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CHAPTER 1

	 

	“Yes!”

	Jason pumped his fist into the air triumphantly. He was sitting in front of his computer, elated. He had just finished his debut electronica album, something that would count as an impressive feat for anybody, and even more so for an 18 year old high school student.

	He pushed his chair back from his computer and took a moment to just breathe. He and his friends had gotten into music production several years back. Jason had never taken it seriously, at least not in the beginning.

	Things had changed as all of them got older, and more and more, Jason saw his friends use music as a way of leveraging themselves into the cool crowd. They became more popular, both in person and online, and some of them were even making money off their work.

	After several months of slaving away behind his screen with a complicated music production program, he had finally done it. All that was left was to package his album and work towards promoting it, and Jason already had several solid ideas on how to go about that.

	“Jason honey, do you want breakfast?” called a female voice from the hallway. “I’m going to start exercising, otherwise…”

	It was Melissa, Jason’s step mother. Melissa had entered Jason’s life when he was a toddler, and she was the only mother that he had ever really known. She was younger than his dad, at only 34, but still seemed to fulfill her parental duties as well as any mother could.

	“I’m all set,” answered Jason. “I’ll let you know if I get hungry later.”

	He heard Melissa walk through the hallway and down the stairs, and turned back to his computer. The album was done, and the first step towards promoting it was one that he had always wanted to take. It was time for him to put together a music video.

	Jason pulled out his phone and dialed Anna’s number. Anna was a close friend of his, someone who had not only acted in countless school plays, but had even been in a couple of the Youtube music videos of his music making buddies.

	“Hello?” 

	Anna’s voice was musical and girlish, and he smiled when he heard her answer.

	“Hey Anna,” he said. “I did it! We’re ready to go!”

	“Oh, do you mean with your album?” she asked.

	“Yeah, I thought we’d already talked about this,” he said. “It really won’t take long. Just give me one, maybe two days, max.”

	“Sorry Jason, I can’t” she said. “I’m busy today and tomorrow. Sorry!”

	He scrambled to think of a good, convincing argument, but Anna quickly said goodbye and hung up. Jason could only sit in his chair, staring at his phone and wondering just what he was going to do. No easy solution came to mind, and eventually, he decided to head downstairs to the living room.

	He stumbled upon Melissa in the midst of her workout. His step mom had a fantastic body. She was a short woman, with large breasts, a thin waist, and nice sized butt. Jason watched her as he made his way down the stairs. Sweat was dripping from her forehead, and she was wearing just a tiny work out bra and tight pair of yoga pants.

	As he watched his mother performing her set of jumping jacks, breasts bouncing tantalizingly, an idea popped into his head. He walked to the bottom of the stairs, smiling.

	“Hey mom,” he said. “I need a big favor.”

	Melissa wiped sweat away from her face and looked at him. She seemed to glisten with sex appeal, and Jason could smell her pheromones from across the room.

	“What is it honey?” she asked.

	“I’m trying to start filming some of my video promotion today,” he said. “You know, for my album?”

	“Yeah of course, I understand,” said his mom. “I’ll be out of the house as soon as I’m done my workout and you and your friends can go wild.”

	Jason smiled and shook his head.

	“That’s uh, not quite what I had in mind,” he replied. “I want you to be in it, mom,”

	“Me? Is this your idea of a joke?” She put her hands on her hips and gave him a very disapproving, motherly look.

	“Not in the slightest, mom,” he said. “You are a sexy, beautiful woman. You are just what I need for it.”

	“Come on Jason, knock it off!” she said, blushing.

	He stepped across the living room towards her, hands extended as though pleading with her.

	“Mom, please,” he said. “I don’t really have any other option. If you could help, I would seriously appreciate it.”

	“I mean…do you really think I could pull it off?” she asked.

