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The summer sun was shining bright and the air was crisp as I loaded up the car with our bags and supplies. Jill, my step-mom, emerged from the house with a big smile on her face. We were embarking on a road trip alone, just the two of us, to meet up with my dad who was already out on the West Coast for work.



I could feel the excitement coursing through my veins as I climbed into the passenger seat, stealing a glance at Jill as she slipped behind the wheel. As the car engine purred to life, I couldn't help but feel a sense of nervousness. Jill had always been a constant presence in my life, having married my dad when I was just a child. I had grown up with her, but as I had grown older, I had started to notice things about her that I couldn't quite explain. Her laugh, the way she tilted her head when she was listening to someone speak, the way her hair fell around her face. These were small things, but they had started to take on a larger meaning for me.



Since I had come home from college for the summer, I swore I had caught Jill stealing glances at me as I walked shirtless around the house. I had matured over the year, and no longer looked like the skinny High School kid that had left the previous year. I was now a man, and I could feel the sexual tension building constantly between us every time we spoke.



As we set out on our road trip, our conversation ebbed and flowed, each moment building upon the last. The words we shared were like building blocks, constructing a bridge between us that grew stronger with each passing mile.



Despite the distance between us, I could feel Jill's eyes on me, her gaze both intense and tender. I caught myself stealing glances at her too, admiring the way the sunlight danced across her features. I realized that the feelings I had for Jill ran deeper than I ever could have imagined.



We stopped for lunch at a small diner on the outskirts of a one-street rural town. As Jill and I entered the faint jingle of the bell above the door alerted the waitress to our arrival. She greeted us with a warm smile and led us to a booth in the corner. The vinyl seats creaked as we sat down, and the scent of frying bacon and sizzling eggs filled the air.



As we sat at the small table, I found myself studying Jill, taking in every detail of her face. She was beautiful, there was no denying that. But there was something else there too, something that went beyond just physical attraction. It was a deep sense of connection, a feeling that we were meant to be together.



Jill leaned back against the booth, her eyes scanning the menu. I couldn't help but notice the curve of her cheekbone and the way her lips parted as she read the menu.



"So, what looks good to you?" Jill asked, her eyes still glued to the menu.



I wanted to say “her”, but I fought back the urge.



I shrugged, "I don't really care, I'm not that hungry."



Jill laughed, "Well, you should be. We've got a long way to go still. How about a BLT?"



"Sure, that sounds good," I said, grateful for her suggestion.



The waitress came over to take our order, and Jill ordered a cheeseburger with a side fries. As we waited for our food, we talked about our plans for the rest of the trip. Jill had been doing some research on the area we would be camping out West, and she had a few ideas for things we could do and see.



"I was thinking we could go on a hike tomorrow morning. There's a really beautiful trail not too far from the campsite," Jill said, taking a sip of her water.



"That sounds like a good idea," I replied, trying not to let my mind wander too much.



We talked more about the hiking trail, and Jill shared some tips for what to wear and bring along. I listened intently, but I couldn't help but feel distracted by the way her hair fell across her shoulders, or the way her eyes crinkled when she smiled.



As our food arrived, we lapsed into a comfortable silence. The bacon on my sandwich was crispy, and the lettuce and tomato were fresh. I savored every bite, the flavors exploding in my mouth.



"So, have you been thinking about what you’ll do after college at all?" Jill asked, breaking the silence.



I nodded, "Yeah, a little bit. I'm not really sure yet, though."



Jill nodded, "That's understandable. It can be tough to figure out what you want to do with your life. But just remember, there's no rush. You'll figure it out eventually."



I smiled, grateful for her words of encouragement. Jill had always been a calming presence in my life, and I knew I could always count on her for guidance and support.



A squirt of Ketchup had gathered on the corner of Jill’s mouth and instinctively, without thinking, I reached across the table and wiped it away with my thumb.



“You had… a little ketchup,” I said nervously, presenting the squirt of ketchup now on my thumb.



Jill laughed. She took hold of my hand and placed my thumb in her mouth, sucking the ketchup off as she looked deeply into my eyes.



Butterflies raced in my stomach and I felt myself grow instantly hard. It was so erotic. So taboo. In that moment I knew I would be able to take things further. The thought of bedding my step-mom sent me mute. I sat there in complete shock as Jill continued to giggle.



“Can’t waste any!” She smiled.



Perhaps she was just being innocent and still saw me as her son. Maybe I was just perverted. Maybe I had misread things.



