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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The roads were slick, iced over from the snow and fluctuating temperatures leading up to the weekend. Drew was driving much slower than he usually would. A podcast investigating a ten year old murder trial was playing over his car’s speakers, and he listened to the host speak with friends of the convicted man, questioning them with her optimistic, friendly words.
 
   It had been a long semester, and he was thrilled to finally be heading home. Drew’s first year of college had been much more challenging than he anticipated, primarily because there seemed to be distractions at every turn. He could only get assignments and research done on days when his roommate would decide to plot his parties and chaos somewhere outside of their dorm.
 
   Not all of it had been bad. Drew had, over the course of a couple of class periods and some extra instructional study periods, developed a massive crush on his first semester math teacher, Mrs. Laken. She was a cute, bookish woman, who would blush during lectures and often stored a pencil behind one of her ears.
 
   Drew had a history of relating to older women much better than girls that were his age. The same story played out over the course of his high school career, with Ms. Farley being the object of his affection, back then. 
 
   On top of that, there was Angela. When Drew had been nine, his biological mother had died. She’d been sick for his entire life, deep in a coma for the last couple of years, and Drew had never really known her. Angela came into the picture a year after that, in her mid-twenties and exactly the type of woman that Drew felt like he wanted as a substitute parent.
 
   The thing about Angela was that from the very start, she and Drew were in perfect rapport. She understood him and his intentions better than anyone else he had ever met. As Drew entered puberty and grew older, he noticed more of who she was, for better and for worse.
 
   Angela, or Angie as he called her in his youth, was a strikingly attractive woman, the type that Maxim or Playboy would be lucky to get on their cover. She had long blond hair, big breasts that were shapely and taut, a thin waist, and a butt that managed to offer ample eye candy without being oversized. 
 
   As Drew became a teenager, and especially for the last few years, the connection the two of them shared became almost electric in its effects on him. Every word she spoke, and every movement she made when she was close to him would cause his body to ignite with emotion. Several times in the past he found himself having to excuse his way to his room upstairs in order to avoid letting her see the erection that her beauty and behavior had pulled out of him.
 
   But despite the conflict, he loved and cherished her for who she was. Angela was his mom, and Drew was looking forward to being back in her company, having her bake cookies for him, and getting backrubs and hot cocoa. He thought back to what she had been wearing on the day that he had left, the tight jeans with the pink apron over them, and the way her boobs had pushed out, and then how soft they felt against his chest when he hugged her.
 
   A car had slowed way down up ahead, and Drew felt his wheels lose traction a little as he over-braked in response. Still, he was making good time, and at the next exit he pulled off the highway and into the familiar tiny town that he had grown up in.
 
   Less than five thousand people lived in the village of Robinson, and even then, they were spread out to a degree that gave the area a distinctly rural feel. Drew’s family had all of the small town amenities, including a big lawn, a dog, and friendly neighbors with a swimming pool.
 
   As he turned onto the road of the family house, Drew began to get a little excited. He had fallen out of touch in his time at school, exchanging emails with his dad occasionally, but he’d mostly been cut off from talking with Angela.
 
   He parked in the driveway, and then endured the cold for long enough to pull his travel bag out of the backseat. The walkway had been shoveled within the past day or two. Back when he had lived at home, it had been one of Drew’s winter chores.
 
   He opened the door and stepped into the warmth of his childhood home. He didn’t see all that much change from when he had left, with the couch and TV still set up in the living room for maximum comfort, and the kitchen as clean and spotless as ever. It made sense to him, but somehow, he also found himself expecting it to look and feel different.
 
   “Drew! Sweetie, you’re home!” Angela looked as though she hadn’t changed since getting out of bed, and gleefully bounded down the stairs towards him.
 
   Dressed in a tight pink t-shirt and a pair of thin black leggings, it was a little hard at first for Drew to not ogle her. Even guiltier thoughts, nudity and sex, forced their way into his head as she pulled him into a hug, pressing her large breasts against him and coming close enough for Drew to catch the scent of her intoxicating perfume.
 
   “I’m home, mom,” he said. “It’s so good to see you!”
 
   “Why haven’t you come to visit more?” Angela stepped back away from Drew and shot him a mock glare. He laughed, remembering just how much he’d missed her exaggerated expressions and humor.
 
   “I’ve been busy with school,” he said. “Mom, if you saw the class load I’ve been taking on you would quiver with fear.”
 
   “Oh please, enough with your excuses,” said Angela. Drew could tell from her tone of voice that she was half joking, and somehow, it felt good to know that she had missed him.
 
   “No more excuses, gotcha,” said Drew. “Let’s talk about you. How have things been around here?”
 
   Angela beamed girlishly at his question. She bounded back over to him and took his hand in hers, pulling him into the kitchen.
 
   “Well for starters, my baking skills have been greatly improved!” On the center of the kitchen table was a plate of Christmas cookies, each one ornately detailed with frosting and sprinkles. “They aren’t warm, since I made them last night. Speaking of which, I thought that was when you were planning on being here!”
 
   “I know, sorry, I ended up sitting in for one of my roommate’s Christmas parties,” said Drew. “Anyway, where’s dad?”
 
   Angela playfully smacked him on the shoulder, and then crossed her arms.
 
   “Your father had a business trip scheduled for this weekend. He managed to put it off by a day, but that was all he could get. He’ll be back on Monday.”
 
   “Oh.” Rather than being disappointed by his mom’s answer, Drew felt strangely elated. It would just be the two of them there, tonight. There was so much he wanted to talk to Angela about, and her company and her company alone was exactly what he desired most on that night.
 
