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Chapter 1 - Philippe

I knew that my wife Mona wasn’t happy with me, and I was trying to spice things up in the bedroom. She was working a lot, and I was struggling to get hours because the plant was really cutting back. It stressed her out having to be the breadwinner, but she was as capable of a person as I knew.

Mona was more on the dominant side, while I was more submissive. She pretty much ran the household, and I did whatever she told me to do, which wasn’t always a whole lot because she wasn’t the best at delegating.

We’d been married for almost two years, and I suspected that she just needed to really get fucked and she would feel a whole lot better. The thing is, I’m just not that domineering type of guy. I’d rather let a more physically astute man get in there and handle the job, so that’s what I suggested.

“I’m not really into it.” she said, brushing it off the first time I mentioned it.

“I just think it’d be really rewarding for you, to get to explore another side of yourself-”

“Not into it.” she said again, raising her voice and looking me in the eye. I dropped it, but I really thought it would be good for us. Mona and I tried conventional sex when we first got together, but I wasn’t able to please her via penetration, so she started making me use toys and go down on her.

The more times we made love without her reaching orgasm, the less confidence I had in myself sexually. It started getting inside my head, and I’d get really nervous whenever we started fooling around, which led to my ability to get or maintain an erection becoming spotty. I tried explaining that it wasn’t because she didn’t turn me on, and that it was more of a mental thing, but I think the whole issue turned her off.

She tried getting me to be more masculine, and take charge, but it just wasn’t me. Things came to a head when she got me a personal trainer as a birthday gift, and I realized that she was trying to turn me into someone I wasn’t. After the first couple sessions, I realized that I just wasn’t made for lifting weights and gave up.

“I’m not mad, Phil, I’m just disappointed. Those were expensive, can’t you at least finish out the month?” she asked.

“Baby, I’m sorry. I hate being sore, I hate lifting heavy things, I feel self conscious while I’m at the gym-”

“For the love of Christmas Trees, Philippe, you sound like a world champion of woe is me competitions.”

“I’m sorry-”

“Stop apologizing for everything. You say sorry a hundred times a day, and you sound weaker every time you say it!” she said, her voice screeching.

“I’m sorry.” I said, out of reflex. She stormed out, and that’s when I knew that we might have an issue on our hands. Things were getting out of control, and I could tell she started losing attraction to me because she stopped letting me touch her, or even try to have sex with her.

Everything became about my submission, and she started incorporating a lot of humiliation into our sex. It was like I unleashed a demoness that was waiting inside her, and from that point on I became her little bitch, as she liked to call me.

It wasn’t the nicest pet name, but it fit with the types of acts she was doing to me. Mona wore a strap on, and made me suck on the dildo, and eventually I started taking it in the ass.

I brought up cuckolding again, in hopes that a more alpha man could relieve some of her excess energy so it wouldn’t be so rough on me. Being her slave and fucktoy was rough, and often left me on the edge of tears. She outright laughed at me when I brought it up, shaking her head. She wanted all of the abuse to wake up the man in me, but instead I wanted to call in a professional.

“No, Philippe. You’re the one who knows you aren’t adequate, and you’re just giving up like always. It’s the same thing you did with the personal trainer.” she said.

“Baby, no. It’s not like that. I just want you to be satisfied.”

“And instead of doing it yourself, like a man, you want to find some stranger to come into our home and pleasure your wife? Is that right? Am I getting it?” she asked. I found myself shutting down whenever she got mean with me, and I decided to just nod my head and agree with her.

It was the same night she kicked me out of the bed, and told me that I would be sleeping on the couch from that point on, that I received a phone call from my son Samson. It had been a while since I’d heard from him, and he informed me that he’d be flying back home for his next fight camp, something he hadn’t done in almost two years.

“Uhm, I dunno Samson, I live with Mona now, and I’d have to run it by her-”

“Dude, no. That’s not how this works. I’m coming home, and I’ll be there for the next six weeks. This is a title fight, I need to be training with Walker.” he said, referencing our previous agreement that he could come home for more serious fights. My son was a professional boxer, and he took it very seriously.

“Okay. Just let me talk to Mona first-” he hung up before I could finish, and I knew to expect him whenever he decided to show up. Samson helped me out when the house was about to be taken, and lent me $25,000 that I didn’t have to pay him back. In a way, he was part owner of the house.




