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Chapter 1









“
H

ow was your day at school, David?” Mom asked as I shut the front door behind me and sighed from another long bus ride home.

She wore a long, loose blue skirt over soft leather boots and a white and red checkered blouse that had always driven me crazy. The top was loose but still clung to the heavy roundness of her massive breasts, and the colors set off her dark hair and green eyes to perfection.

She wasn’t my birth mother, of course. But since she and my dad married when I was ten, she’d been the only mother I’d known. Losing my birth mother at six had been hard, but it had prepared me for my father falling ill and passing away a year after his second marriage.

“Fine,” I said, hating the edge to my voice but unable to smooth it down as I tromped into the kitchen and pulled open the pantry door.

“Did you learn anything new today?” Mom puttered around the kitchen, wiping down counters and cleaning up, but it was clear she was lonesome and just wanted to talk.

Hanna hadn’t been ready to lose her new husband, not with a rebellious daughter and a new young son at home. Those first 
few weeks she hadn’t been able to hold it together and had relied upon me far more than she meant to. We’d grown extremely close during those years when she’d been struggling to build a career for herself, instead of finding another rich man to marry, and dealing with bills and the responsibilities of adulthood.

“No,” I grumbled as I grabbed up a handful of snack bars and a bottle of vitamin water.

“Your sister will be back from school tomorrow,” she offered, “and she broke up with that awful Blake fellow she was seeing.”

“Is she bringing some of her sorority friends?” I asked hopefully.

“Stop it,” Mom said with a little laugh. “You know Ally doesn’t like you talking about her sisters like that. So keep the jokes to yourself this week, young man.”

“Huh,” I said noncommittally.

Ally had been a wild child in high school, but she’d mellowed out in college, or had become as mellow as a girl as popular as she was could be. Deep down, I couldn’t wait until she got into the real world and saw how hard it was, although I suspected it would be just as easy for her there, with her looks and charm, as college was.

“Do you have any fun plans for the break?” Mom asked. “Going to the snow with a girlfriend, perhaps?”

“No,” I said, then felt a sudden burst of uncontrollable anger. “Goddamn, Mom, I’m not cool like Ally. Okay? Just leave me alone!”

The hurt look in her eyes pushed the shame I felt even deeper. And though I knew it was wrong, I couldn’t get a grip on the 
anger inside. Spinning around, I marched to my bedroom and slammed the door. It wasn’t until I fell into my computer chair that I thought to wonder about what it was that had made me so angry.

“The only fun thing I want to do is finally get laid,” I growled in frustration, “and I’d be a lot happier if you stopped fucking teasing me with those goddamn tits.”

As I dropped the snack bars onto my desk and fired up my computer, I heard the creak of floorboards from the hallway and froze. Barely audible over the click and whirr of my system booting up was the sound of Mom’s booted feet slipping quietly down the hall.

Squeezing my eyes shut tight, I prayed that she hadn’t heard me. I was all too aware of the preponderance of step porn on the internet nowadays, ever since Ally’s friends had teased me one night when I came in to borrow a game from her. The girls’ comments about her cute little stepbrother had sent me scurrying from the room with a deep blush and a healthy list of words to google.

That might have been my first experience with the porn fantasy, but it wasn’t my first time dreaming of the gorgeous women I was trapped in a house with. I became positive that after that night Ally teased me on purpose. Flaunting her firm ass in tiny booty shorts with nothing more than a sports bra hugging her large breasts, she’d snuggle up close to me on the couch. She would often tease me about girls but never took it too far.

It was my stepmom who drove me wild.

Then and now.

Always.

Clicking on my monitor, I tried to forget what had happened as I opened my favorite game. Setting the sound to flow out my speakers, I clicked over the second sound output to my headphones and opened a browser. It only took a few taps to find my hidden bookmarks and the exact video I was searching for.

Months before, I’d discovered a cam model that looked nearly identical to Mom, if a few years younger. I was too nervous to make a profile on any of the cam sites and actually try to find the woman. But I discovered a few videos of her dancing and playing with toys on a torrent site, including one of her slowly sucking a dildo with her top off as she stared into the camera.

Hauling my cock and balls out of my pants, I stared at the gorgeous model as she sucked a large plastic cock and threw delightful little winks at the camera. In my head, the woman’s voice was that of my mom as she whispered about how big and beautiful my cock was. My toes were curling, the sight of the model and the fantasy sending me over the edge in less than a minute when a gasp over my shoulder alerted me that I wasn’t alone.

Jerking up in embarrassment and shock, I covered my crotch and spun in my chair. I stared up in horror at my mom as she stood there with a hand covering her mouth, fingers trembling and eyes wide as she stared at my computer screen.

A long second passed where I was too frozen with shame and shock to speak and Mom didn’t do or say anything, either, only stared at the screen, her expression frozen in an emotion I couldn’t quite determine. When her eyes flickered down and she gasped again, the shame redoubled within me and sparked a torrent of anger.

“Get out, Mom!” She hesitated for a moment, lips parting as if she might say something, but my embarrassment wouldn’t 
allow her the chance. “Get out! Goddamn it, knock before entering! Get out!”

I half rose, but my pants were down around my ass still. But Mom had already turned and fled, shouting an apology as she slammed the door behind her and ran down the hall to her room. Heart hammering in my chest, I cursed the fact that my bedroom door didn’t have a lock. The edge of my lust blunted, I fired up the game and tried my damnedest to forget the past five minutes had ever happened.

This was the first time in my life I’d really gotten into gaming. Until this year, I had been the top student in my grade, but since my senior year had started, I just couldn’t really get into it anymore. Nothing that I’d used to love held my interest anymore. Dad had been the best surgeon in the state, and I’d always wanted to follow him into medicine. But the way I was headed lately, I’d be hard-pressed to keep my scholarship to Stanford, let alone get good grades as a pre-med major.

I’d applied to colleges when I was seventeen, the year before, and gotten into nearly every top school I’d applied to. My good grades and extracurriculars combined with the trauma of my childhood and an excellent essay made admissions departments eager to accept me.

But this lassitude and angst that I’d felt all year were threatening to ruin everything I’d worked so hard for. My grades this semester had slipped, and I was falling behind where I should be. I knew all of this, of course, but actually making myself knuckle down and work when it felt like there was nothing I was working for
 felt impossible.

Two hours later, Mom called that dinner was here, and I turned off Call Of Duty and ran down to grab a few slices of pizza. Mom was sitting on the couch watching her favorite show, Real Housewives
, with a glass of red wine and a slice of 
pepperoni pizza, so I joined her. Sitting gingerly beside her, I prayed that she wouldn’t say anything about what had happened earlier, or even look at me, and make things awkward.

Mom didn’t say a thing as she sipped her wine, and I relaxed as we watched the outrageous women scream at one another. I ate four more slices before the show ended and then took my plate to the kitchen, eager to return to my room to play more games.

“Good night, Dave,” Mom called after me as I came out of the kitchen, her first words since I’d come out of my room. “I’m really sorry about earlier… I… I just wanted to tell you that you have nothing to be embarrassed about—”

“Mom!” I said, the relief I’d felt when she’d first spoken and broken the tension disappearing in a storm of angst and embarrassment. “Jesus, can’t you just leave it alone!”

