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I woke up on a lazy Saturday morning, feeling like I had slept for half a century. The night before I had been out with my old high school friends, bar-hopping across town, until we had consumed so much alcohol that no one would let us in. Somehow I had stumbled home and crashed, still wearing my black t-shirt and jeans.



It was the first time I had been home since I had shipped off for my final year of college last fall. Most of the guys were in the same boat, back visiting family for the summer. We swapped stories of our on-campus escapades, our sexual conquests and new adventures we had experienced over the last year. We had all turned twenty one in the previous twelve months, so it was the first time we could all drink… legally. There had been plenty of house parties and beer pong in our youth, but buying alcohol without a fake ID was still a novelty to us.



My arm was a collage of nightclub stamps, and there was a terrible taste in my mouth. But I had no regrets. Never did. Life was for living, and I was gonna live! I just wished the room wasn’t spinning and my head didn’t feel like it weighed half a ton.



With no responsibilities for the day, I was all ready to settle in and binge-watch my favorite shows and order a mountain of pizza when I heard it - the dreaded sound of clattering pots and pans.



"What fresh hell is this?" I muttered to myself, groaning as I dragged myself out of bed and shuffled towards the kitchen.



I thought I had the house to myself for the weekend. My dad was out on a golfing tour with his work buddies and my younger sister was visiting our mom back on the East Coast. You think I would be afraid of house breakers, but I had my suspicions that Dad’s new wife had let herself in. They had been together since I was little, but had always enjoyed their own time. Sarah, my step-mom, had her own apartment across town that she maintained even after she married my Dad. My father didn’t mind. It gave him more opportunities to go drinking with his buddies or disappear on golf tours without too many questions being asked.



I rounded the corner into the kitchen and silently gasped. Mouth agape, my bottom lip almost hit the floor. There she was, my step-mom Sarah, looking like a mad scientist with flour on her nose and a crazed gleam in her eyes. But that’s not what shocked me. She was wearing a pair of black, lace panties and a matching bra, barely covered by a cook’s apron. She noticed me standing there and laughed.



"Good morning, sweetie!" she chirped, as if she had just won the lottery. "I thought I'd whip up some cookies for you!"



I rubbed my eyes, wondering if I was hallucinating. Cookies? Was she serious? As I took a whiff of the air, I knew she was. The scent of freshly baked goodness filled my nostrils, making me weak in the knees. Was it the cookies or her perfect ass in those black panties that was sending butterflies to my stomach.



"Um, thanks, Sarah," I said, eyeing the tray of suspiciously perfect-looking cookies. "Did you buy these from a bakery or something?"



She gave me a look that said, "Are you kidding me?" and shook her head. "No, silly, I made them from scratch! My grandma's recipe."



I felt a pang of guilt for underestimating her. Maybe she wasn't just a crazy lady in her underwear with an apron after all.



I picked up one of the fresh cookies and looked at her. I couldn’t fight back the urge to flirt with her. I had always had a crush on her, but out of respect for my father I played it cool. But now this was different. The panties had unlocked something in me that wouldn’t be caged. I saw them as an invitation.



“Is this hygienic? I don’t see many bakers walk around the bakery in their underwear,” I smirked.



She looked down and blushed. “Oh my God! I totally forgot. I took my clothes off so I wouldn’t get them covered in flour.” she said as she turned bright red.



She rushed behind the counter to try and cover herself. I thought I would push my luck.



“I’m not sure what dessert I should be taste-testing. You or the cookies.”



She laughed and covered her face in embarrassment.



“Stop it! I’m your step-mom. You shouldn’t say things like that,” she smiled.



I took a bite of the cookie, expecting it to be just another mediocre snack. But as soon as it hit my tongue, I knew I had been wrong. This cookie was the bomb. Soft, chewy, and bursting with flavor. It was like a tiny piece of heaven had landed in my mouth.



"Oh my God, Sarah," I exclaimed, my mouth full of cookie crumbs. "This is amazing! How did you make it?"



She grinned, looking like a proud mama bear. "Oh, it's just a little something I picked up from my grandma. I used to help her bake all the time when I was a kid. It's one of my secret weapons!"



One of her secret weapons? I wanted to know what her other weapons were. I thought I had seen a few hiding behind her black lace underwear.



I was still in a daze from the cookie-induced bliss. "Well, I gotta hand it to you, Sarah. You're a cookie goddess."



She beamed, basking in the glory of her triumph. "I know, right? Maybe I should open a bakery or something!"



“Yes, definitely,” I said. “And you should serve them looking like this, too.”