Chapter 2 - Mona

I wasn’t sure what to do with Philippe, as I don’t think it’s possible to be less attracted to someone than I was with him. All I saw was weakness when I looked at him, and I’d become so bitter and resentful that every little thing about him was like nails on a chalkboard.

It wasn’t even about him not being able to satisfy me anymore, it was beyond that. I didn’t even want him to touch me. Everyone walked all over him, and he seemed completely incapable of standing up for himself on any level.

“Come on, Phil. Really? Your son is moving in for six weeks, and there’s nothing you can do to stop it?” I asked, already stressed to the max when he gave me the news.

“Baby, I can’t. He helped me save the house.” he said, pleading. I knew that Samson had helped him out financially, but I didn’t even know him. It came back to the same thing once again, Phil’s inadequacy. If he could have just paid his damn mortgage on time, then he would never have had to be bailed out by his own son in the first place.

I was nearing a breaking point, and feared that having Samson at our house might be the straw that broke the camel’s back. On top of it, Phil kept bringing up cuckolding and suggesting we try it out, as if I gave half of a shit about pleasing him in the bedroom.

When Samson showed up, he was wearing a tank top and board shorts. I’d seen pictures of him fighting before, but seeing him in person was different. He was covered in tattoos, muscular and ripped, and very confident.

“You must be stepmom.” he said, lowering his glasses and looking me over.

“Mona, nice to meet you.” I said, extending my hand for a shake. Samson stepped right past it, hoisting me effortlessly into the air in his muscular arms.

“Bring it in for the real thing.” he said, letting his hands slide down to my ass as he set me down. “Samson.”

“Hi.” I said, completely off guard by him. It didn’t make sense how he was Phil’s son, being so much taller, better looking, and charming.

“Hi. You’re adorable.” he said, still holding me in his arms as his father approached.

“Hi Samson.” he said, waving and smiling.

“Sup pops?” Samson asked, before telling him to take his bags to his room. As Phil struggled to lug away his son’s bags, Samson made it a point to take me aside and get to know me better.

Right away, there was chemistry between us. It was everything I wasn’t used to, from the eye contact, to the body language and posture, everything about him was manly to the core. Being in his presence made me realize how much I was missing a masculine force in my life, and it’s difficult to explain what a powerful effect he had on me.

“You really are beautiful, Mona. I’m not just saying that.” he said, placing his hand on my thigh and looking into my eyes.

“You’re sweet.” I said, getting comfortable. I knew it was wrong, but I had no intentions of doing anything inappropriate. I just knew that he was magnetic, and that it felt good being with him.

“I saw the wedding pictures on dad’s social media, and I couldn’t believe that he has such a beautiful wife and I’m still single.” he said. “You looked incredible, by the way. That dress…it suited your body very well.”

“Oh my gosh, thank you. You’re quite the charmer.” I said, giggling and fanning myself with my hands. We were sitting out back on the porch, and he made sure there was almost no space between us at all. “I saw pictures of you too, and I was like oh wow, he’s scary.”

“Oh, no. Not at all. I’m a good boy.” he said, grinning like the devil because we both knew it wasn’t true.

“You’re so fit.” I said, touching his arm almost reflexively. I was telling myself not to flirt with him, but my body wasn’t listening to what my mind was saying. “I tried getting your dad to work out, but he quit after a couple days.”

“Yeah, he’s not really the physical type. That’s more of my domain.”

“I can see that.” I said, giggling and breaking eye contact. The longer it went on, the more paranoid I became that Phil would catch us, but obviously that didn’t bother Samson, who let his eyes wander and linger wherever they pleased.

“You obviously do something to stay fit.” he said, letting his fingertips graze along my thigh.

“I just go for walks.” I said, brushing it off.

“Long walks, apparently.” he said, looking down at my legs as his finger traced down the side of my calf. “I didn’t realize you had such pretty toes.”

“Samson.” I said, feeling ogled but in the best possible way.

“I bet dad has fun kissing all over those.” he said, having no filter or sense of boundaries. He was flirting, and he wasn’t trying to hide it.

“He’s not really a foot guy.” I said, catching Phil approaching the sliding glass door from my peripherals.

“What a waste.” he said, smiling at me as his father opened the door.

“Hey you two.” he said, panting. “It’s hot out here.”

“Yeah it is.” Samson said, standing up and taking my hand to help me to my feet.

