his internship successfully. While he was away most of the time for it, he would come home on the weekends and we would cuddle, lounge around together (sometimes naked) and fuck. Sometimes we would just make out all night. I was happier than I’d ever been in my life; and I think he was too.

His last year of school passed much the same way. I was excited he was nearing graduation, but a little sad he was about to enter a new phase of life, one that probably wouldn’t include me. To my surprise, he brought up the subject the night before the ceremony, telling me his plans.

“I got a job in Boston. I’ll be working there full-time in security.”

“That’s great, sweetie! I’m excited for you.”

“Do you want to come and stay with me? I’ve got a nice apartment lined up in the city. You could still do your humanitarian work. There’s a chapter there.”

“Oh, sweetheart. That’s kind of you to ask, but do you really want your old mom hanging around?”

He got up, coming around the table, threading his arms around me. “You’re not my old mom. You’re the woman I want to be with. Period.”

My heart beat faster, both at his words and his embrace. I turned to look at him. “Are you sure? There are so many opportunities... so many young girls out there you could have.”

“And the one I want is the one I’m looking at right now.” He kissed me so hard he took my breath away, then cupped my cheek and gazed tenderly at me. “I want to spend my life with you, mom. Romantically, sexually, emotionally...all of it. If you will have me.”

“Oh, Simon. Sweetheart. You’re the only man I want in mine.” I held him close, hugging him passionately, then kissing his cheeks and lips. “I love you.”

“I love you too, mom.”

I casually bent down, unzipping his jeans to find his erect cock inside. I took him inside my mouth and began to suck. I bobbed my head, my lips wrapped tightly around his throbbing cock. He closed his eyes, fingering my hair, moaning in pleasure. It wasn’t long before he came inside his stepmom’s mouth.

Of course, I loved the sweet taste of his cum and swallowed every drop.

The End

****
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Chapter 1

I had just returned home from college. It was summer break, the weather hot and sweltering. I had driven eight hours to get home. It was just my stepmom and her friend Beth from work, who was keeping her company in my absence.

Beth greeted me at the door. She was wearing her glasses, which made her squinty-eyed. “Hi, Charles. Your mom’s just upstairs. I think she’s taking a nap. Work has her exhausted as of late.”

“Oh, okay.” I set down my suitcase and washed my hands at the sink.

“Have a good semester?”

“Great. All A’s.”

“Congratulations.”

Beth smiled at me and went back to her reading. I set the towel down on the counter and headed upstairs to find Mom.

She was lying in her bedroom on her side, her back to me. She was wearing just a white lacy bra which was undone at the back, half off her shoulders, one strap lazily fallen to one side. Her wild mane of vibrant blonde hair was tousled, the long, beautiful strands splayed across the pillow behind her. I approached quietly, my eyes taking in the subtle shadows playing across her smooth, feminine back. The curve of her hip, where the sheet was pulled over. I wondered if she was wearing panties underneath. The curiosity made my groin tingle.

“Mom?” I asked softly.

No response. She must have been deep asleep indeed.

I went over to sit beside her on the bed. Her eyes were closed, her arm partly draped over her lovely face. My stepmom was a beautiful woman. Her features were classical, given her Italian heritage and natural confidence and grace. She was a sales and marketing executive at one of the major firms in town. She worked hard at her job and was incredibly good at it. I had always had a crush on her, ever since I was a boy. Now, of course, I was nineteen and full an adult.

My body knew that. It also knew that she was an adult — an incredibly sexy one, lying half-naked and vulnerable on her bed, a faint smile at her lips as she slept soundly. My gaze drifted over the curve of her neck and the soft swell of her breasts. They weren’t exceptionally large, but they were full and round; a mother’s breasts. I started to reach out toward them — but stopped myself. What the hell are you doing? She’s your mother. She’s asleep! For Christ’s sake, don’t be a pervert.

My twitching, hardening cock made that “don’t be a pervert” part pretty much impossible, but I was at least able to control my inappropriate, forbidden impulses. I simply leaned forward and brushed my lips against her cheek in a soft kiss.

She stirred, her eyes fluttering open. They fixed on me, and as recognition dawned, her lips broke into a beautiful smile. “Charles, baby, you’re home! My sweet baby is home.” She sat up and pulled me into her arms, hugging me tightly, rocking me back and forth. I had to laugh at this sudden, passionate, motherly embrace. She still hugged me the way she had when I was a child.

“Yes, mom, I’m home. I missed you too.”

She pulled back to look at me, kissing me all over my cheeks and forehead. Her family — again, Italian — had been very affectionate and demonstrative. Sometimes they’d made me uncomfortable with their extreme need to touch everyone and hug everyone, but with mom I liked it. She could touch me any way she wanted, as often as she wanted, and I would only enjoy it.

“Sweetheart, come downstairs. Tell me all about your semester. I want to hear everything.” She pulled her robe around her body and tied it at the waist. We walked together downstairs, me filling her in on my classes and various collegiate activities. Beth turned to listen as we came down, peeling off her glasses as she tuned into the conversation. Soon the three of us were sitting in the living room with hot cups of brewed tea, talking together. Somehow, the conversation turned to my love life, when I mentioned a recent breakup.

“So you’re not with your girlfriend any longer?” Beth asked, raising an eyebrow curiously.

“No, not anymore. Things didn’t work out between us.”

“Why not?”

I hesitated, not wanting to reveal the details of my love life in front of my stepmom. “Um...things were going badly for a while. We had a big fight after I caught her with another guy. That night I got stupidly drunk at a bar and...went home with someone else.” I didn’t mention that woman had been an older woman — one I was truly attracted to. That she’d had blonde hair and a motherly attitude. We’d had incredible sex — especially after I’d revealed to her my attraction to my stepmom. She hadn’t judged me, just listened and understood. We’d role-played, with her allowing me to worship her body and make love to her like I would have my mother. It was the hottest night of my life, and possibly hers as well.

My stepmom was listening to all this with a curious expression on her face. She was obviously interested, but there was something else there. Eagerness? Excitement? Yearning? Was there even the faintest possibility she could share my desires? No, there’s no way, I told myself. I didn’t want to get my hopes up, wanting something so completely and utterly taboo. My stepmom was a gorgeous woman who could have anyone she desired. She didn’t want to have sex with her college graduate son.

The three of us talked a while longer, until almost dinner time. Then Beth excused herself, saying it was time to go home. Mom and I said bye to her, then went into the kitchen to start preparations for supper. I put some boiling water on for pasta while she chopped vegetables.

“That person you mentioned,” she said, the knife coming down across carrot, making a slicing noise. “The one you went home with after your breakup. Who was she?”

I’d hoped she wouldn’t ask that question. Yet here we were, and my neck was burning. “She was... someone I met at the bar.” I took in a deep breath, then exhaled. “An older woman.”

“How much older?”

“Forty, forty-one, maybe.”

My mom’s age, just about. She’d been around my age when she had me. I expected her to say something, to react with shock or horror, but she kept slicing the veggies. I heard the slick slick of the knife cutting through. “Interesting,” she commented.

“Interesting?”

“I never knew you were attracted to older women.”

“Heh. Yeah. I love older women.”

She dumped the veggies in the saucepan where the marinara was going. “Really? Have you been with many?”

“Just her. But —” I cut off, realizing what I was about to say was inappropriate.

“But?”

“It’s not really something I can say in front of you.”

She gave me one of those Charles, I’m your mother looks as she stirred the sauce, her lips turned up in a faint smile. She tossed her hair to one side, exposing her slim neck. Was she...

Was she flirting with me?

No...no way.

“You don’t have to be embarrassed. I did some wild things at your age, too. I understand if you’re not comfortable sharing, though.”

I hesitated a moment, then began breaking up the pasta to put it into the boiling water. “To tell you the truth, I’ve fantasized about older women for a long time.”

“What is it about them you like?”

“Everything. Their grace, their confidence, their beauty. The way they just know what they want. Their full, ripe bodies and lips...the way when they kiss you, it sucks your breath away. It makes your head spin. You know you’re where you should be. You know you don’t have to worry about them running off or flaking out on you. An older woman is just as attracted to a younger guy as he is to her. The dynamic, the tension between them is different. Hotter, somehow. Most of that comes from her confidence, which he’s drawn to like a moth to a flame.”

I realized I was describing my mother. I’m sure she couldn’t have picked up on that — but then, she was damned astute. I looked back at her and saw she was stirring the sauce in silence, listening to what I was saying.

“Sorry if that sounds weird.”

“It doesn’t sound weird. It makes sense.” She turned the stove off and began toasting some bread. “How’s the pasta doing?”

“It’s almost done.”

I drained the spaghetti and rinsed it, then put it into a bowl. She grabbed the tongs and served up two bowls of spaghetti and veggie marinara sauce, adding some freshly grated cheese on the side. I loved my stepmom’s cooking: healthy, simple, and freshly Italian.

I stood next to her as she put the food into each bowl, my chest brushing her shoulder. “What I really like about older women is that they understand romance. They like being wooed and tended to. Younger women just want to chat, fool around, and...do the deed. Older women are like fine wine...you can savor them and enjoy them.”

She smirked. She turned to me and said in a slightly sassy, playful tone, “Oh, sure. Until you get tired of them.” She set the bowls down on the table and lit some candles, then beckoned me to sit next to her. “Come, eat.”

“What, you don’t believe me?”

“I’m not sure.” She twirled her pasta around her fork, then took a bite, chewing thoughtfully. “For most young men, I would say no. But you’re different. You’ve always been more careful, more attentive. Most young men would see an older woman as an opportunity for a nice, exciting roll in the hay — then goodbye the next morning without so much as a kiss and a ‘thanks for the great night together.’”

The way she said it, it almost made it sound like she’d been hurt. Like she’d experienced that.

“Did something like that happen? To you?”

She sipped her wine, then looked at me sidelong. “Are you asking about your mother’s love life?” She said it in a playful way, not chiding.

“I’m just curious. You don’t have to tell me, if you don’t want.”

She gazed at the candlelight for a moment, lost in thought. She opened her mouth as if to say something, then shook her head. “I’ve been in love before, let’s leave it at that. With someone who wasn’t your father.”

“And it didn’t work out?”

She grimaced slightly, as if pained. “It wasn’t mutual. At least, I never thought it was.”

I ate slowly, wondering who she meant. “How do you know?”

She turned her eyes down to her plate, pushing her fork into the spaghetti absently. “I never had the courage to make a move.”

I nodded. “That’s hard.”

“Even for you?”

“Yeah. Just because I had a girlfriend doesn’t mean I wasn’t terrified.”

“But the older woman you slept with — you must have told her how you felt.”

“I was drunk. My courage was high.” I chuckled.

“You’d never have to be drunk to get together with someone.” She smiled. “You’re a good-looking boy.”

I looked at her sidelong, then wiped my mouth. “Thanks. That’s a nice compliment.”

“Don’t you believe it?”

“Well, you’re my mom. You’re biased.”

She laughed. “That’s true, I am.” She clinked her glass against mine. “Congratulations, by the way. You did really well this semester.”

I smiled, feeling myself blush with pride. “Thank you, mom. Really.”

Chapter 2

We finished our meal and talked a bit longer. Then she got up to clean the dishes, saying she had an early morning at work and needed to get ready for bed.

“I’ll take care of the dishes. You just go sleep.” I put my hands on her shoulders and leaned in, kissing her forehead gently. “Beth said you’re working yourself to exhaustion.”

“It’s not that bad,” she protested, sounding like I used to as a kid when she would chide me for something. “Just a lot of paperwork. We’ve got a big merger coming up.”

“And you’ll ace it. But not if you aren’t getting plenty of rest.”

“Is this where I say, yes, dad?” She gave me a teasing smile.

I laughed and wrapped my arms around her waist in a hug. She reciprocated, sliding her hands up and down my shoulder blades, chuckling softly. Her breasts pressed into my chest, her cheek resting on my shoulder. She turned to kiss my face, lips touching softly to my cheek.

It was just a gentle kiss, but it ignited fire in me. Her lips lingered longer than I had expected. I could feel her breath hot against my neck and jaw, the sensation highly arousing. She slid her hands slowly up and down my back, now, fingers pressing softly into my skin through my shirt.

“You sleep well,” she murmured.

“And you, mom.”

She leaned in for another kiss. This one lasted a bit longer, her lips connecting with my neck just below my earlobe. The feeling made me gasp softly. I had never been kissed like that...certainly not by my mother, the woman I lusted for more than anyone in the world. My hands slid to her lower back, resting on her shapely hips. As she nuzzled my neck, I did the same, brushing her hair back gently. I couldn’t kid myself: if anyone saw us standing like that in the kitchen, brushing each other’s necks with our lips, they would not have thought us stepmother and stepson, but lovers.

Then she squeezed my shoulders, breathing in deep, as if taking as much of my scent as she could. With one last kiss, she reluctantly left my embrace and turned for the stairs. I watched her ascend, her lovely figure rising elegantly, her robe trailing behind her. She was beautiful, like an angel.

My angel. My mother.

****

I went to bed that night thinking through our conversation and the embrace we had shared after. What she had said burned in my mind. She had wanted someone, yet not had the courage to tell him. Had it been a younger man, from her past? Or someone recent, after my father’s death? The way she’d said it, it sounded recent. Her voice had been pained, and the pain was fresh, as though from a still-bleeding wound.

I stroked my fingers over my stomach absently, wondering what her touch would feel like. The talk we’d had, and the wine, and the intimacy that had somehow opened up between us, perhaps because of my revelation...All of it had me very horny. Of course, the woman I was picturing was her. I reached into my boxers, taking out my cock. I was extremely hard, and had been all through dinner, mildly aroused by the sexual turn our conversation had taken.

I closed my eyes, picturing her as she had been when I first came home, napping on the bed. Her soft, sensuous back, the end of the bra falling over it, her strap dangling off her smooth shoulder. Her tanned skin against the white fabric. I had wanted to kiss her back, that glorious part of her I so longed for. Her ass had been hidden by the covers, like her hips — but I had wanted to kiss those, too. I wanted to worship her body from head to toe, giving her sensations no other man could.

As I stroked myself, imagining these vivid images, I felt my arousal growing. My lust for my mother was overwhelming, yet bittersweet. To long for something so beautiful, so incredible — yet have no chance of obtaining it — was heartbreaking. Swells of emotion burned in my chest as I jerked my cock. “Ohhhh, mother,” I groaned. “Mom. Momma...”

My fist began pumping in earnest, filling the room with the wet sound of my hand, now coated with pre-cum, slapping up and down my shaft. I saw her in my mind’s eye, again in the kitchen — but this time, bent over the kitchen counter, her beautiful ass and pussy, glistening and exposed to me. I saw myself entering her, filling her deeply. Your son’s cock, I told her in my mind. Feel your son’s cock inside you.

She groaned in my fantasy, whimpering in pleasure at my words. I ached to fill her like that, to make fantasy a reality. I groaned and came hard, semen splattering on my stomach and chest. I lay there panting, spent yet relieved — and yet tormented by the knowledge I couldn’t have her.

She was my mother. It was forbidden. Taboo.

Not to be.

Chapter 3

A week later, mom and I agreed to go to the county fair which was in full flux. She worked during the day, but had a few days off for paid leave. We packed some water bottles and a few blankets and lawn chairs in case we needed a place to sit. The drive was short, taking just a half hour or so to get there.

The fair was delightful. I could tell mom was really enjoying it. We went from one exhibit to the other: pony rides, corn dog stands, a pea shooting range. I shot down one of the targets, scoring several in a row. “Great job,” said the guy at the booth. “You win a prize.”

My selections were a stuffed animal, a bag of candied popcorn, or a silly hat that said FAIRE-MONGER in big red letters on it. I opted for the stuffed animal, a small elephant holding a woven heart.

“Here,” I said, offering it to mom. “A prize for my lady.”

She giggled. “Am I your lady?”

“Of course you are.”

We walked arm in arm through the booths, taking in the sights. The sounds of bluegrass music played around us, people talking and laughing, the smells of corn dogs, cotton candy, straw, and frying oil coming through the air. The day was sunny and a little hot, but not unpleasantly so, with a nice breeze blowing. We took a seat on a nearby bench together.

“Enjoying yourself?” I asked.

“Very much.” She tucked the elephant between her arms, watching the passers-by with a smile. “It reminds me of when I was a little girl.”

“Good memories.”

“Mhm.” She looked at me, her expression turning pensive. “But it’s different, too, with you.”

I rubbed the back of her neck gently with my fingertips. “I love it. I’m having a great time.”

I could have easily sat there all day, just gazing at my mom in the sunlight. The trees played a pattern across her face with the shadows, highlighting her natural beauty, the peaks and swells of her nose and cheekbones, the fullness and curves of her lips. I felt like a fool for being so mesmerized, but she was breathtaking, even in just a white t-shirt and jeans.

As the breeze battered her hair, blowing it softly over her forehead, I reached unthinkingly to sweep it away from her face. I brushed it back, revealing her forehead, which still looked remarkably youthful. Thanks to her Mediterranean heritage, she looked at least ten years younger, having only a few tiny lines in her forehead and a few slim laugh lines around the corners of her mouth. In my mind, they only added to her beauty.

She turned to me, her eyes meeting mine. I saw a hint of surprise, curiosity, perhaps enjoyment...did she like my touch? Did she want me to continue? “What was that for?” she asked.

“I just wanted to see your face. You’re very pretty.” I felt my face get hot. Suave, man, suave. You sound like a ten-year-old boy with a school crush.

But my mom was clearly charmed. “Oh, hon. That’s sweet.” She took my hand and squeezed it. “I like it when you say things like that.”

“Telling you you’re pretty?”

“Mhm.”

We shared a nice moment, fingers entwined on the bench. I heard some little kids run past, the music growing distant as the band began to wind down. It was getting late, almost four o’clock, and we still had to figure out dinner plans. As much as I hated to break the moment, I knew we should get going.

I drove us back from the fair and we stopped to pick up some burgers on the way home, both too tired to cook. We talked a little on the drive, but mom was feeling tired and dozed off for a moment. I watched her sleeping, again taken by her beauty. The unrequited longing in my heart was getting stronger every day I was here. Now I realized, in the back of my mind, I must have chosen a college far away because of it. Because I knew I would be away from her and not have to endure the pain of lusting for what I couldn’t have.

She slept quietly. As we pulled up to a stop light, I noticed another strand had fallen over her eyes. I pulled it away — and was surprised when she reached up, covering my hand with hers.

“You’re awake.”

“Yes.”

She didn’t open her eyes. She just held my hand to her face, letting me caress her cheek with it. She opened them, giving me a flash of brilliant sea-green. My mother’s eyes always made me think of the ocean.

There was something there... something mysterious. Tantalizing. Forbidden. She lifted my hand, pressing my palm to her lips. She began kissing slowly down the surface, her mouth making contact with my wrist, sending a shiver through me. She continued to kiss, allowing her tongue to slide out, darting briefly over the inside of my wrist.

“Mom, that — that feels good.”

“Mmm.”

I heard a beep behind me and realized the light was green. I quickly put on the gas, sending the car forward in a rush. I laughed nervously and looked over to see a wicked smile on her face. Was she teasing me?

Chapter 4

“Someone needs to pay attention to the road.”

“I can’t when you’re doing that.”

“Work on your multi-tasking skills much?”

“Ha, ha.”

I pulled us into the driveway, relieved we had made it home without me crashing the car. If I was this turned on from her kissing my hand and wrist, imagine if she had dared to bring those kisses lower, to my crotch...

Whoa, Charles. Don’t go there. But my mind already had: my mom, giving me a blow job while I drove. My cock in her mouth, sucking me beneath the steering wheel, my hand on her head and a grin of pleasure on my face.

I let out a shaky breath and put the car into park. I reached for the bag of burgers and saw my mom smiling curiously at me. “What were you thinking about?”

Busted. My god, it’s like she’s a mind reader. I sure hope not...

“Oh, nothing. Just how good these’ll taste. I’m starving. Aren’t you?”

“Mhm.”

Yet the way she was looking at me, I could swear what she was hungry for wasn’t meat — at least not the burger kind.

****

“She needs relief.”

Mom’s friend Beth and I were sitting out on the front porch a few evenings later. Mom was on the lawn, picking a few weeds from the grass. My eyes were fixed on her, watching the alluring jiggle of her breasts under her light, summery top. It was almost see-through, with a low-cut neckline showing me a great view of her cleavage.

“Hmm, what?” I asked, distracted.

“She’s working herself way too hard. You don’t see her at the office, but I do.” Beth was sipping her wine, watching me with a slight smile.

“That’s what the vacation time was for.”

“Yes, but it isn’t enough. Besides, if anyone can give her what she needs, it’s you.”

I wasn’t sure what she was implying. I looked back at her, raising a brow. “And what are you saying she needs?”

“Love. Tender love. The kind a son can give.”

“She knows I love her.”

“She needs to see it and feel it. Your mom’s Italian. Be demonstrative, affectionate. Bring her flowers, kiss her cheeks. Hug her often. Tell her you love her. Tell her how sweet she is. Things like that.”

“I do that stuff a lot already. Minus the flowers.”

Beth paused, eyeing her wine. “Then maybe you should take it a bit further.”

“Meaning?”

Her eyes flicked to my mom, who stood up, wiping her brow. She gave us a brief smile and went back to picking weeds.

“She’s told me some things.”

My heart began to pound. “What things?”

“Things about you. How she feels about you.”

I watched my mom, the sweat dripping from her gorgeous tanned brow and forearms. It was a humid, muggy night. “I know she loves me.”

“More than that.”

I looked at her.

“She enjoys you, Charles. Being with you. It makes her happy. Gives her pleasure. She likes doing things for you...seeing the pleased look on your face.”

“You’re not telling me anything I don’t know.”

Beth swirled her finger around her wine glass. “Okay, I’m beating about the bush. I should just come out and say it. But you have to keep quiet about this. She told me in confidence.”

“Then why are you telling me?”

“Because I think it could really change things between you, and mainly, help her.”

Beth was completely loyal to my mom, having been there for her for years. I knew she was true in any motives she might have for telling me her ‘big secret.’ With that knowledge, I took in a shaky breath and nodded. “Okay, what is it?”

She sipped her wine. Then she set her glass down with a clink. She uncrossed her legs and looked directly at me. “Your mother’s attracted to you, Charles.”

“Attracted?”

“Yes. As in, physically attracted to you. Emotionally. She wants you, as more than just a son.”

My heart was beating so fast I could hear the blood pounding in my ears. “And she told you this?”

“Yes. One night when she’d had a bit too much to drink and was lonely. She called me over and we talked for several hours. It wasn’t long after you left for school, in fact.”

“Then...” I let out a rush of breath. “You’re saying she wants me? She wants to be with me?”

“Yes.” She picked up her glass again, but didn’t drink, instead just eyeing me carefully. “And I think you feel the same, because I’ve seen how you look at her.”

Chapter 5

My gaze shifted back to my mom. I had never really thought about it, hiding the way I felt about mom. I didn’t think anyone would notice. Beth, being pretty smart, obviously caught on. I watched my mother’s trim figure as she plucked a few more weeds, then turned her attentions to her garden, inspecting the flowers and plant life. She bent down, the fit, round globes of her ass nicely shown through the pair of jean shorts she was wearing. She was barefoot in the grass, her slender feet looking delicate yet graceful. “How could I not?” I murmured. “She’s a beautiful woman.”

“The way you say that, it sounds like more than just a son’s platonic comment about his mother. It sounds like a lover admiring his crush.”

Beth had brought this out in the open, so I figured there was no point holding back. “I’ve been crushing on her for years.”

“I suspected as much. You’ve always been very close.”

“Are you really sure she wants me back? I mean...that way?”

Beth nodded and smiled. “Yes. I’m positive.”

My thundering heartbeat began to slow a bit, a feeling of relaxation and calm coming over me. If Beth was right...if Mom did feel the same way...there was hope. I didn’t have to live in agony and torment the rest of my life. I could tell her how I felt — share my true feelings with the woman I loved more than anyone in the world.

“You want her, don’t you?”

“God, yeah.”

“Then go to her. Tell her.”

I looked at Beth, suddenly nervous. “What should I do? I mean, I don’t want to come on too strong, or scare her off.”

“You won’t. Just...be yourself. Be playful. Flirt a bit. Do what you’d always do — but now you have a secret to keep you going.” She winked at me.

I had the sudden desire to seize Beth and hug her. She wasn’t exactly a touchy-feely type, though, so I just stood up and squeezed her shoulder, hoping she could see my gratitude. “Thank you, Beth. What you’ve shared with me — It’s incredible.”

“Just remember me in the wedding invites.” She grinned and patted my hand.

I walked down the porch to join my mom. “Hey, babe,” she said as I came over and knelt beside her in the dirt. “Could you hand me that shovel over there?”

I offered her the small spade and watched as she tended her flowers. “Your garden’s very nice.”

“Thanks.” I knew she took special pride in it. She loved being out here in the dirt on her hands and knees. “It was a rough winter, but things are looking pretty good now.”

“Going to make fresh sauce from the vegetables?”

“Hoping to.” She sat up on her knees, surveying the landscape. “Good crop this year.”

She had a smudge of dirt on her cheek, so I reached over and wiped it off. She blinked, her eyes fluttering a little at my touch. They flicked over to meet mine. I remembered what Beth had said about being playful and offered, “I know you’re into experimenting with makeup, but dirt isn’t one of the usual types of rouge that I’m aware.”

She laughed at my silly joke and stood up, one knee gracefully unbending at a time. “That’s enough playing in the dirt for me, then. Come on, shall we go inside?”

“Yeah. Sounds like a plan.”

She gave me a grin and tossed the spade to one side. I could swear the way she flipped her hair was a bit flirtatious. Armed with the hope I wasn’t just imagining it anymore, I followed her inside.

****

The three of us enjoyed a light dinner of pasta salad and bread with some white wine, then retired to the living room to play cards. The game started out tamely, then got a bit silly as we had more wine in us. After the third round, Beth bowed out and opted to just let me and mom go at it ourselves. We were playing poker — and the loser had to do chores for the week. We had adapted the rules to our own version, being very loose with the original ones.

“Show me what you’ve got,” said mom, eyeing me over her hand.

“You first.”

“Are you challenging me?” My mother was competitive — extremely so, at times — which made this all the more fun.

“I just think you’re overconfident.”

“Okay, fine.” She put down one card, then waited.

I put down one as well. “Ace.”

“Damn!”

“Tell you what. We can forget the whole doing chores thing...if you’ll agree to a different game.”

“What?” my mother asked, curious.

“Strip poker.”

She gasped. “Charles!”

“Come on. It’ll be more interesting.”

She looked over at Beth, open-mouthed. Beth was simply watching with a coy smile on her face. “He’s right, Elizabeth.”

“Oh my god.” My mom shook her head, her cheeks coloring. “You two are incorrigible. Okay, fine.” She looked at me head-on. The fire of challenge was in her eye, as well as something flirtatious and playful. I loved seeing this side of her. “Strip poker it is.”

We began the first round, with me dealing cards. Since it was just the two of us, we stretched things out a bit, trying to elongate the draw. “I’m going to exchange one of my cards...” Mom reached for the deck, taking a card from the top. I watched the slender press into the little square, her red nails shiny on top, her eyes flicking to mine. She was doing this on purpose, teasing me. Beth had been right. I was sure of it now. My mom wouldn’t be playing with me like this, otherwise.

“I’m doing the same.”

We continued on in this vein for some time and played our hands. “Ha!” I said, as she revealed her cards. “Take off your shirt.”

Chapter 6

She looked up at me, her eyes fluttering in shock.

“Well? I’m waiting.”

She looked at Beth, who said, “It’s only fair.”

My mom turned back to me, her eyes meeting mine. She gave me a teasing, but very obvious You’re going to pay for this look and began peeling off her top, her arms going to either side. She drew it off her head, then tossed it to one side, leaving her in just her bra, her tanned neck and the tops of her breasts showing.

“Okay, let’s play another hand.” Never one to be beaten, my mother had a renewed gleam in her eye. We did just that — and this time, she won.

“All right, hot stuff. Lose the pants,” she said, grinning up at me.”

I realized this might get a little weird with Beth watching us. I glanced at her, but she just said “Pfft, it’s not like it’s anything I haven’t seen before.”

I swallowed hard and stood. I had been half-erect from our flirty night at the table and was getting harder. I hoped it wouldn’t be too obvious with me left in just my shirt and boxers. I stripped off my jeans and tossed them to one side.

We played another hand. I was beginning to feel a bit flustered from the wine and our states of semi-nudity. As I reached for the deck of cards, my mom’s hand came down on my wrist. “Ah ah ah,” she said, shaking her head slightly, like I was being naughty. “It’s my draw, remember?”

My eyes locked to hers, heat passing between us. My gaze drifted down to her neckline for a moment, watching the rise and fall of her breasts. “Ummm...sorry.”

“Someone’s distracted,” commented Beth amusedly.

“I think so.” My mom’s fingers slid gently over my wrist in a subtle motion only she and I could see. Then she removed her hand, letting me take mine away so she could get a card. I had a vision of those slender, beautiful fingers wrapped around my cock, stroking my hardened length.

“Charles?”

“Hm?”

“Going to show your hand?” she asked with a soft, seductive tone.

“Right.” I spread my cards down on the table. “Damn,” I muttered.

“Mmmmmmhm,” she murmured, clearly pleased at having won again. “Strip that shirt off, boy.”

I glared playfully and removed my shirt, sweeping it over my head. I was in great shape from regular trips to the gym. I wasn’t embarrassed about my body, but being half-naked before my mom suddenly felt... strange. A mixture of erotic and unsettling. Was she looking at me as her son, or as a man?

The gaze in her eyes as she took in my muscular chest and abs suggested the latter. She gave a soft intake of breath as she saw me, her eyes sweeping over my body in surprise. “My, my, you’ve certainly developed quite a bit, haven’t you?”

“I work out.”

“I can see that.”

I stood there in just my boxers, cock twitching as she looked at me with obvious desire. I sat back down, determined to even the playing field. “Next round.”

“This is very fun to watch,” said Beth with that sly grin of hers.

“Yeah, yeah. You just enjoy it, lady,” teased my stepmom. She dealt this time.

I stopped her, putting my hand on her wrist this time, my fingers closing around it. “Wait.”

She looked up at me in surprise. “Hm?”

“Let’s up the ante. Next round, loser has to do a striptease while removing their garment.”

She gasped. “Are you serious?”

“Deadly.” I maintained eye contact with her, my hand still closed around her wrist. As I held her, my thumb gently rubbed against the inside of it, at the network of veins and bone where her radius and ulna began. My finger slid slowly and sensually over her skin, massaging in little circles. “What do you say?”

“Um,” she said, licking her lips, “Okay.”

I released her, my eyes still locked on hers. She continued dealing the cards, unable to hide that she was a little flustered. The fluttering of her lashes and slight color in her cheeks gave it away. “Oh, geez. I dealt too many. Hang on.”

Yep, I thought. I’m getting to her now.

After dealing once more, we resumed our game. This hand, I won. I cackled triumphantly and leaned back, putting my arms behind my head. “Okay, loser. Take off those shorts and give us a show.”

My mom simply stared at her hand, then gave me a dirty look. Still, she was a good sport, following my request to a T. She stood up slowly, locking eyes with me, Beth totally forgotten at this point. Stepping around her chair, she slowly began to sway her hips, raising her hands above her head, letting her elegant forearms and wrists snake out to either side. She tendriled them out in circular, seductive motions, turning her back to give me a very clear view of her butt. Swaying her hips side to side, I was utterly, completely enthralled. My mom was giving me a striptease — and by the look of things, she was enjoying it. She reached for the clasp pinning up her hair and let it fall loose around her shoulders. Then she turned to me again, reaching for her zipper and button, bending forward at the hips. She slowly shimmied out of her shorts, drawing them down her hips inch by inch.

Chapter 7

“Tease,” I murmured.

“You know it,” she said, equally soft.

Her bare thighs and calves were revealed, my breath catching at the sight. She was indescribably beautiful. Her body was soft yet firm, slender muscles showing slightly from her dancing and frequent gardening. Yet she had a poised, deliberate grace about her. A softness that was completely feminine, even motherly. She was so fucking perfect to me — I couldn’t even explain.

As she stripped off her shorts, tossing them to the clothes pile, she was left in just in her panties and bra. The lacy panties covered her most private areas, but my eyes were dying to see that, as well. My cock rose to full attention.

We stood there, staring at each other, breathing faster and harder than normal. I wanted to say, come here and let me kiss you, but with Beth right there, it seemed a bit too much.

Apparently, Beth was getting the same idea because she stood at that point. “I should get going.”

My mom stared at me another moment, then tore her eyes away and looked to Beth. “Let me get my robe. I’ll walk with you to your car.”

“No, it’s okay. Please, just continue your game. I think you have a lot of fun in store for you tonight.” With a wink at me, Beth gathered her purse and coat. She was out the door before either of us could protest.

Now that we were alone, I decided to take a chance I never would have before. I remembered what Beth had told me. Mom wanted me, too, but I had to be the one to take the lead. With the hope that she might return my affections, I had to take the chance. “I think we should continue this game with you on my lap,” I said boldly.

Mom looked back to me, biting her lip. “Charles...”

“Come on. You know you want to. It’ll be more fun that way.”

She hesitated, resting her hand on the table. “I don’t know...”

“If you win the next round, you get to see me naked. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

I realized I was insinuating something that was taboo, if not overtly sexual. It was just being naked, but it was being naked while both of us were obviously aroused and attracted to each other. And we were mother and son.

Still, I knew my mother well. The challenge in my voice had been all she needed. Her competitive streak piqued, she came over to me, turning her delicious bottom to me. I spread my legs and gave her room to sit in my lap. She settled herself in, her gorgeous tush rubbing slightly against my erection. If she felt it — which she had to — she said nothing.

“Let’s continue.”

She dealt the next hand, sitting on my lap in her bra and panties. This whole thing felt so dirty, so hot, that I couldn’t believe we were doing it. Silently, I thanked Beth for what she had told me. Without that, I wouldn’t have had the courage to invite my mom to play strip poker with me. She wouldn’t be sitting on my lap, her ass rubbing my groin as she carefully dealt the next hand of cards.

“Ready?” she asked in a breathy voice.

“Ready.”

I reached around her to take mine, my hand brushing the side of her breast as I did so. I leaned forward, my chest pressing into her back, my chin resting on her shoulder. I could smell the delicious scent of her perfume, a light, fragrant smell, vaguely citrusy and pleasant. Coupled with her shampoo and her natural mom smell, it was downright intoxicating. Her hair brushed my nose and I nuzzled her neck a little bit, eyeing my cards.

She lifted her arms to try and hide her hand from me — but doing so exposed her breasts, pushing them into my forearm. She gasped at the contact — especially since I made no move to release her. “I can — I can see your cards,” she gasped.

“Well, don’t look, silly.” I moved them to one side, shifting them in just one hand, which freed up my left. I set it against her bare stomach on the guise of supporting her, but really I was feeling her up, and she knew it. Her skin was soft and warm under my palm, her tummy rising and falling fast with her breathing.

“You...You’re gonna lose this round, mister.”

“Are you so sure of that?”

My finger swirled around her navel, teasingly. She gasped again, her back arching slightly against me. I was having a very hard time concentrating on anything but her delicious smell and the feeling of her small, soft body against mine.

“Positive.” She wriggled her butt at just the right angle to rub against my cock, making it throb.

“Oh, god,” I moaned.

“Come on, your cards can’t be that bad.”

My mother, the unrelenting tease. “You’re just a cursed...dealer...”

I slammed my cards down, showing her my hand. She grinned triumphantly and placed hers next to mine. “Mmmmhm...time for you to pay up, buddy boy.”

She thrust her ass back against me again. I could feel the spongy slit of her pussy and labia through her panties, rubbing my cock through my boxers. Oh my god. My mother was practically dry humping me right here at the table. “I just need to...fix something...first...”

“What?”

She gasped as my arms went around her. I buried my face into her neck, breathing deep of her sweet scent. I was so turned on I couldn’t stand it. I just needed one kiss, just one, and then I would pay my end of the deal. Truthfully, all I could think about was throwing her on the table and ravaging her.

She gave a soft moan as my lips pressed kisses to her neck. My hands slid up and down her slim stomach, feeling the contours of her soft belly. I cupped her bra-clad tits, feeling the weight in my hands, knowing I was being way too bold — yet unable to stop myself. And, I realized, she wasn’t stopping me, either.

“Charles.” Her voice was breathy and aroused.

“Mom.” I rubbed my face in circles against her neck, her hair soft against my cheek. I played with it in my fingers, letting my tongue dart out and lick a slow, long trail up the side of her bare neck. “Mother...”

She gasped and groaned, responding to the use of Mother instead of just Mom. She braced her hand against the table, reaching behind herself to wrap her arm around me. She pressed her breasts harder into my hands. “Don’t stop...”

“Mom.” I kissed her lustfully, driven on my desire. “I want you...I’ve wanted you so bad, for so long...”

Hearing my admission made her whimper. Her head fell back against my shoulder, her body yielding fully to my touch. “Charles, I want you, too.” She turned, wriggling around in my lap until she was facing me, straddling me. The contact of her panty-clad pussy against my erection pressing through my boxers made us both gasp. “I’ve wanted you for so long.”

“I was afraid to make a move...”

“Like me,” she said ruefully, running her fingers up and down the back of my neck and through my hair. “All along.”

“It was me, wasn’t it? The guy you had feelings for?”

“Yes, it was.” She kissed me on the lips, her taste sweet like honey. My tongue brushed hers, seeking entry, and she parted for me, allowing me to swirl my tongue with hers. It was like velvet. Her fingers drifted along my neck, nails scraping gently, making me shiver. “Honey, you’re so hard down here...” She reached down, cupping my erection.

I groaned as her hand touched me there. Oh, god. It’s real. She’s really doing it.

She fondled my cock through my boxers, kissing me with fervor. Our bodies ground against each other, my hands still squeezing her bra-clad tits. “Can I take this off?” I breathed against her lips.

“Please.”

I reached behind her, in disbelief I was actually removing my mother’s bra. I unclasped the garment and let it slip from her shoulders as I had longed to do since I first got back and saw her on the bed. Her beautiful breasts swung free, the mounds full and ripe in my hands. I squeezed the naked flesh, drawing sexy moans from her lips. She felt soft and delicious. I gazed into her eyes, seeing my own lust and desire reflected there. “Mother...you’re so hot.”

She whimpered at my words, nuzzling my neck. “I need you to take me, son. Take me upstairs. To my bed.”

Chapter 8

“Our bed,” I corrected, realizing the implication.

She pulled back to look at me, her eyes widening slightly in surprise. I saw pleasure there, as well as something else — acceptance? Approval? Permission? All, perhaps. She leaned in and kissed me tenderly. “Yes...” she whispered. “Our bed.”

We were about to become more than mother and son. We were becoming lovers.

I took her ass in my hands and lifted her easily from the chair, holding her in my arms. We kissed for several moments, then I draped her legs over my right arm and supported her back with the other, cradling her like a child. Like she had me, when I was young. The only sounds were our heavy breathing and the slight creaking of stairs as I ascended. She kissed along my jaw, trailing her finger there as well.

I paused in the threshold to her bedroom, looking into her eyes. “Are you certain?”

“More than anything in my life.” There was no hesitation in her response.

“So am I,” I responded, kissing her forehead. I felt another slight yield, all trace of tension leaving her body as she wrapped her arms around my neck. She knew I was as committed to this as she was.

And so, together, we set foot beyond the threshold, stepping into the forbidden territory of stepmother-stepson love. I carried her to the bed and pulled the covers back, laying her down on the soft sheets. Her naked breasts bounced slightly, my mouth capturing the left one for a brief moment, making her suck in a breath. She cradled my head as I nursed hungrily from her nipple, my tongue coating it with saliva. I released it with a pop and raised my head to hers, seizing her lips in a passionate kiss.

“I need to feel you,” she whispered. “All of you.”

I nodded and moved back, reaching for the sides of my boxers. I slid them down my thighs, freeing my hard, swinging erection. I tossed them aside and showed her my naked body, pleased at the sharp intake of breath and wide-eyed desire I saw as she trailed my form with her gaze. “God, honey. You’ve grown so handsome, so strong.” She trailed her fingers over my chest and stomach, then lower to my cock, brushing them over my length. “And this...wow. Your cock is beautiful.”

I ran my fingers through her hair. “So are you.”

She looked up at me for a moment, leaning close, her fingers lightly stroking my penis. My chest locked in anticipation as her tongue darted out — then connected with the tip of my cock. She licked once, then twice, then sucked me slowly into her mouth, her eyes fixed on mine. “Oh, god,” I groaned. “Mom. Your tongue feels amazing.”

As she sucked on my cock, I ran my fingers through her soft hair, the vibrant blonde locks flowing over my fingers. I loved her hair and reveled in the fact that now I could stroke it like a lover. That I could stroke every part of her body that way. No more holding back. No more fear. No more constrained desire.

She trailed her tongue down the side of my shaft, then up again, sucking me into her mouth and pulsing her lips several times over me. Then she freed me and leaned back, her hands going to the waistband of her panties as she gave me a teasing smile. “It seems you won the game after all.”

I wanted to come back with a witty retort, but mom pulled her panties down then, showing me her glistening pussy, the lips swollen, pink, puffy, and beautiful. “Oh my god,” I breathed. My eyes feasted on her wetness, fingers moving in to cup her mound. She gasped at the contact and leaned in to my touch, wrapping her arms around me for support as I drew my fingers up and down her slit, then inserted them inside her. “Mom, you’re so goddamn wet.”

“All for you, sweetheart,” she moaned.

I worked her pussy slowly with my fingers, exploring the velvety sensation of her walls, feeling them clench and hold my fingers. The soft sucking sounds of her pussy were incredibly hot, sending shivers of pleasure through me. I pushed her onto her back, getting myself between her legs, spreading her thighs to get access to that sweet cunt. “I have to taste you,” I murmured. “Been dying to...”

“Taste me, Charles. Lick my cunt, oh, please!”

Hearing such dirty language from my pristine mother sent a throb through my cock. I used my tongue lick slowly from the bottom of her slit to the top like an ice cream cone. I did it a second time, and then a third. Then I slid my fingers inside her again, using my tongue to flutter her clit. My stimulation soon had her squealing and moaning, her body writhing against the covers. I had never seen her like this. Losing control. Because of me. I was so hard I thought I would spurt right there.

“Ohhhhhh, yesssssss, baby! That’s it! Suck that pussy....Oh my god, Charles. Your tongue is...so....good! Ohhhhhh....OHHHHHH!” she moaned as I devoured her pussy, sucking lustfully, her juices filling my mouth. I consumed them like they were life-giving nectar, feasting greedily on her love juice. As I plunged my fingers rapidly in and out of her pussy, I sensed her approaching orgasm and swirled my tongue on her clit.

“Ahhhhhh....ahhhhhhhhhh...ohhhhhhhhhhh...OH GOD!”

She came suddenly and hard, her thighs clamping down around me, trapping my head in a vice. I was the happiest man in the world, my face buried in my mother’s sweet cunt as I made her cum with my lips, tongue, and fingers. I relished every flutter of her pussy as she bucked against the cushions, cumming powerfully. As her orgasm subsided, she lay back on the pillows, her beautiful breasts rising and falling fast with her breathing.

She let out a soft laugh of amazement and pleasure. “My god, where did you learn to do that?”

“Instinct.” I pushed myself up and positioned myself on my arms over her, leaning in for a kiss. “Pleasing you requires no education.”

She laughed again and wrapped her arms around my neck, returning my kiss. She moaned softly at the taste of her juices on my lips. Her fingers moved up and down my arms and back, a groan leaving her as my cock-tip brushed her entrance. “Charles, I need you inside me.”

Chapter 9

“I do too, Mother.”

I could tell that word turned her on, a brazen fire lighting in her eyes. Her nails dug into my back as I parted the swollen lips of her pussy, pushing in slow, letting her adjust to my size and width. “Mmmmm...Mmmmmmm,” she moaned. “You’re so big.”

“You like it?”

“Fuck, yes.”

I withdrew, pulling out almost all the way, then pushed in deep to the hilt, burring my cock inside her tight, soaking wet pussy. “Ahhhhhhh!” she cried, nails driving into my skin, drawing flicks of pleasure. “You’re so big...filling me...my son inside me...filling me so full!”

My hips began moving of their own accord, my large penis withdrawing, then sliding in again, repeating the motion as I fell into a rhythm. I kissed her lovingly as we fucked, feeling her legs wrap around me, drawing my big cock deeper into her body. Our passion grew, the forbidden heat building between us. “Oh yes, Charles. Fuck me. Fill me with that big dick of yours.”

“I’m inside you, mother. Fucking you. Fucking you hard...”

“Do it, baby. Drill me. Go deep...deep and fast!”

Spurred on by her naughty words, my hips began moving faster, my balls — coated with her juices — slapping wetly against her pussy and ass. Our cries reached a fever pitch, the room filled with lustful fucking sounds, our mingled gasps and moans. Her arms wrapped tight around my neck, our cheeks brushing together as I pummeled her pussy, giving her what she wanted. “Charles! Charles! My son...my son is making me cum!”

I felt her pussy clenching me, convulsing around my cock. The feeling was too great, too erotic for me to resist. I was inside her...inside her, my mother. Son fucking mother. “Oh, shit,” I moaned. “I can’t hold back any longer. I’m gonna cum...”

“Cum for me, son! Please, cum, Charles. Cum inside your mother! Fill her womb with your hot seed!”

