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CHAPTER 1

  

I’d only met Sabrina once before she married my dad. To be honest, she seemed like a very unusual match for him. My dad has always been a workaholic kind of guy. He’s loyal to his company, a little nerdy, and focused almost entirely on the finer aspects of his management career.

	It didn’t matter much to me, not at first. Sabrina entered the picture when I was 18. Dad had been single for almost my entire life, ever since my bio mom passed away shortly after I was born. Sabrina was young, in her mid-twenties, bubbling with energy and more than willing to take a stab at mothering.

	Around the same time I was finishing up with my senior year of high school. I managed to smile my way through the wedding, and was a little surprised by the lack of a honeymoon afterwards, but non-judgmental.

	Everything was fine, and as expected, Sabrina quickly moved in with me and my dad. I had thought about what it would be like for a long while ahead of time, but the reality was much harder, and much more difficult to control than I ever could have imagined.

	It was a lazy Saturday morning, and as usual, I had overslept. I was used to having the house to myself on Saturdays, with the crazy hours that my dad worked, but with Sabrina in the picture, things were different. The smell of bacon and eggs cooking down in the kitchen was enough to immediately alert me to that fact.

	I threw on a t-shirt and some sweatpants, which didn’t really manage to hide much of the terrible case of post wake up wood I was sporting. Usually it wouldn’t be an issue, but I knew that I couldn’t walk around in front of my new mom in such a state, so after a minute of fiddling with the waistband I managed to conceal my above average sized tool up against my stomach.

	It ended up being even more necessary than I had thought it would be. Sabrina was reaching up into one of the cupboards when I walked into the kitchen, wearing nothing more than a polka dotted pair of panties and an oversized white t-shirt. 

	I felt guilty looking at her, but it was so hard not to. Sabrina had an amazing body, hips and tits in perfect proportion with her waist and long legs. Her eyes were almost catlike in their appearance, and seemed to always have a hint of mischief behind them.

	“Sabrina, hey, good morning.” I walked over to the table and took a seat. It felt a little weird, almost awkward, in the room. I had no idea exactly what to say or how to behave around her.

	“Ben! Finally, you’re up. I didn’t realize that you were such a sleepyhead!” 

	Sabrina turned to smile back at me, and dropped the box she’d been searching for on the ground in the process. She slowly bent over to pick it up, and I felt my cock harden and snap out of my waist band, free and eager for attention.

	“I’m making eggs, bacon, and pancakes, I hope you like them. I’m not really much of a cook, but I guess now is as good of a time to learn as any.”

	She walked over closer to the table, and I had to use every ounce of willpower in my body to keep from eye fucking her.

	“Uh, yeah,” I said. “I bet your cooking is fine, though. I’ll eat whatever you make!”

	“Oh, you’re so sweet!” Sabrina leaned over and planted a soft kiss on my forehead. My eyes were drawn to her breasts, against my better judgment, straining to steal a glimpse down her shirt. She smelled musky and sweet, like the women’s clothing aisles in a department store.

	“I’m telling the truth, I bet your cooking is phenomenal!” I felt stupid and sycophantic, but the words seemed to come out of my mouth freely and easily.

	“Looks like your dad isn’t the only one who is a charmer!” Sabrina rubbed my leg, and I felt my heart begin to pump overtime. “I’m going to add something extra to these for you, as a present.”

	Sabrina stepped back towards the counter, and I watched her breasts bounce a little with each step. My thing was aching for some attention, and my body was so hot I almost felt like I was about to start sweating.

	I ended up walking out into the living room, getting as far from her as I could in the downstairs while she cooked. The second she was out of my field of view, I began to feel embarrassed. How the hell could I be lusting for my own step mom? The very idea of it was pretty gross.

	I turned on the TV, and purposefully found the most boring channel that I could to watch. It was a morning news show, and seemed relatively tame. The host was female, and even though she was wearing relatively modest clothing, I still felt unusually aroused watching her.

	“Honey, the food’s done,” called Sabrina. “Don’t get up, I’ll bring it out to you.”

	I watched as she carried the plate, along with a glass of juice, out to me. My heart seemed to speed up as she got closer and closer, and I wondered if the heat was turned up higher than usually. Sabrina handed me the plate, but as she went to pass me the drink, it slipped from her hand and spilled all over her shirt and my sweat pants.

	“Oh jeez, I am such a klutz!” she said. “Let me get this cleaned up.”