Her expression registered hurt once more, and I hung there in the doorway for a half-second, telling myself to apologize to her, that she was just trying her hardest to be a good mom. But the emotions were too strong to push the words through, and I stomped down the hall, taking out my anger with myself on the poor carpet.

What made the things I said and did even worse was that Mom had confessed to me years before about how insecure and unworthy she felt as a mother, and I knew that my words only compounded that feeling in her. Mom was one of the most gorgeous women I’d ever known, but she’d been raised in a very traditional household and since my father’s death had been forced to be the sole breadwinner.

Dad’s life insurance and savings had gotten us through those first few rough years while Mom was in school, and eventually, 
she’d gotten a job as a real estate agent. With her looks and charm, on top of her knowledge of the area, she did well, but the job required her to put in a lot of hours and that had put more on my shoulders.

When I finally went to sleep that night, after dreaming up scenarios with my mom and sister that filled me with shame, I promised myself I would do better tomorrow, like I always did before going to sleep.





Chapter 2









M

y alarm went off, and I hit the snooze button like always, then again just because it was cold out and the covers were warm, and a third time because I just didn’t want to get out of bed. But finally, I slipped out of bed and pulled on some clothes. Grabbing my coat, I headed into the backyard with the pail of feed for the chickens. The sun rose as I was raking out the side yard, and I paused to watch the sky purple as the first rays of sunlight broke over the valley’s eastern mountains. Dad had purchased this parcel of land the year my mother passed away. It was supposed to be a refuge for the two of us, but work and life had taken him into town nearly every day and the working of our small plot of land had fallen to me.

Hanna and Ally didn’t know the first thing about living in the country, raising chickens and pigs, or surviving off of well water. As Dad grew ill, more and more tasks had fallen to me, and when he’d passed, I’d let the place go for long months before finally putting everything into place. The early morning work and constant upkeep used to be a source of peace and tranquility for me. When all else was in flux, I knew the animals and chores would always be there.

Of late, the stress of what would happen when I started 
driving an hour to school every day and as the pressure and work of college added up, had been mounting. I’d looked into selling our livestock and wondered whether Mom had thought about moving back into town. But she’d never brought it up, and the one time I’d tried to at the start of the year, she’d quickly changed the subject, and I’d been too cowardly to try again.

I cleared out the side yard of leaves and even raked the gravel so that it was clean and flat for when Ally got home. Her bedroom had its own entrance that she always parked right next to, and I didn’t feel like such a dirtbag once I’d done the good deed.

Tromping back into the house, I smelled the smokey aroma of bacon. Leaving my boots in the mudroom, I found Mom in the kitchen singing to herself as classic rock played on the speaker. The sight of her froze me in my tracks, and if she hadn’t turned and flashed me a smile, I might have retreated.

She wore a white silk slip that fell to mid-thigh. The shimmering material clung to the firm globes of her ass, and her back was naked up to the slender straps that went over her shoulders. Over the slip, she wore a white apron, cinched narrow at the waist and hugging her massive breasts.

“I’m frying up some eggs next,” she said. “Go get showered and changed.”

“The bus will be here—”

“I’ll drive you in.” Mom beamed. “I have to clean and prep the place on Fifth for the open house tonight, anyway.”

“Be right back,” I said with a grin.

The awkwardness and embarrassment of the night before faded from my thoughts like it had never happened as I 
showered and brushed my teeth quickly. Tossing on my uniform, I ran down the hall and found a heaping plate of eggs, bacon, and toast waiting for me. Thanking my mom, I dug in without further conversation, shoveling the food into my suddenly starving mouth.

My stepmom is many things, but though she tries her hardest, being a good cook isn’t one of them. So while the eggs were mostly cooked through, the yolk hard and only slightly runny, and the bacon was burnt black on one side and only slightly crisp on the other, the meal was still hot and delicious to a ravenous eighteen-year-old.

“I won’t be back until late tonight,” she said as she sipped her coffee, “so you and Ally will be on your own for dinner.”

“There’s still leftover pizza,” I said. “We’ll be fine.”

“Christmas is almost here.” An odd tone entered Mom’s voice, causing me to glance up to see pink spots bloom on her pale cheeks. “And you’re a man this year… Is there anything special you would like?”

“No, I’m fine,” I grumbled, dropping my head back down so she didn’t notice my eyes bouncing down into the dark shadow between her cleavage. “I just want us all to be together for the holiday.”

“All of us?” Mom asked, and I looked up at the breathless shock in her voice to see her blinking, eyes wide.

“What’s wrong with you?” I asked, laughing and smiling to take the edge off my words. “Ally will be here too, right? Or is she going to a party again this year?”

I couldn’t help the sour note that entered my voice when I remembered how she’d gotten drunk on eggnog and left after some old high school friends had called. She’d stumbled in 
near dawn on Christmas morning, and we’d gotten into a big fight instead of exchanging gifts after she woke Mom and me up with her puking.

“Right,” Mom said, cheeks darkening, “I’ll make sure your sister is here, too.”

After that, things were awkward again, and we drove to school in silence as I fiddled with the Spotify playlist in the car. I had my license and had been driving since I was fourteen on the farm, but my old truck was in the shop and wouldn’t be out until after the holidays.

“Give me a call if you get out early,” Mom said as she stopped near campus. “I know the last day before break can be crazy. Lots of kids ditching to get high or make out and stuff.”

“Jesus, Mom,” I groaned as I grabbed my backpack.

“What?” she asked with a grin. “I remember what it was like. I’m not that old!”

I rolled my eyes as I climbed out of the car and was about to slam the door when Mom gave me that look of hers that stabbed me in the heart. A softening of her eyes and a faint quirk of the lips that hinted at mischievousness as well as a deep and abiding love.

“I love you, Mom,” I said, flushing because the words carried an added later of meaning for me.

“I love you, too, David,” Mom said back, and the amusement was gone from her tone, the moment heavy with meaning. But then she spoke quickly, making me think I’d imagined it, “Hurry up and get to class. I have to get going!”

Watching her drive off in the Range Rover, I felt the familiar ache in the center of my being at all that went unsaid. It could never be, of course, and I certainly couldn’t admit what she did 
to me, but that was my lot in life, to want that which was forbidden and be tortured by its proximity.

I go to a private preparatory academy that’s all male. It’s the best school in the valley, but I’d have given that all up for one class with girls, even ugly, fat girls. Dad had been dead set on my graduating from his alma mater, and Mom had been over the moon when I got in. Ally had gone to the local public school, and Mom had never been comfortable with the education they provided or the gangs that filled the campus.

The Friday before break was always a lazy day, and this one was no different. I ditched second period and hung out in the AV lab with my best friend, Carl. We’d been the sole members of the club since we were sophomores and had bonded over our shared love of networking things together.

“You still heading to Colorado to see your grandma?” I asked him as we closed our laptops and got ready for break.