Those lustful words triggered an orgasm so powerful in me I thought I would collapse from the intensity. I pushed in deep, connecting my cock with her womb, pressing it to the back of her pussy as I shot spurt after spurt of hot cum inside her. I felt her still cumming, her pussy fluttering and milking me as I flooded her. Panting, I remained there as the last throes of orgasm subsided from us both, then collapsed on top of her.

She kissed me tenderly, lips moving up and down my cheek. We remained locked together for several moments as I recovered, then shifted my weight off her, falling to the bed beside her. She turned to face me, cuddling up into my side. “I didn’t know you had that in you,” she said teasingly.

“There’s a lot you don’t know about me.”

“Apparently.” She reached down, stroking my softening cock, still wet with my cum and her pussy. “Like this big monster you’ve been hiding from me.”

“It’s not the kind of thing you just whip out and show your mother.”

She laughed and kissed me. I returned it, letting my tongue mingle with hers. The kiss was slow and tender, that of two lovers in their post-sex deliciousness.

“So, do we get to do that again?” I asked.

“You bet your life on it. As often as you want, as many times as you want. My body is yours, sweet baby.”

“You couldn’t have said anything that would make me happier.”

The End

****
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Chapter 1

I had just returned home from college. It was summer break, the weather hot and sweltering. I had driven eight hours to get home. It was just my stepmom and her friend Beth from work, who was keeping her company in my absence.

Beth greeted me at the door. She was wearing her glasses, which made her squinty-eyed. “Hi, Charles. Your mom’s just upstairs. I think she’s taking a nap. Work has her exhausted as of late.”

“Oh, okay.” I set down my suitcase and washed my hands at the sink.

“Have a good semester?”

“Great. All A’s.”

“Congratulations.”

Beth smiled at me and went back to her reading. I set the towel down on the counter and headed upstairs to find Mom.

She was lying in her bedroom on her side, her back to me. She was wearing just a white lacy bra which was undone at the back, half off her shoulders, one strap lazily fallen to one side. Her wild mane of vibrant blonde hair was tousled, the long, beautiful strands splayed across the pillow behind her. I approached quietly, my eyes taking in the subtle shadows playing across her smooth, feminine back. The curve of her hip, where the sheet was pulled over. I wondered if she was wearing panties underneath. The curiosity made my groin tingle.

“Mom?” I asked softly.

No response. She must have been deep asleep indeed.

I went over to sit beside her on the bed. Her eyes were closed, her arm partly draped over her lovely face. My stepmom was a beautiful woman. Her features were classical, given her Italian heritage and natural confidence and grace. She was a sales and marketing executive at one of the major firms in town. She worked hard at her job and was incredibly good at it. I had always had a crush on her, ever since I was a boy. Now, of course, I was nineteen and full an adult.

My body knew that. It also knew that she was an adult — an incredibly sexy one, lying half-naked and vulnerable on her bed, a faint smile at her lips as she slept soundly. My gaze drifted over the curve of her neck and the soft swell of her breasts. They weren’t exceptionally large, but they were full and round; a mother’s breasts. I started to reach out toward them — but stopped myself. What the hell are you doing? She’s your mother. She’s asleep! For Christ’s sake, don’t be a pervert.

My twitching, hardening cock made that “don’t be a pervert” part pretty much impossible, but I was at least able to control my inappropriate, forbidden impulses. I simply leaned forward and brushed my lips against her cheek in a soft kiss.

She stirred, her eyes fluttering open. They fixed on me, and as recognition dawned, her lips broke into a beautiful smile. “Charles, baby, you’re home! My sweet baby is home.” She sat up and pulled me into her arms, hugging me tightly, rocking me back and forth. I had to laugh at this sudden, passionate, motherly embrace. She still hugged me the way she had when I was a child.

“Yes, mom, I’m home. I missed you too.”

She pulled back to look at me, kissing me all over my cheeks and forehead. Her family — again, Italian — had been very affectionate and demonstrative. Sometimes they’d made me uncomfortable with their extreme need to touch everyone and hug everyone, but with mom I liked it. She could touch me any way she wanted, as often as she wanted, and I would only enjoy it.

“Sweetheart, come downstairs. Tell me all about your semester. I want to hear everything.” She pulled her robe around her body and tied it at the waist. We walked together downstairs, me filling her in on my classes and various collegiate activities. Beth turned to listen as we came down, peeling off her glasses as she tuned into the conversation. Soon the three of us were sitting in the living room with hot cups of brewed tea, talking together. Somehow, the conversation turned to my love life, when I mentioned a recent breakup.

“So you’re not with your girlfriend any longer?” Beth asked, raising an eyebrow curiously.

“No, not anymore. Things didn’t work out between us.”

“Why not?”

I hesitated, not wanting to reveal the details of my love life in front of my stepmom. “Um...things were going badly for a while. We had a big fight after I caught her with another guy. That night I got stupidly drunk at a bar and...went home with someone else.” I didn’t mention that woman had been an older woman — one I was truly attracted to. That she’d had blonde hair and a motherly attitude. We’d had incredible sex — especially after I’d revealed to her my attraction to my stepmom. She hadn’t judged me, just listened and understood. We’d role-played, with her allowing me to worship her body and make love to her like I would have my mother. It was the hottest night of my life, and possibly hers as well.

My stepmom was listening to all this with a curious expression on her face. She was obviously interested, but there was something else there. Eagerness? Excitement? Yearning? Was there even the faintest possibility she could share my desires? No, there’s no way, I told myself. I didn’t want to get my hopes up, wanting something so completely and utterly taboo. My stepmom was a gorgeous woman who could have anyone she desired. She didn’t want to have sex with her college graduate son.

The three of us talked a while longer, until almost dinner time. Then Beth excused herself, saying it was time to go home. Mom and I said bye to her, then went into the kitchen to start preparations for supper. I put some boiling water on for pasta while she chopped vegetables.

“That person you mentioned,” she said, the knife coming down across carrot, making a slicing noise. “The one you went home with after your breakup. Who was she?”

I’d hoped she wouldn’t ask that question. Yet here we were, and my neck was burning. “She was... someone I met at the bar.” I took in a deep breath, then exhaled. “An older woman.”

“How much older?”

“Forty, forty-one, maybe.”

My mom’s age, just about. She’d been around my age when she had me. I expected her to say something, to react with shock or horror, but she kept slicing the veggies. I heard the slick slick of the knife cutting through. “Interesting,” she commented.

“Interesting?”

“I never knew you were attracted to older women.”

“Heh. Yeah. I love older women.”

She dumped the veggies in the saucepan where the marinara was going. “Really? Have you been with many?”

“Just her. But —” I cut off, realizing what I was about to say was inappropriate.

“But?”

“It’s not really something I can say in front of you.”

She gave me one of those Charles, I’m your mother looks as she stirred the sauce, her lips turned up in a faint smile. She tossed her hair to one side, exposing her slim neck. Was she...

Was she flirting with me?

No...no way.

“You don’t have to be embarrassed. I did some wild things at your age, too. I understand if you’re not comfortable sharing, though.”

I hesitated a moment, then began breaking up the pasta to put it into the boiling water. “To tell you the truth, I’ve fantasized about older women for a long time.”

“What is it about them you like?”

“Everything. Their grace, their confidence, their beauty. The way they just know what they want. Their full, ripe bodies and lips...the way when they kiss you, it sucks your breath away. It makes your head spin. You know you’re where you should be. You know you don’t have to worry about them running off or flaking out on you. An older woman is just as attracted to a younger guy as he is to her. The dynamic, the tension between them is different. Hotter, somehow. Most of that comes from her confidence, which he’s drawn to like a moth to a flame.”

I realized I was describing my mother. I’m sure she couldn’t have picked up on that — but then, she was damned astute. I looked back at her and saw she was stirring the sauce in silence, listening to what I was saying.

“Sorry if that sounds weird.”

“It doesn’t sound weird. It makes sense.” She turned the stove off and began toasting some bread. “How’s the pasta doing?”

“It’s almost done.”

I drained the spaghetti and rinsed it, then put it into a bowl. She grabbed the tongs and served up two bowls of spaghetti and veggie marinara sauce, adding some freshly grated cheese on the side. I loved my stepmom’s cooking: healthy, simple, and freshly Italian.

I stood next to her as she put the food into each bowl, my chest brushing her shoulder. “What I really like about older women is that they understand romance. They like being wooed and tended to. Younger women just want to chat, fool around, and...do the deed. Older women are like fine wine...you can savor them and enjoy them.”

She smirked. She turned to me and said in a slightly sassy, playful tone, “Oh, sure. Until you get tired of them.” She set the bowls down on the table and lit some candles, then beckoned me to sit next to her. “Come, eat.”

“What, you don’t believe me?”

“I’m not sure.” She twirled her pasta around her fork, then took a bite, chewing thoughtfully. “For most young men, I would say no. But you’re different. You’ve always been more careful, more attentive. Most young men would see an older woman as an opportunity for a nice, exciting roll in the hay — then goodbye the next morning without so much as a kiss and a ‘thanks for the great night together.’”

The way she said it, it almost made it sound like she’d been hurt. Like she’d experienced that.

“Did something like that happen? To you?”

She sipped her wine, then looked at me sidelong. “Are you asking about your mother’s love life?” She said it in a playful way, not chiding.

“I’m just curious. You don’t have to tell me, if you don’t want.”

She gazed at the candlelight for a moment, lost in thought. She opened her mouth as if to say something, then shook her head. “I’ve been in love before, let’s leave it at that. With someone who wasn’t your father.”

“And it didn’t work out?”

She grimaced slightly, as if pained. “It wasn’t mutual. At least, I never thought it was.”

I ate slowly, wondering who she meant. “How do you know?”

She turned her eyes down to her plate, pushing her fork into the spaghetti absently. “I never had the courage to make a move.”

I nodded. “That’s hard.”

“Even for you?”

“Yeah. Just because I had a girlfriend doesn’t mean I wasn’t terrified.”

“But the older woman you slept with — you must have told her how you felt.”

“I was drunk. My courage was high.” I chuckled.

“You’d never have to be drunk to get together with someone.” She smiled. “You’re a good-looking boy.”

I looked at her sidelong, then wiped my mouth. “Thanks. That’s a nice compliment.”

“Don’t you believe it?”

“Well, you’re my mom. You’re biased.”

She laughed. “That’s true, I am.” She clinked her glass against mine. “Congratulations, by the way. You did really well this semester.”

I smiled, feeling myself blush with pride. “Thank you, mom. Really.”

Chapter 2

We finished our meal and talked a bit longer. Then she got up to clean the dishes, saying she had an early morning at work and needed to get ready for bed.

“I’ll take care of the dishes. You just go sleep.” I put my hands on her shoulders and leaned in, kissing her forehead gently. “Beth said you’re working yourself to exhaustion.”

“It’s not that bad,” she protested, sounding like I used to as a kid when she would chide me for something. “Just a lot of paperwork. We’ve got a big merger coming up.”

“And you’ll ace it. But not if you aren’t getting plenty of rest.”

“Is this where I say, yes, dad?” She gave me a teasing smile.

I laughed and wrapped my arms around her waist in a hug. She reciprocated, sliding her hands up and down my shoulder blades, chuckling softly. Her breasts pressed into my chest, her cheek resting on my shoulder. She turned to kiss my face, lips touching softly to my cheek.

It was just a gentle kiss, but it ignited fire in me. Her lips lingered longer than I had expected. I could feel her breath hot against my neck and jaw, the sensation highly arousing. She slid her hands slowly up and down my back, now, fingers pressing softly into my skin through my shirt.

“You sleep well,” she murmured.

“And you, mom.”

She leaned in for another kiss. This one lasted a bit longer, her lips connecting with my neck just below my earlobe. The feeling made me gasp softly. I had never been kissed like that...certainly not by my mother, the woman I lusted for more than anyone in the world. My hands slid to her lower back, resting on her shapely hips. As she nuzzled my neck, I did the same, brushing her hair back gently. I couldn’t kid myself: if anyone saw us standing like that in the kitchen, brushing each other’s necks with our lips, they would not have thought us stepmother and stepson, but lovers.

Then she squeezed my shoulders, breathing in deep, as if taking as much of my scent as she could. With one last kiss, she reluctantly left my embrace and turned for the stairs. I watched her ascend, her lovely figure rising elegantly, her robe trailing behind her. She was beautiful, like an angel.

My angel. My mother.

****

I went to bed that night thinking through our conversation and the embrace we had shared after. What she had said burned in my mind. She had wanted someone, yet not had the courage to tell him. Had it been a younger man, from her past? Or someone recent, after my father’s death? The way she’d said it, it sounded recent. Her voice had been pained, and the pain was fresh, as though from a still-bleeding wound.

I stroked my fingers over my stomach absently, wondering what her touch would feel like. The talk we’d had, and the wine, and the intimacy that had somehow opened up between us, perhaps because of my revelation...All of it had me very horny. Of course, the woman I was picturing was her. I reached into my boxers, taking out my cock. I was extremely hard, and had been all through dinner, mildly aroused by the sexual turn our conversation had taken.

I closed my eyes, picturing her as she had been when I first came home, napping on the bed. Her soft, sensuous back, the end of the bra falling over it, her strap dangling off her smooth shoulder. Her tanned skin against the white fabric. I had wanted to kiss her back, that glorious part of her I so longed for. Her ass had been hidden by the covers, like her hips — but I had wanted to kiss those, too. I wanted to worship her body from head to toe, giving her sensations no other man could.

As I stroked myself, imagining these vivid images, I felt my arousal growing. My lust for my mother was overwhelming, yet bittersweet. To long for something so beautiful, so incredible — yet have no chance of obtaining it — was heartbreaking. Swells of emotion burned in my chest as I jerked my cock. “Ohhhh, mother,” I groaned. “Mom. Momma...”

My fist began pumping in earnest, filling the room with the wet sound of my hand, now coated with pre-cum, slapping up and down my shaft. I saw her in my mind’s eye, again in the kitchen — but this time, bent over the kitchen counter, her beautiful ass and pussy, glistening and exposed to me. I saw myself entering her, filling her deeply. Your son’s cock, I told her in my mind. Feel your son’s cock inside you.

She groaned in my fantasy, whimpering in pleasure at my words. I ached to fill her like that, to make fantasy a reality. I groaned and came hard, semen splattering on my stomach and chest. I lay there panting, spent yet relieved — and yet tormented by the knowledge I couldn’t have her.

She was my mother. It was forbidden. Taboo.

Not to be.

Chapter 3

A week later, mom and I agreed to go to the county fair which was in full flux. She worked during the day, but had a few days off for paid leave. We packed some water bottles and a few blankets and lawn chairs in case we needed a place to sit. The drive was short, taking just a half hour or so to get there.

The fair was delightful. I could tell mom was really enjoying it. We went from one exhibit to the other: pony rides, corn dog stands, a pea shooting range. I shot down one of the targets, scoring several in a row. “Great job,” said the guy at the booth. “You win a prize.”

My selections were a stuffed animal, a bag of candied popcorn, or a silly hat that said FAIRE-MONGER in big red letters on it. I opted for the stuffed animal, a small elephant holding a woven heart.

“Here,” I said, offering it to mom. “A prize for my lady.”

She giggled. “Am I your lady?”

“Of course you are.”

We walked arm in arm through the booths, taking in the sights. The sounds of bluegrass music played around us, people talking and laughing, the smells of corn dogs, cotton candy, straw, and frying oil coming through the air. The day was sunny and a little hot, but not unpleasantly so, with a nice breeze blowing. We took a seat on a nearby bench together.

“Enjoying yourself?” I asked.

“Very much.” She tucked the elephant between her arms, watching the passers-by with a smile. “It reminds me of when I was a little girl.”

“Good memories.”

“Mhm.” She looked at me, her expression turning pensive. “But it’s different, too, with you.”

I rubbed the back of her neck gently with my fingertips. “I love it. I’m having a great time.”

I could have easily sat there all day, just gazing at my mom in the sunlight. The trees played a pattern across her face with the shadows, highlighting her natural beauty, the peaks and swells of her nose and cheekbones, the fullness and curves of her lips. I felt like a fool for being so mesmerized, but she was breathtaking, even in just a white t-shirt and jeans.

As the breeze battered her hair, blowing it softly over her forehead, I reached unthinkingly to sweep it away from her face. I brushed it back, revealing her forehead, which still looked remarkably youthful. Thanks to her Mediterranean heritage, she looked at least ten years younger, having only a few tiny lines in her forehead and a few slim laugh lines around the corners of her mouth. In my mind, they only added to her beauty.

She turned to me, her eyes meeting mine. I saw a hint of surprise, curiosity, perhaps enjoyment...did she like my touch? Did she want me to continue? “What was that for?” she asked.

“I just wanted to see your face. You’re very pretty.” I felt my face get hot. Suave, man, suave. You sound like a ten-year-old boy with a school crush.

But my mom was clearly charmed. “Oh, hon. That’s sweet.” She took my hand and squeezed it. “I like it when you say things like that.”

“Telling you you’re pretty?”

“Mhm.”

We shared a nice moment, fingers entwined on the bench. I heard some little kids run past, the music growing distant as the band began to wind down. It was getting late, almost four o’clock, and we still had to figure out dinner plans. As much as I hated to break the moment, I knew we should get going.

I drove us back from the fair and we stopped to pick up some burgers on the way home, both too tired to cook. We talked a little on the drive, but mom was feeling tired and dozed off for a moment. I watched her sleeping, again taken by her beauty. The unrequited longing in my heart was getting stronger every day I was here. Now I realized, in the back of my mind, I must have chosen a college far away because of it. Because I knew I would be away from her and not have to endure the pain of lusting for what I couldn’t have.

She slept quietly. As we pulled up to a stop light, I noticed another strand had fallen over her eyes. I pulled it away — and was surprised when she reached up, covering my hand with hers.

“You’re awake.”

“Yes.”

She didn’t open her eyes. She just held my hand to her face, letting me caress her cheek with it. She opened them, giving me a flash of brilliant sea-green. My mother’s eyes always made me think of the ocean.

There was something there... something mysterious. Tantalizing. Forbidden. She lifted my hand, pressing my palm to her lips. She began kissing slowly down the surface, her mouth making contact with my wrist, sending a shiver through me. She continued to kiss, allowing her tongue to slide out, darting briefly over the inside of my wrist.

“Mom, that — that feels good.”

“Mmm.”

I heard a beep behind me and realized the light was green. I quickly put on the gas, sending the car forward in a rush. I laughed nervously and looked over to see a wicked smile on her face. Was she teasing me?

Chapter 4

“Someone needs to pay attention to the road.”

“I can’t when you’re doing that.”

“Work on your multi-tasking skills much?”

“Ha, ha.”

I pulled us into the driveway, relieved we had made it home without me crashing the car. If I was this turned on from her kissing my hand and wrist, imagine if she had dared to bring those kisses lower, to my crotch...

Whoa, Charles. Don’t go there. But my mind already had: my mom, giving me a blow job while I drove. My cock in her mouth, sucking me beneath the steering wheel, my hand on her head and a grin of pleasure on my face.

I let out a shaky breath and put the car into park. I reached for the bag of burgers and saw my mom smiling curiously at me. “What were you thinking about?”

Busted. My god, it’s like she’s a mind reader. I sure hope not...

“Oh, nothing. Just how good these’ll taste. I’m starving. Aren’t you?”

“Mhm.”

Yet the way she was looking at me, I could swear what she was hungry for wasn’t meat — at least not the burger kind.

****

“She needs relief.”

Mom’s friend Beth and I were sitting out on the front porch a few evenings later. Mom was on the lawn, picking a few weeds from the grass. My eyes were fixed on her, watching the alluring jiggle of her breasts under her light, summery top. It was almost see-through, with a low-cut neckline showing me a great view of her cleavage.

“Hmm, what?” I asked, distracted.

“She’s working herself way too hard. You don’t see her at the office, but I do.” Beth was sipping her wine, watching me with a slight smile.

“That’s what the vacation time was for.”

“Yes, but it isn’t enough. Besides, if anyone can give her what she needs, it’s you.”

I wasn’t sure what she was implying. I looked back at her, raising a brow. “And what are you saying she needs?”

“Love. Tender love. The kind a son can give.”

“She knows I love her.”

“She needs to see it and feel it. Your mom’s Italian. Be demonstrative, affectionate. Bring her flowers, kiss her cheeks. Hug her often. Tell her you love her. Tell her how sweet she is. Things like that.”

“I do that stuff a lot already. Minus the flowers.”

Beth paused, eyeing her wine. “Then maybe you should take it a bit further.”

“Meaning?”

Her eyes flicked to my mom, who stood up, wiping her brow. She gave us a brief smile and went back to picking weeds.

“She’s told me some things.”

My heart began to pound. “What things?”

“Things about you. How she feels about you.”

I watched my mom, the sweat dripping from her gorgeous tanned brow and forearms. It was a humid, muggy night. “I know she loves me.”

“More than that.”

I looked at her.

“She enjoys you, Charles. Being with you. It makes her happy. Gives her pleasure. She likes doing things for you...seeing the pleased look on your face.”

“You’re not telling me anything I don’t know.”

Beth swirled her finger around her wine glass. “Okay, I’m beating about the bush. I should just come out and say it. But you have to keep quiet about this. She told me in confidence.”

“Then why are you telling me?”

“Because I think it could really change things between you, and mainly, help her.”

Beth was completely loyal to my mom, having been there for her for years. I knew she was true in any motives she might have for telling me her ‘big secret.’ With that knowledge, I took in a shaky breath and nodded. “Okay, what is it?”

She sipped her wine. Then she set her glass down with a clink. She uncrossed her legs and looked directly at me. “Your mother’s attracted to you, Charles.”

“Attracted?”

“Yes. As in, physically attracted to you. Emotionally. She wants you, as more than just a son.”

My heart was beating so fast I could hear the blood pounding in my ears. “And she told you this?”

“Yes. One night when she’d had a bit too much to drink and was lonely. She called me over and we talked for several hours. It wasn’t long after you left for school, in fact.”

“Then...” I let out a rush of breath. “You’re saying she wants me? She wants to be with me?”

“Yes.” She picked up her glass again, but didn’t drink, instead just eyeing me carefully. “And I think you feel the same, because I’ve seen how you look at her.”

Chapter 5

My gaze shifted back to my mom. I had never really thought about it, hiding the way I felt about mom. I didn’t think anyone would notice. Beth, being pretty smart, obviously caught on. I watched my mother’s trim figure as she plucked a few more weeds, then turned her attentions to her garden, inspecting the flowers and plant life. She bent down, the fit, round globes of her ass nicely shown through the pair of jean shorts she was wearing. She was barefoot in the grass, her slender feet looking delicate yet graceful. “How could I not?” I murmured. “She’s a beautiful woman.”

“The way you say that, it sounds like more than just a son’s platonic comment about his mother. It sounds like a lover admiring his crush.”

Beth had brought this out in the open, so I figured there was no point holding back. “I’ve been crushing on her for years.”

“I suspected as much. You’ve always been very close.”

“Are you really sure she wants me back? I mean...that way?”

Beth nodded and smiled. “Yes. I’m positive.”

My thundering heartbeat began to slow a bit, a feeling of relaxation and calm coming over me. If Beth was right...if Mom did feel the same way...there was hope. I didn’t have to live in agony and torment the rest of my life. I could tell her how I felt — share my true feelings with the woman I loved more than anyone in the world.

“You want her, don’t you?”

“God, yeah.”

“Then go to her. Tell her.”

I looked at Beth, suddenly nervous. “What should I do? I mean, I don’t want to come on too strong, or scare her off.”

“You won’t. Just...be yourself. Be playful. Flirt a bit. Do what you’d always do — but now you have a secret to keep you going.” She winked at me.

I had the sudden desire to seize Beth and hug her. She wasn’t exactly a touchy-feely type, though, so I just stood up and squeezed her shoulder, hoping she could see my gratitude. “Thank you, Beth. What you’ve shared with me — It’s incredible.”

“Just remember me in the wedding invites.” She grinned and patted my hand.

I walked down the porch to join my mom. “Hey, babe,” she said as I came over and knelt beside her in the dirt. “Could you hand me that shovel over there?”

I offered her the small spade and watched as she tended her flowers. “Your garden’s very nice.”

“Thanks.” I knew she took special pride in it. She loved being out here in the dirt on her hands and knees. “It was a rough winter, but things are looking pretty good now.”

“Going to make fresh sauce from the vegetables?”

“Hoping to.” She sat up on her knees, surveying the landscape. “Good crop this year.”

She had a smudge of dirt on her cheek, so I reached over and wiped it off. She blinked, her eyes fluttering a little at my touch. They flicked over to meet mine. I remembered what Beth had said about being playful and offered, “I know you’re into experimenting with makeup, but dirt isn’t one of the usual types of rouge that I’m aware.”

She laughed at my silly joke and stood up, one knee gracefully unbending at a time. “That’s enough playing in the dirt for me, then. Come on, shall we go inside?”

“Yeah. Sounds like a plan.”

She gave me a grin and tossed the spade to one side. I could swear the way she flipped her hair was a bit flirtatious. Armed with the hope I wasn’t just imagining it anymore, I followed her inside.

****

The three of us enjoyed a light dinner of pasta salad and bread with some white wine, then retired to the living room to play cards. The game started out tamely, then got a bit silly as we had more wine in us. After the third round, Beth bowed out and opted to just let me and mom go at it ourselves. We were playing poker — and the loser had to do chores for the week. We had adapted the rules to our own version, being very loose with the original ones.

“Show me what you’ve got,” said mom, eyeing me over her hand.

“You first.”

“Are you challenging me?” My mother was competitive — extremely so, at times — which made this all the more fun.

“I just think you’re overconfident.”

“Okay, fine.” She put down one card, then waited.

I put down one as well. “Ace.”

“Damn!”

“Tell you what. We can forget the whole doing chores thing...if you’ll agree to a different game.”

“What?” my mother asked, curious.

“Strip poker.”

She gasped. “Charles!”

“Come on. It’ll be more interesting.”

She looked over at Beth, open-mouthed. Beth was simply watching with a coy smile on her face. “He’s right, Elizabeth.”

“Oh my god.” My mom shook her head, her cheeks coloring. “You two are incorrigible. Okay, fine.” She looked at me head-on. The fire of challenge was in her eye, as well as something flirtatious and playful. I loved seeing this side of her. “Strip poker it is.”

We began the first round, with me dealing cards. Since it was just the two of us, we stretched things out a bit, trying to elongate the draw. “I’m going to exchange one of my cards...” Mom reached for the deck, taking a card from the top. I watched the slender press into the little square, her red nails shiny on top, her eyes flicking to mine. She was doing this on purpose, teasing me. Beth had been right. I was sure of it now. My mom wouldn’t be playing with me like this, otherwise.

“I’m doing the same.”

We continued on in this vein for some time and played our hands. “Ha!” I said, as she revealed her cards. “Take off your shirt.”

Chapter 6

She looked up at me, her eyes fluttering in shock.

“Well? I’m waiting.”

She looked at Beth, who said, “It’s only fair.”

My mom turned back to me, her eyes meeting mine. She gave me a teasing, but very obvious You’re going to pay for this look and began peeling off her top, her arms going to either side. She drew it off her head, then tossed it to one side, leaving her in just her bra, her tanned neck and the tops of her breasts showing.

“Okay, let’s play another hand.” Never one to be beaten, my mother had a renewed gleam in her eye. We did just that — and this time, she won.

“All right, hot stuff. Lose the pants,” she said, grinning up at me.”

I realized this might get a little weird with Beth watching us. I glanced at her, but she just said “Pfft, it’s not like it’s anything I haven’t seen before.”

I swallowed hard and stood. I had been half-erect from our flirty night at the table and was getting harder. I hoped it wouldn’t be too obvious with me left in just my shirt and boxers. I stripped off my jeans and tossed them to one side.

We played another hand. I was beginning to feel a bit flustered from the wine and our states of semi-nudity. As I reached for the deck of cards, my mom’s hand came down on my wrist. “Ah ah ah,” she said, shaking her head slightly, like I was being naughty. “It’s my draw, remember?”

My eyes locked to hers, heat passing between us. My gaze drifted down to her neckline for a moment, watching the rise and fall of her breasts. “Ummm...sorry.”

“Someone’s distracted,” commented Beth amusedly.

“I think so.” My mom’s fingers slid gently over my wrist in a subtle motion only she and I could see. Then she removed her hand, letting me take mine away so she could get a card. I had a vision of those slender, beautiful fingers wrapped around my cock, stroking my hardened length.

“Charles?”

“Hm?”

“Going to show your hand?” she asked with a soft, seductive tone.

“Right.” I spread my cards down on the table. “Damn,” I muttered.

“Mmmmmmhm,” she murmured, clearly pleased at having won again. “Strip that shirt off, boy.”

I glared playfully and removed my shirt, sweeping it over my head. I was in great shape from regular trips to the gym. I wasn’t embarrassed about my body, but being half-naked before my mom suddenly felt... strange. A mixture of erotic and unsettling. Was she looking at me as her son, or as a man?

The gaze in her eyes as she took in my muscular chest and abs suggested the latter. She gave a soft intake of breath as she saw me, her eyes sweeping over my body in surprise. “My, my, you’ve certainly developed quite a bit, haven’t you?”

“I work out.”

“I can see that.”

I stood there in just my boxers, cock twitching as she looked at me with obvious desire. I sat back down, determined to even the playing field. “Next round.”

“This is very fun to watch,” said Beth with that sly grin of hers.

“Yeah, yeah. You just enjoy it, lady,” teased my stepmom. She dealt this time.

I stopped her, putting my hand on her wrist this time, my fingers closing around it. “Wait.”

She looked up at me in surprise. “Hm?”

“Let’s up the ante. Next round, loser has to do a striptease while removing their garment.”

She gasped. “Are you serious?”

“Deadly.” I maintained eye contact with her, my hand still closed around her wrist. As I held her, my thumb gently rubbed against the inside of it, at the network of veins and bone where her radius and ulna began. My finger slid slowly and sensually over her skin, massaging in little circles. “What do you say?”

“Um,” she said, licking her lips, “Okay.”

I released her, my eyes still locked on hers. She continued dealing the cards, unable to hide that she was a little flustered. The fluttering of her lashes and slight color in her cheeks gave it away. “Oh, geez. I dealt too many. Hang on.”

Yep, I thought. I’m getting to her now.

After dealing once more, we resumed our game. This hand, I won. I cackled triumphantly and leaned back, putting my arms behind my head. “Okay, loser. Take off those shorts and give us a show.”

My mom simply stared at her hand, then gave me a dirty look. Still, she was a good sport, following my request to a T. She stood up slowly, locking eyes with me, Beth totally forgotten at this point. Stepping around her chair, she slowly began to sway her hips, raising her hands above her head, letting her elegant forearms and wrists snake out to either side. She tendriled them out in circular, seductive motions, turning her back to give me a very clear view of her butt. Swaying her hips side to side, I was utterly, completely enthralled. My mom was giving me a striptease — and by the look of things, she was enjoying it. She reached for the clasp pinning up her hair and let it fall loose around her shoulders. Then she turned to me again, reaching for her zipper and button, bending forward at the hips. She slowly shimmied out of her shorts, drawing them down her hips inch by inch.

Chapter 7

“Tease,” I murmured.

“You know it,” she said, equally soft.

Her bare thighs and calves were revealed, my breath catching at the sight. She was indescribably beautiful. Her body was soft yet firm, slender muscles showing slightly from her dancing and frequent gardening. Yet she had a poised, deliberate grace about her. A softness that was completely feminine, even motherly. She was so fucking perfect to me — I couldn’t even explain.

As she stripped off her shorts, tossing them to the clothes pile, she was left in just in her panties and bra. The lacy panties covered her most private areas, but my eyes were dying to see that, as well. My cock rose to full attention.

We stood there, staring at each other, breathing faster and harder than normal. I wanted to say, come here and let me kiss you, but with Beth right there, it seemed a bit too much.

Apparently, Beth was getting the same idea because she stood at that point. “I should get going.”

My mom stared at me another moment, then tore her eyes away and looked to Beth. “Let me get my robe. I’ll walk with you to your car.”

“No, it’s okay. Please, just continue your game. I think you have a lot of fun in store for you tonight.” With a wink at me, Beth gathered her purse and coat. She was out the door before either of us could protest.

Now that we were alone, I decided to take a chance I never would have before. I remembered what Beth had told me. Mom wanted me, too, but I had to be the one to take the lead. With the hope that she might return my affections, I had to take the chance. “I think we should continue this game with you on my lap,” I said boldly.

Mom looked back to me, biting her lip. “Charles...”

“Come on. You know you want to. It’ll be more fun that way.”

She hesitated, resting her hand on the table. “I don’t know...”

“If you win the next round, you get to see me naked. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

I realized I was insinuating something that was taboo, if not overtly sexual. It was just being naked, but it was being naked while both of us were obviously aroused and attracted to each other. And we were mother and son.

Still, I knew my mother well. The challenge in my voice had been all she needed. Her competitive streak piqued, she came over to me, turning her delicious bottom to me. I spread my legs and gave her room to sit in my lap. She settled herself in, her gorgeous tush rubbing slightly against my erection. If she felt it — which she had to — she said nothing.

“Let’s continue.”

She dealt the next hand, sitting on my lap in her bra and panties. This whole thing felt so dirty, so hot, that I couldn’t believe we were doing it. Silently, I thanked Beth for what she had told me. Without that, I wouldn’t have had the courage to invite my mom to play strip poker with me. She wouldn’t be sitting on my lap, her ass rubbing my groin as she carefully dealt the next hand of cards.

“Ready?” she asked in a breathy voice.

“Ready.”

I reached around her to take mine, my hand brushing the side of her breast as I did so. I leaned forward, my chest pressing into her back, my chin resting on her shoulder. I could smell the delicious scent of her perfume, a light, fragrant smell, vaguely citrusy and pleasant. Coupled with her shampoo and her natural mom smell, it was downright intoxicating. Her hair brushed my nose and I nuzzled her neck a little bit, eyeing my cards.

She lifted her arms to try and hide her hand from me — but doing so exposed her breasts, pushing them into my forearm. She gasped at the contact — especially since I made no move to release her. “I can — I can see your cards,” she gasped.

“Well, don’t look, silly.” I moved them to one side, shifting them in just one hand, which freed up my left. I set it against her bare stomach on the guise of supporting her, but really I was feeling her up, and she knew it. Her skin was soft and warm under my palm, her tummy rising and falling fast with her breathing.

“You...You’re gonna lose this round, mister.”

“Are you so sure of that?”

My finger swirled around her navel, teasingly. She gasped again, her back arching slightly against me. I was having a very hard time concentrating on anything but her delicious smell and the feeling of her small, soft body against mine.

“Positive.” She wriggled her butt at just the right angle to rub against my cock, making it throb.

“Oh, god,” I moaned.

“Come on, your cards can’t be that bad.”

My mother, the unrelenting tease. “You’re just a cursed...dealer...”

I slammed my cards down, showing her my hand. She grinned triumphantly and placed hers next to mine. “Mmmmhm...time for you to pay up, buddy boy.”

She thrust her ass back against me again. I could feel the spongy slit of her pussy and labia through her panties, rubbing my cock through my boxers. Oh my god. My mother was practically dry humping me right here at the table. “I just need to...fix something...first...”

“What?”

She gasped as my arms went around her. I buried my face into her neck, breathing deep of her sweet scent. I was so turned on I couldn’t stand it. I just needed one kiss, just one, and then I would pay my end of the deal. Truthfully, all I could think about was throwing her on the table and ravaging her.

She gave a soft moan as my lips pressed kisses to her neck. My hands slid up and down her slim stomach, feeling the contours of her soft belly. I cupped her bra-clad tits, feeling the weight in my hands, knowing I was being way too bold — yet unable to stop myself. And, I realized, she wasn’t stopping me, either.

“Charles.” Her voice was breathy and aroused.

“Mom.” I rubbed my face in circles against her neck, her hair soft against my cheek. I played with it in my fingers, letting my tongue dart out and lick a slow, long trail up the side of her bare neck. “Mother...”

She gasped and groaned, responding to the use of Mother instead of just Mom. She braced her hand against the table, reaching behind herself to wrap her arm around me. She pressed her breasts harder into my hands. “Don’t stop...”

“Mom.” I kissed her lustfully, driven on my desire. “I want you...I’ve wanted you so bad, for so long...”

Hearing my admission made her whimper. Her head fell back against my shoulder, her body yielding fully to my touch. “Charles, I want you, too.” She turned, wriggling around in my lap until she was facing me, straddling me. The contact of her panty-clad pussy against my erection pressing through my boxers made us both gasp. “I’ve wanted you for so long.”

“I was afraid to make a move...”

“Like me,” she said ruefully, running her fingers up and down the back of my neck and through my hair. “All along.”

“It was me, wasn’t it? The guy you had feelings for?”

“Yes, it was.” She kissed me on the lips, her taste sweet like honey. My tongue brushed hers, seeking entry, and she parted for me, allowing me to swirl my tongue with hers. It was like velvet. Her fingers drifted along my neck, nails scraping gently, making me shiver. “Honey, you’re so hard down here...” She reached down, cupping my erection.

I groaned as her hand touched me there. Oh, god. It’s real. She’s really doing it.

She fondled my cock through my boxers, kissing me with fervor. Our bodies ground against each other, my hands still squeezing her bra-clad tits. “Can I take this off?” I breathed against her lips.

“Please.”

I reached behind her, in disbelief I was actually removing my mother’s bra. I unclasped the garment and let it slip from her shoulders as I had longed to do since I first got back and saw her on the bed. Her beautiful breasts swung free, the mounds full and ripe in my hands. I squeezed the naked flesh, drawing sexy moans from her lips. She felt soft and delicious. I gazed into her eyes, seeing my own lust and desire reflected there. “Mother...you’re so hot.”

She whimpered at my words, nuzzling my neck. “I need you to take me, son. Take me upstairs. To my bed.”

Chapter 8

“Our bed,” I corrected, realizing the implication.

She pulled back to look at me, her eyes widening slightly in surprise. I saw pleasure there, as well as something else — acceptance? Approval? Permission? All, perhaps. She leaned in and kissed me tenderly. “Yes...” she whispered. “Our bed.”

We were about to become more than mother and son. We were becoming lovers.

I took her ass in my hands and lifted her easily from the chair, holding her in my arms. We kissed for several moments, then I draped her legs over my right arm and supported her back with the other, cradling her like a child. Like she had me, when I was young. The only sounds were our heavy breathing and the slight creaking of stairs as I ascended. She kissed along my jaw, trailing her finger there as well.

I paused in the threshold to her bedroom, looking into her eyes. “Are you certain?”

“More than anything in my life.” There was no hesitation in her response.

“So am I,” I responded, kissing her forehead. I felt another slight yield, all trace of tension leaving her body as she wrapped her arms around my neck. She knew I was as committed to this as she was.

And so, together, we set foot beyond the threshold, stepping into the forbidden territory of stepmother-stepson love. I carried her to the bed and pulled the covers back, laying her down on the soft sheets. Her naked breasts bounced slightly, my mouth capturing the left one for a brief moment, making her suck in a breath. She cradled my head as I nursed hungrily from her nipple, my tongue coating it with saliva. I released it with a pop and raised my head to hers, seizing her lips in a passionate kiss.

“I need to feel you,” she whispered. “All of you.”

I nodded and moved back, reaching for the sides of my boxers. I slid them down my thighs, freeing my hard, swinging erection. I tossed them aside and showed her my naked body, pleased at the sharp intake of breath and wide-eyed desire I saw as she trailed my form with her gaze. “God, honey. You’ve grown so handsome, so strong.” She trailed her fingers over my chest and stomach, then lower to my cock, brushing them over my length. “And this...wow. Your cock is beautiful.”


I ran my fingers through her hair. “So are you.”

She looked up at me for a moment, leaning close, her fingers lightly stroking my penis. My chest locked in anticipation as her tongue darted out — then connected with the tip of my cock. She licked once, then twice, then sucked me slowly into her mouth, her eyes fixed on mine. “Oh, god,” I groaned. “Mom. Your tongue feels amazing.”

As she sucked on my cock, I ran my fingers through her soft hair, the vibrant blonde locks flowing over my fingers. I loved her hair and reveled in the fact that now I could stroke it like a lover. That I could stroke every part of her body that way. No more holding back. No more fear. No more constrained desire.

She trailed her tongue down the side of my shaft, then up again, sucking me into her mouth and pulsing her lips several times over me. Then she freed me and leaned back, her hands going to the waistband of her panties as she gave me a teasing smile. “It seems you won the game after all.”

I wanted to come back with a witty retort, but mom pulled her panties down then, showing me her glistening pussy, the lips swollen, pink, puffy, and beautiful. “Oh my god,” I breathed. My eyes feasted on her wetness, fingers moving in to cup her mound. She gasped at the contact and leaned in to my touch, wrapping her arms around me for support as I drew my fingers up and down her slit, then inserted them inside her. “Mom, you’re so goddamn wet.”

“All for you, sweetheart,” she moaned.

I worked her pussy slowly with my fingers, exploring the velvety sensation of her walls, feeling them clench and hold my fingers. The soft sucking sounds of her pussy were incredibly hot, sending shivers of pleasure through me. I pushed her onto her back, getting myself between her legs, spreading her thighs to get access to that sweet cunt. “I have to taste you,” I murmured. “Been dying to...”

“Taste me, Charles. Lick my cunt, oh, please!”

Hearing such dirty language from my pristine mother sent a throb through my cock. I used my tongue lick slowly from the bottom of her slit to the top like an ice cream cone. I did it a second time, and then a third. Then I slid my fingers inside her again, using my tongue to flutter her clit. My stimulation soon had her squealing and moaning, her body writhing against the covers. I had never seen her like this. Losing control. Because of me. I was so hard I thought I would spurt right there.

“Ohhhhhh, yesssssss, baby! That’s it! Suck that pussy....Oh my god, Charles. Your tongue is...so....good! Ohhhhhh....OHHHHHH!” she moaned as I devoured her pussy, sucking lustfully, her juices filling my mouth. I consumed them like they were life-giving nectar, feasting greedily on her love juice. As I plunged my fingers rapidly in and out of her pussy, I sensed her approaching orgasm and swirled my tongue on her clit.

“Ahhhhhh....ahhhhhhhhhh...ohhhhhhhhhhh...OH GOD!”

She came suddenly and hard, her thighs clamping down around me, trapping my head in a vice. I was the happiest man in the world, my face buried in my mother’s sweet cunt as I made her cum with my lips, tongue, and fingers. I relished every flutter of her pussy as she bucked against the cushions, cumming powerfully. As her orgasm subsided, she lay back on the pillows, her beautiful breasts rising and falling fast with her breathing.

She let out a soft laugh of amazement and pleasure. “My god, where did you learn to do that?”

“Instinct.” I pushed myself up and positioned myself on my arms over her, leaning in for a kiss. “Pleasing you requires no education.”

She laughed again and wrapped her arms around my neck, returning my kiss. She moaned softly at the taste of her juices on my lips. Her fingers moved up and down my arms and back, a groan leaving her as my cock-tip brushed her entrance. “Charles, I need you inside me.”

Chapter 9

“I do too, Mother.”

I could tell that word turned her on, a brazen fire lighting in her eyes. Her nails dug into my back as I parted the swollen lips of her pussy, pushing in slow, letting her adjust to my size and width. “Mmmmm...Mmmmmmm,” she moaned. “You’re so big.”

“You like it?”

“Fuck, yes.”

I withdrew, pulling out almost all the way, then pushed in deep to the hilt, burring my cock inside her tight, soaking wet pussy. “Ahhhhhhh!” she cried, nails driving into my skin, drawing flicks of pleasure. “You’re so big...filling me...my son inside me...filling me so full!”

My hips began moving of their own accord, my large penis withdrawing, then sliding in again, repeating the motion as I fell into a rhythm. I kissed her lovingly as we fucked, feeling her legs wrap around me, drawing my big cock deeper into her body. Our passion grew, the forbidden heat building between us. “Oh yes, Charles. Fuck me. Fill me with that big dick of yours.”

“I’m inside you, mother. Fucking you. Fucking you hard...”

“Do it, baby. Drill me. Go deep...deep and fast!”

Spurred on by her naughty words, my hips began moving faster, my balls — coated with her juices — slapping wetly against her pussy and ass. Our cries reached a fever pitch, the room filled with lustful fucking sounds, our mingled gasps and moans. Her arms wrapped tight around my neck, our cheeks brushing together as I pummeled her pussy, giving her what she wanted. “Charles! Charles! My son...my son is making me cum!”

I felt her pussy clenching me, convulsing around my cock. The feeling was too great, too erotic for me to resist. I was inside her...inside her, my mother. Son fucking mother. “Oh, shit,” I moaned. “I can’t hold back any longer. I’m gonna cum...”

“Cum for me, son! Please, cum, Charles. Cum inside your mother! Fill her womb with your hot seed!”

Those lustful words triggered an orgasm so powerful in me I thought I would collapse from the intensity. I pushed in deep, connecting my cock with her womb, pressing it to the back of her pussy as I shot spurt after spurt of hot cum inside her. I felt her still cumming, her pussy fluttering and milking me as I flooded her. Panting, I remained there as the last throes of orgasm subsided from us both, then collapsed on top of her.

She kissed me tenderly, lips moving up and down my cheek. We remained locked together for several moments as I recovered, then shifted my weight off her, falling to the bed beside her. She turned to face me, cuddling up into my side. “I didn’t know you had that in you,” she said teasingly.

“There’s a lot you don’t know about me.”

“Apparently.” She reached down, stroking my softening cock, still wet with my cum and her pussy. “Like this big monster you’ve been hiding from me.”

“It’s not the kind of thing you just whip out and show your mother.”

She laughed and kissed me. I returned it, letting my tongue mingle with hers. The kiss was slow and tender, that of two lovers in their post-sex deliciousness.