   “I have to run to the store to get some stuff for dinner, but I’ll be back in about an hour to cook,” said Angela. “Make yourself at home.” She winked as she delivered her punchline.
 
   “Wow, you are just a riot,” replied Drew. “I think you should give up your life as a stay at home and give stand-up a try.”
 
   Angela gave him a quick spank on the butt, and then disappeared towards the door. Drew took a minute to just stand in the family’s house, nostalgia from his childhood flooding over him, and then he went up to his room.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Drew’s room was much as he had left it back at the beginning of the fall. He had brought only his laptop with him away to school, along with clothes, and a couple of other odds and ends, leaving his room complete with a bed, his desktop computer, and a number of other small amenities.
 
   A strange sense of calm came over him as he sat down in his computer chair. Drew had not been unpopular in high school, but many of his nights and weekends were spent behind his computer screen, at his desk.
 
   He booted the machine up, and browsed the internet for a while. For some reason, Drew found memories of the past floating freely through his mind. He thought back to when he was thirteen, and the first time he had ever masturbated.
 
   Drew had let his mom come in to tuck him into bed, and immediately after she left, he’d been on his computer, thinking up illicit search terms to type in. The videos and images he found were as confusing as they were compelling, and soon enough, he had his cock out and in his hand, doing something that was new to him and yet totally natural at the same time.
 
   The speakers were not turned down as low as he had thought they were, and Angela had walked in on him right as he was approaching his very first orgasm. The look on her face had been burned into his mind ever since, the red blush of her cheeks, and intriguing gleam in her eyes. It was an image that seemed to pop into his mind at the strangest times, and always carried with it a powerful sense of forbidden eroticism.
 
   Instead of masturbating, or playing video games, Drew spent a boring hour or two reviewing some of the assignments he’d been given feedback on for one of his online classes. He was impressed by how responsible he had managed to be, but also a little saddened by it, as if he was betraying his younger self.
 
   “Drew, the food’s ready!” Angela called to him from down in the dining room, and Drew was transported back in time for a moment. He walked downstairs and made his way to the table, watching his mom slowly load up a plate of food for him.
 
   “Oh wow mom, you didn’t hold anything back,” he said.
 
   “It’s all of your favorite. How could I hold anything back for my baby boy?” She smiled at him, and leaned forward to scoop some mashed potatoes onto his plate. Her cleavage popped into Drew’s line of sight as the shirt she was wearing billowed forward, and he couldn’t resist stealing a shameful, but almost painfully arousing look at it.
 
   “Thanks mom,” he said. “This looks so much better than what they’ve been feeding me at the dining hall.”
 
   “Well of course, honey. Your mommy made it for you.”
 
   Drew had always been torn on Angela’s inclination to refer to herself as his mom, or mommy. It was how he viewed her, and he had no qualms or concerns related to her technically only being his step mom. The issue for him was different, and harder to be completely honest with himself about.
 
   She was such an attractive woman, and Drew couldn’t help but notice it. Every time she would refer to him as her son, or herself as his mother, a strange tingle would spread through Drew’s body, centering itself on his crotch and loins. This led to him feeling guilty and dirty, but those emotions only seemed to fuel the fire, creating a strange feedback loop of unwanted sexual urges.
 
   “Do you want to play Scrabble after dinner, Drew?”
 
   He’d been deep in his head, and had to look up and process what his mom had said for a moment.
 
   “Uh, sure,” he replied. “I’m pretty sure I beat you in our last game.”
 
   “Oh, shut up!” Angela smiled at him and started clearing the table, the two of them having finished eating. “You only would win because of how good you were at making up words.”
 
   “Well maybe you should call me out on more of them, then,” he said with a smile.
 
   Angela set the plates down on the counter and came back to the table, ruffling Drew’s hair and pinching his cheek from behind them.
 
   “You’re going to be begging for mercy by the time this game is over!” she said.
 
   Drew smiled at his mom, and then went into the living room to set up the board. The wooden coffee table in front of the couch was small and low to the ground, just the right height for both of them to sit on the floor and play a game across from each other.
 
   “So why don’t we make this a little more interesting?” asked Drew. Angela had thrown on a baggy sweater, the hole in the top oversized so it would slip down on one of her shoulders, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of bra strap.
 
   “What exactly do you have in mind, young man?” She sat down across from him under the table and slipped her legs under it. One of her feet came to a rest against Drew’s thigh, and he was caught off guard by how sensual the contact felt to him.
 
   “How about the winner has to do something for the loser,” he said. “You’re so confident about being able to beat me, that should be no problem for you.”
 
   “It’s on. On the off chance that you do manage to win, I’ll surprise you with something tomorrow morning.”
 
   Drew and his step mom started off the game relatively evenly. Angela had the first move, and put down the letters for “FIGHTS”. Drew responded with “FUTURE”, and the two of them had an interesting and cerebral back and forth exchange for a little bit.
 
   “I think all of those college classes have improved your vocabulary, young man,” said Angela. She shifted her foot from where it was under the table and inadvertently rubbed it across Drew’s jean covered cock. She let it rest there for a minute, and Drew felt an unwanted erection begin to stir in his pants.
 
   “I don’t mess around when I play scrabble, mom,” he replied.
 
   The next word he put down was “YOYO”, scoring him an impressive amount of points due to one of the double word squares. Angela cursed her luck, and then responded with a high scoring word of her own.
 
