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I sat alone in the dimly lit motel room, my eyes gazing around the bare walls and peeling wallpaper. The room was filled with the stale odor of old cigarette smoke and cheap cleaning products, making my nose wrinkle in distaste.



The furniture in the room was plain and functional, with no attempt at style or decoration. The bed was a lumpy mess of mismatched pillows and stained sheets, while the table and chairs looked like they had been salvaged from a thrift store.



The room was suffocatingly quiet, save for the occasional sound of a car passing by on the nearby highway. It felt like a sterile bubble, devoid of any warmth or personality.



The carpet beneath my feet was threadbare and scratchy, like the fur of a mangy dog. It had been worn down by years of use, leaving bald patches and rips in the fabric.



This was it. This would be the place.



I had it all planned out. Down to the finest of details. It had been three weeks since I first had my suspicions. It was late on a Saturday when I saw my step-mom Sue slink out of the house just after nine. She was wearing heels and a trenchcoat to meet with her friends. It felt odd, like a puzzle piece that didn’t fit. The overall picture was wrong and I was determined to find out why.



I slipped out the back door and jumped the fence to get to my car without being seen. I sat in my car, watching intently as Sue's taillights disappeared into the night. I knew I was taking a risk, but I couldn't resist the urge to follow her. I had to know what she was up to.



The darkness seemed to swallow me whole as I trailed her car through the quiet streets, my headlights casting long shadows on the pavement. I was careful to keep my distance, not wanting to draw attention to myself.



My heart raced as Sue's car turned down a deserted alleyway. I hesitated for a moment, wondering if I should continue, but my curiosity got the better of me. I turned off my headlights and slowly followed her down the narrow passageway, the sound of my tires echoing off the brick walls.



As I reached the end of the alley, I saw Sue's car parked in front of a rundown building.



My heart sank as I realized where she had brought me. I had heard stories about this place, a seedy establishment that catered to bachelor parties and wild nights of debauchery. I had never been there before, but its reputation was well known.



I watched as Sue stepped out of her car and walked towards the entrance of the building, her heels clicking against the pavement. Beneath her now open trench coat she wore a tight-fitting dress that hugged her curves, and her hair was styled in loose waves that cascaded down her back. She looked stunning, as always, but I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy at the thought of her being surrounded by other men.



I sat in the car for a few moments longer, trying to gather my thoughts and muster up the courage to follow her inside. Finally, I took a deep breath and stepped out of the car, my heart racing with apprehension.



As I walked towards the entrance of the building, I could hear the thumping bass of the music and the raucous laughter of the partygoers inside. I hesitated for a moment, wondering if I was making a mistake by coming here, but my curiosity got the best of me and I pushed open the door.



The scene inside was chaotic and overwhelming. The room was filled with people, most of them men, and the air was thick with the scent of sweat and alcohol. The walls were adorned with posters of scantily clad women, and the music was so loud that it felt like it was vibrating through my entire body.



A girl on the door pointed to a sign and I fished my wallet out of my pocket to pay the cover charge. $20 was a small price to pay to get to the truth.



I scanned the room, searching for Sue's familiar face amidst the sea of strangers. And then I saw her, standing in the center of a group of men, her arms wrapped around one of them as they all cheered and hooted.



Sue moved her body sensually as she grinded against the man. He began to howl like a drunk dog, aroused by her touch. Sue pulled a stack of cards from her coat pocket and began to hand them out to the circle of men. I watched as each one studied the cards before returning their eyes to study Sue.



Eventually Sue broke free from the circle of men, waving them goodnight, before she moved on to find other prey. I walked over to the group of men, pretending to be a drunk reveler and fellow lad.



“Is she hand- handing out card?” I stammered in my fake drunk voice.



The guy laughed and handed me the card.



“Yeah. That old bird must be desperate. Maybe you should give her a call!”



The group of men moved on to another corner of the club, while I stood there looking at the card in my hand. On it was a phone number and five simple words:







Sensual. Seductive. Discrete. Call Storm.







And I had done just that. I had called Storm and Sue’s voice had answered. I barely disguised my voice, but it was clear she had no idea it was her own step-son on the other end of the line. The truth was out. My step-mom was a prostitute, and I was about to procure her services.



