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A spicy preview…

She sucked me greedily, her lips moving up and down my shaft, her hand stroking my cock.  She moaned in time with her sucking, like an animal pleasuring its mate, her hips moving, grinding against my finger as her pussy danced on my finger.  "Oh god, Joshua, I want you to inside me."


"Good girl," I said, watching her suck me.  "Get ready, because I'm going to fuck you now."  


"Yes.  Yes." 


I stood, lifting her to me, causing her to gasp as I picked her up. I set her on the bed, getting between her thighs, welcomed eagerly by her beautiful embrace. "I'm going to fuck you now, Mom.  Are you ready?"  


"Oh, god yes!  Please put it in me, baby, I need it!"   


I smiled as stripped off my shirt and pants, letting my large, thick cock swing free.  I lined myself up at her entrance, feeling her sopping wet pussy lips eager to take me inside. 


"Oh god, Joshua," she moaned, watching me. "Put it in me!  Fuck your stepmother’s tight pussy!"  


I pushed my cock into her as she moaned, a guttural moan of pleasure escaping her lips. Her pussy was tight around my shaft, squeezing it as I slid deeper inside her, filling her, stretching her.  She moaned in pleasure as I slid all the way into her, her wet cunt swallowing my entire shaft.  


"Oh god, Joshua, you're so big," she moaned, spreading her legs as wide as she could, offering up her hot cunt to me. "Fuck me, honey.  Fuck your slutty mother!"   

Kingsley House: Part I

When I returned home to Kingsley House in the fall after my second trip to Nova Scotia, I found the place in disarray.  The grounds were untended, and the landscapers had been neglectful, with overgrown grass and shrubs covering the once manicured landscape.  The house itself needed repairs, with shingles falling off the roof, and the gate half smashed from some sort of accident. 


Inside, things were no better.  My beautiful stepmother Cassandra was a mess, stressed out with piled up bills and a household she could no longer manage.  My stepsister Emily, who still lived with us, was struggling to find any kind of purpose in her life, and spent most days out with her friends or wasting her time doing god knows what.  


When I discovered my father's letter left in the desk of my study, I read that he wanted me to take over after his death.  He had passed away two months before my return, and now I was the new head of household.  The letter instructed me to the usual things, how to care for our finances, the estate, and so on.  What I wasn't expecting was the explicit instruction on how to manage my stepmother and stepsister. 


My father described how I was to take them sexually, and as a result they would be devoted to me.  They were to become my submissives, their sexual needs and pleasure secondary to mine.  They were to wear clothes of my choosing, give me blowjobs whenever I wanted, and allow me fill them with my cum whenever and however often I desired.  In return for this service, I was instructed to provide for them financially and take care of their every need.


At first, I was taken aback by the instructions left for me by my father.  So much so that I felt like tearing up the letter in disgust.  But as time went on, an odd sense of curiosity grew within me -- a yearning for something more than what my father had outlined in his letter. 


My mother Cassandra was, as I mentioned, quite beautiful; with her long blonde hair cascading around her shoulders and green eyes twinkling in the light of the fireplace, she was positively exotic.  


Her body was something to behold, with big breasts stretching out in front of her and a trim waist tapering down to her hips.  She had an ass that could have been cut from stone, round and full with a hint of jiggle when she walked.  Her legs were long and smooth, and I couldn't help but imagine them wrapped around my waist in the heat of passion. 


I often found myself daydreaming about Mom's body -- what it would feel like beneath my fingertips, how delicious it would taste on my tongue as I explored every inch of her flesh.  My fantasies were ever-growing as I imagined running my hands through her hair, kissing down the length of her neck, thrusting deep into her and making her cry out in pleasure.  


Emily was also beautiful, and now, lost as she was in her own world, she had a strange, distant look to her pale blue eyes.  Like my stepmother, she had long blonde hair, and though she had not developed the full breasts of my stepmother's years, she was a stunning woman in her own right. She was petite in stature, but her body was perfection. Her waist was tiny, and her hips flared out seductively. Her buttocks were firm and nicely rounded, a sight that made my mouth water whenever I thought about it. Her legs were shapely and smooth, with slender calves that seemed to invite me to touch them. When she wore a dress, the effect was alluring and irresistible.


