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I sat on the couch in the family living room, my eyes glued to the TV screen. The NBA playoffs. Game 7. Final quarter. Things were getting tense. Suddenly, the sound of footsteps caught my attention, and I looked up to see my step-mom Michelle walking in with a basket of fresh laundry. She set the basket on the coffee table and started to fold the clothes. I couldn't help but watch her as she carefully folded each piece, her fingers delicately smoothing out the creases. She pulled out a pair of black, lace panties and my heart skipped a beat.



Michelle had been my step-mom for a few years, and I had always found her attractive. She was in her mid-forties, with long brown hair and sparkling green eyes. She was tall and slender, with curves in all the right places - a body that seemed to defy time. She had a natural elegance and grace about her, as if she had been born to be in the spotlight.



When she had first entered my life, I was wary of her, unsure of how to act around my new step-mom. But Michelle was immediately warm and welcoming, always making an effort to get to know me and spend time with me. She would cook me my favorite meals, take me to the mall to grab new clothes, and even helped me with my homework when I was still in High School.



As time passed, I started to see Michelle in a different light. I couldn't help but notice how beautiful she was, how her eyes sparkled when she laughed, how her body moved with such sensuality. I tried to suppress these feelings, knowing that it was wrong to have them for my step-mom. She was, after all, married to my father. But the more time I spent with her, the harder it became to resist her.



Despite my inner turmoil, Michelle and I grew closer, sharing secrets and confiding in each other. We would spend hours talking about everything and anything, and I found myself looking forward to those moments with her. She had become more than just my step-mom - she was my friend and confidante. Since I had returned from college, we had slipped right back to where we had left off, the absence only making our bond stronger.



As I watched her fold the laundry, I felt a wave of desire wash over me. It had been a week since we were last alone together in the living room. The house empty except for the two of us. We were watching a movie together, and I couldn't help but notice how close we were sitting. Suddenly her hand was resting on my thigh, and I could feel the heat emanating from her body. I was nervous and excited all at once, unsure of what was happening.



As the movie played on, I felt Michelle's hand moving slowly up my thigh, inching closer to my crotch. I was frozen, unable to move or speak, as she continued to tease me with her touch. When she finally reached my cock, I gasped, feeling a wave of heat rushing to my groin. I grew hard instantly and she giggled to herself, taking that as a cue to unzip my jeans. She reached her fingers inside my pants and started slowly caressing my cock with her perfectly manicured nails. My cock was throbbing with excitement. I had wanted this to happen for so long, and finally my fantasies were being fulfilled.



We didn't say anything as we kissed, our bodies pressed tightly against each other. Her hand was still around my shaft. It felt like a dream, like something that was too good to be true. But it was happening, and I knew that I wanted it more than anything.



And just as quickly as it started, it ended. We heard the garage door open outside and the arrival home of my father.



For the last week she had been cold to me, ignoring me as we passed in the kitchen and around the house. We hadn’t spoken about the moment between us. But now we were finally alone together, back at the scene of the crime.



I couldn't resist any longer. I got up from the couch and walked over to her, standing behind her as she continued to fold the clothes. She looked up at me with a puzzled expression, wondering what I was doing. Without saying a word, I wrapped my arms around her neck and pulled her close to me. I could feel her body tense up as she realized what was happening. But then, to my surprise, she relaxed into my embrace, standing up and turning her head to look at me.



We stayed like that for a moment, just holding each other, before I leaned in to kiss her. Our lips met in a passionate embrace, our tongues exploring each other's mouths. It was like we had both been waiting for this moment for years, and now that it had finally arrived, we were making up for lost time.



As we continued to kiss, I felt Michelle's hands moving down my chest, fumbling with the buttons on my shirt. I could feel the heat building between us as we continued to explore each other's bodies. It was like nothing else mattered in that moment except for the two of us.



Finally, we broke apart, both gasping for breath. We looked at each other, our eyes locked in a passionate gaze. I could see the desire burning in her eyes, and I knew that we were both thinking the same thing.



Without saying a word, I took her hand and led her over to the couch. We sat down together and I could feel her warmth against me, and I knew that I never wanted to let her go. We continued to kiss, our hands running across each other's bodies. I could feel Michelle's fingers tracing the contours of my chest, moving down to my stomach and then lower. I moaned softly as she teased me, my body responding to her every touch.



Finally, we both knew that we couldn't wait any longer. We tore off each other's clothes, desperate to feel each other's skin against our own. Michelle's body was even more beautiful than I had imagined, her curves perfectly accentuated by the soft light in the room.



I took her in my arms, and we kissed deeply. I could feel the heat building between us, and I knew that I had to have her. I moved down her body, trailing kisses across her skin. She moaned softly as I reached her breasts, sucking on her nipples and biting them gently. Her hands were in my hair, pulling me closer to her body.



I moved down her stomach, kissing every inch of her skin. As my lips reached her sex, I could already taste her. She was so wet, and I could feel her body trembling as my tongue traced across her shaved, pink pussy.



