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CHAPTER 1 Preparation

I pulled another dress from my large closet and tossed it onto the king-sized bed. I never knew why Conrad bothered buying such a large bed. He was barely ever at home anyway. Most nights I had the bed all to myself. But tonight was different. He was in town for the night and I wanted to look my best. It'd been over a month since I saw him last.

"Norman?" I called. 

I needed his input. Norman was my seventeen year old stepson, Conrad's son. I never had any children of my own, Norman was the closest I had. I raised him with Conrad for the last five years. Although saying 'with Conrad' is a bit of a stretch. When he started his new job a few years ago I started seeing less and less of him as the company sent him all over the world. He was in high demand. We had no shortage of money, but it came at the expense of spending time with his family.

"Yeah, Mom?" he asked as he peeked around the corner. Even though it's been five years, it still sounded funny to be called "Mom".
"Don't worry, I'm dressed," I laughed.
"Why is your clothing scattered all over your bed?" he asked, picking up a floral dress. 

"I'm deciding what to wear for your Dad tonight. He's only in town for a little while and I want to show him what he's missed," I said.

"My biological mom would never have asked me this," he said. "I don't think she really ever cared about us."
"Of course she did..." I said, wrapping my arms around his
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neck. "Now, help me choose something to wear, I'm going out of my mind!" I chuckled. "How about...this?" I asked, holding a long black dress up in front of my body.

"You’d look like an old woman in that," he said. 

"But I am an old woman, I'm getting closer to my mid-forties every day," I said, wiping wisps of my shoulder-length blonde hair behind my ears.

"You don't look a day over thirty, Mom," Norman said. 

"Compliments?" I said with mock surprise. "Does this mean you want something and you're just softening me up?" I asked jokingly.

"Actually...it's about my eighteenth birthday this weekend. Instead of having something at home I was thinking of going out with a group of friends from school. I'm the last one to turn eighteen and we were thinking of hitting the town for a few drinks and some clubbing," he said cautiously.

"But what about the cake and snacks I had in mind for you here at home?" I said with disappointment.
He looked at me with his sparkling baby blue eyes. The kind of eyes no mother could say no to.
"Please, Mommy?" he begged. 

I couldn't resist. I always had a hard time saying no to Norman. It was mostly because I felt so sorry for him. His mom walked out on them when he was thirteen and I had a feeling it affected him psychologically. His grades started slipping and he started hanging out with the wrongcrowd. I met Conrad shortly after and tried my best to lift Norman's spirits. It took a few years but we grew incredibly close and I think he realized how much I ended up helping him.

"How can I say no to that face," I said, giving him a kiss on the forehead.
"You're the best," he smiled.MY KINKY STEP-MOM - FORBIDDEN LUST
"Now, how about lingerie?" I said, holding up a lacy pair of black panties.
"Mom!" Norman said horrified as he hurried out the bedroom. 

I stared at myself in the full-length mirror. I untied my robe and dropped it to the floor. I inspected my naked body. I was no longer the fit, tight teen I was twenty years ago. Even so, I stayed active and ate healthily which generally made me the envy of most of the other moms. I ran my hands over my breasts. Even though they had sagged slightly, they were still really large and a D-cup still fit me comfortably, giving me really nice cleavage if I wore the right shirt. My areolae were dark and large, my nipples still nice and puffy, especially when I became aroused. I ran my hands over the small nobly bits of my areola, watching as my nipples grew slightly.

I moved my hands over my stomach - it was no longer washboard flat but still relatively firm. In fact, I probably had a better body than most of the girls at Conrad’s school. Age had started to take its toll on my body and I tried everything in my power to stave it off for as long as I could. I smiled, looking at my belly piercing. I never showed it off, the only person that even knew I had it was Conrad.

I leaned closer to the mirror, noticing a wrinkle by my eye. I immediately grabbed some of my expensive serum and rubbed it over the wrinkle. If it worked as well as they promised, it would be gone in a few weeks.

I walked into the adjoining bathroom – I definitely had to shave down there. Conrad always preferred me silky smooth. During our last few sexual encounters, he wanted me to dress up as a slutty schoolgirl – complete with pigtails and a teeny voice. I thought it was weird at first but I knew many guys had the naughty schoolgirl fantasy. I barely ever saw him so when he was around, I tried my best to make him happy.
I propped myself on the bath and spread my legs wide, keeping 
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one foot on the floor and placing one foot on the corner of the bath. I took some shaving foam and covered my entire pubic region slowly. Touching myself sent shivers down my spine – it had been quite some time since I’d had sex and I was literally aching for Conrad. I could already imagine his bulging cock stretching me wide open…

“Mom?” Norman called from inside my room, ripping me from my reverie.
“Don’t come in here, I’m busy!” I shouted hurriedly. I closed my legs in case. Norman would be horrified seeing he mother spread-eagle on the bath, shaving herself down there… “I’m going out for a little while with Becky, is that okay?” he asked. 

Becky, the kind of girl no self-respecting mother would ever want for her son. She was captain of the cheerleading team, ridiculously beautiful and one of the most popular girls in school. She had a reputation for being slutty. Even though Norman really seemed into her, I didn’t trust her for a second. It looked like my poor Norman was just the next victim on her list. I would do anything to keep him from getting hurt. But it was a fine line.

“Um, don’t you have homework to finish?” I called back. 

“I know you don’t like Becky, Mom, but she really loves me. I think we’re going to be together for a long time. You know she’s had a hard family life with her father hitting them before he finally committed suicide,” Norman said.

My stomach turned. He was falling for her hook, line and sinker. 

“Norman, you need to be careful of her. She’s…”
“Can I go?” he asked impatiently.

There was no use causing an argument. I didn’t want a repeat of the last time we argued over her. 

“Sure, just be back by eight, your father should be here by then. Remember, they predicted a huge storm later this evening, so please make sure you’re back in time,” I said.

A heard footsteps down the stairs and the sound of the front door opening and closing. I opened my legs again, wiping off the shaving foam that was stuck between my inner thighs. I shaved myself gently, listening to the grazing as the blade slipped over my pubic hair, slicing it off with a single motion. I shaved my lips carefully. My nipples hardened again…

Once I was done I stepped into the shower and turned on the hot water. I closed my eyes, feeling the pressure of the shower as I rinsed my inner thighs with the hand-held shower head. I could feel the water against my tender lips, feeling then becoming swollen with desire. I slipped a finger between my silky folds, feeling my clitoris growing more erect. My nipples were rockhard. I gasped, feeling small jolts of electricity coursing through my veins.

I moved my right arm behind my back, moving my middle finger down between my tight ass cheeks. I could feel the small wrinkles around my tight ass as I circled my fingers around it. I wanted to shove my finger into it so badly, to feel my muscles contract hard around my finger… but I had to stay strong. Even though I was burning to climax, I wanted to keep myself horny for Conrad. He always found it so arousing when I was gagging for him to pound me.

I jumped out the shower and dried myself, my body still trembling with arousal. I glanced at the clock: Conrad would be here in two hours. I was so excited I wanted to scream. The dark clouds rolling in outside draped my room in darkness. I hoped it wouldn’t affect Conrad’s flight.

CHAPTER 2 Disappointment

I looked at my watch: it was after nine already. Conrad was more than an hour late. I took the bottle of champagne and placed it back in the fridge. I adjusted my short black dress. I could feel my thong burrowing between my cheeks already. I blew out a few of the candles before they burnt out completely. Another loud rumble echoed outside. The storm was definitely moving closer.

Suddenly the front door opened. I jerked my head around, my heart racing with excitement. It had to be Conrad. He was probably just stuck in traffic. Unusual weather always caused people to go insane on the roads.

“Conrad?” I called from the dark.
I shielded my eyes as the lights came on.

“Mom?” Norman said as he closed the front door behind himself.
“I thought it was your dad,” I said, unable to hide my disappointment.
“I thought he was supposed to be here by now?” Norman said. “Yeah me too. Besides, where have you been, mister? I told you to be back by eight.” 

“Sorry, Mom. The roads were crazy. Becky had to drop two off her other friends across town and it took forever to get back here,” he said.

“Your dad’s not here yet,” I said.
I fought back tears. I was really looking forward to him coming. “Have you tried phoning him?” Norman asked.
“I’ll try again. His phone was off earlier,” I said.MY KINKY STEP-MOM - FORBIDDEN LUST

“I’m going to jump in the shower quickly,” Norman said as he jogged upstairs. 

I dialed Conrad’s number. It was finally ringing!
“Hello?” a voice said.
It was a female voice. She sounded no older than eighteen. “Hello, who is this?” I asked.

There was a scuffle before the phone cut off. Who the hell answered the phone? I tried calling again. It was off. I slammed my phone down in frustration. Who was the girl? Thunder crashed outside. I jumped with fright. It had to be the storm. It must have affected Conrad’s flight.