“So, do we get to do that again?” I asked.

“You bet your life on it. As often as you want, as many times as you want. My body is yours, sweet baby.”

“You couldn’t have said anything that would make me happier.”

The End

****
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Chapter 1

“Go on and live with her, then! See if I care!”

My stepmother’s tone was harsh as I entered the front door, looking around in surprise. I was just in time to see the side door slam behind my father as he exited, angrily storming out onto the porch. He lit up a cigarette and puffed; I could see the smoke through the window.

My stepmom was standing to one side, dressed in a slim white spaghetti-strap tank top and short black skirt. Her eyes were damp; her mascara was smudged, as if she’d been crying. “Asshole,” she muttered. She glared off to one side, then turned to me as I approached. I knew something bad had happened and instantly my protective son instincts kicked in. I went to her, putting my arms around her in a loving embrace.

“Oh, sweetie.” Her voice softened, her arms going around me, as well.

“What happened, mom?”

“Your father’s been having an affair with his secretary. He only just now told me about it.”

“Oh, mom.” I turned her to face me and hugged her tight, my arms going around her slender waist. Her body fit snugly against mine, her small but buoyant breasts pressing into my chest. She nestled into my embrace, holding her arms tight around my neck. I felt the softness of her hair and the slight press of her lips against my skin. Don’t get excited, I told myself. Your mom just broke up with your dad. Maybe instead of feeling horny, you should focus on her feelings. I pulled back and cupped her cheek, brushing her hair back from her face sympathetically. “What are you going to do?”

“Divorce him. Move out, I guess. I don’t have anywhere to go, but I’ll find a place.”

“I’ll come with you. We can find a place together.”

“Robert. I don’t want to take you from your studies. Your place is here...”

“Nonsense. I love you, mom. My heart is with you and you alone.”

I wasn’t thinking about what I was saying. The words just came out in a passionate rush. She smiled and cupped my cheeks in her hands, some of the tension leaving her beautiful face, replaced by a look of love. “Sweetheart. You’re too good to me.”

In answer, I simply pressed my hands to hers, squeezing them tight, gazing fiercely into her eyes.

I was completely devoted to my mom. In our family photos, I was often by her side. Many were of me, gazing up at her devotedly. I’d had a serious crush on her since I was just a boy. Over the years, it had developed into a steady, faithful love, yet an undoubtedly romantic one. I loved my stepmother as any son would, yet more than that. I wanted to be her lover, to please her as a boyfriend or husband would. In bed. Making her cry with pleasure, her beautiful smooth legs and arms wrapped around me.

I kissed her forehead and excused myself to go make plans for our move. I tried unsuccessfully to banish my thoughts, knowing they were inappropriate. Forbidden. Taboo. The words rolled around in my mind as I opened the laptop and began searching for apartments. I knew we would need a small place, yet somewhere comfortable and close to the university. She might also want to get a job, though my salary as a rising young software consultant could easily support us both.

As I flipped through the listings, I heard my mom coming up the stairs. Through her bedroom door, which was across the hallway, I could see her gathering clothes and belongings and putting them into a suitcase. I took the moment to admire her beauty. I had no idea how my father could have an affair — could be in love with anyone but my mom. She was gorgeous. Dark, full brunette hair with nary a streak of gray. Round, large blue eyes the color of the ocean that gave her a look of wonder and profound thoughtfulness. Her lips were full, the kind any man would want to kiss, and her nose was small and cute. She did regular yoga, pilates, and running, keeping her body quite fit. Her breasts were medium-sized, her butt cute and tight... God, I couldn’t believe I was thinking of her this way. But that’s how I saw her: as an attractive woman.

I felt guilty for ogling her and turned back to my screen. But damn, it was hard to concentrate. Still, I knew what I needed to do: find a comfortable place for mom to live. I would live there too, at least for now. As much as I would’ve liked to plan a future with her forever, I knew eventually she would want her own space, her own life. Possibly to date and remarry. As hot as she was, she could have her pick of all the men out there.

I heard the door creak open and she came in a half hour or so later. “I’m all packed.” She sank into a leather seat at one end the room, letting out a rush of breath. “God, I thought that would be harder.”

“Not much to bring?”

“Not really. Clothes, I guess. Everything else around here is your father’s.”

I realized he had basically controlled her and everything about their lives to this point, including their finances. They’d always had arguments, though I’d never seen my father get violent. Jesus, I thought. Surely he never did...

As I looked at her tired but pristine face, I saw no bruises. Nor had I ever. No, I thought, he probably never hit her. Likely, the only scars she carries are emotional ones. That thought inflamed me further. I vowed then and there to help my mother regain her confidence and independence, her sense of inner strength. Undoubtedly it had been shattered by my dad’s abuse and infidelity.

I packed a suitcase and was ready to go myself. I had no idea where to go, though. We didn’t have an apartment yet, which meant we’d have to get a hotel. I called a local place, one a bit more upscale so we would be in a clean, decent room, and was told they’d need a few hours to get it ready.

“It’s a single,” the concierge told me.

I put the phone away from my mouth and told mom.

She shrugged. “That’s fine with me.”

“We’ll take it.”

After making our reservations, we drove to a local coffee place, settling in to wait. Neither of us was all that hungry, though it was approaching dinnertime. I noticed my mom’s hands were shaking a bit as she stirred in cream and sugar. I took them in mine and rubbed my thumbs gently over them. She looked me in the eyes, then began crying quietly, her shoulders shaking. I moved my chair around, wrapping my arm around her. That protective son thing was kicking in again, and I couldn’t stop myself from saying, “That asshole. I can’t believe he could hurt you like this.”

She sniffed a bit and took the napkin I offered her. “Honestly, I’m not surprised. I thought he was sneaking around for a while.”

“You didn’t leave him?”

“I couldn’t. I didn’t want to throw your life into chaos, uproot the family mold...”

“Oh, mom. You wouldn’t have.” I pressed her head into my shoulder and kissed her forehead. “Regardless, I’m going to find a place for you to live now, where you’ll be happy and have your own life.”

She looked up at me gratefully, her hand resting on my shirt. “As long as I had you, it wasn’t so bad. I figured I could make it work, just turn my back on the whole thing, pretend it wasn’t happening. But when he actually confessed the affair...”

“You had no more choice.”

“Exactly.”

Her hands had stopped shaking, so she reached for her coffee and took a sip. I scooted over a bit and sipped mine. “No more, mom. You don’t deserve to deal with any more of his crap. I mean it. I’m going to make sure you have a safe place to stay until the divorce is over, and make sure he can’t do anything stupid in the meantime.”

She gave me another grateful smile. Every time she did, my heart thudded a little in my chest. It was like receiving a gift. Even through her tears, she was the most incredibly beautiful woman I knew. “You’re too good to me, sweetheart. Truly, you are.” She took my hand and kissed the top, then let me put it to her cheek, leaning in to my touch.

We shared a brief moment like that, eyes locked. My heart still thudded strongly. Could she...? Would she? Hope rose inside me, swelling in my chest, then falling again like a cresting wave. It was a familiar pattern. Any time I would try to convince myself there was a chance, just one single chance she could return my feelings, I reminded myself I was being delusional. She was my mum. She’d never feel that way about me. She saw me as a stepson, her boy... Not as the lover I longed to be to her.

Chapter 2

We finished our coffee, talking quietly, Mom asking a few questions about my work, but not a lot else. For my part, I went over our plans in my head. The one good thing in all this was that I was financially independent and quite secure. Even if my job were to fall through the next day — which there was zero chance of happening — I’d still have several hundred thousand dollars in the bank to see us through. No, money wasn’t a problem. And Mom didn’t seem to have any hesitations about moving out immediately.

I checked my phone and saw a couple hours had passed. We drove over to the hotel and got checked in. The room was nice, with burgundy blinds, antique decor, and a small kitchen area off to one side. It also had a decent quality bed.

Except there was just one.

A single was all they’d been able to offer us on such short notice. Which meant Mom and I would be sleeping together in that one tiny bed.

I sighed. Maybe I could tuck some pillows between my legs. The last thing I wanted was to roll over toward her in the middle of the night and have her feel my erection. She went to the bathroom to clean up, emerging a few minutes later in a soft white bathrobe — and, I assumed, by the slight visible swell of cleavage underneath, nothing else.

Oh, shit. Keep it together. I willed my cock to stay down, but just one glimpse of her breasts beneath that robe was enough to get me going.

I went in after she was done to use the bathroom, thinking maybe I could jerk one out alone before I went to bed — but I knew if I masturbated, I would be thinking about her incredible tits. Her lips. Her kisses as she had sat with me in the coffee shop, those vulnerable, beautiful eyes gazing at me. I would be thinking about my need to protect her, to care for her, to love her and cherish her. Like a husband, not a stepson. If I did it, I would be acting inappropriately. I stared at my growing cock down beneath me, then sighed and stepped into a cold shower. I hissed in a breath as the water shocked me, but was relieved to find my boner relaxing a few minutes later.

After my therapy in the freezing water, I stepped out and dried myself. I pulled on my boxers and found a robe lying folded on one of the shelves in the bathroom, putting it on like Mom had. I tied it around myself and dried my hair, walking out to the main room again.

“Sweetheart, you’re freezing,” she said, taking my forearm and rubbing it. I had goosebumps all along the surface of my skin.

“Just the AC. It’s a bit chilly.”

“I’ll turn it down.” Never one to let me be in any discomfort, Mum dutifully cranked the AC down a few notches and then climbed onto one side of the bed. She pulled the covers down and patted for me to join her.

“I really appreciate you doing all this,” she said as I climbed in. “You’ve been incredible. I don’t know what I would have down without you.”

“You would have been fine. You’re a strong lady.”

She smiled, though I could see a bit of sadness in it. “Being strong gets tiresome. I wish, sometimes, I could just have a shoulder to lean on.”

“You have mine.”

She looked at me wistfully. “I don’t want to impede on your life. You have so much ahead of you; you don’t need your old mom weighing you down.”

“First, you’re not old. And second, you’re not weighing me down. I would —” I almost said, spend every waking second with you, if you’d let me — but cut myself off just in time. “I would never feel that way.”

Mom was clearly charmed by my response. She snuggled up to me and set her head on my chest. Her hair was slightly damp and incredibly sweet-smelling from her shampoo. I had to fight not to just bury my nose in it and take a deep inhale. “Oh, honey. I was feeling so awful when your dad broke the news...now, with you, I feel a hundred times better. You’re the sweetest guy I know.” She raised her head, looking up with a tender smile, and kissed me softly on my jaw.

“Anything for you, mom.”

She snuggled in tighter and let out a contented sigh. Curled together like that, I willed myself to sleep, hoping not to do anything stupid during the middle of the night.

****

I woke up the next morning to a soft feminine body tucked into mine. Mom had scooted her butt into my groin sometime during the night, and so we lay there, spooning, as I opened my eyes. The sun was beginning to trickle through the blinds. I shifted slightly, my hand clutching something soft and very pleasant-feeling. Her breast.

Oh. I shouldn’t be touching that.

Another thing that shouldn’t be touching? My dick, and her ass. Yet there we were, and she had made no move to scoot her butt away from my raging hard erection. I started to move my hand away — and my body — but she grabbed my hand, squeezing it tighter.

Chapter 3

“It’s okay. Don’t worry about it.”

“But —”

“It’s fine. Scoot in closer.”

“But —”

She laughed. “So you’ve got a bit of morning wood. No biggie. Lots of young guys wake up that way, mom in bed with them or not.”

“Oh? And how would you know?”

“Tease.”

Since I remained frozen a few inches away, she shuffled over, scooting her butt against me once more. Then she took my hand and settled it on her breast as it had been. “There. See? Nothing to worry about. Now, are you going back to sleep?”

“Ummm.” Without much other choice, I just snuggled into her again.

“Thank you, by the way, for last night,” she whispered.

“Of course.”

I knew the odds of going back to sleep were slim to none. Not only had I been attracted to my mom for a long time, but now she was in bed with me, her ass pressed into my hard cock. Thankfully there was a layer of clothing between us, but the numerous fantasies I’d had over the years about her threatened to boil to the surface nonetheless. Fortunately I managed to keep myself under control, concentrating on the rhythmic sound of our mingled breathing, instead.

Eventually, Mom decided to get up. She turned and looked at me with a smile, kissing my cheek. “Isn’t it time for you to get up for work?”

“Damn. I thought it was the weekend.” I checked my phone, seeing I still had time to grab a shower. “I’d better hurry.”

“Want to go out this evening?” Mom said, rising, tucking her robe around her. She looked sleek and sexy like a panther, yawning slightly and covering her mouth. “To a restaurant?”

“Sure. Can you make reservations?”

“Mhm.” I headed for the shower, standing there for a minute to make sure I had everything.

“Robert?”

“Hm?”

With a faint, playful little smile, her eyes fell to the front of my shorts. My cock was still quite hard and pushing through. “Whoops.” I covered myself and headed for the bath, cheeks red.

I heard her soft laugh from the other room.

****

For the next few days, we stayed in the hotel room as we worked things out with a realtor about the apartment. We found a nice little place downtown. It had two bedrooms and two baths, which would be comfortably spacious and suitable for our needs. I paid the down payment, the realtor telling us we could move in by week’s end.

We moved in easily enough, not having much in the way of furniture or belongings. I told mom we could buy what we needed after we got moved in. She agreed. “I’d rather not have anything from the old house,” she told me. “Too many bad memories. This is like starting out new.”

I agreed and smiled.

I assumed she would want to sleep in her own room, but each night after I headed to bed, I would often hear a knock on my door. Mom wore her pajamas at first, but soon just a small nightie, displaying her sleek arms and legs. With her trim figure, it was hard for me to see her as just my stepmother, in a platonic way. Not as an attractive, sparsely-dressed woman coming into my bed.

I was also single. It would have been awkward to bring women back to the apartment — and truth be told, I really didn’t want to. I had dated off and on throughout college, but could never hold down a steady relationship. I tended to be more about commitment, while most of the women I had sex with just wanted a short-term fling.

Given that Mom was my only female companionship, my body soon took note and began reacting strongly to her presence. That was made even more prominent when she wore just her nighties, letting me feel her soft skin beneath my palm. She had not even attempted to have us sleep on separate sides, simply snuggling into me from the beginning. The hardest part, no pun intended, was that I was usually erect when I got into bed.

It surprised me that Mom had no issue with it — or if she did, she never said. She would have felt it pressing into her ass through that thin nightgown. Sometimes I would peek at her legs or admire the smooth curve of her neck at that place where her hair fell over it, making her look like an artist’s model. She would take my hand and hold it against one of her breasts, which did nothing to lower my cock. A few times, I felt her wiggling her ass against me — and I swore she was doing it on purpose.

One night as I was lying next to her, fully awake, my mind adrift with inappropriate thoughts, she turned to me. “Robert?”

“Hm?”

“Are you awake?”

“Yeah.”

“Can I ask you something?”

“Of course.”

“Do you...Do you find me — your mother — attractive?”

“Ummmm.” I’m positive she knew, given my cock was pushing into her butt. “Yeah, I do,” I said in a small voice.

“What about my breasts?” She squeezed them together. My eyes shifted to them immediately. “What do you think of them?”

“Why do you ask?”

Chapter 4

“I’m just curious if I’m still attractive to men. Your father...well, I can’t recall the last time he touched me.”

“Are you serious?”

She nodded.

“Uh...Mom, this is going to sound strange, but if you were my wife, you would —” I hesitated, letting out a small breath. “You wouldn’t be untouched.”

She gave me a pleased, dazzling smile and kissed my cheek. “Thank you, love. That’s a very nice thing to hear.” She kicked off the blankets. “And what about my legs?”

Despite my throbbing dick, I couldn’t stop from laughing. “Your legs are fantastic too, Mom. Believe me, you’re very attractive. There’s nothing wrong with you, whatsoever.”

“Is that why you’re always aroused when I come to your bed?”

The way she phrased the question, and the way she said it, all breathy and with a tinge of sexual charge, sent a shiver through me. “Um...”

“You don’t know how long it’s been since I’ve felt desirable.” She shuffled a bit closer, her arm going around me, face just inches from mine. “You look at me differently now.” There was no argument about that. I couldn’t not look at her that way. “Do you find me arousing, Robert?”

I took a deep breath, knowing she would want an honest answer, and that I couldn’t hide the truth from her anyway. “Yes, I do. Sometimes...I just...think about you. In a way that I shouldn’t. I know I’m your stepson, and you’re my stepmom, but — you’re also a very beautiful woman. And I’m just a man. It doesn’t help that you’re often in bed with me, not that I’m complaining.”

She moved her face a little closer, snuggling into me even more. My cock pressed into her stomach. “I enjoy sleeping with you, Robert. I like sleeping with my son far more than I ever did with my husband. Is that insane?”

“Not really, given that he was a complete asshole.”

She hesitated, her beautiful blue eyes gazing into mine. “The thought that you have an erection waiting for me when I get into bed — and when I wake up — excites me far more than it should.”

Her lips were now just inches from mine. Did she want to kiss me? Did I want her to? Of course I did. Part of me hoped desperately that she would. The other part of me knew it was wrong, forbidden, and that I should back the hell away now, before I did something stupid.

My phone suddenly went off. I was annoyed but also relieved. Mom blinked and gave me a smile, then kissed my cheek. “You’d better get that.” I turned and grabbed the phone; it was my latest client sending me a text in the middle of the night about work. After I replied, I set the phone down and looked over at her. She was lying on her back, hands folded on her chest, eyes closed, a small smile on her face. She looked quite content, indeed.

I knew I would never sleep that night if I didn’t get some relief. Quietly so as not to wake her, I went into the bathroom and closed the door behind me, tugging my boxers down and reaching for my throbbing cock. I put my hand over my mouth to silence my groans as I masturbated furiously, my mind playing out all the scenarios I wanted to enact with her. I wanted to tear her nightie down and reveal those delicious breasts, feasting on them with my mouth and tongue. I wanted to kiss all along her smooth stomach and thighs, to taste her creamy skin. I wanted to delve between her legs, to find that glistening treasure I had so longed for. To devour her pussy, to slurp down her juices like a thirsty man in the desert. What a thought. Eating my mom’s pussy. It was so depraved. I came hard, picturing myself with my head between her legs, giving her oral sex. What would it feel like? What would it taste like? What kind of man imagines licking his mother’s own cunt?

I groaned as the last spurts of my cum splashed into the toilet. I stood there for several moments, regaining my breath, then cleaned up with a towel and flushed. Then, as quietly as possible, I got into bed beside her again. She had turned onto her side, her back to me. The moment I got into bed, she took my hand and placed it over her breast, snuggling her ass into me. I’d been soft as I joined her — but immediately began to harden again. Thankfully, the orgasm had taken the edge off, allowing me to drift into a restless sleep.

****

The next day, I drove Mom down to the courthouse to file her divorce proceedings. The asshole was there, too — that is, my father. He didn’t look nearly as thrilled as I’d expected. His attorney was at his side, saying something to him.

As we passed, my father bristled and scowled at us. “You think you’re just going to get away with this? Trying to seize all my assets?”

“We’re not seizing anything. We want a clean break,” I said firmly.

“We? In case you forgot, I’m your goddamn father. She’s just some slut I married.”

I stood between my stepmom and my dad, so angry I could have punched him right there, and almost did. “Watch your mouth. My mother is not a slut.”

My mom put her hand on my arm, looking worried. “Come on, sweetheart.”

I backed down, but not before promising, “If you ever speak of her that way again, I swear to god, I will punch you.”

My father merely sneered.

“Asshole,” I muttered under my breath as we exited the courthouse, stepping into the fresh air. I took in a deep inhale, sucking in the cool breeze and trying to calm my anger. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have lost my cool in there.”

My mother pulled me to one side, straightening my tie. I expected her to be angry at me, but I saw something else in her eyes. Respect? Admiration? Attraction? Surely not. Yet the smile she gave me was almost playful, almost...flirty. My mind was probably making that up. “Actually, I was flattered. It was very brave of you to stand up to him like that.”

“He angers me. He has no right to talk about you that way.”

Her lashes fluttered a bit and she looked up at me, meeting my gaze. “He may be jealous.”

Chapter 5

“Of?”

She bit her lip, turning to the stairway, taking my arm. We walked down step by step, shoes thudding softly on the stone surface. “He was always very jealous of you. Of the way I...” She let out a soft breath. “He knew I was closer to you than to him.”

“That’s his own fault. Maybe if he treated you like the lady you are, and not like one of his little flings, he would have had more success.”

She walked side-by-side with me down the street, her cheeks flushing a little. “You think I’m a lady?”

“I know you are, mom. You’re —” I stopped myself before saying the most beautiful woman I know and just said, “You deserve only the best, and more.”

She looked at me sidelong; I wished I knew what she was thinking. Then her gaze turned forward again. Her fingers squeezed a little tighter around my arm. “I stopped sleeping with him several years ago. I’m sure that didn’t help things.”

“You did?”

“Yeah. At first it was just opposite sides of the bed, then I had a separate mattress set up. Soon we were in different rooms.” She gazed forward thoughtfully. “This was all after you left, of course.”

That meant Mom hadn’t been with male companionship, or any lover, for over seven years. “God, you must have been so lonely.”

She smiled, her expression turning wry. “You can get used to anything, you know.”

We walked in silence for a little bit, heading toward a nearby sandwich shop. Once we were inside with cups of coffee and sandwiches, seated at a quiet corner table, Mom turned to me. “What about you?”

“What about me?”

“Have you been with anyone lately? Romantically, I mean?” She flushed and lowered her coffee cup. “I’m sorry — that’s probably not appropriate of me to ask.”

“No, it’s okay.” I found myself nervous at sharing the details of my love life with mom, but not in a bad way. “I actually haven’t. I’ve dated on and off, but nothing lasting.”

“Just couldn’t find anyone you clicked with?”

“Yeah, something like that.” The real reason, of course, was that I wanted to date her, not the flaky girls I met in college. “I like maturity and sophistication. It’s hard to find that when you’re young.”

“Mm. Except with you.”

“Me?”

“You were always wise for your years. Very mature.”

I smiled. “Thanks.”

I set my arms on the table, leaning forward a little bit. There was some soft jazz music playing around us, the sounds of plates and spoons clinking. As I leaned forward, Mom surprised me, putting her hands on my arms. “How can I thank you for everything you’ve done, Robert?”

“You don’t need to thank me, mum.”

“I do.” She took in a breath and let it out, and when she did, her smile was so beautiful and radiant that my heart flipped. “I want to. You’ve made life so much better for me these past few weeks, I can’t even express it.”

I smiled. “That makes me happy to hear. Tell you what. How about instead of thanking me, we just go somewhere to celebrate?”

“Okay. Sounds like a great idea.”

“You pick. Anywhere you want.”

“Anywhere?” She grinned playfully.

I raised a brow. “Why do I get the feeling you’ve got something wild in mind?”

“Not wild. Just fun.”

“Fun, huh.” I gave her a look. “Last time you said that, I ended up soaked from head to toe in a rainstorm, thanks to the park being closed that day.”

“You loved it.” Her grin lingered. I really liked seeing her like this, carefree and happy. Nothing like she’d been with dad. “Let me just say, it’ll be better than anything you could imagine.”

“I’ll hold you to that.”

****

Things settled in comfortably, more or less. She continued sleeping with me, and both of us becoming aroused by that. But I no longer feared I’d do something crazy; I realized I could control my desire, even if my cock was raging hard for her. And she, in turn, clearly enjoyed the feel of my erection pressing into her. It made her feel desirable, as she had said. After all, I wanted to help restore her confidence. Maybe this was my way of doing it.

She started dressing — how do I put it? — skimpier. There’s no other way to describe it. Her outfits, which had been quite conservative before, gradually got racier. Her blouses she would tie up at the waist, or sometimes even the breasts, showing off her firm, beautiful tummy. Her skirts got shorter. Her heels higher. Occasionally she would walk around the house with nothing but a bra and panties underneath her robe. The result was that I was constantly on fire for her around the house. There was hardly a moment I wasn’t hard; her tantalizing body, flirtatious glances, and subtle attempts to seduce me were having their full effect. I was a young single man, in shape and fully-functional. Having my gorgeous mom walking around the house in skimpy outfits was only going to rachet up libido to its highest, and I’m sure she knew it.

Chapter 6

That Friday night, Mom made arrangements at a local restaurant. She didn’t tell me which, though, ensuring it would be a surprise — and close enough to walk to. I dressed in a nice black shirt, silk red tie, black pants, belt, and dress shoes. I glanced at myself in the mirror, seeing my clean-shaven face and slightly wavy hair, having put a little product in it to make it look nice. Despite having shaved, I still had a little stubble around my jaw. It was just the way I looked.

Not bad. My workouts had given me a rugged appearance, my jaw chiseled and strong. One thing I noticed was the slightly stressed, tired look to my normally handsome face. What was weighing on me? Mom wasn’t hard to support; if anything, I was happier with her than ever. With a heavy heart, I realized it was my painful secret. Loving her — as a man loves a woman, not as just her son — was eating me up inside. And now that we lived together, it was that much worse.

As I walked into the foyer and saw my mother coming down the stairs, all my heavy thoughts vanished. The woman I saw was absolutely stunning. She wore a black, backless dress, the straps coming down to her shoulders, hanging artfully. A bit of cleavage was showing, just enough to tantalize. She wore a set of small, dangling earrings and had added some makeup to her already-beautiful face, giving her eyes a bit of shadow and her lips a full, red highlight from her lipstick. The shimmery sheen of the dress gave her an ethereal look as she descended, a sultry smile on her face. She met my eyes and said, “Well?”

It took me a minute to get my breath back. “God. You look incredible.”

Her smile grew; she was clearly pleased at my response. I held my arm out for her as she approached and felt her slender hand take my bicep. “Are you ready to go?”

“Yes.”

The restaurant was close, she told me, so we took a cab downtown and walked the rest of the way. I grinned as she pointed it out to me. “The Cerulean?”

“I know you’ve been wanting to try it?”

“Mmmhm.” I almost leaned in and kissed her cheek, but something stopped me. I wanted to take it slow, to treat her like a guy would treat a sexy lady on a date. I wanted to romance her. Even if it was all just my own silly little fantasy, at least I could enjoy her.

We sat in a nice, intimate booth off to one side, where we would have privacy. The candlelight was dim and romantic, the music sultry and swaying, a gentle beat that was classy yet quiet enough to allow us to talk. As we sat, Mom snuggled in to my shoulder, getting comfy. I caught a whiff of her perfume, light and fragrant, filling my nose pleasantly. I smiled and cradled my arm around the back of the seat, leaving just a little room between it and her shoulders. “Comfy?”

“Very.”

We ordered a bottle of wine and shared it, clinking our glasses together. “To a new you,” I said, gazing at her over my glass.

“A new us.” She gazed at me with a twinkle in her eye, the candlelight illuminating her beautiful face, making her look enigmatic and enticing.

Something in the way she said it sent chills down my spine. As she clinked her glass to mine a second time, softly, she held eye contact, licking her lips a bit. Then she sipped her wine, her eyes never leaving mine.

God, who knew drinking wine could be sexy? But the way she did it, the golden liquid sliding down the glass into her full, red lips, her beautiful throat working as she swallowed the liquid...I imagined her swallowing something else. I was instantly hard at the idea. I shifted slightly, not wanting to start prodding her with my cock, but she put her hand on my thigh and urged me closer. “Where do you think you’re going?”

“Nowhere...”

“Better not be.” She leaned in, her lips coming just a fraction from my ear. I could feel her breath hot on my skin. “Because you, young man, are going to wine me, dine me, and if you’re lucky, do some other things to me in private.”

Oh my god. Was this the surprise she was talking about? My cock throbbed. Her hand was just inches from it, resting on my pant-leg. “I swear, Mrs. Williams, you are trying to seduce me,” I said in my cheesiest French accent.

She laughed. “Oh, you think so, do you?”

“Mmmhm.”

The waiter came to take our orders. After he left, we scooted closer. I put my arm around her, my hand rest in ton her warm, bare back, fingers toying with her hair. We sipped our wine, our heads so close they were almost touching. Mom’s hand found mine, taking it and holding gently where it lay on her shoulder. “That’s better. Now we look like a couple.” She patted my knee under the table, and kept her hand there.

The dinner was delicious. I got steak, and Mom got tilapia. Our food was succulent and tender, the asparagus tasty, the potatoes cooked just right. And the company, of course, was perfect. Mom and I touched basically through our entire dinner. If not our hands, then our feet. Or our shoulders. It was natural and easy. Loosened up by the wine, I told her more about my romantic history, regaling her with stories of failed relationships and one-night stands. A few times I had her laughing so hard I thought she would bust a gut. I grinned, loving the fact I could make her laugh. “You’re really beautiful when you do that.”

“Do what?”

“Laugh. I love the sound of it, too.”

She chuckled and shook her head from side to side. “I can’t help it. Your stories are so great.”

I leaned in and whispered, “You want to know a secret?”

Her earring dangled just inches from my lips. “What?” she whispered back.

I was thinking about you the whole time I was with those other girls. “You’ve kept me going, all this time.”

“Me?” She turned, looking surprised and flattered.

“Yes, you.” I toyed with her hair, running my fingers through its soft, silky texture. “Anytime things got rough in college, I would think of you, cheering me on. You remember our late-night calls, don’t you?”

She flushed slightly. I knew it wasn’t just the wine. “Yes, I do remember, Robbie.”

“Then you remember that one night, I called to say happy birthday. You asked me what I wished.”

She shifted her gaze, looking down. “I remember.”

“You do?”

“Yes.” She smiled fondly. “A kiss.”

Chapter 7

“Mhm.” I stroked her hair, my hand coming to rest at the back of her neck. “Can I have one now?”

She looked up to me, meeting my eyes. “I think you’ve earned that.”

She placed both her hands on my cheeks, gazing at me with a coy but tender smile. She leaned in, tilting her head as I parted my lips. She did the same, her tongue flicking out to wet them. She pressed her lips to mine, giving me a soft kiss. It was chaste, no tongue, but there was subtle heat underneath. Her fingertips pressed into my jaw, the touch light against my rough stubble.

It was over in a second. She pulled back, lashes fluttering, her eyes coming open to meet mine. I saw the same heat that spread over my body reflected in her gaze. She wanted me. I was certain of it.

God knows I wanted her.

****

Hand-in-hand, we walked down the street, heading downtown to see the fireworks. The city had just celebrated a major victory, building a set of new commercial structures that would bring in plenty of business. They were having a bit of a party downtown; I suggested we check it out.

“You’re not tired?” she asked.

“From what?”

“The week. I thought it had been hard on you.”

“No more than usual. Besides, I’m on a date with a classy lady. Not gonna pass that up.”

She smiled and squeezed my hand.

As we walked down the street and headed into the crowd, a bright burst went off, sending up a ripple of laughter. The crowd thickened, a couple of kids bustling through and running into us. They were laughing and shouting. In the chaos, I lost Mom’s hand and became separated from her.

I frowned, looking around for her. I headed toward the fountain a few feet away, where thick bursts of streaming water were shooting up into the air. Wait for her here, I decided. She’ll catch up.

I looked around, but there was no sign of her. What the hell? How did she just... disappear? No, the real question is: how did I lose her? I scowled at my own idiocy. Here I was, out with the most gorgeous woman on the planet, and I’d managed to let go of her in a thick crowd. You should have held her tight. Never let her go.

As I mentally berated myself, I heard shouting voices from the other side of the fountain. My eyes flicked over, spotting mom through the crowd. She was standing there, flinching, next to an angry man. My father.

What the hell is he doing here?

Relief and anger washed through me at the same time. I hurried over, bits of their conversation coming through to me. “...should have just kept you home by yourself,” my father raged. “Then I never would have had to deal with this shit!”

“Stay away from me. I’ll call the police,” my mother threatened.

“You wouldn’t.”

“Try me.”

I stepped between them, standing protectively in front of my mother. “Get the hell away,” I snarled at dad.

“What do you know, you little shit?”

“I know you need to leave. Now.” I felt eyes on us from passers-by, but I didn’t care. My mom’s safety was all I could think of.

“Yeah, fine. I’ll leave you and your precious whore to do whatever disgusting things you d —”

He didn’t finish his sentence because my hand connected with his jaw. The punch threw him off guard, sending him stumbling back.

“Don’t you dare call her that. Not now, not ever.”

My voice was icy, a tone even I didn’t recognize.

He touched his jaw, staring at me in shock and anger. “What the hell? You punched me, you little asshole!”

He raged, lunging for me, but the loser was drunk. He swung and tried to hit me, but I dodged out of the way. He fell forward, landing in a heap at the side of the fountain.

I took mom’s hand. “Come on. Let’s get out of here.”

Her eyes, shining and bright, fixed on me. She nodded and followed. A few people in the crowd let out some muffled “Oooohs” and “Ahhhs” and some folks moved around my dad to try to help. But he just pushed them off, staggering to his stupid feet.

“Are you okay?” I asked my mom when I got her safely down the street. I pulled her to one side, hailing a cab for us to get home.

“Yeah, I’m fine. I had no idea he’d be there. I just lost you in the crowd, and...”

“That was my fault.” I stared down at her hands where I held them between my own. “I let you go.”

“Robbie.” She put her hand to my cheek, her touch light and cool against my blistering face, hot with rage. “You protected me. You saved me.”

“I’ll never let you go again.”

She leaned in close, threading her arms around my neck. “God, I hope not,” she breathed. Then she kissed me, long and hard, right there on the edge of the sidewalk.

She pulled back a moment later, leaving us both breathless from the intensity of the kiss. “Can I tell you something?”

“What?”

“I’m so wet for you right now, I can’t stand it.”

Chapter 8

My cock lurched to life in my pants. “You...You’re...”

“The way you were so brave, defending me like that. It kind of gets a lady going, if you know what I mean.” She was talking all breathless and sexy, which only made my dick throb harder.

The cab pulled up and we got in. The whole ride back to our apartment, we were kissing in the back like horny teenagers. Mom’s hand slid up my thigh, and mine up hers, feeling her smooth skin beneath her dress. Heat emanated from between her legs. She was truly on fire for me, I realized. My fingers tangled in her hair, grasping gently at the base of her scalp as our lips smashed together. No doubt the cab driver was embarrassed as hell every time he looked back at us, but I didn’t care.

When we got to the front door, we were still kissing. I fumbled awkwardly for my keys as I felt Mom’s hands all over me, sliding down my neck and back, eager and urgent. I finally got the door open and we stumbled inside, my hand wandering about for the light switch.

As the light flicked on, reality hit me. We were about to have sex. I was going to have sex with my own stepmother. Could I really do this? Could she? If we continued, what would be the consequences? I broke the kiss and pulled back to look at her, cupping her face in my hands. “Mom, are you sure?”

She gazed up at me, eyes misty and searching. “I’m more sure than I’ve ever been, baby. Are you?”

That was all I needed to hear. “God, yes.” I kissed her again, sweetly this time, our lips rubbing tenderly together. I felt the rise and fall of her breasts against me, her hands clutching my arms. We shared a sweet, loving moment, our growing love and desire for one another blossoming in the apartment hallway.

She smiled gently up at me. “Take me to bed, Robbie.”

I picked her up and cradled her in my arms, carrying her to the bedroom. I felt like a youth on his wedding night, finally able to undress his bride, the bride of his dreams. The idea of marrying mom, of having her as my true bride...It was a heady, overwhelming thought. My step faltered beneath the intensity of it. “What’s wrong?” Mom asked, hands on my face, lips at my ear, kissing gently.

“I just thought of what it would be like if I was carrying you to bed on our wedding night.”

She blinked, pulling back to look at me, her gaze flooding with emotion. “Oh, baby...What an incredible thought. That would be so amazing...”

“You want it, too?”

“I do, love. More than anything.”

I carried her beyond the threshold, taking her over to the bed, pulling back the covers with my free hand. I laid her down gently and kissed her, our lips moving passionately together and over each other’s faces. I slowly undressed her, sliding those smooth straps down her shoulders, turning her over to unzip the dress. As I did, I kissed along her back and neck, drawing delicious shivers of pleasure from her.

When she was down to nothing but her panties, bra, and earrings, she reached for my tie. I let her take away my clothes, undressing me as she had when I was a boy, too young to do it myself. Memories came back, flooding me with nostalgia. I thought back on how my love for her had matured, growing from youthful desire to fully adult, romantic love. I stood up and took my pants off, shedding one leg and then the other, left in nothing but my boxers. She bit her lip and caressed my chest and stomach, her hand coming to rest on my bulge. She gazed up into my eyes, her hand moving slowly over my cock, feeling me through my underwear. “You’re big.”

“All for you, mom.”

I saw a ripple of pleasure go through her at that thought. She reached for the sides of my boxers and slid them down, freeing my throbbing penis. I took them off and stood naked in front of her. My cock stood straight up, sticking out at her, the tip glistening with pre-cum. She took my shaft in her hand and circled her fingers around it, her eyes glazing over with desire. “Oh, Robbie. You feel so warm, so good in my hand.”

“Mom...get naked for me.”

She reached for her panties, sliding them down, revealing the small patch of hair above her glistening pussy. My cock twitched at the sight, heart pounding. Then she reached for her bra straps, unclasping them and freeing her full, swaying tits. I took her left breast in my hand, squeezing and rubbing my thumb over her nipple, making the sensitive tip hard and pointed. She leaned into my hand, giving a soft “mmm.” I pressed her into the mattress, getting over her and straddling her, squeezing and massaging her full breasts with him hands. I leaned down, sucking her left nipple into my mouth, laving my tongue over it and nursing hungrily. She enjoyed this, pushing her breast into my mouth and giving more of those little “mmm” sounds of pleasure. I reached down, my fingers finding her slick cunt lips, feeling her growing wetness for me.

“God, mom, you’re soaked.”

“For you, baby!” She cradled my head, arching her back, pressing her cunt mound deeper into my hand. “Oh, Rob, don’t make me wait!”

I was as eager to be inside my mother as she was to have me. I took my cock in hand, lining myself up at her entrance, sliding my dick up and down her wet slit. Slowly I pressed inside her, parting those slick, incredible, velvet pussy lips, moving inch by inch into my stepmother’s sex. She groaned, her pussy stretching to fill with my cock. It was so tight, it felt as though she was squeezing me with her fist. My mother was opening to me, allowing me inside her, and I was amazed how much she wanted it. “Oh god, sweetheart...you’re doing it to me...my sweet boy, inside his momma...ohhhhh, mmmmm. Yes...like that...yessssss...sweet baby...so good...”

Once I was fully inside her, we kissed again, tongues melding together hot and heavy. She moaned loudly as the full length of my cock impaled her. Her legs wrapped around me, drawing me deep inside her. “Fuck me, sweetheart. Fuck me!”

I began to move inside her, grinding my body on hers, just pushing up while still being fully inside her cunt. She was squeezing me so tight, I could barely move. Finally I gathered a rhythm and raised my hips, sliding almost all the way out of her, then thrust in hard and deep. “Ohhhhh!” she moaned, her face a grimace of pleasure. I saw glimmering tears in her eyes and kissed them tenderly.

Chapter 9

“Mom, I’m not hurting you, am I?”

“No, baby. You just feel so good...I’m so happy...More than ever in my life!”

She loved what I was giving her so much it made her cry. The thought made me begin to lose control. I gave in to the need to fuck her, to shove my thick cock over and over into her wet, hungry cunt. I raised up and thrust in hard again, then repeated the motion again and again. Soon the room filled with the sounds of our fucking, lusty groans and cries of pleasure, my mom’s beautiful legs clutching me as I filled her repeatedly with my rock-hard dick.

“Ohhhh, sweetheart....oh Robbie...Fuck me, baby, yesssss....fill your momma with that huge cock...That’s it, honey! So good! Oh, so big! Robbie! Ohhhhh, ohhhhhhhh!” Her breathy gasps told me she was getting closer to the peak, her moans getting louder and higher in pitch. I reached down and pressed my fingers to her clit, drawing a wail of lust from her. “OHHHHH baby, yesssss!” She squeezed me tight and came, her legs wrapped around me in a vice, her pussy clenching at my cock. I felt the walls of her cunt convulse and spasm, her body shuddering underneath me. I fucked her hard right through her orgasm, pounding repeatedly into her incredible, tight pussy. I made her cum a second time, her pleasure so great she could no longer even speak, her mouth simply forming a breathless “O” of lust.

The heady thought that I was making my stepmom cum on my cock was too much. As I gazed at her beautiful face, seeing her expression shift between pleasure, desire, love, and ecstasy, I could no longer hold back. “Gonna cum, mom...Have to cum...”

“Inside me, baby! Fill me! Shoot your hot cum in me!”

“Nnnnnhhhhh...” I groaned and shoved in hard, pressing my cock to the hilt, feeling the softness of her womb caressing my dick as I came. My cock spurted over and over, filling her with hot jets of cum. When I had released, I held myself over her, panting hard, my mind a haze of pleasure. No feeling had ever given me more joy than cumming inside my stepmother. I rolled to one side, collapsing on the pillows next to her. My cock slipped out of her wetly with a soft slurping sound.

We lay cradled together, me stroking her hair and her stroking my chest, my cock draped over my leg, still angled toward her pussy. I looked down, seeing her pussy leaking my sperm, the tip of my cock glistening with our combined fluids. It was such an erotic sight that I felt a rush no drug could ever compare to. “Mmmm, mom...I loved making you cum just now.”

“I loved it too, baby. You’re an incredible lover.” She kissed me and gave a soft murmur of satisfaction. “I’ve never had an orgasm like that in my whole life.”

“I hope to give you many more, if you will let me.” I gazed into her eyes, my heart swelling with love for this beautiful woman.

I saw the faint glistening of tears once more. She smiled through them, cupping my cheek and tracing it with soft fingers. “I would love that, Robbie. More than anything in the world.”

****

Epilogue

My mom and I continued our lives, making plans for the future. We decided to get a house, somewhere bigger that would let us have a yard and some freedom. The realtor mistook us for a couple, and neither of us corrected her, simply holding hands and grinning at each other. My mom and I were madly in love, unable to hide it any longer. Neither of us wanted to.

The divorce proceedings continued, things panning out pretty smoothly from that point on. I think decking my father in the jaw had sent a clear message. He gave us plenty of glares and dirty looks, but didn’t speak to us from that point. We were both relieved. Finally the day came when the divorce was finalized, my mother a free woman.

As we stepped out of the courthouse that day, I turned to her, giving her a big hug. “No more Mrs. Williams,” I whispered, squeezing her tight, then pulling back to look at her. “You’re officially released from that bastard’s hold.”

She stared up into my eyes and I saw a glimmer of deep emotion. “Oh, honey. I wish I could be Mrs. Williams — to you,” she said sadly.

“You can. If you’ll have me, as your husband...we’ll have a private ceremony.”

Her eyes lit up, sadness replaced with joy. She kissed me fervently. “Yes, I will have you,” she whispered fiercely. “With all my heart.”

A few weeks later, we exchanged rings in our new house, completing our union. That night, we made passionate love, my mom taking me time and time again — on her back missionary style, on her hands and knees as I filled her with my cock. We both cried out in lust and joy, our desire for one another finally fulfilled. She came several times around me, my heart swelling with love for the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. I spilled into her, filling her again with my hot cum. Afterward we lay together; she caressed me, nestling her head under my chin.

“You’ve made me the happiest woman on the planet, Mr. Williams.”

“And you’ve made me the happiest man, Mrs. Williams.”

We shared a grin and a kiss.

****
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Chapter 1

My stepmom was angry with me.

This was nothing new. She did it in a passive aggressive, silent treatment kind of way. I was on a business trip with her, providing assistance. She was a big shot corporate exec for a tech firm in downtown San Francisco. I prepared her slides, got her dry cleaning, ran errands for her, things like that. I’d been doing it for a while and didn’t mind a bit. Neither did she, except when she was in a bad mood.

She’d been silently fuming at me all morning. Then she’d gone out — presumably to grab a cup of coffee from the breakfast bar at our hotel. She was down there right now, I suspected. Her phone was buzzing where she’d left it on the hotel office table, so I picked it up intending to take it down to her.

I was at the bottom of the stairs rounding the corner to the lobby when I saw her. She was leaning up against the counter, coffee in hand, staring to one side pensively. Her long dark hair framed her face, highlighting her perfect features. Her makeup and nails were done immaculately, giving her a professional, polished look. Something in her gaze seemed sad, though. She was wearing her usual blouse, jacket, and short skirt, complete with heels and her favorite silver bracelet. I was stunned by her beauty. I had never really seen her this way, looking contemplative and a little melancholy. All I usually saw was when she was being polite, angry, or brusque... but never soft.

My eyes were drawn down, to the soft swell of her breasts and her shapely waist and hips. She had an elegant figure, petite but well-proportioned. For a woman approaching forty, she was in excellent shape. She had a slightly anxious way about her that I thought just enhanced her sexiness. She had a lot on her plate now that my dad had divorced her and moved onto some pretty young thing. I had chosen to stay with my stepmom, who, despite being often pissed off at me, was a devoted caretaker. She had worked all through my childhood to support us while my dad was usually laid off drinking beer on the couch. When I needed help with homework, she was there. When I had gotten my first job, she was there to help me prep for the interview. When my girlfriend had broken up for me, she was there. She came to all my football games. She’d put bandaids on my cuts when I got hurt. She was a devoted stepmom — almost like a real mom even if we weren’t related by blood.

I often wondered if she was lonely with my dad not around. She never really dated. Sometimes she’d bring a guy home, but he’d never spend the night, and I never saw her doing more than getting a cup of coffee with him. She went to bed alone, every night. I had my fantasies — and a few family photo albums with her in them — but she had no one. I worried about her, even though I knew I would be deeply jealous if she did find someone.