“Should I make dinner?” Phil asked. I’m not sure why, but I immediately looked to Samson.

“Yeah, do we have salmon?” he asked.

“I can go get some.” Phil said, eagerly taking orders from his son.

“Yeah, go get some wild caught salmon, and some asparagus.”

“Cool. Do you want anything while I’m out baby?” he asked.

“A bottle of red wine.”

“Got it.” he said. Phil was leaving about ten minutes later, leaving me all alone with my new stepson.




Chapter 3 - Samson

It felt like I was a feral animal or something, the way I was drawn to Mona. It didn’t bother me in the slightest that she was older than me, I knew what I wanted and she was it. Dad was always such a sucker, it perplexed me to no end how he found a woman like her when I was still out looking.

As soon as he was out of the house, I realized that I was going to be the man of the house for the next 6-8 weeks at least, and being alone with Mona would likely be commonplace. I’m not sure if it was high testosterone, or the fact I hadn’t had sex in a few days, or what, but I started getting a boner just thinking about the two of us sharing the house to ourselves.

I hadn’t been back in a while. The plan was to fly back and forth between the two cities, doing training camps in both places for variety. Coming home was more for MMA fights and serious boxing fights, while I went to Texas to train solely for boxing. Having two separate places to train suited me well, and I liked being able to switch things up when need be.

The last two years had just been a lot of boxing, so I stayed in Texas until I got an offer to fight for an American title, when I decided it was time to go back home and put in a grueling camp with my coach Walker. It was time to bring home my first professional title. Anyway, the whole idea was that I could come back home and get away from distractions. Instead, I walked into the biggest and most forbidden temptation of them all, my gorgeous new stepmother.

While dad was out getting groceries, I felt my primal side take over and I couldn’t resist hovering around her. She was wearing shorts and sandals, with a v cut t-shirt that showed just enough of her cleavage to leave me wanting a whole lot more. My eyes felt out of control, like they were commandeered by the horniest part of my soul. Looking at her was nourishing, and it made me lust for a taste of her flesh.

“You’re younger than dad, right?” I asked.

“Yeah, I’m 44.”

“Nice. I’m 24.” I said. “Do you wanna go back outside?”

“Sure. If you’d like.” she said, smiling and giggling. I followed close behind her to the door, and checked out her plump ass as she stepped outside. The entire backyard was full of flowers and trees, and we sat down on the table and chairs right outside the glass sliding door, where we’d been talking before.

“I just wanna get to know you.”

“I like that.” she said, batting her eyes.

“What do you do? Dad said you worked a lot, but I don’t recall what you did.”

“I’m a nurse anesthetist.”

“Oh, wow. So you’re as smart as you are pretty.”

“You shouldn’t say that about me. I’m your stepmother.” she said.

“You know they make a lot of porn about that.” I said, raising my eyebrows and testing the waters for how far into the gutter she’d let things stray.

“Do they really make such filth?”

“Stepmom porn? Yeah, tons of it. You’ve never seen it?”

“I was being obtuse.” she said, narrowing her gaze.

“Oh. Forgive me, I’m kind of a neanderthal.” I said, knocking on my forehead.

“Why do you think that is?”

“Being hit in the head doesn’t help, but I was never the brightest.”

“No. Why do you think there’s so much stepmom porn? Do all guys secretly wanna bang their stepmoms?” she asked, laughing playfully and touching my arm.

“I dunno, I’ve never really thought about it. Maybe just the milf thing.” I said, giving it a ponder.

“That’s part of it, the age gap. I think it’s more than that though.”

“Like Freudian stuff?”

“Awh, look at you. See, you’re not a neanderthal.” she said, her eyes lighting up with her smile. She had no idea how much she turned me on, how much time I’d spent fantasizing about being with a gorgeous older woman like her.

“You think that’s what it is? Incest?”

“No.” she laughed, “I think it’s more of a fantasy. There’s a power dynamic, a familiarity, close proximity…”

“Yeah. That is hot.” I said, shaking my head in agreement. “And the milf thing!”

“Yes, Samson. And the milf thing.”

“Seriously, that’s been my fantasy ever since I saw American Pie.” I said, recalling the elusive Stiffler’s mom. Mona giggled, covering her mouth and shaking her head.

“That’s cute.” she said. We spent the rest of the time talking, with no awkward pauses or small talk. We got along famously, and I found her more than profoundly sexy, she was also captivating. I’d been dating mostly through apps and mutual friends in Texas, and the girls I’d been coming across simply hadn’t been stimulating at all in conversation.