I tried calling again. It was ringing.
“Hello?”
It was Conrad.
“Where the hell are you?” I burst out.

“Sorry, darling, I’m stuck at the airport. All flights in have been cancelled so it doesn’t look like I’ll be able to make it home tonight,” he said.

I started sobbing. The disappointment was just too much. “But you haven’t been home in ages,” I said through my tears. “I’m really sorry, Laura, I really wanted to see you,” he said. “Can you come tomorrow?” I said with a glimmer of hope.

“I have a meeting in New York tomorrow afternoon so I won’t be able to make it. Once I have a clear date I’ll let you know. I’ll make this up to you, Laura, I promise,” he said.

“Who was the girl earlier?” I asked.
“Girl?”
“Yes, the girl who answered your phone,” I said with an
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accusatory tone.
“Oh, that was Charlotte, my personal assistant,” he answered. “Why is she with you at the airport?” I asked.
Surely she would be back at the office?

“She travels with me now. The company thought she would better serve me being by my side. Easier to manage than having to phone or email each time,” he said.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.
“How old is she?” I asked.
“What kind of question is that?” he said.
“What is her full name?” I asked impatiently.
“Charlotte Baxter,” he responded.

“Well, let me know when you’ll be home again,” I said, trying to sound like a bitch but failing miserably as tears streamed down my face.

“Sorry, honey. I’ll make it up to you. I love you…” he said. I hung up, covering my face with my hands as I sobbed uncontrollably. 

I grabbed my phone and searched for Charlotte Baxter. I found her profile immediately. Job description: PA. It was definitely her. She had long, black hair and striking hazel eyes. She dropped out of business school and started working at Conrad’s company a few months ago. Best of all: she was nineteen. Right up Conrad’s street. I didn’t want to believe he’d ever cheat on me, but with a young beauty like that, surely there was temptation? She was young and nubile, he was older and wealthy.

It was clearly the end of the evening. I cleared the table and tossed the food into the trash. I felt so hurt and confused. The latest revelation about Conrad made me uneasy. Insecure. Vulnerable.

I jogged upstairs and pulled my dress over my head, tossing it onto the floor. I turned around and started unclipping my bra. “Mom?” Norman said as he stepped into my room.
I covered my breasts in a hurry, standing in front of my stepson wearing only a tiny thong.
“Sorry,” he said, looking away immediately.
“Sorry Norman, I should have closed the door,” I said, walking into the bathroom.
“Is Dad coming?” he said.
“No, weather caused the plane to-“ I started before I burst into tears.
“Mom, what’s going on?” Norman said, his voice moving closer. 

“I’m just so disappointed,” I sobbed, clipping my bra back on. Norman came around the corner.
“Norman…” I said, covering my black, see-through bra. “I love you, Mom,” he said, embracing me.

I started crying again, tears streaming down my face as thunder continued rumbling outside. Lightning streamed through my open bedroom window as a gush of wind blew the curtains into the air. I grabbed tightly onto Norman, my busty chest pressing hard against his. It was probably inappropriate but I didn’t care, I was just so upset.

“I’ll go make us some tea,” he said when he finally pulled back. I could see he was trying to keep his eyes off me. It just felt really awkward.
“Thank you, baby,” I said, wiping tears from my red cheeks. Norman left the room. I slipped into a comfortable pair of white cotton panties and tossed an oversized shirt over my body. I pulled the covers back and slipped into my bed. The Egyptian cotton felt MARGUERITE DE LYON
soft against my skin. My body was still trembling slightly as my sobs subsided.
“We seem to be out of tea,” Norman said as he returned to my bedroom. 

“Don’t worry about it,” I said softly.
Thunder rumbled loudly outside, giving us both a fright. “Can you lie here with me tonight?” I asked.
I just needed some love tonight. Some warmth.
“No problem,” Norman said.

He walked to my bedroom window and closed it before turning off the lights. He slipped out of his jeans and climbed into the bed behind me.

“Hold me,” I whispered. 

I felt the warmth of his body as he moved closer behind me. I took his arm and wrapped it around my waist, placing his hand on my stomach.

I felt something poking me from behind as Norman adjusted his body. 

“Sorry, my leg,” he whispered.
“I love you, Norman,” I said.
“I love you too, Mom,” he whispered back.

CHAPTER 3 Birthday Boy

The next few days whizzed past. It felt like a blur. I couldn’t get the thought of Charlotte out of my head. Why would Conrad need me to fulfill his teen sex fantasies if he had a beautiful teen right at his side all the time? I really wanted to believe he wasn’t cheating. It was just really difficult.

I fished through some old photos I tossed out of a large cardboard box. We had the best times of our lives when Conrad was at home. Back when he worked a normal job with normal hours. We went away almost every weekend: camping, theme parks… I never knew how great I had it before. Now I’m lucky if I see him for a night every few months. I wiped away a tear as I looked at our smiles in some of the shots. Everybody was so happy.

I blew my nose and wiped my face. I grabbed a small candle, stuck it into the blue cupcake and lit it. I walked up the stairs carefully. It was Norman’s birthday and I wanted to surprise him with a cupcake in bed.

“Happy birthday!” I shouted as I stepped into his room. He turned around groggily and looked at me.
“Mom, what time is it?” he mumbled, rubbing his eyes. “It’s your birthday, silly,” I smiled.

I sat down on the bed and handed him the cupcake. The candle flame flickered.
"Make a wish and blow it out, quickly," I said.
Norman closed his eyes for a few seconds before he blew the candle out. I leaned in and gave him a hug.
"Now get out of bed so I can make you some breakfast
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"I'll be downstairs," I stuttered as I rushed out of his room. "Becky is taking me for breakfast," he called after me. Of course she was.

"Just make sure you're back before dark, I at least want to spend a few minutes with my son before his birthday is over," I said. "I'm going to be a little late, we are going out for drinks, remember?" He said.
I didn't respond. An hour later Norman kissed me goodbye as he rushed out the door to meet Becky.
"I love you!" I called after him. 

I cleared the kitchen and headed upstairs. As I passed Norman's room I suddenly decided to snoop around. I usually respected his privacy but he didn't talk to me as much anymore. Ever since Becky came on the scene he's been very cagey. I folded his laptop open. It was password protected. After a few guesses it logged me in: Becky. Very secure password!

I immediately opened his web browser and checked the history. I gasped, clicking on the first few links in the list. 

" Milf sex."
"Hot mom taken by the high school football team."
"My mom sucked off my best friend."

I expected Norman to look at porn occasionally, but I never knew he had a fetish for older women. I clicked through a few more videos. All were of older women and younger guys. I decided to play one of the videos, just to see what it was about. It was much more explicit than I imagined. Two guys in high-school football uniforms were double-penetrating a "mom". She looked no younger than fifty but her breasts were perfect and she didn't have a single wrinkle or stretch mark.

"Do you like my young cock in your tight, mature pussy?" the one guy said as he pounded her relentlessly from behind. 

I slammed the laptop shut. I didn't want to see more. Not because I felt disgusted... but because it started to arouse me. And that feeling alone made me uneasy. I headed to the bathroom, looking at my face in the mirror. I noticed more wrinkles. I grabbed my tub of serum and rubbed it over the wrinkles. Soon enough I wouldn’t be able to keep up any more...

A few hours later I closed my curtains and collapsed onto the big bed. I checked my phone: no new messages from Conrad. I closed my eyes and in a matter of minutes I was fast asleep.

***** 

"Where is your mom? I heard a voice say.
"She's sleeping, I think"

It sounded like Norman and Becky were home. I rubbed my eyes and looked at the clock: it was after midnight. How long had I been asleep? I must have been exhausted from the night before. I could hardly sleep a wink after the altercation with Conrad.

"Are you sure you're ready?" Becky said.
I sat up in the bed trying to make as little noise as possible. "Yeah, I also have the condom," Norman said.

My heart skipped a beat. Condom? Were they about to have sex?
"I like virgin guys," I heard Becky say.
I pulled the covers to one side and slipped onto the floor as quietly as I could. I crawled to my door on my hands and knees. I felt like a crazy person but I had to see what was going on. See MARGUERITE DE LYON 

what Becky was doing to my Norman.
"I'll put it on," Becky said.

I peeked around the corner. Norman had his back to the door. I heard as Becky tore the wrapper open. 

"You need to get it up," she chuckled.
"I'm a little nervous," he stuttered.

"Maybe it’s because you’re drunk. Maybe this will help," Becky said.
The next moment a bra went flying onto the floor.
"Touch my tits, Norman. You can even pinch my nipples if you want. I like that," Becky said. 

“Um, okay,” he said.
“Oh yes, I like that. Pinch it harder,” she said.

Becky moaned softly. She stood up. I lowered my head, my chin on the carpet as I continued peeking around the corner. I knew if I was caught there’d be hell to pay. But I had to see.