I often imagined Emily's body against mine as I lay awake in bed at night; what it would feel like to have her soft skin pressed against my own, to run my hands down the length of her back and caress her neck as we kissed passionately into the night. My fantasies ran wild when I thought of all the possibilities with Emily -- from slow romantic encounters to intense pleasure-seeking sessions where we both explored our deepest desires together.


The idea of having both Mom and Emily as submissives filled me with a strange mixture of nerves and excitement; I could hardly believe their beauty could be mine for the taking.  That they would serve me, Joshua Kingsley, son of Alfred, Master of Kingsley House, in fulfilling my every dark whim and desire. 


What I didn't know was how this would take place.  My stepmother and stepsister were very independent, and certainly would never entertain the idea of having sex with me.  What on earth was my father thinking when he wrote this note? 


One afternoon, after much thought, I finally came up with a plan. While I was at my desk in the study, I rang up Mom and told her that we needed to talk.


"What is it, Josh?" she asked, her voice filled with concern. I could hear her housekeeper, Lillian, in the background, telling her to take her time and not rush off.


"I need to speak with you about the estate and father's will," I said. "Lillian's there right now. I can call you later, when she's gone."


"No, it's fine," Mom said. "I have a break between appointments anyway. I can talk now."


"OK," I said. "I want to talk to you about the house."


"What about it?" she asked.


"It needs a lot of work," I explained.


"We need more money," Mom pointed out. "I've been telling you this for ages."


"I know," I said. "I've been thinking about it."


"OK," she said nervously, growing increasingly suspicious.  "What do you want to do?"


"You know, I don't think we should sell it," I said. "Alfred gave this to us to look after. I think we should keep it."


"Yes, but we can't afford the upkeep," she pointed out. "What's the point then?"


"The point is, I don't want to give this up," I said. "I know it means we'll have to tighten our belts and economize, but I want to keep going here. I want to restore this place to what it once was.  I know it can be done.  We can do it."


"You want to do the renovations?" she asked. "I thought you were off on some trip."


"I was," I said. "I was in Nova Scotia. I was thinking about you and Emily. About the house.  I want to bring back the good times here."


My stepmother sighed.  She sat down at her desk, seeming tired, but achingly beautiful in the fading light of the day, the fire casting mysterious shadows over her face and neck.  "I don't know if we can, Josh."


"Of course we can. We just have to start small. We restore a room and we make it beautiful. People will come and visit, and we can do some events, like small cocktail parties and whatnot. The house will get in the papers and we'll get some notoriety and income that way. And we just continue on from there."


"You would do that?" she asked. "Chase this dream of yours?"


"I have to," I said. "I love this place. It's my home."


She smiled, seeming encouraged a little by my words.  "If you truly believe in this vision, then I'll help you." 


Plus, I'll be here more often to help with the repairs and renovations."


I could see Mom's skepticism turning into belief.  She looked deep in thought, but a small smile played on her lips.  "You know what? That may not be such a bad idea."


We talked for hours that night, discussing our plans and how we could make them happen. We decided to start with renovating the main parlor, and then move on from there. Emily joined us halfway through our conversation and added some of her own ideas; she seemed excited by the prospect of saving Kingsley House. 


The two of us stayed up late that night, working out the finances and strategizing how we were going to make this work. I got increasingly close to my mother as we talked, trying to seduce her with my wit and charm. By the end of the night she was becoming quite warm to me, and even put her hand on top of mine, laughing at my jokes, smiling at me readily, seeming very relaxed and almost flirtatious in my presence.  I had brought in a couple bottles of wine to loosen things up, and had dinner ordered to the room.  


By the end of the night the two of us were enjoying each other's company, and feeling very happy. By the time we were done my stepmother was no longer suspicious of me, and in fact was feeling quite comfortable in my presence. I felt like everything was falling into place; I was finally going to have access to her body, and maybe, just maybe, Emily would open up to me as well.