Talking to Mona was easy, and the more she talked, the more I fell for her feminine charm. The only time my mind wandered while she spoke was because of my natural inclination towards daydreaming. She brought out a lust in me that made it hard to focus and think straight, as getting her naked was all that was truly on my mind.

My cock alternated between hard and soft while we talked, and I found myself touching her out automatically. Her scent, the way she licked her lips and touched her hair, it was driving me insane. I couldn’t recall wanting to fuck someone so badly, even if she was my stepmom.

“So, you said you were single. How come?” she asked. Right as we broached the subject, dad opened the sliding door and interrupted our good time. I took a deep breath, and checked my phone. We had to have been talking for a solid thirty minutes, but it felt like five minutes and I wanted more. It had been a long time since someone made me feel like that, and I wondered if there was any chance she loved him enough that I couldn’t take her away.

That was day one, and I already knew I had to have her. It was going to be an interesting fight camp.


Chapter 4 - Philippe

I’d never seen someone do a 180 so quickly. Mona went from always being in a bad mood, and harping on about every little thing to being calm all the time, and in a pleasant mood.

She also told me she changed her mind about being a hotwife, which was great news seeing as I found it extra embarrassing having to sleep on the couch in front of my son. I looked forward to being welcomed back into my bedroom, and to watching my wife receive pleasure from another man.

“What made you change your mind about cuckolding?” I asked, sitting on the bed and reading a book as she dried off from her shower. It was the first time I’d caught a glimpse of her naked in weeks.

“I’m not sure. I think it’s the idea of really desiring someone, and having them feel the same way, and just that exciting experience of being with a passionate new lover.” she said, lighting up as she spoke.

“I’m glad that Sampson came to stay with us. I think it gave things a little spark around here.” I said.

“He sure did.”

At first, I was ecstatic about the fact that Mona was ready to be a hotwife, and I started thinking of potential suitors. Everytime I brought someone up, she scoffed at it like the very idea was beneath her. When I asked if she had anyone in mind, she said she’d get back to me. It was frustrating, because we didn’t seem to be getting anywhere.

I couldn’t deny how much better things were with Samson in the house, and it made me scared about if things would return to the way they were before once he went back to Texas. The house ran smoother with him in it, and it definitely kept Mona in a chipper mood.

The two of them got along much better than I anticipated. They were both strong personalities, and I wondered if they would butt heads and was pleased to find that it was quite the opposite. Whenever I got home from work, or back from the store, the two of them would be hanging out, chatting it up like old friends. It made me happy to see them take such an interest in each other.

Our bedroom was the only area that didn’t improve, as it remained completely dead as the days continued to tick by since the last time I’d had sex. I was hoping that she’d eventually cave, and that we’d start doing something together again, but it wasn’t happening and I knew that I had to step up and try to be assertive about it. She was my wife, and I needed to know what was going on with our sex life.

Before I could bring it up to her, I walked in on her giving Samson a thigh massage in the living room, and a lot of things clicked into place all at once.

“What are you doing?” I asked, my voice cracking as the words left my mouth. Mona was startled, as she was completely immersed in what she’d been doing.

“Relax. She’s just giving me a massage, I’m sore from squatting.” Samson said, shirtless with his arms behind his head while my wife was at his whim. I felt myself turning red, but no anger came out, just a sick feeling in my stomach as I noticed the enormous bulge in the leg of his boxer briefs.

No no no. It can’t be. They wouldn’t. There’s no way. She’s 20 years older than him. Oh, fuck. I walked away and headed straight for the bathroom. I was fairly certain that Samson wasn’t my biological son, as we didn’t look or act anything alike. Seeing that he was also hung like a stallion turned my stomach, because I realized that Mona had turned around her attitude the day he came home.

That’s why she changed her mind about cuckolding, and why she hadn’t approved any of the bulls I suggested. Mona was attracted to Samson, and she wanted to cuck me with my own son.




Chapter 5 - Mona

Even though Phil and I were no longer working out, we still both knew. It’s hard to explain, but at a certain point there was an unspoken understanding between the two of us, about what was going on and what was going to happen. There was no stopping it.

Samson trained a lot, but he stayed at home resting most of the time outside of that. It just so happened that my workload lightened up significantly right around the time he started staying with us, so we had no shortage of time to spend together.