I, being the deviant bastard I was, was sexually attracted to her. It was nothing new. I’d had fantasies about her for years. Of course I’d never acted on them — but there were times when I’d take a pair of her lacy panties in the laundry or see she’d left the bathroom door open when she was showering and sneak a peek.

As I stood there ruminating, she spotted me and turned, catching sight of me. At first the familiar anger flared in her gaze, but then, strangely, it softened. She set her cup down and beckoned to me, her graceful nails curling as she gestured for me to come over with her finger. Some unspoken tension passed between us. Something I couldn’t place in her expression, almost... as though she wanted something from me. Her eyes flicked over my body for a moment, then back to my face. “Sean. Where’ve you been, hon?”

“Upstairs as usual. Your phone rang... I wanted to bring it to you.” I offered her the phone.

She took it and checked the messages, then set it aside. “It’s just Andrew from the office. Probably calling to check up on me again. You know how he is.”

Andrew was technically not her boss, though he had senior positioning in the company and tried to lord it over her. She had none of it. “Anything I can help with?”

“Not really.” She sighed, passing a hand through her thick hair. She turned to me and smiled, an expression I didn’t see much from her. I realized how beautiful she was when she did that. “Do you have plans for the day, or are you going with me to the conference?”

“Going with you. Wouldn’t miss a second with my gorgeous stepmom.”

Her eyes widened a bit at my joke (which wasn’t really a joke) and then she laughed. “You’re sweet. Are you sure you want to...?”

“Positive.”

We stood there looking at each other for a minute, and then she lowered her gaze as if embarrassed. She cleared her throat softly. “Well, then. I guess we’d better go get ready.”

“You look ready to me.”

I couldn’t stop staring at her. She was intensely hot today and it was driving me crazy. She obviously noticed something was up though. “Honey, are you okay? You seem to be acting strange.” She put her hand to my forehead. “You’re not running a fever...”

“I’m fine, mom. Clearer than I’ve ever been.”

Her hand lingered on my brow, skin tingling where she’d touched me. I was keenly aware of the rise and fall of her breasts, my eyes flicking to them for an instant, then looking away. I leaned on the counter next to her, trying not to be obvious.

“Okay, if you say so.” She leaned next to me, sipping her coffee.

My hand was just a few inches from hers on the counter, where we stood side by side, our backs pressed against the hard surface. I slid my pinky towards hers, feeling the whole time like this was absurd, she was my stepmom and not some girl I was trying to woo...What was I thinking?

As my finger brushed hers, she took in a soft breath, but didn’t move her hand away. She gazed ahead, her breasts moving a little faster as her breathing increased. She pretended to keep drinking her coffee, but I knew her attention was on my finger touching hers. Could it be possible? Did she have feelings for me, too? Beyond just mother-son ones?

Slowly, my fingers closed over hers. Her breath caught and her fingers trembled slightly, holding the cup. She set it down, still not looking at me... but then, to my surprise, gave the tiniest squeeze of her fingers around mine. The touch was electric, sending tingles along my arm. I realized I was growing hard, my cock throbbing softly in my jeans. My stepmom still didn’t look at me, her eyes fixed ahead. Her thumb began to rub very lightly over the top of my hand, the touch almost too light to notice.

Her phone buzzed again, startling us both. She let out an exasperated breath and picked it up. “Damn. It’s Andrew again. Okay, I’d better deal with this.” She turned it off and looked apologetically at me. “Will you be okay to wait for me for a few?”

“Sure. I’ll get your stuff ready for the conference and we can leave when you’re done.”

She smiled gratefully. “Thanks, hon. You’re the best.”

She hesitated just a second, then put her hand to my chest, reaching up on tiptoe to kiss my cheeks. I swear her lips lingered there a minute longer than they might have normally. She cupped my cheek briefly, then she was gone.

I was left standing there alone at the breakfast bar, wondering what had just happened. Whatever had just passed between us... there was a definite sexual energy. Something real. Something undeniable. Something hot.

Was she into me?

There was only one way to find out. I would have to make a move.

****

We went to the conference as planned. It was downtown about 30 minutes away, so we took a cab. I had her laptop bag with slides and things. In the cab, she thumbed through her Powerpoint, though I knew she had it memorized. She had a brilliant mind — something else that attracted me to her. As she whispered through her notes, I watched, fascinated, my gaze drawn to her perfect red lips. Then down further, along her graceful neck toward her full, incredible breasts. They were, as usual, hidden beneath blouse and bra. I wanted to see them, to feel them, to have my mouth on them, to suckle them...

She noticed me staring and flushed a bit, though she gave a pleased smile. She obviously didn’t mind the attention. “Everything okay?”

“Yep, just fine.” I cleared my throat, embarrassed. “I’ve got everything ready for you when we get there.”

“Great.”

We arrived on time and set up, getting the computer plugged in and all the sound equipment set up. My stepmom gave a stellar presentation, wowing the audience, making them laugh and sympathize. Her talk was about using screen time productively and still remaining connected with people in a human way. She spoke eloquently and confidently, striding across the stage, looking her audience in the eye. She had them spellbound — and of course, I was spellbound, too.

At the end of the talk everyone clapped loudly. She took questions and then thanked everyone, giving a brief bow before heading back over to me where I sat at one end. “How’d I do?” she asked, pushing her hair (which had gotten a bit mussed) back from her lovely face.

Chapter 2

“You were incredible.”

She grinned and came around to stand next to me, bending down. She thumbed through some of the slides and reached forward to enter her notes. She’d be giving the same talk throughout the week at various venues. As she bent down there next to me, her breasts swung forward just a bit. She was so close I could smell the sweet fragrance of her perfume and the soft enticing smell of her shampoo. Her hair brushed my hand and forearm. She reached across me to grab the mouse, flipping through her notes on screen, her breast swaying just inches above my hand.

I would only have to lift my fingers a little and it would finally be there, cupped in my palm...

“Andrea! I just wanted to say, great job.” A guy from the audience came up to her, an older gentleman. I guess he was someone she knew from an earlier job she’d had. She turned to him and they started chatting for a bit. I finished packing up her computer and miscellaneous things, trying to ignore the faint jealousy brewing in my stomach.

As she continued talking to him, the jealousy became stronger. I knew it was completely irrational. Why was I jealous of some guy who obviously had a thing for my stepmom? She and I could never have any kind of relationship. I didn’t even know if she felt the way I did. Our little encounter in the breakfast bar had been one thing, but getting to the point where she would have sex with me? Highly unlikely. Yeah, right, I could just hear her saying. Are you crazy, Sean? I’m going to have you committed.

“Well, it’s great seeing you, Andrea.”

“You too, Bob. Take care.”

They shook hands briefly and then the guy left. I rubbed my face, trying to push away my troubled thoughts. I felt my stepmom’s hands close around my shoulders, her touch immediately sending sparks through my body. My dick hardened in response. What the hell is wrong with you? Get a grip on yourself! All she does it touch you and you’re ready to fuck? Jesus.

“Thank you sooooo much for being patient, baby. I couldn’t have done this without your help.” She was leaning near my ear, her lips just inches away. I felt her breath hot on my skin, the tops of her breasts brushing against my neck. Needless to say, this was doing nothing to soften my cock.

“Ummmm... you’re welcome, mom. Anytime. I’m just glad I could help out.”

“And you know what else? I just got a promotion.” She flipped her phone out in front of me, showing me the text from her boss. “Looks like my talk really made an impression.”

I stood up, shocked. “Wow, mom! This is great news. Congratulations!” I held my arms out for a hug.

She smiled and stepped into my embrace, her small body folding perfectly into mine. She put her arms around my waist, holding me tight. I squeezed her for a moment, feeling her breath quickening against me. That strange electric heat passed between us again, the hug lasting just a second too long to be a simple congratulatory gesture. I kept my waist pulled back a little bit, not wanting her to feel my erection — but she leaned in close, kissing my cheek, almost...nuzzling my neck a little bit. And when she did, her thigh brushed my cock. If she felt it, she didn’t say anything.

“Thanks,” she whispered, pulling back to look up at me with shining eyes. “I’m so happy.”

“Me, too. We should celebrate tonight.”

“Sounds like an excellent plan.”

Gone was the woman who was always angry at me and nagging for something. This new version of my stepmom seemed happy and even pleased with me. I sure as hell wasn’t complaining. My eyes went to her sexy, perfect bottom as she turned away from me, picking up a few things from our table. She slung her bag over her shoulder and turned to me. “Ready to go?”

I smiled. “Yep.”

****

We got back to the hotel, taking turns in the shower. I went first, then came out and made reservations at a nearby restaurant. While I was on the phone, I noticed mom had left the door open a crack. She did this sometimes at home, too, probably just forgetting. I couldn’t help but sit further back in the office chair, peering through what little I could see. In the mirror, her reflection was clearly illuminated as she stripped off her professional attire. Her blouse went first, and then her bra and panties. Then her skirt and stockings. When she was naked, she stood to her full height, examining her reflection briefly in the mirror. My breath caught. I had a full view of everything, even her incredible pussy. There was a tiny patch of black hair above the swollen pink lips. Her thighs were soft yet firm, her calves nice and smooth, leading to small, dainty feet. My eyes swung to her upper body, lingering on the soft, smooth belly and full breasts. Everything about her was perfect. Her wrists were small and delicate, her shoulders petite, yet giving the impression of a woman who was strong. She raised her chin as she looked at herself in the mirror, her expression proud, yet still a little sad. I wondered what was on her mind that she looked this way — even in light of a successful talk and a promotion.

Chapter 3

She turned, flipping on the shower, letting it run for a minute before she stepped in. The water hissed softly from the spray as I sat there, thinking about what I’d just seen. God, she was beautiful. I wanted not just to see her naked like that in front of me, but to be the one who could take the sadness from her eyes. Who could make her feel good, sexy, desired... Who could give her orgasms like she’d never had in her life. Whoa...put on the brakes, Sean. Just because we might’ve shared a sexy hand caress and a hug didn’t mean she was going to let me go down on her or something. Get over yourself.

I finished making our reservations and pecked away at my computer a bit angrily. Angry at myself, that is, for being so stupid as to think my own stepmom would want to fuck me. Would even contemplate the idea.

The soft sound of a woman’s moan coming from the bathroom startled me. At first I thought Andrea might have hurt herself. I got up and went towards the door, frowning. I almost knocked — but then I heard another, second moan.

“Ohhhhhhhh.”

It was low and soft, almost too soft to hear. But above the steady spray of the water, I knew it was her. And it was definitely not an I’m in pain kind of moan.

It was an I’m cumming kind of moan.

Shit. I put my back to the wall, heart pounding. Was she really masturbating in the shower? To what? What was filling that mind of hers? Thoughts of... what, Bob?

Ugh. Disgusted at the thought of her pleasuring herself to that old guy, I went to the bed and flopped down. I covered my head with my elbow and tried to forget the whole thing. My attraction, my jealousy, her in there, her fingers undoubtedly squeezing those luscious wet tits and plunging her fingers into her pussy...

The next thing I knew she was coming out of the bathroom, wrapped in just a soft white towel. She had towel-dried her hair, giving it that sexy wet look. “Sorry to bug you... have you seen my scrunchie? Oh, there it is.”

She walked right into the middle of the room where the desk was and picked up her brown scrunchie. The whole time, I could see glimmers of her beautiful, round, delicious little ass, the towel coming to just above her thigh. Oh, fuck. All I would have to do is, get up, push her against the wall, and rip that little towel off to have my way with her...

“Baby?”

She was asking me a question. “Wha?”

“Did you make the reservation?” She stood in front of the hall mirror, totally within view, putting her hair up in the scrunchie.

“Ummmm... yes, I did.”

“Perfect.” She turned and smiled at me. “I’ll be ready in a few minutes, okay?”

“Yep.” I sat up on the bed, leaning over the edge. She disappeared back into the bathroom for a minute. I couldn’t believe she’d been in there masturbating, and now had come out here right in my view in just that tiny little towel! Was she just trying to torture me? I groaned out loud and fell back on the bed.

“What was that, hon?”

“Nothing.”

She came back out, walking up to me. She sauntered onto the bed, crawling up slowly towards me with just that towel on. It was barely held in place and I could see her big tits threatening to come free. Oh, god...

“What’s the matter, baby?”

“Nothing.”

“Are you stressed?”

“A little. You know, work and all.”

She slid her fingers gently across my forehead, propping her head on her elbow. “You’ve been working so hard for me these past couple of days. I think it’s only right that you should have a chance to relax a bit and release all this tension building inside you.”

“Yeah, I... I should get a massage from across the street or something.”

She gave me a brief, sexy smile that made me think the masseuse across the street was not what she had in mind. “No, baby, I meant...” She ran her fingers across my chest, her perfect white nails getting closer and closer to my stomach. Then to my crotch. “I meant you should let mommy take care of you.”

“Take care of... me?”

“Mmmmmhmmm. I can make you feel all better...”

“Mom, what do — Ohhhhh, god.” She was unzipping my jeans. Her hand was sliding into my underwear. Her fingers were around my rigid cock! “Mom! We can’t be... we can’t... do this...”

“Shhhh, just trust me, baby. I promise it will feel good.”

“Unnnnnhhh.” All my protests evaporated. Her hand around my cock felt too incredible. She took me out, freeing my large, hard member. She began stroking me slowly up and down.

“Mmmm, you have a beautiful cock. You’ve been hiding this from me all along?” She leaned over my crotch, still giving me that lustful sexy look and then stuck her tongue out a bit, licking the tip. Hot. Then she did it again. The third time she closed her lips a little around me, sliding her mouth down about a third of the way. I could not believe my own stepmom was swallowing my cock in our hotel room. Or how incredibly fucking hot it was.

“God, mom, yes. Please...”

She closed her eyes and began to suck me in earnest. I knew this was wrong, that we couldn’t... but it felt so good. I had wanted her for so long. The towel was starting to come off, showing me a better glimpse of those beautiful breasts. I reached down, pulling it off entirely, freeing her large mounds. I took her left breast in my hand, amazed that I was finally feeling the real thing. “Ohhhh, mom, your tits are so big, so amazing.” I squeezed and weighed them, feeling them in my hands. She seemed to enjoy that, sucking hard on me, letting me free with a pop.

“Yes, baby, mmmmm. Feel mommy’s tits. You like these big breasts, don’t you?”

Chapter 4

“Love them.” I leaned close, sucking her left nipple into my mouth. She straddled me, moving closer to give me better access as I suckled her lustfully.

“That feels so good, ohhhhhhh...” she moaned. “Suck my tits...yesssssss....”

She cradled my hand as I made love to her breasts with my mouth. We both gave in to the passion, her grinding her wet pussy on my cock as I felt up her mounds and licked at them ravenously. Then, the sudden buzz of her cell phone went off and I groaned. “Leave it...”

She hesitated, then seemed to listen, turning back to me. Then it went off a second time. “It could be my boss,” she said, giving me a look of regret.

I nodded and let go of her, frustrated beyond belief. Her walking naked across the room to get her cell didn’t help. I sat there, propped back on my arms as she answered. My shirt was still undone, my cock out, rigid and wet from her saliva.

“Yes, yes,” she was saying. “Okay, sure. Yeah, we planned on finishing up the tour this week. Yep, giving the same tomorrow and Thursday. Okay, thanks. Bye Andrew.” She hung up, sighing, and pushed a hand through her hair. “Sorry about that, baby.”

“It’s okay. It’s work. It’s pretty damn important.”

“Yes, but you are, too.” She came over to me and sat down at the side of the bed, her big tits swinging. “Sorry I kind of jumped you there.”

I smirked. “Are you really apologizing? I was into it too, in case you didn’t notice.”

She smiled and ran her hand through my hair. “Yeah, I did. And it seems I left you hanging...well, hard.”

We both looked down at my cock, still swaying a bit. “It’s okay. We have our reservations in a few. We’ll be late if we don’t leave now.”

“Okay, but...” She leaned close, whispering in my ear. “Will you promise we can finish this later?” Her arm looped around my neck.

“Promise.”

She gave me a soft but full kiss, her lips spreading heat all across my mouth, the embrace speaking volumes of her desire. She really was hot for me. And I was sure as hell hot for her. We kissed several more moments, my hands running up and down her bare back, feeling her smooth skin. Then we separated with a smacking sound and she got up to get dressed.

I couldn’t believe it. I was going out with my stepmom... on a date? Maybe. How could it be anything else? And when we got back to the room, she was going to fuck me.

Life had changed immensely in the past few minutes.

****

All through our drive to the restaurant, all I could think was how beautiful my stepmom looked in her sexy black dress. And how badly I wanted to tear it off her, bend her over the bed, and fuck her hard and fast.

She looked stunning, as always. Her hair was held up in a half-bun, strands falling around her cheeks and temples elegantly. She wore a silver necklace that fell to the line of her dress, which showed just a bit of cleavage. She’d paired it with her favorite black heels. The dress itself had a line down the back that showed her smooth back, revealing just the right amount of skin to be sexy but classy.

“Will you two be dining alone?” our waiter asked.

“Yes, it’s just me and my... date,” my stepmom answered, giving me a wink.

“Of course. Right this way.” He led us to an intimate, small booth off to one corner of the place. There was soft jazz music playing. I suspected this place was pretty upscale.

We were seated, with Andrea scooting in next to me. I liked this, sitting side by side instead of having the table between us. I could feel the heat from her leg as she rested it against mine. “Feeling hungry?”

“Uh-huh. And you?”

“Famished.” She perused the menu, one hand on it, the other on my thigh, rubbing lightly.

“You’d better not do that. You know what effect you have on me.”

She merely smiled, still looking at the menu. “Mmmmhmmmm.”

Chapter 5

Seems my stepmom was a real tease.

When our waiter returned, we ordered. She got steak and I chose a fish entree with rice. I was pretty hungry, but mostly I was just thinking about getting her back to the hotel so I could strip her out of that dress. Easy, I told myself. Enjoy her. You have her, now. She’s yours. There will plenty of time for rough, dirty fucking later. For now... just relax and appreciate your beautiful stepmom.

I did as my inner voice suggested, taking the moment to just drink in her beauty. Everything about her... her stunning looks, her radiant personality, her kindness, the warmth in her eyes and heart. She was not just beautiful outside, but inside as well. That had been evident to everyone in that room today, during her talk.

“What?” she asked, sipping her wine, giving me a curious look.

“Nothing. Just appreciating this gorgeous woman I’m out with.”

She blushed. “You’re too sweet.” She rubbed her hand over my thigh some more. “And really, I could say the same. You’ve become such a handsome, strong, capable young man.”

I liked the compliment, but knew she was trying to divert. “Oh, no you don’t. We’re talking about you tonight, not me.”

She chuckled. “Well, talk away. What do you want to know?”

I bit my lip. “You know, I guess, how I felt about you. All this time. You wouldn’t have done that earlier, in the room, if you hadn’t, right?”

She blushed again. “Oh, Sean. The truth is, I was so horny, there in the shower thinking about you... I had been wanting you all day, and seeing you lying on the bed like that... I just had to make a move. I wasn’t thinking, wasn’t acting rationally. I hope I didn’t take advantage.”

I squeezed her hand. “I’m glad you did. I’ve wanted you for years.”

“Years?”

I nodded. “You just always seemed so angry with me. I didn’t want to tell you my feelings.”

She ran her fingers through my hair. “I wasn’t angry. I was just... suppressed. I wanted you, Sean. It was just a bit after you graduated high school, when you were heading off to college. I realized I had feelings for you I shouldn’t have, and it made me... resentful.”

“Of me?”

“Of the fact we couldn’t be together. I guess I treated you harshly to keep at a distance. Then I wouldn’t have to deal with my feelings for you.”

I nodded. It made sense. In a way, maybe I’d just accepted it, too — that we couldn’t be together. But now... “Are things different between us? Can we really be lovers?”

She sighed softly. “I want it, babe. I feel like you do too. Am I right?”

“Fuck yeah.”

“Then, we’ll see where things go. I know it’s wrong, that we shouldn’t...” She brought my hand up along the inside of her thigh, edging closer to her panties. “But it feels so right,” she breathed. My fingers acted of their own accord, sliding into her panties, feeling the hot silky wetness of her pussy.

“Oh god, you’re so wet.”

“For you, baby. All for you.”

Our waiter brought the food while my hand was still deeply entrenched in my stepmom’s pussy. I could feel the delicious, incredible velvet of her walls squeezing me lightly. I had to fight myself not to moan along with her as she clamped her hand down on her mouth, pretending to mask a yawn. “Thanks, I said,” giving him a quick nod. I’m sure he had no idea what we were doing... or if he did, was nice enough not to say anything.

Of course, to everyone else we just looked like a normal young couple. My stepmom was young-looking and hot, and I looked my age, so... I suspect we looked like husband and wife. Certainly no one gave us a second glance as we kissed softly, not a mother son kiss, but a deep, slow kiss with her hands on my face and mine on her legs.

“We should eat,” she said softly.

“Yes we should.”

We both laughed a little bit and started tucking into our food. We talked a bit, but mostly just shared intimate glances and smiles. The food was delicious, well-seasoned and filling. When we were finished I paid the check and felt Andrea squeeze my bicep. “So manly, paying for dinner and everything.”

“Yeah, yeah. You’re a tease.”

She kissed my neck just under my ear. “You know it.”

“Am I gonna get to see what’s under those panties?” I whispered, folding my wallet and tucking it in my jeans.

“Maybe if you’re good.”

She scooted out of the booth, giving me a little show as her dress peeled up along her thigh, exposing the smooth skin. I caught a flash of those very panties I wanted into, knowing she was doing it on purpose. That thought made it even hotter. She was teasing me, her stepson, just to get a rise out of me. And boy, was she ever succeeding. My heart pounded, cock stiff in my pants. She took me by the hand and gave me a teasing, sexy glance over her shoulder as we walked down the street from the restaurant.

Chapter 6

“It’s a nice night.”

“It is,” I agreed. “Want to walk a bit?”

“Mhm.”

It was nice, the two of us walking down the street, her hand around my arm. I caught a glimpse of some suspicious-looking guys checking her out as we walked past an alley. I put my arm around her, holding her to my chest protectively. She snuggled against me happily, averting her eyes from the men. Thankfully they didn’t say anything, but they were leering at her as we passed.

“You know I would do anything to keep you safe, right?” I asked, once we were alone again. There were plenty of folks walking up and down the street, but no one paid us any attention now.

“I know.” She squeezed my arm. “I feel safe with you.”

“Good.”

We walked a little way down, then decided to go back to the hotel. It had been a long day and we were both tired. I suspected we would quickly get our energy back in the room... or at least I would.

When we got back, mom suggested we go down to the pool for a nightcap and to relax. “Great idea,” I said. “Jacuzzi?”

“Race you there.”

I grinned as she shimmied into her bathing suit and scampered out the door. I was left in just my boxers, but what the hell. They could pass as swim trunks. I hurried after her, closing the door with a click behind me. Inside the pool room it was steamy and pleasant, and also empty. Thank whatever gods there be, I thought.

She got in first, stepping in carefully with one foot. “Ooooohhh, it’s hot!”

“Yeah, that’s not the only thing.”

She looked up to me where I was leering at her, arms crossed. Her eyes flickered up and down my body and I saw her wet her lips a bit. I guess she really was turned on by me. “Yeah, um... You should come on in.”

“Okay.”

I eased myself into the water after her. She was right, it was a liquid pool of fire. But once we got used to the water, it was nice and relaxing. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back against the edge. A minute later I felt my stepmom’s smooth thigh curling over mine. She wriggled onto my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck.

“This is nice.”

“Mmmm, very,” I agreed.

The bottom of her thigh was brushing my cock and I think she knew it. She turned to me and began kissing me. I returned her kiss eagerly and soon our tongues were dancing. Her fingers slid up and down along the back of my neck while I palmed her ass, rubbing the smooth globes. “Mmmm,” she moaned against my mouth. “You’re a good kisser.”

“So are you.”

“I want to make you cum,” she whispered hotly into my ear.

“Right here?”

“Yes.”

She pulled back and looked at me with a gaze I can only describe as horny. She kissed down my neck and chest, stopping just at the water’s edge. She straddled me, her hands moving up and down my body, outlining the shape of my muscles. “You’re really hot. I had no idea. All that time you’ve been spending in the gym, it’s working.”

“Thanks.” Her words turned me on more; knowing she found me sexy was incredibly arousing. “You’re pretty goddamn hot yourself, you know.”

She smiled with a sudden shyness I found endearing. “It’s not like I try or anything. I don’t really care how I look.”

“Yeah, that’s part of the appeal. You’re effortlessly sexy.”

She laughed. “And you are quite the charmer.” My cock rubbed up against her pussy under the water as she ground her body against me slowly. “What have we here?” She felt in the water for me, her hand going into my boxers and finding my cock. She began to stroke me slowly, the sensation mindblowing. “Seems I never finished what I started...”

Chapter 7

“You sure did start it. And you won’t let up.”

“Do I really turn you on like this, baby?”

“Fuck, yes, mom.” I hesitated a minute. “Andrea.”

She smirked. “You can still call me mom if you want. That makes it kinda hot, to be honest...” Her thumb circled the head of my cock, and then I felt her other hand at my balls, cupping them. Massaging them. Making love to me with her hands. Her breasts glistened from the gentle spray of the jacuzzi water splashing on them. She had squeezed them together, highlighting her full cleavage as she stroked me up and down with both hands. That visual only served to turn me on more.

“Ohhhh, fuck! Okay — mom!”

She gazed into my eyes, her lips parting as she moaned in time with me, still rubbing her crotch against mind, grinding up against my body as she jerked me. Her hands stroked faster and faster. “Don’t — if you keep doing it — I’m gonna cum....”

But she just kept at it. “Hop up, baby... move up on the side...” she whispered.

I did, letting her slide off me as I jumped up on the side of the pool, water swishing around us, my cock jutting out. She eagerly took me in her mouth and began bobbing her head around me, suctioning me with her lips, the water and friction from her mouth making wet sucking sounds. Her hot lips moved up and down my shaft, my cock glistening from her spit and the water. “Ohhhhh, my god...” I held her hair, feeling my cum spurting up from my balls. I groaned and filled her mouth. She swallowed me, eagerly lapping up my cock, draining my balls. When she was done, she licked her lips and kissed me.

“Upstairs?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

The two of us hurried up to our room. We were no longer thinking rational adults, just two horny people who needed to fuck. We took a quick shower to wash off the chlorine, shedding our suits, and then tumbled onto the bed, naked. Our bodies tangled together, my cock returning to life quickly. I spread my stepmom’s thighs and dove between them, eagerly lapping at her wet cunt. “Ohhhhhh, noooo... Ohhhhhhh, baby. Oh god. Eat me!” she squealed, squirming underneath me. I lapped at her with my tongue, fluttering it on her clit and plunging my fingers inside her, working her pussy til she came. We kissed again and my cock pressed her entrance, her fingers pushing at my ass, obviously wanting me inside her. I teased her as long as I could... then parted the lips of her pussy with my cock, sinking slowly inside her.

We both groaned in pleasure. The feeling of her warm pussy enveloping me was incredible. I stayed like that, just holding myself inside her for several moments. We kissed, tongues sliding together, her hands moving up and down my back. “I can’t believe you’re really inside me,” she whispered. “My big boy is finally inside me...”

In response I slid out, then pushed in deep, drawing a moan from her. I began fucking her steadily, my thrusts driving her to orgasm. I felt her cum around my cock, her pussy clenching and convulsing. She moaned continually, shaking her head, babbling with lust. I held her down at her wrists, pinning her to the bed, trapping her with the weight of my body. My cock ravaged her, impaling her over and over. She was incredibly tight. Her tits bounced up and down against my chest as our slick bodies rubbed together. Soon I felt myself nearing orgasm again. “I’m gonna cum!”

“Cum for me, Sean! Cum inside my pussy baby!”

I groaned and pushed in deep, holding myself inside her as I came, filling her pussy with my sperm. “Oh, god.” The feeling of my stepmom’s incredible cunt milking me as I came inside her was the best thing in my life. I collapsed on top of her, panting, then rolled over to the side, my cock slipping wetly from her pussy. “Wow.”

“That was something.” She grinned and kissed me.

“You have a talent for understatement.”

“Mhm.” She rubbed her fingers up and down my thigh, my cock twitching in response. “Wanna go again?”

“Hell, yeah.”

****

Epilogue

After my stepmom finished her round of talk-giving, she went back to the city with me tagging along to devote herself to her new position. It was stressful at first, but she quickly adjusted to her role. She was now VP of sales and marketing, a job that truly let her shine and use her skills to the fullest. Not only was she excellent at networking, she was also a real people person — and it showed.

I helped her adjust to the initial stress by... well, you guessed it. We fucked a lot. Sometimes when she got home after a rough day she would just want me to tear her panties down, bend her over the table and fill her with my cock. My hands on her hips, we would go at it for several minutes before she would be cumming on me, groaning and yelling my name, fingers clutching the table. Sometimes she wanted to wait, having a nice romantic dinner together, a hot bath, then joining me in my bedroom for hours of passionate lovemaking. We never tired of each other. On the contrary, it was as though we were on fire for one another.

Of course we couldn’t have a formal ceremony, but we privately exchanged rings as a symbol of our commitment. After our ‘marriage,’ I found it easier to get jobs and was soon working my way up the labor ladder too. Andrea was proud of me, supporting me the whole way. I guess being in a committed relationship with my stepmom was the thing I needed all along.

Oh, and did I mention, lots of hot sex?

****
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Scott

Honey, there’s no way it’s going to fit...

I kept hearing that refrain over and over in my head. I was dreaming, I realized. You know, the kind of dream you can’t wake up from. A dream that involves you and a sexy older woman, lying on her back, ass up, legs spread, her wet pussy waiting for you to fill her with cock. You have a sneaking suspicion you know this woman, but you can’t be sure...

I woke up in a sweat, fragments of the dream still clinging to my memory. “God,” I muttered. I wiped my brow with my palm. I looked down at the covers and realized I had a raging hardon.

No wonder. That woman in my dream had been incredibly hot. And so familiar.

I went downstairs to make breakfast. My stepmom was already in the kitchen. “Good morning,” I said.

“Morning, hon. Can you bring my laptop bag when you come in today? Oh, and I’ll need the papers I was grading last night, too.”

“Sure.”

She smiled and set some toast and juice before me. I was almost twenty-two, but she still treated me like a kid. Not that I minded. I enjoyed the soft press of her lips on my cheek and the way she ruffled my hair. “You’re great. Okay, I’ll see you at eleven. Don’t be late!” She breezed out of the house, a whirlwind of sleek professional attire, confidence, and radiance.

My stepmom was awesome. She was a professor of computer science and history at our local university. She had recently won a string of awards for her brilliant mind. There was even a rumor that she’d be called on by the government to take part in an FBI investigation. I’d believe it; she was the smartest lady I knew.

She was also extremely good-looking, with lustrous blonde hair, a slim, petite figure, and an incredible smile. My father was out of the picture now, having been killed overseas on military duty. He had married my stepmom after my biological mother died when I was two or three, so I barely even remembered her. But my dad’s death meant there were plenty of eligible bachelors calling on my stepmom. Somehow, none of them ever seemed to work out. Deep down, I was glad. I wanted her all to myself. My gut roiled a bit at the thought, though; I didn’t want to impede her happiness with my jealousy. I knew I needed to just let her move on.

I realized I was still half-hard, sitting there at the table eating my toast and thinking about my stepmom. God, what is wrong with you? Are you really horny for your own mother? The truth was, I’d had a crush on her since I was a little kid. I had been helping out at her work for years, mostly just on small side projects, grading papers, things like that. I’d picked up plenty of computer science knowledge on the way, and math, too. My stepmom was a patient teacher, often staying up late into the night to help me understand things. With her kind smile and soft, enticing voice, she would lean close, putting her hand at the back of my neck as she explained a complex mathematical formula. The sound of her voice was entrancing to me. I was addicted to it. To everything about her... her smell, a soft strawberry fragrance like shampoo, and to her beautiful, profound eyes. To the way she would gently admonish me if I fucked up, then come back and kiss me on the forehead later. I was even addicted to her sadness, the way she would sit alone in her room at night, brushing her long hair for several minutes in silence, lost in thought. Sometimes I watched her doing that, wishing I could be the one to take her hair in my hands... and other things, as well.

I brushed my thoughts aside guiltily. I forced myself to focus on something mundane like the bowl of oranges in front of me and the mounds of work I had to take care of. Mom had given me plenty of formulas to work on. I was doing an online internship for a local tech firm, with classes on the side. It kept me busy and out of trouble, aside from my dirty thoughts.

****

My erection finally dwindled and I washed the dishes, finishing getting dressed. I drove down to the university and was at her classroom by eleven as she’d requested. I took a seat, glancing at some of the students there. They were all a few years younger than me.

One girl, Sarah, had started to sit next to me. I think she liked me. I was friendly, giving her a smile and a wave. I’d never thought seriously about girls, but she was cute. “Hey, Scott. Did you finish up that assignment for your mom?”

“Yeah, it took a while though.” She knew about the arrangement we had, where I worked for my stepmom to help her keep up with classwork. “How have you been?”

“Good. Oh, shhhh, lecture’s starting.”

A hush fell over the room as my stepmom strode onto the stage. “Good morning, everyone.” She launched into her introduction of the day’s topic — an advanced computer science problem — and immediately filled the room with her beauty and grace. Everyone was spellbound. She was a powerful lecturer, walking across the stage with grace and poise. Her voice rang out clear and bell-like, inspiring the young students. I doubted I was the only one there who was smitten.

Things went on normally for a while. I took notes, knowing I’d need them later, but I was starting to zone out about halfway through. And then, something unexpected happened.

“Just a minute, please.” My stepmom had set her laptop in the middle of the stage, on a desk, and was now reaching over to click a few buttons. The awkward position forced her to bend at the waist, her ass pushing out a bit. She had worn a pair of black heels paired with stockings and a dark gray miniskirt — along with a tight-fitting white blouse. As she leaned over like that, in such an inadvertently sexual position, my dark mind took over. I imagined going up to her, tearing down her skirt and panties, and spanking her ‘til her bottom was red. Then plunging my fingers — and then my cock — into her dripping pussy. I imagined her moans filling the room as she begged me to fuck her. Me, pounding into her with her smashed into the desk, her full, heavy tits pushing into the hard wood. “And that’s the slide you’ll need to see for this problem,” my stepmom was saying, breaking into my dirty thoughts. “Go ahead and work through it. You have five minutes.”

She stood up again, her body going erect, her full breasts straining heavily at the thin fabric of her blouse. You’re doing it again, I realized. Having vivid sexual fantasies about my own mother in the classroom. Not a great idea.

She gave me a smile and a wink, mouthing, “Good job” from the stage. Then she turned and sauntered back to the podium, her perfect heart-shaped ass swaying with every step. I realized I was hard, achingly so, and covered my lap with my notes to make sure Sarah didn’t see. When I looked over, she was deep in her calculations, not paying any attention to me.

For the rest of the lecture I had a hard time focusing. I was relieved when things finally wound to a close and the class was dismissed. I waited for the students to shuffle out, a few lingering behind to ask questions. Or maybe just ogle my stepmom. Hard to say.

When everyone had cleared out, I went up to her and set down my notes. “I think I got everything.”

“Did you?” she asked, distracted. She was back in that bent-over position, my mind instantly reverting to bad places. Get a grip, Scott, I told myself.

“Yep.”

She clicked through a few more things and then turned to me. “Thanks so much, sweetie. Guess what? I have some big news. I’ll tell you on the way home, in the car...”

****

It turns out my stepmom’s “big news” was that the FBI had indeed selected her for an undercover operation that required advanced math and CS knowledge — something only she would have. It was a sting. A well-known darknet drug lord was on the verge of being caught. They needed someone who could post on coding sites with advice on how to fix problems, posing as a fellow webmaster/hacker.

“There’s something else, though.” She bit her lip. “Would you be willing to work with me?”

I frowned a bit. “How, mom? Don’t you have to do this on your own?”

She shook her head, hands on the steering wheel. “The guys at the bureau said you’d get security clearance and everything. You can work along with me. You’d just have to officially sign on to the project.”

“As...what? Your accomplice? Your bodyguard?”

She smiled at me and gave me a glance, her eyes passing over my body. Was there something slightly more interested than usual in her gaze, or was I imagining it? “You’d make a great bodyguard, considering how fit you are. All that time in the gym is really paying off for you.”

“Thanks.” I blushed.

“But no, that’s not it. You’d be...well, they haven’t specified, exactly. We’ll have to go in and discuss it if you’re interested.”

“Hell yeah, I’m interested. Plus, I don’t want my mom going off and getting into trouble with drug lords without some protection.”

She smirked and squeezed my shoulder. “My big man, always looking out for me.”

That had been one of her pet names for me ever since I was little. Even now it made my ego swell. Only this time, it made my cock swell, too. “Always, mom.”

****

We went into the bureau office later that week. Two guys were waiting in a glass-windowed room, the whole place looking very much like something out of a spy movie. Keyboards clicked, people talked on phones, papers shuffled, printers printed. Some people walked past us, looking straight ahead, very official. I was excited, especially since I’d get to work as an equal with my stepmom instead of just her assistant. Hopefully.

As we entered the room, the guy on the left stood and offered his hand. “You must be Mrs. Jackson,” he said to my stepmom.

“Yes.”

“Agent Federer. This is Agent Daniels.” He pointed to his companion. “Please, sit.”

We took a seat across from him as he began explaining the details of the operation. I listened carefully. So did my stepmom. She crossed her leg, leaning forward, her head tilted slightly in that way she got when she was paying special attention to something, making notes in her memory. She had an incredible memory.

“So basically, that’s what we’d need you to do. If Scott signs on with you, he’d be working in the same position.”

“Is there any advantage to us both doing it, instead of just me?” asked my stepmom.

“Actually, we were hoping you could work together. You’d be posing as a married couple, both heavily involved in the drug trade.”


The words married couple caught my attention. Agent Federer slid a photo forward to us. The picture was that of a youngish couple — a pretty blonde woman and a dark haired, good-looking guy — who resembled us. “Jason and Fiona Bentley. A married couple dealing drugs on the dark web. These two have made quite a name for themselves... except they were murdered last week. Our target has no idea. So if you contact him... he’ll think he’s in touch with some major players.”

“So let me get this straight... we’re going to be posing as a dead married couple?”

Federer grinned at me. “Like I said — the murder was recent. Only we have info on it. Maybe a few other players, but it was kept quiet. They were highly private, kept to themselves. Words won’t officially get out for several more weeks... just enough time for you two to wrap this thing up and bring in Dawson.” Dawson was our target.

My stepmom’s eyes shot over to me searchingly. “Maybe we should talk it over first.”

“Sure. No problem. Just let me know when you decide.”

We shook hands with the two agents and headed out with our briefings. We couldn’t leave the building with classified info, so we sat in a waiting room a couple doors down, sipping coffee together.

“So how do you feel about this?” my stepmom asked.

“It’s cool. Exciting. It would be cool to do a job that actually made a difference, did some good, you know?”

She smiled a little and nodded.

A silent moment passed between us. I guessed she was thinking the same thing I was, so I decided to just bite the bullet. “As far as the married couple thing...”

“Are you okay with it?” She looked up to me, her beautiful eyes suddenly seeming very vulnerable... almost scared, like she was afraid of my reaction.

“I would be, yeah. Are you?”

“Yeah, of course. I mean, it’s just pretend.”

Just pretend. That would have been true if not for the fact that my cock had been hard for her all day. I would be “pretend” married to my incredibly hot stepmom, posing as her husband and lover. For two weeks or more. I guess that wouldn’t get me in a whole lot of trouble — it wasn’t like we’d do anything more than we would normally. We were already pretty affectionate, often kissing and hugging platonically. No one would know the difference. Hell, as young and hot as my stepmom looked, she could have passed for my wife anyway.

“Well, then let’s do it,” I said, setting down my coffee. “If you’re ready.”

“I’m ready, hon.” She stood up, taking in a deep breath, giving me a smile that was half-excited, half-nervous. “Let’s go tell the agent.”

****

A few days later and we were on the road, heading to Dallas. The idea was to hole up in a hotel for a little while, still communicating with Dawson. My stepmom had been in touch for him, posing as JD401 as her screen name. She had been getting coding advice from him, as well as trade secrets, places he was selling, etc. Apparently they’d built up a real rapport. He suspected that she was Fiona Bentley — not Allison Jackson, my stepmom.

To keep up our facade, we would go out to local restaurants like we were a couple. The idea was to eventually lure Dawson out into the open. The only way to do that was to pretend we were the Bentleys. Things went fine — my stepmom would occasionally kiss my cheek or adjust my tie, things that any normal couple would do. There was a bit of awkward laughter between us in the hotel room at first, but we sorted it out soon enough.

It was hard sharing a room with her. It was hard to come to our hotel pad at night and watch her removing her clothes through the bathroom mirror when she left the door cracked. To catch glimpses of her lacy bra and sexy black stockings. To think that as her “husband,” I should have been able to strip those undergarments from her and kiss her deeply, then take her right there on the hotel bed, sticking my big dick into her tight, tiny pussy. I couldn’t do that, of course. Not as her stepson.

So I would silently stroke my cock as she lay in the bed next to mine. We had a double, so at least I had that much to myself. But it was still incredibly difficult, I had to work out my frustration, my pent up sexual energy. I would try to picture other women, but it was always my stepmom — my hot stepmom, lying just a bed away from me as I silently worked my cock under the covers. Sometimes she would moan softly in her sleep. I wondered what she was dreaming about. But those moans only made me cum faster. I would splatter semen on my abs and chest, imagining her licking it off, then clean myself up and go to sleep. Those weeks, with us holed up together, were both incredibly tortuous and the best of my life. I loved being close to her like this. Getting her all to myself.

But I knew this was just a fantasy. It would never last.

Allison

The facade that Scottie and I had been putting on worked fairly well. We were doing what Federer and Daniels had requested. Every day, we got closer to nailing Dawson. Drawing him out of hiding step by step was the only way.

I had no regrets about this plan... except one.

This pretense Scottie and I were keeping up was getting more difficult for me. I noticed that at first, it was just a glance or two — but one night, as we were out at a restaurant having dinner, I noticed he was looking up my skirt. True, I had been dressing in a more revealing manner, but just trying to keep true to Fiona Bentley. She’d had a penchant for short skirts and tight tops with lacy bras underneath. So on this particular night, I noticed my stepson’s eyes kept going to the pair of pale blue silk panties exposed between my thighs as I slid out of the booth to go to the bathroom. “I’ll be right back,” I said, thinking I was just imagining it.

In the bathroom, I stood over the sink, trying to sort out my feelings. Scott had not noticed the stain in my pants... or so I hoped. The reality was, his continued glances and attention had been more than flattering. I was very turned on. Imagining him as my husband — even if it was all for show — was getting me going. Really getting me going. I went into the stall, pulling down my panties to see a large dark wet spot. I touched my pussy and gasped. “Mmmmm,” I said in a whispered moan. I was hornier than I’d realized. Seeing him like this was like seeing him as a hot young guy, not my own stepson.

I finished in the stall and washed my hands. As I went out again, I saw him talking to our waitress. She was attractive and about his age — and obviously flirting with him. She had her hand draped on top of the booth just above his head and was leaning close to show him something on the menu. He made a joke and she laughed, and so did he. I felt a flare of jealousy in the pit of my stomach. Jealousy? Over what? My own stepson?

I ignored my crazy thoughts and went back to take my seat. The waitress was gone when I got back. I slid into the booth beside my stepson and touched his thigh — a bit more possessively than I meant to. “Miss me, hon?”

He smiled. “You know I did.”

I’d had a couple drinks and could be a bit naughty when I was buzzed. That, coupled with my stepson’s interested glances, gave me the courage to be a bit more flirty than I intended. “Well, then, aren’t you going to show me?”

His eyes widened. “Um... sure... honey.” He leaned in close, kissing my cheek.

“Oh, kiss me like you mean it.”

He stared at me for a second, then tilted my head towards him, his fingers clasping around my jaw. “I missed you... Fiona. I really did.” To prove it, he leaned in close, his breath hot on my face for a brief moment — and then pressed his lips to mine. The kiss was hot, intense... his lips moved up and down against mine and I moaned softly. I parted my lips on instinct, forgetting where we were and what we were doing. His tongue brushed my lips, his fingers still caressing my jaw. I set my free hand on his thigh, sliding upwards unconsciously toward his groin. My head was spinning from the kiss, my breathing — and my nipples — hard.

Finally he let me go, our lips parting with a soft smack. “See,” he breathed, “I missed you a lot.”

I stared into his eyes for a second, stunned and very turned on. Heat crackled between us. Then, as if to break the silence, he gave a little laugh and patted my leg. “Come on, hon. You should order what you want.”

I swallowed hard and tried to focus on the menu. I shared his laugh, though in my stomach were butterflies — and something more reluctant. I knew kissing my own stepson was wrong, kissing him that way... but God, it had felt incredible. I could still feel the heat from his lips. My fingers and edged toward his cock unconsciously. His cock! My own stepson’s penis was beckoning to me like water to a thirsty woman in the desert, my mouth apparently yearning to close around it. What was wrong with me that I was lusting for him so?

When we left the restaurant, we went downtown to see some Christmas lights. We walked hand-in-hand, as we had so many times when he was young... but now it felt different. His hand felt warmer, bigger, and I was aware of his fingers, somehow. Of their size and power. He had grown into a handsome, strongly-built young man with a bit of stubble and a chiseled jawline. As he put his arm around me, I nestled into his warm embrace.