This was the opening I had been looking for.


The two of us sat together, eating and drinking and laughing together. At one point, I reached out to touch her hand, and she didn't pull away.


"You know, this is so much fun," I said. "I'm glad we're doing this." I leaned over and gave her a warm, gentle kiss on the cheek.


She responded with a blush and a smile.  "I'm glad you're back, Joshua.  It's very nice to have your company again." 


"Back?  I've never left for that long," I said.


"You do a lot of traveling," she pointed out. "It's like you're not always there when I want you."


I was getting close. "I think it's been too long since we've spent time together," I said.  "I can't wait for us to be alone and have some fun together. I see you as a woman, you know.  Not just as my stepmother anymore."


She looked at me, surprised.  "What do you mean?"


"I think you're beautiful," I said. "I think you're so wonderful."  I leaned in to kiss her, and she didn't pull away. "I've always wanted you, Mom.  Since I became a man."  


"I...I..." she stammered, blushing. I could tell this was a revelation to her.  "I didn't know that."


"I've always wanted to pleasure you," I said.  "To make love to you. I've thought about it so often.  I want to give you everything.  All of my passion and desire."


My hand brushed her thigh, rubbing slowly along her bare skin.  


She bit her lip, still shocked, but not pulling away.  "Why me?" 


"Because you're beautiful.  You're my mother.  Closer to me than anyone.  I've dreamed about touching your lips, your body, your pussy."


"I....I..." 


"I know this is something you've never thought about, Mom," I said.  "I'm your stepson, after all.  But it would be so sexy, wouldn't it?  It would be so forbidden." I leaned in close, and the scent of her soft, floral perfume came into my nose, smelling wonderful and enticing.  "It would be so wrong, Mom." 


She started to reply, but I cut her off with a kiss, my hand still on her thigh.  She froze in shock, but quickly became softer and more receptive to my touch, as my fingers slid slowly along her thigh toward her pussy.  


"You...you can't," she said weakly.  "I'm your stepmother."


"I know." I kissed her again, longer this time, my tongue slipping into her mouth. She moaned into my mouth, kissing me back reluctantly, but earnestly.  


When I pulled away, I said, "I want you so much, Mom.  I want to please you." I leaned over and took her hand, placing it on my chest, sliding it down to my crotch.  "Don't you want to please me, too?" 


I could feel her responding to me, her body relaxing a little as my fingers slipped under the elastic of her panties. I could feel her flowing pussy through the thin lace, the warmth of her wetness. 


As I rubbed her pussy gently, I moved her hand to my hard cock, and she gasped, feeling it. 


"Oh god, Josh. You're so hard."


"You can feel how much I want you," I said.  "I want you to give yourself to me, I need it so much." 


She moaned as I slipped my fingers under her panties and into her slit, rubbing her clit gently, my finger getting wet with her juices. "I know you want me, too, Mom.  I know you want me to take you."  


"This is wrong," she said, but she made no move to stop me.   I pulled her to me, kissing her passionately, letting her feel my cock against her thigh. She kissed me back now, opening her mouth to me, grinding on my fingers.  "But god, it feels so good," she moaned.  "It feels so right.  I want you to touch me."  


I smiled and kissed her again, more passionately, feeling her hand begin to move on my cock. She leaned into me, feeling my body against hers, kissing me with an increasing passion. I pulled her panties to the side and slid a finger into her wet, throbbing cunt.  "Oh god," she moaned.  "I've always dreamed of this."


She started to moan in waves, her body responding to my touch. "Oh god, yes.  Oh god, I've thought about this so many times."  


An  interesting revelation.  Apparently my beautiful mother had masturbated thinking about her own son.  What a filthy slut.  I chuckled to myself, knowing her seduction would be delicious, as I molded her into my perfect, willing whore.  


"Me too," I whispered.  "I've dreamed of fucking you so many times." I slid another finger into her hot pussy, feeling her hips moving back and forth against my hand. 