   Drew looked at her face while she was thinking, and all of the sudden the image of her catching him at thirteen, in his room with his cock in hand, popped into his head. His dick began to throb, just like it had back then, and then began to pulse with even more pleasure as Angela began to rub her foot along the line of his crotch.
 
   “Mmm…” he moaned. Angela looked up at him with a sliver of suspicion on her face momentarily, and then went back to thinking.
 
   It was his turn again, and he had no idea what play. There was no obvious word choice jumping out at him, and as he reached for his pieces, he accidently knocked one out of the bag and dropped one of his own.
 
   “Whoops,” he said, bending over to pick them up.
 
   “Hey, no cheating!” Angela slid her legs out from under the table and walked over to him on the other side. Drew smiled and went to put the chips back.
 
   “Relax, I’m not,” he said. “I don’t need to cheat in order to beat you.”
 
   “Show me the pieces!” Angela demanded.
 
   “No way!” said Drew. “You’ll have to pry them out of my cold, dead hands.”
 
   Angela laughed, and reached towards him. Drew was out from the table now, too, and he fell back onto the carpet as his mom tried to get at the evidence she was looking for.
 
   “I’ll wrestle you if I have to!” said Angela. She managed to get one of Drew’s hands pinned down, and straddled herself over him in an attempt to pull his fingers open.
 
   As soon as his mom sat down on top of his crotch, Drew immediately realized that they would have a problem if things kept heading in that direction. It felt good…better than good, even, to feel her soft body pushing down on his quickly stiffening cock.
 
   He reached up to try to lift Angela off him and move her to the side, but all he managed to accomplish was to spur her into wiggling herself against him even more. Her loose sweatshirt had fallen open right in front of his face, and seeing her big, bra clad breasts was titillating in a very literal sense.
 
   “Young man, you need to listen to your mommy!” said Angela.
 
   “Okay, okay, fine!” Drew’s cock was rock hard by this point, and he was praying to all of the gods and saints he could think of that she would get off him before noticing it. He handed Angela the chips, and she smiled back at him with in a self-satisfied, motherly way.
 
   “Thank you sweetie.” There was a tense, loaded silence as they both just looked each other, Angela still on top of him as though she felt like it was where she belonged.
 
   Instead of immediately going back to her spot, Drew’s mom slowly, almost tentatively, leaned forward. She cupped his cheek with her hand, and it felt warm to him.
 
   “I’m so glad that you’re home, honey,” whispered Angela. She leaned further in and gave him a kiss, not on the cheeks, but directly on the lips.
 
   It felt motherly, but also incredibly illicit and arousing. Drew was surprised most by the way his lips seemed to naturally move and respond, kissing her back. The moment seemed to go on forever, and he even felt the tip of his mom’s tongue push its way into his mouth, setting his entire face alight with fire and desire.
 
   Finally, the two of them parted, Angela stood up and walked over to the couch, sitting down on it instead of across from him.
 
   “I…I think I should go to bed,” said Drew. He felt like it was his only option at the point. Drew has hornier than he had ever been in his life, and his cock was aching so badly that he felt like it needed to be taken care of immediately.
 
   “Okay, sweetie,” replied Angela. “I think you’re ahead in points, so you win.”
 
   Drew was already heading up the stairs, doubled over in an attempt to hide his massive boner.
 
   “Goodnight, honey,” called Angela behind him. He didn’t say anything in response, heading into his room and closing the door behind him as quickly as he could.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   It was early the next morning when Drew heard the door to his room creak open. The sun was still over the horizon, giving off only just enough light to hint at the dawn to come. He knew that it was his mom outside in the hallway, and groggily waited for her to say something about breakfast or running errands for the day.
 
   She never did, and shortly after, Drew drifted off to sleep. He started to dream about sex. There was a woman, and she was massaging his member, which eagerly began to harden in response. Drew couldn’t quite make out her face, but he felt elated as she slowly pulled his cock out of his boxers and began to stroke it even more tenderly.
 
   In Drew’s mind, It felt incredibly vivid and real. The woman was whispering something that he couldn’t make out, and slowly petting his cock with her warm hands. She brought her face down close to his crotch, and Drew could feel her hot breath tickling and exciting his exposed flesh.
 
   The woman licked the head of Drew’s cock, and he moaned. His body was reveling in the sensation, and with a start, he woke up, opening his eyes and expecting it to just be him in his bed.
 
   It wasn’t, and if Drew had not have been so tired, he would have been startled. Instead he yawned, and then gasped as a soft, wet mouth underneath the covers began to work its way up his shaft. He pulled back his sheets, and was shocked to see his mom with her pretty lips wrapped around his member, wearing nothing but a thin, translucent night gown.
 
   “M…mom?” Drew wiped his hand across his eyes. “I must still be dreaming.”
 
   Angela pulled her mouth off his tool slowly, gave it a quick lick, and then smiled at him.
 
   “You won the game, sweetie, here’s your surprise.”
 
   She went back to work, giving her son head and making tiny, lewd slurping noises as she did. Drew was overwhelmed by intense sexual pleasure, and something else along with it. He was in a state of disbelief, unable to trust what his eyes were showing them, and even less able to accept that his body seemed to be reacting to and enjoying it.
 
   “No…this, this is so wrong,” he moaned. “Oh god…mom, you can’t.”
 
   Angela seemed to smile with her son’s cock still in her mouth. She kept bobbing her head up and down, each movement making Drew feel as though his dick was being caressed by something softer and slicker than he had previously thought possible.
 
   He reached forward and halfheartedly tried to push his mom’s head back. She flicked his hand away in a manner that was parental and condescending. Drew was stricken by a powerful guilt, combined with shame and horror and confusion at the fact that what he thought was happening was really happening.
 