I began teasing her clitoris with the tip of my tongue, flicking back and forth across it. As she became more and more sexually aroused, I felt the size of her clitoris enlarge and I knew what I was doing was working.



As I started to lick at her pussy opening, Michelle’s manicured fingers began to rub her clitoris, picking up the slack as I moved on to get a better taste of her.



Then the intercom rang. We both leapt to our feet. A voice buzzed through. A delivery driver with a package for my father. It was like a bucket of ice water was poured over us and our sexual explorations came to an abrupt end. Michelle quickly threw on her clothes and raced to the door to collect the package.



I picked up my clothes slowly, noticing that in the panic Michelle had left her wet panties sitting on the floor of the living room. I grabbed them and slinked off to the laundry, closing the door behind myself.



I was still hard, teetering on the edge of ejaculating before we had been so rudely interrupted. Not wanting to let my erection go to waste, I took the panties to my nose and inhaled deeply. The warm, musky scent of Michelle’s pussy consumed me and I began to masturbate, as I sniffed my step-mom’s panties.



I felt myself about to come, so I wrapped the panties around the end of my cock and blew my load into them. They were still warm from the touch of Michelle’s body, and as they enveloped my cock I felt wave and wave of pulsating excitement shoot from the end of my shaft. After several squirts I was empty, leaning back against the laundry sink exhausted.



I knew the moment had passed for Michelle, but I wanted to let her know what I had done. I creeped off to her room, the one she shared with my father, and left the cum-filled panties on her side of the bed. From my own room I had a perfect view down the hallway of her bedroom, so I hurried off to spy on her reaction when she discovered the panties.



Minutes later Michelle returned with the package, carrying it down the hallway and leaving it in my father’s office. She retired to her bedroom to freshen up and I watched as she caught a glimpse of the panties on the bed. She picked them up and gasped. She didn’t know I was watching her every move from the darkness of my room. She took one of her delicate fingers and scooped up a glob of my hot cum, then lifted it to her mouth. She moaned as she tasted my seed. The moment in the living room had ended, but right there I knew there would be another chance with Michelle.



The next few days were filled with tension between the two of us. We both knew what had happened on the couch, and we couldn't seem to get enough of each other. Whenever we were in the same room, our eyes would meet, and we would both feel the electricity between us. But at the same time, we had to keep up appearances for my father, who was completely oblivious to what was going on. We had to act like everything was normal, like there was nothing between us.



It was torture, being so close to her but not being able to touch her. Every time she walked by, I could smell her perfume, feel her heat, and it was like a physical ache. I wanted her so badly, but I had to be patient.



The tension between us was palpable, and I could feel my father sensing that something was off. He would watch us closely, looking for any signs of trouble, but we were both experts at hiding our true feelings. After all, we had hid our desires for each other for years.



The day my father told us he had to go away on a business trip, I could see the excitement in Michelle's eyes. She tried to hide it, but I knew her too well by now. She wanted him gone, wanted him out of the house so that we could have some time alone together.



At first, I was hesitant. It felt wrong, like we were plotting against my father, but Michelle was persuasive. She told me that it was just a few days, that we deserved some time alone, and that we wouldn't do anything that could hurt my father.



I tried to resist, but the pull between us was too strong, and I finally agreed to go along with her plan. We both knew what was going to happen, but we didn't talk about it. It was like an unspoken agreement between us, something that we both wanted but couldn't admit to each other.



The day my father left, Michelle and I were practically buzzing with anticipation. We spent the morning cleaning the house, making sure that everything was in order. But as soon as we were finished, we couldn't keep our hands off each other.



We kissed passionately in the living room, our bodies pressed against each other, and I could feel the heat between us. We were like two animals, unable to control our desires.



But even as we gave into our passion, there was a nagging feeling in the back of my mind. I couldn't shake the guilt, the knowledge that what we were doing was wrong. It was like a voice in my head, warning me that this would all end badly.



But I pushed those thoughts aside, convincing myself that everything would be okay. After all, it was just a few days, and then my father would be back. We could go back to pretending that everything was normal. Why not enjoy the moment?



The first night my father was gone, Michelle came to my room. She was wearing a silk robe that barely covered her curves, and I could see the hunger in her eyes. She wanted me just as badly as I wanted her. I had a habit of sleeping naked, and when I saw her I threw off the covers, revealing my hard cock in my hand. I had anticipated her late night visit and the mere thought of it had made me hard. I was ready.



Michelle gasped at the sight of my cock in my hand. I began to stroke it up and down as she giggled with nervous excitement.



She slinked towards the bed, her hair cascaded in waves around her face like a shimmering veil. As she looked down at me lying on the bed, with eyes filled with love and desire, I felt myself being drawn in, consumed by the heat and intensity of her gaze. I began to stroke faster. I couldn’t wait for her touch.



She reached the bed and started to crawl up it towards me, like a jungle cat stalking its prey. The loose robe gave me the perfect view of her large natural breasts, swaying with her body as she approached my open legs. She sat back on her knees and peeled off the robe, exposing her perfect body to me in full view.