Becky had a ridiculously sexy body. Her breasts were quite small. Much smaller than mine. She gyrated her hips from side to side, running her hands over her chest.

“Do you like me, Norman?” she asked, biting down on her bottom lip.
“Ye… yes,” he said.
“Ooh, you’re much bigger than I thought,” she said, looking down at his lap. 

Norman chuckled nervously. Becky turned around, moved her hands under her skirt and pulled her panties down to her feet. She picked it up and held it by his face.

“I want you to taste my pussy on these panties. Taste how wet I am for you,” she said.
Becky turned around again, lifted her skirt and placed her hands on Norman’s desk. She had such a perfect ass…
“I want you to fuck my tight cunt with that big cock,” she said. 

Wow, I did not expect that language from Becky. The captain of the cheerleading squad. Model student. The rumors about her being a little tramp were obviously true.

“Come on, what are you waiting for?” Becky said, swaying her ass from side to side seductively. 

Norman stood up and turned to the side. Becky wasn’t lying when she said he was big… Was I seriously admiring my stepson’s cock?

“Fuck me,” she whispered.
Norman positioned himself behind her. I could see he was shaking.
“How…” he said, fumbling. 

Becky lowered her upper body more and spread her legs. She moved her right arm under her body, placing her hand between her legs.

“Put it in, I’m opening my pussy for you,” she said.
Norman’s cock barely touched her when he finally stuttered, shaking a little. 

“Shit…” he whispered.
“What?” Becky said, turning around.
She reached for his condom and jerked it off.
“You came already?” she said with a derisive tone.
“I think so,” he said.
“Argh, fuck. That’s the end of that then,” Becky said.
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“I better head home,” she responded, slipping back into her panties and clipping her bra in place.
I moved back into my room. I couldn’t believe how she treated him.
“I’ll see you tomorrow?” Norman said.
“Yeah, whatever, virgin,” she mumbled as she headed downstairs. 

A few moments later the door slammed shut. I listened as Norman jogged upstairs and closed his door. I could literally sense his shame.

CHAPTER 4 Taste of the Forbidden Fruit

I couldn’t fall asleep. I kept on rolling around in my bed. I glanced at the clock: it was 3am. The wind was howling outside. Some raindrops hit the window every now and then. I kept thinking about Becky and Norman earlier. Not so much that she treated him like a toy, but how grow up Norman actually was. I always thought of him as this child, my stepson. But tonight I saw another part of him. No longer a boy, but a man. A clone of his father, but possessing only his father’s best qualities.

My thoughts kept flashing back to Norman, standing up behind Becky. His cock was so large. I felt dirty even thinking about it, but I couldn’t help it. How sick was I to fantasize about my stepson? I moved my hand between my legs. My cotton panties were soaked. I didn’t even realize how aroused I actually was.

I pulled my covers back and slipped out of bed. I tip-toed into the passage and stared into Norman’s room. He must have opened his door sometime during the night. I walked to his bed as quietly as I could. My heart was beating in my chest. It felt so loud I thought it would wake Norman up. I grabbed the top of his blue duvet and pulled it back slowly. He was sleeping in only his underwear, lying on his back.

“Norman?” I whispered. 

I moved my hand over the front of his underwear, moving it in soft circles. Through the moonlight streaming in through the window, I could see him growing more erect. I pressed down harder, running my fingers up and down as the outline of his shaft pressed against his underwear. He moaned softly.

“Norman?” I asked again.
No answer. Either he was sleeping, or he was pretending to
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I gently slipped my fingers into the top of his underwear and pulled the front down. His big cock bounced out triumphantly. I was even larger than I thought. I touched it softly, feeling the warm skin. I traced my fingers over the veins bulging out around his shaft. Norman wriggled his body a little.

“Mom?” he mumbled.
“Shhh,” I said, placing my finger over his lips.

I moved my hand back down, wrapping my fingers around his cock. I moved it back and forth, jerking him off slowly. He grew even harder and longer in my palm.

“Mom…” he stuttered.
It felt so wrong. My head was spinning. What was I doing? What about Conrad? Why couldn’t I stop myself? 

I leaned my head forward, running the tip of my tongue around his glans. I could taste the mild saltiness as I wrapped my soft lips around his soft, purple, mushroom-shaped head. Norman moaned again. I lowered my mouth over his shaft, feeling it slipping deeper into my mouth. I lifted my face and brought it down again, allowing his cock to slip deeper into my mouth. I swept strands of my blonde hair behind me ear as I increased my pace, bobbing my head up and down over his cock.

“Mom, that feels so good…” Norman mumbled, grabbing a handful of my blonde hair. 

I could feel the moisture building between my legs. My body was burning with lust. Having Norman’s cock in my mouth completely invigorated me. I felt him applying pressure to the back of my head, pushing me further down as his cock started sliding down my throat. I gagged.

“Sorry, Mom,” Norman apologized. 

I didn’t want him to apologize. I forced my head down as far as I could, feeling his cock pushing down my throat. I wanted him to be in control. Unapologetic. I choked a few more times but I didn’t mind. I could feel my saliva running down onto his balls as I sucked more vigorously.

“I’m going to cum, stop,” Norman panted, desperately trying to pull me off.
I resisted. He probably wanted to be a gentleman but I wouldn’t have it.
“Quick!” he whispered with urgency. 

I ignored him and continued taking him as deep as I could. The next moment he grunted loudly, pulling on my hair as he exploded inside my mouth. I could feel my stepson’s runny, salty cum running down my throat as I swallowed every drop.

I continued sucking him off, playing with his balls as he continued wriggling in orgasmic glee. A few minutes later I lifted my mouth off his flaccid penis. I pulled his underwear back up, covering his wet cock.

Without saying a word, I headed back to my bedroom.The experience with Norman was amazing. I moved my hand between my legs. I was soaking wet.

CHAPTER 5 Realization

The next morning Norman left before I woke up. He probably wanted to avoid an awkward conversation after the night we had. I went into his room. I could smell the scent of the night before. His semen… I could still feel the streams of it going down my throat. I still felt a little dirty. Like one of those "milf" moms on the videos Norman watched.

I opened his curtains and made his bed.As I tucked the sheet under his mattress, I felt something lacy. I lifted the mattress and pulled it out: it was a bundled up pair of black lacy panties. I opened the underwear. It felt stiff. I immediately noticed the white residue on the crotch part. Norman must have used it to masturbate. I smiled as I noticed something else: it wasn't Becky's panties. In fact, it didn't belong to anybody at Norman's school. It belonged to me. Norman didn't take it from my drawer. He took it from the wash basket. Used.

I clearly the remember the day I bought it and the day it disappeared. It was at least two months ago. Had he secretly been fantasizing about me back then? All those times he "accidentally" walked in on me. Was it all on purpose?

I know what was on purpose: me walking around naked not "knowing" he was in the house. When I hugged him, my breasts pushing against his chest. I know he felt my nipples. He must have, they were rock-hard.

I reached into my pants, pulling the front of my cotton panties higher. The material slipped between my swollen, moist lips. I closed my eyes, moaning softly as I soaked it in my sweet nectar. I pulled my pants down and slipped out of my panties. I replaced the crusty pair of panties with a fresh pair of used underwear. I knew Norman would appreciate it. We were playing a dangerous game and I was upping the stakes.

I jerked with fright as my phone suddenly started vibrating next door. 

"Hello?" I said, almost stumbling as I ran into to my room. "Hello my darling."

It was Conrad. The excitement from the night he was supposed to come home was long gone. I had already made peace with the fact that we was probably cheating and it would only be a matter of time before we split up or he came home and told me Charlotte's having his baby.

"Hi, how's your day going?" I asked, almost as if on autopilot. 

"Great, actually, I'm going to be in town tomorrow night, for two nights!" he said, almost as if he was expecting me to burst into tears with joy. But he was wrong. Fool me once...

"That's great," I said with as much enthusiasm as I could muster. 

I was actually quite annoyed he was coming. I had big plans with Norman. I ached for him to split me in half with that oversized cock.

"I have a little favor to ask, though," Conrad said carefully. The tone of his voice suggested I wasn't going to like what came next. 

"Charlotte is still travelling with me. I told her she could stay over at our place instead of wasting money at a hotel. Plus then you'll get to meet her and see she's actually a great person and not the home wrecking slut you made her out to be the other night."

"I'm guessing she's not there with you now?" I said after a minute of silence.
I didn't want to have to feel awkward when she came over after I badmouthed her so badly. 

"Of course not," he said. MARGUERITE DE LYON
"I suppose that's fine, Norman is really missing you too," I said. "And I him," Conrad responded.
"I'll see you tomorrow night then?" I said

"Indeed you will. I can't wait. Goodbye, I love you, Laura," Conrad said before hanging up. 

CHAPTER 6 No Turning Back

Later that evening I decided to turn in. Norman wasn’t home yet. He messaged me saying he was out with friends but that he would be back before midnight. I lay in bed watching the digital clock changing minute by minute. I ran my finger over the wrinkles I had earlier in the week. I’m not sure if it was my imagination, but they felt less pronounced.