   “Mom, you can’t be doing this,” he managed to whisper. “This…this is so wrong.”
 
   But it feels so right, replied a voice in the back of his head. His member was electric with sexual energy, and his eyes seemed to be lusting for his mom’s attractive body. He wanted to give her something even more, and wanted to take it even further, though the conflict in his heart kept him from being able to admit it to himself.
 
   Angela slid one of her hands up her son’s stomach and chest, and then pushed her head even further forward onto his cock. Drew felt the head of his dick push into something tighter and more restrictive than his mom’s open mouth, and realized that she was deep throating him. He shivered with pleasure, and couldn’t stifle a small moan that escaped his lips.
 
   He was unable to process what was happening, and for a moment thought that he might still be dreaming. The idea of Angela, his mother and the woman who raised him, doing something so incredibly slutty and taboo, to him, her own son, it shook his foundation to the core.
 
   But at the same time, he had given up on stopping her. Drew didn’t want to stop her at the point, and as he felt his breathing and heart rate and sexual build up all begin to collect and hasten, he knew how the situation was going to end.
 
   Angela was using her entire mouth to pleasure and massage her son’s cock, and she did it with a motherly, tender flair. She pulled her lips off Drew’s dick and began stroking it with her hands, teasing the head of it with her tongue and locking eyes with him.
 
   “Do you want to cum for mommy, Drew?”
 
   “Oh God!” Hearing her talk dirty instantly pushed him over the limit. Angela leaned back, continuing to jerk him off as his cock exploded, spraying semen all over the exposed cleavage visible through the top of her gown. She let him spurt most of it out, and then gave it one last lick and suck, like a mother cat cleaning one of her kittens.
 
   Drew could only stare straight ahead at first during the aftermath. His cheeks were flushed red, and it was hard for him to make eye contact with her. Accepting the fact that his own mother had given him head was almost impossible, and worse still, he had enjoyed it.
 
   “Drew? Sweetie?” Angela was sitting next to him on the bed and rubbed his shoulder affectionately. “Don’t take it too seriously, I was just giving you your reward for winning the game. I thought you’d like it…”
 
   “You thought…” Drew was having trouble even forming a complete sentence. “You thought I’d like having you do something like that?”
 
   “Of course I did!” Angela smiled at him, and her hand began to start up his thigh. “You are my big, baby boy. I just wanted to take care of you, Drew. Don’t you like it when I take care of you?”
 
   Her hand was close to Drew’s cock again, and even though he had just cum, he felt it beginning to harden. He stood up, and pushed her back as he started towards the door, feeling like he was either going to throw up, or get an erection, or both.
 
   “I can’t…I can’t be here right now.”
 
   “Drew!”
 
   Angela got up and walked towards him, but Drew was quick. He grabbed a shirt and a pair of pants from his dresser and ran down the stairs, clumsily getting dressed as he went. He couldn’t stay in the house. Everything he knew about his life and his family had been flipped upside down. He had to get out of there.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   Drew spent a couple of hours just driving around in his car, without any aim. He was hoping that his emotions would come under control, and that he’d be able to look at the situation objectively, without condemning his mom for what she had done, but it never happened.
 
   Angela had been incessant in the calls she made to his cellphone. Drew had not answered a single one. She had been texting him too, and looking through them only seemed to deepen his confusion.
 
   “Drew, calm down, this isn’t as big of a deal as you’re making it out to be.”
 
   “Honey, do you want me to make you something special for dinner? Call me back.”
 
   “Please Drew, promise me you won’t tell anyone about this. I thought you would like it”
 
   “I love you. Please call me.”
 
   The last one in particular stuck with him. He knew that Angela loved him, and he loved her, but now a monkey wrench had been thrown into the gears of their relationship.
 
   Drew found himself wondering if the incident was something that had been harboring underneath the surface throughout their entire relationship. They had always been so close, unusually close, even. The way they would talk to each other had always been fun, and electric. It was hard for Drew to see it now and not feel as though it had just been a decade long bout of foreplay.
 
   He briefly considered driving back to his college, and trying to find somewhere in that area to stay until the dorms reopened, but decided against it. Running away from what was happening in his life, as confusing as it was for him, didn’t seem to be the answer.
 
   After steeling his nerves, he turned the car around, and headed home. It was mid-afternoon, almost early evening. The entire day had passed by with him in a daze, bordering on the verge of a fugue state. But as he opened up the door and stepped inside, all of that faded, and reality hit him like a ton of bricks.
 
   Angela was sitting on the couch. She held her phone in her hand, and seemed to be trying to keep her emotions in check as he walked towards her. She was still wearing that thin, insubstantial night gown. Drew was aroused by the sight of her in it, and along with it came a host of other unwanted, guilty feelings.
 
   “Drew…” Angela stood up, and looked deep into his eyes. Drew could tell that his step mother wasn’t sorry about what had happened. If anything, she seemed happy about it, as though the two of them had progressed to a new level, with a new, deeper connection.
 
   “Mom,” he said, looking at her. “I-“
 
   Angela cut him off by pressing her lips against his and pulling him into an embrace. Drew could feel his cock quickly springing to attention, and suddenly it was as though a starting pistol had gone off in a primitive, sexual foot race.
 
   The two of them kissed and groped at each other. There was something about the way his mom kissed him that made Drew feel like a kid again, as though she was there to take care of his needs, all of his needs.
 