There was silence. Had I gone too far? I looked over at Sarah and now she too was frozen, mouth agape. Her eyes were locked onto my groin.



“Oh God. Your thing!” She finally stammered, pointing at my crutch.



I looked down and saw that I was rock hard, my erection poking through my unzipped jeans. I had a habit of not wearing underwear when I went out, and I must have forgotten to zip up my fly after visiting the toilet in the middle of the night. My throbbing shaft had come out to say hello.



“Wow. I should probably go and have a shower. I think we’ve seen more of each other this morning than we were expecting,” I smiled.



“Yes, I think so!” she said, flustered.



I didn’t rush to zip up my fly. I wanted Sarah to see my cock. I wanted her to leap out from behind the counter and take it in her mouth, unable to resist the temptation to taste it. I had probably watched too much porn, and thought that this might be an actual reality. The truth is, she had already seen it. The damage had been done. I might as well enjoy the moment. I could always masturbate to it later and live out the “what if” moment in my fantasies.



I stumbled into the bathroom and turned on the shower, hoping the hot water would wash away the smell of last night. As I stepped under the water, I closed my eyes and let out a sigh of relief. The steaming water felt like heaven on my skin.



I reached for my shampoo and lathered it into my hair, trying to wash away the lingering scent of smoke and alcohol. As the suds ran down my body, I couldn't help but think about the crazy night I had.



It started innocently enough, with a few drinks at a local bar. But before I knew it, we were hopping from one club to the next, dancing until our feet were sore and our voices hoarse. The music was pounding, the lights were flashing, and the drinks were flowing. But now, in the sober light of day, I was starting to rethink my actions. Was this really how I wanted to spend my nights? Waking up with a pounding headache and the taste of ash in my mouth?



As I rinsed the shampoo out of my hair, I made a mental note to cut back on the partying. Maybe it was time to focus on my health, my relationships, my future. But then again, there was something exhilarating about the chaos of the nightclubs. The rush of adrenaline, the feeling of being alive.



It was the same feeling that had come to me when I walked into the kitchen. The rush of seeing Sarah’s toned body in all its glory. I started thinking of her seeing my cock poking through my open fly. I went hard, as the warm water trickled over my swollen shaft.



I always knew my step-mom Sarah was special. She had a way of lighting up a room with her smile and making everyone feel at ease. As I grew up, I started to realize that my feelings for her went beyond the usual love and admiration a son would have for his step-mom. I found myself drawn to her in a way that was more than just familial affection.



It was hard to keep my feelings in check around her. I found myself stealing glances at her during family dinners or just admiring her beauty and grace when we were alone. I knew it was wrong to feel this way, but I couldn't help it.



I didn’t want to waste my erection, so I thought I would retreat back to my room, throw on some step-mom porn and jerk off thinking of Sarah. I turned off the water and stepped out of the shower. I had just grabbed my towel when I heard a knock at the door. Before I could say anything, Sarah walked in on me. I was stunned, standing there in all my naked glory. I could feel the heat rushing to my face as I tried to cover myself up with the towel.



But Sarah didn't seem to mind. Instead of running out of the bathroom in embarrassment, she stepped closer to me and looked me straight in the eye. The tension between us was palpable, and I could feel my heart racing in my chest.



"You look so handsome," she said with a smile, her eyes sparkling.



I didn't know what to say. I just stood there, frozen in place. Sarah took the towel wrapped around my waist in her hands and let it drop to the floor. She leaned in and kissed me, her lips soft and gentle against mine. In that moment, everything changed. The feelings that I had been trying to suppress for so long came to the surface, and I knew that I wanted her - more than anything.



But just as quickly as it had happened, she turned and left the room. Smirking to herself as she exited. What had just happened? Why was she teasing me like this? There was clearly a line she didn’t want to cross, but in my mind she had already crossed it. There was no going back from that kiss.



I picked up the towel, dried off then headed for my room.



I was lost in thought, sitting naked staring blankly at the computer screen. The tab to my favorite porn site was open but I couldn’t bring myself to type anything in the search bar. Finally my fingers mashed the keys, typing in search terms that would bring up a lookalike of Sarah. Dark hair. Blue eyes. Natural D breasts. Step-mom. I started scrolling through countless video thumbnails. Step-mom deepthroats son. Step-mom takes son’s cock in ass. As I kept scrolling mindlessly looking for the perfect pornographic twin of Sarah, I realized I didn’t need porn. The picture in my mind of her was so vivid. I could still taste her lips on my own. I could still smell her perfume in my nostrils. The mere thought sent blood rushing to my cock.



