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Chapter One

There is nothing more annoying than sitting around on summer break without anything to do. That’s where I found myself the summer after graduation. My dad was in China for an extended work trip, and my older sister Rachel was always busy with friends and her summer waitressing job. My best friends Earnest and Jason were in Europe for a few weeks with their family on vacation. The house was usually empty and boring save for my stepmom Julia and me.

Earnest and Jason would both be going to the state college in the fall, along with most of our D&D group. Everything was changing, and I hated it. My other friends were either working already, taking apprenticeships with electricians or other trades, or heading to the local community college.

It was the first week of summer vacation, and I had procrastinated so much on picking a college and been given so many extensions to decide. The truth was I was nearly overwhelmed with panic at having to choose something so significant about my life. But my dad was adamant that it was my decision, and a man picks his future. My dad and stepmom had agreed to give me this week and the next to decide, but then if I still hadn't settled on a school, he was going to kick me out, and I would have to get a full-time job and pay rent somewhere.

In truth, the thought of moving out and being on my own was appealing. My high school life had been buried in books, and the only times I got away from studying was when I went over to Jason and Earnest's for our weekly Dungeons and Dragons sessions. I was the Dungeon Master, and my favorite thing in the world was designing the next week's encounters and storylines for the party of four to five people to adventure through. My dad had always made fun of my hobby, and I was forced to hide my rulebooks from him after he had thrown out two sets of Dungeon Masters Guide and Monsters Manual. Part of the idea of why living on my own was so enticing: my own space to play games and live life how I wanted.

My singular focus on studying was the major reason for my current predicament. I had been accepted to all seven of my top choices, and I couldn't decide where to go. My dad was pushing for me to be prelaw, or go for an MBA like he did, but most of my friends planned to be either philosophy majors or to study literature.

I had always loved to read and thought the life of a lit student might be romantic, sitting around with pretty girls, reading and discussing the classics. Considering how little action I had in high school, I could use all the help I could get, I thought. The problem for me was always my shyness and awkwardness around girls. More often than not, I would freeze up on a date or hanging out with a girl, right at the moment when I should have tried to kiss her or make a move. Things inevitably grew strained and weird between us. Then I would seek solace in books and studying.

Usually, I would be at my summer job tutoring, or the community pool, but my dad had insisted that until I returned an acceptance letter, I was stuck at the house. So, I sat in my bedroom playing some World of Warcraft Classic, whacking mobs and grinding those final few levels to 60, doing my best to ignore the future. That’s when the knock at my door sounded that would change my life forever.

I knew it was my stepmom because only she employed an overly loud and sharp knock while waiting silently for a long time before trying again. If it were my sister or dad, they would have just knocked and burst in. My stepmom had given me a lot of space ever since she walked on me in a compromising position one time in my early teenage years, just after my dad had married her. We’d both been so awkward and embarrassed that we avoided each other for days. Things went back to normal, and in a way, we were closer than ever after she didn't tell my dad, sharing a secret never spoken between us.

“Come in!” I called once I heard her knock.

She opened the door, and I turned in my computer chair, kicking a small pile of dirty clothes aside as I did. She glanced around my messy room and frowned slightly, wrinkling her nose.

Julia is what you might call a trophy wife. My dad divorced from my mom when I was young, and she disappeared to Italy with some singer, never to be heard from except the occasional Christmas card, arriving in March or May. Julia was the perfect answer for a senior corporate executive in need of attractive accompaniment. He met her at a country club function, the daughter of a wealthy and conservative Jewish family. They were married quickly, and before my sister and I knew it, we had a young mom who was more comfortable throwing dinner parties than attending PTA meetings.

Since then, with the amount of work my dad does, we have mostly been left to ourselves. My sister chose to go the party route, staying out late and rebelling. She was a constant headache for my dad and stepmom. Eventually, they gave up after dozens of screaming and crying fights. A stand-off of some kind exists between the women now, and Rachel still lives at home but is rarely here.

Julia stood now in my doorway and took my breath away with her appearance. She was always dressed well, in designer clothes and shoes. Now though, she looked nothing like how I was used to seeing her, wearing a small white button-up halter that showed off her smooth stomach and little blue booty shorts. I felt myself staring and had to force my eyes to meet hers.

She was a taller woman, with thick dark hair, styled artfully to accentuate her graceful neck and shoulders. Her face was beautiful, with high cheekbones and delicate features. Her dark eyes were always alluring, and the long lashes and perfectly sculpted brows could capture the attention of a room with but a look.

Her most impressive aspect was her body, kept in shape through daily workouts and yoga, her breasts were large and heavy, swaying whenever she moved and bouncing enough to draw stares from every direction. While her waist was narrow, her hips flared out wide to the firm swell of plump ass and tapering down to long graceful legs. I had blown so many loads in my early teenage years into her bra's that I knew she was a 36E. She smiled at me now, with some emotion in her eyes I had never seen before. I felt myself getting awkward and anxious for no reason.

“Jake, I wanted to check on you, see how you’re doing,” Her voice was comforting, and she picked her way across the room carefully, her bare feet stepping delicately to avoid the clutter.

“Sorry for the mess. I'll clean it up," I said in embarrassment, "I'm doing ok." I said, and then feeling my tongue loosen with honest words continued, "I'm thinking of taking the state school letter, go hang out with Earnest and Jason." The decision had been sitting in the back of my mind for a while. I still wasn't sure how I felt about settling on my last pick even if my friends were there.

“I thought that’s what you might decide,” she said, her voice a touch sad before it picked up slightly, “I know it’s your decision, but I think State would be a mistake. It’s so far away, and they lack specialization. I wanted to come and speak with you about maybe thinking of medical school.”

“Medical School?” I said, confused.

"Yes, I think it would be the wisest thing for you, for your future, I mean, and you were accepted into both Johns Hopkins and Stanford Universities with full-ride scholarships." She sounded earnest, and her voice was almost imploring as she spoke, "they both have excellent pre-med programs. I think if you went, you would find that you loved it."

“I’ve never thought of being a doctor,” I said in all honesty, “sounds like a lot of work. Plus, couldn’t I make more money like dad does with an MBA?”

Her face grew pained, and she nodded slightly before speaking, "That's true, but think of your love of studying, and how focused you are at it, that is a rare talent and would be valuable in medical school. Also, think of the prestige of being a doctor. There is more to life than just money Jake."

“I know, mom,” I said, trying to placate her, “I’ll think about it.”

“Good,” she said, smiling at me.

I felt my insides go buttery soft at her smiles; her eyes always lite up so beautifully. She leaned forward and kissed me on the forehead, something I never remembered her doing before. As I sat frozen awkwardly, feeling her thick, soft lips touching my skin, I happened to glance down and saw on full display her bra clad breasts as they hung down, their soft weight cupped by the white material as they were held up in perfect round glory.

Then she was leaning back, her eyes twinkling down at me as she turned on her toes, her ass flexing perfectly before my face, the smooth tan skin of her legs flashing as she walked out of the room. Pausing at the door, she turned to glance back at me, catching me as I stared at her ass, with a wink and a grin she slipped out of the room.

I leaned back in my chair and breathing heavily, thought to myself, What the hell was that?


Turning back to my computer, I tabbed out of WoW Classic and pulled up my browser. I fired up a search for the hottest stepmom porn I could find and was soon stroking my massive boner to thoughts of my stepmoms crazy hot body. Remembering times by the pool or at the beach, when she was in a bikini, her massive breasts and round ass drawing the eyes of every man around.

The woman on the screen was blowing the guy POV, and I couldn't help but imagine my stepmoms thick lips wrapped around my cock, then I was cumming. Once I had cum, I felt instant shame and cursed myself for being a perv. I went outside and took a few secret tokes from my little weed vape pen. Then happily ignoring my predilections to pervert, I went back to playing video games, forgetting about most of it as quickly as possible.


Chapter Two

I went downstairs when my mom called and smelled her lasagna, my favorite food in the whole world. I raced down the stairs to seem my mom smiling as she set a big plate of cheesy, saucy, pasta goodness on the table.

"Thanks, Mom!" I cried as it dug in, not even bothering to look up I devoured the delicious food.

Mom has never really had to work; she could have become like one of the other country club wives and hired someone to do all the cooking and cleaning around the house. But she had decided to take it on herself and over the years had become a great home cook.

She sat down across from me with her small plate and a glass of red wine. I looked around and spoke around a mouth full of food, "Where's Rachel?"

“Don’t you remember?” She asked with a grin, “It’s her beach week with the girls. She will be gone till next Monday.”

“I didn’t realize she was doing it so soon this summer,” I said, getting up to get myself a second helping and coating it with a few spoons of parmesan cheese.

“She said something about graduation parties,” mom got quiet for a minute looking down at her plate, her cheek coloring slightly as I sat down. “Have you thought about what I said earlier?”

“I don’t think I would be very interested in medical school,” I said, forking a big bite of lasagna into my mouth.

“Are you sure you won’t reconsider?” She said, her voice strangely breathless.

“Why do you care so much?” I asked, slightly annoyed.

"The main reason I told you already, I think you would find you loved it. Also," She said in a slightly offhand manner, "My sisters Eliana and Hanna have been talking nonstop about their boys and how both got into NYU as a premed," her voice dripped with frustration, "I just can't stand it anymore! And neither of their boys are as smart and focused as you are."

“You want me to become a doctor to piss off your sisters?” I knew mom and her sisters had an ongoing competition with one another, but I had no idea it was this crazy.

“Yes!” She said, and the intensity in her voice surprised me. She saw me flinch back from her, and she smoothed her features taking a small bite of dinner before she went on, “It’s not just that Jake, you would make a fine doctor, and I am certain you would love it.”

"Well, your competition with your sisters has nothing to do with me," I said, feeling irrationally annoyed and angry at her for pressuring me, "and I'll decide my own future."

I got up from my half-eaten second helping and stormed off to my room. I felt guilty even as I climbed the stairs, and by the time I got to my room, I was feeling like a total ass. The woman only wanted the best for me, and so what if she was competing with her sisters. She'd still made my favorite meal, and I’d been rude.

I was about to get up and go downstairs to apologize when I heard mom's hesitant steps coming up the stairs. She got to my room and, without knocking, opened the door. I was lying on my bed on my back with an arm over my eyes, and I looked up in surprise at her.

This was the first time since she caught me, that she opened my door without knocking first. Mom stood there in the doorway, in her short button-up halter and shorts, her breathing heavy and her face had an intensity to it that I recognized from earlier. Her gaze drew me up to a sitting position.

"Mom?" I asked, wondering what she was doing just standing there. She gave a small start and walked the rest of the way into the room, kicking a dirty pair of shorts out of the way and closing the door behind herself. When she clicked the lock into place, I began to get alarmed. "Mom, what's going on?"

"I was a model in college, you know," she said, her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes were glassy like she had had a few more glasses of wine since I left the table.

“Yea, dad mentioned it once or twice,” I said. “Mom, what are you doing?” I asked panicked as she reached up to the buttons on her top and began to undo them.

“I never told you that I won the prize for best boobs.”

She removed the final button, and the white top slid down her arms and fell back onto the floor, leaving her in just the short shorts’ and her tight white bra. I felt my cock grow hard at the sight and my anxiety spiked. My tongue wrapped itself into a knot in my mouth, and I froze, not sure what to do.

“What do you think, Jake?” My stepmom asked as she turned to the side and back front, before squeezing her upper arms together and squishing her massive tits together, “I’ve tried to stay in shape, and I’ve noticed you peeking,” Her cheeks grew beet red and she dropped her eyes for a second. I froze, wondering if she had noticed the cum in her bras over the years.

“Do you think they are worth it, Jake?” She asked, she glanced back up, once more her dark eyes boring into mine, her voice dripping with sensuality.

“Worth?” I asked, and even getting that much out was a herculean effort.

She smiled coyly and reaching behind her back, I heard her uncast her bra, and my breath froze in my throat. This was all happening so fast. All of my fantasies were coming true, and I was too dumb to move, or speak more than a single syllable.

“I want only what’s best for you Jake, and I am willing to do anything to help you make the right choice,” Her hands now cradled her bra cups up against her chest as she slowly walked forward to where I sat on the bed, “if you accept the offer for Stanford, I will let you…” She paused, gathering her courage I thought, her eyes flicking down to the bulge in my crotch, reflexively I covered it even though it was covered already by the comforter and my boxers.

“I will let you look at my breasts while you relieve yourself.” She said it in a rush, her eyes closing in embarrassment, unable to look at me.

I sat there stunned, unable to compute what she had just said, shaking my head mutely. Finally, after several long seconds, she peeked out of one eye and looked at me sitting there, her face slowly growing more hurt.

"I know I'm not young anymore, but I know you've never had a girlfriend, and I thought maybe if you had the right motivations and focus, knew what was out there… I'm sorry this was a mistake." She turned to go, her face crumpling in shame, and I felt real fear that I might lose this opportunity course through me.

“No!” I said far too loudly, halting her fast.

“No,” I said again as my mom turned around standing there embarrassed in her tiny blue shorts and holding her bra against her naked breasts, “please can I… touch them?”

It was my biggest fantasy, the thing I had stroked off to most. Once, I’d even snuck into her room when she was passed out drunk and felt up her blouse. But I’d chickened out, not wanting to become that much of a perv.

“You will accept the offer to Stanford and go premed?” She asked, her face filled with so much hope that I almost couldn’t say no to her, forget the insane offer.

“Yes,” I said, my voice choking up.

“Oh, Jake, I’m so happy!” She cried and ran over and pulled my face into a big kiss.

My eyes filled with the sight of her bare jiggling breasts for one second, then all thought left my mind as her thick lips met mine for an extended moment. When she pulled away, I could still feel where her lips had touched mine, the skin tingling and alive. She reached up, covering herself with her hands and then looking at me, smiling shyly and dropped them, slowly watching as I drank in the sight of her.

The pale skin was soft, smooth, and firm, swelling outwards from her body in massive sloping curves, capped in large soft pink areola and inverted nipples. Mom knelt there her hands down on her thighs eyes downcast, cheeks flushed pink as I sat there and took her in. Not even conscious of my action, I saw my hand reach out, and Mom flinched back for one second, and I paused, then she looked up at me and smiled, nodding gently, and I felt a shock of awe as butter-soft flesh met my fingers. I slid my hand down, feeling my fingers sink into soft flesh.

“Mhmm, gentle,” she said, turning her head to the side as she moaned softly, “They’re very sensitive.”

“This is crazy,” I breathed out and instantly regretted it, wanting to curse myself for saying something that might break the mood.

“Do you not like them?” She asked again, looking at me, and in a second, she knew I did just by the look on my face. She smiled and slid her hand over mine, showing me how to squeeze it gently and even pull lightly on her large nipples.

"It's OK, Jake," she breathed as I hesitated, "this will be our little secret." I sat there completely absorbed in her breasts. When finally, I noticed her looking at me amused, "Did you want to," she waved her hand in a circle around my crotch, "you know to take care of that?"

I was so awkward and nervous still, I could only nod my head vigorously, and mom laughed slightly, sitting back so I could move the comforter aside. I couldn’t meet her eyes as I slid my boxers down, focusing on her enormous breasts so hard I almost missed her slight gasp. I saw her big pink nipples firming up, the inverted flesh crinkling hard. My cock felt burning hot and rock hard as I slid my hand over it.

“Oh Jake,” mom said, with an odd hitch to her voice that caused me to get the courage to look up at her finally. Her eyes were saucer wide as she stared at my hard dick. I got super embarrassed and tried to cover it up, and mom reached out to stop me freezing just before she touched my hands, “Sorry,” she said, “you’ve just grown so much, I… I was taken aback.”

She shuffled forward again, edging between my thighs as my hand stroked my cock. I watched her eyes travel the length of my cock, a small smile tugging the corners of her lips, and her nipple firming up under her gently massaging hands.

“It’s beautiful,” mom breathed, and I swear I could feel her hot breath on the tip of my cock. The sensation was too much for my virgin manhood.

“Oh god,” I said, already feeling my orgasm approaching, embarrassed and angry it had come so quickly.

“Cum for me, Jake,” she said as she cupped her breasts just before my cock, my hand flying across the length of it, “Cum for mommy!”

She flinched back as the first gushing blast stuck her left breast, then she leaned forward, a look of ecstasy on her face that I wanted to memorize. Blast after blast of cum shot out and coated the pale flesh of her bosom. Soon I was leaning back on the bed, panting and shaking. I could feel the nerve ending in my fingers and toes still tingling.

In the wake of my orgasm, I felt utter shock and shame at what had happened. I struggled to look at my stepmom and apologize. The words dried up on my lips, though, when I saw her. She was panting heavily, her lips moist and legs spread wide one finger reaching up to her mouth with a white glob of cum, vacant lust-filled eyes desperate with hunger. Then she noticed me and, with a start, wiped the cum on her shirt that she picked up quickly. Wiping the rest off her chest, she stood suddenly, her cheeks coloring as she looked down at me.

We stared at one another, me on the bed, my softening cock lying on my bare stomach. Her topless form, dark and alluring, standing above me. I saw her eyes soften, and she smiled at me.

“Remember this is our little secret,” she said and, with one final smile, slipped from the room, shutting the door quietly behind herself.


Chapter Three

I fell back on my bed, staring up at my ceiling. My mind was whirling, going over everything that had just happened. I couldn’t believe it. Seriously I really couldn’t believe it. I pinched myself, and reaching down felt my dick hard as a rock once more, still wet from my last orgasm.

Crawling back under my comforter, I spent the next couple hours jacking off to the image of my mom’s perfect tits in my hand and the sight of my cum splattering across them, and the look of rare desire on her face as she begged for it.


I guess I’m going to Stanford,
 I thought to myself, drifting off to sleep.

To be honest, I felt a great sense of peace at finally having the decision made, and I'd never considered medicine before, not seriously. I was looking forward to physics and chemistry, but to be honest, I was freaked out by the prospect of anatomy class, and just the thought of a cadaver made me ill. Those would be worries for another time.

One benefit of going to Stanford was that it was only on the other side of the bay. I could come home on weekends and over breaks easily. The truth was we lived about 90 miles from the university, but it was through Bay Area traffic, so it was a three to five-hour drive most days.

One thing that was interesting: I never once considered not
 going premed once I’d given mom my word.

I was ready for things to be awkward the next day when I went down for breakfast, but mom acted almost entirely normal. If anything, she was extra chipper and excited. Throughout breakfast, I kept stealing glances at her t-shirt, clad breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra, which was very unlike her, and they swung and jiggled so wonderfully as she moved around the kitchen.

Once done eating, I ran back upstairs and jerked off to visions of her lovely tits. Then I sat at my desk and filled out the acceptance letter. I felt a real sense of purpose as I did so. I looked through the school brochure and was starting to get excited about the school. I had never wanted to stay near home, hoping to go far away and escape my empty house. But now I could think of one or two reasons I didn't want to go.