	“Of course you could! Your body is amazing.” As if to illustrate his point, Jason reached his hand out and ran it up his mom’s side. He let his fingers come to rest on the edge of her chest, one of them just barely grazing her ample bosom. For some reason, the feel of her skin began to excite him, and he felt his cock expanding rapidly in his pants.

	Melissa swatted his hand away and smiled coyly at him.

	“Alright, fine,” she said. “But we do it on my terms. Don’t expect me to be jumping through the same hoops as all the scantily dressed groupies you see on MTV.”

	“Of course not, mom,” said Jason. He reached his arms out and pulled her into an embrace, using it as an excuse to rub his quickly hardening cock against her as he did. Her breasts felt amazing against his chest, and he found his mind racing with thoughts about what they would look like in a loose shirt, or in a tiny bra.

	Jason found himself getting weirdly excited at the idea of having his mom be the star of his video. He would get to walk her through the paces, and tell her what to do. Without realizing it, his hips began to grind against his mom in the hug, pushing his cock in further towards its achingly hard limit.

	“So, will I just have to dance, or what?” asked Melissa. Her voice was just a whisper, as if she was already beginning to adopt the role of the submissive, female model.

	“Don’t worry, I’ll show you what you need to do,” he said. “We’ll have fun with it, mom. Together we will.”

	His hands ran down his mom’s back and groped at her butt. He couldn’t quite tell, but it almost sounded like she let out a very soft moan. Jason began to thrust a little, pushing his hard member against his mom’s stomach. Finally, she broke the embrace, and looked at him.

	“I need to go take a shower. If you want my help, you need to clean the attic. I’ve been telling you about it for weeks, get that done and I’m yours.”

	She had clearly switched back into mom mode. Jason just smiled at her, making no attempt to hide the raging erection that was poking out against the fabric of his pants.

	“You got it mom,” he said.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	Jason set off to the top of the house to clean the upstairs loft. The family had mainly used it as just a storage area over the years. Jason’s dad worked in an antique shop and was a bit of a hoarder, bringing many of the items he either couldn’t or wouldn’t sell up there.

	He grabbed the cord hanging from the ceiling of the upstairs hallway and pulled the unfoldable ladder down. A small waft of air, stale and filled with dust, came with it. He coughed once, and then began climbing up, flashlight in hand.

	The loft wasn’t actually that dirty. Most of the books and antiques stored in it had been set off neatly to the side. There were a couple of cluttered items scattered across the floor, and a decent layer of dust, but nothing that seemed like it would present too much of a challenge, and for that, Jason was grateful.

	He made a quick trip downstairs to grab the broom and dust pan. As he went by the shower, he could hear the water running, and got a little excited for a moment. His mom was in the bathroom, naked, cleaning up so she could be his model. It was sexy, in a strange way, and he had to fight off a couple of thoughts that were on the verge of drifting into dangerous territory.

	Jason made his way back up to the loft and got to work. The first thing he did was move all of the new items his dad had brought up down into the hallway. There was an old grandfather clock that took a good bit of strength to lift, but he managed to get by with just moving it over to a section where he had already swept.

	Some of the items he found in the attic looked almost like they had arrived through a time warp. Jason was a little impressed by them. He had never taken much interest in his father’s work before, but it was easy for him to see why many of the antiques had been things his dad had wanted to keep.

	There were a couple of things in the attic that were, clearly, a little less sophisticated. A cardboard box that Jason went to lift up tore slightly at the corner, and he couldn’t help but smile when he saw what was inside. It was a collection of vintage porno magazines, obviously put up here by his dad to keep them out of his step mom’s prying eyes.

	Jason pulled one out and flipped it open. He was surprised by just how attractive some of the women in it were. They all seem older, and more real than many of the models of the current generation. He felt his cock growing hard as he turned through the pages, noticing pubic hair, and natural breasts, and many other main stays of the common 20th century woman.