Suddenly I heard a noise downstairs as a door opened and closed. Norman was home. I listened as he jogged upstairs and walked into his room. For some reason I became aroused almost instantly. I had butterflies. My nipples started tingling.

I was ready to take his virginity. 

I climbed out of bed wearing a black thong and my lacy seethrough cleavage bra. It made my tits look like those of a busty 20 year old.

“Norman?” I called, peeking around his door. 

He fumbled and span around, dropping the pair of panties I hid under his mattress. He found it, and he didn’t waste any time playing with it. He stood in only a pair of sleeping shorts.

“Um, Mom, hi,” he stuttered.
I walked into his room, giving him a full view of my mature body. 

“How was your night out?” I said, sitting on the foot of his bed. He could hardly take his eyes off my chest.
“It wasn’t too bad. I missed you,” he said, inching closer to me. I reached up and pulled him between my legs. Without a word I
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planted my lips on his before slipping my tongue into his mouth. I could smell his boyish scent, tasting his mouth as our tongue wrested. It almost sent me over the edge.

“This is wrong,” Norman said as he stopped kissing me. He was breathing heavily. I could see his heart was racing.

“Don’t you want to fuck some mature pussy?” I asked seductively. 

I knew he liked the mature dirty talk. His browser history proved it. I reached behind my back and unclipped my bra. It shot off as my breasts bounced out in spectacular fashion. My areolas were large and dark and my nipples were almost rock-hard.

“Don’t you want to suck on these tits?” I asked again, squeezing my large breasts together. 

There was no hiding the massive erection in his shorts. “But Mom…” he started, unable to take his eyes off me.

“I don’t care how many times you cum, I have the whole night,” I said. 

I knew it was the one thing that made him feel inadequate. Becky made sure he would develop a complex about it and I was there to break that complex down.

“Now come here and suck your mom’s tits,” I said, pulling him closer again. 

I closed my eyes and moaned – feeling his hot, moist lips wrap around my aching nipples. He sucked it gently, sending shivers down my spine.

“Suck harder,” I whispered. 

I ran my fingers through his short brown hair, pressing his face into my breast as he sucked hard, massaging my breasts with his hands. Compared to Becky, my boobs were two handfuls larger.

“You have such nice boobs,” Norman said, lifting his head a few seconds later. 

I smiled at him.
“I want you to eat my pussy,” I said.

Norman swallowed. I knew he was nervous. I was here to help him, guide him into pleasing a woman properly. He nodded his head and kissed my stomach softly as he moved further down between my legs. He kissed my inner thighs. I thought I was going to explode.

I spread my legs as wide as I could. The flimsy panties barely covered my moist, swollen lips. Norman kissed my pussy through the panties. I moaned louder as he applied pressure, pressing his tongue against the front of my underwear. He ran his tongue along the outside of my panties. I gripped his bedding with my hands. For a virgin, Norman knew how to arouse me. Either that or he was just lucky… or maybe he learnt some techniques from his movies.

He pulled my lacy panties to one side, exposing my soft folds. I let out a loud moan as I felt his tongue running up my slit. “Shit…” I whispered, gripping the bedding with greater force. 

Electricity jolted through my body as I felt him stimulating my clitoris. My little nub grew harder as he wrapped his lips around it and sucked on it. He probably knew the taste of my pussy all too well…

“I want you to fuck me, Norman,” I panted.
He lifted his face from between my legs. It was soaked in my sweet moisture. 

“Are you sure?” he said, standing up.
“Yes,” I whispered.

He reached into his drawer and pulled out a condom. I watched as Norman pulled his shorts down, his bulging erection bouncing out like a rocket waiting for take-off. He seemed even larger than MARGUERITE DE LYON 

the night before. I pulled my drenched panties to my feet and kicked it onto the floor. As I spread my legs I could see the moisture glistening on my folds. I was flush and my body was on fire. I had never felt this aroused before. The anticipation was killing me.

I looked at Norman. He ripped the condom packet open and rolled the condom over his erection, holding the tip as per the instructions he was reading. He turned his head to me. I slipped a finger into my slit, rubbing it for a few seconds before I brought it up to my mouth and sucked on it. I knew he liked a girl tasting herself, and I was more than happy to oblige.

“Ready?” he asked awkwardly.
“Come here, baby,” I said, gesturing with my finger. “I’m soaking wet for you.”
He stepped between my legs, ready to lay down on me. Ready to make passionate love to his stepmom.
“You don’t need this,” I said.
I grabbed the tip of the condom and jerked it off with one swift tug. He looked at me in shock. 

“I want to feel you inside me,” I said.
“But…” he stuttered.

His cock was throbbing. His purple mushroom tip looked like it was going to explode any second. The veins around his shaft were bulging and purple. Norman was as erect as he could be.

“Now come here and fuck your mommy,” I said, pulling his naked body onto me. 

I kissed him passionately, feeling his cock pressing against my lips, sliding into my slit as he grinded his boyish body on me. My erect nipples grazed his bare chest as he grinded me harder.

“Put it in,” I begged.
I wanted to feel him inside of me. I wanted my daydreams of 

Norman to finally turn to reality. I wanted to take his virginity. “Oh fuck,” I said, feeling my eyes rolling back into my head.

I could feel the tip of his cock breaching my hole. Norman inched his monstrous cock into me. He stretched my pussy wide, sliding his shaft into my tight hole. He felt enormous. I gasped out loudly as he thrust forward, his entire length deep inside me. My head was spinning with insatiable lust. It felt like I would pass out any second. It was like he was splitting me in half.

Norman lifted his hips and thrust down hard again. I shouted out loudly, feeling his cock ram into me again.
“Am I hurting you?” he asked, breathing heavily.
“No, fuck me harder, make me yours…” I whispered, hardly able to utter a word. 

Norman pinned my hands down as he started pounding me harder. His was stronger than I thought. I could feeling his bulging cock slide into me, stretching my pussy wide with each powerful thrust. My lips were so sensitive I could feel the veins rippling across my soft flesh.

Norman increased his pace, pounding me harder and faster by the second. I felt my tits bouncing up and down vigorously as he fucked me like a madman.

The next moment jolts of electricity shot through my body. I arched my back and shouted as loud as I could. I lost all control of my body as it started convulsing and shaking uncontrollably. Everything went white around me as I exploded into one of the most intense orgasms I had ever experienced. My pussy contracted hard around Norman’s cock as wave after climatic wave rippled throughout my body.

He continued pounding me relentlessly, spurred on by the fact that he made me cum even before he did. The sense of achievement encouraged him to fuck me harder and faster. Finally he shouted out loudly, his body shaking as he grunted
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loudly. Norman exploded inside me, filling me with streams of hot cum. I could feel him filling me, shooting his load deep into me as he continued fucking me frantically.

I still writhed in ecstasy, feeling his strong body pinning me down as he thrust his manhood into me for a few more seconds. 

Finally, he pulled himself out. The semen made a funny liquid sound as hic cock plopped out of my tight hole. Norman collapsed next to me on the bed. We were both out of breath, panting heavily, unable to speak.

I climbed off the bed but collapsed right back as I tried to stand up. 

“Are you okay?” Norman said, sitting up quickly.
“My legs feel like jelly,” I laughed.

A few minutes later I tried again, holding onto his desk. I stood upright and parted my legs.
“Look, this is all you, Norman,” I said, looking down. His semen overflow was running down my inner thighs. I grabbed my pair of panties and slipped it back on. 

“Are you going to shower?” he asked.
“Nope, I’m sleeping with you inside me tonight,” I smiled.

I gave him a kiss on the forehead and returned to my bedroom. I had never felt this alive. This young.
Tonight I made Norman a man. 

CHAPTER 7 Conrad

Strangely enough, the next morning wasn’t awkward at all. I had to change my sheets. Partly because Conrad was coming back, but mostly because it had semen all over it from the night before.

I sat at the kitchen table in a bra and a pair of cotton panties having my morning coffee. I had a bit of pain from the night before. Norman became really rough close to the end. But I loved it. Maybe I would get him to be even rougher with me next time?

Norman came downstairs and gave me a long, delicious kiss. “How did you sleep, honey?” I asked.
“Quite well. Which is no surprise,” he said smiling.

“I forgot to tell you, your father is arriving this evening. He’ll be here for two nights,” I said. 

Norman turned and looked at me. Was it disappointment? Did he want him all to himself? Or maybe it was wishful thinking on my part.

“He’s also bringing his teenage personal assistant too,” I scoffed.
"Why is his personal assistant with him if he's travelling?" Norman asked.
"Good question, you'll have to ask your dad," I said.
"Does it make you jealous? Is she pretty?" Norman asked, buttering a slice of toast that popped out.
"I don't know much about her, just that she'll be staying for two nights too," I lied.
"Luckily we have the extra bedroom ready," Norman said.
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At that moment a car horn blasted outside.
"It's my ride," Norman said, wolfing down the last of his toast.