When I went to the kitchen to look for a stamp, mom had her MacBook out and was searching through websites and taking notes in her day planner. I rooted around in a drawer and came up with a packet of stamps and was just about to head back upstairs when mom called me over to her.

"Jake, I have been researching how to make sure you are a good candidate for medical school throughout premed, and the requirements are tough," her voice sounded almost distressed.

“I could have told you that,” I said wryly.

"I want to get you a tutor for the summer. One for biology, anatomy, chemistry, and physics. That should prepare you for your first year." She noted down a tutor's name and number as she spoke.

"What?" I said, annoyance creeping into my voice, "I didn't realize I was giving up my summer too! I planned to get a job and hang out with my friend." I sounded whiney even to myself but couldn't manage to keep it from my voice. Mom looked at me, her eyes softening into a compassionate smile.

“I know it’s going to be tough honey,” She reached out and took one of my hands in hers, “but mommy will be here to help you every step of the way. Whatever it takes to help you be successful.”

"Thanks, mom," I said, and I forced the perverted thoughts out of my head, "It's just biology I'm not looking forward to, I've always hated that subject."

"Well," she said, her cheeks coloring deep red, "I may know a way to help you keep focused." I wanted to ask what she meant, but she continued quickly, "you run off now and go play your games, I'm going to call around and see if I can find a good tutor for you, one who will work through the school year as well.”

“Ok,” I said, turning and heading back upstairs. I was still annoyed that it turned out I was losing most of my summer to more schoolwork, not that I minded studying terribly, but I still would have enjoyed the break. I got upstairs and plopped down in my computer chair, realizing that my stepmom had gotten by far the better end of the deal. I got to stare at her perfect tits and jack off to them once, and she got me to agree to 8-10 years of brutally hard work.

I fired up my computer and logged into the game. Just as I was about to take a flight point, I heard the garage door open, and my mom's Range Rover start up and drive away. Smiling to myself, I ran into the backyard and took a few tokes from my vape pen. This modern world is such a wonder.

I had been drunk a few times at parties or with friends, and the beautiful thing was it reduced my social anxiety, and I was able to speak to girls for the first time in my life. However, I rarely stopped after 2-3 beers and would soon be so wasted I'd be puking all over the place. Then I would be sick for days afterward. I never really enjoyed the experience.

My friend Jason had taken me for a hike two years back and smoked me out for the first time. It had been a revelation. No hangover, no sickness, no loss of control, I just felt terrific and slightly stupid; able to turn my brain off for a bit and just relax for the first time in my life.

He bought me a little vape pen as a graduation present, and I was loving being able to sneak into the backyard and take a toke or two and slip back in and play some videogames, read comics or watch some anime. Jason had gotten me some powerful Sativa shit, Jack Herer. I noticed that if I took 1-2 tokes, I felt happy and super focused, but if I took any more than that, I would sit in my chair, staring at my computer screen stuck and useless.

I stayed in my room all day, fielding messages from friends when they saw the Insta post that I had accepted Stanford and grinding out my final couple levels in WoW. I spent a few hours in the groove gaming, zoning out and killing mobs, music playing in the background. I came out of my daze and felt my stomach rumbling, so I headed downstairs to get a bite of food. I had my head in the fridge when my stepmom poked her head into the kitchen.

“I’m glad I caught you,” she said, “make sure you’re here Monday, I found you a biology tutor!”

“I really have to start studying this summer?” I asked.

"Yes," mom was dressed in tight blue yoga pants and a loose workout shirt and sports bra, and I couldn't help my stare as I took her in, "but as I said, I am working on something to help focus you.” She took a seat on one of the bar stools and began to go through the pile of mail on the counter.

“What do you mean help me focus?” I asked her. Mom sure was acting weird again, and I tried not to get my hopes up. Finally, she looked up and met my eyes, her cheeks coloring.

“Liz, that’s your tutor, will be giving you a test each week,” mom said.

“Are you serious?” I complained.

"Don't interrupt," she said, "just hear me out." I remained silent, and she paused for a second gathering her will before going on, "As I said she will be here starting on Monday, three days a week and each Friday she will give you a test on the stuff you've covered. If you get a passing grade… Oh my god, I can't believe I'm doing this… If you get a passing score, we will do the… thing… from earlier again."

I felt a tingling energy in my fingers and toes as what I had been secretly hoping for happened. I fought to remain calm, though, as I replied to her.

“What do I get if I get a perfect score?” I asked, hating the lack of confidence in my voice. I nearly pissed myself in fear at pressing my luck.

“Jake don’t be silly, Liz was recommended as the best and hardest tutors in the area, I don’t think that’s going to be happening.” She replied.

“But if it does?” I asked, my cock already hard as I slipped behind the counter, my hunger forgotten.

“I’ll tell you what,” mom said with a smirk, “if you manage to get a perfect score on each test, Liz gives you, then I’ll finish you off myself.” She said, at once joking and disbelieving of her own words.

"Deal!" I said happily.

I'd never had a better incentive to study, even if it was biology, my mind was whirling with the possibility, and I felt myself growing awkward around mom as she got up from her stool, putting the bills away and trash in the bin

“Are you hungry?” Mom asked, her voice at once so ordinary and kind I felt all the tension and awkwardness disappear as if it were a bubble that had popped. I felt my shoulders relax, and my stomach grumble.

“Oh yea,” I said, rubbing my stomach, “I’m starving.”

“Sit down, and I’ll heat you a plate of lasagna.” She said as she got out the Pyrex dish and loaded a plate with a heaping portion.

"Thanks, mom," I said, "I love you."

The words just came out natural and easy, and I didn't think anything of it as I was scrolling through my phone, but as mom brought over the plate she had tears in her smiling eyes and as she placed the plate down she hugged my head close to her midriff and kissed the top warmly. I inhaled the scent of her, clean and floral, with the hint of sweat from her workout earlier.

“I love you too, baby,” she said as she walked briskly out of the kitchen. I heard her head upstairs, and start taking a shower.

I finished the lasagna and washed my plate. Usually, I would just leave the dish in the sink, but the image of my mom having to scrub the plate after the cheese, pasta, and sauce had dried on it didn't sit right with me. So, I cleaned it, feeling good about myself, and went back upstairs to my room.

Slipping on my headphones, I buried myself in the game until late in the night. Finally, crawling into bed exhausted and content, passing out to the flickering lights of my screen saver and dreams filled with gorgeous stacked MILFs.


Chapter Four

I was worried that I would be awkward around my mom the next day, but the opposite was the case strangely. I usually avoid my stepmom around the house, just like I avoid my sister, but for entirely different reasons. I avoid my stepmom because I don’t want to be noticed staring at her or freezing up under her enchanting eyes.

My sister, I avoid because she is a royal cunt. Like a massive, massive bitch, to me, at least. She has a lot of friends and was always super popular and outgoing in high school. For some reason, she resented even the small amounts of attention I might get.

When I was a sophomore, I grew about seven inches that year and, as a result, lost a lot of weight and for the first time in my school life, was getting attention from girls. When my sister heard her senior friends were checking me out, she told them all that I was gay. No one told me, of course, but the rumor spread around school. Rachel graduated at the end of the year, but I had to deal with it for another two. Like I said, she is a cunt, and I try to avoid her.

On Sundays, avoiding my sister is impossible, or at least it is if I’m around the house. She has a set hang out with a bunch of her girlfriends where they drink margaritas, or mimosas, or mojitos, or whatever fruity cocktail they’re all into, while hangout by the pool and talking shit all afternoon.

Sundays were usually my D&D day, but with my friends on vacation, I didn’t have anywhere to go. I was locked in my room, trying to ignore the shrieks and laughter of my sister and her friends, when a familiar knock came at the door. Smiling, I shouted her to open it. My stepmom peeked in and glanced around the room.

“Nice job cleaning,” her sarcasm was apparent because my room was even more of a mess than the day before, “Come on, the new Joker movie is in theatres, and I love that actor.”

“You want to go see Joker?” I asked, surprised, and amused.

“You want to stay here?” Mom asked, wincing at a particularly loud shriek from one of the girls and an even louder, “Oh My God That Bitch!”
 from another.

“No,” I said, firmly shaking my head. Grabbing my coat, I gingerly made my way across the room and followed her out to the car. “I really want to see the movie, but figured I’d just wait till it comes out on a streaming service.”

“Kids nowadays are so screwed up,” she said as she pulled the Range Rover out of the garage and flipped on the stereo playing an older rock band.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“A small screen in your bedroom, wearing headphones will never equal the quality you can get from being in the theatre. I have a friend who is a sound engineer, and she had been…”

My stepmom went on and on as we drove to the theatre, the two of us having a good-natured debate. We each had gotten our own soda but were sharing a bucket of popcorn, and as our hands brushed one another, the theatre now dark, I felt a nervous anxiety for the first time. I suddenly realized that the entire morning and our whole car ride here, I had never been nervous, hadn’t once felt anxiety creeping its nasty claws into my brain. There was a warm flood of emotion that swept through me, and I felt myself smiling, feeling comfortable beside a beautiful woman for perhaps the first time in my life. The perfect frame of mind to watch a movie about a sociopathic comic book villain.

We left the movie theatre and couldn’t stop talking about the movie. It was excellent, far better than some of the latest DC movies. When we got home, Rachel and her friends had taken off, and mom and I were able to have a nice relaxing meal. I went up to my room, with her reminding me that the tutor would be coming by the next day in the morning.

I slept in late and gave a start when I looked at my phone and saw it was already 11:00 am. I hopped out of bed and ran down the hall to shower and brush my teeth. I was slipping out of the bathroom and heading to my room with a towel around my waist when my mom came into the hall, she gave a start at the sight of me nearly naked, and I saw her eyes travel down my torso, taking a long glance at my cock as it pressed against the towel.

“I just wanted to say,” Mom said a little breathless, “good luck with the studying today. I will be playing tennis with the girls, just make sure Liz gets the check, it's sitting on the counter.”

“Ok,” I said as I passed her in the hall.

The smell of her nearly made me shiver in desire. There is something so wonderful about a beautiful woman who smells good. Mom rarely wore perfume, her hair so thick and lustrous always smelled of flowers and spices from her expensive shampoos, and that’s the scent that caused me to turn back, glancing at her again. I caught her staring at my ass as I walked by, and I worried there was a mark on the towel or something.

But I saw her look of sincere regard, and I felt an unfamiliar feeling of elation at being checked out. She saw me catch her looking, and her cheeks grew red, and without a word, she whirled and practically ran down the stairs and out of the house.

I was dressed and pouring myself a cup of coffee when the doorbell rang. I went and opened it only to be confronted by a storm of nerves and anxiety. Standing in the door, her face bright and cheerful and sporting a big grin was a tiny and adorable young Asian woman. She had a cherubic face, glasses with thick black frames, and her black hair was cut into a bob angled down from the back of her head. Her eyes were light brown, and she practically bounced on her toes in excitement.

“Jake?” She asked.

“Yea,” I said nervously, opening the door all the way, “You’re Liz?”

“Yes,” she said, looking me up and down, “Your mom mentioned you were handsome, but she didn’t tell me you were a stud!” I grew alarmed and looked down at myself in confusion.

“Huh?” I asked.

“Not quite as bright as she said, though,” the young woman said as she pushed her way into the house, smiling to herself at the joke.

“Sounds like she was messing with you,” I said, not really believing myself because that didn’t sound like mom at all. I lead her over to the kitchen table, and she dropped her backpack on a chair and began pulling out textbooks.

“Your mom said you will be pre-med at Stanford in the fall?” Liz asked as she pulled out a notepad, and I drew up a chair.

“That’s the plan,” I said, my voice glum and resigned.

“Not that excited for the major?” She asked with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

“It’s my stepmoms idea,” I said glumly, “whatever, not like there is anything I had my heart set on studying anyway.”

“Don’t worry dude,” she said smiling and shaking her head, “it’s a lot of work in the first two years of undergrad, and then studying for your MCAT’s will be a bitch, and the first year of Medical School is fucking brutal,” I was shaking my head at her litany of ills, was this a pep talk?

“But don’t worry, it's totally worth it when you get to treat your first patient.”

“Yea?” I asked. I hadn’t thought about practicing medicine, only the work of studying it.

“There is nothing like it,” she said, smiling confidently, “my first patient was a girl of seven who had a pea stuck in her eardrum.”

“Ouch,” I said, “my sister had a piece of corn stuck in her nose as a kid,” I laughed and winced at the memory, “she screamed like murder till it was removed.”

“The girl I had was the same,” her smile grew fond as she relived the memories, “She was wiggling, screaming and crying. But once I got a hold and drew it out with the tweezers, she finally relaxed, the pain was gone. I’d done that.” She said, looking at me with a fierce intensity, I found very alluring. “With the knowledge I’d gained, I was able to help that girl and remove her pain.”

“That’s really cool,” I said, completely serious.

“I know,” Liz said with a smile, “Now, are you ready to get to work?” She asked me, looking up over the frames of her glasses to give me a stern stare.

“I guess so,” I said, picking up a pen and the notebook.

“You can’t guess so, dude,” Liz said, and she leaned back and crossed her arms, she was so adorable and confident that I found it hard to look at her, instead staring at the pen twirling in my fingers.

“Your mom is paying me a lot of money to see you’re prepared for this. I don’t know you or her very well, but where I come from that kind of money isn’t a joke. If you’re not going to do this and be serious about it, then I don’t see a reason to waste my time coming over here and teaching some kid who doesn’t appreciate my effort. There are others out there,” she gave me a significant look up and down, “kids with less privilege, who would benefit and make something out of what I taught them. You understand me?”

I picked my head up and looked at the young woman truly for the first time. She was adorable, and obviously very bright, the intelligence fairly danced in her eyes. She was also serious, confident, and composed. I found myself drawn to her, to her confidence and self-possession.

The thought of helping people was a new one, and I loved it, but something in me warned that focusing on it might be too self-serving. Here though, was something I could grab onto. This young woman knew who she was, knew her place in the world, and knew her worth, and it was great. I found myself nodding, and when she gave me a look prompting me, I began to speak, slowly at first but gaining confidence.

“You don’t know me,” I shook my head unhappy with how I had started finally I looker her square in the eyes, “I gave my mom my word, I would never break that,” I said as the simple truth it was and Liz’s answering grin was warm and happy.

“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear,” she said, and leaning forward, she flipped open the first textbook, “Ok then, let’s start at the beginning with phylum’s…”


Chapter Five

So, we began, five hours a day or constant studying. Part of the tutoring was biology, but the majority of it, I came to find out was learning how to learn. It may seem strange, but I found her style of teaching to be incredibly useful and practical. She told me that soon I would be getting so much information and need to take tests so quickly, that the most important thing I could learn first was how I best-absorbed information and processed it.

I didn’t even notice my stepmom come home, Liz and I were so deep in a discussion of what precisely a receptor was in the brain. But the smells of cooking meat soon drew my attention to the kitchen, and mom announced that she would have dinner ready soon. Liz was invited to stay, but she begged off, saying she had to head home before her parent began to worry, and that she had rounds later in the night to get ready for.

I watched the adorable and badass young woman walk down out pathway and get into her car, waving bye to each other as she drove off down the street.

“She is rather cute, isn’t she?” Mom asked from just behind me. I nearly jumped out of my skin as she surprised me.

“It’s not like that!” I said, turning away in embarrassment and heading to the kitchen.

“Oh?” Mom asked with a raised eyebrow and a smile. “So, you don’t want to know about her Twitch stream?” She asked as she made up two plates of grilled pork, green beans, and roasted potatoes.

“She’s a streamer?” I asked, “Wait, you know what twitch is?” I asked incredulously. Mom laughed as she set the plates down and poured herself a glass of wine.

“To be honest, I didn’t know what Twitch was before her mom mentioned it when I was there yesterday. If you ever want to meet a woman who will talk endlessly in pride about their daughter, met Huan.” She chuckled to herself. “How did the studying go? You two seemed deep in it when I got home.”

“It went really well,” I said and told her all about what we had gone over. Much of the biology was a refresher for me, but the new study habits, note-taking skills, and memorization tricks were fascinating. “How was tennis?”

“You’ll never believe what Betsy did!” Mom proceeded to tell me all about her afternoon at the club and lunch with her friends.

Most of the women were divorced or on their second or third husband by this time. So there was no end to the drama. I found myself lingering at the table with mom, her sparkling eyes and dazzling smile trapping me in the spell of her. Finally, I forced myself away from the table with my regrets. It was just too painful seeing her stellar, beautiful, and figure without wanting to reach out and kiss her or touch her.

I slipped into my room, feeling bad. I’d left mom so abruptly, but as I lay on my bed, stroking my cock to thoughts of my sexy Asian tutor, I heard mom's footsteps outside in the hallway, and my breath caught. I tried to stay silent, but my need was too great to stop, and the mattress squeezed ever so gently beneath me. I couldn’t hear anything in the hall, but I saw twin shadows beneath the gap of my bedroom door.

“Oh, mom,” I moaned out, unable to help myself as I felt my cock pulsing and spitting up its cum all over my stomach and hand.

I heard quick footsteps retreating down the hallway and back to the master bedroom. I had planned to play games late into the night, but I was honestly exhausted after studying and my spine shaking orgasm. I passed out there atop my sheets, with my cock hanging out. When I woke in the middle of the night, my dick was back in my underwear, and I was covered by the comforter.


I must have done it in my sleep,
 I thought with a shrug.

I woke early and was able to play games for a few hours and get out of the house for a bike ride down the trail a few miles. That’s about all I could go, I was a bit out of shape, but mostly my ass was sore from the narrow bike seat. It would take a few more trips until I got used to it. I was feeling energetic and focused when

I got home in time to see my stepmom heading to her car in her tennis skirt and top. She gave me a wave, a strange tension around her eyes as she hurriedly got in her car and drove off. I stared off after her, her tits had looked so amazing in the tight white and pink top, and her ass and legs had made my mouth dry in her short white skirt. I jerked off to the memory of her in that outfit as I showered. Finally, getting ready, I heard Liz pull up.

It was another long day of studying, but Liz kept it interesting, changing topics and subjects as I began to tire on something. The pace was fast, and we were covering a lot of topics, but over the next couple of days, whenever I would get stuck on a concept or idea, she would spend lots of time going over and over again, making sure I was crystal clear before we moved in.

This was awesome because I was able to absorb the easy stuff super-fast and at my own pace, but when we hit on complicated things, I didn’t feel rushed or lost. I grew to respect her intelligence and patience immensely. Mom kept inviting her to stay for dinner, but she begged off each time, leaving each day promptly.