As we left the diner and climbed back into the car, I couldn't help but feel a sense of comfort and ease with Jill. Our conversation had been easy and natural, and I found myself looking forward to spending more time with her on the road trip. But I couldn't ignore the nagging feeling in the back of my mind, the feeling that my attraction to her was more than just familial affection.



The hours passed by in a blur, the scenery changing from flat, dry desert to rolling hills covered in lush greenery. Jill turned on the radio, flipping through the channels until she found a classic rock station. The music filled the car, drowning out the sound of the engine and the rush of wind outside.



I leaned back in my seat, closing my eyes and letting the music wash over me. Jill hummed along to the tune, tapping her fingers on the steering wheel.



"So, do you have any plans for after the trip?" Jill asked, breaking the comfortable silence.



I opened my eyes and shrugged, "Not really. Just going to try and enjoy the summer before school starts again."



Jill nodded, "That sounds like a good plan. You should make the most of your free time while you can."



I nodded, my mind still lost in the music. But as the song ended and another one started, Jill turned down the volume and turned to me.



"Is everything okay, honey?" she asked, concern etched on her face.



I swallowed hard, feeling a lump form in my throat. "Yeah, I'm fine," I said, trying to sound casual.



But Jill wasn't fooled. She reached over and placed a hand on my knee, her touch sending shivers down my spine.



"You can talk to me, you know," she said, her voice gentle.



I felt my body come alive with a strange, electric energy. It was as if I had been struck by lightning, my nerves tingling with excitement and anticipation. Her touch was like a warm summer breeze, caressing my skin with an almost intoxicating tenderness.



Her hand was a key, unlocking a door to a realm of forbidden desires that I had never dared to explore. A part of me wanted to push her away, to ignore the feelings that were swelling within me like a rising tide. But another part of me longed to surrender to her touch, to let myself be swept away by the current of our mutual attraction.



And yet, even as I reveled in the moment, a part of me felt a pang of guilt and shame. I knew that what I was feeling was wrong, taboo, forbidden. I knew that society would never condone our relationship, and that I could never openly express my love for her without facing harsh judgment and condemnation.



Her touch disarmed me and I found myself compelled to open up to her more than I had before.



I took a deep breath, gathering my thoughts. "It's just...I don't know. I feel like I'm stuck in this limbo, you know? Like I'm not really sure what I want to do with my life, and it's starting to feel like everyone else around me has it all figured out."



Jill nodded, understanding. "I get it. But you don't have to have it all figured out right now. You have your whole life ahead of you. And besides, you're not alone. Everyone goes through this at some point."



I smiled weakly, grateful for her reassurance. But as Jill withdrew her hand, I felt a part of me ache with longing, wanting more, needing more. I knew that I could never act on my desires, that I could never cross that line. But the mere thought of her touch was enough to set my heart ablaze, to fill my mind with fantasies that I knew could never be realized. I had been hoping for something more, something that would tell me she felt the same way I did.



“Oh my,” Jill gasped.



My heart raced as my eyes fell to my crotch. The sensual excitement of her touch had sent blood racing to my manhood and I was fully erect beneath sweatpants.



Suddenly, there was a loud bang. The car swerved violently to the right, and I felt my heart leap into my throat as the vehicle skidded off the road and into a ditch. For a moment, time seemed to stand still, and I felt as though I was floating in mid-air. Then, the car came to a shuddering halt, and I felt my body slam into the door. I could hear my heart pounding in my ears, and I struggled to catch my breath.



Jill seemed unfazed. She turned off the engine and took a deep breath, then turned to me with a calm expression on her face. "We blew a tire," she said matter-of-factly. "We're going to have to change it."



I was still trying to catch my breath, and it took me a moment to realize what she was saying. "Right," I said, trying to sound as confident as she did. "Let's do it."



We got out of the car, and I could immediately see that the situation was worse than I had thought. The car was tilted at an odd angle, and one of the tires was shredded.



“Oh no!” Jill called from the back of the car. “We haven’t got a spare!”



The wind was picking up, and it was getting colder by the minute. We had no phone service, and there was no one around for miles. We were completely alone.



“We’ll have to camp here tonight, and find help in the morning.” Jill said.



I hadn’t realized how late it had gotten. It was past midnight and we were still miles from the campsite. My father would be left wondering where we were.



We set up the tent and built a fire to warm us. It was freezing and we huddled together to keep warm. Jill’s scent was intoxicating as she nuzzled her head on my shoulder. I found myself growing more and more drawn to her. The way her eyes sparkled in the firelight, the way her hair fell around her face, the way her hand brushed past my own.