	“Hey, it’s fine, I’ll just go take a shower.” I set my plate beside me on the couch and started to get up.

	“Nonsense, I’ll have to clean the carpet, anyway.” Sabrina rushed into the kitchen and came back holding a small dishtowel. She looked at her own shirt as she approached me, which now had a large, orange stain on the front of it.

	“Hmmm, I think I’ll have to throw this out.” She grabbed the bottom hem of the shirt and pulled it up and over her head. My eyes viewed the scene almost as though it was happening in slow motion, and I realized that my erection had been reborn in full force, poking up against the cotton of my sweatpants in a manner that was far too obvious to hide.

	Her bra was white satin, and I couldn’t keep from staring at the beautiful exposed skin of the top of her breasts. Sabrina wiped her stomach off, and then shook her midriff back and forth, causing her breasts to bounce from side to side in a way that was almost hypnotic to me.

	“Sabrina…” I was so turned on by her that I could barely even speak. She slowly lowered herself to her knees, and brought the towel towards my pants. My cock twitched in anticipation.

	“Let me just get you nice and dry…” The hand with the towel in it began rubbing against my leg, sending electricity shooting through my body. It slipped higher, and higher, until it was right about to…

	“Wow, it looks like it’s really soaked in there,” said Sabrina, smiling. She wrapped the towel around my cock, and I felt my hips push forward involuntarily. Never in my life had I ever experienced anything quite so erotic and pleasurable, with such a guilty, sickening undercurrent to it.

	“What…what are you-“

	“I just want to make sure all of you is dried off, sweetie,” she said. “I’m your mom, and this is one of my duties.”

	I groaned, and leaned my head back as she began to pull the towel up and down on my rod. She had to know what she was doing. There was no way that she didn’t know what she was doing. I didn’t care either way, and at the point, my mind was only focused on one thing.

	Sabrina began to hum a song quietly, the same type of song that a mother might hum while cleaning or doing housework. She increased her pace, pumping her hand and the towel faster up and down on my shaft, and after a couple of seconds, I could hold out no longer.

	I pushed my hips forward and sprayed my cum into the inside of my sweatpants. If she really had been just trying to clean up a mess, what she accomplished in the end was the exact opposite of her goal.

	“There we go, that should do it,” said Sabrina. “I’m going to go throw this stuff in the washer.”

	My jaw was hanging from my face as she walked off. It was impossible for me to tell if she was just a really good actor, or if she actually was oblivious to what she had just done. I sat on the couch for a second, feeling my own seed beginning to ooze against my skin in my boxers, and then got up and headed to my room.

	I spent a couple of minutes just laying on my bed, trying to come to terms with what had happened. Maybe it had been an accident? I resolved to put it out of my head, and did my best to think about other things. My mind was uncooperative, and seemed to want nothing more than to fantasize about Sabrina, her body, her soft fingers, and her sensual lips.

	It felt like the best thing I could do was just avoid her for the day, if possible. She didn’t seem fazed or even really notice what had happened. Under the circumstances, it was up to me to be the one to move past it, and forget about it.

	I stayed on my bed for about an hour, hoping that I could drift off to sleep, and forget about the entire incident. I hoped that I could wake up an convince myself that it had just been a dream.

	It didn’t seem to work. If anything, my thoughts moved in a direction that was further towards illicit sex, and Sabrina. My cock was almost painful in how hard it was, and after a while, I decided that I had to take care of it.

	I sat down at my computer desk and typed the address of my favorite porn streaming website into the internet browser. Masturbation had been a part of my life ever since I had first entered puberty, and for the most part, I enjoyed watching teens get fucked, girls my age or a little older.

	Today, however, I seemed almost incapable of keeping myself from clicking over to the MILF video section. I wasn’t a fan of this age group typically, so many of the women reminded me of Sabrina, and that would usually make me uncomfortable.

	After what had happened earlier, things were different. As much as I tried to steer myself towards my usual stuff, my curiosity and unbridled horniness seemed to have a grip over my hand and the mouse. I told myself that I would just take a quick look at one of the videos, and see what it was like, and then click away from it. I knew it was a lie, but forced myself to believe it anyway.

	A couple of the videos were of women that were too old, and too unattractive for me to find at all appealing. After a minute or two of searching I found one that seemed to have my name written all over it. The video was filmed from the point of view of a teenager who was also masturbating in his room, when out of nowhere, his step mom walked in on him.