Before I knew it, Friday had arrived, and I sat nervously while Liz pulled out the twenty-page test. She had told me she would be testing me each week in the same way. I would get testing throughout the school with timed sections of both multiple-choice answers and written long-form answers. I was serious and focused as she laid the paper out in front of me. I hadn’t even come out of my room for dinner the night before or breakfast before the test. I had been reviewing my notes and flashcards from the week. This was serious business. I didn’t even let myself think about what the reward was. Worried, I would be psyched out and doo poorly when I remembered what was on the line.

I lifted my pencil just as she hit the stopwatch on her phone, “Begin!” Liz said, and I was reading quickly.

All awareness of Liz and my surroundings left me, and my world became the simple test before me. I flew through answers, stopping at the end of each page to glance at the time and seeing I had time to space, quickly reviewing each answer again. Doing this, I was able to find one mistake, or what I thought was a mistake I had made. Filling in the final bubble, I felt like I had just five miles. I was exhausted and elated and nervous about the results.

“Done?” Liz said in surprise as she looked up from her phone. I nodded, not trusting myself to speak, and she pulled the answer sheet over to her and pulled out her master. With an evil grin at me, she pulled out a significant red marker and began pouring over the quiz. I stared at my hands as she graded the test, finally, after what seemed like an hour, she leaned back in her chair, expelling a loud breath.

“Well?” came a nervous voice from the living room. I turned surprised to see my mom standing there, nervously chewing on one nail. She smiled at me a look of encouragement, then nervously looked back at Liz.

“Fuck, dude,” the young woman said, looking at me with a mixture of pride and amusement, “Apparently, you really do care about your promises to your mom.” Then she held up the test for mom and me to see, and at the top circled in red, it said 100 / 100.

“Perfect.” Mom breathed, and she glanced at me, smiling in both pride and shyness, her cheeks coloring.

“Great work Jake,” Liz said, standing and packing up her books, “That was a hard test, but things are going to get a lot harder over the next three weeks. You two enjoy your weekend.” She said as mom and I lead her to the door.

“You too, Liz,” I said.

“Oh, I will I’m going to a rave!” She said excitedly.

“How fun!” Mom said, “I used to love going to raves when I was younger.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Oh yea,” mom said, remembering fondly, “when I was in high school is when the first raves in the states were just starting up. My first rave was in an abandoned warehouse. Someone kicked in the door and threw up a turntable.”

“That’s fucking cool,” said Liz looking at my mom with newfound respect. I, too, was taking her in anew, sometimes I forget that she is only in her mid-thirties, more than twenty years younger than my dad.

We said our goodbyes, and soon Liz was gone, and it was just mom and I standing there in the doorway. I realized things were awkward all of a sudden, and I felt the anxiety and nervousness creep back in. Mom looked at me, and I saw her face soften, and she reached out a warm had to stroke my cheek, calming me somewhat.

“I’m so proud of you, Jake,” she said, “you got your perfect score.” Her cheeks colored, and she got a seductive shy little smile as she looked up at me, “Goodluck getting three more.”

“Thanks,” I squeaked out, feeling excitement and anxiety in equal parts mixing inside me.

“You have a reward coming to you,” mom said as her warm hand stroked down my arm, and she stepped up close to me. Strangely as she drew nearer, my anxiety quieted, and I smelled her sweet scent, calming me down. “Can I give it to you tonight?” Her voice was almost a caress as she asked me.

“Yes,” I said, and hearing the hesitation in my voice, I repeated myself more firmly, “Yes.”

“Good,” she said with a sincere smile as she pulled back, her hand squeezing my arm gently before she withdrew it, “I’m looking forward to it.”

“Not as much as I am,” I said in a vast understatement.

“Don’t be so sure there big guy,” mom threw me a mysterious smile as she slipped down the hall and out of sight.


Chapter Six

I practically sprinted up to my room, and throwing the door shut had my dick in my hands and was cumming in minutes. I passed out after that, exhausted from the test and staying up late the night before. I woke as the sun was setting, and smelling food went downstairs to get something to eat.

Mom had roasted a chicken, and it was sitting out with some dressed vegetables. I made myself a plate and practically inhaled the food. When I was done eating and had cleaned my plate, I started to wonder where my mom was. I went back upstairs and was heading to my bedroom when the door to my mom and dad’s room flew open, and my stepmom walked out. I say walked, but it was closer to the runway strut of a model than it was her usual walk.

My eyes widened to saucers at the sight of her. Walking down the hall to me was a vision of sexuality that took my breath away. Her face was done up artfully with dark eye makeup setting off her already gorgeous peepers and freshly painted finger and toenails. The robe she wore was blue, shimmering, and nearly opaque, tied loosely around the middle it did little to hide the body and its lack of covering beneath. Her large breasts were pushed up in a lacy blue bra, and she was wearing short ruffled boy shorts that hugged her ass and went a few inches down her thighs.

My mouth worked like a fish out of water as she walked towards me. Each foot placed before the other carefully, her hips were swaying side to side hypnotically, drawing my eyes from bare feet, up dainty ankles, and over the rounded swell of cloth-covered hips—the Blue robe swirling artfully, revealing her smooth tanned stomach as she approached me.

“Jake,” she said, her voice seductive as it woke me from my trance, “honey, are you ok?” Her eyes twinkled in merriment as she looked me over. With a start, I forced myself to meet her eyes.

“Yea,” I swallowed audibly, “you just took my breath away,” I said, my voice still breathless.

“You say the sweetest things,” She said. Standing there, she gave me a look.

“You’re welcome…”  I said, completely at a loss what to do next—just standing there like a deer in the headlights.

She looked me over then, taking in my trembling hands and nervous eyes, and she smiled sweetly at me, coming to some realization that I wasn’t privy to.

“Come, Jake, let’s go to your room,” she linked her arm in mine and led me to my bedroom. She walked me over to my computer chair and sat me down. “I want you to get comfortable, baby,” she said her voice husky, “you have done so good this week, I want you to relax, you’ve earned this. She turned and slipped out of my room as I took my shirt off and hesitated. Should I take off my shorts? What that too, presumptuous? I decided to keep them on, and just as I was sitting back down in the chair, mom came back in with a bottle of lotion in her hand and closed and locked the door gently. At my questioning look, she smiled gently.

“I want you to use this when you… you know.” She said as she settled herself on the grown just before my legs. “Can’t have you chafing that beast.”

She held up the bottle, and I put my hand out, her eyes on mine, the secret taboo energy almost alive between us. I felt the cold liquid drizzle into my hand. Then smiling widely, she set the bottle aside on the ground, then she shrugged out of her robe, letting the silky material slide down her slender arms and pool on the ground behind her.

My eyes slide down her form, drinking in the sight. She let me look and seemed to even preen under my regard. Her back was straight and stomach in, and as she turned her head just so and looked at me with a cocked eyebrow, I was dumbstruck by her fierce beauty. I sat back in the chair, beginning to feel myself grow more relaxed.

Something about my stepmom both set my nerves on edge with intense desire and relaxed me with her comforting presence. My eyes were roaming around her body as I slid my hands down to my belt. I saw her pupils dilate, and she watched my movements with a nervous excitement animating her features. My movements were slow, and I felt my cock grow hard at her regard. I had never felt attractive, always awkward, and self-conscious, but mom's eyes had a layer of desire to them that I didn’t think I was imagining. As I undid the buttons of my jeans, I saw her breathing deepen, and the chest and cheeks flushed with pinpricks of red as the blood suffused her flesh in need.

My pants hit the flood, and I drew my hand up my length feeling sweet relief at the contact. Mom licked her lips, parting them slightly, and I saw her flex her hands on her thighs, then she started as I began to stroke myself. With a slight look of apology, she glanced at my face, breaking her stare on my cock for a second. She reached up to the front clasp on her bra, and her eyes on my face, she undid the bra, letting it slowly swing free, her large, massive breasts open to my naked stare once again.

“You are so gorgeous, mom!” I said, my hand flying on my cock as I ogled her.

“I’ve never felt more beautiful than when you look at me like that,” she said shyly as she dropped the bra to the ground. “You really like them that much?” She said with a little smile as she reached up and pinching one nipple hefted the heavy flesh in her hand.

“They are the best tits I’ve ever seen,” I glanced at her in apology at the language, but she just smiled, her eyes boring into me with so much hidden within them.

“Slow honey,” she said imploringly as she glanced at my stroking hand. “Take your time. Let us both enjoy this.” I stopped and let go of my cock. She had no idea how close I had been to blowing. Taking several deep breaths, I let the edge of pleasure drawback down before I took my cock in my hand again and began stroking it lightly and slowly.

“Both?” I asked, “You like this too?”

Mom was silent for a short time, her hand both lightly playing with her breasts massaging, squeezing and gently pulling on her large inverted nipples, drawing the flesh out into firm little pink caps. When she finally spoke, it was in a whisper, as if the words were dragged out of her.

“Oh yes, baby!” her eyes flicked from my steel hard dick to my eyes, “Please keep this a secret, but I’ve never seen a bigger or more beautiful cock than yours.”

She squeezed her eyes tight in shame, her face flushed red, before they sprang open again and looked at me, seeking some sort of approval.

“Really?” I asked, pausing my stroking to look at her, disbelieving.

“Yes, God forgive me, but yes,” she seemed sincere, and as she spoke, I saw her nipple crinkling in excitement, and my hand began to once more stroke up and down my cock.

“It’s not too small?” I asked, still fearful of what her answer might be.

“Are you serious?” She asked, looking at me in wonder, “Oh god Jack, if anything that beast may give girls your age pause. When I was in college, there was a group that would hunt down… well, never mind that. Let’s just say that once word gets out about that… of yours, you will be very popular with the ladies.”

“Fuck,” I said, feeling my dick pulse, “I’m about to cum mom.”

“Yes, Jake,” She said, pressing her tits together and scooting closer between my legs, “Cum for mommy, cum on mommy’s tits!”

The orgasm began in the pit of my stomach. It ripped through my body until my fingers and toes were tingling in bliss. I felt my dick pulsing in my had as thick strands of pearly white cum shot out of the tip, slashing into my mom’s tits. She jerked back for one second, stunned by the force of the first blast, then she was leaning forward, cooing in joy as the next few splattered her tits and neck, dripping down in thick streaks.

I collapsed back in my chair, panting, feeling instant remorse or regret for making a mess of my mom, but as I looked, she just sat there with a big smile on her face as she looked down at all the cum covering her.

“Oh god, Jake, you came so much!” She ran one finger through the mess on her chest, wiping a large glob off the side of her tit and looking at it in fascination, “It even smells wonderful.”

“Taste it,” I said, and my tone surprised me, it was authoritative and deep with command. Mom looked at me and held my gaze for one long moment, when there was no hesitation or backtracking in my face, she smiled sincerely and lifted a finger to her mouth. Her thick lips parting as she slipped the cum covered finger into her mouth with a smile. Her lips closed over it, and she closed her eyes, savoring the taste.

My cock got hard again as I watched her suck on her finger. Her eyes opened at the sound of my hand on skin and widened when she saw me hard again.

“Again? So soon?” she asked her breath coming in deep, ragged exhalations

“Eat it all,” I commanded, and with a small submissive nod, mom proceeded to do just that.

In slow and graceful movements, she cleaned my cum off her body, her eyes traveling from mine to my cock, desire, and lust filling her face. My hand was flying on my cock, and she was watching me as she drew one great breast up to her lips, and her tongue sliding out, licking the cum off her big soft nipple, and I felt my orgasm hit me.

I stood up, and mom shuffled closer beneath me, whipping back her hair, I felt her flat stomach and big tits rest against my thighs and without thinking I reached down and took one big handful of her tit in my hand just as I began to shoot ropes of cum across her tits and neck.

“Oh, god!” I cried out my knees weak and shuddering in bliss.

I collapsed back in my chair, and for one intense moment, mom leaned forward, her mouth open and tongue out, ready to lick up the remaining cum on my cock, but then she stopped herself and sat back, breathing heavily and regaining control of herself.

“That was… that was intense…” mom said when she finally looked up into my eyes, her face red with some emotion.

“I’m sorry,” I said, instantly feeling guilty for commanding her like that.

“Never say you’re sorry for demanding what you want,” she said, leaning forward slightly with a fierce look and holding my gaze. “I saw you be a man, and it was glorious!”

“Thanks,” I said, embarrassmened. But, it had felt good. It had felt right.

Mom got up, gathering her robe and bra, and with a final shy smile, slipped out of my bedroom. She gave me a

last glance and wink as she shut the door. All I could do was sit there in amazement at how incredible and perfect that had been.


Chapter Seven

The next day I got up early and went to the game store and played a few games of Magic with the workers there. They’re a good sort of nerd, always helpful and friendly. I got home in the early afternoon and found Mom was lounging out by the pool, so I changed into trunks and headed out. She turned and smiled at me as I came over.

“Perfect timing,” she said, “I need another coat of lotion. Would you mind?”

I certainly would not! She turned and lay on the lounge chair face down, untying the string holding her top together from back and neck.

“Be sure to rub it in deep,” she murmured, and I could almost hear the smile in her voice. I squirted a large dollop of suntan lotion in my hand, gazing at the tan flesh before me as I worked it into my hands. Her skin felt soft and smooth as I slid my hands down the muscles of her back, feeling the pliant flesh give beneath.

“Mmmm, that’s nice,” mom said, “you’re good at that.”

I felt a flush of pride as I continued to massage her back—the muscles giving beneath my fingers and palms as they pressed upon her. Careful to avoid putting any pressure where it was just skin and bone and remembering my anatomy lessons from earlier in the week, I began to massage along the straps of back muscles.

As I worked my way down, I rubbed her lower back, and mom pulled the tops of her bottoms down slightly so I could work the lotion in along her tan line. As my hands slid across her hips and the top of her ass, I felt my cock grow stiff, and I had to shift to keep it from poking into her back.

“What are you doing, perv?!” A snooty voice called from the kitchen window. I heard my stepmom sigh in annoyance, and I wanted to do the same. I got up trying to ignore my sister as she stepped out the sliding glass door, hand on her hips and a face twisted in ridicule.

“Oh my god! Do you have a boner? From your mom?” Her voice was cutting, and I hunched my shoulders under the scorn.

"Rachel," Mom said in a voice that brooked no-nonsense, "go to your room, no friends, no phone, and you can't come out until Monday morning."

“What?!” She said incredulously, “But I didn’t do anything!”

“Exactly,” Mom said, turning her head to look at Rachel with languid expression, “wasn’t there a bill you were supposed to pay yesterday?”

"Oh, shit, my car insurance," Rachel said, her voice falling as she remembered, "Dads' going to kill me."

“I took care of it,” mom said.

"Thanks, Julia," my sister said with a look of fake contrition on her pretty face, "I'll pay you back soon, I almost have the money."

“I’ve heard that before,” mom said, turning back and giving me a wink, “but I won’t hold my breath. Room. Now.”

Rachel hung her head but marched off to her room, throwing me the finger before she disappeared in the house. I just smiled and hopped into the pool, letting the cold water calm down my libido. After swimming around for a bit, I got out and laid out with my mom, getting a tan with her.

I could almost feel my sisters’ eyes staring at us from her bedroom window upstairs. She and mom had never gotten along tremendous and since Dad had started going on several months-long trips, they got along even less. A constant issue between them was money.

Dad had cut Rachel off, letting her live at home rent-free, but no longer giving her an allowance or money since she had failed out of college. Instead of getting pissed at dad she took it all out on our stepmom, and when dad was gone on a trip, she would screw mom over all the time, knowing dad didn't want to deal with it, and if he had to, it would cause a big fight between him and my stepmom. 

I hopped into the pool one more time and then went inside and took a shower. Plopping down in my computer chair, I tried to game for a bit, but I just couldn't focus on it. I found myself pulling out the Bio and Chem books and studying for a couple of hours. When my stepmom came to tell me dinner was ready, she found me bent over a book with a highlighter in hand.

"Well, look at you," she said with a smile, "dinners ready so come on down before it gets cold."

My sister refused to come down for dinner, and mom and I had a pleasant meal, just sitting around and chatting. I helped her clean up and then went back to my room and played games for a few hours before passing out. Sunday was a quiet affair, with my sister grounded, her friends couldn’t come over, and after a bike ride and a bit of gaming, I laid around and caught up on a bunch of Netflix shows I had meant to get to.

My best friends, the twins, were getting back the next weekend, and I couldn't wait till we could all hang out again and play some D&D. I had another long week of studying to look forward to. I woke early the next morning and went downstairs to find my stepmom up and reading the news on her iPad. I got myself a cup of coffee and came over and sat beside her, pulling out my phone and going through my notifications.

“What time is Liz coming over?” Mom asked her cheeks reddening as she glanced at me.

“She should be here at noon,” I said.

“I’ll be heading to Stephen’s garden party around then, so you two will have the place to yourself.”

“Rachel?” I asked.

“She took off first thing, I doubt she comes back home for a few days, she was still pissed.” I just chuckled, happy to have a break from my sister.

“I thought maybe,” mom began her voice with an odd hitch to it, “you might need some assistance with focus… for your studies.”

“I think I’m fine,” I said, not catching her meaning at first.

“Oh,” mom said, her voice a touch sad, “ok.”

She stood abruptly and began to walk from the kitchen, her shoulders slightly slumped. Then her words replayed themselves in my head, and I called after her, feeling like a fool.

“Wait!” I said, and mom spun, looking at me concerned, “I didn’t realize what you meant… I ugh, I’d love that.” Mom smiled one of her big warm smiles that she saved just for me.

“You silly,” she said, then glancing to the window to the front of the house she motioned upstairs, “Head to your room, I’ll be in in a minute.”

I practically run up the stairs. Why was she choosing to help me now? Did she actually like watching me jack off?
 So many thoughts tumbled around in my head when my stepmom slipped into my room, shutting the door behind herself.

“This isn’t going to become a regular thing,” she said while standing just inside the door, sounding more like she was trying to convince herself than me. She was wearing a loose soft sweater, and I could tell she had no bra on underneath. I just nodded my head and began to undo my pants, scooting them down my legs and onto the floor.

Mom eyed my thick, long cock with an unreadable gaze and then slowly drew the sweater over her head, dropping it to the floor. She walked towards me, and I couldn’t help the gasp of delight escape from my lips as I saw her big tits sway side to side. She stopped just in front of me, and I looked down her smooth flat stomach to the white slacks she was wearing.

"The pants too," I said as my hand slid up my big cock slowly, rubbing lotion into the soft flesh.

I saw her face twist in concern for a moment, and I felt fear that I had gone too far, but she reached down and began to unbuckle her pants slowly. Then I watched in awe as she slid them down her wide hips, revealing her nearly sheer white panties and the dark bush beneath. She wore nothing but her white panties and a shy smile.

“I love the way you look at me,” She said, her eyes soft and filled with love.

“You’re so gorgeous, mom,” I said breathless, “you are the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen!”

Mom smiled deeply and settled down on her knees between my legs, her hands coming up to massage her tits sexily. My hand was sliding up and down my cock, in slowly strokes trying to draw out my pleasure, but I could already feel the cum boiling in my balls.