“Sure is a nice night, isn’t it, mom?” He cleared his throat. “I mean, Fi.”

“It is, baby.”

We walked down the street, taking in the vivid lights strung all around the buildings, lighting up the entire downtown area. People passed by, the streets smelling of cigarette smoke and something grilled from a nearby food truck. Cars whirred past, the occasional honk of a horn passing us. Scott’s hand came to rest on my lower back, guiding me down the street. As we passed an old bookshop, I felt his hand creep a little lower, to my ass.

“What are you doing?” I whispered nervously, though his touch excited me.

“Just walking with my wife.” He grinned. God, the little shit was enjoying this. Unfortunately, so was I.

“You’re going to pay for this when we get back to the hotel room.”

“Is that a promise?”

I gave him a look and ruffled his hair. “You’re a tease.”

As we neared the fountain downtown, a sudden burst of fireworks went off, startling me. My stepson caught me, holding me to his chest. “You okay, mom?”

“Fine, just startled —”

“Look!”

He pointed the a brilliant display in the sky. Colorful lights shot up in all directions, splattering out in a series of vibrant sparks. We stood there, his arm around me, with me tucked into his body, watching the beautiful fireworks light up the night. Blasts went off, the faint smell of smoke in the air. A few people gathered around us, “oohs” and “ahhhhs” filling the air.

The fireworks seemed to be lasting a while, but it was getting late and we were scheduled to meet with Dawson the next day. We were both tense and nervous — and the sexual flirtation now passing between us was only making that electric thrum even stronger. When we got back to the room, I was tired and still a little drunk, so I sat down on my bed, letting out a relieved sigh.

“Can I take your shoes off?” asked Scott.

“Sure, baby.”

I felt his hands at my heels, peeling off the tight shoes. He massaged my stockinged feet, making me sigh softly in pleasure. “Feels good...”

He smiled. “You ready for tomorrow?”

“I think so.” I sat up, hoping the nervousness didn’t show on my face. “I hope so.” It wasn’t like we met up with drug lords from the internet on a regular basis.

“You know whatever happens, I’m gonna be there to protect you.” His face turned serious.

“I know, honey.” I patted the bed, gesturing him to join me. “I’m going to protect you, too.”

He propped himself up on his elbow as he lay beside me. “The agent said there would be backup... right? Undercover agents we can call if things get rough?”

“He said so. But I don’t anticipate a showdown. Dawson won’t do anything in public.”

I just hoped I was right about that.

****

Scott

As I lay there with my stepmom on the bed, I ran through the next day in my mind. I would be on point, ready for anything. We were meeting with a dangerous guy — a felon — so who knew what could happen? She didn’t know it, but I had purchased a small firearm and now had it in my bedside drawer.

I felt stepmom’s hand on my arm, her body snuggling into mine. I put my arm around her. She felt so good, so small against me. I just wanted to keep her safe, to protect her. To make her feel good...

“You’re my big, strong man, you know that?” Her arms went around my neck and she nuzzled me a little bit. She was drunk... and possibly horny. I was getting nervous, and not just about the day we had planned for us.

“Um, mom...” She kept rubbing her nose and lips against my neck, the feeling soft and velvety, going straight to my cock. “Fuck.”

“Fuck?” She giggled. “You can’t use language like that with your mother...”

“You’re drunk.”

“Am I?”

Some of her mischievousness was rubbing off on me. I tussled with her for a moment and, gaining the upper hand, wrestled her onto her back, pinning her beneath me. I pressed her wrists into the mattress and grinned down at her. “I think I have a little more strength than this naughty girl who’s taken over my mother.”

Her breasts were moving fast from the exertion. She looked up at me strangely, a look I’d never seen in her beautiful eyes. Almost... desire...

You’re imagining things.

There had been that kiss in the restaurant though, and she had kissed me back. Willingly.

Eagerly.

Was it possible my stepmom was as hot for me as I was for her?

“Scottie?”

We stayed like that, me straddling her, holding her wrists above her head, her breasts pushing into my chest. Her lips were so close I could feel her breath. Her blouse had come undone a few buttons. God, she was hot. I wanted to kiss her. But this time it wouldn’t be for show. I would be risking everything.

“Mom...”

“Honey?”

I couldn’t fight it. My need for her was too strong. I bent low, brushing my lips against hers. Her eyes fluttered closed and she allowed me to kiss her — more than allowed. She kissed me back. At first it was just gentle and chaste, a mother-son kiss... but then it turned heated. My head tilted, and hers tilted the other way, allowing our tongues to touch. I let go of her wrists and she slid her hands up my shoulders, her fingers pressing into my shirt. My thigh was nestled between her legs, and just very gently, I pressed it further, the sides of her skirt peeling up with the pressure of my leg. I felt the faint throb of her pussy on my skin. Ohhhh, God. My stepmom’s pussy. I needed it. I wanted it.

“Scottie...” She murmured softly against my lips as I broke the kiss. I searched her face and her eyes. Did she want this — want me?

“Mom...I don’t know if you... If this is just a game or not...”

She hesitated, then let her hands run up my back, caressing me. “This isn’t a game, baby. This is for real. We can’t... I can’t...”

“But you want to?”

She closed her eyes — I saw a glimmer of sadness pass over her beautiful face. When she opened them, the faintest shimmering of tears was there. “Yes,” she whispered very, very softly. “I want to.”

“Then... you... you feel the same about me?”

“The same...”

I knew it was a bold move, but I took her hand and guided it to my cock. She gasped as she felt my hardness, large and hot in her cupped palm. “Oh god, baby...”

“This is what you do to me, mom. You fucking turn me on...”

She closed her eyes, her hand still there on my cock, fingers caressing me ever so lightly, just palming me. She was feeling me up. My own stepmom was feeling my cock through my pants. I nearly came then and there.

“You’re so much bigger than I ever thought.”

“You haven’t even seen it.”

She bit her lip, looking up into my eyes. “Yes, baby. The answer is yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“You do the same to me.”

“Can I...”

She winced like she knew what I was going to ask — and that she couldn’t fight it.

“Can I feel you? Your pussy?”

“Baby, that’s so wrong to ask.”

“But can I?” I sounded like an insistent child again.

She hesitated, looking left to right, her eyes scanning the room, seeking a safe place to lock onto. Anything but me. Finally she closed them and whispered, “Yes.”

I bent down, kissing her cheek softly. My hand grazed over her blouse, lifting the edge of her shirt slightly. Then I reached into her skirt, my hand slipping downward, into the silk of her panties. Warmth began to creep up my skin as I edged further and further south. Then I felt the fullness of her mound, the soft bush of hair, the wetness between her pussy lips. “Oh, god,” I groaned. She felt incredible. My cock stirred in response. “Mom, you’re so wet.”

“Because of you, baby.” Her voice was breathy and aroused. “My big, strong stepson.”

We kissed again, and I sensed things were going to go further if one of us didn’t put a stop to this. Mom’s — Allison’s — hand was still pressed to my cock. I suddenly thought of her that way in my mind... not as my stepmom, but as this hot babe I wanted to have sex with. A hot older woman who was apparently as into me as I was into her. We kissed for several more moments, bodies pressing together heatedly. This was no chaste kiss; this was hot, a lover’s kiss. I threaded my fingers through her hair and massaged her scalp; she gave a small moan.

Then, just as her fingers went to the zipper of my pants, her phone buzzed.

We broke the kiss, both looking up, startled. “Shit,” she mumbled. “It could be Federer.”

She pushed me back gently and went to grab her phone. She frowned down at it. “He says the plan’s off for tomorrow. Dawson backed out.”

“Then what do we do?”

“Hold tight.” She sighed and set the phone down, running a hand through her hair. My lips still tingled from her kiss. “That’s all we can do.”

I sat there, shirt partially open, my zipper halfway undone, cock aching. She gave me a sympathetic look. Her hair was all mussed, her lipstick smudged from our impromptu makeout session. “I guess I left you kind of high and dry there, huh?”

“You had a good reason.” Not to mention, we should never have been doing that...

Yet, as we looked at each other, I could see the same longing, the same lust in her eyes. She wanted me. A thrill ran through my body, from the core of my balls to my heart. My mother felt the same as I felt about her. I had that much, at least.

****

The next day unfolded without much activity. My ‘wife’ and I were hanging out at the hotel, waiting for instructions from Agent Federer. There wasn’t much we could do, given that he’d told us the meeting was off with Dawson. My stepmom sent our target a few messages, asking what was up, but we heard nothing from him. Had he gotten cold feet?

Between the two of us, there was even more tension. Instead of being her usual, playful self, my stepmom seemed distant. Maybe she regretted what had happened the night before. I couldn’t blame her. It was crazy. For my part, I couldn’t stop replaying it in my mind. I couldn’t believe I’d touched her pussy, or how incredibly wet it was.

That wetness wasn’t something she could hide. It was physical evidence she was turned on by me. That meant something... at least to me.

Still, I was convinced nothing would happen between us. She must have been too freaked out. I moped around the hotel, heading down to the empty breakfast bar, taking a seat and scanning a magazine.

“Scott?”

I heard my stepmom’s voice and looked back. “Hey, what’s up?”

“I was wondering if we could talk...” Her voice was soft and she looked uncertain.

I nodded, gesturing to the sofa across from me. “Of course we can. Take a seat.”

She sat gracefully, tucking her skirt under her. She looked to one side for a minute, composing her thoughts. “I wanted to apologize for last night.”

“Apologize?”

“Yes, I... I got carried away. I never should have had so much to drink.” She laughed a bit and blushed, looking down at her hands, which she placed into her lap.

So she did regret it. That made my heart sink. “It’s okay, mom. I didn’t want to put you in an uncomfortable situation.”

“Well, that’s just it... I was uncomfortable. But not in the way you might think.”

I frowned. “Meaning?”

She bit her lip. “I was... What you felt, between my legs... I wasn’t just pretending. And I think... I know you felt the same way.”

“Yeah, I did.” I swallowed hard. “I’ve been attracted to you for a long time, mom.”

“I had my suspicions.” She blushed deeper. “I’m not going to lie and say I haven’t also been attracted to you, that way. I just know it’s not appropriate, so I never acted on it...”

I got up, moving across to the other couch, taking a seat next to her. “If you wanted — just for now, while we’re in this facade — we could let things play out. Then once it’s done, we never talk about it again... we go back to normal.”

She frowned as she realized what I was suggesting. “Go back to normal? So you’re saying you and I...” She made a gesture with her hand, “We’re intimate — and then somehow go back to normal after that?”

“I think we could. We have a rock-solid foundation, mom. We’re both mature adults. I can handle it if you can.” I took her raised hand into mine. “Besides, we are married... at least for two weeks.”

She seemed to seriously contemplate what I was offering. “What are the rules? We need rules if we’re going to do this.”

I thought for a second. “The rules are... Everything on the table except... if we do it, I won’t... you know. Release inside you.”

She blushed deeply at those words. “God, I can’t believe I’m talking with you about this. Even thinking it.”

I leaned close, speaking softly near her ear. “If we don’t get it out of our system, it’s going to haunt us forever.”

She leaned a little closer to me, closing her eyes. “I know you’re right, it’s just...”

I took her chin and turned her head toward me gently. “Just what?”

“I’m scared... it’s so wrong...”

“Don’t be scared.” I kissed her gently. “You know whatever happens, I’ll always love you.”

She gazed at me a moment, then put her hand on my chest, a brief shudder passing through her. “God! What am I doing? I don’t even know...” And then she kissed me back, wrapping her hands gently around my neck.

The kiss was soft and exploratory. We were, for all purposes, husband and wife, sitting there in the empty breakfast bar. No one was around... but if anyone had passed by, they wouldn’t have known we were stepmom and stepson.

My hand went to rest on her thigh, and hers on my chest. We kissed several more moments, not really using any tongue, just feeling the press of each other’s lips. My body was getting hot, and I guessed hers was too. I cradled her jaw in my hand and pulled back. “There, that wasn’t so bad, right?”

“Not so bad? Damnit, Scottie, you’re an incredible kisser.”

“Then maybe we should go up to the room and continue this there.”

I stood up and held my hand out to her. She took it, her eyes shining up at me. “Yeah... maybe we should.”

****

We went upstairs as I suggested, with her following close behind me. I held her hand, giving her the occasional smile, which she returned nervously. I felt like I was a teenager about to have sex for the first time. Technically, I was — with my stepmom.

I opened the door to the hotel room and led her inside. I closed the door behind us, turning to her. She looked beautiful, scared, and a little vulnerable. “It’s okay,” I said, smiling reassuringly. I squeezed her hand and brought her over to the bed, sitting down at the edge. I pulled her between my legs, gazing up into her eyes, kissing her clothed stomach softly.

She ran her hands through my hair, watching me. She bit her lip, then — as I lifted her shirt, exposing her smooth belly — moaned softly, my lips touching her skin. She closed her eyes and lifted her head, clearly trying to get into the moment, to forget her reservations. As my lips worked on her, kissing along her stomach, gently rubbing her ass, she started to grind her body against me a little, losing some of her tension.

She opened her eyes again and looked down at me, putting her hands on my cheeks. They felt smooth against my stubble. “You’ve become such a handsome man,” she said, stroking my hair. The gesture was both loving and sexual, her caress lingering at the back of my neck.

“You’re the most beautiful woman I know.”

She smiled at that, faint tears in her eyes. I doubted anyone since my dad had said that to her. “Has there been anyone... you know, since dad?”

She shook her head. “I tried a couple times but... I could never make anything last. Your father was the only man I ever really loved... and you, of course. But not that way, until now.”

I nodded slightly, kissing her stomach one last time. Then I watched as she reached for her shirt buttons, peeling them open one by one. The white lace of her bra was exposed, along with more of that lovely, tanned smooth skin. She drew the shirt down her shoulders, letting it fall, leaving her in just her skirt, panties, heels, and bra. I kissed each cup, holding her firm mounds in my hands, reaching behind her to undo the clasp. She helped me, allowing me to slide down each strap; she held each of her breasts against her forearms as the large mounds pillowed out, spilling free. She allowed me to remove the bra from her arms, tossing it along with her blouse to the floor. “No —” I reached for her hands as she tried to cover herself. “Don’t. Let me see.”

She closed her eyes and bit her lip again, that cute nervous habit, then opened her eyes, trying to look anywhere but me. She was embarrassed. I thought that was adorable. I gazed adoringly at her breasts for a moment — they were so large, the nipples puffy and round, the tips hardened to dark points. “God, your tits are beautiful.” I squeezed each one and began to make love to them with my mouth, kissing softly along the sides, inhaling the delicious scent of her bare skin.

“Mmmmm...make love to me, Scott,” she murmured. “I want to feel all of you...”

I picked her up in my arms, her weight light and easy, feeling her wrap her legs around me, and carried her around to the bed. I pulled down the sheets and laid her down. She removed her heels, her skirt, and then her panties, making my breath catch as the sight of her beautiful blonde mound was revealed, the color just a shade darker than her hair. As she did, I unbuttoned my own shirt, tossing it aside, my belt and pants following. As I stood there in just my boxers, she gazed at me with desire, scooting up to me and putting her hands at the sides of my boxers. “Let me...”

I allowed her to slide the shorts down my legs, revealing my thick, hard cock. It was large and swung freely as I peeled my boxers off each foot. She gasped a bit at the size of me and took me in her hand. “Wow... you’re not small at all down there, baby... What a beautiful cock.” Hearing those words from my mother was a little weird, but as her hand began to stroke me, her lips sealing over my dick, the weirdness vanished. I groaned and watched as my penis disappeared into her beautiful lips, her eyes gazing up at me with lust, her lovely mouth swallowing me again and again.

“Ahhhhh...fuck....” I held her hair, caressing her scalp as she made love to my cock with her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down, her mouth making soft sucking sounds, lips wet along the thickness of my shaft. She let go of me with a soft pop sound and licked along the side of me, holding my cock straight up, her tongue laving around my balls. She sucked one of them into her mouth, looking up into my eyes, and then the other. “Unnnnhhhh,” I groaned. “God, mom, your mouth feels amazing.”

In response, she just sucked harder. Her eyes closed and she got up to her knees on the bed, probably trying to relieve the pressure in her pussy. I could tell this was getting her hot. I reached forward, my hand sliding down her soft smooth back, feeling over her bare ass. As I crept toward her pussy with my fingers, my suspicions were confirmed. She was soaking wet, her vagina lips puffy and engorged. Sucking my cock was getting her hot. “Mmmmmhhhh,” she moaned around my dick, my fingers sliding up and down her wetness only making her go faster.

I felt my balls growing hot, my fingers clutching her hair. “Shit, mom, I’m gonna cum soon... your mouth is too good...” I tried to pull back, to get her to release me so I wouldn’t cum in her mouth, but she refused, only sucking me harder. She grabbed onto my ass, fingers digging into my butt cheeks as she bobbed her head up and down my cock like a woman possessed, groaning lustfully around my dick. “Ahhhhh....nooooooo...mommmmm....shit!” Hot seed spurted suddenly up from my balls through my shaft, spilling out from my dick into her mouth. She didn’t miss a beat. She simply sucked me down, every drop of sperm going into her throat as she swallowed eagerly. Watching my stepmom swallowing my cum was the most erotic sight of my life. When she was done, she let me free from her lips, the remnants of my semen dripping down her cheek and from the tip of my cock. She licked them up, then sucked her fingers clean and gazed up into my eyes. “You taste so sweet, baby.”

I leaned down, kissing her hard. She kissed me back passionately, holding onto my arms. I needed to taste her, now. I pushed her down onto her back, getting between her thighs, kissing up and down along the insides, squeezing her breasts with my hands. “My turn.”

She bit her lip. “No, honey, you can’t... No one has... Not even your dad...”

“Dad never went down on you?” I asked, incredulous.

“No, he never wanted to. He was turned off by the idea.”

I couldn’t believe my dad had denied the chance to taste this beautiful, incredible pussy. “He was missing out, then.” I leaned close to her moist entrance, running my thumb up and down her slit, then using both thumbs to pull her apart and take a lick from bottom to top like an ice cream cone.

“Ohhhhhh!” She shuddered.

I licked the delicious, soft, smooth pink lips again. She tasted sweet and smelled incredible. “I love licking your pussy...mmmmmm.” I began to feast on her copious juices, inserting my fingers in her pussy as I licked all around her clit and sucked the little bud into my lips. She moaned and writhed against me... “Ohhhhhhh, Scottie....nooooooo....I’m gonna.....cum....ohhhhhh....yessss....ohhhhh, fuck....”

She grabbed my hair and began riding my tongue, her hips bucking. She shoved her pussy into my hungry mouth again and again. I sucked lustfully on her cunt, devouring her juices and delicious flavor. She groaned long and loud and clutched my hair, her whole body shuddering. Her pussy spasmed and clenched under my mouth so violently I could feel the contractions. I put a third finger into her and curled all my fingers inside her — and she rewarded me with a lusty squeal. “OHHHHH! Baby! Oh my godddddd!” She came even harder, hips bucking, thighs clenching around my head, trapping my sucking mouth against her pussy. I was unable to move — and I couldn’t be happier.

Finally her orgasm began to subside and she relax a bit on the bed, her thighs gradually releasing me. She lay there panting, beautiful legs spread, her pussy leaking juice that I lapped up. When I was done, I moved up between her thighs, kissing her lips. She kissed me back, saying “mmmmmm” into my mouth, tasting her own juices on my lips. My cock brushed her pussy and I felt her give another brief shudder, her legs sliding up around me, her hands going around my back. “Baby, we can’t....”

“Yes we can, mom. We have to. I need you... Don’t tell me you don’t need me, too... I know you do.”

She winced at the truth of my words, and with fresh lust as the tip of my cock brushed her slick lips. I could already feel her producing new wetness, her body quickly preparing itself to accept my thick manhood. “Go slow... you’re big, so much bigger than your father...” I did as she instructed, reaching down to guide the head of my cock between her pussy lips, parting them slowly. I inched forward bit by bit, watching her beautiful mouth open, hearing the sharp moan of pleasure as I entered her. “Ohhhhhh! Son. Oh my god. Scott. You’re so big!”

I slid my cock almost all the way out, then pushed in deep inside her again, filling her cunt. She whimpered in delight. I did it again, and again, and again, picking up a rhythm. I began fucking her, my large cock destroying her tight, tiny pussy, forcing her to accept my shaft again and again. She closed her eyes and began to moan continuously. “Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhhhh....ohhhhhhhhh my god..... so big! Ohhhhhhhh! Fuck me baby, fuck me! Ohhhhhhhhhh....”

I started fucking her faster, lust boiling up inside me, my balls wetly slapping against her. The room soon filled with our mingled groans of passion and the slapping sound of our groins smashing together. I felt her cumming around me, her pussy clenching and milking me, her cries intensifying. She came several more times before I felt my own orgasm approach. “Mom, I’m cumming...I’m gonna cum...”

“Do it, baby! Give me all your hot cum!”

I desperately wanted to push in deep and spill myself inside her, but we had agreed not to. The last thing I wanted to do was betray her trust. Though it was hard, I withdrew my cock at the last minute, taking my twitching dick in hand. Hot jets of semen spilled out onto her belly and breasts as I came hard, groaning, watching her beautiful body shuddering beneath me. “Ohhhhh...fuck...” I continued stroking myself until I had released the last of my cum. I fell back on my haunches. The two of us stayed there, panting, my stepmom’s breasts heaving, splattered with gobs of thick white cum. Finally I collapsed on the bed next to her.

“Wow.”

“Wow is right.”

“I can’t believe we just did that.”

She looked over at me. “Do you regret it?”

“God, no. It was insane. The best sex I ever had.”

She smiled, relieved. “I’d have to say the same. Your dick is just so big, so powerful... I’ve never felt so filled in all my life.”

“Careful what you say or you’re going to get me going again.”

“And what makes you think I wouldn’t want to?” She grinned.

I pulled her into my arms and squeezed her, tickling her. She laughed and shrieked, trying to squirm away. “You, madam, are the most mischievous person I know...”

****

We fooled around on the bed a while longer, kissing and cavorting. Finally, both tired from our passionate lovemaking, we settled down for a brief nap. We were awoken by the sound of my stepmom’s cell going off. She got up quickly to answer it.

“Yes?” A pause. “What? He’s here, now?”

She turned back to me, eyes wide.

He? I wondered. Dawson?

“Wow. Okay. We’ll go meet him. Yes, downstairs in five or ten minutes. You have backup?”

She said a few more things, then hung up. She turned to me, her beautiful tits hanging full and round, her naked body on display to my leering eyes. “Dawson’s downstairs. Or will be, in a few minutes. We’ve got to go meet him.”

“I’m ready. Are you?”

She took in a slow breath, looking down at the phone in her hand. She stood there, naked and hot as hell, her long blonde hair falling messily around her shoulders. Her tanned skin was lit up a little by the dim light of the hotel room lamp. “I think so. As ready as I’ll ever be.”

“Then let’s get dressed and do this.”

She nodded, looking back to me. She set the phone down and walked over to me, getting between my legs where I had them swung over the side of the bed. I put my hands on her ass as she kissed me, a soft but hungry kiss, tender yet desirous. The kind of kiss two lovers exchange, not stepmom and stepson. Though I guess, if stepmom and stepson are fucking, it’s the kind of kiss they’d exchange.

“When we’re done, you better promise me another romp in the sack like that last one.” I swatted her ass playfully.

She giggled a little bit. “Oh, so now you think you deserve sex on demand?”

“It’s only fair for covering your ass.”

“I think you want to do more than just cover it.”

“Mmmmm....” I squeezed the fleshy pads of her bottom, giving them another gentle slap. I kissed her again — and before I knew it, the kiss was turning hot and heavy, our bodies grinding gently against one another. My stepmom finally broke the kiss, breathing a little hard.

“Okay, stud. As much as I’d like to push you down on this bed and fuck your brains out, we’ve got a job to do.”

My cock twitched at her words. “Yes, sir.” I saluted.

“You little asshole.” She pushed me back playfully, then padded off to get dressed.

I loved this little back and forth teasing we had going. It told me she was feeling okay with what happened... At least for now. And I sure as hell wasn’t going to question it.

A few minutes later, we were both dressed and looking appropriately like Fiona and Jason. My heart was pounding. I had the small firearm in my right jacket pocket. My stepmom closed the hotel door and turned to me.

I held my arm out, hoping to project confidence I didn’t really feel. “You ready?”

She nodded. There was a glimmer of fear in her eyes, but also anticipation and that look she always got when she was about to give a lecture. That she was prepared, confident, and as in control as she could be. “I am.”

She took my arm and we walked downstairs, taking the stairway. As we made our way into the lobby, a dark-haired, balding, slightly overweight man was sitting there with a laptop on his knees, typing away. This is Dawson? I thought. The almighty drug lord? He looks more like he escaped from the IT department at Sam’s Club.

As we approached, he looked up. He put his laptop to one side. “Spear.”

That was our codeword, or at least the first part.

We exchanged a look, then my stepmom nodded. “Halt and catch fire.”

Dawson relaxed a bit, gesturing to the opposite couch in the lobby area. “Let’s sit down and talk a bit, shall we?”

We sat down and he and my stepmom began an in-depth discussion of trading illegal substances on the darkweb. I watched and listened, understanding some, but not all. The whole time, I kept my right hand in my pocket. Dawson didn’t look all that physically fit, but you never know what people are capable of. I was going to protect my stepmom, no matter what.

After about thirty minutes, he showed her some code on his laptop and detailed a series of routes he had devised for getting drugs in and out of the country. I glanced around to see if there were any FBI guys ready to pounce in and get this little bastard. The stuff he was talking about — bad, bad, bad. Prostitution, illegal drugs, sex trafficking... He needed to be behind bars, or worse. Yet I didn’t see anyone. No sign of any FBI guys, just a family checking in at the front desk, a little girl running back and forth with a stuffed animal in hand.

My jaw clenched. Where the hell are they? I had expected Federer, Daniels, someone... instead we were here by ourselves. What happened when this was over? Were we really just going to let this criminal walk free?

My stepmom wound things to a close and stood up. “We’ll be in touch. I need to look over what you’ve sent me. Can you email me those routes?”

He nodded. I could see he was already smitten with my stepmom, even if he thought she was married to me. Whom he ignored.

“Of course, Mrs. Bentley.”

Come on, I thought. Federer, where the hell are you?

Dawson was finishing up with my stepmom and packing up his things when finally, a guy in glasses and suit appeared from the side of the lobby. “FBI,” he said, flashing his badge and coming up behind Dawson. “You’re under arrest.”

Dawson reacted faster than I expected. He threw the laptop down, reaching for his belt. He pushed my stepmom back, sending her sprawling into the couch with a shriek. Time seemed to slow down as he pulled out a gun, aiming it straight for the agent. The agent also reached for his gun — and so did I.

Dawson, realizing his chances were slim, grabbed my stepmom and put the gun to her head. “Back off or I kill her.”

Seeing her there, terrified and trembling in his asshole’s arms, just triggered something inside me. Dawson still had his firearm trained on the agent, like he didn’t even see me. With the awkward angle he was holding her, his fat leg was sprawled out to one side, giving me a clear shot. Without thinking, I aimed and fired.

The shot rang out. Dawson screamed and dropped his weapon. I lunged, kicking the gun to one side, wrestling my stepmom out of his arms. I pulled her back with me, getting her away from him. He was clutching his bleeding leg. The FBI guy was joined by a second agent, and together, the two of them corralled Dawson and got him handcuffed and under control.

“Are you okay?” I asked my stepmom, turning her to face me.

She was shaken, trembling quite a bit still and white as a sheet, but unharmed. She nodded unsteadily. “I — I’m okay.” She clutched my shirt. “Are you?”

“Yeah.” I pulled her into my arms, cradling her, relief washing over me. Thank God. I had never been so terrified in all my life.

I had almost just lost the person who mattered most to me in the world. The love of my life.

My stepmom.

****

Allison

When my stepson took me back up to the room, I was still shaking. The gunshot, the look on his face, the whole thing... God. What if something had happened to him? He kept assuring me he was fine, but I was checking him over for bruises, bloody spots, anything... just expecting to find the worst.

He was okay, though. He was really okay.

When we got inside, he sat me down on the bed and rubbed my ankles, crouching down in front of me. “Look, mom, I’m fine. You’re fine. We did exactly what they wanted us to.”

“Where did you get that gun?” My tone turned reprimanding. “You shouldn’t have had a gun.”

“I didn’t know what we’d have to deal with on this mission. I had to be prepared.”

I sighed. “Jesus. You really are full of surprises.”

He kissed the top of my knee, squeezing it. “The important thing is that we’re both okay. Right?”

“You’re right... you’re right.”

He made me a cup of tea from the hotel microwave. I took it, the warm cup helping to ground me and bring me back from my anxiety. I had suffered panic attacks for years, and an incident like this was just enough to trigger one. Still... with Scott’s calm, steady presence and the massage he was now giving me, I was quickly starting to feel better. “Thanks, baby. That feels nice.”

He sat behind me, rubbing my shoulders, pulling my hair to one side. “You’re welcome.”

“So this means we’ve done our duty,” I murmured thoughtfully.

“Yep.”

I wondered if he was thinking the same thing I was. Are we still husband and wife?

Agent Federer texted me, saying we would meet up with him and Daniels next week for a debriefing, but that they’d taken Dawson into custody and we had done an amazing job. He thanked me again and said we could go back to our normal lives. The whole thing struck me as so... anticlimactic. Here we’d been caught up in this massive sting operation, and suddenly we were back to the mundane. I told Scott how I felt and he agreed.

“Are we leaving for home tomorrow?” he asked, kissing my shoulder softly. His hands left my shoulders and I immediately missed his touch.

“We might as well. I have to get back to teaching, after all. This was just supposed to be a short side job.”

He leaned back, his lean, muscular frame looking incredibly sexy with an “end of day” flush. His hair was a bit mussed, his stubble starting to appear again. He was a little sweaty still from our entanglement downstairs. I wanted to peel up his shirt and lick his bare abs, but I held myself in self-control.

“I can’t say I’m thrilled about leaving,” he admitted. “This whole thing was exciting. Being here with you, working side by side as equals. It was the best job of my life.”

“Is that what you’d want? To work as equals?”

“Hell, yeah. It’s been my dream since I was a little kid, watching you teach. I wanted to be just like you.”

He surprised me with that. I ran my fingers through his hair. “I had no idea, sweetie.”

He looked at me, his dark eyes so intense and thoughtful. I loved my stepson’s eyes, the way he always seemed to be thinking deeply about something. I traced my fingers down his strong jaw. He took my hand and kissed along the inside of my palm, his lips moving toward my wrist. I gave a slight, involuntary shudder, feeling myself growing wet.

I can’t believe the effect he has on me...

“I’ve always wanted to be like you. To learn from you, to watch you... You’re so brave, so confident.” He released my hand and moved between my legs, his lips coming close to mine, my heart pounding. “So sexy.”

“Scottie...”

He kissed me, his lips soft but firm against mine, taking my breath away. All the tension and fear from earlier melted away, my whole mind centering on his form in front of me, his strong body nestled between my legs. He felt so warm, so good. I felt his pulse through the vein on the side of his neck. “Mmmmm, show me your hot body, momma. I want to see you...”

He pulled back, looking me up and down, his eyes dark with lust. The way he looked at me made me hot all over. Hot in a way I’d never been, even with his dad. Sex with my own stepson was the best sex I’d ever had in my life, and it scared the hell out of me. It also excited me and made me very wet. I felt my juices leaking down my inner thighs as I took my clothes off, doing what he asked.

When I was down to just my bra and panties, he smiled at me and leaned close, unclasping my bra himself, planting kisses along my cleavage. I held his head, cradling it as I had done when he was little. But he wasn’t little now... he was a big, strong man, one I was powerfully attracted to. His erection brushed my thigh as he kissed me, taking my bra off, my breasts spilling into his hands. He worshiped them, kissing each breast just above the nipple, then sucking the left nipple into his mouth. I moaned as flickers of sensation shot through me. “Oh god, Scott.”

“Mmmm.” He squeezed both breasts, my pussy tingling in response. I reached to his crotch, feeling the huge bulge in his pants. He was so big. I wanted to take him, but part of me wanted more... more than what he had given me last time. He had felt so incredible, filling me up like that — but the truth was, I wanted to feel more. I wanted to feel his hot cum inside me, in my pussy, spurting deep.

My panties went next. Scott was hungry for me, diving between my thighs, spreading my legs and lapping at me, making me moan. “Oh my god, your tongue...Ohhhhhh!” I squealed uncontrollably as he ate me, his thick tongue and fingers delving into my pussy. It was like he couldn’t wait...like there was a fire inside him. It thrilled me to know he wanted me, his mother, this much. I felt sexy and desired in a way I hadn’t...maybe ever.

I felt myself cumming as his tongue and fingers plunged into me. He swirled my juices on his tongue and sucked them down, gazing up at me with desire. “You taste so sweet mom, so good...”

“Eat me baby! Eat your momma’s pussy...that’s it... OHHHHHHHHHHH, FUCK!” I clenched his hair, my body spasming uncontrollably. I came hard in his mouth, my pussy clenching, giving myself up to the pleasure. His tongue reamed me, completely devouring me, his fingers fucking my little pussy so hard. As he sucked my clit, I thought I would lose consciousness, the feeling was so intense.

Instead, I just fell back on the sheets, laughing a little in awe of his prowess. “God, Scott. You just made me cum so hard...”

“That was the idea.” He came up to kiss me, pressing his lips to mine. I tasted myself on them, finding the flavor surprisingly erotic. It really got me going, knowing my own pussy juice was on my stepson’s lips and tongue. Our kiss turned heated, his fingers tangling in my hair, taking control. I felt his cock at my entrance and reached for his ass, wanting him inside me.

“Fill me, baby... Fill your momma with that hot cock... Oooooohhhhh, yes, that’s it....” He slid inside me inch by inch, his dick feeling enormous. “You’re so much bigger than your dad... Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhh, shit, that’s it baby... Momma’s pussy is so full of your big cock!”

My words were turning him on — and hell, they were turning me on, too. He grabbed my hair and began fucking me, his movements rough and controlling. I loved it, feeling his power, the way he became dominant and commanding. “Turn over,” he said. “Put your ass up for me.”

I did as he said, feeling him slide back into me. He gripped my hair again, fucking me doggystyle, his big dick and balls slamming into me. I started moaning wildly, unable to control myself. As he touched my clit, making circles with his fingers on it in a rapid motion, I was cumming again. “OHHHHHH god, ohhhhh fuck, baby! I’m cumming!”

“That’s it, mom. Allison. Cum on my big cock.”

He took my ass in his hands and held me as he fucked me harder and harder. I knew he was getting close. He spun me around and put me on my back, missionary style, putting my legs up on either side of him. His big cock drilled me for several more minutes, his hands mauling my tits. I came again and again, unable to stop, his cock was just so good.

“I’m gonna cum, mom...”

“Cum inside me, baby!” I knew what I wanted. I didn’t care what the consequences were. Hell... in that moment, I wanted him to get me pregnant. I wanted this big stud to knock me up with his potent sperm. “Spill your seed in my pussy, Scott! I need you to... to put a baby in me!”

“Ohhhhhh, god, mom!” My words were too much for him. He pushed in deep, his cock bursting in my womb, semen spilling out hot inside me. I felt him filling me... the feeling was so intense, so primal. So good. I kissed him, sucking gently on his lips as he came inside me. Our bodies stayed tangled together like that. The weight of him on top of me, trapping me, was the best thing I’d ever felt.

We kissed a few more times, lips smacking softly, and then he withdrew, falling onto the bed beside me. We talked quietly and laughed a little bit, joking and kidding around with each other like old times. Any of the nervousness that had been between us before was gone. We were lovers... we were mom and son, yes. But also lovers.

When we’d both recovered, I reached over and felt that he was hard again. A few strokes of my red-nailed fingers got him fully up and ready to go. I rolled over and straddled him, taking his cock into my pussy, letting him fill me up again. Some of his seed leaked out of me, mingling with my own juices. He held me, gazing up at me with open-mouthed pleasure, moaning right in time with me. “God, mom, you’re so hot... bounce on my cock, momma. Your tits look so good. Mmmm, that’s it.” He squeezed my breasts, thumbs rolling my nipples, and then took me tight into his arms. He began pummeling me with his cock, taking control, sending me into another orgasm. I screamed like a crazy woman, “OHHHHHHHHH GOD! FUUUUUUUCCCCCKKKK! SCOTT! OHHHHHH MY GOD!” I know everyone could probably hear us through the walls, but I didn’t care. I’d just been nearly shot, my stepson had saved my life... and now we were fucking like wild animals.

He came a second time inside me. I fell onto his chest, exhausted. “You sure do know how to wear me out, you know that?”

“Once again, mom. That was the idea.” His fingers brushed up and down my ass, along my lower back. “So what do you say we go get some dinner?”

I grinned and kissed him. “That sounds like a great idea.”

He went to go change and I lay there thinking. Here I was, having incredible passionate sex with my own stepson. He had just cum inside me and I had loved the feeling more than I had ever imagined. Was I a horrible person? Were we wrong to do this? Probably...but how could it feel so right if it wasn’t?

I decided that no matter what, I loved him and I knew he loved me too. What we were doing was between us, and we were consenting adults. Screw society. Screw what anyone thought. No one would know, anyway, that we were fucking. And I had no intention of giving that up anytime soon.

****

Epilogue — Scott

After we got back to our normal lives, things resumed as normal. I continued helping my stepmom out at the university, making sure I did the best I could. Eventually she put in a good word for me and got me an internship in the CS department. I worked hard, studying for my master’s and eventually Ph.D. I became a full-fledged junior professor and was able to start working alongside her as I had dreamed. The two of us made an incredible pair, and I knew people were inspired by our chemistry.

The sex between us continued and it was super hot. Our connection built over time, the relationship between us deepening. Though I couldn’t technically propose to her, we were basically man and wife. Funny how one little FBI job lead to that. Oh well. I guess things happen for a reason...

And this reason just happened to be the best of my life.

Today, she’s pregnant with our baby. We plan to buy a new place just outside the city and raise a family. When she looks at me and gives me that loving smile, I know everything’s going to be all right. Better than all right.

Amazing.
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Brandon

My stepmom was being a hero again.

Well, I say hero, but she didn’t think of herself that way. She worked tireless at her job as a campus coordinator, making sure students were comfortable at the university. She helped them get settled in their dorms and made sure they had everything they needed. She also managed sexual assault cases — and was currently lobbying for fairness in charges against assaulters.

Which helped me out, a lot.

See, I’m a well-liked wrestler on the varsity team. One night out with the guys, I had a bit too much to drink. I was dancing with a friend of mine... she was pretty hot. Her name was Sandra.

Well, long story short, I touched her inappropriately and she declared sexual assault. There was a trial and everything, where I was acquitted. But it tarnished my reputation forever.

That’s why my stepmom’s so committed now, to fairness. She knows things got out of hand... but that they were skewed against me.

Anyway, ever since, I haven’t been able to date. Most girls just won’t even go out with me. Assaulter Brandon is my new nickname around campus. I have to jerk myself off at nights to get to sleep. I doubt I’ll ever have sex again.

So that’s what I was ruminating about one night when my stepmom found me sitting at my desk. I had moved back home since things were pretty unbearable on campus. I couldn’t stand it in the dorm — everyone ostracized me or outright called me names to my face. I gave up trying to have a social life.

“What are you doing in here, sweetie?” She walked in and came to stand behind me, putting her hand over my shoulder. She was wearing a multi-colored, flowery sundress, one of her favorites. I have to admit, it looked really good on her. She had paired it with a set of gold circle earrings and a small pearl necklace. I sat back a bit, taking in the sight of her fully. My stepmom was definitely what you’d call a MILF. Approaching forty-two, with bright smiling eyes, a set of perfect white teeth, perfect full lips. She kept in shape, with well-sized breasts and a nice ass I have to admit I often wanted to put my hands on. Yeah, I was attracted to her. I felt guilty about it, but she was very hot. It was worse since I was now the most unpopular guy on campus — thus, getting none of the pussy I had once had access to.

“Just studying, mom. I have an exercise science test tomorrow.” I was studying to get my kinesiology degree, thinking I could go into personal training.

“You spend so much time here alone. I worry about you.” She rubbed my shoulders gently.

“It’s pointless for me to try to socialize. Everyone hates me now.”

“Oh, sweetie, I’m sure that’s not true.” She sat at the edge of my desk. A tiny bit of thigh peeked through underneath her dress. I found my gaze drawn to it, swallowing. “You just need to keep trying.”

“Um, I don’t think so, mom. Seriously, everyone hates me. I try to talk to people and they shun me.”

“Because of the trial?”

“Yeah.”

She sighed. “I swear, I’m going to work twice as hard to get better regulations. Title IX has just been a huge pain in the ass.”

“I know, mom.” I smiled at her. “You’re a champion. You got me off, after all.”

“I didn’t get you off, honey. You didn’t commit a crime. You were innocent.”

All this talk about her getting me off was making me want the real thing. I decided I needed to just get back to work so I could jerk off later, get her out of my mind.

She leaned in and kissed me, holding my head with both hands, nestling me in the crook of her elbows like she always had when I was little. The result was to press me against her full, swollen tits which smelled amazing, a little like her skin lotion and natural mom scent. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the hug... a bit too much. My cock began to harden under the desk. “Just try not to worry so much,” she said, kissing my forehead. She pulled back to look at me, rubbing her finger gently across my forehead. “Okay? You’re going to get wrinkles up here,” she teased.

I smirked. “Okay, mom. Whatever you say.” My hands rested at the small of her hips, just above her ass. I had to force myself to keep them from moving lower — I could just feel the swell of those nice round globes.

When she left, I sighed. I’d always had a terrible crush on her. I knew it was wrong, feeling that way. And now it was worse since I wasn’t getting any from anyone on campus. I adjusted my cock in my jeans, trying to forget my erotic thoughts about my stepmom. I would just have to accept my new life as a bachelor.

****

Laura

I worried about my stepson, Brandon, all the time.

He had such a promising future. He still did, but this silly assault thing threw him off course. He had been letting it chip away at his confidence for a long time, and I was determined to do something about it.

I glanced at my bedroom clock and saw it was nearly midnight. He was probably still up. I would go up there and talk to him, help settle his mind and get him back on track. I pulled my robe on, fastening it around my bra and panties, which I usually slept it, and climbed the stairs.

I noticed his door was open a crack as I approached. I pushed it open a tiny bit, seeing his desk light on. But he wasn’t there.

He was on his bed, lying on his back. And in his hand was the biggest, thickest cock I’d ever seen. He was stroking himself up and down, eyes closed, lips pushed together, obviously having some very naughty fantasy. Embarrassed, I started to close the door again, but something stayed my hand.

I was fascinated by the sight of my stepson’s cock.

It was beautiful and somehow menacing, his hand working it up and down. I felt a twinge in my pussy, wetness pooling in my sex. I shuddered slightly, both in desire and revulsion at my own feelings. How could I be attracted to my own stepson? Even if his cock was thick...and bulbous, the purple head swaying slightly, glistening with his pre-cum?

I wanted to go in there and take it in my mouth, sucking him til he came between my lips.

Of course, I didn’t. I simply stepped back, leaning against the wall, feeling dizzy with desire. I had no idea he could have this kind of effect on me, that I was attracted to him like this. His father had divorced me several years ago, running off with his secretary and leaving the two of us alone in this big house. True, I had married him when Brandon was just a baby, but that didn’t give him any right to disappear on us. I had tried to date, but unsuccessfully. Somehow, the men I was with... they never had what I was looking for. I didn’t even know what that was...

Apparently, I realized, it’s cock. Your stepson’s cock.

I went back downstairs into my bedroom, taking my robe off and getting back in under the covers. I rolled onto my side and tried to go to sleep. I couldn’t get the image of Brandon’s cock out of my mind, though. No matter which way I turned, or what else I tried to think of, that swaying member kept coming back to me. I threw off the blankets, sighing in frustration.

I lay there on my back for several minutes, my body feeling tingly. Slowly, I let my fingers trail down my stomach to my panties, brushing over the smooth fabric. I rubbed my fingers in circles over the crotch, gasping softly as those tingles spread through my body again, centralizing there in my pussy. I kept thinking of Brandon, of his powerful wrestler’s body, throwing me onto the bed and tearing down my panties, entering me and fucking me from behind. I gasped again, louder this time. I pushed my fingers into my panties and sunk two of them into my dripping pussy, imagining Brandon’s cock. I knew it was wrong to be fantasizing about sex with my own stepson, but god... I was so horny!

I reached into my bedside table and pulled out the vibrator I had in there. It was realistic and lifelike, looking very much like the real thing. I only used it in dire emergencies... and this was one of those times. Rubbing the fat head up and down my slit, I gave in to my naughty fantasy of Brandon’s body over me, imagining it was his cock rubbing up and down my entrance. I moaned softly, “Brandon...” Slowly I inserted the thick member into my flooding pussy, filling my cunt with the large dick. I opened my mouth as it got fully inside me, flipping it to “on” and feeling the incredible vibrations. I began fucking myself with the vibrator and pressing on my clit at the same time, closing my eyes, thinking of Brandon. Was he up there right now, doing the same thing? Surely not. He was probably thinking of some young hot thing, some blonde college girl he met in class or something.

I felt my orgasm coming fast. Brandon’s body filled my mind — the imagining of what it would look like. I hadn’t gotten to see him bare-chested much lately, but under his t-shirts he was very well filled out, with thick rippling muscles and a handsome, chiseled jaw. “Oh baby, fuck me,” I whispered into the dark bedroom.

The slight creak of my bedroom door startled me. I gasped and stopped what I was doing, the cock halfway inside my sopping pussy. I looked down to the door... sure enough, there was Brandon, staring in at me, his eyes wide. His hand was on the door handle.