   Angela unzipped his jacket, letting it fall to the ground behind him and immediately starting to pull his shirt up and over her head. Drew pushed himself at her and began to feel her soft body with his hands, so warm and feminine, and it drove him wild.
 
   She looked at him and offered a coy smile, licking her lips and letting one of her hands sneak down to her son’s crotch. Drew nodded ever so slightly, feeling a wave of lust overpower his resolve. Angela undid his button and zipper, and then pulled them down, slowly descending onto the couch and bringing him with her.
 
   It was the same couch on which Drew and Angela had cuddled together when he was young. They watched movies together, and she would give him backrubs. When he was even younger than that, he had a memory of her tickling him almost to the point of not being able to breathe.
 
   It was a strange thing to remember, but it was there, and then as Drew pulled his mom’s nightie up and over her head, her naked body became the only thing he could focus on. Her breasts were large, and dotted with perfect pink nipples that called out to him to suck on.
 
   Down below, Angela had a tiny patch of hair between her legs, cut short and neatly trimmed. Drew slipped out of his boxers with all of the finesse of a toddler walking for the first time, and then lied down on the couch with his mom.
 
   “Oh yes, sweetie…” whispered Angela. She kissed him, and wrapped her fingers around his hard cock. Drew was amazed, again, by just how good it felt to have her stroking him off. He kissed her neck and shifted position, and almost as though drawn by some magnetic force, his cock aligned itself in between her thighs.
 
   “Mom…I, I want to,” he said. Angela didn’t nod, but instead leaned back, and seductively flicked her hair behind her. 
 
   Drew felt something raw and primal take hold of him. He pushed forward, easing up as he felt his mom’s tight cunt stretching to accept his hard rod. Angela moaned, and slowly wrapped her legs around her son, as if she was concerned about him having second thoughts.
 
   He let his cock slide in deeper, about halfway. His mom’s pussy was almost sucking him in, and Drew knew at that point that he was too far under the spell of her sexuality to back out from this encounter or any other. He wanted to fuck his mom, badly, and was lucky to have the chance to begin with.
 
   That didn’t stop him from feeling guiltier and more ashamed than he ever had before, but it put it in perspective. His dad would crucify him if he ever found out, and this was something Drew would have to live with, and possibly regret, for the rest of his life.
 
   But in that moment, with his cock almost shivering and convulsing from the amazing pleasure of his mom’s warm, wet pussy, it was worth it. For Drew, it was beyond worth it, and he needed more.
 
   His hips slowly began to buck forward, and back. Angela let out a moan, and kissed him again. He was obsessed with the feeling, and each time his cock would slide out of her it would feel so cold, and then so warm and comforted as he slid back in.
 
   “Oh god, sweetie,” whispered Angela. “Please don’t stop, I want you to fuck me. Don’t stop.”
 
   “Mom, I…I’m fucking you.” It was a dumb thing to say, but all Drew could process in the moment was the intensely pleasurable sensation of their bodies melding together.
 
   He began to pump faster. His mom had a surprisingly tight cunt, and it seemed to reward Drew for pushing deeper and harder into it. Her breasts were bouncing in front of him with every stroke, and he leaned his head forward and began to suck on one of them.
 
   “Oh yeah, just like that honey,” cried Angela. “Oh god, Drew, this is so bad,”
 
   “Mom,” he moaned. “Mom, you feel so good…”
 
   Drew built up momentum with every second he fucked his mom, and he could hear the couch straining underneath them. He had never done anything that managed to be so outside of the normal standards of society before, and the conflict began to fuel his thrusts, pushing him to push into her with all of his strength.
 
   “That’s right Drew, fuck mommy,” shouted Angela. “Fuck your mommy! Oh god, Drew!”
 
   “Mom!”
 
   Angela began to tense up, her nails raking across her son’s back. Drew was right there with her, and he gripped her waist tightly as he slammed into her for a few last, powerful thrusts. His cock began to explode his load into her, sending more pleasure racing through him than he had ever imagined possible.
 
   Drew enjoyed the feeling…for a moment. Then, not half a minute after cumming, all of the guilt and shame, and most prominently, regret, began to descend onto him like a dark cloud blocking out the sun.
 
   “Mom…” he whispered, his voice wavering. “What…what did we just do?”
 
   Angela was smiling at him, and was willfully oblivious to what he was going through.
 
   “I’m so happy, Drew,” she said. “I want to come visit you once you go back to school.”
 
   Drew just shook his head. He could never take it back, and somehow, the fact was both thrilling and horrifying.
 
    
 
   END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM “FORBIDDEN CHRISTMAS”
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, give it to me harder!”
 
   Jake’s eyes were locked onto his computer monitor, and his hand was pumping up and down on his shaft in time with the action in the scene. A mid-thirties busty blond woman was getting fucked hard, and though it was incredibly arousing for him to watch, he needed to do a certain amount of mental gymnastics in order to keep from comparing her to his step mom, who she looked very similar to.
 
   He wasn’t exactly sure just how he had ended up looking at porn. It was around 10 AM, and it was Christmas Eve. He had the day off from school, but with his step mom in the house and his step sister and dad on the way home, it wasn’t exactly like he had free reign to do whatever he wanted.
 
   “Oh god, don’t stop, keep going sweetie!”
 
   Jake hadn’t checked the details of the porn clip before clicking on it, basing his choice just off the thumb nail alone. He realized, somewhat startlingly, that it was a step mother and step son forbidden sex scene, and felt a strange and uncomfortable emotion take root in his stomach. His cock didn’t seem to mind, but he knew that it was a terrible video to watch before spending the next few days with his family.
 