“Touch yourself for me, mom,” I said, glancing down to her crotch, “Please.”

“I don’t know, honey,” Mom said even as she leaned back, letting one hand trail down her stomach slowly, “that may be going too far.”

Despite her words, the fingers of her hand still played at the waistband of her panties. As if she almost couldn’t help herself.

"I want you to feel good, too," I said, not knowing where the confidence came from but feeling comfortable in telling my mom exactly what I wanted.

“Ok, baby,” Mom said, and closing her eyes slipped her hand down into her panties, letting out a stifled moan as she came in contact with the delicate flesh.

“I fantasize about you all the time, mom,” I said, stroking my cock slowly and watching her begin to masturbate, “Do you ever think about me?”

Mom shook her head once, her eyes still closed. Her wetness was evident from the sound her fingers made sliding along her clit and into her pussy again and again. My cock was throbbing, and it was all I could do to hold back. Then moms’ eyes opened slowly, and I saw her passion flair as her gaze took in the sight of my long thick cock as I slowly stroked it, the head throbbing and my balls tight.

"God forgive me, baby, I have," She breathed out her fingers pulsing harder on her clit and pussy, "Mommy can't get the thought of your big beautiful cock out of her head! You would stretch me so good. Oh, fuck baby, mommy's cumming! Cum with me, Jack, Nghe!”

I could hardly believe her words, and they were so sexy that I couldn’t hold back, my cock began spewing thick streams of white cum that arced out and splattered on my mom’s tits and stomach. She shuddered, curling in on herself as her own orgasm tore through her body and the final spurt of cum from my cock hit her square in the chin and lips.

We were both panting heavily and stunned by how far we’d gone. Shame and nervousness filled me in the wake of my orgasm, but I watched mom relax and get a look of pure contentment on her face as she lazily licked the cum from her lips, savoring the taste of it. She stood slowly taking up her clothes and turned back to regard me with a warm smile she slipped out of my room.

“Remember,” she said, “study hard.”

Then she was gone, and I was left breathing heavily with so much left unsaid between us. With a start, I realized what the time was and jumped in the shower and got dressed, cleaning my room quickly before Liz showed up.


Chapter Eight

Soon after, we were in the dining room with books and papers laid out. It was a tough week, and if not for my stepmom, I would have struggled to find the motivation to keep up with it like I knew I needed to at night. As it was, she consumed my thoughts when I wasn't focused on learning or memorizing what Liz was feeding to me.

Being around mom in the house should have been impossible, with the revealing clothing she often wore lately and lack of bra, but in fact, it was the opposite. We had a much more comfortable and relaxed relationship now, which at first was odd to me. I screwed up the courage to ask her about it that Wednesday night when we were eating dinner, my sister still not back from her friend's house.

“I just wanted to say thank you,” I began, “for everything.”

“Oh, you’re welcome,” mom said, her cheeks coloring slightly.

We had never brought up the sexual moments between us outside of them, and I felt the tension build slightly as I broached the subject.

“It’s just,” I tried to find the right words, “I’ve been able to focus better.”

“I’m glad,” mom said warmly, “It may be a little… unconventional, but I’m glad we’ve found something to help you. I do think medicine is the best path for you Jack, I know in time you’ll agree with me.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said, “but I feel better now that I’ve made a decision about the future. One way or another, it had to be done. “Thanks for getting Liz too, she’s been a big help.”

“I thought you might enjoy her,” mom said with a secretive smile as she filled a fork with green beans and pork.

“It’s not like that, mom,” I said.

“Oh?” she said with a raised eyebrow, “You don’t think she’s cute, smart, and capable?”

“Of course, she is,” I said, it was a little uncomfortable talking to her about another girl, but I decided she had been so open and honest with me, it paid for me to do the same with her. “She’s amazing, and if I thought it might be a possibility I’d be in love with her in a heartbeat, but she’s three years older than me, and would never look at me that way, so it’s easier to just not even entertain the thought, you know?”

“Honey, age is just a number, why I-," she had been about to say something but cut herself off and changed what she said, "I think you will find that women are more attracted to a man's attitude and mind than they are to his age and looks."

“I’m not so sure about that,” I said skeptically.

“Trust me,” mom said with a smile as she took a bit of food.

“What attracted you to dad?” I asked, curious. I sensed it was the wrong thing to say even as the words came out of my mouth. Mom’s face twisted in a sour grimace.

“That is a different truth about men and women,” she said softly.

“What do you mean?” I asked, knowing I walked on fragile ground here but unable to stop myself. I burned to know more about this gorgeous and provocative woman. Mom sat back in her chair with her wine glass and gazed off into space as she spoke, occasionally sipping from her glass.

“We’ve never really spoken about what my life was like before I met your father." Her words came slow and measured, "but it was a difficult time for me. I was in a relationship out of college and planned to marry the man. I was madly in love and blind to so many things. Eventually, I became wise and figured out that he had been cheating on me with my best friend and business partner. I called off our wedding and ended the business partnership. My life was ruined, and I was left, broke, and broken.” I could hear the depth of emotion in her voice and realized why she’d never spoken of this before. I wondered how much of it my dad knew.

"I was practically homeless and jobless, and that's when I met your father. He was sweet to me and lost just like I was, a single dad with more money than he knew what to do with and no idea how to raise the two kids at home. I don't know why I agreed to the evening, I had no desire to date him, but I found myself at a fundraiser with him. Two conversations later, and he had two checks in his pocket. By the end of the evening, he promised me the world if I agreed to be with him. Where else would I go? So, I came to stay here, and I met you, kids, my broken heart was mended in time, and I found a good life, and a home." I felt myself wanting to cry for her. It was a sad tale but also one bereft of love.

“You didn’t answer my question,” I said after the silence had hung in the room for a few moments. Mom just looked at me and smiled broadly.

"It was you, kids," she said, waving her glass of wine, "this life, I was attracted to it all."

“Even Rachel?” I asked, joking.

"Your sister is a smart, capable and beautiful girl, almost impossible for her not to be seen as a ‘bitch’” she said taking another sip, “she’s just going through a transition period, every girl goes through it.”

“I know,” I grumbled, “but this transition period has lasted a few years.”

“True,” mom said with a small laugh, “probably last another few years too.”

“Great,” I said, clearing my plate.

“Jack, how’s the studying going this week?” She asked just as I was heading into the kitchen.

“Good,” I said, “Liz is pushing me pretty hard, but so far, I think I understand most everything. Memorizing is a bitch, though.”

“Keep up with it,” Mom said as she downed her glass of wine, and poured herself another, “I’m counting on your perfect scores.”

My tongue froze in my mouth as she threw me a sly wink over her glass of wine. I cleaned my plate and then dashed upstairs to fantasize about my mom’s huge tits and thick lips and all the delightful things I wanted to do with her body.

On Friday afternoon, I found myself sitting at the dining room table once again with the test packet opened before me as I poured over the questions, double-checking my work. Liz had thrown two curveball questions in; about subjects we hadn't covered in-depth but that she had casually mentioned. I had taken notes about many of her random comments and done my own research at night. Now I was delighted that some of it had paid off. When the timer sounded, I handed it back to Liz feeling slightly more confident that I had the week before.

Liz had a smirk as she began checking my answers, that slipped from her face as she continued on, having no need for the red pen held poised in her hand. She got to the first of the questions she hadn’t covered, and I saw her eyes alight in triumph for one second until she read my answer then scowl in frustration as she glanced at me.

“I read up on Moorish cleaning practices at night,” I said with a smile. Liz smiled and shook her head in rueful amusement and kept grading. Finally, she put her pen down and sat back, giving me a big smile.

“Another perfect score Jake,” her eyes were reassessing me as she spoke, “that’s very impressive. These are not easy tests.”

“Thanks,” I said, trying to hide how pleased I was, “you’re a great tutor.”

“I’m ok,” she said, “but you’re fucking brilliant kid. What are you doing this Sunday afternoon?”

“Me?” I asked, feeling myself fill with anxiety and nervousness immediately, “Um uhh, playing Dungeons and, err hanging out with some friends, why?”

“Dungeons and Dragons?” She asked her expression, excited, “I love D&D!”

“Wait, what?” I asked, confused.

“I used to play with an ex and his friends,” she said with a shrug, “but after we broke up, I didn’t have any friends that played. But what I wanted to ask you is if you want to come by the clinic late Sunday afternoon. I’ll be volunteering, and I thought it would be a great chance for you to see what working in medicine is really like, see if its right for you before you do all this work.”

“Oh sure,” I said, “what time?”

"I start at four and I'm off at eight," She said, picking up her books.

“That sounds perfect. We finish around three or four,” I said.

"Perfect, I'll test then to see if you need a lift." She was kind of dragging as she packed her stuff up, and I sensed an opportunity. Usually, I would have folded and never said anything, but I felt warmed by my mom’s confidence and words, and by my blossoming friendship with Liz, so I just spoke, the words coming out natural and relaxed.

“If you want to come play,” I said, “You’re more than welcome, we can always use more people around the dice table.”

"I'd love to!" She said, and I realized she'd been waiting for me to ask, relieved I had read the situation right, I lead her out, setting plans to meet in the morning and make her a character before we headed over to Jason and Earnest's house.

I was walking up the stairs, still in wonder that I got to hang out with the adorable Liz on Sunday when I heard the downstairs open, and I heard my mom come in. Heading back down, I saw she was carrying a bunch of shopping bags from various department stores.

“I saw Liz on the way out,” she said, setting her purchases down and locking the door, “she mentioned you two are hanging out this weekend?”

“Uh, yea,” I said, “She is coming to play D&D with us, and then she wanted me to visit a clinic with her."

“I think that’s great dear,” moms said as she picked up her packages and began to make her way up the stairs, “I told you the girl was interested in you.”

“It’s not like that, mom!” I said as I took a couple of her bags, helping her carry them to her room.

“Oh?” She looked at me with that raised eyebrow again and then smiled, “well, whatever the reason, I’m glad you two are getting along, she’s a lovely young woman.”

She set her bags down on the bed, and I set the ones I had been carrying beside them, then I felt her hand on my shoulder, and I was turning around slowly, mom stepping close to me. She was dressed in a long-sleeved blouse buttoned up to a low-cut V-neck and a pair of silky loose pants. I couldn’t help but glance down the neckline of her shirt, and I could smell her floral scent, she was that close.

“Liz also told me you got another perfect score on your test,” her eyes flicked up to mine, dark and enchanting. Her breathing was heavy, and I suddenly felt my cock throb in my boxer-briefs. I felt her draw closer, and I stepped back, subconsciously feeling my legs bump up against her mattress. “I am so proud of you, Jake; you have no idea how proud.”

Her hand reached out and drew down my cheek, and I suddenly felt such a deep well of love and affection for this beautiful woman, I felt my head tilt forward just as hers tilted back, my hands touching her waist. At the contact of my hands to her body, we both started, an electric shock passing through us both.

My fingers flexed on the expensive material and felt her firm flesh give beneath, my thumbs in the crook of her hip and my fingers spreading down her hips and the top of her ass. Our breathing was in sync, deep, ragged breaths as we stared deep into one anthers eye. She stood not even an inch away from me, the tips of her large breasts brushing my chest, for one second, I felt her hot breath on my lips. Then I saw her come to her senses, a curious and enchanting smile coming to her lips as she pressed me back onto the bed in a seated position.

“I bought a few sets of new clothes today,” She said, ignoring the charged moment we had just shared as she walked over to her makeup desk with slow, graceful movements, removing her earing as she spoke. Pausing as she placed the jewelry away, she glanced back as me, “would you care to see them?”

I nodded, settling back on her soft mattress, and mom smiled, coming and taking her bags and bringing them into her walk-in closet. After a minute, she stepped out in a narrow gray pencil skirt and a tight purple blouse with ruffles around the plunging neckline. She walked a few feet into the room and spun, her hair twirling around her as she gave me a devastating stare.

“Damn, mom!” I said in admiration.

“You like it?” She asked, looking down at herself and smoothing out the skirt, “I rarely wear skirts anymore.”

“You definitely should more often you have the legs and butt for it,” I said, admiring her ass in the tight fabric. She turned and flashed her behind to me with an impish smile.

"Thanks, baby!" She slipped back in the walk-in closet and came back out a few minutes later wearing a body-hugging small red dress. It was held up my tiny straps over her shoulders, and it clung to her body like a glove, flaring out wide just below her hips and showing a lot of slim tan legs.

“Wow!” I said, stunned. I could only stare at her with wide eyes as she walked and spun on her toes.

“You like?” she said, “I need shoes, and I don’t have anything that would match this dress. It’s definitely more risqué than anything I’ve ever worn!”

“It looks amazing, mom,” I said in awe, “amazing! But you need to change your panties.”

“My panties?” She looked down, turning to see her hips and butt.

“Yea, I think women usually wear G-strings with dresses like that, because I can see the outline of your panties on your um…  your butt.”

“Ok, one sec let me change,” Mom popped over to her dresser and, without hesitation, reached under her dress and pulled down her panties in front of me. My eyes widened to saucers, and I saw the mischievous look on her face as she caught me peeking between her legs. I caught a flash of dark bush as she drew the red G-string panties up her smooth legs.

“Better?” she asked, turning and letting the dress twirl out from her thighs.

"Yea," I gulped audibly, "Jesus, mom…" I just sat there at a loss for more words as I took her in. Her dark hair was lustrous and shiny as her lips were thick and red, eyes dark and mysterious. The red dress clung to her massive breasts and down to the flat stomach and narrow waist, hugging her wide hips and firm ass.

“Mmmm,” Mom said with a glance down my body, “I see someone is ready for their reward,” then she slipped back into the closet, and I was left sitting there curious and with an aching hard-on.

When mom slipped out of her closet next, she was wearing a pair of pink lacy panties and nothing else, her hands were covering her nipples, and her eyes were looking down shyly. My breath caught, and she smiled as I began to unbuckle my pants.

“Wait,” I said, and mom froze her slow advance towards me, “Lay on the chair,” I said, pointing to the divan on the corner of her room. Mom nodded gently and slipped over to the chair, pulling herself back into its reclining pose and cocking an eyebrow at me, waiting.

I stood slowly, removing my shirt and letting my pants drop to the floor and made my way over to her—my rock-hard cock bobbing with each step. Mom watched my cock, her eyes tracking its every move, and I saw her knees part ever so slightly in unconscious desire. Smiling to myself, I stopped with my cock hanging just in front of her, my thigh touching hers.

"Touch yourself, mom," I said as I slid a hand around my big cock, "I want to watch you cum for me."

“Oh Jake,” She moaned, and let one hand slid down her body and into her panties, the wet sounds of her sex filling the room soon after, “this is so wrong…”

"Tell me what you dreamed about mom when you fantasized about me." My voice was quiet and commanding, more confident than I had ever remembered feeling as I ordered my stepmom into further depravity.

“I couldn’t, Jake,” Mom said, but her eyes opened wide and stared at me, telling me different.

"Tell me," I said, sure she wanted to. My fingers played gently over my cock, drawing out my pleasure as I took in her perfect form before me, watching her fingers play within her panties, loving the smell and sounds filling the room.

“This is so wrong, Jake, all of it, so wrong.” She said closing her eyes, but she kept talking as if desperate to get it out, “But it’s been so long since mommy was touched, and I can’t get the thought of your big beautiful cock out of my head. I imagine sucking on it and riding it and seeing the pleasure in your face as you use me!... Fuck baby… Mommy is going to cum!” Her eyes flew open and rose from my cock to my face, desperate for the connection I sought too.

“Oh, mom, I love you!” I said as my own orgasm hit me, beginning in my tingling toes and racing up and down my body in waves.

“I love you too, baby, oh god, so much cum!” I was coating her in the white goo, shooting out across her stomach and chest, lines of white cum crossed her arms too, one still wrapped around a tit and the other sliding out from her soaking panties.

My knees were trembling, and I almost collapsed right there, but I met her eyes, smiling at one another.

"Well," mom said as she sat up, blinking a small strand of cum from an eyelash, "that was certainly… well, it was something."

“That was the hottest thing that’s ever happened to me,” I said in all sincerity as I pulled my pants on and sat on the bed, still breathless.

“Me too,” my stepmom said with a smile as she wiped the cum from her body with a small rag from her makeup desk.

“You have a little...” I motioned to one earlobe and laughing she wiped the glob of cum hanging there.

Soon we were both laughing, and the tension in the room was broken. Mom went into her bathroom and took a shower, humming and singing to herself, a rare sign of happiness from her. I went to my bedroom and cleaned it. Filling the dirty clothes hamper with about two loads of laundry and even dusting the surfaces. It felt great to have everything in my room put back in its proper spot. Then hearing my mom still in her bathroom, I snuck out into the backyard and took a few tokes from my little vape pen.


Chapter Nine

As I was slipping into the kitchen, I saw my sister with her arms crossed and one eyebrow raised looking from the vape pen in my hand to me. I felt instant fear and paranoia rush through me, but Rachel just smiled slyly and winked, then took a beer out of the fridge and went down to her room.

I walked my paranoid ass up to my room, expecting my sister to start screaming at my moment. I stashed the vape pen and pulled my headphones on, trying to lose myself in the game and ignore the whirling emotions inside me. An hour later, I was coming down from my high, and there was a knock at my door when I opened it, I found my sister standing there with a smirk on her face.

“Mom went to go get takeout,” she hooked her head behind her, “come on, we don’t have long.”

“What?” I asked dumbly.

She held up a slim black rectangular cartridge before her and winked at me, slowly understanding dawned, and I smiled and dug out my little vape pen. We slipped out to the backyard and passed each others pens taking small tokes.

“I had no idea you smoked,” Rachel said as she exhaled her first hit.

“I didn’t know you smoked either,” I said as I let my hit out.

“Well, grab me next time you slip out here,” she said with a big grin, “nice to know my little brother isn’t a total nerd. Why are you studying like crazy so much this summer? You should be out partying and chasing girls.”

“Mom made me promise to go premed. She has me working with a tutor,” I said, shrugging, “I was pretty annoyed at first, but it’s not that bad. Actually, I’m even starting to enjoy the bio work.”

“I guess it doesn’t hurt your tutor is a cute little Asian girl, eh?” she said with a sly grin as she slipped her vape back into a pocket in her purse that was nearly invisible.

“That’s pretty cool,” I said, pointing at her purse, “yea, it doesn't hurt," I said, laughing as we went inside my brain pretty fuzzy.

“Look at you, dude,” my sister said, punching my shoulder, “I guess you’re having an ok summer then.”

“Going out with her Sunday,” I said, feeling full of myself.

“Don’t tell me you invited her to play D&D…” When I just stood there, she laughed hard, “oh god, baby bro, you’re hopeless! Dude, with that kind of game, you’re never gonna get a girl willing to touch your dick, let alone look at it.”