It was the way he made me feel, the rush and the excitement of constant teasing and flirtation. The attraction was obvious and palpable, and Phil would rubberneck as he passed by the two of us lost in our own little world.

I’d already made up my mind that I wanted him, and I knew that he would make a move as soon as I let him know, but I found myself hesitating. It all came on so quickly and out of nowhere, it was overwhelming. All of a sudden there was a new man living in my home, and he was turning me on to no end, and all roads led to the obvious ending of him being my bull. Still, I would be cheating on my husband with another man, and it was his own son. It was a huge change for me, and it took me a few days to fully wrap my head around it.

It needed to happen. I needed Samson to fuck me like a real man, and judging by the size of the enormous bulge he was constantly teasing me with, he would be the perfect man for the job. I’ll never forget the first time I saw it. He was sitting on the couch wearing only his boxer briefs, and while flirting, he convinced me to give him a massage by putting my hands there and begging.

It became obvious why he was directing my attention down there. It took my mind a couple of seconds to process it, because it was so big it didn’t seem real at first. He smiled, making it flex without ever mentioning it directly.

“Thank you, Mona. That feels so good.” he said, smiling as I stared mesmerized at the monster tucked behind the silky black fabric of his briefs. I didn’t even notice my husband walking into the room, I was so struck by it.

It wasn’t like I needed another reason to want him even more, yet there it was. Exactly what I was craving, a muscular, masculine, alpha with a big cock who would fuck me the way I wanted, hard and relentlessly. Someone who would take control, and know what to do without being told.

The flirtation became over the top, and we were equally shameless. I’d made up my mind that I was ready for it to happen, and when I saw him laying down on the couch in his boxer briefs, watching TV late at night, I knew it was the right time to join him.

“Where are you going?” Philippe asked, as I put on a pair of sexy lingerie and then threw a skimpy silk robe over it.

“Downstairs, to watch some TV with Samson.” I said, matter of factly.

“Oh. Don’t you think your outfit is a little bit inappropriate?”

“No, I don’t. And I don’t think it’s any of your business what I do with our new bull, and if you have a problem with it, you can take it up with him.” I said, the words leaving my mouth before I’d thought them through. I had no true confirmation that Samson would be into the cuckolding thing, but at the same time I knew he wanted to fuck me and I was ready for that to happen.

“Mona, please. Don’t do this to me.”

“Excuse me? You’re the one who asked for this. You’re the one who wouldn’t get in shape or work out, who won’t stand up for yourself or work harder, and who wanted to bring another man who had all the qualities you don’t into our bedroom to satisfy me because you were too lazy to man up and do it yourself. Well guess what? Samson is the one I want. He’s the one I want to fuck.”

“Okay. Fine.” he said, his voice flat and defeated. I was out of breath, and didn’t realize how much of a little tirade I’d gone on. I brushed my hair out of my face, and headed downstairs to join Samson on the living room couch.




Chapter 6 - Samson

I wasn’t sure if she was being loud on purpose so I could hear her, or what, but her words were music to my ears. It was better than Christmas morning, seeing her appear at the foot of the stairs looking absolutely stunning. The television became static in the background as I looked down at her perfect red toes, and then all the way up her sexy body to her smiling face.

“Hey.” she said, grinning. “Mind if I join you?”

“Of course.” I said, sitting up straight with anticipation. Mona sat down directly beside me, and I smiled wide.

“You didn’t hear that, did you?” she asked.

“I did.” I said.

“I’m sorry, I was just frustrated.”

“It’s okay. This was going to happen anyway, it’s not our fault.”

“Isn’t it though?” she asked, looking up at me.

“Probably, but we have to.” I said.

“I know.”

“I’ve wanted you since the moment I saw you.” I whispered, leaning in to kiss her cheek.

“I know. So have I.” she said, letting her hand move across my thigh and straight to my crotch.

“I’ve jerked off to you so much.” I whispered, grinning.

“You have not.” she said, coiling back.

“I had to. I was going crazy.” I said. Mona smirked, and then shrugged.

“That’s hot.”

“You’re hot.”

“No, you are.” she said, pulling back my waistband and reaching in to take hold of it.

“Oh, fuck. Mona, baby.” I said, relaxing into her touch. I’d been waiting so long to feel her touching me down there, and it was as amazing as I had been hoping.

“Call me mommy.”