"Don't be late," I called after him. "Your father would like to see you too."
"I won't, promise!" he shouted as he dashed out the front door. I finished my coffee and walked upstairs. It was time to get the house ready for their impending arrival.
*****
It was after six when Norman walked through the door. 

"Hey, you," I said, untying my apron and tossing it onto the counter. I had slaved over the stove for two hours. It was time for a little reward. I walked towards Norman, ready to grab his thick cock and stick my tongue down his throat.

He looked at me with alarm. I paused for a second as he walked passed me.
"Darling!"
It was Conrad and his assistant. Norman must have met them outside the house as they arrived.
"Conrad, I've missed you!" I said, wrapping my arms around his neck. 

The familiar smell. It always made me feel safe. Even so, there was a different scent about him. Something that was unfamiliar to me.

"Charlotte, this is my wife, Laura," he said.
I shook her hand awkwardly. French tips. Designer bracelet. She clearly wasn't short of money.
"Nice to finally meet you," I said, forcing a smile.
“Likewise,” she smiled.MY KINKY STEP-MOM - FORBIDDEN LUST 

She was even more beautiful in person. Charlotte wore a short black skirt, black stockings and high heels. Her white blouse was tight and I could see her white lacy bra shining through a little. Her chest was quite large and with the black-rimmed spectacles she looked like a naughty teacher in a porno.

"Norman, would you help me set the table, please?" I asked, catching him gawking at Charlotte.
"Sure," he responded. 

"Conrad, I prepared the guest bedroom for Charlotte. Feel free to freshen up before dinner, I'm sure the long flight was exhausting," I said.

"Do you mind if I have a shower?" Charlotte asked.
"Not at all. Let me take your bag upstairs. You can use the guest bathroom," I said.
"I'll help Norman.Catch up a little," Conrad said. 

I took Charlotte's overnight bag upstairs and placed it on the bed in the guest bedroom. I listened, hearing Norman laughing downstairs as he spoke to his dad. I could hear the downstairs shower. Charlotte was in the bathroom already.

I turned to her bag. I didn't know what I was thinking but before I knew it I was ruffling through her bag. What did I want to find? Perhaps a tell-tale clue that she was somehow seducing Conrad with her slutty teen routine? I pulled out her underwear: mostly cotton panties and a few black lacy thongs. Not exactly comfortable travel clothing. I pulled out a box of tampons, some jewelry and a bag of makeup. There was nothing out of the ordinary at all.I tossed it all back in and headed downstairs.

"Is everybody ready to eat?" I asked. 

At that moment Charlotte came out of the bathroom with a towel around her boobs. If it were just a little shorter her whole ass would have been out.
"I'm just going to get dressed quickly," she smiled, jogging
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I watched as Norman stared at her, probably wishing he could catch a glimpse of her tight teen ass under the towel.
"You guys sit down so long," I said, dishing up for everybody. 

"I hope you guys don't mind, I just slipped into some pajamas instead. My body is feeling exhausted from that flight. First class chairs aren't as comfortable as you might imagine," Charlotte said, trotting down the stairs, her black pigtails bouncing from side to side.

Pigtails? Was she serious? Charlotte sat down at the table. She wore tiny pajama shorts, barely covering her ass. Her shoe-string top also seemed a little too small for her. It was taut over her breasts allowing her nipples to press through the material effortlessly.

"So Charlotte, how do you like working with my husband?" I asked.
I think Norman picked up on my tone as he stared at me knowingly. 

"I've learnt quite a lot," she said, looking at him as she smiled. "Charlotte has been a great assistant," Conrad agreed.

The rest of the meal was quite pleasant. There were some awkward silences but Norman always came to the rescue with a joke.

"I think I'm going upstairs," Norman said. "I have some work to finish for tomorrow." 

"What are you busy studying at the moment?" Charlotte asked. "Just some really difficult math," Norman sighed.

"Want me to help you out? I was kind of a whizz with high school math," Charlotte said.
"If you don't mind, of course," Norman said, his face lighting up.
I giggled, forgetting that Charlotte was in high school not too long ago.
"All that high school math is probably still fresh in your mind," I quipped.
"I have a really good memory," Charlotte hit back. 

I started clearing the plates before things turned ugly. Norman and Charlotte went upstairs as Conrad helped me load the dishwasher.

"See, she's not my lover," Conrad smiled.
"The jury's still out on that," I said.

"Come on," he said, wrapping his arms around my waist from behind. I loved it when he did that. "You know you're the only girl for me."

"Girl?"
"Woman."

He spun me around and kissed me. It felt different. Was it because of Norman? Or maybe it was because of Charlotte? I didn't really feel aroused with Conrad. But the thought of Norman with his big cock made my panties moist almost instantly.

"I'm going to have a shower. And then I want you to show me what I've missed," he whispered in my ear.
I smiled faintly. I would have to fake an excuse. I just wasn't in the mood for sex with Conrad tonight. 

CHAPTER 8 Forty-something Year Old Schoolgirl

Conrad went upstairs to shower. I decided to check in on Norman. His door was closed. I opened the door and walked right in. 

"Thanks for knocking, Mom," Norman said sarcastically. "No reason to close your door," I said.

They were both sitting on Norman's bed. Charlotte sat with her legs spread open, papers and notes between her legs. The tiny pajama short rode up so high her panties were clearly visible. White with red dots.

"You need to use this formula," Charlotte said, leaning forward and giving Norman an eyeful of her cleavage.
He could hardly keep his eyes off her, his gaze darting from her boobs to her crotch.
"What's everybody doing in here?" Conrad said as he walked into Norman's room.
His hair was damp and combed back. I could smell the scent of the lavender body wash wafting from his warm, damp skin. "Charlotte is just helping me with some math," Norman said. "Then maybe we can watch a movie?" she said as she collapsed back onto his bed.
She lay in front of Norman, her legs wide open and flashing her panties for the world to see. Conrad noticed it too.
"I think it is best that Norman get to bed early for the test tomorrow," Conrad said. 

Was he acting in the best interest of his son? Or was he trying to keep Charlotte away from Conrad when she clearly had the hots for him? I had a feeling it was the latter.

"I'll be fine for the test. Plus, it's great to have somebody my age to talk to," Norman said.
Ouch. Was that aimed at me? Charlotte gave him a playful punch.
"I'm not that young you know!" She laughed.
"Charlotte I think it is best you retire to your own room for the evening," Conrad said.
His voice was stern and filled with finality. Nobody would dare take him on this time.
"Okay," Charlotte said as she rolled off the bed.
She leaned down to give Norman a kiss on the head, giving him another eyeful of her chest.
"See you in the morning," she said as she left the room. Conrad followed her. 

"What are you doing?" I whispered to Norman.
"What's wrong? She's just a friend," he said.
"A friend? You've only known her for a few hours," I said. "Whatever, Mom. I'm going to bed," he said.

I felt so annoyed I wanted to scream. Conrad and Charlotte had become nothing more than a nuisance. I would simply need to show them both who was boss. The woman of the house. As I walked to my bedroom I could hear Conrad whispering to Charlotte.

"What do you think you're doing? That's my son!" he whispered angrily.
"But... I thought he was Laura's son and your stepson?" she responded.
"Would that have made your behavior any more acceptable?" he 
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asked sternly.
"No, I'm sorry," she said softly.

What the hell was going on? I didn't really have time to think about it. I wanted to dress up for Conrad. Give him a night that he, along with Norman and Charlotte, would never forget. I walked into our bedroom quietly and opened our "sex drawer". It was filled with dress up costumes, vibrators and all kinds of kinky toys. Unfortunately they were hardly being used lately.

I grabbed my sexy schoolgirl uniform and held it in the air. It was still in pristine condition even though I'd worn it quite a few times. I removed all my clothing and slipped into the tiny white cotton thong. I could feel it sliding between my ass cheeks. Conrad liked that. I rolled my white knee-high socks over my legs before I slipped into the red tartan mini-skirt. I tied the white skimpy shirt under my busty chest, squeezing my boobs together.

I looked at myself in the mirror. Almost done. I put some dark makeup around my eyes before using my pinkest lipstick on my lips. Lastly, I parted my hair and tied it into two perfect pigtails. Just the way Conrad liked it. Even though I was forty-something, I still looked damn good in my outfit. I turned the chair around and straddled it, parting my legs as I rested my arms on the headrest, waiting for Conrad to come in.

"Laura?" he said as he finally walked into the room. He immediately looked over at me. His face lit up.
"I've been a very naughty girl," I said, pouting mockingly.

"I think I need to do something about that," he said, pushing the door closed. 