	A noise from the corner of the attic caught his attention. He put the magazine down, and slipped over to where it came from. Jason quickly made a new discovery about the floor in the attic- not only was it thin, but parts of it actually had holes and cracks in it. And this crack, in particular, gave him a clear view of his parent’s room.

	From the angle he was at, he could see the full length mirror to the side of the room. As if on cue, his mother walked in, fresh out of the shower and dressed only in a towel. Jason felt his loins beginning to stir as he watched her stand in front of the mirror.

	Then, something happened that almost made his jaw dropped. Melissa reached up to her towel and unhooked it, letting it drop to the floor and fully exposing her naked body. Jason was viewing her from behind, so for a moment, all he could see was her naked back and butt.

	That changed quickly, however, as his mother turned towards her dresser. Jason got a nice side view of her naked breasts, which seemed to have perfect pink nipples and hung surprisingly firmly for ones of such size. 

	His cock was begging for release, and he found himself guiltily reaching down and into his pants to give it some attention. His mom rummaged through the dresser before pulling out a bra and some panties. Jason massaged his cock eagerly, disgusted at himself for being more turned and horny than he had ever been before in his life.

	Much to his disappointment, Melissa slowly quickly began to get dressed. She put on her underwear, and then took out a short mini skirt and wiggled into it. Jason found that he couldn’t stop stroking his cock, even though she was putting clothes on. He was too turned on, and though he felt incredibly guilty for seeing her as a sexual object, he couldn’t stop himself.

	Melissa found a tight, low cut shirt to match her skirt and pulled it on over her head. She turned in front of the mirror, smoothing out wrinkles and twisting in different way in order to get a better view of herself. Jason’s mind began to run wild with ideas about what he could have her do during the shoot.

	He felt a strange conflict burning inside of him. If Anna had agreed to do the shoot, he would have pushed her as far as could get her to go sexually. It was for the sake of his music, or at least that was what he told himself. Why should it be any different for his mother? She agreed to do it, didn’t she?

	He realized that he still needed to clean up the attic in order to fulfill his part of the deal, and set about cleaning, his cock throbbing in his pants, incredibly turned on and excited by what was to come.

	 


CHAPTER 3

	 

	After he finished cleaning up the attic, Jason came downstairs and turned the living room, as best he could, into a makeshift studio. He had several nice lights he could use along with a halfway decent camera borrowed from a friend.

	“Wow, this looks good,” said Melissa. He turned toward her, and his jaw almost dropped when he saw her outfit. She had on the same tiny, tight skirt that he had seen before, but had gone with a different, even more revealing shirt. Her tits were pushed together, looking almost like they were about to burst out and exposing the full extent of her cleavage.

	“Thanks mom,” he said. “Right back at you.”

	Melissa smiled and began to blush.

	“Oh, well, I just figured I might as well look the part,” she said, with a certain degree of nervousness in her voice.

	Jason walked over to her and set his hand on her shoulder.

	“Don’t worry mom, you’re only in a couple of scenes,” he said. “It won’t take long. And you will be a huge help to my project.”

	“It’s fine honey, I’m glad to help,” she said. “In fact, I’m getting a little excited thinking about it.”

	You’re not the only one, thought Jason. He walked over to the camera and set it up on the mount. It was facing the couch, and he had decorated the back wall with posters of bands.

	 He had also covered up the window, dimmed the lighting slightly, and put out some drink glasses on the table. The scene had the feel of a dingy night club, which was exactly what he was going for.

	“Okay mom, so to start, I’ll be on the couch,” he said. “All you have to do for the first scene is walk into the shot and run your finger across my chest, like you’re teasing me kind of,”

	“Uh, okay,” said Melissa with a laugh. “Like this?”

	Jason was sitting on the couch, and his mom stepped towards him and did exactly what he had asked. She also acted it out with the expression on her face, and he felt his cock begin to spring to attention as she walked by seductively.

	“That’s perfect!” he said. “Let me turn on the camera and let’s do that one more time.”