“Who said that’s all I was interested in?” I said indignant and embarrassed, “Besides, she likes to play.”

"Wait, she told you she likes to play D&D?" My sister said incredulously as she opened the fridge to pull out a bottle of juice.

“Yea, she said she used to play with her ex.” I was digging in the cupboard and perked up when I found the box of fruit roll-ups.


Fuck, I love these!
 I thought to my stoner self as I pulled them out and began to unroll one slowly, pulling the paperback from my face. My sister turned with the juice in her hand and cracked up with laughter at the sight of me. 

She walked over to me and pulled the other end of the fruit roll-up tearing it in half and stuffing the big wad of candy into her mouth. As I was still sucking on my and savoring it, she had chewed hers down and swallowed it.

“If she mentioned her ex and that she likes playing D&D then you are gonna get laid little brother,” she said with a big grin, before shrugging and saying, “unless you royally fuck it up that is.”

“Wait, how do you know?” I asked her, pulling out another fruit roll-up, cherry this time, and sucking on one end.

“Girls just know these things,” Rachel said as she came over and took the other end of the fruit roll-up once again, tearing half free and stuffing it in her mouth.

“Hey,” I said, laughing, “there is a whole box. You can have your own!”

“That’s no fun, though,” Rachel said as she laughed and plopped down on the couch. We flipped on the TV and found a dumb movie to make fun of together. That’s where we were when my mom came home and found us laughing together. We all ate some ice cream and watched a movie before passing out. It was one of the most delightful evenings we had ever had as a family.

Saturday passed in a blur, and before I knew it found myself heading out to meet Liz at the local coffee shop with rulebooks and dice in hand. She was a sight in her short green plaid skirt and tight blacktop.

"I'm Slytherin," she confided in me when I complimented her on her clothes. Soon we were geeking out on making her character. Occasionally her arm would brush against mine and wonder of wonders I didn’t feel awkward or nervous in the slightest. In fact, at one point, I felt the tension growing between us, and I just leaned back in my chair and gave her a warm and confident smile. My mom had given me a new measure of confidence in myself, and I was employing it now.

Before I knew it, we had to head over to the twins. We stopped off at a store on the way over, and I picked up a box of Mt Dew and a bag of chips. It was great seeing Jason and Earnest again, and they were excited to meet Liz. The fraternal twins falling over themselves to each show the pretty older girl a good time. We had an excellent session, picking up right where we had left off, but this time with a dangerous (and slightly evil) rogue with us. Liz proved her command of the game, even digging through the rulebook to argue with the DM a couple of times, as any good player should.

We left as late as possible for the clinic, and when we arrived, it was a madhouse there. It turned out that Liz volunteered at a free clinic, and Sundays were one of their busiest times, most people being free from work. She slipped right into her role, and I was handed off to a nurse. I felt overwhelmed at once as the nurse went from patient to patient, performing tasks so quickly I could barely keep up. But as the hours wore on, I began to get a feel for the rhythm of the clinic. It was awe-inspiring seeing how much of an impact the nurses and doctors were able to have.

About halfway through the shift Liz came to find me to check how I was doing, but I barely had time to say hi, I was so wrapped up in helping the nurse settle a man who was having back spasms, I had a hand on the spasming vertebra and while I kept pressure just so
 the nurse was able to slip the needle into his arm without him flopping around in pain. Then we were seeing the final patient, and an exhausted nurse turned to look at me and, with a warm smile, finally introduced herself. We shook hands and were both knuckling our lower backs when Liz found me.

“That’s was amazing,” I said, staring out the window on the drive back to my house.

“I’m glad you liked it,” She said, “same time next week if you’re down.”

“Oh, I am,” I said, “Thanks again for inviting me.”

“Of course, but don’t think I’m going to go easy on you on next week’s test!” she said, teasing.

“Don’t remind me,” I groaned out.

I slept like the dead that night and woke early in the morning, heading downstairs to get a cup of coffee and finding my mom once again up reading the news on her iPad. I got a cup and sat down across from her. Enjoying the relaxing morning routine, we had to go. I was scrolling through twitter, seeing what madness had happened over the weekend. Mom set her iPad down after a few minutes, and took a sip of her coffee, gazing at me with a warm, loving smile.

“How did it go at the clinic last night?” She asked once I had finished reading and set my phone down.

“It went really well,” I said, “It’s crazy how fast the time goes by there. I felt completely useless, but it was pretty inspiring, seeing how many patients they were able to help.”

“And Liz?” She asked with a raised eyebrow and smile, “anything to report?”

"Jeez, mom!" I said, "no, nothing like that."

“Just thought I’d ask,” she said placatingly, “I have an intuition about her.”

“You and Rachel keep saying the same thing, but I don’t see it,” I grumbled.

“We’re often blind to our effect on those around us,” mom said, and as I looked at her, I couldn’t help my glance that raked down over her massive breasts and rounded form. She caught my look, and I saw her shift slightly in her chair, her big wide inverted nipples drawing in and pressing ever so slightly on her loose t-shirt.

“Mom,” I said as my eyes locked back onto hers. The tension was suddenly thick between us.

“Yes, baby,” Mom breathed out, the hint of a smile on her face, cheeks flush.

“Do you think,” Moms eyes flicked to the doorway to the kitchen, and I saw them tense, and I cut my words off. A second later, I hear my sisters shuffling footsteps enter the kitchen.

“There any coffee?” She asked even as she grabbed a cup and filled it. Turning to go, she paused and glanced at us sitting there, frozen in mid-sentence.

“What’re you talking about?” Rachel asked.

"Jake’s dentist appointment this morning," mom said smoothly as she picked up her iPad.

“I didn’t know he had an appointment,” she said before turning to go.

“Why would you?” Mom asked, barely paying attention to her words, and my sister just laughed once before she was gone. Mom looked at me and gave me a wink. Then she stood slowly, letting one hand trail along her stomach and up into her shirt, massaging one large breast beneath the shirt.

“Go get ready, Jake,” mom said with a hint of heat in her soft voice, “we have to be back before Liz arrives.”


Chapter Ten

I bolted to my feet and dashed upstairs, wondering what she had in mind as I threw on a pair of pants and a shirt. I got downstairs to find mom already grabbing her car keys and heading out to the garage. She started up the Range Rover, and I climbed in the passenger seat. Mom looked ravishing in a tight blue wool sweater and narrow skirt, her hair had been brushed out quickly, and it swirled around her shoulders thick and full of volume.

I flexed my sweaty palms on the fabric of my pants as mom pulled out the driveway and down the street. She reached over and flicked on the radio, letting some 60's soul music drift through the room interior of the big car. I was glancing out the window nervous and all in my head about what we might be doing soon, when I felt mom's smaller warm hand take mine gently, lacing her fingers in mine. I glanced over and saw a little satisfied smile on her face and felt all my anxiety and worry drain away. I help her hand in mine, letting my fingers play softly over hers and enjoying the thrill of contact with her soft flesh.

I watched the neighborhood pass by out the window and was curious to see we were headed deeper into the subdivision and not towards the rest of the town. Then I felt mom's hand grip mine and release me as she pulled into a big Mormon church. The property the church sat on was crowded by tall trees and hills, and mom drove around the building to a small hidden parking lot in the back.

“How did you know about this?” I asked.

“I used to walk the dog back here,” Mom said, glancing around as she pulled into a back spot facing the hillside. “I would see this parking lot and think… well, never mind what I would think.”

“What?” I asked, and reaching out, I took my stepmoms hand, looking at her.

"It's nothing," mom said, and suddenly her eyes misted with emotion, "I wasn't going to mention this but… Your father hasn't been able to… you know... get an erection for a few years." She wouldn't meet my eyes as she spoke, instead of staring out the side window away from me, but she gripped my hand firmly.

"It was hard in the beginning, I very nearly cheated… when I would think about it or dream about it, I'd imagine it happening in this place." She turned back to look at me, her smile shy and vulnerable, "It's kind of my secret place to get away."

“I won’t tell anyone,” I said, “I promise.” Mom smiled, then I saw her eyes glance at the clock, and her grin turned a little wicked.

“Ok baby climb in the back,” mom released my hand and quickly slipped out of the driver’s seat and into the captain’s chair in the second row. I followed her lead, closing the doors behind us and locking out all prying eyes behind the dark tinted windows. I released the latch on the seat, feeling my breathing coming heavier and my cock pulsing with desire. My stepmom had moved her chair back and was laying a pillow she must have stashed in here down on the ground.

“You planned this,” I said, watching her face carefully as I slowly unbuckled my pants. Moms cheeks colored red, and she nodded slightly, quickly removing her sweater, her eyes downcast and watching my hands as I slowly undid my pants, sliding them down to the ground and off one ankle.

My cock rose tall and stiff between us, mom's eyes traveling its pulsing length, and I felt a bead of precum ooze out the tip, and mom wet her lips with the tip of her tongue as she saw it slide down my thick head.

“Take off your bra,” I said and she moved quickly to comply. Her hands going behind her back and unclasping the thick material, then letting it slowly slide down her arms and onto the sweater beside her.

“I want to touch them again,” mom glanced at me, hesitation on her face before she nodded gently and closing her eyes moved forward slightly.

I did the same, spreading my legs wide as I sat forward, releasing my cock and letting my hands slide softly down the outer swells of her massive firm breasts. My gentle fingers took them up, massaging and tweaking her nipples just as she had shown me before.

"Oh, Jake… Mmhmm, that's feel good… really good," mom said, her voice breathless. I rolled on big inverted nipple between thumb and fingers, and the large hard nub popped out, my mom moaned out as I pulled the nipple down gently.

"Yes! Oh god, yes, Jake!"  Mom bit down on her bottom lip, her body shuddering and shaking, her skirt spreading wide as she pressed her crotch down into the pillow she had been gently grinding on. "Oh, baby, I needed that…"

Mom panted heavily, and I was stunned, amazed at the incredibly sexy sight of her having an orgasm, and from only having her breasts played with. She leaned forward and planted a big soft kiss on my lips, the charge of sexual energy that surged through both of us froze me in place, overwhelming me. I felt mom start in fright and pull back, her eyes wide, lips still pursed, and a hand came up to touch her lips as she stared at mine, awe and a swirl of other emotions.

I was coming to grips with the kiss, and all it might mean when I felt something incredibly soft and warm, cradling my cock. Glancing down, I was stunned to see it nestled between my mom's tits when she had backed off, my cupping hands, and pulled her tits around my stiff cock.

My hands sprang away in surprise, but moms slipped hers over mine, trapping them against her tits. Her eyes flared wide as they met mine, and I saw them full of love and passion, and as they searched my face, seeing how much pleasure and joy I was getting she smiled deeper and releasing my hands, she pulled my hips slightly guiding me.

"Oh my god, mom, your tits feel amazing!” I said in breathless awe as I held her massive tits around my cock, thrusting my hips gently and fucking them gently.

Mom looked down and bit her lip as the tip of my thick cock drove through her tits and up near her mouth. Her hot breath was on my cock, and I felt the orgasm already rushing to hit me. I flexed a muscle in my body, and worked to have an iron will, staving off the rush and drawing out the pleasure as much as possible.

“This is my fantasy,” I said, my voice conspiratorial, my eyes taking in her gorgeous face and big tits.

“Your… dick is so big, baby,” mom said, her voice wondering and strained with her own need, “mommy has never felt anything like it.” She glanced up at me and saw the strain on my face, and her gaze softened, “Cum for me baby, don’t hold back, mommy loves to see you cum.”

“Oh, god!” I cried, and then my cock was filling her tits with cum, my toes were curling, and my whole body locked up as the orgasm tore through me. Several thick ropes of cum hit mom in the neck, and one even struck her cheek, and she blinked in surprise, tongue snaking out to lick up the pearly goodness.

“Mom…” I said panting, at a loss for words.

“Hush,” she said with a smile, leaving me cum on her flesh, she glanced at the clock and swore softly, “We have to hurry back.”

I went to speak again, but mom leaned forward and grabbed my face in her hands and pulled my lips to hers in a big kiss, the same charge or emotion from earlier, coursing through us both.

“I’m counting on you getting that perfect score,” mom said when she pulled back. The kiss had only lasted a second, but we were both panting and smiling stupidly at one another.

"Wait," I said, and on impulse, I pulled out my phone and opened the camera.

“What are you doing?” mom asked, alarmed, hands going to cover her breasts.

"Relax," I said, "I won't put your face in it," Then I took my cock in the other hand, still mostly stiff and angled it between mom's cum splattered breasts. I took a picture of my cock, long and thick, standing up between her gloriously perfect tits, careful not to get anything else in the background.

“What’s that for?” Mom asked as she pulled on her bra and sweater, leaving my cum to soak into her flesh.

“Later,” I said with a wink. Mom laughed and got up front starting up the car and the music once more.

“I can’t believe that just happened,” mom said, staring out the front of the car.

“Neither can I,” I said, “are you ok?” I asked her, concerned.

“Oh Jake,” mom said, turning to me with a broad smile and taking my hand in hers once again, “I’m more than ok. It’s strange, but these past few weeks have been the happiest in a few years. Is that weird?”

"Maybe," I laughed, "but honestly, I feel the same. I love you, mom."

“I love you too, Jake,” she said and with a final squeeze of her hand on mine, pulled out of the parking lot and headed back home.


Chapter Eleven

We got back from the church parking lot and out hot session, with some time to spare, and I went up and got my notes and books. Bringing them down and setting up on the dining room table, mom hung out preparing something in the kitchen, rolling out doughs, and putting things in the oven. She wore a long white apron and seemed to be really enjoying herself, the music blaring, and she was singing along now and then when she knew the lyrics.

Liz showed up, and for the first time in the past two weeks, it was a full house. My sister was kicking around upstairs and would come down now and then. Mom stuck to the kitchen for the most part, but she did bring out drinks and snacks throughout, and it was a welcome improvement from our regular rigorous focus.

The only drawback was how distracted Liz got by my mom and sisters’ intrusions. To say she was self-conscious was an understatement. The more my beautiful mom and sister came into the room waltzing by in tight and revealing clothing, the more, the smaller Asian woman hunched her shoulders and drew into herself.

“Your sister is so beautiful,” she whispered to me at one point, just after my sister had flounced upstairs, her blond ponytail swinging and her hips swaying with each step.

“You ever seen the movie Mean Girls?” I asked quietly with a small smile.

“Of course,” she replied.

“Well, Rachel is one of the plastics,” I said, hooking a thumb over my shoulder in the direction she had gone, “Ever since she got tits in ninth grade, she’s been impossible to be around.”

“I know the type,” Liz said with a smirk.

“Do you kids need anything?” Mom asked, poking her head out of the kitchen and wiping her hands on a towel. She wore a tight and lowcut shirt and jeans, covered by the apron that molded itself to her body.

“No, we’re ok,” I said, “Thanks.”

"Liz, can you stay for dinner this evening?" Mom asked with a hopeful look.

“Yea, sure,” Liz said with a smile, “I’d love to. Everything smells great.”

"Wonderful!" Mom said, giving me a wide-eyed grin before she slipped back into the kitchen.

“Your mom is even prettier than your sister,” Liz said once mom had gone.

“Tell me about it,” it just slipped out, and I found myself backtracking when Liz turned her smiling face up to mine with a big grin, “I mean, she’s just my stepmom, not that I think she’s hot or anything.” My cheeks were red, and I was blushing by the time I was done speaking.

“Dude,” Liz said bumping me with her shoulder, “It’s cool, I’m not naive, I can imagine how hard it was growing up with a stepmom that looked like that.”

“Sorry,” I said with a shrug, “I guess I just get a little defensive sometimes.”

“No worries,” She said with a small smile, “let’s get back to the books.”

We spent another two hours going over complicated subjects before we finally both threw our hands up, brains exhausted. Dinner was still an hour away, so Liz and I went over her character sheet for a while, laughing and joking about the session the day before.

“Ok, I hope everyone’s ready to eat!” mom said, popping into the dining room, “Jake clear off and set the table and go get your sister.”

“Can I help with anything?” Liz asked.

“No dear, thank you, but I could use your help bringing out the food in a few, why don’t you go get Rachel with Jake? He can show you his gaming set up while you’re up there.” Mom threw a final smile at me, winking. Leaving me wondering what she might be planning, “I’ll have the food brought out in ten minutes.”

I headed upstairs and went down the hall to my sisters' room to knock, but I felt a tug on my sleeve and turned to see Liz standing right behind me with a flush to her cheeks and a shy expression on her face.

“Which one is your room?” The adorable Asian girl asked, not quite able to meet my eyes.

“This one here,” I said, “did you really want to see it?” I asked, Liz just nodded simply, and I turned to open my room up, glad I had just cleaned it. I stepped in and took in the simple room, walls of light blue and covered in posters and pictures of anime characters and video games. And one wall dominated by my computer desk and system.

“Wow!” Liz said when she saw my PC, brushing past me quickly and walking over to check it out, “Dude, you have an Alienware Area 51? Games must look sick on this, and especially with these two 4K Monitors, you must get amazing graphics.

“Yea, it took two years of tutoring to earn enough money to buy it,” I said with some pride, “and all I usually play lately on it is WoW Classic, so it’s kind of a waste.” I chuckled at myself.

"I almost rolled a character for Classic," Liz said wistfully, "but I just have my MacBook now, and it's a terrible experience to game on."

“This system will run a few versions at once, and I have extra monitors,” I said glancing around and digging a keyboard from a bin in the closet, “Yea I have a whole extra set up if you ever want to make a character and slay some boars.”

I turned back to the room, surprised to find Liz standing really close to me. She looked up at me with her large eyes, and I felt my heart beating wildly in my chest. Our eyes locked, and I found myself moving slowly as if in a dream, setting the keyboard down and stepping up to her.

“I would like that… Jake.” Liz said, almost savoring my name as she said it.

Usually, I would be sweating and nervous with anxiety being in a situation like this with a girl. I don’t know if it was because of my mom, or because I had grown so comfortable with Liz over the past few weeks, but I felt no nerves as I slipped an arm around the tiny woman's waist and drew her into me.

Our lips met, and fireworks once again exploded in my brain, I felt Liz's arms reach around me and pull me in close to her, her small tongue slipped against my lips which parted gently for her and soon our tongues were locked. I don't know how much time passed, but eventually, we drew back from each other, eyes wide and both breathless. With a big grin, Liz pressed her cheek to my chest, and I stared out at my wall, stunned by this turn of events.

“I can’t say I expected that,” Liz said, then glancing up at me with a smile said, “how good of a kisser you are, not that I was going to kiss you.” Her smile turned wicked as she added, “I planned to do that from the first day I saw you.”

“Really?” I asked dumbly.

"Dude, you have no idea how much of a catch you are, do you?"

“Me?” I don’t know if the kiss or her words were the cause, but I felt my brain muddling through a hazy sea of happiness, and it was hard to concentrate.