"Maybe you need to punish my tight, wet pussy," I said before biting down on my lip. I knew Conrad would appreciate the dirty talk. All the while I hoped Norman and Charlotte could hear me.

"I think so too," Conrad said as he walked over to me. "I'm your little slut to do with as you please," I said as I slipped out of the chair and onto my knees in front of him. 

I grabbed his pants and jerked it down. His bulging erection bounced straight out. The tip of his cock was purple and pulsating. It looked thicker than I remembered. I ran my hand over it softly, feeling the soft bulging veins around his erect flesh.

"It's been a while," he smiled.
I ran my tongue around the rim of his tip.
"Don't tease me," he whispered.

I wrapped my pink lips around his shaft and moved my head forward, taking as much of his length into my throat as I could. I closed my eyes. All I imagined was Norman's cock as he shoved it balls-deep down my throat. I wanted him so badly.

"Turn around," Conrad said. 

I turned around and went into my hands and feet. My skirt rode up so high my entire ass was exposed. I felt Conrad's fingers between my legs, rubbing my moist panties.

"Slap my ass, I know you want to," I said. 

It was something we'd never done before. But I needed a reason to scream, to call out as he made my ass cheeks burn with his bare hands.

"What are you waiting for?" I asked.
Conrad lifted his hand and gave my ass a half-hearted slap. It only stung slightly.
"Harder, I've been a dirty, dirty girl," I said seductively. 

Conrad slapped my ass harder this time. Much harder. I shouted out as loud as I could, smiling from ear to ear. There was no way nobody heard that.

"Maybe we should keep it down?" Conrad said.
"Make me," I said.
Conrad pulled my panties to the side, exposing my swollen lips.
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Conrad didn't have to be asked twice. The next moment I felt my lips part as he drilled his thick cock deep into my tight hole, stretching me wide.

"Ah, fuck!" I shouted, surprised by his girth. 

He grabbed my hips as he started pounding me from behind. I could feel my tits swing back and forth as he rammed me like a maniac. Once again I could only imagine Norman behind me.

"I hope you like it messy," Conrad said. 

A few seconds later he grunted loudly. He dug his nails into my hips as he fucked me frantically. I could feel Conrad erupting inside me, filling me with streams of hot cum. He continued fucking me, my pussy incredibly lubed by his semen overflow. For the first time, I just couldn't climax. I wanted Norman and my body wouldn't let Conrad satisfy me.

"Ah, I'm cumming so hard!" I shouted, doing my best to fake an orgasm. 

I clenched my lips together as if I were doing kegel exercises. I gasped and made my body shake as I faked my first orgasm ever. A minute later I felt Conrad pulling his bulging erection from my drenched hole.

"That was worth the wait," he smiled.
He got up and walked to the bathroom.
"I'm going to grab a shower quick," he said.

I smiled and nodded. I stood up, wiping his semen as it flowed down my inner thighs. My nipples were burning with lust. I was still soaking wet...and it wasn't from his cum. I decided to go to the downstairs bathroom instead. It was pretty messy and I wanted to have a long shower.

"Norman?" I said surprised as I walked out my bedroom and almost bumped into him. 

"Mom," he said.
I could see he was annoyed. Hopefully he learnt his lesson. "Seems like you were having fun in there," he noted.

I could feel his jealously. He tried to hide it but failed miserably. I felt sorry for him but he had to know who was in control. I could sense he was back to his old meek self again. My shy stepson with the big, rock-hard cock. My stepson who fucked the shit out of me that night.

"I didn't mean for you to hear," I lied.
"Well, I did and I'm sure Charlotte did too," he said.

"Well, she is your girlfriend isn't she? You shouldn't be so bothered by it," I said. 

"Well I am. I thought I was yours?" he said sadly.
He almost seemed like a wounded pup.
"You are," I responded.
"Where are you going?" he asked.

I leaned in to whisper in his ear: "To wash your father's cum out of my pussy."
I could see the hurt in his eyes. His little game with Charlotte backfired spectacularly. 

"I think..." he said, trailing off as he looked down.
"Yes?" I said.
"I think... I'm in love with you," Norman confessed.

My heart skipped a beat. I never meant for it to go this far. But those words... In love with me? Was he that smitten with his stepmom? I immediately regretted the comment about Conrad's MARGUERITE DE LYON 

cum. I didn't know how to respond.
"You better get to bed, you have a test in the morning," I said.

I leaned in and gave him a kiss, shoving my tongue into his mouth. I felt a tingling down my spine. Our connection was real. I headed downstairs for a long, hot shower.

CHAPTER 9 The Unexpected Trip

The next morning I awoke to Conrad whispering in the hallway. 

"I'm going to surprise her with the camping trip, but I'm warning you, no funny business with Norman. You know the truth now," he said.

"Ew, don't worry, I'm staying far away from him now," I heard Charlotte saying. 

"That's my girl," Conrad said.
I heard a kiss. A kiss?!
"Conrad?" I called out.
He peeked around the door smiling.
"Pack your bags, we're going camping!" he exclaimed. "What about Norman's test?" I said.

"He's probably already writing. We'll pick him up on the way out," Conrad said. 

I was quite excited. It had been ages since we'd gone camping as a family. The only problem was that Charlotte's presence hung like a dark cloud over my life. Why did Conrad not care that I had such a problem with her? Why were they sneaking around having weird conversations about Norman?

I jumped out of bed and started packing straight away. "Are the tents still packed away in the garage?" Conrad asked.

I nodded my head. I wondered whether Norman would have to sleep with Charlotte. Or maybe Conrad with Charlotte? Nothing surprised me lately.
Two hours later we were ready to go.MARGUERITE DE LYON

"All done!" Charlotte said as she closed the car boot. "Nice shorts," I said sarcastically.

They were incredibly short denim cut-offs that allowed the bottom of her ass cheeks to stick out. She probably loved the attention she was getting from Norman and Conrad and everybody else around.

"Thanks," she said cheekily.
"Ease up on the snarky remarks," Conrad whispered to me as soon as she was out of earshot.
"Are you joking? She's a big attention whore!" I whispered back angrily. 

"Just... don't," he said as he climbed into the driver's seat. I jumped in next to him. Charlotte was already in the back.

"We'll get Norman and head off. It's only a few hours away," Conrad said.
*****
The campsite was absolutely beautiful. We were right next to a lake with tall, snowcapped mountains visible in the distance. "I've never seen something like this!" Charlotte exclaimed, spinning around as she took in the spectacular scenery. "You probably don't get out much travelling from big city to big city?" Norman asked.
"Yeah, it's a pity. I just love this," Charlotte said. She seemed absolutely enchanted.
"Norman, help me get these tents up," Conrad said.
"How many do you have?" I asked.
"Three. One for us, one for Norman and one for Charlotte," he said.
"Put Norman's a little further away from ours. You know how he can snore," I sniggered.
"Whatever, Mom," he said dismissively as Charlotte giggled. The whole day Norman's words from the night before spun around in my head... he was in love with me. Head over heels. "I'll get the fire ready, it will be dark soon," Conrad said. 

Two hours later it was pitch dark. We sat around the campfire, joking as we roasted marshmallows over the fire. It almost felt like old times. Other than having Conrad’s mistress around, things were perfect.

"I think I'm turning in," Charlotte said.
"Goodnight," Norman said.
"I think I'll turn in too," Conrad said.
I nodded my head and followed him.

An hour later I could heard Conrad snoring softly. The air was cool and quiet. I could hear a few crickets and the soft lapping of the lake water. A light breeze made the small tent quiver.

I slipped my hand inside my pajama top, running my fingers softly over my breasts. I could feel my nipples growing hard. Here I was in the tent, wide awake and horny as hell. I kept thinking about Norman. His big cock. I slipped my hand out of my top and into my pajama pants. I could feel the moisture seeping through my panties. I ran my fingers over my folds, pushing the soft panties into my slit. I bit down on my bottom lip to keep myself from moaning loudly.

Would I be able to sneak into Norman's tent? My plan to have Conrad pitch his tent further away failed. I had hoped he would take my comment about his snoring seriously. Now Norman and Charlotte were only a few feet away from our tent.
"Conrad?" I whispered.MARGUERITE DE LYON

He continued snoring. He was fast asleep. I pulled my hands from my pants and got up slowly. I zipped the tent door down as slowly and silently as I could. I stepped out into the cool, crisp air. I watched as the moonlight danced across the ripples in the lake. I stifled a cry as a bat flew past my head. I turned around and closed the tent. My feet crunched on some dry leaves and twigs as I snuck to Norman's tent as quietly as I could.

I unzipped his tent slowly.
"What the..." he said, jolting with fright.

"It's me, your mom," I said as I slipped in and pulled the zip closed behind me.
"You've been on my mind all night," he said.
"What is that?" I asked, seeing something bright inside his sleeping bag.
"Um, nothing,” he said, trying to hide it. 