   “Jake, are you in there?”
 
   He only just managed to slide his sweatpants up and switch off the clip as his door opened. Teresa, his real life step mom and the last person he wanted to see at that moment, was standing on the other side of it.
 
   Teresa was an attractive woman, in her late thirties but looking much more like she was in her late twenties. She had an elegant aura about her, with nicely sized breasts and a body that she kept in shape through five sessions at the gym a week.
 
   She was already dressed for the day, wearing a nice sweater that was flattering in the way it showed off her bosom, and a pair of tight, butt hugging jeans. Jake was still clad in the clothes he had woken up in, and that, combined with his embarrassingly hard member, made it difficult for him to face his mom.
 
   “Did you just get up, sweetie?” she asked. “Jessica’s going to be here soon, you need to get dressed!”
 
   Jessica was Jake’s step sister, and along with Teresa, she had entered his life ten years ago. He had been eight at the time, and to suddenly have a mother after losing his own as a newborn, along with a sister two years older than him, was like a dream come true. 
 
   “Sorry mom!” Jake was blushing, and sweating a little. He had tucked his cock into the fabric of his boxers, but it was threatening to come loose and pop up, tenting his pants and being too obvious to hide. He imagined for a second what his mom’s reaction would be if that happened, and found himself blushing even more severely.
 
   “I can fix you breakfast really quick but I really need to get started on the meal for tomorrow.” Teresa walked over and leaned in to give Jake a kiss on the forehead. For some reason, when she came in close, he felt almost as though he was watching the porn video again, except in reality.
 
   “Uh, okay mom.” He felt her plant a soft, motherly peck on his forehead, and his cock throbbed in his boxers. Jake was horny, but his arousal was connected with feelings of shame and embarrassment for being in such a state so close to his own mom.
 
   “Christmas is the best time of the year!” Teresa walked out of his room humming a tune, and Jake breathed a sigh of relief.
 
   He shared most of the sentiment with her. Jake had been almost overwhelmed by the end of the semester exams and assignments that he’d been saddled with. As a senior, the rules about how much effort a student needed to be put in, and easy it used to be to get away with slacking had changed tremendously.
 
   Jake had spent the last couple of weeks living a Spartan existence. He did homework, he studied, and he made sure that he got enough sleep, but had almost no extra time for socializing or recreation. And that was the main reason why, with hours to spare for the first time in almost a month, he was so drawn to the allure of internet porn and the release it promised him.
 
   Unfortunately, it seemed like it would have to wait until later on. Jake stood up from his computer chair, and after rooting around in his dresser for a minute, he changed into appropriately warm clothes and headed downstairs.
 
   His family had moved into their current house a couple of years ago, after it became apparent that their old place wouldn’t be big enough for all four of them to have privacy and space. Jake’s dad was upper management for a biotech firm with branches all across the country, and pulled in a tidy sum for working long hours and traveling frequently.
 
   His income was more than enough to provide them with a big, spacious house. On top of having a spare guest room, the house was also outfitted with two living rooms, a nice game room in the basement, two bathrooms, a small lounge space in the attic, and a huge, luxurious dining room. 
 
   This was important for Jake because, over the past couple of months, it had been just him and his mom in residence for most of the time. Jessica was a sophomore in college and would only visit on the weekends, and the complex relationship that she and Jake shared made him glad for it.
 
   “Hey sweetie,” said Teresa as Jake walked into the kitchen. “I’m also making cookies after, what kind do you want?”
 
   “Gingerbread, if you have the ingredients.” He sat down at the kitchen table and tried not to look at his mom’s body as she pranced around the kitchen.
 
   Living in the house with just him and Teresa had been a little confusing for Jake. She was such a beautiful woman, and though he knew in his mind that she was his mom, and he should look at her differently, it was hard for him to not get turned on by her and her body.
 
   Teresa had pulled on a pink apron and tied it around her back in a way that caused her breasts to pop out even more than they usually did. She was still humming as she watched a couple of pans on the stove and greased up one of the cookie sheets. There was a knock at the door, and she was distracted for a second.
 
   “I’ll get it mom,” said Jake. “It’s probably Jessica, anyway.”
 
   Jake hadn’t realized it from up in his room, but snow was coming down with a vengeance. When he opened up the door, along with his heavily bundled up sister, the wind pushed a mess of snowflakes in.
 
   Before saying anything, Jessica took off her hat, freeing her long and luxurious blond hair, and then her jacket. She was wearing a sweater underneath that showed off her shapely form, hinting at the size and shape of her large breasts.
 
   “Jess, wow, you look like the abominable snow man,” said Jake.
 
   “Ha ha, very funny. It’s nice to see you, little bro.” Jessica stepped over and wrapped her arms around him, and Jake hugged her back. His sister was cold, but as they hugged, memories of the past came flooding back to him, heating him up from the inside and threatening to reignite his excitable lower half.
 
   The trouble between them had started back when Jake first entered puberty. Jessica had always loved making a game out of teasing him, and on many occasions had pushed him to the point of having an aching erection with no outlet as a young teenager.
 
   It hadn’t all been quite so harmless, however. The summer before Jessica had left for college, the two of them had cuddled on the couch together while watching a movie. His sister was the one who had first crossed the line, letting one of her hands wander, but soon enough the two of them were making out and groping at each other, and would have taken it even further if their parents hadn’t come home midway through. 
 
   “Jessica! I’m so happy to see you!” Teresa came running out of the kitchen and pulled her daughter in close. Jake’s sister was the spitting image of her mother. She was definitely younger looking, and with slightly less defined curves, but every bit as beautiful overall.
 