“Come on,” Liz said with a chuckle, “let’s get your sister, I’m starving, and that food really does smell delicious.”

Her small delicate fingers interlocked with mine, and we walked down the hall glancing at each other and giggling once or twice. I knocked at Rachels's door but didn't hear anything, so I opened the door wide, and both Liz and I gasped at the sight before us.

My sister lay on her bed in just a tight white tank top. Her golden hair spread out around her head, lips twisted in a grimace of pleasure. Her legs were spread wide, one hand working a small vibrator around her clit while the other massaged a breast over the thin fabric of her shirt.

On her head was a pair of white VR goggles, the kind that a phone slips into, and her ears were covered in a big pair of noise-canceling headphones. My sister, as I have said, is super-hot, with a body that makes men drool. She isn't nearly as busty as my stepmom, but her chest is full and firm, her skin golden and flawless, stomach flat with just a hint of firm muscle beneath smooth flesh. Her exquisite face, flawless blond hair, and slim tone legs capped off what had once been the queen of our high school and was now the most desired co-ed in her college.

My eyes widened, and I felt instant shame at my reaction to the sight and quickly went to back out and close the door, grateful Rachel didn’t seem to notice we had entered. As I was pulling the door closed, Liz gripped my hand hard, and peaking around the door, halted it when I had it half-closed.

“Oh my god!” Liz whispered fiercely.

She was pressing back against me as I tried to back out of the room, halting my progress. My eyes betrayed me and ran along my sisters’ sexy legs, and I saw the pink folds of her pussy, plump, and drooling with wetness as the small vibrator slid up, down and around her clit. Her thighs were trembling, and I felt my cock thicken against my pants, the delicious pleasure as it pressed against Liz's ass for one second before I bucked my hips up as far as they would go.

“We should go,” I whispered in her ear, smelling her fruity shampoo did nothing to help my now raging boner. Liz glanced back and up at me, her eyes filled with a rebellious edge.

“I’m not going anywhere,” then she pressed her ass back against my crotch, trapping my hard cock between her firm cheeks, “and it looks like you don’t want to either.”

“Are you serious?” I asked, “Liz, that’s my sister!” I couldn’t stop my body’s betrayal as the groan of pleasure slipped out of my throat when I glanced at Rachel, her back arching as she drew closer and closer to sweet bliss.

“That,” the smaller Asian girl whispered as she turned back to look at my sister as her orgasm began to hit her, “is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Her words, echoing my own from earlier settled my nerves for some reason, perhaps the shared sexual feelings, and I reached down and took hold of her slender hips, one hand slipping down and into her pants and panties.

“Mhmm, Jake!” Liz hummed as her ass cheeks slid up and down my hard pecker, “fuck, yes, right there…!” My gently probing fingers found her nubbin, having watched my stepmom get herself off I learned that gentle fingers could tease and please more than hard probing digits.

My sister was biting her lips and hissing out in pleasure, her hips beginning to shake when her words slipped out of her mouth, stunning us for a second.

“That’s right, you little Asian whore, eat me, lick my pussy, just like you suck his cock!”

The vibrator slipped in her pussy, and I felt Liz tensing up and shaking on my finger, her tiny little slit drenching my hand as she bit on her tongue to keep from screaming out in pleasure. Then my sister was cumming her moans quiet and breathing rapidly as she shuddered and shook. Liz pressed me back, pushing us both out of the room and pulling the door closed behind her. Small delicate features flushed and a big grin on her face a she looked at me, catching her breath. For my part, I stood there stunned, my cock still a raging hardon and my fingers coated in her cum.

“Was she…” Liz said, looking up at me with wide eyes and flush cheeks, “about me?” I could only nod, “That was wild!” Liz said then with a quick glance at the door she led me back down the hall her little hand gripping mine tight then she stopped and turned to pull me into a fierce kiss and then pulling away quickly as my hands slid around her waist.

“Mhmm looks like you still have a problem there,” Liz said as she glanced down the hardon pressed to my pants leg, “a big problem.” She looked up at my face and smiled, “maybe you could drive me home tonight, and I could return the favor?”

“You mean…?” I said my voice cracking as I stood there rocked from one too many surprising things happening in such a short time.

“Rachel! Your mom said dinner is ready!” Liz called out loudly down the hall, and her face split into a big grin when we both heard the scrambled sounds of sheets being tossed from the room.

“Down in a minute!” Came the muffled reply.

“So,” Liz whispered conspiratorially as she led me down the stairs, “what do you think she was watching? It was VR obviously, but do you think it was some lesbian porn? Is she straight of gay?”

“I don’t know,” I said and realized I’d never really seen my sister date. She was always flirtatious and popular with the boys, but as far as I knew had never gone steady with any, although she had dated several here and there.

She continued to talk about it, mentioning how sexy and crazy it had been, how hot my sister was, and how wild it was that I got to watch. We quit speaking as we entered the dining room to find the table already filled with food and my stepmom seated, sipping a glass of red wine, patiently waiting. Her eyebrow lifted artfully as we slipped into our seats, and she gave me a warm smile, saying nothing about our absence or asking what we had been whispering about.

“Is Rachel coming to dinner?” she asked.

“In a minute, she said,” I managed to squeak out, unable to meet my mom’s eyes. For some reason, I felt very guilty. We all filled out plates but waited to eat, my sister dashing down the stairs and to her chair, cheeks flushed, and a big grin on her face as she took in the spread. My mom had outdone herself tonight, and everything smelled fantastic.

Soon we were all digging in, and mom struck a conversation in between bites. She started by asking Liz how her studies were going. I watched my sister as they talked and noticed her perk up when the topic of Liz came up. She was careful not to look at the cute Asian girl often, although when she thought no one was watching, I saw her eyes tracing Liz’s delicate features. Mom kept prying into Liz's personal life, although delicately and Liz was happy to open up to us all.


Chapter Twelve

The meal was as delicious as it smelled, and soon, we were finished and clearing the table. Liz and I helped mom while Rachel helped as well. I borrowed the keys to mom’s range rover, and with hugs and goodbyes, we slipped out into the garage and climbed in the car. We were quiet as I pulled out of the garage and started driving, then I realized in my nervousness I hadn't asked where she lived.

“Put your address in the maps app. The car will direct us over the speakers," I said, unlocking and handing my phone over.

“Ok,” Liz typed into the map’s app, “you sure are pretty trusting, aren’t you?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, glancing over to see her opening my messenger app and scrolling through it, “Hey!” I said, feeling panic rise, “What are you doing? Give that back!”

"Ha!" Liz said, scooting over near the door, "let's see who you've been sending ‘dick pics’ too, eh?”

“No one!” I said.

“Huh, you really don’t have any girls you’re hooking up with?” She asked, “You need to get out more, Jake, wait a minute! Woah!” I looked over to see Liz’s eyes widened, but I couldn’t see what she was looking at, “Is this your dick? It’s huge,” she breathed gently, “and whose tits? They’re amazing!” The panic nearly choked me when I realized what picture she was looking at, and I hit the brakes by accident, causing several cars to honk on the busy road.

“No ones,” I managed to get out, feeling my face burning in embarrassment.

“It’s ok, Jake,” Liz said, her hand covering mine where it gripped the shifter hard. “I’m not jealous, well maybe I’m jealous of her tits, but not about you and her.” I pulled along the side of her house and shut off the car, calming my breathing and looking at Liz. Her face was sincere, and she had a reassuring smile on her face. She squeezed my hand once and then slid hers up my arm as she moved close beside me. “I think it’s super fucking hot, actually.”

“You do?” I managed to ask.

"Hell yeah," She said nodding firmly as her hand slid over to my leg, "you have no idea how quiet and conservative my life has been, growing up in my household, the perfect Asian daughter, honors student, med school. I’ve had one boyfriend, one! And we never did anything but simple boring missionary sex,” as she spoke her hand slid up my thigh and across my crotch when it slid across the pants covering my thick hard cock her fingers flexed, and she looked down, "and he didn't have anything like this."

“Take it out,” I said, my voice calm, quiet, and commanding. Just like with my mom, I felt myself relaxing into the role and knew instantly how Liz would respond. She nodded silently, and we both watched her trembling hands fumble the buckle and buttons undone. Just as it was about to grow awkward, I slid my hand down her back, squeezing her ass in my strong fingers, loving the feel of her small firm cheeks.

“Oh god,” Liz whispered as she drew forth my big dick, she looked from me to it, her eyes widening with awe and desire, one hand came up to grasp it, and she paused glancing up at me, and when I nodded for her to continue, she grinned in delight and her gentle little hand took my cock in it. I hissed in pleasure as her fingers, at first cold, then warming up, slid up my cock.

"We watched your sister cum tonight," Liz said in a quiet whisper as she watched my cock pulse in her jacking hand, “and you gave me my first orgasm.” She said.

“Really?” I asked, and when she turned her head to look at me, I kissed her once more, feeling the thrill of emotion course through me as our lips made contact. Our tongues interlocked, and soon we were making out with passion as her hand drew me closer and closer to orgasm.

“I want to see you cum on that woman’s tits in real life,” Liz said breathlessly at one point between kisses.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, “that’s hot!”

“Cum for me, Jake,” She said, turning to look at my cock as her little hand flew up it, “I want to make you cum so bad!”

Then my hand gripped her ass tight, holding her close as I felt the orgasm hit in my fingers and toes coursing through me. Thick globs of cum shot out, the first strand hitting Liz on her shirt and the rest covering her arm and hand.

“Holy shit, that’s so much cum,” She breathed, panting heavily just as I was, “do you cum like that all the time?”

“I do when I’m that turned on,” I said, smiling and pulling her into another kiss.

“I have to go,” she said, pulling back, “But you’ll pick me up and drop me off tomorrow, right?”

“Of course,” I said.

With one final kiss, she slipped out of the car and dashed up to her house. I tucked my dick back in my pants and glanced around, happy to see no one could have been watching us from where we had sat. My mind was buzzing with happiness as I drove back home. I walked into the kitchen and still had a dumbstruck expression on my face when my mom caught me digging in the fridge.

“Well, how did it go?” She asked with her arms crossed under her large breasts and a smug smile on her face.

“Oh, uh fine,” I said, not quite able to meet her eyes. I saw Rachel perk up from where she sat in the living room, reading her book.

“I see,” mom said her smug smile turning more ‘Cheshire Cat’
 by the moment, I saw Rachel’s face get red with anger, and she stood abruptly and began stalking upstairs, “I still expect you to keep up with your studies Jake, and I demand,” her voice turned fierce. Her eyes bore into mine with an intensity I never remembered seeing in them, “that you score a perfect on the final test. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, gulping audibly.

Suddenly she shook herself as if coming to and turned abruptly with a troubled expression on her face and took off up to her room, passing my sister who had paused in storming out and wore a confused expression on her face. Rachel glanced at me, her expression turning sympathetic, then she winked and nodded outback. I smiled broadly and nodded. In a couple of minutes, we were both huddled behind the pool house, each taking a couple of tokes.

“What’s mom’s deal?” Rachel asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Ordering you to get a perfect score on some test that doesn’t matter? That’s insane!” She said right before taking a big toke.

“She just really wants me to do well next year and not waste the money she is paying, Liz,” I replied lamely.

“Maybe,” she said doubtfully, “what’s up with you and Liz anyway? You two fucking?” She asked. Her smile had an edge to it though, as she grinned at me, passing the vape pen.

“No!” I said, surprised by her crude language, “I mean we haven’t had sex.” I said, not wanting to lie to her any more than I had to.

"Ahh, so you two are dating? Is that why mom was so weird tonight?" I could sense the sadness in her at the news.

“No, not dating. I don’t know what’s going on, we just kissed for the first time tonight, but she doesn’t seem to be looking for anything exclusive. It’s all kinda confusing.”

“What do you mean?” Rachel asked.

She sat close to me, our hips touching, and whether it was the pot or the closeness I felt with her, I was able to open up.

“Don’t get mad,” I said, feeling nervous but also relaxed, “but we walked in on you… doing your thing, before dinner.”

“What?!” Rachel said, pulling back slightly in shock, her cheeks coloring, “you watched?” I couldn’t make out her expression; it was such a confusing wash of emotions.

“I tried not to,” I said, “but Liz pinned me in the door and she… she got off on watching you.”

"She did!?" Rachel said the shame and embarrassment of a moment before replaced with happiness and surprise. So, I told her all that happened after we walked in on her. I watched my beautiful sister's eye dilate when she heard how hot Liz had thought the scene and once more saw the confusing mix of emotions as I described all that had happened in the car.

“Whose tits, were they?” She asked when I was done with the story.

“Everything I tell you, and that’s what you focus on?” I asked, taking another hit on the pen, already very stoned.

“Wait,” she said with a start, “show me the photo.”

“No!” I said, grabbing the pocket with my phone in it.

“Jake,” my sister said, looking me dead in the eyes, “you watched me masturbate tonight and got off on it, the least you can do is show me the picture.”

“Fine,” I said and drew out my phone, unlocking it and pulling up the pic, “There,” I handed her the phone and looked away, unable to meet her eyes, so much shame at my admissions compounding with the embarrassment of her seeing the photo.

"Damn…" She said, "My little brother's dick is fucking huge!"

“Are you done,” I said, reaching out to take the phone back.

“Almost," She zoomed in on the pic, and I felt my heartbeat fast.

“What are you doing?” I asked, my voice slightly fearful. Then Rachel turned to look at me her eyes wide then back to the phone. Abruptly she handed the phone back to me and stood up. “What?” I asked her.

She stood above me, and my paranoid stoned mind froze me in place, trying to figure out what had just happened when Rachel smiled down and leaned forward. She planted a kiss on my cheek and whispered in my ear, “Mom has the sexiest tits I’ve ever seen but take a video next time, so I can have something to watch." Then she waltzed back inside with a final wink to me over her shoulder. I pulled up my phone and saw she had texted the photo to herself. I passed out that night exhausted, and my mind filled with wild images of my sister and Liz, getting it on while I took my mom over and over again.


Chapter Thirteen

The next few days were a blur of study and loaded looks passed around between the women in my life. Liz came over on Tuesday, and we got to studying, but my sister or mom would interrupt us at least a couple times each hour. Either with a question, comment, or just flouncing by dressing in skimpy and revealing clothes.

My sister Rachel was almost obsessed with Liz, and the smaller Asian woman used it to full advantage. Making sure to wear tiny schoolgirl skirts nearly every day with tight sweaters or short shirts. Whenever my sister would walk behind Liz, she would bend over the table, exposing a healthy amount of smooth thighs and tight round butt cheeks.

I saw Rachels's eyes tracking Liz's every movement. Mom was little better. She would pass behind Liz and give me exaggerated winks or checking if we wanted to just study in my room, and that it would be fine if we kept the door shut. My face was beet red with embarrassment whenever she was that obvious, but Liz just chuckled and said the dining room was perfect, that she liked the space to spread out.

I picked Liz up each morning and drove her home and got a kiss or a long make-out session each time for my trouble. We never went farther than that, there is little time, and since it was always daylighted out when I picked her up or dropped her off, we never felt safe enough to fool around in the car, we came close though a few times. Her little body felt so good it was hard to keep my hands off her.

My mom posed another problem when that Wednesday, she came through the dining room headed out to lounge by the pool with my sister. She was wearing a tiny red string bikini, and Liz's eyes nearly popped out of her skull when she saw mom's massive tits on such impressive display. Liz glanced from her big bouncing boobies to me and back again, and as mom slipped out into the backyard, she gave me a considering look.

“Hey, can I see that photo again?” Liz asked, and I felt like a rock had been dropped on my stomach. Panic filled me, and I felt my face heating up.

“Oh, I deleted it,” I said lamely.

“Really?” Liz asked with an expression that said she didn’t believe me.

“No,” I said glumly, and I pulled out my phone and let her see the photo.

“Who did you say this was again?” She asked after she had stared at it for long moments.

“I didn’t,” I said, and her answering smile was big and confident, “What?” I asked her already nervous.

“Nothing,” She said with a small secret smile, “let’s get back to studying.”

The whole week I was on pins and needles, getting knowing looks from my sister and Liz, but not knowing for sure if they had put two and two together. Finally, Friday came, and I was nervous and excited when Liz showed up. I had told her I wanted to study as much as possible for the test and couldn’t drive her that morning, but she had made me agree to take her out to dinner that night, and I had been all too happy to.

I tried hard not to get distracted by Liz and our date that night or my deal with my mom and how nervous and excited I was for that. Finally, I had the packet of papers in front of Liz, and I started the timer.

My confidence soared as I began reading through the questions, realizing I was more than prepared for the test. I flew through it, and going back had a chance to review my answers before the time was up. Liz pulled the packet before her and got out the answer sheet and her red pen.

“Let’s see how you did their smart guy,” she said with a little grin. I watched with growing confidence as she turned page after page, and the red pen never touched the paper. I was just beginning to sigh in relief when she was on the last page, certain I had done it when she said, “Ugh oh!” and checked off an answer with the pen.

“Which question?” I asked, feeling a crushing sensation of loss as I realized I had failed.

“This one here,” she said, pointing to it.

“But I’m certain I’m right!” I said, pulling over a book, “I just read that last night it’s here… somewhere.” I began furiously flipping through the book, my face red with embarrassment when I heard Liz cackling with laughter.

“I’m just fucking with you, Jake, you didn’t miss anything,” looking down at the test, she shook her head, “You got another perfect score, pretty impressive.”

“Don’t do that!” I said with a big exhalation of breath, “nearly gave me a heart attack!”

“Why do you care so much about getting perfect scores anyway?” Liz asked curiously, “It’s not like these tests matter.”

"He has a bet with me," came a soft and seductive voice from the kitchen and turning I saw my mom standing there leaning on the door frame, a big grin spreading across her face, "You did it, Jake," she said her cheeks flush with pride, "I'm so proud of you."

“What was the bet for?” Liz asked, glancing from my stacked stepmom and back to me.

“Just something he’s wanted for a long time,” mom said with a small smile, “Something I’ve been dreaming of giving him.”

“Well, he has certainly earned it,” Liz said with her own grin. “Are we still on for tonight?”

“Of course!” I said.

“Good, you can pick me up at seven if that works,” she said, avoiding my mom’s inquisitive stare.

"I'll be there," I said. Liz was packing her books away, and I stood to walk her out. At the door, she turned and pulled me into a big hug and kissed me deeply. I felt slightly awkward as this was the first time I had kissed her in the house.

“Remember to take another picture of those big tits for me,” she whispered in my ear just as she was slipping out the door.

“What do you mean?” I asked a touch nervously.

Liz just glanced back at me as she walked to her car and threw me a wink. I watched her go, staring at her tiny firm ass as it bounced back and forth. Then I felt a warm hand settle on my shoulder and something firm and soft at once, graze my back.