I kissed her again, and she kissed me back, her lips pressing against mine, her tongue snaking into my mouth, searching and eager now.  "Oh god, Joshua," she panted.  "Oh yes.  Yes.  I need this so much."  


My other hand moved to her bra, unclasping it and releasing her massive breasts, which spilled out of the top of her bra, her nipples like little rosebuds, begging to be tasted.  I squeezed them in my hands, reveling in the sensation of finally massaging my stepmother's beautiful breasts.  


"God, Mom. They're so big, so full."  I lowered my mouth to her nipples, and began to suck them, nursing them lustfully. 


"Oh god, Joshua," she moaned.  "That feels so good.  Oh fuck, yes."  


I sucked on her nipple, feeling her body arch into mine, her gorgeous breasts pressing into my mouth. "Oh god, it feels so good to touch you," I said. "I want you so much.  I want you to want me too."  


"I do want you, sweetheart," she whimpered.  "I want you inside me."  


She pulled me to her, kissing me, our tongues together.  I loved the feel of her soft, smooth skin, her breasts feeling so good in my hands.  


Her hand began to move on my cock, rubbing it through my pants, feeling how hard and long it was.  "I want you to fuck me," she moaned into my ear.  "I want it so much.  I've always wanted it.  I've always wanted you." She reached down and unzipped my pants, reaching in to feel my hardness.  Her fingers closed around my my shaft and began to rub it up and down, stroking me slowly.  


"Oh god, Joshua, your cock is so hard." She looked into my eyes, her hand moving on my shaft.  "And so big.  I've never seen a cock as big as this.  So thick and so hard." 


"Bigger than dad?" I asked, smiling as I stroked her hair, watching her mouth move closer to my dick. 


"So much bigger," she whispered, her breath teasing my cock.  "You're so big, I don't know if I can take all of you inside me."  


Her hand massaged my incredibly hard cock as she kissed me, rubbing my shaft against her breasts, her nipples teasing my skin.  My balls were moving in my pants, my pleasure mounting as they swung back and forth, the feeling of her warm, soft flesh against my cock filling my senses.  


"That's a good girl, Mom," I said, gently pressing her face closer to my cock.  "Suck me.  Suck your stepson's hard dick." 


You're so big," she said.  "I don't know if I can take all of it."


"You can," I said encouragingly, as she closed her lips around my dick, letting me feel her wet mouth, her tongue licking my dick, sliding along the shaft. "You're doing great, Mom, just like that. God, that feels so good."


My hands went to her ass, cupping her curves as she sucked my cock, her cheeks moving in and out as she took me into her mouth.  "Suck me.  Suck your stepson's hard cock."


She moaned as she sucked me, and I reached down and pulled her panties off, letting them drop to the floor. She moaned as I slipped a finger into her cunt, sliding it in and out as she sucked my cock.  "My god, you're so wet."


"Only for you, stepson.  Only for you." 


She sucked me greedily, her lips moving up and down my shaft, her hand stroking my cock.  She moaned in time with her sucking, like an animal pleasuring its mate, her hips moving, grinding against my finger as her pussy danced on my finger.  "Oh god, Joshua, I want you to inside me."


"Good girl," I said, watching her suck me.  "Get ready, because I'm going to fuck you now."  


"Yes.  Yes." 


I stood, lifting her to me, causing her to gasp as I picked her up. I set her on the bed, getting between her thighs, welcomed eagerly by her beautiful embrace. "I'm going to fuck you now, Mom.  Are you ready?"  


"Oh, god yes!  Please put it in me, baby, I need it!"   


I smiled as stripped off my shirt and pants, letting my large, thick cock swing free.  I lined myself up at her entrance, feeling her sopping wet pussy lips eager to take me inside. 


"Oh god, Joshua," she moaned, watching me. "Put it in me!  Fuck your mother’s tight pussy!"  