	Jason jumped up and stepped behind the tripod, tapping on some of the camera’s buttons an making sure it was centered on the screen. He stepped back over to the couch and sat down, and his mother began to walk towards him again.

	This time, the way she played the role was even more seductive. She leaned deep in towards him, and he almost caught a glimpse of one of her nipples through the opening of her shirt. Melissa took her hand and slid it across her son’s chest, and then down, down his leg, and right across his quickly hardening cock.

	“Was that okay?” asked his mom. Jason was almost in a state of hyper aroused shock. He looked at her and nodded, at a loss for words.

	“Uh, I think we should move onto the next shot,” he said. “This one is like, well, it’s kind of like you’re sitting down on my legs, and uh…”

	“You mean like a lap dance?” asked Melissa. He could tell that she was starting to enjoy it. “Are you saying you want me to give you a lap dance, honey?”

	“I mean, just for the video,” he said, blushing. “If you don’t mind, that is, mom…”

	Melissa looked at him and almost seemed to fight back a flirtatious smile.

	“Just roll the camera, and I’ll see what I can do,” she said.

	Jason’s cock was rock hard by this point. He quickly hit record on the camera and sat back on the couch, his legs spread, open and accommodating.

	Melissa walked over to her son, slowly and seductively. She turned towards the camera and leaned forward, pushing her butt right up into Jason’s face before slowly sitting down on his crotch.

	Jason had originally planned on playing the part up, but he was almost too surprised by her eagerness to do anything, at first. His mom’s began to rub her ass against his hard cock, almost like a cat in heat, and he felt himself becoming hornier than he had ever been in his life.

	After a moment, Melissa forcefully grabbed her son’s hands and pulled them up, placing them directly on her tits. He began to grope them, feeling their soft firmness and almost losing himself to the eroticism of the situation.

	His hips were pushing up against her, his cock yearning for release. Melissa was breathing slightly heavy, and seemed to be grinding herself down on her son with equal amounts of enthusiasm. This was as close as Jason could ever remember getting to sex with his clothes still on, and it was with his own mother.

	Finally, Melissa regained her senses and pushed herself up and away from her son, in just a nick of time. Jason had been on the verge of cumming. The truth was, he wanted to cum, and he wanted his mom to be the one to make him. It was perverted, and a part of him screamed out at the unethical and immoral nature of what he was doing, but he wanted it. He wanted it, bad.

	“Was that good, sweetie?” asked Melissa, smiling at her son almost like the club groupie whose role she was supposed to be playing.

	“That was great, mom,” he replied. “That was great.”

	 


CHAPTER 4

	 

	“There is one more shot that I need to get for today, mom,” said Jason.

	He took a deep breath and looked at his mother, feeling his nerves beginning to act up as he thought about what he was about to say.

	“What is it honey?” she asked. “It’s okay. I know it’s just for the video.”

	It was hard for Jason to meet his mom’s eyes, but he forced himself to, feeling a strange mixture of shame, guilt, and arousal as he looked into his mom’s pretty face. She had put on sexy make up and lip stick, and he felt his cock throb as he forced the words out of his mouth.

	“I need you to, well uh…” he said. “I need you to pretend like you’re on your knees in front of me, well you know,”

	Melissa blushed, but seemed to consider it. He could see that there was just as much conflict inside her as there was in him, and rightfully so. What he was suggesting went far beyond the standard mother and son boundaries. What he was suggesting was being shouted down by part of his brain as being wrong, and perverted.

	“I’ll do it, honey,” whispered his mom after several silent moments. “It’s for you. I don’t mind, it’s not for real, anyway.”

	Jason sighed in relief, grateful that he would be able to get the last shot, but also nervous at the same time. He walked over to the camera and hit record, and then slowly made his way back to his seat.

	“Alright mom, just kneel down in front of me to starts,” he said.