   “It’s good to be home, mom,” she said. “I’m happy I was able to make it. The roads are so bad out there. I saw a car that had gone off the road every few miles.”
 
   “They said on the weather that the storm is only going to get worse…” Teresa finally released her daughter, and then wiped her hands on her apron. “I hope your dad’s flight doesn’t end up being delayed.”
 
   “Don’t worry about that, mom,” said Jake. “At least we have Jessica here, to start.”
 
   “You’re right,” said Teresa. “How about I whip you guys up some hot cocoa? I’m sure you could use something to warm up with, Jess.”
 
   She turned and walked into the other room, leaving Jake and Jessica alone in front of the door. Jessica bent over and slowly began to take her heavy winter boots off. Her butt was like a magnet for Jake’s eyes, though it made him feel terrible to give in to the temptation of looking.
 
   “So how has school been?” asked Jake. He forced himself to turn away and walked over to the couch, taking a seat.
 
   “About what you’d expect, little bro.” Jessica brushed off a couple loose flakes of snow, and then took a seat next to him. It was hard for Jake to keep his excitement under control. 
 
   Everything was so loaded when it came to engaging with his sister. His body felt more sensitive than it usually did, and it was hard for him to meet her eyes without thinking about how sexy she was, and how close the two of them had come to crossing the line in the past.
 
   “How have you been doing? Did you finally manage to nab yourself a girlfriend?” Jessica flashed him a mischievous smile that made him blush and feel a little turned on.
 
   “No, I’ve been single,” said Jake. “Exams have been rough, and I haven’t had much time. I’m really just looking forward to relaxing for the holidays and getting a chance to unload.”
 
   “Well feel free to let me know if I can be of any use helping you out with your…unloading.” Jess was still smiling at him, and she reached her hand over and rubbed his knee. The two of them locked eyes with each other, and suddenly the room began to feel very, very warm.
 
   “I almost forgot to put up the stockings!” Teresa came bounding back in the room, and the moment was interrupted. “I was waiting for you to get here Teresa, in case you wanted to hang yours yourself.”
 
   “Thanks mom,” she said. “I appreciate that.”
 
   Jake slid away from his sister a little bit on the couch, feeling the same guilt and shame that he had felt after getting so close to her back when they were teenagers. He was confused, both at what was happening between them and what the coming holidays would hold.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   “I just love Christmas, don’t you Jake?”
 
   Jessica stood near the fireplace, reaching up to hang her stocking from one of the hooks above it. She had her butt pushed out, which was already eye catching enough in the way the loose sweater she had on caught on it.
 
   “Yeah, of course sis,” he replied. “It’s nice to have you back around.”
 
   She flashed him a smile, and then hopped in an attempt to get her stocking where it needed to be. Jake was amused by her attempt to put it up, which given her height, was quite the lofty goal.
 
   “Help me out with this, would you?” asked Jessica.
 
   Jake walked over and reached for the stocking, standing behind his sister and lifting it up and over her head. Jess pushed her butt backwards against his crotch, and he felt his cock beginning to stir within his pants. Jake wasn’t sure if it was an intentional action or not at first, but the gleam in his sister’s eye when she turned back to him told him all he needed to know.
 
   “You’re going to have to get way in close if you want to get that stocking up there, Jake.”
 
   She rubbed her butt around on his cock, and Jake felt pleasure flood across his midriff like a fast moving tide. Jess was warm, and her butt was incredibly soft, with a bounce to it that made him feel like his erection was racing into action.
 
   “You do want to hang the stocking up for me, don’t you Jake?”
 
   He didn’t say anything at first. This is how it always was with Jess. She was flirty and dangerous in a sensual way, but very cryptic, and subtle about it. Everything always had a double meaning when he was talking with her, and as usual, he was having trouble knowing exactly how to respond.
 
   “I…I do want to hang it,” said Jake.
 
   “Good. Then go ahead, bro…put it up there, nice and high.”
 
   Jake lifted the stocking back up and drove his hard rod into his sister’s buttocks as he did. It felt amazing, but also incredibly wrong and illicit. He felt as though he was back to being a 12 year old, stealing glances at Jess and even his mom while they were changing, except now the stakes and potential payoff were so much higher.
 
   “Mmm, there you go,” said Jess. “Now let me show you where I want you to put it.”
 
   She pointed up to a spot above the fireplace with one hand, and brought one of Jake’s hands around to her chest with the other. He hesitated at first, and then felt something in his mind begin to slip. It was enough for him to start grabbing at her breasts, groping them through her clothes and leveraging his crotch more tightly against her.
 
   “Right there, sis?” 
 
   “Oh yeah Jake, right there.”
 
   Jessica began to rock her buns back and forth against him. He pushed into her with the same rhythm, feeling her squeeze her butt muscles in a way that would occasionally grip onto his erection through his pants.
 
   The stocking was completely forgotten. Jessica slowly turned herself around and stared at Jake. He recognized the look in her eyes. It was the same one that she had given him that night years back, when the two were just eager teenagers, experimenting on the couch and giving in to their hormones.
 
   “Oh little brother, you’ve grown so much!” Jessica continued pretending that nothing strange was happening as she slipped one of her hands down and began massaging Jake’s cock through his pants. “You’re such a big boy, now.”
 
   “I…Thanks, Jess.” Jake leaned towards her and began kissing her neck, one of his hands continuing to rub and tease her breasts. “Is this a new sweater? The fabric it’s made from feels so soft.”
 