As the night drew on and the stars began to twinkle overhead, we retreated to our tent, our bodies charged with a simmering tension that had been building between us all day. The space between us was electric, charged with a raw energy that made my heart race and my senses reel.



As we crawled inside the tent, I couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation and nervousness, knowing that this moment would be a test of our mutual desire. Had I been right about her sucking my thumb in the diner? I had to know.



The air inside the tent was thick with the smell of earth and musk, mixed with the faint aroma of pine and cedar. Jill and I sat across from each other, our eyes locked in a silent conversation that spoke volumes about our desire for each other. We were two predators circling each other, our bodies poised for the moment of consummation.



I took the moment to bait my prey, pulling off my shirt and removing my pants.



“I usually sleep naked, but I’ll keep my underwear on tonight if you’re uncomfortable,” I said, laying the trap.



Jill bit her bottom lip and nodded.



“That’s okay sweetie. Whatever makes you comfortable,” she replied.



“Ok. If you don’t mind,” I said as I removed my underwear, revealing my semi-hard cock to the chilly night air.



Jill gasped. Then giggled.



“Oh my. You’re bigger than your father,” she laughed.



I smiled back at her. It excited me to know my step-mom was looking at my cock.



“Goodnight, sweetie.” she said and she rolled over, pulling a blanket over her shoulders.



Maybe I had misread everything. I felt embarrassed and laid back in shame.



I lay awake for what felt like hours, my mind racing with thoughts of Jill. I knew that what I was feeling was wrong, that it was taboo to have these kinds of feelings for my step-mom. But I couldn't help it. The more I tried to push them away, the stronger they became.



My erection was throbbing and I wanted to relieve myself so I could finally drift off to sleep. I began stroking my shaft, imagining my step-mom sucking my cock like she had sucked my thumb in the diner. Those perfect lips. That warm, wet tongue.



“Mmm… Jill,” I moaned.



I was closing my eyes so images of Jill would fill my mind. It was a minute or two before I realized I had the real thing lying next to me in the tent. I opened my eyes and turned but gasped as I met the face of my step-mom staring straight at me.



“Oh my God. Jill. I… I,” I stammered, trying to find the right words.



Jill said nothing, her body closer to mine than it had been before. As she leaned in, I could feel the heat of her breath on my skin, her lips grazing my earlobe with a feather-light touch. My whole body tensed with a rush of excitement, my skin prickling with goosebumps as her touch sent shockwaves through my body.



Her hand took hold of my manhood and began to delicately stroke up and down. This was it. It was happening. All of my taboo fantasies were coming true.



“Jill… Mmm.” I moaned again.



Jill leaned in close again. Her tongue licked my earlobe before she whispered “Call me mommy.”



Her words and her soft hand around my cock was sending electricity coursing through my veins.



Jill stopped stroking me and sat up. She pulled off her t-shirt revealing her perfect natural D cup breasts held back by a lacey, black bra. Next she unzipped her fly and wriggled off her jeans, exposing her tiny black g-string.



I was completely speechless as I took in the sight of my step-mom kneeling before me in nothing but her panties.



She descended upon my cock, wrapping her warm red lips around its head and swallowing the entire length down to the balls. I felt her tongue run up and down the underside of my shaft as she deepthroated my cock with furiously pumping mouthfuls.



“Suck me, mommy,” I moaned.



I took Jill’s silky, dark hair in my hands and peeled it back from her face. She looked into my eyes as she continued to suck me, giving me the best blowjob I had ever experienced. The college girls were nothing compared to this mature vixen.



Finally she broke the seal around my cock and licked the saliva from the corner of her mouth. She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, letting her perfect tits fall free of their suffocating embrace.



Her breasts were immaculate. Despite her age, Jill’s body was perfect. She took good care of herself and was fitter than most of the girls I had been with.



Her pink nipples were rock hard with excitement.



“Fuck me, baby.” she commanded.



I grabbed Jill by the shoulders and forced her to the ground. We kissed deeply, our tongues lashing each other as I positioned myself on top of her. I broke free from her kiss and let my tongue explore, tracing a line from her lips down to her chest. As I reached her breasts I took each one delicately in my hand and began to suck on them. I tickled the nipples with my tongue then playfully squeezed them between my teeth. Jill moaned with each new sensation.