And now I was sitting in the cheapest motel room I could find, waiting for Sue to arrive at the door. I didn’t know what I was going to do when she did.



The sound of a car pulling up outside jolted me from my thoughts. I instinctively knew it was her. The engine rumbled to a halt, and I heard the faint sound of car doors opening and closing. The anticipation was almost too much to bear as I waited for her to make her way to the room.



Finally, I heard the familiar sound of footsteps approaching the door. My heart was pounding in my chest as I waited for her to enter. The door slowly creaked open, and Sue stepped inside. She closed it behind herself and padded the lock before her eyes turned to me.



The soft light of the motel room cast a warm glow across Sue's face as she looked at me with a mixture of desire and guilt in her eyes. I could feel my heart racing as I took in the sight of her, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her curves accentuated by the tight-fitting dress she wore. She was my step-mom, but at that moment, all I could think about was how much I wanted her.



We stood there in silence for a moment, both of us unsure of what to say or do next. The tension between us was palpable, and I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks as I fought to keep my composure.



Finally, Sue broke the silence. "I know this is wrong," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "But, I knew it was you on the phone.”



I gasped. She knew that I had asked her to meet me at a filthy, cheap motel. To fulfill my fantasies. I had told her what I wanted to do to her. Do to her body. And still she came.



“The truth is, I’m embarrassed you caught me. Not because of your father, but because of my feelings for you.” she said softly.



I had no words. I was salivating now. I swallowed, hanging on every word she said.



“I hope you were telling me the truth about your fantasies, because I want to fulfill them. All of them,” She said, her eyes large like saucers.



I nodded, unable to speak as my heart pounded in my chest. I had known for some time that I had feelings for her, but I never imagined that she felt the same way. It was both exhilarating and terrifying to know that we were both standing on the edge of a precipice, ready to leap into the unknown.



“I don’t want Storm. I want Sue,” I mustered.



Without another word, Sue stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me close to her. I could feel the warmth of her body against mine, the softness of her skin as she pressed her lips to mine. It was like nothing I had ever experienced before, an electric charge coursing through my body as we kissed. I was kissing my step-mom.



As we broke apart, gasping for breath, I could see the conflict in Sue's eyes. She knew that what we were doing was wrong, that we were risking everything by giving in to our desires. But in that moment, none of that seemed to matter. All that mattered was the way we felt, the connection we shared.



Sue's body was a work of art, a masterpiece crafted by the gods themselves. From the curve of her hips to the fullness of her breasts, every inch of her was perfection.



She was an incredibly experienced lover, her expertise evident in every movement, every touch, every kiss. From the moment we first made contact, I could tell that she was different from any other woman I had been with. There was a confidence and self-assuredness about her that was both alluring and intimidating.



As we explored each other's bodies with our hands, I could feel her skill and experience in every movement. Her touch was gentle yet firm, her hands moving with a practiced ease over my skin, sending shivers of pleasure through my body. She knew exactly how to touch me, where to kiss me, how to make me feel incredible.



We moved together, our bodies entwined, and I could feel the passion and desire burning between us. There was a hunger in her eyes, a fierce intensity that left me breathless. It was as if nothing else in the world mattered in that moment, that we were the only two people on earth.



Her skin was soft and smooth, like satin under my fingers. I could spend hours just running my hands over her, exploring every inch of her body and marveling at its beauty.



Sue led me to the bed, feverishly stripping me bare, before pushing me back onto the sheets. My cock was erect, pointing to the ceiling as Sue stepped between my legs. She unhooked her dress from her shoulders and let it slip to the floor, revealing an exotic set of see-through lace lingerie. The obscured sight of her pink nipples beneath the black sheer made my cock throb with anticipation. Smiling, Sue unclasped her bra.



Her breasts were one of her most stunning features. They were full and round, with just the right amount of bounce and jiggle as she moved. Her nipples were small and pink. I reached out and delicately pinched them and she gasped and moaned with pleasure.



Her waist was narrow and toned, leading down to the curve of her hips. Sue had a beautifully shaped butt that was firm and round, and I loved nothing more than watching it jiggle as she moved. Her legs were long and shapely, with toned thighs that could grip your hips tightly during sex.



But it was Sue's face that truly took my breath away. She had big, expressive eyes that were the color of the ocean on a sunny day. Her lips were full and soft, and they would part in a perfect "O" when she moaned with pleasure.