“Yeah, my dad’s dead set on it.” Carl frowned in annoyance. He wasn’t looking forward to his remote grandmother’s lack of internet. “I’m going to fall so far behind in COD
.”

“The skills will come back,” I said. “And besides, it's not like I’ll be playing a lot over break.”

“Ally’s coming back, eh?” he asked.

“Tonight,” I grunted, “but who knows what she’ll get up to.”

“Goddamn, man…” he said with a wistful little smile, “what I wouldn’t give to live in the same house with Ally Nelson…. Ouch!” He rubbed his shoulder where I’d slugged him. “Hey, it’s not my fault your stepsister’s the hottest girl to ever skate at Grover’s Rink. They still talk about that little red skirt she wore her senior year to the Christmas Eve skate… You remember?”

“Cut it out, Carl,” I said with an annoyed grimace. “She’s more than just a piece of meat.”

“I know,” he said but ducked his head, chastened. “I didn’t mean she was. Ally was always nice to me.”

“Speak for yourself,” I grumbled as I pushed out of the classroom.

“She was a lot cooler over the summer,” Carl said, hurrying to catch up. “Didn’t she invite you to come to the cabin with her? That place is fucking legendary for hookups I bet you could have made out with Bailey. Didn’t you say she said you were cute?”

“Yeah,” I said with a frown, “but she’s like twenty-one and one of the hottest girls in her sorority. Ally said she used to date a football player. I can’t compete with that.”

“Dude, you don’t know anything about chicks,” Carl said, adjusting his glasses and assuming a knowing expression on his pimply face. “High school girls and immature women want to date meathead jocks and dudes with more pectoral muscles than brains. If a woman has any sophistication at all, she looks for a guy with a bit of charm, drive, and the smarts to become rich. That is if he isn’t already rich. Most just do that. Marry a rich dude.”

“You’re a moron,” I said with a snort of laughter.

“It’s true!” Carl said, but the wheedling tone in his voice took from his insistence. “I’ve made a study of this. Dude, you see all those crazy hot and sexy MILFs in Whole Foods and at the gym all day? You think they’re married to old men who can’t get it up? No, they’re all married to smart tech dudes, doctors, and shit. They found a good man and are fighting to keep him.”

“That’s a pretty jaded view of women,” I said, shaking my 
head. “I don’t think there are many women nowadays walking around trying to snag a wealthy husband.”

“That’s because you’re an optimist,” Carl said, slapping me on the back. “It’s a blessing but also a flaw. I’m a realist.”

“You’re an idiot,” I said, laughing and shoving him aside.

His words were ridiculous, but they did get me thinking, and the more I dwelt on them, the more I saw that he’d touched on something. Carl was heading to UCLA in the fall, and I was going to miss him. We’d still be in the same state, but neither of us imagined we’d be making road trips during the semester. The guy was a massive perv but, like me, fated to remain a virgin until the end of time, as far as we could see. We parted ways after break, and I promised to log into his account now and then and get him some kills.





Chapter 3









M

y last two classes dragged on forever. I sat in the last class watching the second hand tick around and could have sworn Mr. Hylund had tinkered with it because each second shouldn’t have lasted this long. Finally, the bell rang, and I grabbed my backpack and was out of there.

I was one of the first people out of the building, and I quickly spotted the dark Range Rover at the end of the line of cars. Mom’s dark hair was blown out and gleamed, and her lips were painted a deep ruby red. I couldn’t see her eyes behind the large dark sunglasses she wore, but I knew her makeup would be perfection. When I pulled open the passenger door, she turned and lifted the glasses, flashing me one of her dazzling smiles, and I froze in my tracks, heart skipping a beat. She looked even better than I’d imagined, with a pale pink eyeshadow that highlighted the light color of her eyes and the immaculate line work of her mascara.

“Cat got your tongue?” she asked with an amused glitter in her eyes.

“You been smoking?” I asked and stifled a grin when she grew flushed and blustered.

“I was over on Fifth cleaning all morning and then I had to get 
my hair done… How could you even know? I had half a cigarette three hours ago!”

I grinned and climbed in. “I guessed.” I looked out the window, letting the moment pass.

She’d been trying to quit for years and had gotten down to only one or two cigarettes a day. A month before, she’d announced that she’d quit, but I’d caught her smoking almost every day since. It had almost become a game at this point.

We home rode in silence. And at first, I thought it was companionable, but it grew more and more awkward as we neared the house. As the tension grew, I couldn’t put my finger on what it was. Our driveway was long, but I told her she could drop me off at the end.

“You sure?” she asked.

“I’ll grab the mail,” I said. “You have to head back into town for the open house tonight, anyway.”

“Tell Ally there is some cash in my drawer for her. I know she wanted to go see her friends.” She reached out and gripped my hand gently. “Hey, is everything all right? Is there anything wrong at school I should know about?”

“No,” I said, but it was too quick and she frowned. Sighing, I sat back in the seat. “I’m getting a C in AP Government, and Mr. Hyland wants me to redo an essay I royally messed up.”

“When I was in school, I averaged Cs,” my mom said with a grin, giving my hand a quick squeeze that sent tingles of warmth up my arm. “You’re just burnt out and need a break.”

“I know,” I said, nodding. But in my head, all I could think of was how much I wanted to get laid, or even just kiss a woman!

“I think this break is going to be just what you need,” she said, 
drawing my hand closer to her heart, holding it with both of hers. “I know exactly what you need, David.”

The look in her eyes wiped away all the angst and anxiety in my mind but planted a massive question. She couldn’t possibly mean what I hoped she did… could she?

Moving ever so slowly, I drew her hands back toward me, the tension growing between us. The moment was surreal as my stepmom, soft as a lamb, let me draw her into a warm hug as we clung to one another over the center console. The position was awkward, the plastic digging into my hip, but none of that registered in the moment.

“Mm-hmm,” Mom moaned softly into my ear, “I’ve missed our hugs.”

Her whispered words were hot wind on my neck, sending shooting sensations of pleasure down into my body. I fought down the shiver as my hands slid down her back. The feel of firm flesh and the wide strap of her bra put firmness into my crotch, and I shifted uncomfortably. The purr from Mom’s throat was unmistakable, and in my start of surprise, my hand slipped around her side and brushed against one great breast. Mom froze, but I didn’t move my hand, breath frozen in my lungs.

A flicker and yellow light bloomed from the darkness nearby and Mom stirred, pulling back from me and blinking rapidly.

“It looks like your sister’s already here.” She pushed her hair back into place as I adjusted myself in my pants. “You better head in…” Her words trailed off when I opened the door and stood to leave.

When I grabbed my backpack and looked up, her eyes were wide and staring down at the tent in my uniform’s pants. I swore softly and jerked my jacket down, hunching to hide the 
erection.

“You better hide that monster from your sister too,” Mom said with an earthy chuckle, “or else you’ll break the poor girl’s brain.”

“Stop it,” I said, slamming the door shut and turning to hide my blush of pleasure at her words.

Grabbing the mail, I ran up the drive as Mom drove away. She normally worked all weekend, but with the holiday coming, things would slow down for a week after this showing. My head was spinning after that hug and what had passed between us. I stopped by the coop to check on the animals, but Ally had fed them for once and even cleaned up, spreading fresh hay.