I reached in and jerked it out. It as a video of me on his phone. I gasped: I was laying on the bed with my legs spread, a vibratory halfway up my pussy.

"Where the hell did you get this?" I asked.
"I put a camera in your room a few months ago," he said, looking away in embarrassment.
I couldn't believe it. Was he really that infatuated by me? "I think it's kind of hot that you've been spying on me. How many times have you jerked off to me?" I asked. 

He looked at me hesitantly.
"Do you have more videos of me?" I asked.
"Quite a few," he stuttered.
It turned me on how much Norman lusted after me.
"No need to watch videos, I'm right here," I said.MY KINKY STEP-MOM - FORBIDDEN LUST I leaned forward and kissed him.
"Feel my nipples," I whispered.

He pushed his hand under my top and squeezed my boobs, feeling my rock-hard nipples. It sent a tingling down my spine. I reached down into his shorts. Norman was completely erect. His shaft was hard and long. He was probably masturbating just before I entered his tent.

He moaned softly as I jerked him off.
"You have to keep quiet," I said. "They will hear us."

He squeezed my breasts harder, moaning louder as I jerked his cock back and forth vigorously. He eagerly ripped the front of my pajamas apart, allowing my busty chest to spill out.

"I can't keep quiet, I'm too aroused," said.
"I have an idea," I said.

I slipped my hands into the sides of my pajama pants and pulled it down along with my panties.
"What are you doing?" Norman asked.
I grabbed my moist thong and shoved it into his mouth. He looked at me with surprise.
"Do you like tasting me?" I asked mischievously.
He nodded his head, mumbling something through the material. It was definitely a first for him.
"I want you to be rough with me...and I want you to put it in my ass," I whispered in his ear, nibbling on his lobe. 

I could see the anticipation in his face. He had certainly never had anal sex before. And nor had I. I would be a first for us both. I kissed his hairless chest, moving down to his cock.
"Let me lube you up a bit," I said, lowering my head over his
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I bobbed my head up and down, trying to prevent myself from gagging as I felt him slipping into my throat. A few seconds later I lifted my face from his dripping wet erection, watching as my saliva ran down his bulging shaft over his balls.

I turned around. I pressed my face against the floor as I propped my ass into the air. I parted my legs and moved my hand between my legs from below. I pulled my lips apart, hearing the wet sound of my arousal. I squeezed my swollen lips together and parted them. Squeezed and parted. I gave him a view right into my pussy. I could feel my clitoris growing more erect by the second. My lips felt warm and soft. Aching to be ravaged.

I then moved my fingers further up and parted my ass cheeks. I swirled my fingers around my ass, feeling the ripples leading to my incredibly tight hole.

"I'm waiting for you," I said seductively. 

Norman pulled the panties from his mouth and tossed it onto his pillow. He positioned himself behind me. I could feel him pulling my cheeks apart as he leaned forward, the tip of his cock pressing against my ass. He pushed forward slowly. I could feel my ass opening wide as he breached my tight hole.

"It's really tight," he whispered.
"Force it into me," I said.

He pulled my cheeks further apart, pressing forward. I gasped, feeling his cock splitting my ass opened with his thick girth. "Fuck..." I whispered, closing my eyes. 

Norman dug his fingers into my soft thighs as he shoved himself forward, drilling his entire shaft deep into my ass. My stepson was fucking me in the ass... and it was amazing. He pulled himself out and shoved his cock back in. I stifled a cry. It was uncomfortable and slightly painful, but I loved it. To me it was the ultimate connection. The ultimate female vulnerabilities and I handed it to him on a silver platter.

"Harder, I want you to be rough with me," I said. 

The next moment Norman grabbed a handful of my hair and tugged hard as he pounded my asshole relentlessly. I bit down on his sleeping bag to keep myself from shouting.I moved both arms back, crossing my wrists across my lower back. Without any instruction Norman tied my wrists together with a scarf from his bag. I tried to pull my hands apart but they didn't budge. He did a good job of tying me up.

Norman continued ramming me until he paused momentarily to pull himself out. I could feel my moisture running down my inner thighs. My entire body was on fire with arousal. I gasped as I felt him slipping his rock-hard cock between my burning lips. Before I could protest he shoved himself forward, inserting himself into my wet tightness completely. I could feel his power as he gripped my thighs, fucking me as hard as his strength would allow. I could feel his balls slapping into me hard with each powerful thrust from behind. He drilled me for another minute before he pulled himself out and shoved his cock back into my ass.

This is all I needed to cross the threshold. Every fiber in my body started tingling. My nipples ached with lust as electricity coursed through my body. I clenched down on my teeth but it didn't work. I shouted as loud as I could into the sleeping bag as a hot sensation entered me. Norman was exploding deep in my ass, filling me with an unending stream of hot cum. I writhed and trembled, falling over onto my left side and unable to get up with my hands still bound. Norman was still behind me, his body perpendicular to mine as he grabbed my right upper thigh and continued pounding me while he expelled every last drop of semen into my ass.

Finally a few seconds later he pulled himself from my ass. He untied my hands and collapsed onto his sleeping bag. We were both hot and sweaty.

"Open the tent flap, I'm dying of the heat," I panted.
Norman pulled the tent open a little, allowing some cold air to
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stream in. It felt incredibly soothing as it swirled around my redhot skin. I rolled over, feeling his cum still inside me, slowing oozing out of me as I sat up.

"Do you think anybody heard?" he whispered.
"I don't know," I said. "It felt like we were pretty loud."

We sat in silence, trying to hear if Conrad or Charlotte were outside. Only the sound of water and nocturnal insects filled the air.

"I think we are safe," I said, hearing Conrad's snoring echo across our camping spot. 

I lay back on the sleeping bag, holding Norman as he caressed me, wiping strands of hair out my face. He stroke my arm softly, moving over down over my one breast. He ran his fingers over the stretch marks on the side of my boob. We lay there at least half an hour before he finally spoke.

“Your boobs are too heavy,” he joked softly.
“I know,” I said. “When did you start having sexual feelings towards me?”
I wanted to know where it all began. The videos and crusty black panties I found seemed to indicate a couple of months prior. 

“Um,” he said, looking away in embarrassment.
“C’mon,” I said, trying to coax it out of him.
“Probably a year ago…” he said slowly.
“A year ago!” I whispered.
He nodded his head, his face immediately turning red. “But, why?” I asked.

“I can’t remember exactly what happened. I think I might have noticed you getting dressed as I walked past your bedroom. Something inside me clicked. After that incident, all I could see where your boobs and ass. In the summer when you wore those tight shoe-string tops. Your tiny summer shorts you wore to bed. It drove me crazy. I started searching mom porn… which just made my feelings worse. Some of my guy friends also started going on about how hot you were. They said they would have tried something with you ages ago. I knew they were just loud-mouths.”

I couldn’t help but smile. Becky never stood a chance. If those guys around the pool had the choice, they probably would have chosen the busty mom in her bikini…

“When did they even see me?” I asked.
“Remember the pool party we had? I invited a bunch of friends and you walked around in your bikini…” 

I could hardly remember. Thinking back, his friends probably thought I was just showing off my body. I now recall the stares from his female friends. It all made sense now. How naïve I was. I was so self-conscious about my age I never even considered how I might have been attractive to guys less than half my age.

“I had so many fantasies about us. A few months ago I started stealing your panties out the wash basket. I would smell it, imagining you before I wrapped it around myself and jerked off. It’s so embarrassing to even admit it…”

There were more? I thought it was only the one pair I found. “Some nights I heard your vibrator…” Norman said.

“Oh no, you must have been mortified!” I said. Without Conrad at home, I still had to take care of business. I usually waited until well after midnight in case Norman walked in.

“I so badly wanted to run in there and just… have sex with you. I jerked off, listening to your moaning. It was as close as I was going to get. It took such restrain…”

“Then I came into your room that night…” I said.
“It felt like dream,” he said.
The night I crossed the boundary. The boundary very few have
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crossed. Norman swirled his finger around my nipple, watching as it grew larger. I could see in his eyes that we was aroused again. “Your boobs are your sexiest asset,” he said, squeezing my breast softly.
“Do you want to put your cock in here,” I said, running my fingers between my two breasts.
He didn’t even have to answer: his rock-hard cock was all the confirmation I needed. I rolled over onto my back.
“Get on top of me,” I said.
Norman climbed onto me, placing his massive erection between my breasts. His pulsating purple head was aimed right at my face. “What if I cum?” he asked.
“Then cum all over my face and chest. I want you to fuck my tits like I’m your mommy whore,” I said. 

I used my arms to squeeze my bigbreasts together, covering his cock completely, leaving only his tip sticking out at the top. Norman started gyrating his hips back and forth. His cock slid between my breasts, in and out. I squeezed my breasts together as hard as I could. I wanted him to feel the tightness.

“This feels so good,” he panted, closing his eyes.
“Harder, Norman, fuck my boobs harder,” I said.