“Oh, shit. Okay, mommy. Fuck, this is gonna be hot.” I said, assisting her in removing my bottoms entirely.

“How in the hell is Philippe your father?” she asked, staring wide eyed at my hard cock as she dropped down onto her knees on the floor in front of me.

“You don’t discriminate against huge cocks, do you?” I asked, winking down at her as she laid it across her face smiling.

“I most certainly do not.” she said.

“A little bigger than old pops, huh?”

“A lot bigger. You’re fucking massive.” Mona seemed smitten with my cock, and her reaction only made me want her more.

“Are you gonna suck on it?” I asked.

“Oh, I’m gonna do a whole lot more than suck on it.” she said, removing her robe and showcasing her perfect rack, supported by a red bra that put her tits on full display.

“Mona….fuck. Look at you. Such a doll.” I said, admiring her as she opened wide and wrapped her mouth around my stiffness. Her lips were soft and wet, and sent sensations through me that made me know for sure that I was alive.

“Mmm…” she moaned, removing her hands and using only her mouth to pleasure me.

“Look up here. There ya go.” I said, loving every second of what was happening. She was so gorgeous, and I watched as she completely disrespected my father and her marriage by worshiping my cock.

“You’re so bad.” she said, with spit dripping from the corner of her mouth as she bobbed up and down on it.

“I love the way you suck that dick. You’re so good.” I said, pressing her face down into my nuts. Mona was completely uninhibited, rubbing her face in my balls and slurping up her own saliva and recycling it onto my cock in a frenzy.

“I love your cock, Samson. It’s so big and hard.” she said, slapping it against her tongue and growling with pleasure. I hadn’t expected anything like this to happen when I made the decision to return for fight camp, and I couldn’t have been more pleased with my decision.

“Come here.” I said, taking her by the hair and shoving her down onto the couch. “Open.”

“Yes sir.” she said, opening wide as I grinded my cock and balls on her face. I began thrusting into her mouth, fucking her throat like I was going to do to her pussy.

“Guck! Guck! Guck! Ahhh!” Mona gasped for air, laughing in a deranged way as I continued feeding her my cock. “It’s so big.”

“Yeah, you like that don’t you?”

“I love it. It’s what I need, Samson. I need it so bad.” she said, rubbing her pussy at the same time as blowing me.

“Oh yeah? You want a big dick inside you?”

“Please, Samson. Please.” she pleaded, begging me to take her. That’s when I heard a door upstairs. Mona squirmed as I ripped her panties apart and placed the tip against her opening.

“Keep begging.”

“Please, Samson. Your father can’t satisfy me. I need to be fucked.”

“That’s my good girl. You come to the real man of the house when you need to cum.” I said, catching movement in my peripherals near the top of the stairs. It was dad, but I didn’t let his presence deter me from taking her.

“Ugh!” she let out a guttural squeal as I pushed it in, forcing her tightness to receive me.

“Yeah, I can tell you haven’t had a big cock in you before.” I said, pulling back and slamming back into her.

“Ugh!”

“I love hearing you whimper. Moan for me.” I said, holding her by the face and fucking her harder.

“Oh my God, Samson. Yes.”

“You like it hard?” I asked, squeezing her cheeks and kissing her wet lips while laying claim to her.

“Yes…oh God yes.” she said, her eyes rolling back as she writhed in pleasure beneath me. I pulled her tits out of the bra, groping and sucking them as they bounced under my thrusts.

We probably should have taken it somewhere more private, but there was no stopping the lust between us from pouring out at that moment. She was everything I’d wanted and more, and finally having her had my adrenaline flowing like a prize fight.

“I…love…your…cock…” she said, staring into my eyes as we kissed. The intensity and passion that we exchanged was mind blowing, and I couldn’t get enough of being inside her. It was obvious she’d been completely deprived of sex, as her body was incredibly sensitive and reactive to everything I did. 

“God damn, Mona. You’re so perfect.” I grunted, feeling myself getting close to orgasm. Mona sensed this, and began thrusting from the bottom. I grabbed her by the ankle, thrusting down onto her as I kissed her soles and toes.

“Come on, baby. Do it hard.”

“You want it?” I asked, thrusting as hard and fast as I could.

“Yes, baby. Please give it to me.”

“Ughhh…fuck.” I thrusted deep inside her, leaving it in as my cock erupted. Mona’s pussy was incredible, and she was so aroused that I could feel her warm liquids squirting as I came inside her. “Baby.” I whispered, leaning in for a kiss.