	My hand was on my cock, and I was beating it as though I wanted to break it. There was a voice in my head that was screaming about how I was doing something terrible, but I did my best to ignore it. The step mom in the video went through all of the motions of being surprised, before settling down in front of the lad and taking his cock into her hand.

	“Ben? What are you watching?”

	The door to my room opened at exactly the wrong time. Sabrina was standing on the other side of it, wearing only a tiny towel, her face fixed in a horrified expression. I didn’t realize what I was seeing for a moment, and continued stroking up and down, my emotions taking a one eighty from being entirely focused on my need to cum, to matching about what my mom was feeling.

	“Mom…This isn’t, uh…” I was totally unable to say anything coherent, and instead the only words in the air in that moment came from my computer speakers, and the porn scene playing on the screen.

	“That’s it baby, give mommy your cum, yeah, that’s a good boy.”

	Sabrina glared at what was happening, and then at me. I watched and pushed my chair back as she came into the room, feeling like a horny, lecherous fool.

	“Your father is going to hear about this, young man!” There was anger in her voice, and it made for a strange juxtaposition from my perspective. Mom looked so incredibly sexy in her towel, and beads of water were running down her shoulders and the top of her chest. She had a second towel looped around her hair, and it only made the skin she was showing seem even more arousing and taboo.

	“Please mom, you can’t tell him,” I said. “Look, he doesn’t have to know!”

	“And turn this video off already!” Sabrina moved to click the mouse at the same time I did, and in my haste I ended up colliding with her. The two of us fell to the ground together, tangled in each other bodies, and suddenly, my cock felt as though it had speared itself into something very wet, and very warm.

	The carpet was soft beneath us, but it still took me a second to realize what had happened. I was on top of my mom, and my dick was inside of her pussy. It had slid in easily, helped by the moisture of the shower and whatever Sabrina had apparently been thinking about while inside of it.

	“Whoa…what the?” I was stunned by the improbability of the situation, and started to lean back, and try to push myself up. The place I instinctively put my hand was right underneath my body, and instead of touching floor, it landed on top of one of my mom’s big soft boobs.

	“Ben, get off me this instant!” cried Sabrina. She wriggled underneath me in a way that was intended to buck me back, but only ended up making the situation worse, much worse.

	“I will mom, hold on!” I move to get up again, and this time ended up pushing deeper inside of my mom, not at all intentionally. Sabrina reacted by letting out a soft moan and instinctively wrapping her legs around my waist.

	“Ben, you…you have to…” Sabrina’s breathing was heavy, and her words wavered with every syllable. “I think you should get off me.”

	“I know mom, I just…hold on a second.” It felt unbelievably good to be inside of her, and though I loathed myself for enjoying it, I couldn’t help it. An evil voice in my head told me to take a moment to savor the bizarre circumstance, and burn the sight and sensation of it into my head for future reference.

	I moved my hips back a little, and then forward. Sabrina let out a loud moan and arched her back, pushing her tits into my face and bringing my attention even deeper into the illicit, incestuous moment.

	“Are you…are you going to get off me?” she whispered.

	“Yeah of, course…oh man, just let me, just let me thrust a couple of times first. God, you feel so fucking good!”

	It was almost as though I had discovered some type of sexual nirvana, or gone to a heaven containing a magical, irresistible pussy. I pulled out and pushed deep into my mom, my cock twitching and vibrating as though it was a nuclear weapon about to go off.

	“Ben, this is so bad. I should…”

	“Just let me keep going for another second,” I said. “I’ll stop, I will. It’s already happened though…it’s okay for just a second more.”

	My hips became possessed by an intense sexual drive, and began to rhythmically push forward into my mom, desperate for the feeling of my cock sliding along the inside of her. She was surprisingly tight, and I was a little shocked that my cock had even managed to get in by chance in the first place.

	Her tits were still right in front of me, and my hands decided, almost of their own will, to start grabbing and groping them. The towel wrapped around Sabrina’s hair was still there, and it made the situation seem surreal and dreamlike.

	“Ben…” moaned Sabrina. “Oh god, Ben!”

	At this point, I was slamming into her and fucking her with all the strength my hips could muster. I felt myself pass the point of return, and realized right as my cock began to spray its load inside of her that I had made a huge mistake.