   “Oh yeah, it is. But it’s a really warm sweater. I get hot when I wear it. Like right now, I’m way too hot…”
 
   The two of them made their way over to the couch, still feeling each other up but keeping their lips a safe distance apart, as though that was the one boundary that they were both nervous about crossing.  Jake pulled his sister’s sweater up and over her head, leaving her in just tight fitting, low cut blouse.
 
   He ran his hands across the skin underneath it, and let his fingers travel all the way up until they were touching her bra strap. Jess smiled at him, and then slid her own hand down his pants, her fingers making contact with his cock through just his boxers.
 
   “Why don’t we sit down and watch a movie or something?” said Jess. “You know, like we used to do? It was so fun watching movies with you, baby bro.”
 
   “I wouldn’t mind watching a movie, either,” he replied. “Maybe we can watch a longer movie than we did last time.”
 
   There was an erotic hue cast over their movements and what was going on that made Jake feel almost as though the outside world didn’t exist. He still felt guilty, and knew that what they were doing was wrong, but an even more powerful emotion had taken ahold of him. He was horny, and curious, both at seeing and touching his sister and at seeing how far she’d be willing to take it.
 
   As if to answer him, Jess began unzipping his pants. She moved teasingly slow, making the process of getting Jake’s cock out of his boxers into something that took as much care and confidence as though she were disarming a bomb. And given just how achingly hard and ready his member was at that point, Jake realized that it wasn’t all that far off from the truth.
 
   “I don’t think we’ve seen this movie before, Jake.”
 
   “No, I don’t think we have either.” Jake stared at his sister in disbelief as she collected her long hair and deftly pulled it into a pony tail using a pink scrunchy from inside her pocket. He was already pushing his hips up and towards her in anticipation, and when Jess finally wrapped her fingers around it and slowly brought her face down, he felt a tingle run down his spine.
 
   Their eyes met, and Jake realized that it was really happening. A voice in the back of his head, the voice of reason, chimed in and insisted that he still could stop it, and that he should stop it. Jake almost considered it for a moment, and then Jess brought her lips to his member and made gentle contact against it.
 
   “Oh man.” Jake watched as she went further, and began to kiss his cock softly and tenderly. Jess continued working slowly, and it was the most pleasurable form of torture that he had ever endured. More than anything Jake wanted her to take it into her mouth and begin sucking, but all his sister was doing was showering it with kisses.
 
   Jess smiled at him, again appearing as though she could read his mind, and then gave the very tip of his cock a slow lick. A small bead of precum oozed out, and she seemed to relish in tasting it, and used it in the same way as a young girl would use a drop of lip balm.
 
   “Oh god, Jess,” Jake moaned. “Just-“
 
   “Shhh.” Jess gave him a look that was both reprimanding and sisterly. “I can’t hear the movie.”
 
   With those words, she finally began to get serious. Jake’s sister began by taking about a third of his cock into her mouth, slurping on it and massaging it with her tongue in a way that sent Jake straight to heaven.
 
   “Oh god…” It was too hard for him to stay quiet. Nothing in his life had prepared him for the type of pleasure his sister was giving him.
 
   Jess bobbed a little faster, and a little deeper. Each time she went down, more of Jake’s cock would go into her mouth, and the pleasure he was feeling would intensify. He started to lean his head back and close his eyes when something totally unexpected happened.
 
   “Do either of you two want marshmallows in your hot cocoa?” 
 
   Jake had completely forgotten about the fact that his mom was still in the kitchen, and a strange mixture of pleasure and panic shot through him as he turned his head to look into the other room. Teresa mom was cooking at the stove, facing away from the two of them. At any second, she could decide to come into the living room, Jake realized.
 
   Jess didn’t seem to care, and if anything, hearing her mom’s voice in the background only made her focus in on giving a better blowjob. Jake gently tried to guide her off him, but she wouldn’t let up, and he was forced to just let it happen.
 
   “Uh, no mom,” he said, a little more hastily than he really needed to. “I don’t want marshmallows.”
 
   “Really? I thought you usually liked them?”
 
   Jake was distracted by the fact that his sister was spiraling her tongue along his dick, drawing patterns with saliva on it, and then taking all of it back into her mouth.
 
   “That’s okay, no thanks, mom!” he said.
 
   “But they’re so soft, and sticky? It’s nice to have something like that in cocoa…”
 
   Jake didn’t even hear her. Jess had gone into full cock sucking overdrive, slurping on his dick in a way that was just obscene. It made him wonder about where she learned how to do it.
 
   “Jess, do you want any?”
 
   Jessica looked annoyed as she pulled her mouth off her brother’s cock.
 
   “No mom, I don’t want marshmallows either!”
 
   “Wow, I guess the two of you are really growing up…” said Teresa.
 
   Instead of returning to sucking, Jessica pulled down her pants, and then her panties. She leaned back on the couch and beckoned to Jake. He stared at her like she was crazy being unable to avoid thinking about what a bad idea what she wanted him to do would be.
 
   “Alright, I’m going to leave it on the counter. I have to head upstairs to do some present wrapping!”
 
   Jessica pulled a nearby blanket over her, and Jake hid his cock the best as he could as their mom walked through the edge of the living room and towards the stairs. She stopped for a moment, and Jake was sure that the two of them had been caught.
 
   “I thought you guys said you were going to watch a movie?” she asked.
 
   “We’re…just picking one out, right now,” replied Jake.
 
   Teresa shrugged, and then continued on her way. Jake waited until he heard the door to her room shut, and then moved into action as though the sound had been the starting pistol firing for a race.
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