“I haven’t been fucked like that in decades.” she said, a satisfied smile spreading across her face. Mona was adorable, and I felt so much closer to her already. It had been difficult before, needing so badly to touch her but not being there yet. That was finally over, and it felt nice being able to kiss her the way I wanted.

I’m not sure how much of it dad watched before he couldn’t take it anymore. From what Mona told me, he was very small down there, and most of the time it didn’t even work. I felt bad for him in a way, having to lose his wife to his own son in such a primal way.




Chapter 7 - Mona

I couldn’t figure out what I loved most about my new lover. Was it his absolutely massive, veiny alpha-cock? Or was it how insatiable he was? Or maybe it was how skilled and generous he was, eagerly burying his face between my legs and taking pleasure in giving pleasure.

It felt like therapy, each time we laid down and got to business. Intimacy was automatic for us, and we couldn’t even be around each other for more than an hour at a time without things turning frisky.

Philippe turned a blind eye as best as he could, not that we made it easy. No room in the house was off limits, and he often had to relocate once we started making out. He never brought it up directly, choosing instead to accept his new role as a cuckold. It’s exactly what he asked for, but I don’t think he was as into it as he thought he would be.

Samson liked the idea of being my bull, and it suited him well because he was an absolute animal. His big heavy balls slapped down against my ass while he fucked me in the prone position, and his dick was so big that I could feel it in my stomach. It took a little getting used to, being stretched like that everytime I had sex, but I quickly grew to love it. One thing was for certain, there was zero chance I could ever go back to having sex with someone so small and with performance issues like Philippe.

There isn’t a way to describe how fulfilling it was, and he brought out a more submissive side of myself that Philippe never had the masculinity to tap into. Samson thought of me as his gorgeous milf, and in a lot of ways, as his sexual property. It was difficult to tell where the lines of fantasy and reality blurred, because we spent so much time together and started behaving like a couple.

“You’re making it hard again.” he said, isolating his cock in the fabric of his boxer briefs.

“Oh, I’m doing that?” I asked, looking at his enormous bulge as he rubbed it and grinned.

“You know you can’t just be wagging those pretty little feet like that.”

“Is that what did it?” I asked, continuing to hold them up as he approached, grabbing both of my ankles and kissing my toes until I burst out laughing.

“You’re bad. You keep making me do this.” he said, pulling it out and climbing on top of me.

“It is very hard. I guess I should take care of it.”

“You’re so good at it. You always make it feel so much better.” he whispered, sliding off my panties and then entering me.

“Oh. Wow.” I said, still surprised each time he took me by his sheer size.

“You’re such a good stepmom.” he said, kissing my neck and grinding his meat pole into my sex.

“Anything for my good boy.” I sighed, as he began thrusting faster.

“I love you.”

“I love you too.” I said, looking him in the eyes. It was the first time we’d said it, and it set off a spark that ignited a passionate session of lovemaking. Philippe was off of work that day, and in the office bedroom right next door. There’s no way he didn’t hear us, the bedframe slamming rhythmically right against his wall, me calling out in pure agony, saying filthy things and behaving in a way he’d never seen personally.

“Say it!” he shouted, holding my hair and pounding me from behind. I dug into the sheets, grunting as he was being more rough than usual.

“I love you.”

“Good girl. Say it again.”

“I love you.” I whimpered, biting my lip as he drove me to a powerful climax. It felt so wrong saying it with my husband right on the other side of the wall, and it felt wrong because I was pretty sure I meant it.

It was such a whirlwind romance, so full of fire that it burned out of control rather quickly. I never imagined having such an intense sexual awakening in my forties, with my stepson of all people.

“Harder.” I begged, my head pinned to the mattress with his foot. He made me lick his toe while he emptied his balls inside me, filling me again with hot sticky cum until I was dripping.

“I’m so glad you’re mine now.” he said, pulling me into his arms for post sex cuddles. He was so affectionate, and I wasn’t sure what to make of our relationship. Was it just really good sex, or was there something more?

“I’m gonna miss you when you leave.” I said, tracing circles around his chest with my fingertip.

“I can’t leave you, Mona. You’re mine now.”

“Are you just saying that? Or are you being serious?” I asked, catching too many feelings not to know where things were going.