	“Like this?” His mother crawled forward into the space in between his legs. Her face was right in front of his cock, which was almost painfully hard at this point and visibly tenting the fabric of his pants.

	“Yeah, that’s good mom,” he said. She looked up at him with an eager look, clearly happy to have his approval.

	“Now this is going to be a little weird, but I need you to like, move your head up and down,” he said. “It needs to look realistic.”

	“Okay sweetie,” said Melissa.

	She began to do exactly as he had asked. Her mouth was open slightly, and her eyes looked up at them with a look that was clearly intended to be motherly, but somehow ended up unintentionally seductive. Each time she would drop down, her mouth would come only millimeters from his pants and hard cock, torturing Jason with thoughts and desires.

	He began to flex his cock involuntarily, wanting to make contact with his hardness against her face but at the same time knowing how terrible and wrong the desire was. His mother kept at it for a while longer, and Jason began to feel like he might explode from the sexual tension alone.

	“I don’t know honey, I don’t think this looks right,” said Melissa.

	“What do you mean, mom?” he asked.

	“Look, we’re both adults, and you want this shoot to go well, right?” She looked up at him with a serious face. “It might be a little uncomfortable, but I think I could pretend a little better if your, well you know, your thing, was actually, well, outside. Of your pants.”

	Jason felt his heart skip a beat.

	“It would still just be pretend, but I think you’d end up with a better video,” she said. “We don’t have to do it if it makes you uncomfortable.”

	“No! You’re right, that’s a good idea,” said Jason. He unzipped his pants and pulled down his boxers, so eager and ready to put his mom’s suggestion into motion that he didn’t even consider just how embarrassing it would be to have his naked erection out in front of her.

	Apparently, neither did Melissa. She blushed and coughed awkwardly, looking away from her son’s cock for a moment, before finally realizing that the only way to get the scene would be to get close to it. Jason began to feel a little weird, too, but the camera was still filming, and before he could say anything more his mom moved forward and the sensation of her hot breath against his dick was the only thing on his mind.

	“Oh wow, mom,” he said.

	Melissa moved her head up and down, just like she had before. Inadvertently, Jason moved his hips up a little, and the tip of his cock made contact against his mom’s lips. It felt amazing, and a small drop of pre cum rubbed onto his mother’s mouth. Melissa just smiled.

	“Jason, just lie back, honey,” she said.

	“Mom, here,”

	He took the back of his hand and began guiding her head up and down, almost like he would in the case of actually getting head. His mother would tense up her neck muscles as he pulled her down towards his cock, keeping both of them in check.

	Slowly but surely, both of them began to get a little more liberal in their acting. Melissa let her son push her face closer and closer to his cock, until he was rubbing the head of his cock against her cheek with every downward bob. She let him, and then took it a step further, opening up her lips slightly and letting him push the tip into her mouth.

	“Oh god, mom…” moaned Jason.

	It was almost as though they had entered into a different realm, with different rules. They were in the realm of acting and pretend, where it was okay for a mother to suck her son’s cock a little. Melissa began to get into it, slurping on her son’s dick and putting on a good show for the camera.

	Jason felt himself losing all sense of right and wrong to the lust and desire that was overtaking him. His mother’s mouth felt softer and warmer and more illicit than anything he could have imagined. And even more, it seemed like she was enjoying it. She was enjoying sucking his cock, his own mother was enjoying it.

	Melissa kept sucking, deeper and deeper. Jason’s cock began to probe the back of her mouth, and made contact with her throat. Instead of pulling away, Melissa pushed further in, taking all of her son’s cock and massaging her tongue against the base of his shaft as she did.

	“Mom, oh god!” cried Jason.

	He couldn’t take it any longer. Any pretense of filming the video was completely forgotten. HEe had to have his mom, his slutty mom. He had to take her and use her the way the clothes she was wearing were begging him to.