Sue's hair was long and thick, a beautiful shade of chestnut brown that cascaded down her back in soft waves. I loved the way it smelled, a mix of lavender and vanilla that always left me feeling relaxed and aroused.



Sue kneeled between my legs, taking my hard cock in in her hand. She began to stroke me as she spat a mouthful of saliva onto the head of my cock. Warm and wet, her hands slid over the spit and spread it down the length of my shaft. I laid back and looked up at the ceiling as my step-mom began to jerk me off like a schoolboy at a house party.



After a couple of minutes I sat up as a warm sensation enveloped my cock. I looked down to see Sue had taken my length in her mouth, masterfully sucking my cock up and down. I knew I was larger than average, and was immediately impressed by my stepmother’s deepthroating abilities. This woman was a master of sex. No wonder she wanted to get paid for it. Finally she broke the seal her mouth had around my cock and spoke.



“I have a present for you,” she purred.



She extended her closed hand towards me. I took her soft, manicured fingers and peeled them back, anxious to see what Sue had brought me. In the middle of her palm was a vibrating cock ring.



“Is that a- a cock ring!?” I stammered. I had never used one before.



Sue nodded as she slipped the ring over my cock, adjusting it so that the vibrator was positioned directly over my balls. The sensation was immediate and intense, and I let out a low moan of pleasure as the vibrations coursed through my body.



When we settled into position, Sue straddled me, positioning herself just above my hips. She took a moment to get comfortable, adjusting the angle and position of her body until she was perfectly aligned with mine.



Then, with a slow and deliberate movement, Sue lowered herself down onto me, taking me deep inside her. I could feel the heat and wetness of her sex enveloping me, and I let out a low groan of pleasure as she settled onto my hips.



For a middle-aged woman she was tighter than the party girls I had been with. Her pussy was a palace, and I was a devout worshiper. As she began to ride me, the vibrations from the cock ring intensified, sending waves of pleasure radiating through my body.



From there, Sue took control, rocking back and forth in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Her hips moved in a circular motion, grinding against me as she rode me up and down. Her breasts bounced and swayed with each movement, as I reached up to touch them, marveling at their softness and fullness.



With each pump of my cock I felt her perfect pussy hug my shaft tighter in its embrace. Sue was a natural at this position, her movements fluid and graceful. She leaned forward slightly, her hands braced on my chest for support, before rocking back again, her hips grinding against me with increasing urgency.



She was the master and I was the slave. I let her work her magic over me as she pressed the length of my shaft deeper and deeper into her wet chasm.



As she picked up speed, I could feel myself getting closer to the edge. Sue sensed this, and adjusted her movements accordingly, shifting the angle of her hips and increasing the pressure and intensity of her thrusts. She wanted me to come, but I wasn’t ready.



I grabbed Sue’s shoulders and in one sweeping move threw her onto the bed, before positioning myself over her.



“What do you want me to do baby? After all, you’re my client.” She purred.



“Turn around.” I commanded. “Give me that ass of yours. I’m going to fuck it.”



Sue moaned at the thought of my cock inside her ass and she feverishly flipped onto her stomach, arching her behind towards me, beckoning for my cock.



“I’ve never done anal. You’re my first, baby,” she moaned.



My mouth was agape in shock. She had never done anal? This whole time as an escort, not once had she forfeited her rear to the insatiable lust of a client. The thought of being the first excited me, and I couldn’t help but smile.



“I want your cock in my ass. Stick your cock in Mommy’s ass,” she moaned.



I took the head of my swollen manhood and plunged it into her tight, rear abyss. She moaned as I stretched her, a volatile cocktail of pain and pleasure.



I grabbed onto her hips, pulling her onto me with every thrust. Her body was slick with sweat, her hair sticking to her face in damp tendrils as she looked over her shoulder at me. I loved the way she looked, wild and uninhibited, lost in the pleasure of our bodies coming together.



The care I took making love to her ass soon fell away as I was awash with a wave of ecstasy. I began pumping faster. More furious. Every time my cock disappeared completely inside Sue, as my body slammed against her cheeks, she would let out a yelp.



“Oh my God! Don’t stop, baby! Fuck Mommy’s ass!”