My tongue continued to explore, licking its way past her belly button towards her panties. I took her g-string in my hands and using my strength ripped it in half. Jill let out a yelp. She giggled at my masculinity.



“Take me, baby. Take me!” she moaned as she ran her finger through my hair.



My tongue reached her warm, wet sex. She was waxed - completely hairless - and her pussy was neatly packaged like a present wrapped before me.



I stuck my tongue into her lips, searching for her clitoris. Finding it, I began to lick at it with the tip, flicking at it back and forth with my tongue. Every time Jill moaned I knew I was doing the right thing, so I went harder and faster. Her clitoris was getting larger. Her sexual arousal was peaking. She begged for me not to stop. To keep licking her. She wanted to orgasm. But I kept her on the edge, never allowing her tip over to the other side and letting her release.



I kneeled between her legs and grabbed my cock, forcing it into her warm, pink pussy. She was tight and the length and thickness of my cock shocked her. I felt her body spasm as I pulled her waist towards me, watching as my shaft disappeared inside her.



“FUCK ME!” Jill screamed.



I obliged. I took my step-mom’s waist tight in my hands and began to pump in and out of her. With every motion of my hips Jill moaned, her body a plaything in my hands. All I could think about was coming inside my step-mom’s pussy. It was my single goal. My one fantasy.



When Jill spoke next it was if she had read my thoughts.



“Don’t come in me, baby,” she pleaded.



I was shocked. I pretended to ignore her, pumping harder and harder. Each time she moaned louder and louder. She wanted my cum, I could tell.



“Please baby. Cum on my tits. Cum on my belly.” She pleaded again.



The thought of coming on my step-mom for some reason felt even more erotic than coming inside her. Being able to see my cum dripping down her tits and pooling on her belly was the ultimate taboo. There would be no hiding it. A step-mom would be covered in her step-son’s cum for the world to see.



I could feel myself getting ready to explode so I pulled my cock from her pussy. It was dripping with her juices as I positioned myself on top of Jill, aiming the head of my member at her perfect body.



“Come on me, baby. I want to feel your hot cum. Come on Mommy!” Jill screamed.



With that I couldn’t hold on any longer. I threw back my head and yelled in pure ecstasy as my hot cum ejaculated from my cock. It splashed across Jill’s tits and stomach. Wave after wave spurted out of the end and stuck to my step-mom’s body. I could see the pearly white liquid dripping down her tits, which sent another wave shooting from the end of my cock. As the spurts slowed, Jill leveraged herself up and took my cock in her mouth, sucking every last drop from my now limping cock.



She smiled at me, with my cock in her hands. She continued to play with it like it was her toy as she looked down at the hot mess I had covered her in.



With one finger she scooped a trail of my cum from her tits and put it to her mouth, sucking it dry.



“Can’t let any go to waste,” she giggled.



I collapsed next to Jill, still playing with her pussy with my hand. I didn’t know if I would have another trist like this with her, so I wanted to savor every moment even though I was completely spent. We lay there panting, our bodies entangled in a state of blissful exhaustion as Jill would continue to collect my cum with her fingers and swallow it. She loved the taste of me and she wasn’t letting any of it go to waste.



The next morning we got dressed and packed up the campsite in silence. The both of us letting what had happened between us go unspoken. A car came past just after sunrise and lent us a spare, and we were back on the road towards my father like nothing had happened.



As much as I wanted to see my dad again, I couldn't help but feel nervous about what might happen when we got there. It wasn’t long before we turned off the main road and onto a dirt track. I could feel my heart rate increase. The campsite was nestled in a clearing in the woods, surrounded by tall trees and rolling hills.



Jill pulled the car to a stop, and I could see my dad's old pickup truck parked a few yards away. She turned to me, ready to break the silence before we would have to pretend like nothing happened.



“Honey,” she said quietly. Her eyes met my own. “What happened last night-”



“I know. It won’t happen again.” I said, cutting her off.



“No. I don’t want that,” she said.



I was shocked.



“You’re so smart, so I know I don’t have to tell you we can’t say anything,” she began. “But I don’t want this, what we have, to end.”



“I don’t either,” I replied.



“When we get home, when your father isn’t around, I want you again. But this next time, I want you to come inside me. It’s all I’ve thought about all morning,” Jill confessed.



Just as I felt the urge to lean in and kiss Jill one last time, my father emerged from his tent and waved at us. Jill waved back with her left hand. Her right hand was busy. Her soft fingers were in my pants, wrapped delicately around my hard cock. This was going to be a summer I would never forget.
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