	He pulled her up and then pushed her down on the couch, pulling her shirt up and over her head and her skirt down to her ankles. Jason practically ripped her panties off, and then with one quick, smooth motion, slipped up inside of her.

	“Honey, ohhhhh….” Moaned Melissa. “Please, fuck me!”

	Her cheeks were still bright red, maybe from the embarrassment of giving in to sexual desire from her son, or maybe just from the heat of their bodies pressed together. Jason began to fuck his mom, pushing his hips against her and letting his cock push as deep as it would inside her.

	Melissa was like a wild woman, lifting herself up to meet each of his thrusts and clawing at his back with her nails. All Jason could do was kiss her, and their tongues rubbed against each other passionately.

	It felt like nothing else Jason had ever experienced in his life. All of the shame, and guilt, and embarrassment at the fact that he was having sex with the woman who raised him seemed to transform into pure, refined, sexual lust. He needed to fuck her. He couldn’t have stopped himself if he tried.

	Melissa was screaming loudly, and seemed to almost be in another world. The words coming out of her mouth alternated between “Yes!”, and “No!”, and “Don’t stop!”, but more than anything what Jason got a sense of was the immense amount of conflict inside her.

	This was taboo. They were committing an act of taboo. Neither of them had set out to, but the situation had spiraled out of control, and this is what they had ended up with. Jason was fucking his mother, and doing it with every fiber of his being.

	Melissa began to tense up, and let out one final cry of pleasure before collapsing back and melting into the couch. Jason couldn’t hold out for much longer either, and after a few more intense thrusts, he pulled out his cock right as it began to explode with cum.

	The first stream made it all the way up to his mom’s face and splashed across her lips, as if claiming her. The rest landed on her tits, and then her stomach, with the last few spurts dropping down onto the opening of her wet, well fucked cunt.

	The two of them were silent for a moment, catching their breath and catching up with the situation. Neither of them really had anything to say for a good minute or two. Finally, Jason rubbed his mom’s shoulder and looked at her.

	“We might need to do a retake on that last scene, mom,” he said.

	“I was just thinking the same thing,” she replied.

	 

	END 
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FREE EXCERPT FROM “YOGA TEMPTATION”

	 

	CHAPTER 1

	 

	“Oh yeah, baby! Just like that!”

	The woman on Jeremy’s computer screen was getting pounded. A large and muscular man was on top of her, thrusting in and out. Jeremy had his hand wrapped around his hard cock and was stroking it to the scene, slowly building in intensity.

	He had been aching for release all weekend. As a senior in high school, the first week back had presented him with some hard problems. It wasn’t the students that worked up his hormones, but some of his older female teachers, who seemed to perfectly embody the class and appeal of confident, sexy older women.

	The porn video he was watching reflected this preference. The actress on the screen was in her mid-thirties, with nice breasts and a nice body. She could handle herself between the sheets, and Jeremy found himself working his cock even harder as she moaned and writhed underneath the male lead’s onslaught.

	“Jeremy, can you do me a favor?” called his step-mom, Stephanie, from the hallway.

	Jeremy groaned, and quickly paused and minimized his video. His step-mom always seemed to have the worst timing, especially since it started to be just the two of them around the house. Jeremy’s dad was the captain of a fishing boat, and would often be at sea for weeks at a time.

	“What is it, mom?” he asked, hoping that she wouldn’t come in.

	As if on a contradictory time cue, Stephanie slid open the door and walked into his room. He didn’t even get a second to cover himself up, and felt his cheeks begin to heat up as his mother set her eyes on his fully erect member.

	“Oh…I didn’t realize that you were…” Stephanie began to speak, almost in a daze.

	Jeremy’s mom was an attractive woman, with a nice face, trim waist with curvy hips, and large, incredibly well formed breasts. She was standing in his door way still wearing her night robe, which she had only loosely tied and covered just down to the middle of her thighs.