In a good mood for more than one reason, I kicked off my shoes and climbed the porch steps. When Ally was home, I avoided her half of the house, not wanting to be seen as a perv outside her sheer white curtains. To avoid the windows, I took the long way around the porch to the kitchen entrance. Nearing my room, I frowned when I spotted the light from my desk lamp on.

Losing some of my good mood, I glanced in and felt shock root me in place. Everything disappeared as I gazed in at pale flesh, parted and quivering. Legs, long and lean, and a stomach of smooth pale skin. Ally lay on my bed on her back, hunched around something. One hand working between her legs while the other clutched a breast, the fingers sinking into her thick sweater to caress the flesh beneath.

I should have said something. Should have done something. Instead, I stood rooted in place like a deer frozen in headlights as she shook once and then a second time, hard.

Ally’s chest was heaving and her legs quivering as her head fell 
back onto my pillow. When she arched her back stretching, I freaked out thinking she might be able to see me out the window. Ducking down, I scurried around the house and out to the garage. I stood there for long seconds, catching my breath and trying to puzzle out what I’d just seen.

My chance to do something had appeared, and I’d run away like the scared kid I was. When I finally headed inside, Ally was lounging in the living room under a pile of blankets, watching a reality show. She threw me a wave and a half-interested smile.

“What’s up,” she said. “Mom coming home?”

“She’s at an open house,” I said, heart racing but fighting to act as normal as possible as I headed to the pantry and grabbed a snack bar. “She said she left you some cash in her drawer.”

Ally frowned but never took her eyes from the screen as she spoke, “I don’t need it. Heather didn’t come home for break. Heading to her boyfriend’s family’s house. Besides, there’s supposed to be snow tonight, and you know I hate driving in it.”

“I should build a fire,” I said, the thought popping into my head when I saw the cold fireplace.

“You should!” she said, sitting up excitedly. “Wonder Woman
 just showed up on streaming. We can watch that tonight too. Give me a chance to drink that eggnog I made before it goes bad.”

“Alcohol doesn’t go bad, Ally,” I said with a laugh.

“You can’t be too safe,” she said with a grin as she hopped up and ran to the kitchen.

It only took me ten minutes to move some wood in and gather the tinder. Once the logs were crackling with a good cherry 
flame, I climbed onto the couch and got under the covers with Ally. She’d made a pitcher of eggnog and a bowl of popcorn, and when I took a sip, the sharp spike of alcohol buzzed in my sinuses.

“This is strong,” I said, coughing.

“Lightweight,” she said with a wink, then pulled over the remote. “Now shut up. No one interrupts this movie. Not even you, little brother.”

There was nothing off or odd about her that I could tell, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get the sight of her long naked legs and that hand working between her legs out of my mind. Beneath the covers, I grew hard as a rock. But instead of letting the tent push the blankets up, I shifted it up under my waistband, letting it lie against my belly as the movie took off.

I’d forgotten how brilliant the first twenty minutes of the movie were. And within minutes, I’d also forgotten about Ally beside me and the confusing thoughts and emotions swirling in my head.

Unfortunately, I didn’t pay attention to how quickly I drank the eggnog, nor how often Ally refilled it. Before the movie’s second act, I’d slumped sideways on the couch.

“Here,” Ally said, laying a pillow along her side, “you look like you’re going to pass out.”

“I’m fighn,” I slurred, but I didn’t make it another five minutes before nodding off.
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A pop from the fire,
 a bit of sap exploding within the bark, woke me from vivid dreams. My knee and ankle ached from being 
jammed in the cushions, but the pain wasn’t the first thing to register.

Something was shifting against my hip, grinding itself down along my thigh ever so slowly. Ally shifted down my leg, her hand holding me gently against one side, the other gripping the cushion. I couldn’t see her face since I was on my side and pressed into the cushions, but from the little I could hear, it sounded as if she were trying to move to a more comfortable position.

Rolling onto my back, I sighed as my leg broke free of the couch cushions and settled back into place. The world spun around me and I realized I was still drunk, and a silly grin stretched across my face as I relaxed back into the couch, sighing in pleasure.

Ally had frozen when I moved, but as I settled down, she moved back into the same position against me. Her hands fumbled under the surrounding blankets, a snort of laughter bursting from her as she kicked the heavy things and stretched out beside me.

Suddenly aware of her firm breasts pressed against my arm and chest and the weight of her against my side, I shifted uncomfortably, thinking I should probably head to my room.

“Shh,” Ally said softly, even though I hadn’t said anything. “Shh.”

Her hair was in my face, the smell of her herbal shampoo doing funny things to my thoughts as she slid a hand down my side, then down one thigh. I gasped in a sharp breath when her hand slipped to my inner thigh and up. Her hand reached up and up to cup my large balls, and I felt her shift in disappointment against me.

Biting my bottom lip, I rocked my hips and ground the bottom 
length of my hard-on against her palm. Now it was Ally’s turn to breathe in sharply as her hand reached up and up along the length of my hardness as it was pressed against my belly. A shiver went through me when her hot fingers grazed the sensitive head poking out the waistband of my flannel pants, and I was certain I’d wake from this dream at any moment.

The world still spun around me, and I fought against the sensation of falling as her fingers slipped into the waistband of my pants. I clutched at my stepsister as her searing hot flesh gripped me and slowly began to jerk. The motions were awkward in our position but deliberate, and though everything felt unreal, those fingers and the sound of her quick little breaths as her face pressed into my chest was almost enough to send me over the moon.

My own hands had begun slowly exploring and slipped inside her loose shorts. I grunted in pleasure as I felt a shiver run through her, and I cupped one firm cheek then the other before reaching even further, feeling her wetness part for me. Sliding a finger gently along her lips, I grazed the firm little nub of her clit in little circles before slipping it in to feel her tightness grip it.

Ally’s little shudder of pleasure and her whimper sent me over the edge. As the orgasm came rushing through me, I tried to pull back, away from her, but the couch was there, and she wouldn’t let me go even if I could have moved away. Her hand continued its slow strokes, fingers milking me as I coated her fingers in cum. The rush of lassitude sweeping through me after the orgasm dragged me inexorably into darkness, though I struggled to keep my eyes open so I could enjoy more of this dream. Sleep won, though, and I drifted off with Ally pressed to my side, her hand still caressing my cock.





Chapter 4









I

woke with a start and a second later a headache registered. Groaning, I rolled into the blankets, intent on falling back asleep, when images of cuddling up close to my stepsister came flooding back and I sat up with a jolt.

The space beside me was empty and the entire room dark. When I climbed free of the blankets, I heard dim voices from down the hall. The light was on in my stepmom’s room, and I could hear her and Ally chatting.

When I was halfway down the hall, I hesitated, not wanting to interrupt one of their heart-to-hearts or an argument. Their tones were calm and easygoing, and I was about to say something when a snatch of conversation reached my ears and kept me locked in place.

“You didn’t get your brother anything for Christmas?” Mom asked.

“I plan to give Dave something… personal,” Ally said, an amused tone in her voice.