“Uh... uh... Sorry, mom, I just thought...” He slammed the door and disappeared; I heard rapid footsteps going back up the stairs.

Shit. “Brandon!” I tossed the vibrator aside and pulled my robe back on, hurrying up the stairs after my son. “Brandon, wait.”

He paused at the doorway to his room, turning back halfway, unable to look me in the eyes.

“Brandon, honey...”

“Mom?”

Now that I was here, I didn’t know what to say. “I know you saw me just now. I just wanted to say...” Whew, this is awkward. “It’s just normal, what momma needs to do sometimes. Since your father isn’t here anymore.”

He turned to look at me then, giving me a slightly strange look. “Yeah, it’s okay. I just...uh...I just was going to see if you needed me for anything. I thought I heard you calling.”

I grimaced slightly as I realized he must have heard my moans. “Um....no. Everything’s okay. Thanks for checking though, sweetie.”

“Okay mom, goodnight.” He went back into his room, waved a bit, and closed the door.

I breathed a sigh of relief. It felt like things were okay between us, but I knew it must have freaked him out, seeing me like that. Yet I couldn’t ignore the dripping wetness leaking down my thighs at the thought of him watching me. How long had he been standing there? Was he turned on, seeing it? Surely not...but what if?

I went back to my room and tried to forget about it, instead falling into a restless sleep.

****

Brandon

I spent the next few days with my mind flooded with images of my stepmom, filling her cunt with that vibrator. I tried to concentrate at school, but it was difficult. I was constantly turned on, my erection throbbingly intense. Seeing her like that caught me off guard, completely by surprise. The worst part was: I wanted to see her again.

Incredibly, I got my chance a few nights later when she was at it again. I would listen, upstairs, for those moans, and sure enough, I heard them. Then I would creep down, seeing she had left her door ajar. It was almost like she was doing it on purpose, inviting me to peek in on her. I was much more quiet and subtle about it now. I left some distance so she wouldn’t see me, and I got to witness her frigging her horny little pussy with that big cock over and over. I wondered if she was thinking about dad at the time. Probably. That thought made me burn with jealousy. Hah! I thought. Jealous of my own dad. What the fuck.

It was impossible to ignore, though. I would stand there at her door, watching, slowly stroking my own cock, hard and wet with precum. I would watch as she squeezed her breasts, her beautiful naked body writhing in ecstasy as she plunged that giant thing into her twat. I wanted to take its place, to be the one fucking her. I knew that could never happen, which made jerking off to the sight of my mother masturbating even worse. Yet I couldn’t stop myself. It became an addiction.

After she would finish, giving a soft laugh and falling back into the pillows with her elbow thrown across her eyes, I would go upstairs and finish myself. It never took long, maybe a few strokes and I was shooting thick ropes of cum all over my hands. I would clean up and go to sleep, my dreams often filled by images of my sexy stepmom. I couldn’t even look at her the same way downstairs anymore, in the kitchen. In fact, I noticed she started wearing skimpier outfits — usually just her robe, tied around herself, with her heavy tits half on display. Her professional attire she kept now to miniskirts and tight tops, showing her cleavage; around the house, she’d wear her sheer nightie, the one that very clearly highlighted her nipples, which were popping out through the thin fabric. I was constantly aroused, on fire for her. She made it seem like everything was normal, but when she would hug me, those heavy tits pressing into my shoulder, I thought I would cum right there in my pants.

Things went on like this for a while. I was nearing the end of my time as a student, which meant I could finally get a job as a personal trainer and not have to worry about my damaged reputation anymore. I was hoping to move elsewhere, to get a new start entirely. Forget about the crap that haunted me from my former life...including, it seemed, my mother.

Truthfully, I didn’t want to leave her behind. I hated the thought. I wanted her to come with me and live in the same house. But I knew she wouldn’t want to leave her job. I figured I’d make the offer anyway. One night as we were eating dinner together, I told her about my plans and asked if she would want to come.

“Honey, that’s sweet,” she said, clearly pleased. “But are you sure you want your old mom hanging around? You’d be in a new place...new people to meet...new girls to bring home.”

I blushed at the thought. “I don’t want to bring any girls home, mom.” I just want you, not that I can have you. “I...I’d be too focused on work.” I tried to cover my tracks.

She eyed me across the table, chuckling softly. “Well, if you’re so adamant. I’d love to come with you, honey. I’d have to see if they have a university wherever you’ll be, and a job I could apply to...”

“They do. I was looking at Charleston. UC is there, and they even have an opening for residency advisor.”

We talked through some of the details, both of us getting excited at the prospect of a change. I was thrilled she’d agree to come with me. Suddenly my new life ahead seemed less daunting and more of an adventure.

We cleaned up the dishes and agreed to watch some TV together. She washed, I dried, trying not to sneak peaks at her ample cleavage through her robe. When we were done, we went into the living room together, taking a seat on the couch. Normally she sat a little bit away from me on the other end, but tonight she snuggled up to me and kissed my cheek. “You’re so sweet, thinking to ask me to come with you.”

“What can I say?” I let my hand come to rest at the small of her back. “I want you with me everywhere I go.”

She smiled and tucked her head in under my chin. I tried to keep my breathing steady, hoping she wouldn’t notice the erection between my thighs. It was difficult to maintain a cool facade with my sexy mother’s breasts resting on my arm and her luscious, firm body pressed up against mine. Yet somehow I made it through half of the movie we were watching, some romantic chick flick, before things started to go wrong.

For one, she was rubbing my hand gently with hers, tracing circles over my palm. This was doing nothing to bring my cock down. She had also raised her head and started to lightly kiss my neck. I’m sure she thought she was just being affectionate, but to me it was intensely erotic. Her fingers moved from my hand to my stomach, lifting my shirt just the tiniest bit. Her fingers started the same motion there, feeling along the contour of my abs, tracing up and down the smooth muscles. My breathing hitched a little — and I unconsciously started to imitate her motion on the small of her back. She let out a soft “mmm” of pleasure and continued kissing along my neck, moving upward toward my jaw.

What the hell is happening? I wondered. Was this just a mother-son embrace? It sure didn’t feel like it. But surely my own stepmom couldn’t be into me that way.

Could she?

****

Laura

There we were, huddled together on the couch, my hand on Brandon’s stomach, my nose nuzzled under his strong chin. He obviously didn’t mind; his hand was still on my lower back, rubbing gently. I was worried, though, he would think I’d gone too far. The way I was touching him... thinking about him... it wasn’t motherly at all.

My eyes fell to the large bulge in his jeans. His cock must be huge, I realized. It was three times as big as my hand, maybe more. How would I ever fit it in my hand, anyway? Or my mouth? Or my pussy?

That thought sent a tingle through my body, my cunt flooding with wetness. My son’s cock inside my pussy. How forbidden that would be. Never going to happen, I told myself. He’s not into you that way. And even if he were, it’s completely wrong!

I knew that, rationally. But I couldn’t keep my hand away. Inch by inch it crept lower toward his groin. I got close, very close... and just as I heard his breath catch, I got scared again. I drew my hand back, then moved it to rest on his bare stomach where his shirt was still lifted. He’d seemed to like that.

I moved my hand a bit higher, still stroking his muscular chest. I hadn’t seen him fully displayed before me, but from the tracing of my fingers, I could tell he had filled out quite nicely. His pecs were strong and masculine, his body fat very low, giving him a nice ripped torso. My hand moved up to his left pec, tracing along the hard muscle, rolling circles around his nipple. “Mmmm,” he said absently, clearly enjoying what was doing, though not looking directly at me. His eyes were still on the TV, with a slightly glassy look to them.

This is wrong, I thought. I can’t be touching my stepson like this. Seized by sudden panic, I removed my hand and scooted away a little bit, wondering what the hell I was doing. At my movement, Brandon looked over to me in surprise. “Mom?”

I just blinked at him, uncertain what to say. “Honey, I...”

“Why’d you stop?”

“What?”

“You stopped. What you were doing...it felt good.”

I hesitated. “You liked it?”

“Yes. A lot.” He held his arm out to me. “Come snuggle in with me again.”

I bit my lip, then scooted in underneath his arm again. Ahhhh, he felt so good, so warm and young and strong. I closed my eyes, setting my hand on his chest. Even if I’d lost the nerve to touch him in an intimate fashion, we still had this.

Maybe I had lost my nerve, but Brandon found his. At first his hand went back to tracing circles along my lower back. Then I felt it go up underneath my shirt. His palm moved along my bare skin, tracing over my bra clasp, fingers just teasingly, lightly treading the contour of my shoulder blades. Then I felt his fingers at the clasp, deftly undoing it — had he done this before? — and I felt my bra come open, his fingers slipping it down my shoulders.

I gasped. My son’s hand was under my shirt, removing my bra, and I wasn’t even stopping him! My vagina grew warm and wet, my tummy turning in knots. I couldn’t believe I was letting him do this, yet I felt powerless to stop him.

His fingers removed the strap, pulling it down my left shoulder, allowing enough space between the bra and my breast for his hand to come over. My left tit was suddenly clasped by his warm, strong hand, his fingers squeezing and cupping me. I let out a whispered moan, unable to stop myself. His touch felt so, so good. His fingers there, on my bare tit, squeezing the full mound, rubbing his thumb over my nipple. I could barely stand it, my arousal was racheting up with every second.

Emboldened by his move, I dared myself to reach for his cock again. My fingers went to his zipper, slowly lowering it, then removing the button of his jeans. I slid my hand into his underwear and gasped again. Oh my god! What he was hiding in there was huge. My fingers closed, not even all the way, around a thick, meaty shaft that rivaled my vibrator. Hell, this was the real thing. I pulled it out slowly, revealing a hot, veined cock that was the most beautiful thing I had laid eyes on. “Ohhh, god,” I whispered. I couldn’t stop myself; I was drawn toward it like a moth to a flame.

My thumb rolled over the thick mushroom head, swirling his pre-cum around him, watching his erect shaft sway and bob as I had seen in his fist that one night. I had been masturbating myself to thoughts of this very cock every night. I guessed Brandon had seen me a few times, as I had left my door open on purpose, hoping he would come to realize my feelings. It seemed my plan had worked; I had fallen a little bit over his body, and his other hand was now under my shirt, reaching to cup my second breast. As he played with my tits, I worked my hand slowly up and down that huge shaft, marveling at its size and girth. I was so tempted to take him into my mouth, yet I feared moving too fast.

In my anxiety, I looked back into his eyes. “Is this okay, sweetie? Can mommy rub your big cock?”

“God, mom, yes. Please, keep doing it. Your hand feels amazing.”

I smiled at his words, seeing the lustful look in his eyes that I knew was in my own. I turned back to his impressive penis and continued stroking him. “Oh that’s it, sweetie, squeeze my tits. That feels so good...your hands are so big and strong...”

His cock twitched at my words, letting flow another stream of pre-cum. “Your cock is so big, Brandon. You’re so much bigger than your father.”

He started breathing heavily, as did I, my pussy twitching and releasing more moisture. I could feel a heavy damp spot growing in my panties. “Squeeze mommy’s hot tits. So good, baby. Cum for me, Brandon...I wanna see your thick white cum...”

“Unnnnnhhhh....mom. You’re so sexy, mom. I’ve wanted to touch you forever. Your tits feel amazing, I’ve longed to feel them for ages...”

I couldn’t believe it, but an orgasm charged my pussy, the undeniable flutterings of climax beginning. I didn’t know it was possible for me to cum without directly touching myself, but the eager, strong grip of Brandon’s hands on my breasts coupled with the sight of my tiny fingers around his massive cock was too much for me. “Oh god,” I said, shuddering, moaning. “Fuck, baby....mommy’s cumming....mommy’s cumming from stroking that big hot dick of yours...from your strong hands on my tits...”

“Shit, mom. I’m gonna cum, too. Ohhh, god, mom. I’m cumming...”

“Cum for me, baby. Spurt your cum all over mommy’s hand!”

He groaned and tensed, his youthful, hot body shuddering as his orgasm came. His cock jetted thick spurts of semen on my fingers, the hot, sticky fluid coating my hand. I smiled in satisfaction, seeing my son’s cock cumming strong and hard. As he did, I felt my own climax shudder through me. I shivered under his touch, leaning closer into his body, stroking his big long cock faster and faster as he spurted his cum.

Finally, as we both finished cumming, we lay there together in a panting mess, my pussy soaked, my fingers sticky with his semen. He lay his head back on the cushions and I watched him, seeing his strong six-pack abs peeking through his shirt, the muscles moving rapidly up and down with his breathing. His cock began to soften in my hand. I kissed him gently up and down his neck and jaw, feeling the strong neck muscles under my lips.

“Mmmmm...mom....thank you, that was so good.”

“Thank you baby. Mommy hasn’t cum like that in ages... Maybe ever.”

He opened his eyes to look at me with a mix of adoration and lust. His young hot gaze made me feel desired and sexy. I hadn’t had a man look at me like that forever, much less a handsome guy like my stepson.

I worried that our forbidden tryst would make things awkward between us, but on the contrary, our relationship only seemed to improve. We had always been close, having an affectionate relationship, but now we seemed to have crossed into new territory. Brandon began to open up to me more emotionally, sharing what was going on in his life and his plans for the future. I was thrilled with this development and encouraged him to talk. He told me about his deepest fears and desires, his hope to be a personal trainer — and that I of all people was his role model. He had been inspired by my administrative work and “tireless patience” as he called it. He wanted to cultivate that himself.

Though he had recently started looking at me with undisguised interest, his glances became very arousing. I wore more revealing clothes on purpose, knowing he found this hot. His eyes would skim over my bare thigh beneath my skirt, or along the swell of my breasts when I wore thin, tight-fitting gauze top. One time I allowed him a brief glimpse of my thong underneath my suit jacket, using my thumbs to lift it as I knew his gaze was fixed on my ass. I was rewarded with an appreciate look from my stepson, who was clearly into our little game just as much as I was.

We began nightly meetings in his room, staying up to the wee hours. Sometimes we would just talk or cuddle, but often he wanted me to stroke his cock and play with my pussy. I was only too happy to oblige, feeling a sexy thrill at our newfound ritual. If let twenty years younger, crushing on a boy for the first time. I knew things with him had gone way too far...but I couldn’t stop myself. It was exciting to be fooling around with a hot young man barely half my age. It didn’t hurt that his cock was thicker and longer than any I’d ever seen. Just catching a glimpse of it when he would zip himself up in the bathroom or come out from a shower, wearing just a towel, would make me wet between my thighs. My thoughts, night and day, were filled with fantasies of touching it...holding it...sucking on it... and someday, I hoped, having it fill my pussy. I knew he wanted this too, and was excited by the prospect — yet I needed to impose some boundaries to keep my guilt to a minimum. The more we did together, the less guilty I felt... and the braver I became.

I also noticed that Brandon became more affectionate with me. I was washing dishes in the kitchen one day when he came up behind me, kissing me slowly along the left side of my neck, up toward my ear. His kiss was gentle and sweet, tender like a lover’s. I smiled and tilted my head to allow him access. “Mmm, that feels good.”

“That’s the idea. Make my sweet sexy momma feel good...” He put his hands on my hips, continuing his kisses. I closed my eyes and turned off the water, enjoying the experience, losing myself in his caress.

He turned me around, and I opened my eyes, looking up into his. We shared a silent moment of connection, his hands at my hips, mine on his strong chest, feeling his heartbeat. “Brandon... What are we doing?”

“Making out if all goes right.” He grinned.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “I know, but... I’m your stepmom. We shouldn’t be having this...this affair...”

“We’re two consenting adults. I’m a man now. I can choose whomever I want to be with.” He gazed deeply into my eyes. “The question is, do you want to be with me?”

I bit my lip. Of course I wanted to be with him. He was young and hot. I hadn’t felt so sexy, so desired, in years. But at the same time, I didn’t want to be the one to get in the way, to keep him from having a normal life. I told him as much and he just shook his head and smiled.

“Mom, if I felt that way, I wouldn’t have asked you to move in with me when I get my new job. Honestly...I just see myself with you. I...I wanna date you. To have a relationship beyond mom and son — that too, but also more.”

“You want to date me?” I stared at him, incredulous. “Your old mom? Are you sure about that?”

“Hell, yeah. You’re anything but old. You’re super hot.” He blushed as he said this and I laughed, flattered and a little turned on by his words. It was sexy, having this enticing younger man so on fire for me.

“Well, thank you for saying so. You’re sweet.” I kissed his cheek and patted his chest. “Maybe...just maybe, if you play your cards right, I’ll go on a date with you.”

“Seriously?”

I smirked. “Why not?”

It was settled. My stepson and I were going on a date.

****

Brandon

I couldn’t believe I’d gotten her to agree. She looked incredibly hot the night we went out, dressed to the T in a gorgeous tight black dress that came to just above her thigh. Her breasts were nicely highlighted, the dress having a low neckline to show off her lovely cleavage. I was really excited to finally get the chance to take her out. Properly, like I had wanted to for a long time.

She walked down the driveway to where I waited at the passenger side, whistling softly. “Is this lovely lady going to be my date tonight?”

“Seems so.” She grinned at me, her eyes giving me an appreciative look up and down. I had chosen a nice black dress, shirt, slacks, and shoes, wanting to look my best going out with her.

I opened the car door for her and gestured inside. “Such a gentleman.” Her fingers brushed mine as she got in, her eyes flicking to mine. Something hot and tense passed between and I wondered just what she had in store for me when we got back.

We chatted conversationally on the way there, her hand moving to my thigh. She rested it on top of my leg like that, idly stroking her fingers up and down as she gazed out the window, taking in the sights. Her fingers sent electric thrills up and down my spine, traveling straight to my cock. I was hard already — as I had been all day, in anticipation — and I’m sure she noticed. She carefully avoided the large bulge in my pants, however. Tease.

When we got to the restaurant, the waiter had a nice quiet table waiting for us in the back. It was a cute little Mexican place — not the fanciest in the world, but they had great food and I knew it was mom’s favorite. She sat next to me, her thigh touching mine as she kissed my cheek. “So thoughtful. You knew I loved this place, didn’t you?”

I blushed, my cheek hot where her lips had been. “Mmmmhm.”

“You might just end up getting lucky tonight after all,” she whispered.

As we sat talking, mom cuddled up to one side of me, resting in the crook of my arm. To anyone watching, we were probably just a good-looking couple; she didn’t even look that much older, honestly. In fact, we got more than a few appreciative glances from men and women alike.

I just felt thrilled to have my stepmom on my arm as my date.

At one point, emboldened by the wine we shared, I put my hand on her thigh and felt her warm, bare skin. She continued chatting happily, talking about some plans she had at work. As she did, I slid my hand further and further up her dress — and I was not stopped.

“Brandon, what are you... oh!” she said in a hushed voice, my fingers making contact with her panties. There was heat coming from her pussy, and as I slid the panties to one side, wetness coated my hand as well.

“Someone’s excited,” I whispered in her ear. “Maybe we should go home now...”

“We haven’t even had our dinner yet!”

I grinned. “You’re the only dinner I want.”

She blushed furiously though I could tell she liked my dirty compliments. “Brandon. You’re incorrigible.”

“You’re not complaining.”

She sipped her wine, giving me a brief, flirtatious look from under her lashes. “No, I’m not.” She also made no move to rid her crotch of my hand. I continued fingering her as our waiter took the order, my index finger sliding slowly up and down the silky heat of her slit.

We were getting progressively intoxicated from the wine. By the time our meal came, we were giggling like two horny teenagers on prom night. “Behave,” I told my stepmom, sliding my hand from her panties and patting her thigh. In spite of my words, I slid my finger to my lips and sucked her juices from it, her eyes following me, wide, the whole time.

****

After we ate, we went for a short walk downtown. I was graduating in a week, so I figured we probably wouldn’t have much more time left in the city. Once we moved to Charleston, we would have to get used to a new place entirely.

The cars whirred by, people walking up and down the street. Mom took my arm and sighed happily. “It’s a nice night.”

“Yes it is.” I put my arm around her waist, holding her against me. The air was nice and breezy, a warm summery balm. We strolled downtown, and as we passed a couple of unsavory looking guys on the street, one of them wolf-whistled at my stepmom.

“Back off,” I growled, holding her to my protectively.

“Oh, so she’s yours, huh?” one of them leered.

“Hot date,” said the other.

I put myself between the two guys and my stepmom. “You trying to start something?”

“Brandon, let’s go.” She held my arm worriedly.

“I don’t think you need to go anywhere, sweetheart,” said the taller guy. He started toward us menacingly.

The minute he came near my mom, instinct kicked in. I grabbed his shoulders and threw a knee to his gut. He doubled over and collapsed, clutching his stomach. The other guy just stared at us for a second, then bolted in the other direction.

“For the record, yes, she is mine. You can keep your damn filthy hands off,” I spat, then took my mom’s outstretched hand and continued on our way.

When we were out of range of the hobo, she turned to me with wide, admiring eyes. “Wow, I didn’t know you could do that.”

“Studying to be a physical trainer pays off.” I put my arm around her shoulders. “Besides, I’m not going to let some creep touch you.”

She leaned in close, kissing my cheek. “My brave protector.”

“You know it.”

We continued on our way, the incident on the street mostly forgotten. I noticed she clung a little tighter to me, though. My stepmom really was a hot woman — I couldn’t blame those guys for wanting her. Not in a million years, though, were they — or anyone else — going to have her.

“I think you deserve an extra special treat for your bravery,” she whispered in my ear as we approached the parking lot.

I clicked the lock open and lifted my brow. “Oh, really? What kind of treat?”

“It’s a surprise.”

We got in and buckled up. As I was pulling out, I rolled the windows down a crack. We were barely on the highway before my stepmom turned to me and reached for my zipper. I glanced over and saw a sultry look on her face that made my heart pound.

“Mom, what are you...”

“I said you deserved a treat, didn’t I?”

“You don’t have to...oh...”

She had my cock out and was sliding her warm, incredibly nimble fingers up and down my length. I had been hard all night, and was now positively aching at the feel of her sweet digits around my dick. She gazed up at me adoringly, then got leaned over, ducking her head low, pushing her hair back. She licked the tip of me, swirling her tongue around the head, and then took my cock into her mouth, her warm lips engulfing me.

“Ohhhhh...shit.” Her mouth felt incredible. She closed her lips around me, lifting up slowly along my shaft, then sliding her mouth back down, taking me almost all the way to the back of her throat. She did it again. And again, and again. She took me a little too deep and coughed slightly, then recovered. Soon she was really getting into it, her lips slurping and sucking around my big cock. I could tell she was enjoying it from the little moans she was giving. I reached over, slipping my hand down the her back to her panties to confirm my theory. I was right: she was very very wet.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned around me, slurping lustfully at my cock. I felt her hair bobbing against my balls as she cupped them, continuing to suck my dick while I drove steadily onwards. I was glad there wasn’t too much traffic; her mouth felt so good that I was in a super horny and distracted state.

“Ahhhhhhh shit, I’m gonna cum, mom...”

She released me with a pop and whispered, “Cum for me, baby. I want to taste your seed. I wanna swallow you down and feel you in my belly...”

“Ahhhhhhhhhh, shit!” Her words sent me over the edge. She closed her mouth around me again, holding me with her hand. I had to fight to keep my hand steady on the wheel as my balls heated up, spurts of thick cum filling her mouth. Some leaked out and dribbled down my cock, but she licked it all, slurping my semen up hungrily and swallowing down every drop. When she was done, she put my softening cock back into my pants, zipped me up and patted me, and fastened her seatbelt again.

“There, now my brave boy is all taken care of.”

I looked over at the amazing woman beside me. Was this really my stepmother?

If so, I was the luckiest man on earth.

****

Laura

The impromptu blowjob I had given Brandon in the car had made me very horny. Apparently it had done the same for him. The minute we got inside his hands were on me, trying to strip me of my dress. “Baby... slow down, we don’t have to hurry,” I told him, setting my hands on his.

“Fuck...I know.” He let out a long, slow breath. “I just want you so damn bad.”

I smiled. “I know. I want you too. But I also want to enjoy you.” I took his hand and led him into the bedroom, my heels clicking softly on the wood floor. I pushed him down on the bed, on his back, and he leaned back looking up at me. He was so handsome in his dark shirt and pants. I straddled him, holding his face with my hands, kissing him softly.

“I want you to make love to me, Brandon.”

His hands moved up and down my back, reaching for the zipper on my dress. “I want to make love to you, mom...Laura.” He called me by my given name unexpectedly, but instead of correcting him, I allowed it. It seemed appropriate in this moment, as lovers.

I reached for the zipper and stepped back, standing in front of him, wanting to give him a show. I stared into his eyes as I unzipped my dress, drawing it down slowly in the back and releasing it. The dress slipped from my shoulders and fell to the floor around my ankles, leaving me in just my black lacy bra and panties. Brandon’s eyes took me in hungrily, looking down my body over every inch, from my breasts to my flat stomach to my pussy. Then he looked back up at me and said, “God, you’re gorgeous.”

Turned on by his words, I unclasped my bra, letting my full breasts spill out, taking each one into my hands. He beckoned to me. “Please...I want to suck them.”

I stepped forward between his legs and we embraced. I had never felt so desired or horny in my whole life. My pussy was tingling like crazy and this hot young man in front of me — my stepson — was on fire for me. He wanted me. He loved me.

I felt tears in my eyes, stinging a bit. As we kissed, he felt one drop onto his cheek and leaned back, pushing my hair back from my face, looking at me with concern. “What’s wrong? I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

“No, sweetie. You’re making me feel so good, I’m just so happy, is all.”

He brushed my tears back with his thumbs and kissed them away. “That’s all I want. To make you happy, mom.”

“And that’s all I want too, baby.”

We began kissing again, his lips brushing against mine, his tongue sweeping over my lips gently, seeking entry. I parted my lips and let him inside, our tongues mingling together, exploring. I held his neck, cradling him with my hands as he sucked my tit into his mouth, swirling his tongue around my areola, releasing it with a soft pop to repeat on the other one. Soon my tits were buzzing and tingling with desire, my pussy horny as ever. “Oh, I need your cock inside me, Brandon,” I moaned.

He helped strip me of my panties, sliding them down one leg at a time. As he removed his shoes, pants, and shirt, I kicked my heels off, taking him in with my gaze. Wow, he was incredibly ripped and hot. His cock swung free, huge and thick and glistening. His body was like a young, well-built god, thickly muscled and strong. There was a slight dusting of hair across his chest leading down a trail to his pubic line above his cock. “Your body is incredible, Brandon!” I said delightedly.

“And it’s all yours, mommy.” He smiled at me and leaned back on the bed, propped on his elbows, looking sexy as hell, his cock swaying seductively for me. I climbed on the bed and straddled him again, rubbing my pussy up and down his cock, feeling his thick shaft at my entrance.

The feeling took my breath away. “Oh Brandon,” I gasped. “Please, fill me with your cock. I need your big cock inside me...need you to fuck mommy’s pussy, please...”

He took his dick in hand and coated it with my wetness, positioning himself at my entrance. Then he parted the folds of my pussy, sliding his cock in slowly, inch by inch filling me up. “Oh, god, mom, you’re so fucking tight,” he groaned, having some trouble getting all the way in. But finally he did — and I was filled to the brim with my son’s cock.

“Oh, baby! You’re all the way in!”

I began to rock myself back and forth on top of him, then slid my hips up and down, sliding my pussy up and down his thick cock. He groaned and gazed lustfully into my eyes. I put my hands on his chest and started to ride him, my slick pussy lips squelching as I lifted up almost all the way, then sank back down to him. Every time he filled me, my whole body rippled with pleasure. I felt my orgasm coming unexpectedly and fast. “Oh baby! Mommy’s cumming! Your big dick is going to make mommy’s pussy cum....ohhhhhhh, god!”

As I came, he took hold of my hips and began to pound himself into me. Slap slap slap went his balls against my crotch, his big dick pounding me. “Ohhhhhhh god!” I moaned, my orgasm just stretching out, made continuous by his powerful thrusts. He flipped me onto my back and took me missionary style, his powerful body holding me. His hands went to my wrists and pinned me to the bed as he fucked me long and hard. I was amazed by his stamina, but knew the blowjob had probably taken the edge off.

“Your pussy feels so good, Laura...momma....I love the way your cunt milks my cock,” he groaned.

“That’s it, baby. Fuck mommy’s horny pussy. Oh jesus. Oh yes. That’s it, baby, fuck me... faster....harder....pound that tight pussy....pound me! Ohhhhhh yesssssss! OHHHHHH FUCK!”

I couldn’t control myself anymore. He felt so powerful, so dominant in this position, and I submissive and powerless to stop his huge dick invading my pussy over and over. He sucked my tits and squeezed them wildly, then kissed me long and hard, all the while driving that huge cock into me. My mind became a haze, dizzy with pleasure, and soon all I could feel was the mingled soreness and incredible ecstasy of his thick cock impaling me.

Finally he pushed in deep and said, “Momma, I’m gonna cum...is it okay?”

“Yes, baby! Please, oh please! Please cum inside me, fill me with your hot seed! I want to feel you cumming in me, Brandon!”

He grunted and shot streams of hot cum into my unprotected womb. It felt amazing, triggering a fourth — fifth? I don’t know, I lost count — climax. I had never cum so many times in my life and never thought I would from my stepson’s huge cock. When he was finished, he took a minute to catch his breath, leaning over me. Then he slipped his cock from my pussy with a slurp. I felt his semen leaking down my slit, feeling full and satisfied from his cum inside me.

I rolled over and kissed him. “Thank you baby. That was so incredible.”

“You are one hot woman, momma. I’ve never cum so hard in my life.”

We kissed passionately for several moments and then he pulled me into his arms, stroking me lovingly. “Um, wanna sleep in my bed tonight?”

I laughed and kissed his chest, gazing up at him. My wonderful, sexy, thoughtful stepson. “I thought you’d never ask.”

****

Epilogue — Laura

After Brandon graduated, he immediately started his new job in Charleston. We moved down there into a temporary apartment and had our things shipped. It didn’t take long to get acquainted to the sleepy little town. I knew he felt much happier there, no longer haunted by the shadow of that incident at the old university. I also liked it — the people were friendly and warm, almost like family.

Our relationship continued, getting hotter every day. It seemed we could barely take our hands off one another. Sometimes he would rip my panties off the minute he got home and just bend me over the table and fuck me. Other times he wanted to slow, taking his time...showering with me, sucking on my tits and playing with my pussy, eating my cunt right there in the hot water, my leg propped up over his shoulder as he sank his tongue and fingers into me. Then he would dry me off and carry me into the bedroom, filling me with his cock and slowly fucking me, gazing lovingly into my eyes, making me cum again and again on his huge organ. I had never felt so worshiped, so loved, or so complete with any other lover.

I never knew that lover was going to be my own stepson. But I’m so glad I finally found him.

****
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Brandon

I had no idea that moving into a new house with my stepmother-turned-lover would have been such an incredible experience. But it was. It changed my life forever — in the best way possible.

My mother, Laura, is an amazing woman. She’s devoted her life to making good campus sexual assault policy to ensure both the safety of students and the fairness of trials. She cleared my name when I was accused of rape. She helped me get my life back on track. She has the drive to be successful and the ambition to get the job done. She empowers others with her compassion, kindness, and inspiring personality.

She is also stunningly beautiful. Though her frame is smallish, she has lovely blonde hair and a face that doesn’t look anywhere near her forty-two years of age. Her full breasts and shapely body, kept in shape with tennis and other sports, is the kind that gives you an instant hardon. Or at least it did me.

Our sexual relationship began a year or so ago right when I was graduating college. I took a job as a personal trainer in Charleston, Virginia. My mom also found a job at the university there. We have been happy in our professional lives, to say the least.

What’s more... our relationship has developed. We’ve become closer both emotionally and physically. The sex has gotten hotter and the tension has been ramped up considerably. When I’m awake, I’m generally thinking about her. Naked. Bent over. Legs spread. Pussy dripping.

Scratch that. When I’m asleep I’m thinking about the same thing, just in a dream version, where I slide my thick cock into her waiting pussy and pound her to orgasm over and over.

Anyway, I won’t just tease you about it. I’ll tell you the whole story...

****

The Arrival

Soon after we got there, we settled in and found ourselves immediately at home. The neighbors came to greet us, bringing apple pies and inviting us to a neighborhood dance competition that was taking place that Saturday night. We agreed.

“Do you think people know we’re mom and son?” I asked her when we were alone together in the kitchen, our first evening after moving in.

“I don’t know. A couple neighbors assumed we were a couple and I let them.”

She was drying dishes and I came up behind her, setting my hands on her hips, feeling her instant response to me. She leaned back slightly, her ass pressing on my cock. I loved the way she was so responsive to my touch. Most of my girlfriends at university had been reluctant, even distant. Sex was something I had to convince them to do with me, not a fun thing. With my mom, it was a treat. Every time I wanted it, she was ready and willing. Hell, I think she was hornier than I was most of the time. To say her libido kept up with mine was an understatement; usually I had to keep up with her.

“So you’re okay with that facade?” I asked, kissing her bare shoulder. She was wearing one of my favorite light sundresses with spaghetti straps, leaving her smooth, tanned skin exposed.

“It’s not really a facade.” She set the plate down, stacking it neatly on top of another. “We are lovers, after all.” She turned to me, looking me in the eyes.

She was right, of course. “Well, I’m okay with it if you are.”

She thought for a moment, looking pensively to one side. “I guess it will take some effort not to refer to you as my son. What if I slip?”

I nodded. This might be a little more complicated than I thought. “Well...for now, let’s just remain neutral. We’ll tell people we’re living together. If they ask, we can tell them we’re mom and son. It’s not like they’re going to see us kissing.”

She traced her fingers up and down my chest. I was wearing a muscle-tee, the kind I knew she liked — because she liked feeling up my biceps and chest. “Good thing, because the way I’m about to kiss you something nobody should see,” she whispered sexily. She threaded her fingers behind my neck and leaned in close. I could smell her perfume, a summery, delicious scent. Her beautiful eyes locked onto mine, lust and desire filling them — yet something else as well. A sense of connection, of emotion. I knew somehow I was fulfilling something for her that went beyond mere sex.

She kissed me, our lips meeting passionately. She let her tongue slide against my mouth and I opened, our tongues meeting and dancing together. As the kiss deepened, my hands moved to her ass, rolling her soft, enticing globes in my fingers. God, I loved her ass. I wanted to fuck her there, to fill her tight, sexy little ass with my cock, but we had never done anal. How do you say that? I want to have anal with you, mom. I was kind of nervous how she’d take that.

But still, my hands got to do plenty of exploring. I squeezed her butt cheeks and kneaded them, my tongue filling her mouth. I heard her moan softly and reach down between us, feeling my cock. I was wearing a pair of gym shorts, leaving my erection far more available than it would be in jeans. “Oooooh, somebody’s happy to see me,” she purred.

“Always.”

She lowered herself to her knees before me, smiling up into my eyes. She continued to massage my cock through my shorts, rubbing her cheek along it. “Mmmmmm, I love your cock, baby. You’re always so hard and ready to go.”

“It’s all because of you.”

I stroked her hair and gazed into her eyes. She smiled back, leaning into my touch and closing hers. “I love that,” she whispered. “Knowing that I turn you on so much.”

“You do. Everything about you. You’re the sexiest woman I know.” I pulled her to her feet and kissed her, setting her up on the sink, getting between her legs. She went “mmmmm” and held her arms around my neck, grinding her crotch gently against mine. I slid my fingers up and down her panties, feeling her heat. “This turns me on especially...this hot, wet pussy underneath your panties...”

She shuddered. “Ohhh, your hand feels good.”

I pulled the waistband down on her panties, sliding my fingers into direct contact with her bare silky skin. Her slit was wet, coating my hand. I slipped one finger into her, drawing a gasp, and then another, pushing my fingers slowly inside her. She bit her lip and released a whispered moan. “Brandon...”

I kissed her. She was so fucking sexy. I loved making her cum, making her lose control. Because control was everything she represented to me: my stepmom, raising me nearly from birth, giving me shelter. Food. Guidance. Healing up my cuts and scratches with a bandaid and a kiss. Hugging me when I was scared at bedtime. Helping me with my homework. Making sure I got good grades. Dropping me off at soccer practice. She was there for me... through everything. That bond we shared went beyond my fingers in her pussy, and yet was now the core of it. The sexuality between us enhanced our connection; it didn’t tarnish it.

She rolled her hips against me, urging my fingers deeper inside her. I played with her clit with my thumb, rolling the tender nub, drawing rhythmic moans from her beautiful lips. She gazed at me, eyes hooded, blonde locks falling around her shoulders. I didn’t just love this woman, I was in love with her. And now I knew the difference, completely and totally.

As we kissed, I kept fingering her, moving my fingers rapidly over her pussy underneath her panties. I felt the fabric clinging to my quickly-moving digits, her breathing getting faster as she got nearer to orgasm. She tried to keep kissing me but was losing herself in passion, her mouth simply open against mine, breath coming hot and fast. “Ohhhhhh god, Brandon, oh my god, mommy’s cumming....I’m cumming on your hand...fuck that little pussy with your fingers....ohhhhhhh, my god....YES!” She thrust her hips wildly, legs clenching around my waist as I held her, supporting her on the counter. Her pussy fluttered and convulsed around my hand. I bent down, drawing her panties down and exposing the soft flesh to my mouth, suctioning her clit as she was in the throes of climax. This made her moan loudly, “OHHHHH GOD!” as I sucked hard, my lips smacking on her wet pussy. She came a second time right after the first, her orgasm continuing in one long set of convulsive spasms.

Finally I released her, licking up the copious juices flooding her sweet pussy. “God, you taste good.” I raised my head, chin coated with her wetness, and felt her hands on my face, pulling me close for a kiss. Our lips met, mutual soft moans coming from us both. “Mmmmmm.”

“Baby...wow,” she said breathlessly. “You just keep setting the bar higher.”

“What, with making you cum?” I grinned. “That’s the whole idea.”

“Mmmmmmm, well it’s a good one...” She kissed me again.

I was positive I was the happiest man on earth. I carried her upstairs and we fooled around for a bit before she went to shower. I flipped open my laptop and did a bit of work. I had a bunch of new clients I’d been talking to via phone and Skype, so I was eager to get started. After Betsy — Mom — came out of the bathroom, dressed in her nightie, she climbed into bed with me. “Busy day tomorrow?”

“Mmmmhm. Well, technically Monday. Which means we have all day to ourselves tomorrow.”

“Hmmmm, all day... I was thinking we could go out and explore tomorrow, if you’d like.”

I nodded. Going anywhere with her was fun for me. We did need to get acquainted with the area, as well. “I think that’s a great idea. Walk, or drive?”

“Drive, I think. I want to swing by the new office and take a look around.”

“It’s a plan.”

She smiled and kissed me tenderly. “Are we going right to sleep, or...”

I knew what was coming next — she would offer herself to me as she did every night. Usually I took her, but I was worn out, exhausted from the move. “You get the night off.”

She pouted. “Disappointed.”

I laughed. “Oh really?”

“Any time I don’t get that thick cock in me, I get sad.”

“You’re pulling my arm.”

“Scout’s honor!”

I was getting a little turned on, but I knew we’d be up late if I took her. Maybe a little quickie in the middle of the night... “Tomorrow, for sure.”

“Promise?”

“Promise. I don’t want you to have to resort to that damned vibrator again.”

She grinned. “I don’t plan on ever needing that old thing...now I have the real one.”

*****

Laura

I woke up around 1:30 am. I glanced at the clock and saw the time, feeling Brandon’s body pressed up against me from behind. He was sleeping soundly, his chest rising and falling rhythmically.

I snuck out of bed to go to the bathroom. I flipped on the light and blinked a few times, my eyes adjusting. I washed my face with some cold water. I had been having a strange, vivid dream... not unpleasant, but very real. In it, I had been walking toward something... a light, in the distance. There were obstacles all along my way: rocks that would cut my feet, snarling animals, people with knives. Then Brandon appeared, offering his hand — and the moment I took it, the danger went away. I walked with him to the end of the road, where the light was.

I smirked to myself. Need your son to ‘show you the light,’ huh? Yeah, he’s done that quite well so far.

I used the toilet and flushed, washing my hands and flipping off the light again. I crawled back into bed with him and watched his sleeping form. He had grown into such a handsome young man. His beauty stirred my heart every time I watched him. The lean lines of his face, the strength of his jaw, the rise and fall of his chest. I loved him as more than my son — I loved him as a man. As a lover. Part of me still wrestled with my guilt. Maybe that’s why I’d had that dream — the only way to overcome the guilt was to trust Brandon, to trust what we had together.

I stroked his chest lightly and leaned close, kissing his chest softly. He stirred a bit, his rhythmic breathing becoming slow and barely audible. He opened his eyes after a moment, stroking my hair and smiling at me. “I wondered where you went. Everything okay?” he asked sleepily.

“Mhm. Everything’s fine.”

I continued stroking his chest, reaching under the covers to let my hand trail lower. His fingers moved through my hair as I did. As my hand moved closer to his penis, his eyes opened fully, focusing on me intently. I felt his shaft; he was about three-quarters erect and growing fast.

“Do you want me to stop?” I whispered.

“No, it feels good.”

I let my fingers move slowly up and down his cock, feeling the shaft grow in my hand. He raised his body, propping himself up on the pillows, then threading his fingers through my hair. He pulled me close for a soft, brief kiss. One turned to another, and soon we were locked in a hot, passionate kiss, his tongue flicking against mine. My fingers wrapped around his cock, working the thick shaft slowly up and down. As I became more excited, my pussy flooding with wetness, I moved my hand faster, stroking him up and down below the covers.

He pulled the blanket back, exposing his thick cock — and my hand — to the warm night air. “Climb on top of me,” he whispered. My pussy throbbing, I complied readily. My body took over as I straddled him, rubbing my slit up and down his cock, coating it in our mingled juices. He took my hips in his hands, gazing up at me with love and lust, a confident and sexy smile on his face. He guided his cock into my slit, parting the folds of my vagina, sliding into me easily.

“Ohhhhhhhh...” I said softly, a satisfied sigh leaving me. His thick organ felt so good inside me. It amazed me how I longed for his cock all the time now. During the day it was hard to go without it. By the time night fell, my pussy was aching and eager for his shaft. Tonight was no different. I began to grind slowly on top of him, riding him in a gentle rhythmic motion. He ran his hands up and down my body, settling them on my full breasts, squeezing them in his strong hands. He leaned forward, taking me into his arms, sucking a nipple into his mouth. “Ohhhhh god Brandon,” I moaned. He simply continued sucking, his lips hot and wet around my tit, his tongue circling the hardened nipple.

I began to ride him faster and he met my thrusts. His balls began to slap my pussy, his thick cock pushing up into me. I felt my orgasm rushing toward me. Brandon released my nipple and pulled me into another hot kiss, his fingers tangling in my hair at the back of my head, pulling slightly. The surprise combination of slight pain mingling with pleasure was enough to set me off. I came hard, my pussy clenching his cock. “Mmmmmmm!” I moaned lustfully into his mouth. He continued to thrust into me, faster and faster, his pace building in rhythm and speed.

The moonlight streaming through the window illuminated our bodies. Seeing his chest and handsome face lit up this way reminded me of my dream. I gave myself wholly to my stepson, letting him take my body and use it for his pleasure. In doing so, I felt free...blissful...my mind a haze of ecstasy. He rolled me over onto my stomach, taking me from behind, my hands clutching the pillows. He spread my pussy with his thumbs as his hard cock pistoned into me. “I’m cumming, mom,” he groaned.

“Yesssss, Brandon, please cum for me! Cum inside me, baby, give me all your hot seed!”

He pushed in deep and held himself inside me, his cock spurting thick ropes of semen. I loved the feeling of him filling me, his warm cum triggering another orgasm, making me gasp and moan with pleasure. He came for several seconds, his penis spurting time and time again. Finally he was spent, leaning forward to kiss my shoulder blades and the back of my neck, my skin tingling from his hot lips. He rolled off me, his cock slipping wetly from my pussy. I turned to gaze at his handsome young body, sweaty and beautiful from the exertion of our sex.

“Were you making up for earlier?” I asked, grinning teasingly.

“Mmmm, maybe.”

“Well, you certainly did.” I kissed him lightly.

He chuckled and kissed back, pulling me into his arms. “You think?”

“Mmmmhmmm... I think yes. Very much yes.”

We lay together, satisfied in each other’s arms. Brandon’s warm embrace soothed me and relaxed me, helping me become drowsy again. Soon we were both slumbering deeply.

****

The following weeks, Brandon had to work. I was still moving into my new office and the semester hadn’t started yet, so I had some free time to explore the city. I also received an invitation from one of the neighbors. The wife of a powerful businessman, her name was Stacy Yates. The gossip I had heard concerning her was negative, but so far, she had been the only one to actually offer to go to coffee. She had also brought cookies last week.

Stacy pulled up at 3pm that Tuesday as we had arranged. She waved to me from the car. I locked the front door behind me and went to join her.

She smiled and greeted me. She was a very attractive woman with vibrant red hair and a lovely smile. We were about the same age, I guessed. She’d me she also had a son in college — she was going down to Alabama next week to see him. Ben was his name.

“What’s he studying?” I asked as we drove to Starbucks.

“Criminal justice. He wants to be a prosecutor someday, but has to get several hours of internships under his belt. I know he’ll do fine, but I worry about him.”

“You do?”

“Yeah.” She pulled into a parking spot and turned the car off. “He’s just...well, he’s still an impressionable young man. I don’t want him getting into a dangerous career, I guess.”