	“Sorry mom!” he cried. “I was…uh, just…”

	For some reason, looking at her seemed to make his cock pulse with excitement. Her eyes were locked on his hand, which was wrapped around his thick, fleshy tool. She licked her lips slightly, and all Jeremy could do was watch and think about how soft her mouth must be on the inside.

	“I just wanted to ask you if you wouldn’t mind raking the leaves,” she said. “Please, sweetie, it would be a big favor to me.”

	Jeremy felt himself becoming incredibly embarrassed, but also strangely aroused at the same time. His mom hadn’t said anything about his situation, about how he was literally in the middle of masturbating. Just what did that mean?

	“Of course mom, I don’t mind,” he replied, his hand beginning to slide up and down his hard rock as if in defiance of his mom’s parental gaze. “I know just how hard of a job it can be for you sometimes.”

	“Thank you honey,” said Stephanie. She smiled at him, and then uncrossed her arms. The movement caused her robe to billow open slightly, and Jeremy could just barely make out the edge of one of her perfect, pink nipples.

	“I’ll find a way to reward you, if you do a good job,” said Stephanie. She punctuated her words by first leaning forward, flashing even more of her tits to her son, and then pulling up the bottom hem of her robe and giving him a look at her panties.

	“Thanks mom, I can’t wait to get it,” he said. “I’ll do a good job, and then come to you. For the reward.”

	He was blatantly stroking his cock now, almost up to the speed he had been going at for the video. Stephanie just stood there, watching her son with a very conflicted look on her face.

	“You are a good boy,” said Stephanie. “I’ll make sure your reward is something you’ll enjoy.”

	“Oh yeah mom, I’m glad,” he said.

	Stephanie was also growing bolder. She had stepped closer to him, and completely untied her robe. It swung open freely, giving him an almost complete view of her tits. The situation quickly began to boil over for Jeremy, and he felt the cum begin to build in his balls.

	“Don’t stop,” said Stephanie. “I mean, if you’re doing something on the computer, you don’t have to stop and rake the leaves right away. You can keep going.”

	“Okay mom,” he said. “Don’t worry, I don’t think this should take long….Oh, oh yeah!”

	His cock began to explode out cum. He had turned his chair to face his mom when she first came in, and as a result, his seed splattered towards her, almost as if blown by the wind. The first stream landed on his mom’s bare leg, but the others fell short. Stephanie seemed to snap back to reality and gave him a look that was a mixture of horror and confusion.

	“I…I have to get ready for my class later,” she said, quickly turning and leaving his room. “Just take care of the yard honey!”

	The speed at which his mom left his room made Jeremy feel deeply ashamed and guilty. He had taken it too far, and was a little surprised at himself. It was almost like he had completely lost control. Something about seeing his mom in a sexual light was more alluring than any of the porn videos he watched.

	Jeremy closed the door to his room and took a moment to think.

	



	

CHAPTER 2

	 

	Jeremy spent a couple of minutes in his room, collecting his thoughts, before he finally went downstairs. His mom was nowhere to be seen, and he was thankful for that. The guilt over what had just happened was weighing down on him.

	He typically was a well behaved teenager. Jeremy had never acted out much before. He was focused for his age, and got good grades in high school. He had already been accepted to a nice college and was counting on some scholarships to ease his financial burden for the next year.

	In the end, he decided that the best thing he could do to smooth things out with his mom was to fulfill her request and take care of the yard. He headed outside and grabbed a rake out of the garage. Leaves had carpeted the grass all along the trees that bordered their property, and Jeremy got straight to work.

	Things had always been rather tense between Jeremy and his step mom. She had married his dad at a young age, and was essentially the only mom he had ever known. However, the fact that she was much younger than his father at only 33, and the fact that she was a very liberal and open minded woman, seemed to compound and make it difficult for Jeremy to respect her as the motherly parental figure that she was to him.