“Ally… I know that look in your eyes,” Mom warned. “You aren’t going to tease him again, are you? You know how upset that makes your brother.”

“I don’t tease,” Ally said, but the next thing she said was too soft for me to make out.

“You know better than that,” Mom said. “Your brother’s just a late bloomer is all.” I felt a wash of embarrassment at the words and nearly fled back down the hall to my room but paused when I heard her next words. “If I’d known what I know now when I was your age, I’d never have married your father. Find yourself a good man. One who will do the little things that make your life easier and happier. One who’s there for you when you need him and always ready with an understanding ear. A partner instead of a flashy pair of buns.”

“I learned that lesson with Blake.” Ally snorted. “The man had shoulders as wide as a truck but was tinier than my pinky.”

“Ally!” Mom said, but there was laughter in her outraged tone.

“What?” Ally said, and I could hear the edge of drunkenness in her tone still. “It’s more important than you would think… at least to me.”

The last was almost a whisper, and I could barely hear it. But I strained and that’s how I heard my mother’s response.

“I wouldn’t know,” she said wistfully.

“Oh, really?” Ally said, and I could almost see the predatory smile stretching across her delicate little mouth. “Then maybe you’ll like my idea for Dave’s Christmas present…”

Her voice dropped out and no matter how hard I strained, I couldn’t make the words out. I thought about coming closer, but the floor outside Mom’s room was notoriously creaky and I hesitated.

“Ally!” Mom said, shocked. “You can’t be serious!”

“Why is it so terrible?” Ally asked with a touch of 
defensiveness in her tone. “You tell me what I should be looking for and describe him to a T. Why don’t I deserve to have the best and sweetest man I know?”

“I can’t believe this,” Mom said angrily. “Just go to your room. I can’t even look at your right now. We’ll talk about this tomorrow.”

“Why are you getting so mad?” Ally said. “Ten minutes ago you admitted to watching—”

“Ally!” Mom roared, then dropped her tone to an angry hiss. “That’s enough. Now go to your room and make sure to drink a bottle of water and take some Advil. You reek of brandy still.”

The sound of Ally’s feet hitting the floorboards alerted me that I’d better retreat, and I missed the last thing my stepsister said as I slipped back into the blankets on the couch. Ally walked past, and I pretended to be asleep. She paused beside the couch for what felt like ten minutes but was probably only one or two, before bending low and pushing the hair out of my face.

I almost pretended to wake, but I knew my acting skills weren’t that good. A moment later she was gone, headed to her room as I lay there, staring at the ceiling dimly lit by the burning embers of the fire as confusing thoughts swirled around in my head.
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I’m not
 sure when I passed out, but I woke with the dawn and pulled myself free of the blankets, hurrying down the hall to my room to turn off the damn alarm. As I went about my morning chores, the routine put me at peace as it often did, my thoughts flowing into well-worn tracks.

Ally was up and puttering around her room and Mom was still sleeping when I got in. After showering, I hopped on my computer for a few hours and lost myself in the game world. I might have spent all day locked in my room, but I began feeling restless and shut down my computer. I found my mom in the kitchen when I went to get a snack.

“Morning,” she said with a warm smile, looking up from her phone. “Ally went into town for the afternoon. Want me to whip you up something to eat?”

“I’m okay,” I said. “I’ll just have a granola bar.”

“You need something healthier than that.” Standing, she grabbed her purse. “Come on, let's go to Kowalski’s and get some sandwiches.”

“Serious?” I asked excitedly.

“Grab a coat. It’s already coming down out there. I’ll be in the car!” she shouted.

The snow was indeed beginning to dump outside, the first layer sticking to the fields. Normally I’d have stayed inside, finding even more reason to lose myself in games, but Kowalski’s was by far my favorite place. It was a little Polish deli downtown that made the most amazing sandwiches. It had always been a treat when I was younger, but it had been months since I’d gone and more than a year since Mom and I went together.

I hurried back to my room and grabbed a coat and hat, along with my phone, and ran outside.

The world was white perfection as we drove through the low rolling hills and small stands of trees on the outskirts of town. There is nothing more beautiful than the first snowfall of the year as it clings to limbs and roofs, blanketing the world in 
pristine whiteness. In a day, it would become gray and mud filled, but for now, all was perfection.

“We should get you a suit for school,” Mom said when we neared downtown, “if you don’t have any plans this afternoon.”

“I have my old one,” I said hopefully, not looking forward to spending an hour or two shopping.

“Dave,” my stepmom said with a frown, “you’ve grown five inches since we bought that for you. Your ankles and wrists were poking out last year when you put it on. You think it will fit you now?”

“Okay, fine,” I grumbled.

“Don’t worry,” Mom said, reaching over and squeezing my knee. “It will be fun. You’ll see.”

I didn’t believe her at all and was starting to suspect this had been her real reason for taking me to Kowalski’s. Glancing over, I saw a self-satisfied smirk on her thick lips and knew she’d outmaneuvered me, like always. Mom always insisted that she wasn’t a smart person, but she knew people better than anyone and always found a way to get what she wanted in the end.

Kowalski’s was crowded when we arrived, and I grabbed a ticket while we waited. Mom drew frowns from many of the other women and stares from their husbands, but that was nothing new. She’d dressed conservatively in black jeans and a fur-lined black coat, but it was impossible to hide her most impressive features. I even spotted one woman elbow her husband when the man’s jaw dropped, and his eyes locked on Mom’s chest.

“It’s so hot in here,” Mom said, reaching up and unbuttoning her coat. When the garment swung open, I saw she was 
wearing a loose top with no bra, and her massive breasts swung side to side. My eyes went wider than that man’s had. “Oh!” Mom said with a blush. “I forgot I was wearing this shirt.”

She flashed me a wink. “Wouldn’t want to draw too many stares.”

“Too late for that,” I said with a little laugh.

“Did anyone see?” she asked with a faint blush, glancing around.

“No,” I said, “I don’t think so, but they were already staring. So it’s hard to know for sure.”

“Bother,” Mom said with a frown, then she spotted a swarthy fellow by the drinks who flashed her a cheery grin when she caught his eye. He moved to come over, his intentions clear, and Mom turned to me quickly, slipping her arm in mine. “Pretend you’re my husband so that guy doesn’t come and talk to me.”

“I don’t think anyone’s going to believe that,” I said, my cheeks heating as Mom cuddled up against my side, flashing me a too-wide grin and an adoring look as the man drew near. He frowned and turned away, shaking his head to himself.

“See,” Mom said, watching him walk away but not releasing my arm, her face so close to mine I could feel her breath on my neck. “And don’t say that. You think your mom’s too old to date a handsome young man?”

“More like, who would believe you’re
 with me?
” I said with a grin, but Mom didn’t match it. Her frown deepened, but before she could reply our number was called from the counter.
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e got our sandwiches and found a small table in the back. The place was so crowded that we were practically sitting on top of the people next to us, but the sandwiches were so good I’d have eaten them sitting down in the mud and been happy. Mom and I grinned at one another as we dug in.