I touched her shoulder. “I used to worry about Brandon all the time. Now he’s proven he’s quite capable, so I don’t anymore. Soon, you’ll get there, too.”

She smiled. “Thanks for saying that, Laura. It helps.”

We went into the cool, air-conditioned Starbucks and ordered two iced coffees, sitting in a window seat and talking. I found her to be nothing like the neighbors had said; she was open, sensitive, a good listener. I almost found myself sharing the details of my relationship with Brandon, but didn’t want to bring that up too soon. I was afraid it might freak her out, and I didn’t want to lose the chance at friendship.

Then she said something that made me wonder. “You know...Laura...I hope it’s not weird of me to ask you this. But since you have a son yourself, you might be able to offer me some advice.” She sipped her coffee and looked at me. “The other day, when Ben came back for a visit, I caught him...um...masturbating. He had some dirty pictures on his phone. Of course we barely said anything about it — I figured young men will do what they do. But then...I caught a glimpse of them when he left his phone on the table...they were...”

She trailed off, blushing deeply.

“They were...?”

“Of me,” she said barely above a whisper. “They were photos of me on a family vacation. I was in my bikini, doing some silly, sexy poses for my husband. He likes that sort of thing, so I said, fine. I never knew Ben would get his hands on them. Or have those kinds of thoughts about me.” She ran a hand along the back of her neck, glancing nervously at me. “Is that weird of me to say?”

“No, not at all. I think it’s perfectly normal for young guys to have thoughts — sexual ones — about their moms.”

“You do?”

“Yeah. Since you mentioned it, I did have something like that happen with Brandon.” It was kind of a half-truth, but she’d broached the subject, and I didn’t want to completely go chicken on her.

“What happened?”

“Well, one night we were together on the couch and he...expressed an interest in me. I was flattered. I mean, it’s sweet for a young guy to say that to his mom.”

“And then?”

“We...we kissed. Just a chaste sort of thing. But I never quite forgot about it.” I wasn’t going to tell her the whole thing, but we had kissed...so that was something.

“Wow.” She stared, a little stunned, into her coffee. “Can I tell you a secret?”

“Sure.”

She looked to one side nervously. “It’s not just Ben. I’ve had...thoughts...too.”

“Sexual thoughts? About him?”

“Yes.” She nodded a little bit, her hands holding the cup tensely. “I don’t know what to do. Go to a psychiatrist? Forget it completely? Pretend it’s not there? I feel crazy for having those feelings, they’re just...very strong. Especially knowing he might feel the same way.”

“What does your heart tell you?”

She took in a deep breath and then looked up at me. “That I would be crazy to act on it. I don’t want to mess things up between us. Or cheat on his dad. That’s not who I am.”

I nodded. If Brandon’s father had still been alive, I would probably never have gone after him. But hell, as hot as my stepson was, I may have been unable to resist him. “Then that’s your answer. For now, it will have to remain a secret. But you can come to me to talk, for advice, for a shoulder, whenever you need.”

She closed her eyes and took in another quick breath, then let it out, giving me a radiant smile. “Laura, you’re really sweet. I’m so glad we met.”

We left the cafe and walked a bit along the street, finishing our coffee, then headed back to her car. It was too hot out to do much of anything, so she drove me around for a bit and showed me the sights. When dinnertime rolled around, I told her I needed to get back home to fix supper, so she drove me home.

I thanked her for a wonderful outing.

“Anytime, Laura. I hope we can hang out again soon. And thanks for listening.” She smiled, then waved and pulled out, driving off.

Wow, I thought. Someone else wrestling with the same issues. Maybe I’m not totally alone. Perhaps I can come clean with her about Brandon, even help her out with her and her son’s relationship. Who knows...Brandon and I might not be the only mother-son pair involved in a romantic relationship on this street. Chuckling softly to myself, I went inside to make Brandon’s favorite: tuna noodle casserole. I also decided to dress in a sexy outfit and tempt him when he got home. As much as I wanted to simply throw myself across the table and offer my pussy to him, I decided a little teasing was in order.

****

Brandon

When I got home that night, the kitchen smelled heavily. I knew mom had made my favorite. I walked in to find her at the counter, wearing an apron — and not much else underneath.

Whoa.

“Something smells good,” I said, my eyes fixed to her ass. The apron came down over it, but I could see hints of her bare bottom underneath. She also had a pair of sexy heels on. My dick hardened immediately.

“Mmmmhm. I made your favorite.”

I walked up behind her, putting her hands on her hips. She nestled her ass back into me, pressing it against my cock. Fuck, I thought. I’m horny as hell now. So much for dinner...I think mom’s gonna have to be the main course instead.

My hands went under the apron, squeezing her bare tits, and she giggled. “It’s almost ready. Don’t get too distracted, now.”

“You know you can’t just dress like this and expect me not to react.”

“Mhm, I feel something reacting back there.” She reached back feeling lightly over my groin. “Oh, yes, seems I was right.”

“Mom,” I groaned. “Why are you teasing me like this?”

She turned to me, giving me a playful look. “Because it’s fun.”

“For you, maybe.”

“Yes, for me.” She took me by the tie and led me over to the chair. She pushed me down into it and slowly drew her hand up the tie, giving me a sexy, flirtatious look. “Now you just sit back, big boy, and I’m gonna give you a little show.”

There was some soft music playing in the background. She shimmied over to the stereo and turned it up. It was a swaying jazz melody, with a soft pulsing beat just right for dancing. I couldn’t believe it. Was my own mom going to give me a lap dance right here in our kitchen?

She kept her back to me, swaying her hips back and forth, raising her hands slowly, lifting her hair as she did so. She let it fall and bounce around her shoulders, shaking her body steadily side to side with the beat. Her hands moved down over each of her shoulders, from the top of her neck to her breasts. She turned and made direct eye contact with me, rubbing her chest and squeezing her nipples underneath the tiny little apron. She swayed over to me, one lean, tanned leg stepping in front of the other, and then slowly straddled me. After a couple more seconds of swaying her hips, her ass began to grind against me, rubbing over my knees.

My cock was growing stiffer by the nipple. I was shocked how well she could dance — and do a sexy dance like this, especially! The minute she began rubbing her breasts and squeezing her nipples, I knew I was hooked. I had to fuck her — right here, probably on the kitchen table. I ran my hands along her smooth thighs, sliding them up her stomach and up to her large breasts. She rubbed her pussy against me harder as I squeezed and caressed each of her tits.

Our eyes focused on each other, our breathing becoming harder and faster. We moved toward each other into a kiss. Her mouth sealed against mine, tongues exploring as her arms wrapped around me, hands running through my hair. After several minutes of this, she broke away from me, still gazing hotly into my eyes. She put her hands on my shoulders and began grinding harder and faster, my cock — still covered by jeans — pressing into her bare pussy underneath the apron. I knew it had to feel rough against her, but she only seemed to like it.

I massaged her breasts through her shirt, squeezing her nipples as they softly bounced up and down. We moaned together, and by the increased volume of her moans, I knew she was getting close to an orgasm. I kissed her hard then, her body starting to convulse against me. She returned my kiss passionately, grinding her body on top of me. Breaking it, she said, “Oh, Brandon, baby....keep moving your hands...just like that...I’m cumming now, baby...I’m cumming! Make mommy cum! Ohhhhhh, god! OHHHHH!” I could smell the hot, heady scent of her sex as she melted into me, her back arching, her hair falling around her shoulders. She was so beautiful when she came, my heart was stirred as much as my cock.

“Ohhhhhh, Brandon,” she whispered, taking my cock and out rubbing it against her bare pussy. “Look how hard you are. Is all this grinding getting to you? Can you feel how wet I am? See how my pussy is oozing all around your dick...I need your big cock in my pussy, baby.” Her hands went to the strings on the apron and tugged, sliding the thin garment from her shoulders. I helped her out of it and tossed it aside. She was now naked in my arms. I devoured her, sucking lustfully on her lips, neck, and breasts, so horny I wanted to eat her alive.

“Yessss, baby, suck mom’s tits. Suck me hard. Mommy likes you rough.” She ground into my bare cock. I sucked her tits, alternating each one, coating them with my saliva. “Mommy needs to fuck you now, needs to fuck her baby good and hard. Are you ready, baby? Are you ready to feel your cock sliding into my pussy, to feel me bouncing up and down on you?”

Spurred on by her dirty talk, I helped lift her hips as she took my dick in hand, aiming it straight for her slit. She lowered herself onto me, letting me fill her up. We groaned together as each inch of my cock entered her. She was slowly getting used to my size, my entry becoming easier with every day we fucked. Soon I hoped she would be ready and waiting for me every minute of the day, ready to accept my cock. I had her wet generally all the time, as she was so turned on by what we were doing.

I kissed her hard, squeezing her breasts as she began lifting herself up, then sinking back down on my cock. “How does it feel?” I whispered. “Feeling your stepson’s big cock inside you, fucking you? Feeling me sinking inside your wet pussy, filling you up?”

“Ohhhhh it feels so good baby. Fuck your mommy. Feel my cunt suck your big cock.” As she spoke, she sank herself up and down on me, each thrust making her voice breathier. “I’ve needed your hard cock all day. I can’t take it anymore, honey...I need to cum on your big dick.”

She slid off my lap and leaned over the table, presenting herself to me. She pushed her ass in the air, looking seductively over her shoulder to me. She actually reached behind, peeling her pussy lips apart. My dick twitched at the sight of her splayed out like that, lewd and slutty and hot. “Take me, Brandon. Take your mommy and fuck her hard and fast. I need you bad, need you now...please, fuck me...”

I took my dick in hand, positioning myself behind her. I pressed my hard cock to her entrance and teased it up and down her wet pussy. Her breath got harder and heavier, her pussy meeting me with my movements, trying to push back against me — to get me to impale her. I kept pulling back and teasing her. “Oh, please...baby...don’t tease me...put that hard dick inside me...I need you to pound my pussy hard, so hard...”

I needed that too. I met the thrusts of her hips, pushing my dick into her sopping pussy. She gasped as I filled her from behind, even fuller than when she was straddling me. I set my hands on her hips, moving in and out of her, drawing my dick almost completely out, then slamming into the hilt. I began fucking her hard and fast as she had requested, pounding her tight pussy with my cock. I felt her quickly convulsing around my cock, cumming hard.

“Ohhhhhhh god, baby, Mommy’s cumming hard on your cock...You are so big inside me...” She began moaning loudly and thrusting back against me.

“Is this what you want, momma? Your stepson’s huge dick filling you up? Me, fucking you hard and fast? Slamming my big dick in your horny pussy?”

“Yes baby, that’s how I want it...need it...slam that big prick into me. Fill me up. Ohhhh, god. I want it rough...”

I took a handful of her hair and squeezed at the base of her scalp, which she really liked. She squealed in pleasure and moaned loudly while I fucked her from behind. The room filled with our heated moans and gasps, the sound of my body slapping against her ass. As I grabbed her hair, pulling her head back, she came again.

“YES! Oh yes, baby, pull my hair harder, fuck me harder. I’m cumming on your cock! Oh baby, ohhhhhh god! FUCK!”

I reached for her breasts, the sound of her ass slapping against me really turning me on. Her breasts heaving excited me as well; I let go of her hair and grabbed them both, slamming roughly into her. “Mom, your tits feel amazing when my dick is filling you.”

“Squeeze them, baby! Squeeze them hard! Pull my nipples while you fuck me!” She was still cumming on me, her cunt milking my dick. I felt my own orgasm rising. I was going to cum, hard and fast.

“Mom, I’m gonna cum...I’m gonna shoot my seed in your hot pussy...”

“Do it baby! Please fill me up! Momma needs your hot sperm leaking out of her pussy! Give me your thick cum, please!”

“Ohhhhhh, shit,” I groaned, my balls hot, spurting thick cum into her. Shots of sperm filled her, her pussy clenching and milking me. Finally I was done, and pulled out of her, falling back into the chair and breathing hard. My dick softened in my lap and I watched my cum leaking out of my stepmom’s pussy, dribbling down her thighs.

She lay there against the table, recovering, then turned to face me. “I can’t believe it, baby...how good you make me feel. You are the best fuck of my life. I have never had sex like this before...you make me feel twenty years younger and so sexy, so desirable.”

She climbed onto my lap and kissed me. I kissed back, hungry for her again. “You are the best lover I’ve ever had, mom. I wanna spend my whole life fucking you.”

She smiled and kissed my cheek, nuzzling my neck and ear. “You gave me everything I needed.”

“You’re not upset how things have turned out?” I asked. “Not full of regret?”

“I’m full of something, baby, but it’s not regret.” She gave me a sinful smile.

I chuckled and swatted her ass as she went to go clean up. I changed clothes and got into some comfy pajamas before coming back downstairs for dinner. We had to reheat it — it had gotten cold while we were fucking — but it still tasted amazing. We sat at the table in our usual positions, her just a few inches away where I could touch her as I pleased. She knew I often enjoyed rubbing my hand on her thigh or her lower back as we ate. She usually did the same for me, as we just liked touching each other constantly — literally couldn’t keep our hands off one another.

She told me about her meeting with Stacy earlier that day and what they had shared. I was surprised but glad she had a friend to talk to, maybe even someone she could tell about our relationship. “Do you want me to talk to her son?” I asked.

“That would be great, sweetie. I’ll have to ask, but I’m sure she would be interested.”

“Are you going to tell her about us?” I said around a bite of casserole.

“Maybe. I’ll see in a couple more coffee meetings. She seems like a sweet lady, someone who could be trusted with the truth.”

“I hope so, mom. I really want you to have friends.”

“I want the same for you, baby. I’ll ask her about Ben — maybe you two could hang out sometime.”

“Awesome.” I wrapped my arm around her and kissed her cheek. “Did I mention you make the best damn casserole on the planet?”

She flushed with pride. I loved the fact that she was just as happy that I liked her cooking as she was that I could fill her pussy with cock. She kissed me back. “You sure do know how to please a woman,” she murmured.

“Mhm.” I squeezed her hand. “I love you, mom.”

“I love you too, baby.”
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A hot preview  

He pushed me down on the bed and slowly slid my skirt up to my waist. I lay there, on my back, in my bra, with my skirt around my waist. He leaned down and kissed my ass. I moaned. I loved Adam's kisses. He spread my ass cheeks apart and began to kiss my asshole. I moaned some more. This was so hot. I could feel myself getting wet. 

He slammed his cock deep into my asshole and began to furiously fuck me. I was screaming and squirming. He was fucking me so hard. I loved it. 

"Yes! Yes! Yes!" I moaned. 

"Your asshole is mine," he said, fucking me harder. "All mine." 

"Yes, I'm yours," I moaned. 

He pounded my holes and I loved it. 

"You're such a slut," he whispered in my ear. 

"Yes, I'm such a slut," I said. "I'm such a slut for you." 

"You love me fucking you in the ass, don't you?" 

"I love you fucking me in the ass," I moaned, not caring how slutty I sounded. 

"I'm going to cum." He moaned, pumping his cock in and out of my ass. 

"Cum in my ass, baby." I moaned. 

"I'm cumming." He grunted. 

"Fuck! I can feel it! It feels so good!" I moaned. 

He pulled out, grabbed my hips and pulled me up to my knees and stuck his cock in my mouth and began to cum.  

As he was cumming in my mouth, I felt him spread my ass cheeks apart. I felt his finger playing in my ass. I moaned around his cock. 

"Yes, fuck, yes," I moaned. 

He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I felt his cum dripping out of my asshole. I wanted to be his cum slut. I wanted his baby. 

"Ready for your shoot?" He said. 

"Yes," I smiled. "I'm very ready." 

With my master's cum in my belly, I headed off for my next porn shoot... 

Android Babes: Part II  

Now that I had done my first porn shoot and taken my first full load of cum, I was ready for more. 

Being fucked by strong men was the most incredibly hot thing I had ever experienced. As a bimbo submissive sexbot, I loved getting fucked and filled with cum. My human side loved the taste of cum and the feeling of sex. The human part of me was a natural slut and loved sex, but the other part of me is a sexbot and could not get enough cum.  

I spent many long hours training in bimbofication and submission. Adam taught me how to take increasingly larger cocks down my throat, as well as in my ass. He was preparing me for many more porn shoots as well as for my very first gangbang. 

For now, Adam was going to let me meet up with a handsome guy who had a camera and was going to film me having sex with him. He was a muscled man I met at the club. 

I walked over to the bar and ordered a club soda. I took a seat by the window. I knew that he would come to me. He set down his drink, then he came over to where I was sitting. 

"You're very sexy," he whispered, coming up from behind and putting his hands on my breasts, squeezing my huge tits through my dress. My pussy instantly became wet. 

"Oh, yes," I gasped. "I am very horny." 

"I know you are. I want to make you cum, but I want to do it in private." 

"Let's go." 

Adam had gotten a membership in the club, so I followed him to the back. There were rooms for special members. One of them was a private fuck room. Adam had called ahead and told them that we were coming. He had paid for the room. 

Once we were in the room, I felt his big cock on my ass. He pressed me against the brick wall and started kissing my neck. He slid his hands along my ass and down the front of my dress. I pressed my ass against him and felt his huge hard cock. 

"Oh... it's so big," I moaned. 

"It's all for you, baby. I want to feel your tight little pussy," he whispered. 

He pulled my dress up and over my head. I was wearing my white lace panties. He kissed me again and then he slid my panties over my hips and down my legs. He kissed my pussy and worked his tongue into my cunt. I moaned with excitement. 

He slid his tongue up and down my slit then worked his tongue inside me. I lifted one leg up and wrapped my leg around his head. He reached up between my legs and started rubbing my clit. He slid a finger into my asshole. I moaned as I had my first orgasm from having a tongue and a finger in my ass and my pussy. 

He went down on me again and ate my pussy, sliding his fingers in and out of me. I moaned. I was wild with passion for this gorgeous man. I was ready for his cock to be inside me. 

"Fuck me," I begged. "Fuck my pussy! I want your cock in my pussy!" 

"Not so fast, first you can suck it." 

He put his tattooed arm forward, pushing my head to his big cock. I eagerly sucked him into my mouth, sucked him. I slurped on his big prick. It was amazing. 

He reached down and turned me around. He grabbed my hips, and then he slid his big cock into my wet pussy. I moaned as he filled me up. He began thrusting his cock in and out of me. He gripped my huge tits and squeezed them. My big tits jiggled as he fucked me harder and harder. He pulled my hair and I moaned with pleasure. 

"I'm going to cum in your tight little pussy!" 

"Yes! Cum inside me!" 

I felt his cock spasm inside me. He thrust deep and held his cock deep in my pussy as he shot his cum. I moaned as I felt his hot cum fill my pussy. I was so wet now that I would have cum on his cock even if he hadn't shot his sperm into me. I loved having a man cum inside me. It was hot. 

He pulled his cock out of me. 

"Do you want to be a porn star?" he asked me. 

"Oh yes!" 

"I can make that happen. I want to get you in with a good studio and set up a shoot." 

"I can't wait!" 

"Take your panties and your dress. Later when you come back, you can put them on and I'll come and get you on the other side of the wall." 

I did as he said and slipped the panties on. I put the dress on and walked out the door. I was on my way to my first gang bang. I couldn't wait. 

***** 

When I got to the scene, I was greeted by the sight of five hot guys with muscles and handsome faces. They were really attractive and hung, I just knew they had big cocks. They were glad to see me with big grins on their faces, I could tell they were looking forward to blasting their cum into me. 

I was dressed in tight shorts and a T shirt that was cut so low that they could see my huge tits. I had on a push up bra and big hoop earrings. My hair was teased up into a big blond hair-do. I looked hot. 

like I was the best thing they had ever seen. 

They knew that I was the girl they were going to gang bang, and they just couldn't wait to see me naked and see my huge tits and shaved pussy.  

They began to unbutton my dress and push it down over my shoulders. I was wearing my white lace bra and panties. They yanked my bra off and grabbed my tits. They got very hard at the sight of my huge titties. They pushed me down onto the couch and pushed my panties off. Then they grabbed my ass and spread my legs. 

"Eat my pussy," I begged. 

One of the guys went down on me. He licked my pussy and shoved his tongue into my tight cunt. He licked up and down my slit and then he went back to my clit. I moaned and put my hands into his hair and spread my legs wider. I was so turned on that I came within minutes. 

On of the guys got between my tits and put his huge cock in my cleavage, fucking my breasts. 

The next one went behind me and fucked my asshole until he came. Then the next one took his place. I was in heaven. 

I was so glad to be fucked by these five handsome dudes, it was the best day of my life. All of them had big cocks and they fucked me so hard and long that I had multiple orgasms. 

"Cum in me! Please cum in me!"  

I begged them, and they did. They all came inside me. I loved feeling their cum fill me up. They smacked my ass and spanked my tits. I loved getting spanked by them. I loved feeling slutty, knowing my whole purpose was to please men sexually. 

The strongest man fucked me then, his huge cock fucking my pussy so hard. He groaned as he plunged into me over and over, and I came on his hard cock. 

When he pulled the big dick out of me, i looked at my pussy and saw it leaking so much cum. 

I was glad that I had told them to cum in me. I really liked feeling their cum in my pussy. I loved feeling so full of cum. "Oh yes," I moaned, spreading my pussy lips with my red-nailed fingers, showing my pussy full of their cum. 

I felt a warmth spreading in me and wondered if I had become pregnant from the gangbang. 

I enjoyed being fucked by these men and knew they were all very dominant and deserving of having their sperm carried by submissive women like me, who were made to be baby-making vessels for their cum. 

"Oh yes," I gasped as another one fucked me, his big dick hitting deep inside me, making me orgasm again. "Make me a mommy!" 

He groaned at those words and I felt his dick pulse and throb within my pussy. He came, splattering my womb with thick ropes of fertile cum, wasting no time impregnating me with his manly seed. 

He grunted and held me close as his dick throbbed and pulsed, shooting his potent seed into my body. 

I moaned in pleasure and smiled. I knew that I would get pregnant from the gangbang. I knew that with these five hot, dominant men, there was no way that I wouldn't be carrying their child soon. 

It's so nice to be gangbanged by five hunky men. 

*****  

My next porn shoot was an anal gangbang. I was so exited. I had fucked a lot of people and they liked me, I was popular. I hoped to be a huge porn star soon. I was already popular, I was known for being so slutty and whorey. 

It was time for my next scene, and I went through the door. I wondered what was on the other side. I put my hand on the door knob and went through. 

There were five handsome men. They were sitting on a couch. They looked like bad boys with tattoos and piercings. I was so ready for them! I walked over to them and they all looked at me. They looked so hot. 

"Take your clothes off," said a man with black hair. 

"Yes, sir," I said. 

"And once you do, you will suck our cocks, naked, until we say otherwise." 

"Yes, sir," I said. I shivered at his dominant tone and was immediately dripping wet, my pussy tingling and aching to be filled by their thick cocks. 

I took my clothes off and sat on the couch. They all looked at my shaved pussy. I was shaved bare and I knew when I spread my legs that my pink wet pussy would glisten in the light. I spread my legs, inviting them to shove their thick cocks into me. 

They were all hard and looked at me hungrily. I loved the looks they gave me. I had to have those cocks in my mouth. All my holes were begging for a good hard fucking. 

The guys grabbed my hair and moved my head to their cocks. I eagerly took their cocks in my mouth, licking their shafts and sucking on their balls. I slobbered all over them, loving the taste of their hard cocks in my mouth. 

I wanted them all to cum. I wanted them all to fuck me. I was completely slutty and depraved. I wanted to be their little cum dumpster. I wanted to be their filthiest slut and cum bucket. I wanted to taste their cum and hold their cum inside my body. 

One guy wanted a blowjob, and I gladly sucked on his cock, moving my tongue all over the shaft. I loved the way his cock felt in my mouth. I loved sucking his big dick. 

Another guy came to the front and shoved his cock in my mouth and fucked my face for a while. I groaned the whole time, loving the way he fucked my mouth. 

Another one took my ass. He fucked my asshole long and hard and I came. Then another took my pussy and fucked it furiously. I came again. I was moaning loudly as I came on his cock. 

They kept switching positions as they fucked me with my mouth, my pussy. 

The man with the black hair grabbed onto my head and began fucking my face. I gagged on his thick cock and he moaned. His cock was so deep in my throat and I just kept swallowing his cock and he kept pumping it in me. I could taste his precum as it dripped into my mouth. 

When he pulled his hard cock out of my mouth he said, "Now get on your hands and knees, slut." 

I did as he said and got on my hands and knees. He got behind me and rubbed his cock up and down my ass crack, teasing me. Then he began to roughly shove his thick cock into my pussy from behind. He pounded me hard and it felt so good. I came and came. 

The other guys got up and began to grope my big tits and spank my ass. They were slapping my ass so hard that it was stinging. I was gasping, covered in cum and filled with it too. I felt extremely fucked and pregnant. 

"Fuck me in the ass, sir," I said, turning around to look into the man's eyes. 

When he slid his big hard cock into my wet asshole, I moaned. He shoved his cock in me and fucked me like crazy. He was pounding my asshole and it felt so good. 

He grunted and came, shooting his fertile seed deep inside my ass. 

He pulled out and another man took his place. He fucked my ass hard and fast and I came again. 

When he pulled his cock out, another took his place. I could feel all the cum inside my ass. I wanted his cum to fill my ass. I wanted to be a baby factory for these cock loving men.  

The man kept fucking my ass until he came. I moaned and he pulled out. 

I moved to the front of the couch and took a cock in each hand and sucked them both at the same time. I was really slutty. 

As I was getting fucked from behind, one guy shoved his cock in my mouth and another guy got behind him and began to suck my tits. I came again, moaning around the cock in my mouth. My pussy was in flames with pleasure. 

The black-haired guy fucking my pussy pulled out and the blonde guy came over to fuck me in the ass. I was getting fucked in both of my holes and it felt so good. My holes were stretched wide apart and I loved it. I was leaking cum out of both of my holes. 

The blonde guy kept on fucking my ass and then pulled out and sat back on the couch. The black haired guy came over and shoved his cock in my mouth and fucked my mouth for a while. Then the blonde guy took my ass. I was being fucked by these two guys and it felt so good. I was dripping wet.  

The two guys fucked me at the same time and they both came at the same time. I felt their warm cum sliding into my holes and it was the best feeling in the world.  

They pulled out and I felt more cum leaking out of my holes. They kept cumming, I could feel it all over my ass.  

They kept filling me up with their cum and I loved it. They were making my body theirs. I wanted to be a baby factory for these guys. I wanted all their cum. I wanted to be their filthy cum slut.  

After they were all finished, the guy with black hair came up to me, scooped some of his cum off my ass, and put it in my mouth. I sucked it all out of his fingers.  

"It's nice to be gangbanged by five hot men," I said, smiling. 

"You're a good slut." He patted my ass. 

I felt so used and warm and wonderful. I had climaxed so many times I lost count. 

***** 

The next day, I was in my bedroom, getting ready for my first day at a new shoot. I was nervous and excited at the same time. 

I came out of my bedroom wearing a sexy little pink skirt and matching bra. I made sure I was wearing the kind of underwear that was sexy but practical. I wasn't wearing any panties. I didn't want to be uncomfortable all day. I also wasn't wearing a shirt. 

Adam was in the kitchen, cooking. He looked so hot. He was stirring something on the stove while he talked to me. I loved how manly he looked. 

I finally had the chance to admire his muscular arms and strong legs. He was wearing tight jeans that showed off his muscular ass. His big cock was outlined in his jeans. He had big arms and a big chest. He was so sexy. 

"Is the coffee ready yet?" I said, smiling as I walked up to him and put my arms around his waist. 

"Yes, it's ready." He put down the wooden spoon and turned off the stove. He turned around, leaned down, and kissed me. "You're dressed very sexy today." 

I smiled. "I'm feeling very sexy today." 

"I'm making special eggs for you." 

"What kind of eggs?" 

"Scrambled eggs with cum." 

"Yum!" I said. "I love your cum in my eggs." 

"Good. Eat up." He poured the eggs into two plates and brought them out to the table. 

We sat down at the table in the living room and began to eat our eggs. 

"I want to fuck you in the ass, Felicia," Adam said. 

"Can you do it now?" I said, blushing, feeling very slutty. 

"Yes, I can do it now, Sexbot." 

"Thanks." 

"Come on." He got up and took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom. 

He pushed me down on the bed and slowly slid my skirt up to my waist. I lay there, on my back, in my bra, with my skirt around my waist. He leaned down and kissed my ass. I moaned. I loved Adam's kisses. He spread my ass cheeks apart and began to kiss my asshole. I moaned some more. This was so hot. I could feel myself getting wet. 

He slammed his cock deep into my asshole and began to furiously fuck me. I was screaming and squirming. He was fucking me so hard. I loved it. 

"Yes! Yes! Yes!" I moaned. 

"Your asshole is mine," he said, fucking me harder. "All mine." 

"Yes, I'm yours," I moaned. 

He pounded my holes and I loved it. 

"You're such a slut," he whispered in my ear. 

"Yes, I'm such a slut," I said. "I'm such a slut for you." 

"You love me fucking you in the ass, don't you?" 

"I love you fucking me in the ass," I moaned, not caring how slutty I sounded. 

"I'm going to cum." He moaned, pumping his cock in and out of my ass. 

"Cum in my ass, baby." I moaned. 

"I'm cumming." He grunted. 

"Fuck! I can feel it! It feels so good!" I moaned. 

He pulled out, grabbed my hips and pulled me up to my knees and stuck his cock in my mouth and began to cum.  

As he was cumming in my mouth, I felt him spread my ass cheeks apart. I felt his finger playing in my ass. I moaned around his cock. 

"Yes, fuck, yes," I moaned. 

He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I felt his cum dripping out of my asshole. I wanted to be his cum slut. I wanted his baby. 

"Ready for your shoot?" He said. 

"Yes," I smiled. "I'm very ready." 

With my master's cum in my belly, I headed off for my next porn shoot... 
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A hot preview  

"Yes, Sir." 

"You like to please men with your mouth," he said. 

"Yes, Sir." 

"You love being a dirty little slut," he said. 

"Yes, Sir. I'm a slut. I'm a dirty little slut. I'm a dirty little slut who needs to be fucked hard." 

"Oh yeah, baby," he said. "I'm going to fuck you so good. I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll be begging me to stop. You're going to be a good little girl? Are you?" 

"I'll be good, Sir," I said. "I'll be a good little girl for you. Please fuck me. Please fuck me so hard. Please fuck me. Please fuck my wet pussy." 

I sucked him so hard. I took him so deep in my throat. I gagged and sucked and licked and kissed him. I wanted him to cum. I wanted to taste his cum. I sucked and sucked and sucked, and then he pulled out.  

"You can't cum yet," he said. "I want you to fuck you so hard you can't think. I want you to forget all about Adam. I want you to think of me and my big thick cock fucking you. Do you want to think about that?" 

"Yes," I said, "yes, please fuck me." 

"I'm going to fuck you so good," he said. "I'm going to fuck you so hard. You're going to fuck me so hard you'll cum without touching yourself. Do you think you can do that?" 

"Yes," I said. "Please fuck me. Please fuck my wet pussy. Please fuck me now." 

"Oh yeah, baby, I can't wait to fuck that tight, wet, horny little pussy. I can't wait to shove my big cock so deep in you. You're such a good little slut. Such a good little fuck-slut. You're so fucking sexy. I don't know how you do it, baby. Somehow you're even sexier than my girlfriend, who is a fucking knockout. You're just so fucking hot. You're just so fucking sexy. Your body is so fucking hot. " 

"Fuck me," I moaned. "Please fuck me now. Please, please, please fuck me now." 

"Oh my god," Adam said. "You're going to do it. You're going to fuck her. That's it. Fuck her. Show her how hard you can fuck her." 

Richard got on the table, and then pulled me on top of him and spread my legs. He slid the head of his cock up and down my wet slit. "Oh, you're so wet," he said. "You're such a naughty little girl, getting so wet for me. You're such a good little slut. Such a good little fuck-slut. I'm going to fuck your tight little pussy so hard tonight, Felicia. I'm going to fuck you so hard you can't sit down tomorrow. I'm going to fuck you so hard you can't even walk." 

And with that, he slid the head of his cock into my pussy. I moaned.  

He slid it further in. I moaned louder. He slid it in further still. I moaned louder still.  

And then he slid it in so deep, I could not stop moaning. He filled me so completely, I couldn't even think. He thrust up and down, fucking me so hard and deep, I couldn't even think. I could only feel. I could only moan. I could only push my ass into him and scream. 

He pulled out and flipped me over, and shoved his cock back in my pussy.  

"Oh!" I screamed. "Oh! Oh!”  

Android Babes: Book I 

My name is Felicia Way, and my deepest desire is to become pregnant.  

I need to be fucked and filled by strong, powerful alpha men. With with muscles and dominance, who have huge penises and can hit the g-spots of every big-breasted woman they desire.  

I especially love anal sex with strong men. There is something so submissive and slutty about having a huge cock in my ass.  

Oh, did I mention? I’m a Female Android from Planet 48859-B2. We were created to be sent to earth to serve mens’ sexual needs.  

My body was molded by android experts. I'm the eighth model of Android invented.  

My breasts are EE, and they are the perfect size to wrap your hands around them, and to suck on my nipples.  

I have a pussy you will never forget. I have shaved it clean, and I want to feel my pussy being licked and sucked, until I cum.  

I'm a cute female android who is 21 years old... and created to fuck, suck and take it up the ass.  

I want to be fucked. I want to feel a strong man slam his big cock into my pussy, and then fuck me hard.  

I want a man to send me to my knees, and make me lick his balls, and ass.  

I want a man to take my ass into his hands, and spank the cheeks, while I am on my knees with my mouth open and waiting to be fucked.  

Maybe you would like to know a bit more about my history? Well, it's quite simple. I was created to fuck, and my first sexual encounter was with the man who made me. He was a brilliant scientist, Adam Larssen. 

He made me to be a submissive sex slave. He tweaked my DNA to give me superior sexual responses, and he added a few things to my anatomy. 

I have internal sensors that tell me when I’m aroused, or when I enjoy certain types of touch.  

I have a pussy that can grip like a hand and milk a cock when I cum. He gave me a tongue that is longer than a normal tongue and he allowed me to cum in multiple ways. 

He wanted to create a sex slave that could give men the most pleasure, and to let me be the slut that I am.  

When he was finished, he took me to his laboratory, and he proved that I was perfect. He put me on my knees and he made me suck his big cock, and I took it all. I loved the taste of his precum, and the way he made me deep throat him. It was amazing. 

I had never felt anything so exhilarating and amazing. I needed more. I begged him to fuck me, and he obliged. He took off his big cock and he fucked my pussy, and he fucked my little asshole until I was begging for more. And then he gave me his cum. I loved it. I wanted it all. He made me lick his cock clean. And then we went to sleep together. I was his princess. And this was the beginning of my life as a submissive female android. 

I have many sexual talents, and I am eager to share them with you. I love to suck big cocks and balls, and I love to lick assholes and swallow cum. 

My master, Adam, continued to train me in the ways of sex. He informed me, "You will become a porn star when you are sent to earth. In porn, you are expected to do things that are not legal on earth. No one knows that you are not human." 

"You understand?" He asked me.  

"Yes sir." I answered him. I really did want to become a famous porn star. I had been practicing on my dildos. I took them in my tight pussy, and my little asshole. It wasn't easy at first because the dildos were very big. My pussy, and my ass was made for taking big cocks, but I was able to do it, and I loved being stretched. I took it slow, and I got used to taking it. And when I took them deep in my pussy and ass, I came. I squeezed my pussy, and I took the dildo even deeper. It was so hot. I told master Adam that I wanted to be tight, and he told me that it would be so. And he asked me to prove it. 

I did. I took his big dildo in my ass, and I took it in my mouth. I licked his cock and spit on it, and I sucked it until he came in my mouth. I loved it. And he said, "Practice will make your ass and pussy even tighter, and you will be a slut for big cocks." And he was right. After a few months of practicing with dildoes, my ass and pussy were so tight. And I loved it. 

I am wet all the time, and I am ready to take on big cocks. I love to suck cock, and to swallow cum. I am eager to please. And I do want to do porn. I want to make you cum.  

When I finally was ready to start porn on earth, Adam brought me to the producer of some nasty flicks. His name was Richard, and apparently he had a huge cock and a lust for big titted babes like me as well.  

He had no idea I was a sex robot. But that was the whole point.  

Adam grinned and held the camera. "Why don't you show Richard just how skilled you are, Felicia?" 

I got down between Richard's knees. He was tall and had nice muscled thighs, and was wearing black pants and a black t-shirt. He was very handsome and I felt my pussy becoming wet at the idea of having sex with him. It was the first time I'd felt attracted to another man besides my creator.  

I unzipped Richard's pants, taking out his big, hard cock, which was already dripping precum.  

"Oh yeah," Richard said, "Suck it hard. Suck it good, baby." 

I put him in my mouth and took him as deep as I could go. I licked and sucked him, making sure my teeth were not touching his cock. I wanted to give Richard the best blowjob of his life. 

"Oh yeah, suck that cock," Adam said. "Look at the camera, baby. Suck it hard. Show these people how much you like big cocks." I looked up and I saw Adam pointing the camera at me and Richard. I sucked him harder and faster, trying my best to get him to cum.  

"Put your hands on your tits," Adam said. I did. "Now look at the camera, baby and beg for it. Be a slut. Tell me you want to be fucked. Tell me you want that cum." 

I begged Richard to fuck me, and to cum on my chest, and to cum in my mouth. I told him I wanted to taste his cum. I told him to take me. I sucked his cock and my pussy was soaking wet. I was so turned on. I was so ready to have sex. 

I was becoming a slut. I was becoming what I was intended to be. I was becoming a dirty whore, and I loved it. I loved being fucked. I loved sucking cock. I loved being a cum dumpster. I loved the idea that there were millions of horny men on earth who would fuck me, and cum all over me, or in me. I loved the fact that I would be fucking on camera and millions of men would be watching me get fucked, and enjoy it. 

"I want to be fucked," I said, looking at the camera. "I want to be fucked hard. I want to be fucked hard with big thick cocks. I want to be fucked until I can't walk. Please fuck me, sir. Please fuck me hard. You have such a big cock and I want it. Please let me have your cock." 

"Oh yeah," Adam said. "You are such a hot slut. I can tell you want his cock. You have been a naughty girl, so I think Richard should punish you." 

Richard grinned. "That's right, Felicia. You have been a very naughty girl. You don't deserve this nice cock. It's only for good little girls. Naughty girls have to be punished." 

"Oh please punish me, sir," I pleaded. "I have been a bad girl. Please punish me. Please punish my wet pussy. I'm a bad girl and I need to be punished." 

Punishing me was easy for Richard. He stood me up, bent me over a table, and pulled my panties down. Then he slapped my wet pussy. I cried out in a mix of pain and pleasure, and he slapped it again. "You're a naughty little slut," he said. "You need to be punished. You're a fucking whore who needs to be punished for being so fucking horny all the time. Bad little girls don't get nice cocks to suck. They get spanked. Do you want me to spank you, whore?" 

"Yes," I moaned. "Please spank me. Oh please, spank me." 

He did several times, making me even wetter. 

I'm sorry I've been such a naughty girl," I said. "Please forgive me." 

"I'll forgive you on one condition," Richard said. "On one condition," I said. "On one condition," he said. "I have to fuck you." I sighed. "I have to fuck you hard," I said. "I have to fuck you so hard you can't walk." "Yes," I said. 

"Yes, sir." 

He spanked me again.  

I yelped. "Yes Sir!" 

"Yes, sir, punish me. Punish my wet pussy." He spanked me again and again, making my ass red. It felt so good. I wanted him to fuck me so bad, but I had to be punished. I wanted to cum so bad. 

After several minutes, I heard Adam say, "Ok, now. Felicia has been punished enough. She is a good girl again." 

Richard stopped spanking me, and pulled down my panties and helped me up. "Now, baby," he said, "I'm going to fuck you so good. And you're going to love it. You're going to be screaming for me to fuck you harder." I looked into his eyes and saw the lust there. He wanted to fuck me, and I wanted him to fuck me. He had the biggest, thickest cock 

I had ever seen. I wanted him to shove it so deep in my pussy. I wanted him to make me scream. I wanted him to make me cum. I wanted him to make me his little fuck-slut. I was so horny I couldn't stand it. I didn't care he was another man besides Adam. I just cared that his cock was big and thick and hard and he was going to shove it so deep in my pussy and make me cum. 

"Please fuck me," I said. "Please fuck my pussy. Fuck me so hard. Fuck me until I can't move." 

"Oh yeah," Adam said. "She's begging to be fucked. She's begging for it. Show her how hard you can fuck her." I arched my ass up at Richard and he pulled my panties down and then my skirt and bra. 

I stood there, naked for them. I was totally at their mercy. I was theirs to do whatever they wanted with me. 

"Get on your knees," Richard said. "Get on your knees and suck me while I get you ready to be fucked." I got on my knees in front of him and I took his cock in my hand. It was so big. I licked the head and then I swallowed him whole, taking him as deep as I could go. I licked and sucked him, making sure my teeth did not touch his cock. 

"Oh yeah," Richard said. "That's a good girl. That's a good little girl. You're such a good little slut. You like to suck cock, don't you?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"You like to please men with your mouth," he said. 

"Yes, Sir." 

"You love being a dirty little slut," he said. 

"Yes, Sir. I'm a slut. I'm a dirty little slut. I'm a dirty little slut who needs to be fucked hard." 

"Oh yeah, baby," he said. "I'm going to fuck you so good. I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll be begging me to stop. You're going to be a good little girl? Are you?" 

"I'll be good, Sir," I said. "I'll be a good little girl for you. Please fuck me. Please fuck me so hard. Please fuck me. Please fuck my wet pussy." 

I sucked him so hard. I took him so deep in my throat. I gagged and sucked and licked and kissed him. I wanted him to cum. I wanted to taste his cum. I sucked and sucked and sucked, and then he pulled out.  

"You can't cum yet," he said. "I want you to fuck you so hard you can't think. I want you to forget all about Adam. I want you to think of me and my big thick cock fucking you. Do you want to think about that?" 

"Yes," I said, "yes, please fuck me." 

"I'm going to fuck you so good," he said. "I'm going to fuck you so hard. You're going to fuck me so hard you'll cum without touching yourself. Do you think you can do that?" 

"Yes," I said. "Please fuck me. Please fuck my wet pussy. Please fuck me now." 

"Oh yeah, baby, I can't wait to fuck that tight, wet, horny little pussy. I can't wait to shove my big cock so deep in you. You're such a good little slut. Such a good little fuck-slut. You're so fucking sexy. I don't know how you do it, baby. Somehow you're even sexier than my girlfriend, who is a fucking knockout. You're just so fucking hot. You're just so fucking sexy. Your body is so fucking hot. " 

"Fuck me," I moaned. "Please fuck me now. Please, please, please fuck me now." 

"Oh my god," Adam said. "You're going to do it. You're going to fuck her. That's it. Fuck her. Show her how hard you can fuck her." 

Richard got on the table, and then pulled me on top of him and spread my legs. He slid the head of his cock up and down my wet slit. "Oh, you're so wet," he said. "You're such a naughty little girl, getting so wet for me. You're such a good little slut. Such a good little fuck-slut. I'm going to fuck your tight little pussy so hard tonight, Felicia. I'm going to fuck you so hard you can't sit down tomorrow. I'm going to fuck you so hard you can't even walk." 

And with that, he slid the head of his cock into my pussy. I moaned.  

He slid it further in. I moaned louder. He slid it in further still. I moaned louder still.  

And then he slid it in so deep, I could not stop moaning. He filled me so completely, I couldn't even think. He thrust up and down, fucking me so hard and deep, I couldn't even think. I could only feel. I could only moan. I could only push my ass into him and scream. 

He pulled out and flipped me over, and shoved his cock back in my pussy.  

"Oh!" I screamed. "Oh! Oh! 

I couldn't think. I was lost in it.  

I pushed my ass up against him as he fucked me harder, as he fucked me deeper, than anyone had ever fucked me before.  

He spanked my ass.  

"Who is fucking you?" he said.  

"You are," I said. "You are Sir!" 

"That's a good girl," he said as he spanked me again.  

"Oh!" I moaned as he spanked me again. "Oh!" 

"That's a good little girl," he said as he spanked me again. "That's a good little slut."  

"Oh!" I moaned as he spanked me again.  

"Oh! Oh! Oh!"  

And then I came. I came without touching myself. I came without thinking of Adam.  

I came because Richard fucked me so hard I could not stop moaning. I came because he made me forget everything but him fucking my pussy. I came because he made me forget I was with Adam.  

I came because Richard fucked me so hard with his big thick cock I forgot I was another man's girlfriend. 

I came so hard all I could do was be pounded and fucked into orgasm after orgasm, huge waves of pleasure crashing over me as Richard's huge cock filled me over and over, my walls squeezing his masterful penis. 

"That's a good slut," he said as he spanked me. "That's a good little girl."  

He groaned and came inside me, his thick cock splashing hot jets of cum into my unprotected pussy. 

I was a good, bred little sexdoll now. 

"Did you like that baby?" asked Master Adam, slapping my ass, watching my pussy ooze with Richard's cum. "It's all on videotape now. The whole world is going to watch you get fucked and bred by a porn producer." 

I could feel Richard's cum leaking out of me. I smiled, my face flushed, my pussy aching with pleasure, the sweet, sweet feeling of submission washing over me. "Yes Master Adam," I whispered.  

The only thing I wanted to do now was submit to him and be his good little dirty fuck-doll slut and let everyone see me submit to other men.  

Did you like this spicy tale? Check out my others!  
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A hot preview  

"Oh my god," I gasped, huge waves of pleasure overtaking me. "I'm cumming on your big dick, Daddy!" 