I leant back in my computer chair and grasped my member in my hand. I closed my eyes and began to stroke myself to the thought of Sarah.



The sound of the door creaking open broke the silence. I bolted upright and turned around to find my step-mom standing in the doorway, her piercing blue eyes staring intently at me.



My heart skipped a beat as I tried to shake off the sense of unease that had come over me. Sarah was a beautiful woman, with flowing brown hair and a figure that could turn heads. What could she possibly want with me? How could I please her?



"Hey, sweetie," she purred, sauntering into the room and closing the door behind her. "What are you up to?"



I fumbled for a response, my mind racing.



“Um. Nothing,” I stammered.



Was she still just teasing me? She walked in now wearing only her black, lace panties and bra. The apron had been left in the kitchen. I was thankful.



As she moved towards me, I couldn't help but feel a flutter of excitement in my chest. Being alone in a confined space with her always made my heart race. But this was different. I could feel the sexual energy, my arousal, racing through every vein in my body.



"You know, sweetie," she whispered, "I've been thinking about you a lot lately. But when I saw you were hard just from looking at me, I knew you’d been thinking about me too.”



Without saying another word, Sarah walked towards me and reached out to place her hand on my shoulder. The touch of her soft skin against mine was electric, sending shivers down my spine. My eyes met hers and for a moment we simply stood there in silence, caught in a moment of tense anticipation.



Sarah's hand moved from my shoulder to my cheek, her thumb tracing small circles on my skin. I closed my eyes, savoring the sensation, and when I opened them again, I saw that her gaze had grown intense. In that moment, we both knew what we wanted, what we'd been longing for. We moved together in a fevered embrace, our lips meeting in a deep, passionate kiss. Our tongues explored each other’s mouths. It was like nothing I'd ever experienced before, an explosion of desire and emotion that left me feeling dizzy and euphoric.



As we continued to kiss, our hands traversed each other's bodies with an urgent need. I traced my fingertips across the curve of her waist, savoring the softness of her skin. I felt her shudder in response, and I knew that she was feeling the same intense desire that I was.



It was as if we were trying to consume each other, to get as close as we possibly could. The room was filled with the sound of our panting, and I felt myself getting lost in the sensation.



I unclasped her bra and her perfect breasts bounced against my body. Her supple, pink nipples were erect and I took that as an invitation to suck on them, circling them delicately with my tongue before playfully biting them.



I felt a lump form in my throat as Sarah slid her hand down towards my groin, teasing me with her touch. Part of me wanted to resist. She was, after all, my Dad’s wife. But another part of me was curious, eager to see how far this would go. I wanted to live out my fantasies.



Before I had a moment to gather my thoughts, she had reached down and taken my throbbing cock in her perfectly manicured fingers. She stroked up and down, gasping at my length.



“You’re so big. I had no idea,” she smiled. “I don’t know if this will fit.”



If this will fit!? Where did she think she was putting it? I didn’t have to wait long for an answer. I moaned as she took my cock in her mouth, her tongue working magic as she pleasured me. Soon the entire shaft had disappeared beyond her lips and down her throat. I was above average in size, and was impressed that she could fit all of me in her mouth.



The wet sensation of her tongue tickling the base of my shaft was overwhelming, and I couldn't help but groan as she continued to work her magic. It was like nothing I had ever experienced before, a mixture of pleasure and guilt that left me feeling both exhilarated and ashamed. This was my step-mom! It felt so wrong, but so right.



I pulled her hair back from her face, holding onto it like reigns as she slammed her face up and down on my cock at rapid speed. She was trying to make me cum, but I wasn’t finished with her yet. She pulled the head of my cock slowly between her lips and flicked at it with the tip of her tongue.



“Will you cum in mommy’s mouth?” She begged.



Her words were so taboo that my cock pulsated, jolting itself across her face. She giggled at my raging excitement. I wasn’t ready to let this fantasy end. There was so much I wanted to do with her, and I was afraid that after this moment I would never have the opportunity again. As badly as I wanted to fill her mouth with my hot cum, I had other plans.



“Not yet, mommy. Stand up.” I demanded.



Sarah stood up, ready to please me as she complied with my command. I leant close to her ear, breathing in the sweet, intoxicating scent of her perfume.



“Take off your panties,” I whispered.



Sarah smiled and wriggled the panties from her hips, sliding them down her long, slender legs. Before I could get a glimpse of her pussy she pulled my body close to hers. My cock pressed against her belly, drizzling pre-cum above her belly button.



“Oh my, is that what you want to do to me!?” She said, shocked by something she had seen.