Sharing a bag of chips, we both pulled off the tops of our sandwiches and layered them inside with chips. When I glanced up, I found an oddly fond expression on my stepmom’s face as she watched me close the sandwich and pick it up.

“You’re the only other person I know who does that,” she said. “People always laugh at me for it.”

“You can always be weird with me.” I grinned, biting into the sandwich with a satisfying crunch and a burst of jalapeño flavor added to the smoked turkey and gouda.

“Promise?” Mom asked, raising one eyebrow.

I almost replied flippantly with a mouth full of sandwich, but there was an added seriousness to her tone. Enough that the woman beside her glanced over, then back to their meal quickly. I finished chewing and stared deep into her eyes, 
praying I wasn’t imagining what I thought I saw there.

“I promise,” I said, more solemnly than I’d intended, and was grateful to see a relieved smile blossom on her face.

“I’m not sure if a Tom Ford or a Brunello would look better on your frame,” she said.

“What are you talking about?” I asked with a frown.

“Your suit,” she said, taking a bite of her sandwich. After chewing and taking a sip of her drink, she said, “We have an eleven a.m. appointment so hurry up and eat.”

“I thought this was a last-minute thing?” I asked with an amused little smirk.

“It was,” she said. “I planned it last minute yesterday.” She grinned when I laughed, then motioned to my sandwich. “Eat up and then you can see what silk feels like.”

“Great,” I said, rolling my eyes exaggeratedly but unable to suppress a grin.

The deli stayed packed with Christmas shoppers, and the sidewalks downtown were filled with couples carting around bags of toys and clothing. The snow was coming down, and the wind had picked up, sending the flurries sideways. Mom pulled her white fur hat down low, and I reached an arm around her shoulders, holding her close as we hurried down the sidewalk.

The small shop she led us to had a sign outside with an Italian name and a spool of thread burned into the wood. It didn’t look like any clothing store I’d been to before, more like a tiny house. The effect only got stronger when we stepped in, shaking the snow off our coats and hats as we hung them on an ornate coat rack and looked around a cozy room with couches, chairs, and a fireplace.

In the center of the room was a wooden stool with a chair beside it. I tried puzzling out what this was when a silver-haired woman bustled out of the back with a bright smile and hands extended as she came to greet us.

“Ciao, bella
! You must be Hanna, my eleven o’clock. Please come in!” She beamed up at me. “And this must your boyfriend, yes? Such a handsome signore
, eh? You’re a lucky woman! Now you wanted silk and wool, yes? But in a modern fashion?”

The woman’s thick accent and rapid-fire way of speaking spun my head around, but her misapprehension was plain. When I opened my mouth to correct her, Mom patted my arm harder than necessary and spoke over me.

“Yes, I was hoping you had some near fits he could try on first.” She looked me up and down with a critical eye. “He’s got such a nice frame. I’d like to find a style that suits him.”

“Mm-hmm, I bet.” The woman winked. “Marta knows just the thing! Wait right there!”

Like a whirling dervish, the woman spun, her layered dress fluttering as she hurried into the back of the shop. When she disappeared, I turned to Mom with a questioning frown, and she stepped close, unbuttoning my sweater and removing it and speaking softly.

“Just go along with it,” she said, blushing faintly. “She has a 50-percent-off deal for the holidays but only for couples.”

She glanced up into my eyes and there was a sincere apology in hers.

“It isn’t weird to you?” I asked but couldn’t be sure she picked up my added meaning because right then the woman returned with three jackets.

“Here, try these on, and I’ll get some measurements.” The woman paused, beaming at the pair of us. “You two are the most adorable couple, aren’t you? Marta can tell when it’s true love. It’s her gift and I see it plain as the noses on your faces when I watch you together.”

I tried not to chuckle, feeling Mom snort in laughter and do the same, as the woman’s eyes grew misty and she beamed up at us. A second later, she was all bustling business again as she directed me onto the stool and grabbed a measuring string and began running it down my arms, then around my neck and waist.

“Left or right, dear?” she asked, standing before me as she ran a hand down to my ankle and up my inner thigh.

“Whaatt?” I asked, my voice rising to a sharp octave when her hand slid up along the side of my manhood.

“Oh dear,” Marta said softly, accent thickening as her voice lost its sharp cheer. “Enorme
…”

“She means do you… hang…” Mom’s cheeks turned scarlet, and she tried hard not to look at me, hands behind her back as she went on, “You know… down there… to the right or the left.”

“I don’t know,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat as I realized what they meant. “Does it really matter?”

“Sì
,” Marta said firmly. “As you know, ma’am, he will need a lot of room, pardon me for saying so. Hmmm, the right should work, but you let Marta know, and she’ll take the pants in for you or let them out, yes?”

“Umm, okay,” I said.

“Give me five minutes,” she said, standing and setting down her measuring tape on a side table. “I know a few styles that 
might suit you well. You had good instincts about your man, ma’am. I think the Tom Ford will look dashing on him.”

“Perfect,” Mom said, but her voice was faint, cheeks still scarlet.

Marta bustled off, and I hopped off the stool and took a seat. The mood was so awkward and uncomfortable that I dug out my phone and buried my face in it instead of talking to Mom, who stood by the window watching the snow fall outside. I couldn’t ignore her tense shoulders and stance, though, and put my phone away after a minute and stood. Mustering courage, I walked over and rested a hand on her shoulder.

“You, okay?” I asked her, and when she turned, I felt the tension melt in her shoulder, and she beamed up at me with a warm, loving smile.

“I am,” she said, a faint touch of wonder in her voice. “I really am. And you?”

She reached out and took my arm and there was a moment, a frozen pregnant moment, where I almost kissed her, consequences be damned, but I held myself back unable to risk ruining the feeling of connection.

“Anxious, nervous, confused, bewildered,” I said, a little grin forming at the corners of my lips, “so nothing new.” Resting my hand on her side, I reassured her, “I’m fine… better than fine, actually.”

“Oh?” she asked, shifting slightly, her hip gliding across my thigh as one leg slipped between mine. I tried to move away, my cock throbbing at the close contact, but her jeans slid over the firm lump and her eyes crinkled at the corners, lips curving in a small smile of pleasure.

“Here we are!” Marta said as she came back in with three dark 
blue suits. “Try this one first, and we’ll have a sense of the slacks.”

“Okay,” I said, ignoring the shake in my voice as I stepped away.

Marta stepped over to a door I hadn’t even noticed and opened it to reveal a small changing room with a mirror covering one wall. She hung the suits within, and I stepped in and closed the door, disrobing and taking the first one she’d indicated down. The feel of the silk shirt and fine wool slacks and coat gliding across my skin was unlike anything I’d felt before, and I wasn’t sure what to think. On one hand, it felt wonderful, but on the other, far too luxurious for me. I didn’t feel worthy of the expensive material, and especially so when I looked in the mirror.

“Come out and show us, Dave,” Mom said, as if she could read my thoughts.

Sighing, I stepped out. Their gasps of pleasure sent a wash of warmth through me and a smile worked its way onto my lips when Mom stood, blinking rapidly and smiling wide. She had me turn, feeling at the shoulders, and Marta did the same, but with less grace and more practicality.