	“Nooo!” I cried. It felt amazing, but with it came a deluge of guilt and shame that tore at my psyche. Sabrina was blushing, and looked at me as though she was embarrassed and in disbelief over what I had done.

	Finally I managed to pull myself up and off my mom. I sat down on my bed and tried to think of something to say. Sabrina just covered up her bombshell body with a towel and shook her head.

	“I…This didn’t happen. There is no way that this really happened.” She was shaking her head, and slowly backed out of my room.

	“Mom! I’m sorry!”

	Sabrina hurried down the hall, and even though I called out to her, she wouldn’t turn and look back at me. She ran inside her room and closed the door behind her. After putting my clothes back on, I stood outside in the hallway and did my best to undo the mess I had made.

	“I couldn’t control myself!” I yelled to her.

	“I know honey, it’s my fault too,” she replied. “But we can’t ever talk about this. Not now, and not ever again.”

	“We should talk though, we can’t just sweep something like this under the rug.”

	“Honey I need to get some rest. Just leave me be for now.”

	I stayed outside her door for a couple of minutes longer, looking for words that would make it alright, and finding nothing. Finally I headed downstairs, and after grabbing my jacket and putting on my shoes, I headed out for a walk.

	It was late in the afternoon. The sun was beginning to set over the horizon. The neighborhood that we lived in was small, and very interconnected. I could understand why Sabrina wanted to bury what had happened like she did. If word of it ever got out, our entire family would be turned into social pariahs, unable to continue leading a normal existence.

	My phone vibrated, and I pulled it out of my pocket quickly, expecting it to be a message from my mom. Instead it was from my dad.

	“Hey sport. Working late at the office. Sabrina will make dinner. Don’t be surprised if I’m not back until tomorrow morning.”

	I was actually happy to read the message. It gave me more time, more time to talk to mom, more time for her to cool down, and more time for us to actually figure things out. For the first time in my life, I found myself confronted with a problem that didn’t seem like it would go away on its own.

	I headed towards a small park a couple blocks away from my parent’s house. It was mostly empty, and I found a park bench to sit down at. It was hard to occupy my mind. I felt terrible about what happened, but what made it even worse was how vivid the experience still was in my mind. I could still see my mom’s naked body, and feel it against me.

	It was dark when I finally started back towards my house. My mom’s car was still outside, but when I came inside, the kitchen and living room were empty. It didn’t look as though any food had been cooked, so I ended up just grabbing and munching on some leftovers out of the fridge.

	I went upstairs and into my room, feeling suddenly very tired, and mentally exhausted. The house was quiet, and I didn’t hear anything coming from my mom’s room on my way through the hall. Instead of pressing the issue that night, I decided to just go to sleep, and hope that the two of us would have time to work it out in the morning.

	“Ben honey, are you still awake?”

	I wasn’t sure how much time had gone by since I’d gotten home and retired to bed. It took me a second to catch up with what was going on, and how many things I had to answer for that had happened throughout the day. I could see my mom’s silhouette in the door, wearing what looked like a silk night robe.

	“Yeah mom, I’m still awake. I’m sorry for…what happened before.”

	“I know you are, sweetie.” Mom made her way into my room and sat down on the edge of my bed. She didn’t looked at me at first, and it seemed like she was having trouble finding the words that she wanted to say.

	“That video that you were watching, sweetie…do you watch those videos often?”

	“No mom, of course not!” I shook my head a little more vigorously than I probably needed to. “I’m not into older women, I usually…well I mean, I just don’t watch that kind of stuff a lot.”

	“Okay, good,” she said. “Sweetie, what happened when you were on top of me…you didn’t enjoy it, did you?”

	My cock started to harden as the conversation turned in a direction that forced me to think about what had happened earlier. I thought about how to answer, realizing that just letting the memory of the incident come to the forefront of my mind was giving me a rock hard erection.

	“Mom…I did enjoy it. But I didn’t mean to, honest! It was just like, something came over me!”

	My mother inched closer to me on the bed. She put one of her hands on my chest and tenderly began to rub it through the sheets.

	“It’s okay, sweetie, I…I kind of enjoyed it, too. It was a bad thing but, I think it’s okay as long as we don’t talk about it.” Sabrina leaned in a little closer, and paused for a moment before continuing. “Ben…do you find me attractive?”

	I felt a little confused by her question, but knew that the only way to dispel my guilt and get any sense of absolution was to be honest with her.