	He focused his mind on the task at hand, trying to flush out any intruding thoughts related to what had just happened. It seemed so bizarre to him. Why hadn’t Stephanie looked away? He had been so bold and reckless with it, figuring that it would have scared it off, but in the end it was almost like…she had enjoyed it.

	There had been a couple of times when things had seemed a little strange between the two of them since Jeremy’s father had left. Stephanie had a bad habit of dressing very suggestively, both around the house and out on the town. Jeremy sometimes wondered just why it was that she felt the need to show off, even when her husband wasn’t present.

	Stephanie was a yoga teacher, and she taught at least one class every day of the week. This often forced her into wearing tight yoga pants and work out shirts around the house, which as much as Jeremy hated to admit, looked incredible on her. He felt as though his wandering eyes were in part, due to that.

	Jeremy shook his head and tried to bring his attention back to the raking. There were a ton of leaves, and he was only getting started on the side of the house. He focused on moving them to a central pile, remembering the falls of his youth when Stephanie had raked them for him, and he had jumped in, splashing the pile about as a carefree kid.

	He looked up and towards the house, and almost had to do a double take. The windows on the side he was facing mostly provided mundane views of the kitchen and living room, but there was one that showcased the bathroom, typically curtained, that was open and visible to him.

	Stephanie had just stepped out of the shower. Water was running down her body, and dripping off her hair and her breasts to the ground. She reached for a towel hanging off the wall and began to dry herself, every movement seeming to shake her body in a way that made the action seem provocative and illicit.

	Jeremy couldn’t help but stare. He kept moving the rake, almost in a façade of plausible deniability. A cover story if his mom happened to look out the window and catch him spying on her like a pervert.

	She turned towards the full length bathroom mirror, which, luckily, was perpendicular to the window. The towel was set aside, and Stephanie began cupping her breasts and turning to get a better angle, sizing up her own sex appeal without the slightest inkling to the fact that her son was doing the very same thing.

	Jeremy’s hand shifted from the hard, wooden shaft of the rake, to his own hard shaft. He couldn’t help it. The same feelings that had overwhelmed and possessed him earlier that morning were striking again, in full force. He was lusting for his own mother, and though he knew that it was wrong and deviant, it was too powerful of an urge for him to resist.

	Stephanie twisted in front of the mirror and lifted up one of her legs. Jeremy noticed that his mom had a small, well maintained triangle of pubic hair, unlike many of the porn starlets that he had wasted so much of his own time and seed watching on the computer screen.

	She began to rub at her womanhood, leaning back against an open wall of the bathroom. Her eyes were closed, which was lucky for Jeremy. He had pulled his own cock out, right there on the lawn, and was stroking it to the sight of her.

	It was hard for him to resist. The idea popped into his head that he should go inside, and “accidently” stumble into the bathroom. It seemed to flimsy to stand on. As much as the thrill of seeing his mom as a sexual creature was beginning to influence him, there was still a voice in his head deriding his urges.

	He did give in to the te3mptation to get a better view, however. Jeremy walked closer to the house, crouching directly outside the window. From his new angle, he was even better hidden, and though there was a window in between them, he was only feet away from his naked, masturbating mom.

	The hand around his cock began to pump faster. Jeremy couldn’t hear anything through the window, but he was relatively sure that his mom was moaning with pleasure. He wanted to feel her, rub her tits, slide a finger inside her, and be there. He wanted to take his mom, but for now all her could do was jerk his cock to the sight of her.

	After a couple of minutes, his mom began to orgasm, leaning forward and breathing heavy. Jeremy’s didn’t take long to arrive afterwards. He tried to rush it, seeing that his mom was grabbing her towel again and wrapping it around herself, but didn’t manage to ejaculate until after she was covered up and leaving the bathroom.

	He breathed heavy for a moment, the reality of how sick what he had just done was settling on him. Then, he quickly tucked his tool away and picked up the rake. Regardless of anything, his mom had asked him to clean up the lawn, and he was still obligated to make her proud.
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