“I’m being completely serious, Mona. This isn’t a casual thing to me. I want to keep you.” I said.

“What about your dad?”

“He’s a cuck. If he has a problem with that, he can leave.”

“I don’t think he minds. Not enough to leave for.” I said.

“I just want you, only you and all of you.”

“I’m all yours.” I said, snuggling up to him. It was crazy, going from being married to in a relationship like that. I wasn’t used to it, but it felt right.

Samson was serious about me being his, and made me prove it in more and more depraved ways. It shocked me that I was willing to do such acts, and even more surprised by how much I enjoyed it.

“Put your face in it. Show me that you’re my good girl.” he said, holding up his legs so that his ass was right in front of me. I was lying on my stomach, and felt reluctant at first. Eating a man’s ass wasn’t exactly high on my priority list, and I’d never done it before.

Flash forward five minutes, and my tongue was deep in his hole, and I was moaning like a whore and touching my clit while making out with his ass. He stroked his cock, and his balls bounced up and down on my nose until he was exploding with cum. It made me feel so proud of myself for some reason, and I eagerly did it again whenever he asked.

There were times when Samson would walk around the house naked, and he had no problem letting Philippe know who I belonged to by forcefully groping my ass, or giving me sloppy wet kisses right in front of him. Philippe was a broken man, and preferred spending his time at work or hidden away in his room.

Samson got me and a couple of my girlfriends a front row seat to his fight, where he won by 7th round TKO, making him the American champion at his weight class. We celebrated hard, drinking and partying until the wee hours and then fucking our brains out in the hotel room before coming back home the next day.

He decided he didn’t like the fact that I was married to Philippe, so we filed for divorce and got things started on that, while Samson bought me a ring that was ten times more beautiful than the one Phil got for me. I of course said yes, and we’ve been happily together ever since.

[image: ]

Download your FREE COPY of Stepmom’s Forbidden Lust to sign up for the Nina Sestina Mailing List for updates on sales, freebies, and new releases. You are free to unsubscribe at any time.

More Taboo Stories by Nina Sestina…

[image: ]

Taboo Cuckold - Riding Her New Bull

Lena is sick and tired of her husband Lee trying to cheat on her with younger women at work. She decides that enough is enough, and puts her foot down right where it hurts.

He may not like it, but there's nothing he can do about it when she takes on a superior younger lover. Lee is forced to sleep on the couch, night after night, listening to his wife's unhinged moaning and the rhythmic slapping of the headboard slamming against the wall.

He can hear it in her pleasure filled screams, that she's being taken like never before. If only he knew that the person on top of her, the person making her squeal and climax, was his own son Nate.
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Her Younger Man - Taboo Cuckold

When Jodi's husband develops ED, he gives her full permission to seek out the younger lover she craves. It actually turns him on, the thought of his wife being ravaged by a bigger, stronger, younger alpha bull who can please her in ways that he can't even fathom.

Little does he know, the new bull in his cuckold relationship already lives with them. It's Mike, his 19 year old son. Mike is taller, better looking, well muscled, and impossibly hung. He also has more testosterone than he knows what to do with, and will eagerly go at it with his new hotwife over and over again.

It shocks her how much better her stepson is in the bedroom, and how he stretches and fills her, passionately hitting deep spots she didn't know existed until she was impaled beneath him. She becomes crazed for him like never before, and can't get enough of the rough poundings he dishes out.
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Massive Morning Wood - Taboo Age Gap Size Erotica

Julia has her earpods in and is gathering the laundry when she walks into Josh's room. She doesn't notice right away, but he's completely exposed and his morning stiffness is on full display.

She's never considered herself a size queen, but the moment she sees it she loses her mind. How could her younger man be so much larger than her husband? She tries to shake it off, but she finds herself giggling in his presence and craving what she knows is hiding in his shorts.

Their flirtation becomes ridiculous and obvious, and her husband tells her that he's perfectly okay with it. In fact, he kind of likes the idea of a larger man invading her, filling her like never before.

OEBPS/image_rsrcAR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcAP.jpg





cover.jpeg
NNNNNNN

y
ASSIVE

CUCKED'AT HOME





OEBPS/image_rsrcAS.jpg
NINA =Ty

MAS!
TABOO ACGE GAP SIZE EROTICA





OEBPS/image_rsrcAN.jpg
¥ }
STEPNMIOM'S

FORBIDDEN LUST





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