	“Yeah, mom, you’re really attractive,” I said. “I mean…I think that you’re really sexy for a mom.”

	“Oh…” Neither of us said anything for a moment. Finally, my mom broke the silence by slowly starting to pull back the sheets covering me. My dick was poking up against the blankets, and bent slightly as Sabrina brought them down to my feet.

	“Mom…what are you-“

	“Shhh, it’s okay sweetie,” she said. “Let’s just have this be a day that we never talk about again.

	She didn’t hesitate as she brought her hands to my cock, but I had to hide my own shock as she wrapped her fingers around it. A cloud moved along the skyline, uncovering the moon and letting enough light shine into my room to make out my mom’s face.

	Her expression was full of dirty, shameful lust. It was incredibly conflicting for me to look at her like that, embarrassed and horny and giving into something that was clearly an overpowering urge. I knew that I probably didn’t look any more dignified, and as I felt her wonderful hands stroking my erection up and down, my breathing hastened.

	“Ben, just lie back,” said my mom. She untied her robe and pulled it off, giving me an uninhibited view of her big breasts and pale skin. She slid forward, letting her body rub up against mine as she brought her lips up to my mouth.

	We kissed, and I felt my cock begin to crave her. I grabbed her waist and lifted it up, and mom moved to do the rest. She positioned herself over my crotch and slowly lowered herself down, impaling her pussy on my cock and quivering as it entered her.

	“Oh god,” she moaned. “Why…why does it feel so good?”

	My mom was even warmer and wetter than she had been earlier in the day. She began to bounce up and down on my rod with all of the intensity and enthusiasm of a cougar that desperately needed a good fuck. I grabbed at her boobs and stared up at her, confused and elated at our illicit coupling.

	“Mom, why are you…” I whispered. “Why are we doing this?”

	She didn’t answer me, and I realized that I didn’t want her too. My mind was fuzzy, and the only thing that seemed to matter was my cock, and the intense sensations that were taking it over. I grabbed her hips and began to bump her up and down, listening to her moan and cry out as we went.

	“Oh god, yes!” she cried. “Fuck me Ben, please fuck me!”

	I was all too happy to oblige her. Her sex fluids were dripping down onto me, lubing up my cock and filling the room with the heavy scent of copulation. I grabbed at her ass with my fingers and leaned her forward, pumping my cock even deeper upwards into her vagina.

	“That’s right, fuck me like I’m your slut,” moaned mom. “Please honey, just fuck me!”

	I flipped her over on the bed and shifted our position. Mounting her and thrusting from the top, I began to kiss her neck and mouth. Mom bit my lip a little as I pulled back, and I felt her hands running across my chest. Her hair was a tangled mess on the pillow behind her, but to me, she looked like a goddess.

	We had entered our own sinful realm, full of pleasures and ecstasy that was as forbidden to us as the fruit was to Adam and Eve. The bed shook underneath us, the springs ringing out on the air along with my moans and her cries.

	I sped up, letting myself slam my penis into my mom with more energy than I knew that I had. She began to tense up, and let out a noise that sounded like the cry of a female cat in heat.

	“Oh god, baby, I’m cumming!” Her body was as stiff as a board for a second, and then she collapsed back on the bed.

	I tried to keep pumping, but mom had other ideas. She pushed me off her with the type of gentle, confident guidance that only a mother can pull off, and then slid down on the bed until her face was even with my tool.

	“Mom, what are you…” I shut my mouth as she took hers and brought it down onto my unit. It felt amazing, and mom seemed to know exactly what she was doing, using her lips to form a seal and sucking as though her life depended on it.

	She would shift her pace, going slow at first, and then speeding up. After a moment, she pulled back and gave my cock a sensual lip from the base to the tip. Her saliva made a perfect lubricant, and she began jacking me off in exactly the same manner as the step mom in the video had done.

	“It’s okay sweetie, go ahead,” she said. “Mommy gives you permission.”

	Her words set me off, and I began to spray out a larger load of cum than I ever could have thought possible. Mom caught it all on her mouth and face, and seemed to enjoy and savor the moment.

	I was exhausted, both by the energy I had put into the sex, and by the mental challenge of making it all fit into my model of the world. My mother and I had just had sex, and it had been amazing. I looked over at her, trying to determine if she was sharing my inner conflict, but she just smiled at me.

	“As long as we don’t talk about it, it’s okay.”

	I thought about her words for a moment, and then nodded.
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