I pushed my cock into her as she moaned, a guttural moan of pleasure escaping her lips. Her pussy was tight around my shaft, squeezing it as I slid deeper inside her, filling her, stretching her.  She moaned in pleasure as I slid all the way into her, her wet cunt swallowing my entire shaft.  


"Oh god, Joshua, you're so big," she moaned, spreading her legs as wide as she could, offering up her hot cunt to me. "Fuck me, honey.  Fuck your slutty mother!"  


I grabbed her breasts as I began to fuck her, her pussy tight around me, her cunt so wet and hot.  I began to move in and out of her, her moaning filling the room.  "Oh god, Joshua!  You feel so good inside me!  It feels so fucking good!  I love your big cock inside me!"


Soon she wouldn't be calling me Joshua, but 'Master,' as I intended to train her and degrade her, making her increasingly desperate for cock.  I would keep her filled with a steady supply of my cum, and soon, she'd be begging for it every hour.  


I began to fuck her harder, her moaning becoming louder and louder, her body rocking back and forth against my hips, my balls slapping against her ass.  I held on to her thighs, watching her tits bounce up and down, her moans getting louder.  


"Oh god, Joshua, I'm going to cum!" 


"Cum on my cock!" I yelled, fucking her harder and harder. I gripped her big tits, sucking and squeezing, watching them bounce in time with my thrusts. "Cum for me, Mom!"  


"Oh god, Joshua, I'm going to cum!  Oh god, I'm going to cum! I'm cumming!  I'm cumming for you!"  She moaned, her body arching against mine, her pussy quivering and convulsing. 


Her tight cunt massaged my shaft as she came, her body thrusting on top of me, her tits bouncing, the sounds of her pleasure filling the room.  My cock was enveloped in her pussy as she came, her pussy squeezing it, milking it. 


"Fill me with your cum!  Cum in your slutty mother!"  I grabbed a breast, squeezing it firmly as I fucked her.  The pressure inside me began to build as Mom's pussy spasmed on my cock, her orgasm causing her to squeeze it tightly. 


"Oh shit, Mom, I'm going to cum!"  I yelled.  "Oh god, you're going to make me cum! I'm going to shoot my cum!" 


As I continued to fuck her, Mom's moans got louder and louder.  "Yes, Joshua!  Please fill me with your cum!  Give it all to me, I need it deep inside!"


I let out a wild, primal moan, my cock exploding in her pussy, my cum shooting into her, filling her.  Mom moaned and wrapped her thighs tight around my hips, ensuring that not a single drop of my sperm spilled out of her.  Her pussy gulped it down, her womb swallowing it up lustfully, as if desperate for her own son’s cum to inseminate her. 


When I had fully unloaded, painting her walls thoroughly with my hot seed, I pulled out, gasping for breath.  Her cunt oozed a trail of semen, and I collapsed beside her on the bed, exhausted but fulfilled.  My plan had worked: I had seduced my stepmother.  


"Oh god, Joshua.  That was so incredible, baby.  Thank you for filling me up so good..."  


As she lay beside me, gently stroking my softening cock and snuggling contentedly into my arms, I thought about the future.  


I would soon be lord of this place, with my submissive stepmother and stepsister servicing me whenever I desired, and I would grow in power and influence, to become the new Lord of Kingsley House. 


I thought of the other women in my life, such as my brother's beautiful wife, Alicia.  Beautiful, with full breasts.  I would ruin her for me, as well, impregnating her, carrying on my line.  I would fuck all of Emily's college friends, forcing them to take my loads as well, ensuring the greatest chances of pregnancy. Then, I would fuck and claim any and every other woman I desired.  They would all be helpless to resist my advances.  I would force each and every one of them to submit to me.  Soon, the entire family would be mine.  They would each be my loyal sluts, obediently servicing me with their bodies and obeying my every command.  I had one mission, now: restore the house to its former glory, and create a legacy of heirs to carry on the family name. 


It was a wicked, terrible plan, and I knew I was a devil for thinking it.  But it was me, now.  This was the whole reason I'd come back to Kingsley House.  


And now, my plan would be realized.    

To be continued…
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