“The Ford is perfect,” Mom said, “but try the others on. See what you think of them.”

“I’ll leave you two to discuss,” Marta said. “Let me know when you’re done, and I’ll come take the final”—her eyes flickered down to my crotch and she swallowed hard—“measurements.”

I hung the suit back up after removing it and pulled the next one on. When I stepped out, Mom frowned and said the jacket didn’t hang right, although I couldn’t see a difference when I looked in the mirror. The third suit was entirely silk, and I felt like a gangster when I pulled it on. Mom snorted a laugh when 
I stepped out, trying to stifle her guffaw when I slicked my hair back and sneered like a tough guy.

“Gimme all your money, see? It’s a stickup!”

“Oh no,” Mom said, playfully, pressing a hand to her heart, “not the bad boy gangster! Whatever will I do?”

“I’m not a billionaire like in those books you love.” I chuckled. “So you wouldn’t throw yourself at my feet.”

“That’s what you think,” Mom said. She winked exaggeratedly, but there were twin blooms of red in her cheeks. “Try on the Ford. I want to see how it looks, again.”

The comment froze me in my tracks, causing me to pause on my way back to the changing room and turn toward Mom, raising an eyebrow at her. But she just met my stare back, raising one of her own eyebrows. Neither of us said anything as I stepped back into the changing room. My heart was hammering in my chest and a sheen of cold sweat broke out across my shoulders, but I pushed down the anxiety and stifled my angst. Staring into the mirror, I gave a firm nod and pulled off the ridiculous silk suit and put back on the Tom Ford.
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hen I stepped out, I found Mom sitting in a high-backed chair, her coat hanging on the back. As I walked for her, there was a heat in her eyes I’d never seen before, a warmth that had nothing to do with mothering. She stood and tugged at the coat and straightened the slacks, her motions shaking her massive breasts in the loose top, and that, on top of the feel of her hands on me, had my cock stiff as an iron bar in seconds.

“Come back here,” Mom said when I tried pulling away and moving into the changing room. “I need to see what kind of belt you need. David, what are you doing… oh my god… David…”

Cringing, I looked up to see awe on my mom’s face as she stared at the enormous lump pressing against the leg of my slacks. Glancing toward the back of the shop, she blushed a deep crimson then was pushing me into the small changing room, hauling the door shut behind her.

I opened my mouth to protest, and she met my eyes, waiting, but I said nothing, and she smiled tremulously. My heart hammered in my chest harder than before, and the air was suddenly electric with energy as she licked her lips and slid a hand down the front of my pants.

We both shivered at the same moment and laughed, the sound cutting off a moment later as her fingers flexed on the shaft of my cock. Neither of us could look at the other, but we watched her fingers slip down to the zipper of my slacks, and with a light flick, the expensive zipper dropped and her hand slid within.

I wanted to shout with joy, to grab and kiss her, but all I could do was stand there at her mercy as she pulled my cock out of the slacks slowly, eyes widening as it came into view.

“Magnificent,” she breathed. “I’ve never seen anything so beautiful… Oh, David.” She slid her hand along my length, and I gave a shake as her fingers flexed against the base like hot little bands.

“Nghh,” I moaned, but she turned, pressing her lips to mine, the kiss so sudden and wicked that I nearly came right then.

“Shh,” she hissed softly into my mouth, her tongue teasing the tips of her lips. “I know what you need… relax, baby.” She slowly began to stroke me, lust flaring in her eyes as they locked on the motions of her hand. “Let Mommy take care of you.”

I pressed one hand against the wall and the other circled around her back, slipping up her side. Mom’s eyes met mine for a second as my fingers cupped the side of one breast. As much as I’d dreamed of feeling the delicious weight and firmness of her massive boobs, it was the intimacy of that glance and the love shared between us in that moment that would stay with me forever.

The feel of her hand gliding gently up and down my cock was almost too much sensation for me. But the delight in her eyes as she watched herself jacking her stepson off combined with the jiggle of her massive breasts pushed me even closer to the 
edge and I knew I couldn’t last.

Mom felt the orgasm hitting me before I did and grinned and I felt her nipple harden beneath the hand cupping her breast while I wished I could have been giving her a fraction of the pleasure she was giving me. Knees growing weak, I convulsed, lines of intense sensation racing from fingers and toes to my spine. At the same moment, however, we both realized that I was about to blow all over the shop owner’s fine mirror and carpet.

I watched the thoughts race across my stepmom's face as she glanced around quickly and saw only the thousand-dollar suits to use as rags. But her small hand never ceased its quick little jerks and a look of inspiration flashed across her face as she twisted out of my embrace, dropping into a squat before me.

“Holy fuck,” I moaned, unable to hide the shock and pleasure as my mother wrapped her thick lips around the head of my cock, eyes widening and rolling back slightly as she sucked the cum shooting out, swallowing quickly.

My knees nearly gave out when I felt her delicate little tongue swirl around the head and heard a deep moan from the back of her throat. For one moment, Mom sucked me, greedily seeking every last drop of my cum, twisting her head as she moved forward, then her eyes flew open, and she sat back and blinked rapidly as if remembering where she was.

Standing shakily, we stared into one another’s eyes, shocked but grinning faintly. A sound from deep in the back of the shop spooked her, and she gave a start, slipping out of the dressing room and leaving me to stare in the mirror and try to sort through the storm of thoughts rushing through my head.

Marta returned a few moments later, and I changed back into my street clothes. Mom bought the Tom Ford, unable to meet 
my eyes the rest of the time we were in the store. To be fair to her, I was unable to meet hers either, although the both of us never stood more than a foot apart and found every opportunity to touch one another whenever we could, bumping elbows and hips.

The suit would need to be tailored, and I could come back after the new year and pick it up. When we stepped outside, it had begun snowing again and we bundled up, Mom slipping her arm in mine and smiling up at me, a secret happy little smile that awoke butterflies in my belly.

We didn’t speak as we walked back to the car and drove home. I’m not sure either of us knew what to say, and we didn’t want to ruin the pleasant moment.

“Tomorrow’s Christmas Eve,” Mom said as we pulled into the driveway. “Do you want to open your present then? Or in the morning?”

“Tomorrow night works,” I said. “But you didn’t have to get me anything.”

“It’s not much,” she said with a blush. “But it’s something I’ve wanted to give you for a while.”

I frowned, but she hopped out of the car and ran into the house before I could ask what she meant. As she got supper on, I did chores, letting the animals push my worries and anxieties aside. There was the chance I was ruining everything, but on the other hand, I’d never been happier and hadn’t seen Mom so happy in years.

“Can this really work?”

“Can what work?” Ally asked, walking onto the porch.

“Nothing,” I said, frowning at her heeled boots. “Better be careful in those or they’ll sink and you’ll end up on your ass in 
the mud.”

“Depending on where it is and who it’s with,” she said with a twinkle in her eye, “I don’t mind ending up on my ass. What’s with Mom? She’s in there singing and cleaning the house. It’s been years since I’ve seen her act this way.”

“I don’t know,” I said, feeling the lie twist my features and seeing the suspicion dawn on Ally’s face.