I let out a quiet moan which gave her the validation she was searching for. With that Michelle descended upon my cock, taking it in her own hands. Her pink lips parted and she took the length of my shaft in her mouth. I was larger than average she had told me, and I was surprised that she could make it all fit inside her - down to the balls.



Michelle started to suck me up and down. Her tongue dancing across the base of my shaft, before caressing the tip of my cock. She playfully nibbled at it, the pain mixing with the pleasure, making me hornier than before. My cock swelled inside her mouth, throbbing with every wet touch of her tongue.



“Stop. Stop.” I told her. “I’m going to come if you keep doing that.”



Michelle laughed, but my warning had no effect. It only made her suck harder than before. She started rapidly pumping my cock in and out of her mouth. She wanted me to come. She wanted me to come right in her mouth.



I grabbed Michelle and pulled her face up to meet my own, planting a passionate kiss on her lips. Her mouth was wet as our tongues encircled each others, trying to taste each other as deeply as we could.



I wanted to come in Michelle’s mouth, but not yet. There was still so much of her body left to explore.



Michelle straddled me, taking my cock in her hand and pushing it against her warm, wet pussy. Michelle was so turned on that it slid in with ease, and suddenly my cock was inside my step-mom. The taboo thought raced through my head, sending a rush of blood down to my swollen member which pulsated inside Michelle.



As furiously as she had sucked my cock, she now rode it. We were beyond making love. We were giving in to our most animalistic desires. Michelle was fucking me. I was fucking her. Step-son and step-mom in an ecstasy of sex.



As we both drew closer and closer to climax, a new thought entered my mind. My father had made love to this woman. His cock had filled her pussy just as mine was now. I felt myself growing jealous of my father. Jealous that he had been able to enjoy Michelle’s body before I had ever had the chance to.



“Wait,” I said, as I grabbed Michelle’s shoulder’s.



I wanted to experience Michelle in a way my father never had.



“Have you ever had anal?” I whispered seductively into Michelle’s ear.



I felt her skin prick up and a shiver of pleasure wash down her spine.



“No. Never.” she responded.



“Turn around,” I commanded.



Michelle leapt into action, aroused by the thought of my cock inside her ass. She turned around and bent over her knees, her ass arched in the air ready for my cock. I was already so lubricated from Michelle’s wet pussy, that I didn’t bother applying any spit to help the entry process. I took the head of my cock and teased her asshole. It was clear that she got herself bleached, as I had never seen an asshole so pink.



“I’m an anal virgin, baby,” she purred. “Take my virginity.”



Her words were like fiery embers that sent warmth racing through my veins. The excitement of being the first man to enter her ass was palpable. Finally, I would be exploring territory as yet untouched by my father. She wanted me so bad that she was willing to give me her asshole - her step-son, not her husband.



I entered her, filling her tight ass with the throbbing length of my shaft. She moaned, her body shuddering as I drove it deep inside her.



“OH MY GOD!” she screamed, “fuck me hard, sweetie!”



I threw caution to the wind and began to pump Michelle’s ass hard and deep. The tight hold her anal passage had around my cock was like a warm cocoon. The pressure was so intense that I knew It wouldn’t be long before I climaxed.



“I’m going to come,” I warned.



“Don’t come in my ass baby. I want you to come in mommy’s mouth,” Michelle requested.



I pulled my cock out of her ass and helped her spin around to face me. She took me in her mouth and continued at the pace I had been thrusting into her backside. Between long, passionate sucks she jerked me with her hand as she spoke.



“Mommy wants to taste your cum, baby,” she moaned.



Her calling herself mommy was so taboo. I had only one thought in my mind. I wanted to come in my mommy’s mouth.



“I’m coming, Mommy!” I screamed as she opened her mouth wide.



My hot climax filled her mouth. Each throbbing pulsation of my cock sent more and more of my semen onto Michelle’s tongue. For years I had wanted to fuck my step-mom, now not only had I taken her anal virginity, but I was coming in her mouth.



As my body spurted forth the last drop of cum, Michelle showed me the entire load filling her mouth. Then, with one big gulp, she swallowed my cum, before presenting to me her empty mouth for inspection.



“I’ve been craving that taste since you left those panties on my bed,” she purred as I collapsed back onto the bed.



As I laid there, completely spent, Michelle entertained herself by licking the last drops of cum from my limping cock. She continued to kiss it, wanting to savor every last moment of the passionate sex we had just shared.



Finally she took her place on the pillow beside me. Step-mom and step-son as spent lovers.



“Next time, I wonder if you’ll do something for me,” she said.



I was curious. What could she possibly want to do that we hadn’t already done?



“I’ve always treated you like my own son,” she began. “But I wonder if you would cum inside me, and give me a child of my own?” she asked, with complete sincerity.



My step-mom wanted to carry my child.



The next few days were filled with secret trysts, stolen moments when we could be together without fear of getting caught. We explored each other's bodies, discovering new positions and new ways to give each other pleasure. And each time I made sure to fill her with my cum as she had asked me to. After all, mother knows best.
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