Norman rammed them harder, his bulging cock sliding between my tight breasts as my whole body started sliding back on the sleeping bag. I could feel his ass digging into my torso as he grabbed my breasts, squeezing them hard as he fucked it frantically. He stifled a loud cry. I watched as his red cock pulsed while he exploded all over my chest, shooting streams of semen all over my face and bosom. The semen smeared between my mounds, allowing him to slip in and out effortlessly.

Finally a few seconds later he let go of my breasts, leaving marks where he groped me.
“I hope I didn’t hurt you,” he said as he climbed off me, noticing the marks. 

“Not at all,” I smiled.
I was horny beyond belief.
“Let me clean you in a 69,” I offered.

Norman nodded his head, positioning his cock by my mouth as he positioned his face between my legs. He lowered his hips, allowing his half-erect cock to slip into my mouth as I sucked him off, tasting his cum sliding down my throat.

I gasped, feeling Norman run his tongue between my red-hot drenched lips. I arched my back, thrusting my hips up and down as Norman ate my pussy out, running his tongue outside my lips before he stuck it into my wet hole. I moaned loudly as he sucked hard on my sensitive nub.

The next moment I convulsed into an explosive orgasm. My body trembled erratically as I clenched my thighs around his head, still feeling his tongue flicking my lips as it grew more sensitive. I writhed in orgasmic ecstasy for another minute before I finally pulled his cock from my mouth and he rolled off next to me.

I was absolutely exhausted.
“I’ll be ready in a few minutes again…” Norman smiled.

How awesome it must have been to have such incredible stamina.
“I would love to, Norman, but I’m about to collapse with exhaustion,” I said. 

“Can you sleep here with me tonight? I’ll lie behind you… can’t promise I won’t try fucking you while you’re sleeping,” he whispered mischievously.
“I don’t think we can take the chance,” I said, slipping back into

MARGUERITE DE LYON
my pajamas.
“Oh well, maybe next time,” he said. I could see he was disappointed but what he was suggesting was just way too risky. 

He leaned over to give me a passionate kiss.
"See you in the morning."

I slipped out of his tent and slowly made my way back to my tent. A few minutes later I was back in my sleeping bag. My heart was still racing. I could still feel Norman's cum in my ass. For some reason sleeping with his semen inside me gave me comfort. I still wondered how strange that was when I drifted away a few minutes later.

CHAPTER 10 Revelations

The next morning I woke up to the sound of birds chirping. I rubbed my eyes, for a moment forgetting where I was. Scenes from the night before came flooding back. I put my hand between my legs and felt the semen that ran out of me during the night. My ass felt a little sore but it was worth the experience. The way Norman dominated me as he took my ass... it was unbelievable.

"You awake sleepy head?" Charlotte said as she peeked her head into our tent. 

I noticed Conrad was gone.
"Where is everybody?" I asked groggily.
"Outside, we're making coffee on the fire," she said.

I quickly slipped into some clothes and tried to clean the mess inside my sleeping bag. I shielded my eyes from the bright rays of the rising sun dancing on the calm water.

"Here you go," Conrad smiled as he handed me a cup of coffee when I finally emerged from the tent.
"Are you going to tell them?" Charlotte asked.
I immediately felt a knot in my throat. My head started spinning and I sat down on one of the large logs.
"T...tell me what?" I stuttered, expecting the worst. 

Surely Conrad wouldn't have chosen this moment to tell me he wanted a divorce? To tell me he found his teen girl dream and wanted to get rid of me? Would he be that heartless, risking a really awkward drive home?
"It's something myself and Charlotte wanted to tell you for a
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"What is it Conrad?" I asked impatiently.
I could already feel tears welling up. Conrad reached out and took Charlotte's hand. I held onto the log in case I fainted. "Dad, what's going on?" Norman asked. Even he now seemed concerned. 

"About eighteen years ago I broke up with a girlfriend I had for a very long time. She told me she was pregnant and that I wasn't the father.That she had cheated on me… multiple times and without protection. I was devastated. We were talking about getting engaged and everything looked great for our future. When she dropped that bomb on me I told her I never wanted to see her again."

I nodded my head even though I had no idea where the story was going. 

"She moved away and I lost contact with her... long story short... Charlotte is my daughter. She was pregnant with my baby after all."

Norman and I sat in stunned silence. It was not at all what I was expecting to hear. I opened my mouth but no words came out. "That's why you didn't want her to be with me..." Norman said, staring into the distance.
"That's right," Conrad said. "Initially she didn't know you were my biological son. She thought Laura was your biological mom." "Either way I think my hormones took over that night, sorry about that," Charlotte said shyly.
I was still too stunned to speak. Why did Conrad keep it from me for this long? 

"Mom?" Norman said as he looked at me with concern. "This is not at all..." I started.MY KINKY STEP-MOM - FORBIDDEN LUST

"She thought you guys were having an affair," Norman said, relieved that everything was finally out in the open.
I felt my face heating up. I felt so embarrassed.
"Wow, so you're actually my step daughter?" I said, looking at Charlotte.
She nodded her head and smiled broadly.
"I really like you guys. The best thing I ever did was to look you up," she said.
“Sorry for not telling you earlier, Laura. It probably would have made things much easier on you,” Conrad said. 

“Yeah, it would have,” I smiled.
A huge sense of relief washed over me.
“I think I just need to go for a walk to get some air,” I said. “You are certainly in the best location for that,” Conrad said. I stood up and started walking towards the lake side.

“I’ll come with you, Mom,” Norman said, jumping up from the log.
We walked along the lake, watching the sun rising from behind the mountains. The view was spectacular. 

“What do you think of the news?” Norman said.
“Unexpected, definitely,” I said.
“Yeah, same,” he responded.

I noticed a hint of disappointment in his voice. I had a feeling he would have preferred Conrad to reveal he was having an affair with Charlotte. That way Norman would be my shoulder to cry on… while he cock was inside me. Men always liked playing the savior figure. The messiah complex. Norman could never resist a
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girl in trouble. Becky was a prime example.
“We should probably stop what we’re doing too…” I said.

I was secretly hoping he would disagree. But with Conrad staying faithful to me, I couldn’t go on betraying him the way I’ve been doing. Norman didn’t respond.

“Norman?” I said.
“Don’t you love what we have?” he finally said.
“Of course I do… but it’s wrong. You’re my son-“
“Stepson,” he interrupted.
We walked in silence for another five minutes.

“Let’s head back to Dad and Charlotte. They need to be on the plane this afternoon,” I said as we startedwalking back to camp. 

CHAPTER 11 Six Months Later

Things changed considerably once the big secret was out. Charlotte moved in a few weeks later and Norman went off to college after graduating high school. Conrad still worked abroad for long periods at a time but at least his personal assistant was his daughter so there was no worry that he was having an affair. Charlotte turned out to be really sweet and caring. I didn't see much of her but it looked like she took good care of Conrad.

Norman and I decided to stop our fling... although it didn't last very long. Every now and then I would send him a photo of my boobs. He came home at least one weekend a month. And like two horny teenagers, we could never keep our hands off each other. If Conrad was at home the same weekend as Norman, we would always slip out to do some "shopping" and end up having hot sex in the car somewhere secluded. I knew it wouldn't last forever but while I still had something to look at I wanted to make use of it as long as possible.

Suddenly I heard a knock at the door.
"Laura?" a man asked as I opened.
“Yes?”

"It's Paul. I worked with your husband on a contract a little while ago. We're moving offices and noticed he left some things behind. Just thought I'd return it to you," he said, handing me a large cardboard box.

"I'll make sure he gets this," I smiled.
“Thanks, Laura.”

Paul waved as I closed the front door. I placed the box on the kitchen counter and opened it. It was filled with files and official looking documents. Just as I was about to close it, a letter caught MARGUERITE DE LYON 

my eye. It had the stamp of a well know DNA lab. Wondering what it was about, I pulled it out. It was date stamped a few months prior.

I opened the envelope and pulled out a single folded page. It looked like the result of a paternity test… for Conrad and Charlotte. My smile turned to a frown as I read the result. I collapsed onto the floor, sitting down as I held the letter in my shaking hand. My mind was spinning as I read the result:

Familial match: negative. 

Was Conrad conning me all this time? Spinning an elaborate lie with Charlotte? I only had one solution… I grabbed my phone and dialed a Norman’s number. My last feelings of regret and guilt dissipated into thin air.

“Hey babe, it’s me,” I said. “Guess what, I just booked us a holiday to the Maldives. Just me and you for two weeks. Dad’s treat – he said he wanted us to get away a little. Don’t worry, I’m packing my sexiest outfits…”

I smiled as I held one of Conrad’s credit cards in my hand – we were going first class all the way. Norman couldn’t wait to come home. It was going to be two weeks of non-stop fucking: me and his son. Maybe I’ll even send Conrad and Charlotte a snap or two…

THE END 
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