Her cries of pleasure sent blood racing to my cock and it swelled, further stretching the walls of Sue’s anal cavity. With each pump I was edging closer and closer to climax.



“I’m going to come!” I yelled, not caring about the neighbors on the other side of the paper-thin motel walls.



“Come in my ass, sweetie!” My step-mom commanded.



I groaned with pleasure, as the building pressure in my cock could no longer be contained. I exploded, sending torrents of my hot climax out of the end of my cock and into my step-mom’s asshole.



I pulled Sue’s hips back tightly against me body, making sure I was as deep inside her as possible.



She moaned as the hot, milky cum began to pool around my cock. I pulled my shaft from her and watch as a trail of ejaculate trickled from her spasming, pink sphincter.



I fell onto the bed, exhausted, as Sue curled up against me, her hand playfully squeezing the excess cum from my cock.



“That was amazing,” she moaned, stroking my cock as it started to go limp.



I had done it. I had filled my step-mom’s ass with cum.



We spent the night together, lost in a haze of passion and desire. It was like nothing I had ever experienced before, a deep, all-encompassing feeling that left me breathless and wanting more. Sue was an expert in the art of love-making, guiding me with her experience and expertise, but also open and willing to try new things with me. It was as if we were two halves of a whole, each complementing the other in a way that was both beautiful and dangerous. After every love-making session, I would recover quicker than I had before. Within minutes I was erect again, ready to try something new. It was as if my cock knew that this might be the only night I would get with Sue, and it was determined to experience everything.



As the morning sun peeked through the curtains, I stirred from my deep slumber, slowly realizing where I was. Memories of the previous night flooded my mind, and I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement, guilt, and confusion.



I turned my head to the side and saw Sue still asleep, her chest gently rising and falling with each breath. The memory of our passionate night together came flooding back to me, causing a rush of emotions to wash over me once more.



I couldn't believe what had happened between us. It felt so wrong, yet so right at the same time. Sue was my stepmother, someone who was supposed to be off-limits. But as I looked at her sleeping form, I couldn't help but feel an intense attraction to her. We had crossed a moral line that society had drawn in the sand. There would be no going back to normality.



I gently reached out to touch her arm, but stopped myself at the last moment, unsure of how she would react if she woke up. What if she regretted everything we had done? Mornings after giving into inhibition were often filled with regret. Instead, I got out of bed and headed to the bathroom to take a shower, hoping it would clear my mind.



As the hot water cascaded over my body, I couldn't help but replay last night's events in my head. The way Sue’s body had felt against mine, the feeling of coming in her ass, it was all so intense and raw. But the guilt that came with it was almost unbearable.



After I finished my shower, I got dressed and headed out to the other room. Sue was still asleep, and I decided to let her rest for a bit longer. I didn't know how to act around her now that we had crossed that line, and I needed some time to sort out my feelings.



As I sat on the edge of the bed, staring out the window, I couldn't help but feel a sense of betrayal towards my father. But at the same time, I couldn't deny the intense attraction I felt towards Sue. It was like a fire burning deep within me, and I didn't know how to put it out. I knew what we had done was wrong, but I couldn't help but crave more.



I was lost in my thoughts when Sue finally woke up, stretching her arms and legs before turning to face me. I could see the confusion in her eyes, and I knew we both needed to talk about what had happened.



"Good morning," she said softly, her voice laced with uncertainty.



"Good morning," I replied, unsure of what to say.



There was an awkward silence between us, and I could feel the tension building. I knew I needed to say something, but the words just wouldn't come.



Finally, Sue spoke up. "We need to talk about what happened last night."



I nodded, feeling a lump form in my throat. I didn't know how to express what I was feeling, and I was afraid of how Sue would react.



“You can’t tell your father I’m a hooker,” the words left her lips.



I was stunned. That’s what I couldn’t tell my father? What about the other stuff? The wild sex? The taking of her anal virginity?



“If you want to keep fucking me, you have to promise me this remains our secret.” She continued.



If I want to keep fucking her? I wanted to keep fucking her more than anything in the world, and I knew that I would never utter a word of what had happened if it kept it that way.



“I’ll never tell a soul,” I promised sincerely.



“Good. What time is check-out?” She asked.



“Not for another two hours,” I said, checking the cheap alarm clock on the bedside table.



“Great. Now show me that cock again,” Sue smiled.
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