“You two are cute together,” mom said with a smile and a wave after Liz.

“Thanks,” I said, “I’m not sure what’s going on really, but we have a date tonight.”

“I happy for you,” mom said with a warm smile, then as she glanced at me I saw her cheeks redden and eyes shift side to side nervously, “I’m also so proud of you for how much hard work and study you have done this past month Jake. Its’ been so amazing to see.”

"It's nothing," I said, feeling awkward under her praise, "I have to thank you," I said as we headed back into the house and I began cleaning up my books, "I’ve enjoyed the clinical work and even the biology studying, I think medicine is a good fit for me, and you pushed me towards it. I might not have done this without you… help."

“You have no idea how much it warms my heart to hear you say that,” mom said, and I saw her eyes dampen with emotion, and she pulled me into a fierce embrace, “you’ve grown into such a fine young man, Jake.” She whispered the words into my ears, and I could feel her body pressed to mine, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me.

“You have a reward coming to you,” mom said with a shy smile as she pulled back and looked me in the eyes, “would you like it now?” I could see mom was nervous herself, and her hips shifted side to side as if there was an itch she couldn’t scratch.

"Yes!" I said, feeling a rush of desire flood me. I'd avoided thinking about her promise because it seemed almost too good to be real.

"Your sister shouldn't be home for a few hours, so we have time," She smiled and stroked my cheek with one warm hand, "Head up to your room, and I'll go get ready."

"Ok," I said, and on impulse, I leaned forward and planted a kiss on moms' lips before dashing upstairs, the surge of desire and emotion when our lips met, nearly caused us both to get carried away.

I felt mom's hands sliding down my back to the waistband of my pants, and my hand slid down and over her firm ass, then I pulled away with ragged breath and our eyes locked, unspoken desire raging between us. Then I ran up the stairs, tearing myself away from the gorgeous woman.

I was cleaning up the little bit of mess that I had left in the room when I heard my mom exit her room and walk down the hall to mine. I felt my stomach roiling with nervousness, but the moment I saw mom step into the doorway, and I saw her soft loving eyes and smile, all my nerves disappeared. Then I noticed what she was wearing, and all thought left my mind.

Mom had on a sheer black top that clung to her curves and lifted her breasts most spectacularly. She was wearing matching sheer panties, and I could make out the dark-V of her sex between her legs. My breath finally came back, and as I took in her gorgeous face, our eyes met, and I saw a desire and hunger in her features, I’d only glimpsed before.

“Do you like it?” She asked, her shy smile turning mischievous as she cocked one leg and placed a hand on her hip, twisting sexily.

“You look amazing,” I breathed as I stood there awestruck.

“I am so proud of you, Jake,” Mom said as she walked up to me, placing a warm hand on my chest. I could feel her body heat radiating out from her, she was that close, and as I glanced down, I saw her large soft inverted nipples tightening ever so slightly, “and you have no idea how happy I am, that I get to do this for you.”

“Really?” I asked as I looked up into her beautiful eyes, “Because I’ve been fantasizing about this for weeks now.”

“I know you have baby,” Mom said as she pressed me back down into a seated position on my bed. Bending down her large, massive breasts hung deliciously before me, and she caught me staring with a wicked grin, “Just sit back and let mommy take care of everything.”

At her taboo words, I felt my cock firm up even more, and I saw her eyes flash with intense desire. I leaned back, and mom smiling slid her hands down my chest and stomach until she was undoing the buttons on my jeans. Her hands were confident and sure as she stropped my clothes off me. Soon I was completely nude and feeling vulnerable before her, but mom's sincere regard for me dashed away my nerves.

“God, you are beautiful, Jake,” Mom said as she knelt between my legs, her hands resting on my thighs. My might cock rising up between us.

“I’m beautiful?!” I said incredulously, “Just look at you mom, you’re a goddess.”

"You have no idea the effect you have on women, baby," mom said, smiling and shaking her head slightly, "smart, handsome, funny and kind… you’re the perfect package for any woman. And this,” mom grinned even wider as she slid her hands up my thighs and dragged gentle fingertips up the sides of my shaft, “You have the perfect cock baby. Long and thick, with just the perfect amount of veiny ridges to make a woman… mmhmm, Mommy is going to enjoy this.”

“Oh god, that feels amazing,” I moaned out as her fingers closed around my cock.

We both watched as her slender hand slid up and down the thick shaft. Then she released my cock, causing me to moan out in despair, only to groan in pleasure as she popped the small beaded buttons holding her top together and let her massive breasts swing free.

She watched me as I drank in the sight of her, obviously pleased with my love of her body. Then she took my cock back in a two-handed grip and began to slide her hands up and down it once more.

"Oh fuck," I said as her hands milked my cock, pleasure radiated out from her gentle but firm fingers were like a fire burning through my balls and up my spine. "That feels so good… I think…"

"Not yet baby," mom said releasing my cock just moments before I got too close to cumming, "mommy is going to savor this," she said, her eyes full of passion and her smile wanton as she peeled off her panties, now completely naked before my eyes. Knees spread, she leaned back and began to touch herself, "watch me, Jake, watch mommy cum for you."

"Holy fuck…" I breathed out my mind exploding at the perfect sight of her, one hand behind her holding her up, as the other rubbed her clit in fast little motions, her tits swaying and jiggling with the movements. In seconds I saw her stomach muscles tensing, and then she leaned forward, suddenly taking my cock in her free hand.

"Forgive me, baby, mommy needs to feel you in her mouth," my mouth opened wide as before I could say anything, I felt her hot breath and wet sucking mouth close over my cock.

"Ohhh… Mmmmm… Ohhhh!" I moaned out, and moms' eyes flew open, smiling as she saw my look of pure bliss. She sucked hard, her tongue sliding around and over my cock head, and then she was clamping down on it like a vise, as her whole body shuddered and convulsed in orgasm.

Calming down, mom closed her eyes. Her hands coming up to my cock, wrapping around the long shaft, her whole body in the motions as she slobbered all down my shaft, coating her hands in saliva. The sensation was incredible, but the sight was just too much for me. I watched her lifting up and lowering herself, hoovering my dick deeper into her mouth each time, her massive tits swaying and the room full of the scents and sounds of our passion.

“Mom,” I said, my voice strained with the effort of prolonging this pleasure as long as possible, “I’m going to cum.”

My stepmoms’ eyes flew open, and she smiled at me around the dick in her mouth, and nodding slightly kept up her heavenly ministrations. When it hit me, it was so powerful that I felt my eyes rolling back in my head, my toes curling, and even my fingers twitching as I lost control of myself. Mom had her lips wrapped tightly around the head of my cock, swallowing the pearly goodness that shot powerfully into her mouth and down her throat. A few dribbles made their way down her chin as she sat back, her hands still stroking me with tenderness as she sucked in her lips, savoring each bit of my cum.

“Oh baby, it’s been so long since I got to do that,” she looked at me, panting there on the bed and said, “thank you.”

“Jesus, mom,” I said in wonder, trying to catch my breath, “don’t thank me. Thank you! That was… I can’t even find the words…”

"That was fucking insane." Came a loud voice from the doorway cutting through the perfect mood. Moms' face turned white, and I felt my fear choke my throat as I looked over and saw Rachel standing in the doorway, an evil little grin on her face.

“Oh god!” mom cried, grabbing up her clothes and pressing them to her nakedness, she dashed out and down the hall, slamming her bedroom door behind her.

I sat there stunned on the bed naked and with my still hard cock lying across my stomach. My brain was racing about the possibilities of us getting caught. Since that first week, I hadn't worried about it.

“Don’t worry, Jake,” Rachel said with a smirk, “I’m not going to tell dad, that is so long as you do what I tell you to.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, covering myself with a blanket.

"You'll find out tonight when we pick up Liz and bring her back here," with a final wink, she closed my bedroom door and left me wide-eyed, scared, and more than a little aroused.


Chapter Fourteen

I was sitting on my bed, fear and worry coursing through me at what might happen now that my sister, who had always been a bitch to me, knew about me and my stepmom's relationship
. I was just wondering if I could cancel my date with Liz when my phone buzzed.


I can’t wait to go to dinner! Especially for after!
 The text was from Liz, followed by a few devils and fire emojis. I was just about to send her some made-up excuse for why I couldn’t go, feeling my stomach doing somersaults in my guts when another notification popped up.


Don't even think of canceling!
 The message was followed by a short video showing me with my head thrown back and my mom’s head bobbing over my crotch, her naked body on display, and a hand working furiously between her legs. I felt my cock grow hard at the video in spite of myself and then felt a chill at the next message.

You will do whatever I say, or I send this to dad, and your life and moms are ruined

Helpless rage swept through me, and I felt fury at my sister. She had always been a bitch to me, but I thought we had finally been getting along. In my bitterness, it was hard not to see that she had been manipulating me this whole time, but I knew that was absurd.

Fuming and trying to figure a way out of this situation, I started to get dressed, putting on a nice shirt, slacks, and a good pair of shoes. I was just styling my hair back from my face when my sister barged into my room, seeing me in front of the mirror, she smiled slyly.

“Don’t worry about your looks too much killer,” she said with a wink, “you’ve already trapped your prize.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” I asked, my fury at her bubbling up, “Rachel, what are you going to do with that video?”

"Nothing so long as you do everything I say," she said standing up straight and getting serious, her voice had the firm whipcord of command in it that surprised me, "now get your ass down those stairs, now!" I found myself leaping to obey.

As I hurried down the steps, I caught my mom peeking out of her room, eyes tear-stained, and face red. I paused to speak, but my sister slapped her hands together right next to my ear, "Now! And you! Get yourself washed up and dressed. You look like a mess!"

I heard mom’s door slam shut, and the water in the shower turn on, just as we walked into the garage. Rachel had a smirk on her face as she opened the driver’s side of the range rover and said, “Get in.” I paused with the door open, unable to let this madness go on.

“No!” My voice was so loud and forceful I surprised myself and saw Rachel tilt her head and look at me with slightly new eyes, “I’m not going to let you mess with Liz too, if you want to punish mom and I or if you’re going to tell dad then just do it.” Rachels's face softened and smiling; she shook her head slightly.

"Get in Jake," her voice had lost all of its earlier commands, and its easy comfort caught me so off guard I found myself getting in the seat, even more confused than I was before.

“I’m sorry if I was a bitch at home. It's just that's the best way to get anything done with mom, and I always thought you were like that too," she pulled out of the driveway and shrugged.

“What way?” I asked.

“Submissive,” she said, “so you’re not?”

"No," I said, shaking my head, "I don't think so, I don't have a preference one way or the other, I guess. What does this have to do with everything?"

“Shit… A lot of stuff is making sense now then… I guess you kind of hated me growing up.”

“You told people I was gay when I wasn’t,” I said, “not that it’s bad if I was, but you shouldn’t be the one to out me.”

“I didn’t tell anyone you were gay!” Rachel said, “What are you talking about?”

"Heather Dennison, sophomore year told practically my whole grade that you said I was gay," I said, crossing my arms, feeling the old anger rise.

“Heather Dennison came up to me in volleyball practice and told me she thought you were hot, and she was going to take you out, I told that slut she wasn’t good enough for you and that if she did, I’d tell the whole school about her giving chlamydia to the soccer team. She said that?! Fucking bitch!”

“You told her what?” I said, my mind spinning, “Wait, you’re serious?" Rachel pulled over to the side of the road and turned in her seat to look at me.

"You thought I'd do something that fucked up to you?” Her face was a mixture of sadness and dawning understanding, “And I guess if you aren’t into power play on top of that, then you hated me. Oh man, I'm sorry, Jake," she reached out and gripped my hand her voice and face sincere, then she chuckled, "you have to admit that it’s kind of funny.”

“It wasn’t funny to me at the time!” I said, still somewhat angry, although I wasn’t sure exactly why. Perhaps it was that I still felt hurt but didn’t have anywhere to direct it anymore, not if I was going to believe Rachel. “Why did you think I was a sub, or into… power play?”

"Well… I guess I have to tell you now; honestly, I thought you already knew." Rachel sat back in the seat and looked up, thinking to herself, then she began to speak quietly, opening up to me in a way she never had before, “You have to remember I was just a confused kid, figuring out my sexuality. I guess I never really thought there was anything outside of what I was into. With mom gone, and dad an absentee father, I learned on my own, and that came from observing others around me through the prism of my desires.

“You see, I knew early on that I enjoyed being in control. I saw all of life as a power struggle and sex more than anything. It didn’t matter if it was a man or a woman. I just enjoy being in control. I found Julia’s collection of straps and harnesses early on.”

“What?” I asked in surprise, interrupting her.

“Oh yea,” Rachel said, giving me a wink, “our stepmom secretly collects BDSM gear and toys. She has never acted out on it, near as I can tell, or at least not in years. She never takes it, but the porn movies are often watched.”

"Porn?" I said, hating how strained and immature my voice sounded and resolving to stop asking silly questions.

“You know the shoe rack she had built into her closet years back?” Rachel asked.

“Yea.”

“Well, if you pull that out, there’s a large storage area hidden behind it, and it's filled with all sorts of things. Straps, buckles, bindings… dildoes… vibrators. Everything you can imagine. There's also a massive porn collection, but it's all BDSM videos. Nothing too hardcore, just some tying up and spanking, lots of anal videos. LOTS of anal videos."

“Dude, what the fuck?” I said, amazed, “that was in mom and dad’s room? And I never knew?! You sure it’s not dads?”

“Positive, I found out dads' fetish early on, and he is so gross he keeps that shit on lockdown. Honestly, I think that's why he lives in Asia now. Julia’s stuff never got moved more than a little bit here and there if she cleaned up. At first, I thought she was like me and was into dominating, but she is super submissive and seems to delight in being ordered around or yelled at, although she tries to hide it. So, I kind of got away with murder growing up,” Rachel said with an embarrassed shrug.

“So, wait,” I said, letting a lot of pieces fall into place in my head, and trying to fill in the gaps, “are you a lesbian? Because you seemed super into Liz.”

"I don't like labels," Rachel said with an offhand wave of her hand and a sniff. I was reassured to see she was still my sister, and things made a lot more sense now, "but I've learned to sniff out someone who is the perfect sub over the years, and that little minx is just waiting for a collar."

“You were wrong about me,” I said, “you could be about her too.”

“Yea, I was,” she said, “but you have to forgive me that, I saw how obsessed you were with Julia growing up, and I just assumed. I’m not wrong about Liz though, that girl has a freak lurking within her, dying to get out.” I couldn’t argue with that.

"I had you wrong all along with little brother," Rachel said, turning back in her seat and starting the car again, "but don't worry, I'll make it all up to you."

“How are you going to do that?” I asked, curious, and a little nervous at the same time.

“Just you wait and see,” Rachel said with a sly grin.

No matter how I asked, she wouldn’t tell me about what she was planning. She was all too happy to tell me about her exploits over the years, of the girls and guys who she had tried to dominate and how it had worked out, or more often didn’t work out. It wasn’t until she found a weak-willed professor all too willing to be tied up spanked by a gorgeous young co-ed that she had finally been able to explore her fantasies a bit. That relationship had ended quickly once she got over the rush of finally living out her fantasy in full and realized the man was shallow, ugly, and not even really into being a sub. Just willing to do whatever he had to touch her.


Chapter Fifteen

Finally, we pulled up out front of Liz's house, and I saw her door open, and she came running out, a severe-looking older Asian couple was standing in the doorway, and my sister and I got out and walked. Liz was surprised to see my sister and her parents glanced at each other, giving us each a slightly confused smile. Liz introduced Rachel and me and I shook their hands, feeling judged by their eyes. My sister broke the mood; however, informing the parents that she would be our chaperone for the evening to make sure we kids had good clean fun.

The effect her tall blond beauty had on the two Asian parents was immediate and pronounced. Liz's mom fluttered under the attention, unable to slip in comments about her daughter's many accomplishments in-between wondering glances at the type of woman she typically only ever saw in magazines. Liz's dad had his tongue-tied around in knots, and his eyes were practically falling out of his skull as they bulged. They betrayed the man as they slid over Rachels, long lean, and rounded form.

When my sister turned her devastating eyes on the man and let him know that no matter how late Liz returned, he could rest assured she would be safe with her, the man could only nod, smiling dumbly. His wife swatted his arm, and he blinked, not even glancing at the woman before going back to trying to memorize my sister's looks. We were walking out to the car when the man finally perked up.

“Pictures!” He cried, as if he had some great revelation, then running inside, he came out a few seconds later. Liz apologized, her face blushing prettily.

“Don’t apologize,” Rachel said with a smile and a wink, “I enjoy the attention.”

Then the man was back with a super expensive Nikon and large lens. Rachel pulled Liz in between us, and the man snapped away. We pretended to ignore as he zoomed in on Rachel and snapped photos of her in a somewhat creepy fashion.

His wife didn't notice, frowning behind the man and finally swatting him in the head and barking at him. The man hopped away and back inside, the two of them arguing as they shut the door, with one final smile for us.

“Jake,” Liz said, once we had both climbed in the car, Liz and I in the back seat my sister driving, “why is your sister here?”

“A better question is, why did you watch me masturbate?” Rachel asked, her lips twisted in a knowing grin.

"What?" Liz asked, stunned, then she turned to me, "you told her?" her eyes didn't hold accusation, more curiosity, and intrigue than anything else. Rachel gave me a wink and drove downtown, parking at a nice little sushi restaurant.

“Let’s get something straight,” Rachel said once we had all sat down and ordered, the awkwardness and tension so thick you could cut it with a knife, “I’ve got my brothers back no matter what, and I’m not going to let some cute little cock tease come and play with his emotions.”

“Cock tease?!” Liz said indignantly, “I don’t know what he told you,”

“Everything,” Rachel said with a hard smile cutting her off, “he told me everything. If you aren’t playing some game, then why did you want to see him fooling around with some big titted older woman?”

“Because,” Liz began her eyes downcast in shame, “because I thought it was hot.”

“And why did you dress so sexy every day this week, flashing your little panties for all of us to see?”

“Were you thinking about me… when we watched you?” Liz asked a sliver of defiance in her voice as she looked up.

“Answer my question.” Rachel said.

"No, first you answer mine," Liz had a furrowed brow and a look that I recognized.

“Just answer her, Rachel,” I said, “she won’t talk until you do.” Liz glanced at me, grateful for the support but still a little unsure of what was going on.

“Ok, fine,” Rachel said, leaning back her grin wicked, “I was thinking about you… but that wasn’t all I was thinking about.” She finished with a wink.

“What else?” Liz asked.

“Nope,” Rachel shook her head, still grinning, “I answered your question, now you answer mine.”

“Ok, fine,” Liz said, scowling, “yes, I was wearing the clothes to tease you and Jake, I just liked the attention is all.”

“Is that all you planned to do,” Rachel said, leaning forward and whispering over the sushi plates, “a little wank and then on to the next dude?”