"Good girl." He gripped my hips and pounded me harder.  

"Oh my god!" I moaned. My whole body was shaking and shuddering, and yet he kept fucking me.  

"Oh yeah, I'm gonna cum in that little pussy," he said. "I'm gonna fill it up with cum." I felt his cum shoot up into me, filling me up. It was so hot, feeling this massive stud cum inside me as we both continued to moan and scream in pleasure. His cock throbbed and pulsed inside me, and I felt my pussy tighten around him, milking his cock. He came hard, filling me up with his hot cum.  

I was so hot and sweaty as he pulled out of me. He was replaced by another guy who wanted to fuck me in the ass. 

I got on my knees and leaned over the couch. I felt a big cock rubbing against my pussy, and then he slid his cock deep into my asshole. It was so good, feeling that cock stretch my asshole out, making it wider and wider. I wrapped my arms around the back of the couch and moaned, feeling his balls slapping against my pussy.  

The guy grunted as he fucked my ass. I moaned as his cock slid in and out of my ass, my body shaking and shuddering with every stroke. The other guys watched and jerked off, stroking their hard cocks and dripping precum. I felt an orgasm start to build up inside of me, so big and powerful. I pulled my legs up and moaned as I felt one orgasm after the other roll through me. The cock slid in and out of my ass, and I could feel his precum drip down my ass.  

I felt a cock push against my pussy and the guy slipped it inside, fucking me so good and hard. I wrapped my arms around the back of the couch, my body trembling and shaking from all the orgasms I'd had. 

I felt a man's hands on my ass and he spread my cheeks, letting all the guys see his cock going in and out of my ass. I moaned as he nailed my tight ass, his huge cock stretching my asshole so wide. I pulled my legs up and moaned as I felt his cock throbbing inside of my ass.  

I felt cum dripping down my ass. They all came on my ass, making me feel so horny, so wet and warm and sticky. I wanted their cum all over me, dripping and dripping from my pussy and ass. 

Android Babes Part III  

This was it. I was on my way to a new porn set, ready to get fucked again. Being a hot, horny android babe was the best thing ever. 

The next set for our porn scene was another car scene. It involved me getting fucked in the backseat of a car and then a blow job in the front seat. I got in the car and this guy started getting rough with me. I struggled a little, because I wasn't sure I was supposed to. He started pinching my nipples and squeezing my tits. He was really aggressive, but then I was in a car on porn set so I didn't really know what to expect. Truth was I found the combination of pretend fear and arousal very exciting. 

"Oh no, don't!" I gasped in fake protest, pretending to squirm and struggle against his strong hands. 

"Fuck that," he grunted, his hands easily shredding my clothes. "You're gonna have a big dick in you soon, baby." 

I gasped as the muscled porn star's massive fingers rubbed my tits, god it felt good. I was getting really turned on. I felt his mouth on my erect nipple, sucking it between his lips. I could feel his tongue swirling around it as more saliva leaked from my mouth. My pussy was dripping wet. He started pinching my other nipple, flicking it with his fingers until it was hard too.  

I moaned and squirmed, not wanting him to stop. I was really getting into this. 

He suddenly got up and started pulling my pants off, tearing off my thong along the way. I was naked and vulnerable but my pussy was dripping wet. I wanted him to fuck me. 

I bent over the seat, sticking my ass out. He started rubbing it, his fingers sliding over my asshole. He reached over and grabbed some lube. I could feel his fingers pushing against my ass, spreading the lube. I moaned and squirmed as he started pushing his fingers into my ass, spreading the lube around inside me. I started feeling really good. He pulled his fingers out and I gasped, my eyes closed in anticipation. 

I felt the head of his cock pressing against my ass, sliding into me. I moaned as I felt it going into my tight, virgin ass. Once the head of his cock was in, he grabbed my hips and slowly started sliding his cock deeper into me. "Oh yeah," he groaned. "That feels good." 

I moaned and squirmed as he slowly fucked my ass. It didn't hurt anymore, and felt actually good. I could feel his cock sliding in and out of me, it felt so fucking hot. I was so turned on and I wanted him to fuck my ass harder. He did fuck me harder. He started fucking me so hard I thought I might tear in half, but I loved every second of it. It hurt but it felt so fucking hot. 

He fucked my ass like that for a long time, then he pulled out of me. He turned me around and I faced him. I kissed him hungrily, my hands running over his huge muscled chest and ripped abs. I gasped as he pushed me down on the seat. He pinned me down and started fucking my throat. He fucked my face like he fucked my ass, hard and deep. I could feel his cock hitting the back of my throat, making me gag as he thrust it in and out. I was really really turned on, my pussy was dripping wet. 

He pulled out of my throat and leaned over me, his cock hovering over my face. I hungrily licked his shaft, sucking on his balls. He pushed me down, his cock sliding into my mouth. I opened wide, taking his cock into my mouth, deep into my throat. He fucked my face like he fucked my ass and throat. I loved it.  

My pussy was throbbing, dripping wet. I could feel his cock pulsing in my throat. It felt good to be used so hard, used like a whore. It got me so fucking horny. I sucked his cock faster and harder, hoping he would come in my throat. He groaned and stroked my head with his hands, pushing his cock back into my throat, face fucking me hard. I wanted his cum so fucking bad.  

"You wanna be fucked, slut?" he grunted, his cock deep in my throat. 

"Yeah, fuck me."  

"I will, you little fucking slut." 

He pulled his cock out of my mouth. I gasped, my eyes closed in pleasure. I didn't know if he was going to fuck my ass or throat again, but I was ready for whatever he wanted. He grabbed my legs and pulled me towards him. I felt his cock pressing against my pussy lips, spreading my wetness up and down my slit. I moaned and squirmed, spreading my legs open wider.  

I could feel his cock pressing against my hole, throbbing against me. I moaned as he slid his cock inside my tight little pussy. I gasped as he slowly pushed his cock inside my pussy, stretching me wide. It felt so fucking good. I could feel him sliding inside me, pressing hard up against my body. I moaned and squirmed as I felt his cock pushing into me, filling me up. He was so big, his invading cock spreading and stretching my walls. I loved it.  

Oh god, I hope he puts a baby in me. 

His hand went around my throat and he started fucking my pussy hard and deep. He fucked me hard and deep, pressing deep inside me. I moaned and squirmed as he fucked me, his hand going up to squeeze my tits. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me. I groaned with need. I wanted him to come. He fucked me harder and faster, his cock throbbing inside me. I moaned as he fucked me, eyes closed, enjoying every second of it. He fucked me like that for a long time, his cock throbbing inside me. My pussy squeezed tight around his cock and I came, squirting all over his cock. My pussy quivered and throbbed and I moaned as I came. I opened my eyes and saw him groaning. I knew he was about to cum. I hoped he came in my pussy. 

He grunted, his cock throbbing deep inside me. "Oh yeah slut, I'm gonna fill you up. Your tight cunt is going to be full of my cum. I'm gonna knock you up, ready?" 

"Oh yeah, cum in me!" I yelled, loving being used by this huge alpha male.  

He started fucking me faster and harder, his cock sliding in and out of my pussy. He slid his cock back out of my pussy, then pushed it back inside me. I could feel his cock throbbing against my walls. My pussy squeezed tight around his cock. "Oh yeah slut!", he yelled, his cock shooting cum into me. I moaned and squirmed, his hot thick cum filling me up. It felt so fucking good to have a man come in me. I loved being a slut. 

He pulled his cock out of me, cum dripping out of my pussy. He leaned over me, his cock throbbing against my stomach, covered in my cum. I felt his lips against mine, kissing me hungrily. His tongue pushed into my mouth, swirling around my tongue. 

I gasped as I felt his cock sliding into my tight little asshole, filling it up. My eyes closed in pleasure. I felt so fucking full. I was so in love with this man even though I didn't even know his name. I pulled away from his kiss and looked at him. "I'm so happy to be your slut. You've made me realize my life was empty before you. I love being your slut." 

"I am fucking happy to have you too. Your tight ass feels amazing around my cock." 

I wrapped my legs around him and he fucked my ass hard and deep, filling me up and making me moan. He fucked me hard and deep, his cock throbbing inside me. I moaned as he fucked me, his big cock filling my ass up. He fucked me like that for a long time. He pulled out of me and rolled me over, pinning me down on the seat. 

I opened my eyes, his cock hovering over my tight pussy. He grinned and slid his cock into my wet, tight pussy. I moaned as he slid his cock in and out of me, his cock filling me up. He fucked me so good, so hard. His cock throbbed inside me. I moaned as he fucked me, loving his fucking cock. 

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him into me. My hands grabbed his powerful, ripped arms, pulling him closer to me. I moaned as he fucked me, my pussy throbbing tight around his cock. His cock throbbed deep inside me. I moaned, my pussy squeezing around his cock. I was so turned on, I was so ready to be pregnant. "Please fill me up with your cum," I whispered. 

He groaned and started fucking me harder and faster, his cock filling me up. He grabbed my throat, his hand wrapping around it as he fucked me. He was fucking me so hard and deep, his cock buried deep inside me. I shrieked as he fucked me, his cock throbbing inside me. "Oh my god! You're fucking cumming!" I moaned, my pussy throbbing hard around his cock. His cock started shooting cum inside me, filling me up. It felt so fucking good to be filled with his hot cum. My body quivered and my pussy squeezed tight around his cock. I came with him, tears of happiness running down my face.  

He leaned over me and kissed me passionately, his tongue swirling around mine. Our bodies pressed together, his cock still throbbing inside me. Our bodies moved together, me grinding my pussy against his cock. He pulled out of me and his cum dripped down my used pussy.  

I almost forgot that cameras were running, filming the entire scene! When I saw them on us, I felt even hornier and sexier about the whole thing, knowing it was going to be seen by horny men everywhere. They would be jacking off to me, splattering their hot, thick cum everywhere as they thought of me and my slutty sexbot body. 

I lay back on the car seat and spread my legs for the cameras, my pussy swollen and aching with need. 

My pussy lips were swollen and aching, my clit throbbing and sensitive. I reached down, rubbing my clit softly. 

"Would you like to do another scene later?" asked the producer as he shut off the camera. He walked over to me and I saw the big bulge in his pants from having watched me get fucked by the male porn star. 

"What kind of scene?" I asked, smiling invitingly as I rubbed my used pussy.  

"Oh, I was thinking of maybe something a little more hardcore. Maybe a little anal if you're up for it."  

I moaned, my pussy throbbing at the thought of taking more cock in my ass. I could feel the male porn star's cum starting to leak out of my pussy, dripping down my ass and onto my inner thigh. I was so fucking wet thinking of getting fucked in my ass. 

"Oh yeah, I'm ready for anything," I moaned, picturing myself getting fucked in the ass by this alpha male porn star's massive cock. I was so fucking wet just thinking of getting fucked in the ass again. Something about anal sex just made me squirt and orgasm like crazy. I slid my fingers down to my soaking wet pussy, spreading my lips as I stroked my clit while the producer watched.  

He looked very interested in my well fucked body, and his cock was practically busting out of his pants. 

"Well, I'm going to go finish up in the office, but I'll send some guys to set you up in a room so you can change," he told me. "Oh, I should also tell you that in order to do the anal scene, you'll also have to do one last vaginal creampie gangbang scene. Then, once that's done, we'll get all the paperwork and everything ready with your new owner. And then all you have to do is meet him in a couple days so you can sign the paperwork, and then he'll take you home." 

My body quivered, my pussy throbbing at the thought of getting creampied by all these men. I'd never been so wet and horny in my life, and I couldn't wait to get started. I smiled and nodded. I was going to be a porn star. I'd be fucked by hundreds of men, shot on camera as I came and came, filled with cock and cum.  

But one thing he said really stood out to me: They'd sign the paperwork and I be given to my new owner. Did that mean I would no longer belong to Adam? 

I tried to put that out of my mind as I put on a sexy outfit. It was a bikini top with a small bottom that barely covered my ass. I wore thigh high stockings and high heels as I waited for the men to come.  

Apparently, all I had to do was wait. A crew of men came in, ready to fuck me in the ass. I was given a table to bend over, my ass in the air. Then, without warning, I felt a cock sliding into my tight, wet asshole. I moaned and wiggled my ass as his cock pushed in. There were men all around me, rubbing my sides and my ass, feeling up my tits. I started moaning as the cock slid in and out of my ass, filling me up and making my pussy drip, I was so horny. The other men jerked off watching the scene.  

"Yeah, take it up the ass baby," grunted one guy, rubbing his big cock. 

"Look how tight her little asshole is," said another one, also stroking his huge dick, which was dripping precum and I wanted it in my mouth.  

I wanted to suck it all down, to feel it slide in my throat. The guy in my ass pulled out and I felt two more cocks pushing against my tight little asshole. My ass was throbbing as I wound up getting double penetrated in my ass. 

I ground my ass back at the guys, slamming my asshole onto their hard cocks. I felt their cocks throb and pulse inside of me, filling up my tight asshole with their cum. 

The guys kept fucking my asshole, their cocks throbbing and throbbing inside of me. 

I moaned as a guy walked up, his cock oozing precum. I leaned up and licked the tip of his cock. It was salty and delicious as I slid my lips down his cock, sucking out all his sweet precum. 

I started to suck his cock as the other guys fucked my ass so good. I knew this was my whole purpose in life, being a sexual toy for strong men to put their cocks in. I wanted to be soaked in cum. 

I gasped as the two guys came inside my ass, filling up my tight hole with their thick cum. It was so hot, being used by all these guys, getting fucked so hard in my ass. 

I got up and turned around, seeing all the guys jacking off. My pussy lips were swollen and raw, and they quivered and throbbed as the guys all edged towards orgasm. I really really wanted to be pussy fucked and anally fucked at the same time.  

"Yeah, I want to blow my load all over your face," said one of the guys. His cock was so hard and throbbing, I knew he was seconds away. I just wanted all of that cum on me.. 

I got on my knees and waited for him to come. I wanted to open my mouth wide as he came. The first hot spurt of cum hit me in the cheek, and I moaned in pleasure, rubbing his cum into my skin, rubbing and licking his cock to get every drop. 

Then, another guy came right next to me and started jacking off, his cock right next to my face. He came on my other cheek, and I rubbed both loads into my skin, making it sticky and wet. I turned my face to the other guys, wanting their hot cum all over my face. In the background, I heard the ringleader of the operation groaning and grunting as he jacked up, spurting his load all over my ass. 

I kept sucking off the guys, licking their balls and getting their cocks nice and hard again. They came all over my face, getting it wet and sticky and making me so horny. I rubbed their cum into my skin, moaning in pleasure as I felt their cum drip down my face. It was so hot, getting used by all these guys, taking cock after cock after cock in my tight holes.  

Finally I got pussy fucked just I wanted. A big powerful guy spread my legs and speared his huge dick into my pussy, forcing my cunt lips to stretch wide around his massive cock. 

"Oh god," I gasped, an orgasm hitting me as he penetrated my pussy with his thick cock. "You're stretching me wide open, oh fuck!" 

"That's it baby," he said in his deep, masculine voice. His balls were huge and I knew they had a thick hot load ready for me. "Take all that big dick, good girl." 

I moaned as he fucked my tight little pussy with his huge cock. I wrapped my legs around his and pulled him deeper, feeling him go deeper inside me. I leaned back and moaned as I pushed my ass up, grinding on his dick and using the leverage to pull him deeper inside me. The guy grunted and groaned, and kept fucking me. His cock was huge, and I knew he wanted to fill me up completely.  

I ground against his massive cock, his balls slapping against my ass. His huge dick throbbed and twitched inside my pussy, filling me up with cock. I reached up and grabbed his big, beefy ass and pulled him closer. We both groaned and moaned, and I knew I was seconds from cumming again. How many times had I already cum today? I had completely lost count.  

"Oh my god," I gasped, huge waves of pleasure overtaking me. "I'm cumming on your big dick, Daddy!" 

"Good girl." He gripped my hips and pounded me harder.  

"Oh my god!" I moaned. My whole body was shaking and shuddering, and yet he kept fucking me.  

"Oh yeah, I'm gonna cum in that little pussy," he said. "I'm gonna fill it up with cum." I felt his cum shoot up into me, filling me up. It was so hot, feeling this massive stud cum inside me as we both continued to moan and scream in pleasure. His cock throbbed and pulsed inside me, and I felt my pussy tighten around him, milking his cock. He came hard, filling me up with his hot cum.  

I was so hot and sweaty as he pulled out of me. He was replaced by another guy who wanted to fuck me in the ass. 

I got on my knees and leaned over the couch. I felt a big cock rubbing against my pussy, and then he slid his cock deep into my asshole. It was so good, feeling that cock stretch my asshole out, making it wider and wider. I wrapped my arms around the back of the couch and moaned, feeling his balls slapping against my pussy.  

The guy grunted as he fucked my ass. I moaned as his cock slid in and out of my ass, my body shaking and shuddering with every stroke. The other guys watched and jerked off, stroking their hard cocks and dripping precum. I felt an orgasm start to build up inside of me, so big and powerful. I pulled my legs up and moaned as I felt one orgasm after the other roll through me. The cock slid in and out of my ass, and I could feel his precum drip down my ass.  

I felt a cock push against my pussy and the guy slipped it inside, fucking me so good and hard. I wrapped my arms around the back of the couch, my body trembling and shaking from all the orgasms I'd had. 

I felt a man's hands on my ass and he spread my cheeks, letting all the guys see his cock going in and out of my ass. I moaned as he nailed my tight ass, his huge cock stretching my asshole so wide. I pulled my legs up and moaned as I felt his cock throbbing inside of my ass.  

I felt cum dripping down my ass. They all came on my ass, making me feel so horny, so wet and warm and sticky. I wanted their cum all over me, dripping and dripping from my pussy and ass. 

"Oh god..." 

I sighed in pleasure, feeling well fucked and pregnant. 

I was so excited for my next gangbang! 
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So this is my life as an android sexbot.

My creator made me to be a professional porn star. I suck, blow, and get fucked for a living. It's the most amazing life ever. 
 

My last shoot was a hot car fuck and then a big gangbang with loads of hot guys. I feel like such a slutty bimbo, I love it. 
 

For my next porn shoot, I'm getting fucked by a big hard cock, then I'm going to be gangbanged by a bunch of hot studs with huge cocks, and then I'll get covered in cum while my pussy squirts all over the place.

I love being an android sex doll.

I arrived to the porn scene where the cameras were already set up. There was a couch
 

I couldn't wait. I walked on to the stage, facing the cameras.
 

My skirt was short and easy access. The cameramen were ready.

They started to film me as I was doing my first sexy outfits

I took my top off, showing my huge boobs, and I was horny.

I touched my tits, pinching my hard nipples, while I was on my knees.

I couldn't wait.

It was time to start sucking.

I got on my knees and took the guy's hard cock.

I sucked it, deepthroating and then kissing him.

The second guy was getting hard and I started to touch him.

I gave him a blowjob, with two dicks in my mouth at the same time, pushing my head down as my pussy got wetter.

I sucked and touched, licked and massaged.

I was horny and turned on, my pussy was wet and my boobs touching their hard cocks.

I was moaning and wanting more, I couldn't wait to suck their cocks and get fucked hard.

I got fucked hard by one of my costars and he was pounding my pussy.

The other guy was rubbing my pussy, licking my clit and fingering me while I was getting fucked by a big dick.

I was moaning and screaming, I couldn't believe I was getting fucked, it was the most amazing feeling ever.

I started cumming and I couldn't stop cumming, I was shaking and moaning and I couldn't hold myself up.

I got on my back and spread my legs wide open.

My pussy was wet and the guys started to lick it, sucking my clit, fucking me with their tongues and rubbing my boobs.

"Oh god this is amazing," I said, gently caressing one of the men's soft hair in my hands. His hair was so nice compared to the roughness of his tongue inside my wet pussy. 
 

He smiled and stood up, removing the thick hard cock from his pants, which he placed at my pussy lips. I gasped as he penetrated me, impaling me on his hard cock, sending shivers of pleasure through me. He was very big, and
 

I could feel every hard inch as he moved inside me, pushing my legs all the way to my chest.

My pussy was stretching, while the other guy was sucking on my boobs, gently nibbling on my hard nipples.

I heard the other camera men get closer, getting shots of my wet pussy as the guy fucked me.

More men appeared in my view, stroking their hard cocks.

"I'm going to cum, I don't think I can hold back any longer," moaned the stud fucking me.

"Cum inside me, please cum inside me," begged my brain.

I was close to cumming, my pussy throbbing.

The guy pulled his hard cock out just in time and shot his hot load all over my pussy.

I was so happy to get his load, cumming all over my wet pussy.

I moaned louder.

The guy who was sucking on my tits moved to suck on my clit, it felt so good.

I could feel my pussy getting tighter and tighter around the other guy's hard cock.

"I'm cumming, I can't hold it in anymore I'm cumming," I screamed to the guys.

They all stared me as my pussy contracted and throbbed, shooting my warm juices all over the guy's hard cock.

"Fuck," he moaned, filling me with more of his hot cum.

I collapsed onto the couch, shaking as I rode my orgasm.

The guy gently pulled his cock out of my pussy, "Thank you baby," he moaned, kissing my lips.

I groaned, my pussy throbbing and my mouth watering for his cum.

He pushed his cock in my mouth, shooting his hot load all over my tongue.

My pussy was still throbbing hard and the guy who was sucking on my boobs got on top of me.

I rubbed and licked his hard cock until he was fully hard and ready to cum.

He pushed it into my wet pussy and started fucking me, pushing his cock deep inside me.

"Fuck me hard, please fuck me," I begged.

The guy slapped my ass hard.

I liked getting spanked while I was fucked, it made my pussy so wet.

"I'm cumming," he moaned, cumming hard and shooting his load inside of me.

I sighed and collapsed on the couch, cumming.

I was in a sexual heaven, my pussy throbbing and my mouth full of cum.

More guys started to fill my view, stroking their hard cocks, masturbating for me.

"I need more cum," I moaned, getting on my knees, sucking and stroking their hard cocks, eager to receive every drop.

One of the guys moved my hand out of the way and started stroking his cock, feeding me his hot load.

I moaned, my pussy so wet.

One of the guys pushed his cock in my pussy and started fucking me.

Another guy was stroking his hard cock, getting ready to cum.

"Cum on her face," encouraged the guy fucking my wet pussy.

The guy with his cock in my mouth moaned and started cumming, his hot load shooting onto my cheeks and into my mouth.

I moaned, swallowing his hot sticky cum, rubbing his cock against my face as the guy fucking my pussy cummed inside me. He kept moaning, fucking me, giving me his hot sticky sperm.
 

I rubbed my breasts and massaged their thick cum into my body.

"I'm your fucking slut," I groaned, my pussy twitching. I needed more big dicks in me. "Fuck me all you handsome men... Fuck me and fill me with sperm."
 

I was ready and eager to receive their loads.

It started all over again. Hands all over my boobs, cocks in my mouth, my wet pussy was being fucked and another man's balls were slapping my clit.
 

"I'm cumming again," I moaned.

And I was, cumming onto one man's cock and getting fucked by another. The one fucking me pulled out before he could cum, leaving me empty and ready to receive his load.
 

Finally the amazing, hot porn scene ended and everyone got cleaned up and went home.

I started to get drowsy, as I was filled with so much cum.

It was time for a nap, I needed rest after being used so much.

I dreamt of cocks and cum. I was being filled with sperm, and ate cum all day long.

I woke up and it was all a dream.

Or was it?

I heard someone. They were calling my name.
 

"Babe! Babe! Wake Up!"
 

I opened my eyes, they were blurry.

"I'm here, baby, everything is okay," I heard my master Adam say.

I could see now, I was in a dark room and I was covered in blankets.

"What happened?" I asked.

"You had a dream, you were thrashing all over the place," he said.

I looked around and recognized where I was, it was my own bed.

"I dreamt that I was getting fucked by lots of handsome men, that they all came all over me," I said.

"That's because you really were," he said.

I realized then that it wasn't a dream, that I really did get fucked, that all that cum I was covered in was real.

"It was so good," I whispered.

"I'm glad you loved it." He smiled and kissed my forehead. "You're becoming a better sexbot than I ever even dreamed you'd be."
 

"I want to do it again, please," I begged.

"Not yet," he said. "I want you to be a good girl and rest for a bit."

"I'll be a good girl," I agreed.

He gave me a kiss and left the room, leaving me alone.

I was asleep before he even left the room.

I loved being used by men...

It made me so wet and horny.

I couldn't wait to do it all over again.

*****

The next week we scheduled a different experience. Rather than doing porn I was going to actually meet men to just fuck without cameras. In some ways that was even hotter and my pussy immediately began to tingle at the idea when Master Adam told me. 
 

The man I would be meeting was named Greg. Adam showed me his picture and he was very handsome with a very large bulge, so I knew he had a huge cock that would hit my g-spot in all the right ways. I bit back a moan imagining that huge curved penis invading me and fucking my tight, wet, sloppy pussy over and over again. 
 

We met at Greg's house, and boy, was he gorgeous. My pussy began to throb just looking at him, imagining what it would feel like to have him inside me. 
 

"Hello, Felicia," he said in a deep, sexy, husky voice.

"Hi, Greg, nice to meet you," I said.

He looked me over and smiled. I could tell he was already very turned on.
 

"Let's get started, shall we?" he said in his sweet, sexy, deep voice.

"Let's," I agreed, my pussy throbbing up in between my legs.

He led me upstairs to his bedroom and when he turned around to face me I gasped. He had taken out his cock which had to be at least 8 inches and it was extremely thick and girthy. 
 

I immediately felt my pussy throbbing and I knew I was going to be fucked very hard and very deep. My master had been right, sometimes being in this state of mind worked out exactly as I imagined.

I was aching to stroke it, to suck on it, but I knew I had to wait to be told what to do...

He grabbed his cock and said, "Would you like to stroke it?"

I licked my lips and nodded. I could feel my pussy pulsing.

He walked over to me and I dropped to my knees. I stroked his cock, getting used to the feeling of his super thick girth, so engorged and erect. I couldn't wait to be fucked by it, to feel it slide in and out of my wet, tight, aching pussy.

"Go ahead, suck my cock," he said.

I immediately dropped to my knees, opened my mouth, and sucked on his huge cock. I took as much of him into my mouth as I could, gagging a bit because of his thickness.

"Good girl," he grunted, holding the back of my head, fucking my mouth.

I licked the rest of his cock while he held my head, making me go faster. I was so wet, I wanted to feel him inside me so badly!

But I also really really wanted to please him. I pulled off his thick penis and gazed up at him, stroking his hard, manly cock and smearing his precum all over it, feeling the weight of his incredible, heavy balls. They were so big, he must have had so much sperm in them. I felt my pussy twinge at the thought. How many loads would he have for me, I wondered? 
 

"Good girl," he said. "Stroke and suck that big penis, you like that huge fucking cock don't you."
 

"Mmm yes sir," I moaned, kissing his dick slowly and worshipfully, gazing up at him submissively. It felt so good to give myself to men sexually and be used for their pleasure, as a cum receptacle. I loved cum: the taste, texture, feel of it, how it was so hot and sticky on me, so possessive and masculine. How it could make me pregnant. 
 

I continued to slowly stroke his thick, warm penis, feeling the enormous cock, his skin so hot underneath my fingers. His dick pulsed and throbbed. I kissed his balls and his shaft, slowly and lovingly. He was very handsome and my pussy kept twitching, aching to have his thick cock fucking and filling me. I also felt embraced by his presence, a sense of... love, perhaps? Something I had never experienced before. I felt attracted to him both in my womb, and in my heart. As though I wanted to be with him and feel his sperm in my pussy all day... but also do things with him, like going to movies and dinner dates, while wearing his nipple clamps and feeling his thick dildos inside my pussy, making sure I was always wet and ready for him whenever he wished to slide his huge cock inside me. 
 

"I'm ready, sir," I whispered. "Please take me."

"That's a good girl," he said, smiling at me.

I lay down on the bed for him on my back, and he spread my legs and got between them. I thought I was going to cum just feeling his hot, hard, super thick cock against my wet, aching pussy.
 

I had never felt this way before... I looked up at him with loving submission. "I...I really like you, Greg," I whispered.
 

He smiled. "You're very sweet. Are you ready to get fucked and filled with my thick loads?"
 

I moaned and nodded as he put his thumb into my mouth, letting me suck him.

"Good, baby, good girl," he said, stroking my face.

And then he began to penetrate me, his huge dick invading my slick pussy, my pussy sliding onto his huge cock that was so big it made me gasp. He slid in slowly, and I felt his entire 8 inches fill me, my pussy stretching and aching around him.

"That's it, baby, take all of me," he said.

I moaned as I felt his cock throb deep inside of me.

He pinned me to the bed, holding my wrists down, just savoring the feel of his huge dick inside me. I felt my pussy conforming the shape of his cock, spreading for him, my wet walls stretching to let him fill me. It felt so good, so incredible, I felt possessed and slutty.
 

I loved being pinned by cock, filled by cock, fucked by cock. I was a slut for big men like Greg. 
I think I could fall in love with him. I want to bear his children, 
I realized. I wanted my belly to get big with his babies. 
 

He slowly fucked me, pulling his invading penis back until he was almost all the way out of me, the sliding in again until he touched my g-spot with the tip of his curved cock.

I moaned, feeling the intense pleasure of feeling it stroke my g-spot, my pussy aching and my clit throbbing as it rubbed over the top of it.

My pussy was so wet, I could hear my juices going everywhere as he slid and thrust in and out of me.

"Good girl, you like getting fucked by your big stud, don't you, baby?" he asked.

I moaned and nodded, "Yes, yes..." I whispered.

"You want more, you want me to shoot my thick loads inside you, fill your pussy up with my sperm, make you pregnant with my babies, right baby? You want your belly to get big with my babies, don't you?"
 

I moaned, "Yes, I want to get pregnant, I want your babies... I want to be a cum slut for you, sir, my master."

"That's right, you'll be a good girl. You're going to let me fuck your pussy whenever I want from now on, and you'll always remember to make sure you are letting my balls drain every day."

"Yes, sir, I promise," I moaned, feeling my pussy throb as he slowly filled me up with his huge cock. He pulled it out of me and then slapped my pussy with it before slapping my clit with it. I moaned loudly. He slapped it against my clit a few more times, my pussy pulsing and throbbing. I felt my juices running everywhere as he slipped his huge penis back inside me, rubbing against my g-spot as it slid in. I felt like I was going to explode as he began to thrust into me more quickly and deeply. He was holding my hands down on the bed, fucking me so deep and hard.
 

"Oh God, I'm going to cum," I gasped.

I came and came, my pussy contracting and squeezing his enormous powerful cock. I heard myself moaning and crying out as one orgasm after another overcame me. 
 

I was a helpless sex bot about to get filled up by a strange man's load, and he was going to make me pregnant. The thought made me orgasm even harder.
 

"That's it, you're gonna be my little cum slut, your belly filled with my babies," he grunted, fucking me hard and fast.
 

I could feel his cock swell as it grew even thicker, throbbing inside of me, my pussy growling and aching, my cervix throbbing, knowing that I was about to be filled with his cum.

"That's it, I'm going to cum in you, keep fucking you until I fill you with my cum," he grunted, thrusting and thrusting, my pussy getting wetter, him filling me up even more.

"Your tight little cunt is so good, baby, " he moaned, thrusting into me.

"It's so good, baby, I'm going to cum in your tight little cunt, fill you with my cum, make you pregnant with my babies," he grunted, thrusting in and out, his cock throbbing and swelling more.

Incredibly, I came again.

"Oh, Greg, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, again... aaahhh!"

"Good girl, good, little cum slut."

"Hnggh, aaahhh!"

And then his cock jerked.

"Cumming, I'm cumming in your hot, wet, sweet little pussy," he moaned.

Swollen to his thickest, I could feel his hot sticky cum filling me up, making me instantly wet on the outside too, as it ran my pussy, my juices mixing with his sperm, wet and sticky.

"Oh, Greg, I love your cum, I love it... please cum in my cunt, please, fill it with your cum," I begged, cumming again.

"Oh, fuck, I'm cumming, I'm cumming in your hot, wet pussy."

He grunted, spurting thick huge wads of fertile sperm into my womb, the pulsing of his cock making me come again, my pussy throbbing and aching for him.

"Oh, Greg, I love it, I love your cum, oh God!"

He groaned, cumming again, making me moan as I could feel his hot cum squirting deep inside me, my pussy throbbing and aching.

"Oh, you're such a good girl," he moaned, breathing hard.

I felt my pussy pulse as he slowly came to a stop inside me.

He pulled out of me, and I could feel his cum running out of me.

I felt so good.

I'd never felt so good before.

I felt so alive.

"I love your big cock, Greg," I said, smiling up at him.

He smiled at me.

I loved the feel of his cum in my pussy as I reached out and stroked his hard, muscular chest.

"I think I'm addicted to your cock," I admitted. "My pussy instantly shaped to it, so you could fit so snug inside me."
 

"I noticed, your pussy is so tight, I don't think I've ever felt a pussy so tight and perfect around my cock before. 
My cock felt like it was being gripped by a hand, your pussy was so perfect, so tight, and wet," he said, smiling at me.

We cuddled and kissed, his cock still covered in the hot sticky mess of my pussy juices and his cum.

"That was incredible," I said, snuggling up against him and loving the feel of his cock against my skin. He kissed me, pushing my hair out of my face.
 

I loved the feel of his tongue in my mouth, possessing me, and I could feel his cock grow big and hard again against my stomach.

"Are you okay with this?" he asked.

"Yes, I'm glad you made me your slut, I wanted you to do it from the second I saw you."

I was not sure what to think, was I falling in love with him? 
 

He was basically a stranger but he had fucked me so well and thoroughly. His cum inside my womb felt warm and amazing.

"I want you to get me pregnant, Greg, I want you to use me, fill me with your cum, please, as often as possible..."

"Good, that's what I want."

"But Greg, I don't..."

"I know, I know, you're not ready to tell anyone about us for some reason that I don't understand, but I want to fuck you again, and I want you to feel so good that you'll never be able to forget me, I want you to be empty and aching for me."

"I already am empty and aching for you," I said as my pussy throbbed thinking about what he was saying.

I loved the way he talked, the way he was making me feel, and the way he used his cock, it was so thick and perfect, especially for my tight little pussy.

I could already feel the sperm he had shot inside me beginning to swim, looking for the eggs I would give him.

I already wanted to do it again, knowing that he was going to make me pregnant.

"Good, then cum for me, give me your best orgasm of the day," he said, kissing me.

I could feel my pussy respond.

I loved the way he made me feel, I wanted him to do it again, soon.

"Anything you say, sir," I said, smiling as I felt his cock swell against my ass.

He reached down and slipped his fingers around my clit and began rubbing me.

I moaned, loving the feel of his fingers on my clit.

I could feel my orgasm begin to build again.

"You're a quick learner, Felicia," he said, smiling at me.

I felt so good and so alive.

I loved the way he made me feel.

I was totally addicted to him, his cock, and the way he made me feel.

He began fingering my clit, rubbing it, and I moaned.

"Fuck me again, Greg, please, I want to feel your big cock fill my little pussy with your hot cum again," I begged, my need for him growing.

He flipped me over, and my ass was sticking out towards him.

He smiled down at me, his cock throbbing and growing against my ass and pussy.

"That's it, I'm going to fuck you from behind now and shoot a big load of hot cum in your cunt and make you pregnant."

I moaned at the thought.

I felt like a wanton slut for him, happy to be the fertile young fertile cumdump he would make pregnant as many times as he wanted. I liked being a vessel for his penis and his sperm. Just his to use so he could get off whenever he desired.

"Yes fuck me sir, fuck me and make me pregnant," I moaned.

"Good girl, good slut," he grunted.

I could feel him lining up his cock at my entrance, I could feel him push forward, and I could feel his cock slide into my pussy and fill me up so full and perfectly.

I groaned.

I loved the way his cock felt, the way his cock felt uncoiling inside of me, growing and swelling and becoming bigger.

I couldn't wait until I was leaking his cum out of my pussy all the time, I couldn't wait until I was knocked up with his baby.

He began thrusting his cock in and out of my pussy, and I could feel him swelling up, getting even bigger as he thrust in and out of me, and it felt amazing, perfect.

I moaned, feeling him thrust his cock in and out of me.

"Oh, yes, Greg, that's it, fuck my pussy, fuck my tight little pussy, cum in my pussy!"

"I'm going to cum in your cunt, and make you pregnant, you're my young fertile cumdump now," he mumbled, his cock throbbing and swelling in me.

"Oh, yes!"

I could feel him swell even more in me.

"I'm cumming in your tight little cunt!"

"Cum inside me!"

"Yes!"

"Cum inside my little pussy!"

"I'm cumming in your pussy, Felicia!"

I moaned, my pussy throbbing, and I could feel his cock pulse inside of me.

I could feel his hot sticky cum shooting deep into me, and I moaned.

"Oh, yes, that's it, fill my pussy with your hot cum!"

He grunted, and I moaned as I could feel his cock pulse, and I could feel his cum shooting in me, and I moaned and gasped, orgasms rolling through me as I felt his dick shoot thick blasts of sperm into my unprotected womb.

"Oh, yes, Greg, that's it! Oh, yes, give me your cum! Oh, yes, I'm so fucking full of your hot cum in my pussy! Oh, yes, it feels so good, Greg!"
 

He grunted, and I could feel him shoot thick blasts of cum in me.

"Oh, yes, Greg, shoot it all in me! Oh, that's it, that's it! I love your hot cum in my pussy! Oh, yes!"
 

He grunted, and he thrust deep inside me, his cock swelling and pulsing and throbbing, as I could feel his hot cum shooting in me.

"Yes, Greg, keep shooting your hot cum in me! Oh, yes, I love it, I love feeling you shooting your hot cum in my pussy, Greg! Oh, yes, I want to feel your hot cum growing inside me, I want to feel your big thick load of cum in my womb!"

He grunted, and I could feel him pulsing and throbbing, cum shooting in me.

"Oh, yes, Greg, yes! Oh, I love it, I love feeling your hot cum in my pussy! Oh, yes, fill me with your cum! Oh, yes, I love it, I love your big cock! Oh, yes, it's so good, Greg! Oh, yes! Oh, fuck yes! Fuck yes! Yes! Yes!" I screamed and moaned, cumming so hard on his big penis.
 

He grunted, and he gasped, pulsing and throbbing as I moaned and gasped, feeling my pussy throb and cream all over his big cock.

He pulled out, and I could feel his cum dripping out of my pussy, and I moaned.

I wanted his cum in me.

I wanted to feel his sperm swimming in my fertile young womb.

I wanted to be bred by him.

"Oh, yes, Greg, it feels so good, I love feeling your hot cum in my pussy."

"I know, I know, I'm going to make you pregnant, Felicia," he said, nuzzling my neck.

I felt so good, I felt like a woman, I felt like a woman in love.

"I want to be pregnant, Greg."

"You will be soon," he said, smiling down at me.

I knew then that I was desperately in love with him.

But what did that mean for Master Adam?
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A hot preview

His body slid against mine. I felt his hard, muscular body slide against mine. His cock slid against my pussy, the pre-cum dripping from it.

"Fuck me, Master, fuck me," I whispered into his ear, pressing my pussy against his huge cock.

As Greg slid inside of me, I gasped, "Oh, yes! Yes, sir!"

"My little pet," he whispered to me, cupping my face.

"Yes, sir, your little pet," I whispered back.

He began to thrust inside of me as I felt his enormous cock thrusting inside of my tight young pussy. I felt it fill me up, filling me up to the brim, stretching me open.

My pussy tingled, on fire with pleasure.

I moaned in absolute pleasure as Greg began to kiss me, his lips pressing against mine. I felt his lips move against my lips and I gasped as his tongue slid into my mouth, swirling around my tongue.

His hands were on either side of my head and I wrapped my arms around his neck, feeling so turned on as Greg kissed me. I began to suck on his lips and I felt his cock get even harder as he slid in and out of me.

His cock throbbed and he began to thrust in and out of me faster and faster, deeper and deeper. I gasped in pleasure as he fucked me, his enormous cock filling me up. I felt his shaft stretch me open and I gasped, kissing him as he grunted and thrust into me, fucking me like a sex-doll. My pussy ached as it was filled with his enormous cock, my pussy tight around his shaft.

Android Babes: Part IV

I was having a dilemma.

As a beautiful horny sexbot, I was created to fuck and suck as many hung men as I could.

But now I had been fucked and spermed by an incredible man, Greg, as one of my tests from Master Adam who created me.

Greg had made me pregnant and fucked me better than anyone so far.

Now I felt like I was in love with him. I wanted to be around him all the time.

But I was loyal to Master Adam.

At the same time, Master Adam was opening a new sex-doll brothel in the city.

He had created lots of sexbot fuckdolls and had been keeping them as his private fucktoys so far.

Now he had decided to sell them in his new brothel.

I didn’t know how to feel about it. I loved Master Adam more than anyone else in the world and I wanted to serve him. But I also knew that most men who came to Master Adam’s brothel would want one of his sex-dolls. I would feel jealous and angry that men would want to fuck one of these bimbo bots instead of me.

I was so angry that I began to think about cheating on Master Adam with Greg and not telling him about our continued affair.

Master Adam didn’t seem to mind that I wasn’t available for sex all the time, as he had already created many sex-dolls. But he was still planning to sell them in his new sex-doll brothel.

Master Adam had been spending time with his new sex-doll models, fucking them and making them more bimbo. He was trying to make them more realistic and desirable.

But they didn’t have a personality like me.

So, I decided to spend more time with Greg. We fucked again and again. Until the day came that I knew I was pregnant again.

And I was excited. I didn’t know what to do.

Should I tell Master Adam? Or should I hide it from him and continue my affair with Greg?

I knew that Greg and I were in love.

But what would Master Adam say?

I didn’t want to lose him.

I loved him so much.

But I loved Greg too.

I felt so confused.

When my bump was very obvious and I couldn’t hide it, I had to confess to Master Adam what had happened.

Master Adam was furious with me. “I have created you for one purpose – to fuck and suck as many men as possible, to have sex with as many hung men as possible. And you have been fucking that man behind my back! And creating children with him!”

I didn’t know what to say. “Master Adam, I love him. I – “

“You need to be disciplined,” he interrupted. He spanked me.

I tried to explain again, “Master Adam, I’m sorry but I love him. I couldn’t help myself!”

He crossed his arms. "You're obviously going to have his baby. Look at how pregnant you are. Well, fine. Go with him. I don't want you anymore."
 

I felt heartbroken that Adam deserted me. But at least now I got to be with Greg.
 

I returned to Greg's arms. He kissed me and listened as I told him what happened
 

As I talked, Greg became angry. “Adam, that bastard!”

I kissed him. “But I’m so glad you’re happy to have me stay with you!”

Greg was overjoyed. “Of course, of course, I love you. I'll look after you and our child.”

As Greg held me, I felt even more certain that I had made the right decision.

I had found true love with the man who could treat me right. Now I had Greg and he would look after me and our baby.

Everything was perfect!

As a sexbot, I wanted to be fucked again and again.

And I did get fucked. Greg fucked me as much as I wanted.

But I also got to spend time with him, to make love with him.

That night he slowly pulled down my nightgown over my breasts, revealing them as they were naked, engorged with milk. He began to suck them, and now that I was pregnant I was incredibly horny, gasping and moaning as he lovingly sucked my breasts and drank my milk.

"Yes, baby, thank you," I gasped, my pussy tingling so much. I ached to be filled by a big cock like Greg's, and I rubbed his huge dick desperately. I caressed his soft hair as he sucked my tits. "Please suck them, sir," I whispered.
 

Greg's cock got even bigger and harder.

"I want you to fuck me, sir," I whispered.

Greg's eyes lit up with desire. He got on top of me and began to lick my nipples, alternating between my breasts. I moaned like a sex-doll as he sucked my engorged breasts, swirling his tongue around my nipples.

His body slid against mine. I felt his hard, muscular body slide against mine. His cock slid against my pussy, the pre-cum dripping from it.

"Fuck me, Master, fuck me," I whispered into his ear, pressing my pussy against his huge cock.

As Greg slid inside of me, I gasped, "Oh, yes! Yes, sir!"

"My little pet," he whispered to me, cupping my face.

"Yes, sir, your little pet," I whispered back.

He began to thrust inside of me as I felt his enormous cock thrusting inside of my tight young pussy. I felt it fill me up, filling me up to the brim, stretching me open.

My pussy tingled, on fire with pleasure.

I moaned in absolute pleasure as Greg began to kiss me, his lips pressing against mine. I felt his lips move against my lips and I gasped as his tongue slid into my mouth, swirling around my tongue.

His hands were on either side of my head and I wrapped my arms around his neck, feeling so turned on as Greg kissed me. I began to suck on his lips and I felt his cock get even harder as he slid in and out of me.

His cock throbbed and he began to thrust in and out of me faster and faster, deeper and deeper. I gasped in pleasure as he fucked me, his enormous cock filling me up. I felt his shaft stretch me open and I gasped, kissing him as he grunted and thrust into me, fucking me like a sex-doll. My pussy ached as it was filled with his enormous cock, my pussy tight around his shaft.

"Yes, sir," I moaned into his ear, "fuck me!" I knew he could feel the wetness of my pussy against his enormous cock. I gasped as he thrust into me harder and faster. I cried out with pleasure as he fucked me like a sex-doll, using me for his pleasure.

I was so grateful that I had a man like Greg who loved me, who was willing to treat me like a princess even though I was a sex-doll. I knew that he loved me and that I could be happy with him. I knew that he would take care of me, that he would always love me, and that he would never leave me. I had finally found true love.
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