I followed her gaze towards my computer screen. The tab was still open with my search results for lookalike porn of her. There in the thumbnail, a lookalike was taking the entire length of her step-son’s cock in her tight ass.



I was living my own porno now. There were no rules. There were no regrets. Anything I said I knew she would do, so I decided to live out the fantasy that had been brewing in my mind since I first laid eyes on Sarah as a horny teenager.



“Bend over the bed,” I commanded.



She pulled back from me slowly, her breathing labored. I could see her body twitching in primal arousal. The ultimate taboo line was about to be crossed. She was going to take her step-son’s cock in her ass.



“W…wait.” she stuttered.



Oh no, I thought. Had I gone too far?



“Make love to me first. Fuck me… but fuck my pussy first. It’s so wet for you,” she said as she began to rub at her clit with her fingers. “Then, when I’ve had my fun… you can cum in my ass.”



How could I refuse such a request? I didn’t think I would last long enough to enjoy the pleasures of both her pussy and her asshole, but I had to try. I had to be mentally strong.



As Sarah led me to my bed, my heart raced with anticipation. I was completely under her spell. She pushed me down onto the bed, and I sank into the soft mattress. The sheets were cool against my skin, and I could feel the warmth of Sarah’s body as she crawled on top of me. The heat between us grew intense, and I wanted her more than anything.



As she leaned down to kiss me again, I could feel the head of my cock push against her wet sex. The lips of her pussy parted easily and soon my entire cock was embraced in an indescribable wet warmth.



Her curves fit perfectly against me, and I felt like I was in heaven. Her hands roamed over my body, exploring every inch of me with a gentle touch. I could feel the softness of her fingertips as she traced patterns over my skin, teasing my nipples and gently scratching at my chest.



I grabbed her firmly around the waist and pulled her hard against my body. My cock went deeper, and she moaned as its entire length was enveloped by her dripping pussy.



As our passions grew, I felt myself grow harder inside her. My cock throbbing every time she slid up and down the shaft. For an older woman, her pussy was so tight. She didn’t have any children of her own, but it was mind blowing how well kept her pussy was. I had fucked countless girls at college, but even they were looser than this goddess. It took all of my willpower not to come inside her right there and then.



I was lost in a world of pleasure. Nothing else mattered. As I thrust my cock inside her harder and faster, I felt her body spasm and moan with every fevered pump. She licked her fingers and reached down to her pussy, rubbing her clitoris while I continued to fuck her.



“I’m going to cum, baby,” she squealed.



With little warning her body spasmed backwards. The walls of her warm, wet pussy constricted around my cock. I felt them twitch as a tidal wave of an orgasm rushed over Sarah’s entire body.



She collapsed against my body in a hot, sweaty mess.



“Quickly baby. Cum in mommy’s ass… cum in mommy’s ass,” she panted.



I threw her onto the bed and positioned myself behind her, lifting her ass into the air. It was still broad daylight and I had the perfect view of her tiny, pink asshole. If her pussy had been that tight, imagine what her asshole was like.



My cock was still wet from her pussy juices as I forced its head into her ass. She let out a pained yelp, but then pushed her ass hard against me, forcing my cock into her at a much more rapid rate than I had planned. I wanted to be gentle with her, but she wanted my cum now.



The heat radiating around my shaft was amazing. I threw caution to the wind and began slamming my cock in and out of her ass.



“Yes, baby! Yes, baby! Cum in mommy’s ass,” Sarah shouted.



I swore the neighbors could’ve heard her cries of ecstasy by I didn’t care. This was a once in a lifetime moment.



Eventually, I couldn't take it anymore.



“I’m coming, Mommy. I’m coming!” I yelled.



I exploded in pulsing waves. More cum than I had ever shot before filled my step-mom’s dainty, pink asshole. I pulled her tight against my cock, hoping to ejaculate as deep as I could inside her. Finally my cock shuddered and stopped spasming. I pulled it slowly from her ass, watching as a trail of hot milky cum trickled out behind it.



I collapsed onto the bed alongside Sarah. Both of us completely spent from the most amazing sex of our lives.



“How do you feel, baby,” Sarah whispered as she played with my limping dick.



“Amazing.” I panted, completely out of breath.



Sarah scooped up a trail of leftover cum drooling from my cock and put it to her mouth. She sucked her finger dry, tasting my ejaculate. Next time I would give her what she had asked for. I would empty my hot load in her mouth and watch her swallow it whole.



“Taste good?” I asked.



“Better than my cookies,” she smiled.
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