“I don’t know,” Liz said, glancing at me and blushing, “do we have to talk about this here?”

"Yes," Rachel said, her voice ringing with command once more, "you have to do everything I say because you're a nasty little slut who peeps on girls in their rooms, now answer me."

“I planned to give him a blowjob, but,” she glanced at me apologetically, “I wasn’t going to have sex with him unless he took the video and sent it to me.”

“Why?” Rachel and I asked at the same time.

Liz closed her eyes tight, face and neck flushed red with embarrassment, “Because I recognized the tits as your stepmom’s, and I thought it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. I went straight to bed and got off like seven times, thinking about seeing the video.” She dropped her face into her hands in shame, “God, I’m a terrible person.”

Rachel looked at me, and her face bore a triumphant expression, nothing like the stunned amazement I felt. Does everyone know?!
 I thought to myself.

“No, Liz,” my sister said, her eyes staring into mine, dancing with kinky energy, “you aren’t a terrible person, you’re exactly what my brother needs.” Then my sisters hypnotically beautiful turned their radiance on Liz, the smaller Asian woman spellbound and by the older and more confident one. “And I believe you’re exactly what I need.”

“You?” Liz asked, the shame draining from her expression, replaced with shy hope.

The check came, and Rachel reached out and took it before I could, slipping her credit card in, "That's right, darling if you want ever to see that video, or something even better, then you’ll have to agree to do everything I say, first."

Liz looked at me, her gaze questioning, and when she saw the look in my eyes, she grinned and turned back to my sister.

“Yes, Mistress, I agree to it all!”

“Mistress… I like the sound of that.” She stood, “come on; then, we need to get home.”

Liz and I slid into the back of the car once more, and Rachel started heading home. Once we were on the road, Liz reached over and gripped my hand, and I squeezed her back, still nervous and unsure what my sister had planned.

“Liz, you promise to do anything I tell you, right?” Rachel asked, glancing into the rearview mirror at us as she drove.

“Yes,” Liz said, then hesitating said, “you’re aren’t going to tell me to do anything illegal, are you?”

“No, nothing illegal, not in most states at least,” Rachel said with a smile, “It turns out I have a lot of making up to do with my little brother, and you know the way to any man’s heart right, Liz?”

“Their stomachs?” She asked nervously.

"Wrong, the true way to a man's heart is through his dick," Rachel winked at her in the mirror, "so you put that pretty little mouth of yours to work, sucking my little brothers cock. I want him to cum at least one more time before he gets his prize."

“Of course, mistress!” Liz said with a happy little smile on her face as she turned in the bucket seat towards me, reaching down to the buckle of my pants.

“Hey, wait!” I said, glancing out the windows. They were tinted dark, but we were still driving through town while the sun was just setting and the roads full of traffic. "aren't we a little exposed?" Liz didn't stop in her removing my pants.

“You promised to do everything I said, little brother, remember?” Rachel asked, glancing at me in the mirror, “I can still send that video to dad.”

"What video?" Liz asked as she slipped out of her seat and pulled my cock out of pants.

“Just the one of him getting a blowjob a couple hours ago from our mom.”

"Damn!" Liz said with a smile as she looked up at me, one small hand sliding up my cock, "Show it to me, Jake," then she planted a soft kiss just under the head of my cock, causing me to shiver in pleasure, "Please?"

“Show her Jake,” Rachel said, “Give her a taste of what she’s going to see later.”

So, I pulled out my phone and pulled up the video, even as Liz slipped her wet lips over the head of my cock. They stretched out wide as she sucked me into her mouth. I felt her little tongue slide up and around the tip of my cock, teasing, and tasting. I let the video start to play, and Liz moaned out, her humming throat doing wonders to my dick.

“Hurry up, we’re almost home,” Rachel said with a wink to me in the mirror.

“Mhmm mmmm Juuukkkkeeee, mmmhmmm gluck gluck mmm gluck,” Liz pulled her hand into the motion as her head began to bob up and down on my cock, saliva pooling out of her mouth and down my cock. She was inexperienced, and I could tell she was just putting into practice things she had seen or read about, the motions awkward until she began to relax and learn what pleased me best.

I felt my orgasm approaching, the fact that my sister was in the front seat of the car, watching the action now and then in the mirror and licking her lips in lusty desire, only made the encounter hotter, to be honest. I fought to hold it off as long as I could, wanting to savor the pleasure, but then I felt Liz stop her steady bobbing and begin sucking and slobbering focused on the soft and sensitive head of my cock, her hand jacking up and down my shaft and I felt myself going over the edge.

“I’m cumming, Liz!” I said, warning the young woman.

"You better swallow it all," my sister said, "like a good little cock sucking slut. Fill her mouth, Jake!"

“Oh fuck,” I moaned out as the orgasm hit me. I saw Liz’s cheeks bulge as thick streams of cum filled her mouth, nearly overflowing out. But the small woman swallowed it down, sucking and savoring each morsel until I had to stop her questing lips and tongue as my cock grew over sensitive.

“Good girl,” said Rachel as she pulled onto our street, “that was excellent work and perfect timing.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Liz said with a self-satisfied smile as she plopped back into her seat, wiping her lips with a dainty hand. She flashed me a big grin, and I felt my cock twitch once again at her adorable dimples.


Chapter Sixteen

Rachel parked the car in the garage, and we all climbed out. When we entered the house, I was surprised to find mom up in the kitchen with a cup of tea, with a gentle smile on her face. I looked at her concerned at first, but she had no signs of stress or worries as she watched us come in. Her eyes found mine first, and when I put all my love and concern for her in my gaze, I saw her small smile grow and deepen, and she nodded as if deciding something to herself. Then she turned to my sister, and her big grin tempered and grew somewhat unsure.

“Welcome back.” She said, “Is the date done already?”

“Oh no,” Rachel said before I could speak, “the date’s just getting started.”

“What are you kids going to do this evening?” Mom asked both her voice and expression mild.

“Well, you see, mom, that’s just the thing,” Rachel said, stopping and stroking one finger down Liz’s cheek. “I was just thinking what Jake did over his summer break was pretty amazing.”

“I agree,” mom said.

"And since he will be at Stanford next year hitting the books hard, I figured he needed an extra special reward for all that he has done… and will do."

“Oh?” Mom asked, her voice still completely non-committal, “and you, Liz, what do you think about Jake here being rewarded for his hard work?”

“I think he deserves it, and it would be a privilege to… witness it.” She hissed in a breath as my sister dragged one perfectly manicured nail down her cheek, “and I am willing to do anything
 to serve my mistress.” She turned her big docile eyes up to Rachel in a slavish expression that might have been funny if it didn’t charge the room with sudden sexual energy.

“Get upstairs,” Rachel said to mom, and I recognized her normal snide tone, but in light of my recent knowledge, I was able to see new things. It was amazing. Mom just gave her a gentle, calm smile like always, but she was quick to oblige my sister. Sashaying up the stairs with her round firm behind drawing my gaze like a load stone.

“You two, get up to your room Jake and wait for us,” she held up one finger and admonished us, “don’t get up to any hanky-panky. I want you both fresh for the… festivities.”

I felt Liz shuddering with desire next to me, and my limbs were trembling. I still wasn't sure that I felt comfortable as a total sub, it just didn't quite fit for my headspace, but so far everything had gone amazingly well, and I couldn't wait to see what was coming.

“This night just got so intense, dude!” Liz said at my side, “I feel almost liberated by this.”

“What do you mean?” I asked as we climbed to my room.

"Like everything I dreamed of doing but was too shy or nervous about taking the initiative and just doing, your sister has this way of just… well, not forcing me, but making me do it and not feel guilty, embarrassed, or shy about it. Like in the car, that was my first time giving head. I had no idea what I was doing at first, but something about the situation let me get out of my head, relax, and just enjoy it."

“Well, I couldn’t tell,” I said with a grin as I hugged her close quickly and entered my room, “although that was only my second, so I don’t have much more experience.”

“So earlier, your mom gave you your first,” then she made the head motion with a round ‘O’ of her lips, I nodded, “that’s intense, and now… now you’re going to fuck her.”

“No,” I said incredulously, but even as I said it, I knew she was right. My cock grew hard just as I realized it, and Liz seeing the look on my face and my now thickened cock as it pulled against my pants, laughed so hard she snorted.

Just then, I heard the door at the end of the hall open, and Liz stood on tiptoes giving me a peck on the cheek, “Go get her tiger!”


“LIZ!” My sister shouted from the end of the hall, and Liz perked up and stepped out of the room, I peeked out as well to see my mom standing at the end of the hall, dressed in a white, pink and baby blue nighty that did little to hide her prodigious proportions. My sister stood beside my stepmom, dressed in a black leather outfit with the crotch and tits bare.

“You ever lick pussy with that cock sucking mouth of yours?” The crude language sent a jolt through my mom, but I felt Liz trembling in desire, even as she shook her head.

“No Mistress, but I am eager to try,” her cheeks blushed, and her little shy smile brought out her dimples, nearly breaking my heart.

“Good girl, now come here.” Reaching out, she placed a hand on moms’ shoulder, stopping her and waited there until Liz drew close. “Now give her a kiss, mom,” she said, stunning both women. Mom’s eyes were wide as she glanced at me, shy, and then to Liz with a sweet smile. Leaning forward, she was stopped by my sisters’ hand once again, “His reward begins now, Julia.”

Mom nodded, and with one final glance to me, she pulled Liz into a passionate embrace, her hand sliding down to cup the smaller Asian woman's ass as she lifted and drew her in close, grinding on her. Her tongue slid into Liz's mouth, surprising her, but in a half-second, Liz was fully into it.

Several long seconds passed as the two of them made out. Finally, they pulled back from each other, both breathing heavily, and then mom turned to walk to me, her gaze hot upon my face and body, resting on my crotch as they flared wide.

"She is yours now, Jake," my sister said, "your very own mommy slave. I expect you to use every one of her holes before I'm done with little Liz here," she said, stroking her hand down Liz's back and pulling her close. "You take care of that, and I promise dad will never see that video or any other."

“You’re insane,” I said with a big stupid grin on my face looking at Rachel.

"I love you too, little bro'." She said with a wicked grin as she pulled a grinning Liz into her room.

“I love you too big sis’,” I said as I took in my mother’s heavenly body, dressed up in sexy little clothes. Her head bowed, and hand clasped before her waist. It was such a perfect submissive role. I knew she was trying to communicate her desires and what our dynamic would be. I stood there, taking her in with a critical eye for a few seconds before I finally said, “come in here and stand before my bed.”

“Yes, Jake,” mom said, her voice and demeanor docile while her face bore a small triumphant smile.

She walked in slowly and stood before my bed facing me. I walked in, closing the door behind me absently. Here, now was finally my greatest fantasy. My stepmoms’ body was so sexy, and her face so gorgeous; it was like a wonderland that I was finally allowed to enter. One I had dreamed about for years and never hoped to enter.

From slender toes and elegant feet, up trim well-muscled legs, to wide hips, a small patch of trimmed hair between her legs, flat, taut stomach, and massive swaying breasts that seemed to have their gravity. I wanted to kiss her, to make passionate love to her, but if I was honest, that was secondary to my overwhelming desire just to explore and please her. Mom seemed more than willing, eager even as I stepped up, both my hands cupping her heavy breasts as gazed at them, hefting their weight and massaging them together.

“Mhmm! Oh, Jake… uh mmm…!"

I relaxed my hands and felt her soften into me, her little moans of pleasure spurring me on as I slowly pulled free the ties of her baby doll nighty, and the top slid down her arms. I took first one great big inverted nipple into my mouth, slowly and gently sucking and rolling the nipple between my lips and tongue, then the other. Sinking to my knees, I kissed down the tan skin of her stomach and breathed in her musky aroma. With gentle, delicate fingers, I drew her panties down her hips and thighs.

“No, Jake,” Mom said, her hands weakly trying to push me away, “this is for you.”

"Exactly," I growled, "now lay back on the bed." Mom sat down and lay back, her hands clutched together over her stomach, "Don't forget, you're my toy mom, and I'll play with you, however I want." To my amazement, her whole body relaxed at the words, and her knees parted slowly.

“Yes, Jake, whatever you want, baby,” her words were loving, but the sounds were filled with heat and desire, “Mommy will give you everything.”

I licked, touched and teased her, exploring her sex just at Liz had explored mine. Free of all stress, I was able to learn how to please her—finding that soft and gentle touches would get me farther than a firm and rough approach. Light flicks of my tongue just across the hood of her clit soon had her hand wrapped up in my comforter in two fists, as she screamed out her joy.

I stood back, a great big grin on my face as I watched my mom heaving deep breaths, her chest mottled red in the wake of her great orgasm. Then as if she was a woman possessed, she sat up quickly hand, reaching out and clawing me to her. Her lips found mine, and soon the passion had swallowed all thought and plans.

“Oh Jake, I need you, please I need you, baby,” her hands worked quickly undoing my pants and buckle, soon they were kicked off, and we were both pulling my shirt over my head, Her long legs wrapped around my hips, and she pulled me in, her warm hand gripping my cock and lining it up. I felt the head of my cock brush warm wetness, then one of her hands was on my hip, guiding me forward.

“It’s ok, baby, mommy will guide you, uh… oh!” I felt her heavenly embrace drawing me in, and my cock slid into her, feeling her pussy to tight it gripped me. “Slow baby,” mom hissed her eyes opening to look at me in wonder and joy, “oh, you’re so big, I’m getting… uhh…. Stretched out so good.”

The grip of her pussy on my cock sent shivers throughout my body. Her hands on my back slid up and took my head, turning it to face hers until our lips met. Tongues interlocked, and bodies writhed. Her hungry body devoured me, and I intern sought every nook and cranny of her flesh to feel and caress as I pounded into her with abandon.

She locked up under me, her teeth sinking into my shoulder as she cried out in ecstasy, and I felt my cock beginning to pulse with orgasm, and I tried to back my cock out of her spasming pussy walls.

“Cum in me, baby, cum deep in mommy!” She locked her ankles around my back, forcing me deeper into her as I began to cum deep in her womb, “Oh god… mhmm.”

"Oh, mom," I panted as I caught my breath, your skin slick with sweat. My stepmoms body gave a small shiver, and I felt my cock pulse with pleasure. "Oh, too sensitive," she said, her face scrunched up. I had other ideas anyway and orders from my sister to carry out. Her legs relaxed, and I pulled out of her rolling onto my back, propped up on pillows. Mom glanced at me, her eyes slightly dazed and unfocused until I spoke, then a crystal clarity of desire burnt through her eyes.

“Suck my cock clean, mom,” I commanded in a gentle voice.

"Oh, baby!" Mom said as she rolled over, gathering my dick in her gentle hands and raining kisses upon it and gently sucking my head into her warm wet mouth, "you made mommy feel so good, Jake. I have never cum like that," She looked up at me, her expression serious, "I've wanted this for so long, please promise me things won't change back, I couldn't stand that life."

“Never,” I said as I cupped her cheek, “your mine now, and I have no plans to ever let you go. You couldn’t possibly have wanted this more than I did, but either way, oh…. Ahhh damn that is so hot mom!” she had taken my cock into her mouth, wrapping her great tits around the shaft, her lips just popping up and over the crown of my cock and then back down to suck in the little of my dick that protruded from her breasts.

I rested my head back and felt my whole-body relaxing, melting back into the mattress.

“Yes, baby, let mommy take care of you,” she said as she slowly and gently worshipped my cock with her tits and tight lips.

I felt my balls churning once again, and I glanced down, amazed that she had brought me to orgasm so quickly. Her eyes smiled up at me, and as I watched her thick lips twisting and teasing my dick, I reached down and wrapped her tits around the shaft tight. With two firm thrusts each sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body, I watched as thick creamy jets of cum shot out and across my mom’s face, and then into her open waiting mouth, filling it as she swallowed as quickly as she could, tongue sliding around my dick licking away all that remained.

My stepmom gazed up at me with eyes that looked drunk, her cheeks and thick hair covered in lines of pearly white cum as she sucked in her bottom lip, eyes closed as she savored her reward. Once I had caught my breath, I stood and pulled mom to her feet.

“Woah, my legs are shaky,” she said, smiling and falling into my arms, “where are we going?”

"To take a shower," I said as I looked her over, glancing down to the rest of her sweat-slick body, seeing her bare ass juggling side to side and massive breasts swaying was so sexy, I knew I just had to have her again.

I pulled her in close, kissing her deep and felt her melt into me. My hand slid down her body and took up her firm cheeks, kneading, and gripping the flesh tight. The need to be in firm control swept over me, and I took hold of mom's hips and turned her around.

“Oh, Jake!” she cried as I pressed her face down into my computer desk. The mouse was jostled, and the screen clicked on, showing an image of a cute anime girl I had as my desktop, mom glanced up at the picture, and her hips flexed back into me. I felt her wet pussy slide along my cock as I popped up hard between her thighs.

“Did you dream of this, Jake?” Mom said in a nasty whisper as she between me and the computer screen, “Imagine bending mommy over your desk while you used her pussy as your personal toy?”

I slammed my cock deep into her in one thrust, and she squealed in surprise and pleasure.

“How about you, mom? Did you imagine my big dick ravaging your pussy?”

"Oh, yes, baby! I imagined you bending me over in the kitchen, ugh….. fuck baby….. mommy’s gunna…. Cum……”

“Keep…. Talkin… “ I said between thrusts, the walls of her sex were writhing and flexing around my dick in ways that melted my brain, but I knew I could hold out now, and her words were insanely hot and taboo.

“You’ve made your step mommy… your slave baby… oh fuck… I dreamed of this… this… I imagined kneeling… under your desk… servicing you… while you watch you hentai and pornos. Your perfect slave.”

I paused in my thrusting, “You’re going to do that,” I said with certainty.

“Now, baby?” Mom said, picking up her head, it wobbled on her neck as she blinked her eyes owlishly at me. I slammed back into her, my cock feeling too good ever to leave her heavenly place.

“No, but soon… fuck, that’s so incredible!”

“Mhmm, I can't wait… I can feel your cock… so thick… using me…"

I felt my orgasm approaching again, sliding my hand up mom's stomach, I gripped one massive tit and pulled her up close. She turned back her lips finding mine as we rutted there against the desk, losing my rhythm I lost myself in wantonly hammering into her, feeling her body tense and wrap around me like a vise, I filled her womb once more.

We collapsed back onto the bed, making our way hand over hand, out legs weak from pleasure, laughing as we flopped back. I thought of my sister and Liz and wondered what wickedness they’d gotten up to, but that was far off and hazy. Right now, I felt the gorgeous stepmom snuggle up into my arm, her thick, soft hair tickling at my cheeks as with a murmured “I love you,” we passed out in each other’s arms. I slept like a king and dreamed of what the next school year would be like, with all its challenges and amazing benefits.

To Be Continued…
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