“You want to watch another movie tonight?” she asked, and from the edge to her voice I could tell there was added meaning to her words.

“Depends,” I said, hiding my smile when Ally threw me a frown. “Mom will be home, right?”

“Yeah,” she said, the frown twisting before she grinned and bit her bottom lip. “I’ll just have to slip into your room later then and we can ‘watch a movie.’”

“You just enjoy teasing me, don’t you?” I grunted.

“Of course, I do.” She grinned. “But that’s not all I like.”

She patted my cheek before turning to head in. I couldn’t help but stare after her hips and ass as they swayed delightfully in her tight jeans. The heels might have seemed ridiculous on the farm, but Ally could pull them off anywhere.

I was prepared for dinner to be an awkward and stilted affair, but just the opposite was the case. When I got inside, Mom and Ally were chatting happily about her classes and job prospects as they sipped red wine. The mood was cheery and festive as I put on holiday music and Ally slipped me a cup of her special eggnog. I took care, sipping it slowly throughout the night, not wanting to get drunk like the night before but enjoying a little buzz.

Ally gave Mom a hard time for the dry chicken, but I defended it, saying I liked it that way. And we all laughed, remembering meals years before where the same dynamic had played out.

“I know what I’m getting you for Christmas, Mom,” Ally said. “Cooking lessons.”

“Hey,” she said, swatting Ally with a dishrag playfully, “I’m better than I used to be.”

“You’re wonderful, Mom,” I said, helping to clear the dishes.

“Of course, you think so.” Ally laughed. “You’ve grown how many inches over the last year? You must be able to eat a horse. What do you want for Christmas, Mom?”

“I don’t need anything,” Mom said as she filled the sink. “I’ve got everything, hic
, I need right here, hic
, oh my.”

“Go lie down,” I said. “I’ll do the dishes.”

“Good idea,” she said with a bleary grin. She gripped my arm as she turned away from the sink, putting more weight than was absolutely necessary on me. Rubbing her body up and down my side, she smiled up at me. “Mm-hmm Mommy’s going to go lie down… Come say good night before you head to bed?”

“I will,” I said, all too aware of Ally’s raised eyebrow as she watched Mom paw at my crotch as she stood upright and teetered into the living room to flop down on the same couch I’d passed out on the night before.

“Fascinating,” Ally said, finishing off her glass of wine and walking over to the sink. “In vino veritas
, I guess, huh?”

I didn’t say anything, not trusting myself to lie to her face. But Ally’s eyes danced with suppressed mirth as she placed her glass in the sink and headed down the hall, her steps as 
uneven as Mom’s had been but her ability to hold her alcohol much better, as befitted a college senior.

Trying not to think of the wild fantasies that kept dancing through my head, I finished up the dishes and wiped down the kitchen. I found Mom passed out on the couch, one arm thrown over her eyes to block out the lamplight shining down above her. Pulling the blanket off the back of the couch, I covered her up and turned off the light.

Imagining which porn video I was going to watch, I nearly jumped out of my skin when I stepped into my bedroom and saw Ally’s head poking out the comforter, her blonde curls spread against my pillow.

“What are you doing?” I hissed, shutting my door quickly.

“Getting comfy,” she said, rolling over and lifting the blanket, inviting me in. “Weren’t we going to watch a movie?”

For one second, the reflexes of youth almost kicked in and I was about to order her out of my room. Then I took in the sight of her, eyes bright with delight and the tight shirt molded to her bra-less breasts, and I swallowed hard instead. I wasn’t about to miss another opportunity so I flipped my belt out of its loop. Ally raised an eyebrow as I pulled off my pants and my boxers but said nothing as I slipped under the covers with her.
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hat should we watch?” she asked, grabbing my remote from the nightstand and flicking on the small flatscreen on the wall. “Another superhero flick? Or something more… interesting?”

“I like interesting,” I said, grinning back at her. “I’m open to anything.”

“So, you say,” she said with a raised eyebrow. “We’ll just have to test that.”

There was a mischievous twinkle in her eyes as she pulled up the menu and began flicking through options until she found the browser. When she began typing into the search bar, I grew stiff when I read it: stepbrother’s giant dick.

“You’re fucking crazy,” I said, glancing to double-check that the door was shut and wishing for the thousandth time that I had a lock on my door.

“I’m just having a little fun,” Ally said. I wanted to hate her for the teasing edge in her voice, but when the bright images flickered across the screen, the actors in their pastel clothing and exaggerated poses, I stayed quiet.

She didn’t search for long, finding what she was looking for 
and clicking on it. A shiver passed through me when the first image appeared, a massive cock flopping into view as a tiny blonde dropped her jaw dramatically. The girl flopped the thing side to side before running her lips up the underside.

“What are you doing?” I asked in a strangled voice when Ally spread her legs, knees tenting the blanket, and I felt her shift beside me, one arm slipping beneath the blankets.

“Enjoying the movie,” she said with a sly smile. “Want to join me?”

Her eyes closed briefly, and she let out a tiny little moan that sent a thrum of pleasure down my spine, grinning when she saw me pull the blanket up and slip my arms beneath. Turning down the volume, she set it to 2x speed so the motions sped up slightly. The sights on the screen were hot, but the feel of Ally’s thigh against mine and the little motions and faint wet sounds reaching me through the blankets as she touched herself kept drawing my attention.

“Don’t you… want to pay attention… hnngh… to the movie?” Ally asked, her pale blue eyes soft but full of amusement as I watched her wiggle on the mattress.

“No,” I said, pushing down the blanket slightly and revealing the small shirt covering her shaking breasts.

“Fuck, Dave,” she moaned, looking down and watching my hand pump up against the blankets as I slowly stroked myself. “Are you really that big?”

“Why don’t you find out?” I said, then immediately wished I could take the words back, as the sly tone didn’t sound like me at all, but Ally flashed a bright grin and slipped down under the comforter. “Holy shit…” I breathed when I felt her hand against my hip and the other sliding up my arm.

There was a heavy knock on my door, and a second later a soft voice called, “Dave? Are you still awake, baby?”

I froze in fear, a dozen scenarios of the fallout from this moment playing through my head, none of them good. Ally reacted faster than me. The moment she heard the knock, she muttered an oath and pushed off the bed, slipping into the little cubby on the side and dragging the comforter off with her.


“What the hell!”
 I hissed as she yanked the thick blanket off me, but the fear in her eyes told me she was not going to give the cover up easily.

Giving me that look, lips pressed together and eyes intense, telling me she was serious, I released it just in time for her to duck beneath and lay still. Then the doorknob turned and Mom peeked in. Too late, I realized that the TV screen still showed the porn Ally had picked, and I reached for the remote, scrambling to flick it off as Mom giggled in the doorway.

“I’m sorry… I can come back if you’re… busy,” she said, pausing in the doorway. “But I wanted to make sure everything was okay… between us.”

“Yeah,” I said quickly, “everything’s fine.”

“David,” she said, stepping into the room, face serious but gentle, “this isn’t just something we should shrug off… I just… I just want you to know that I’m always here for you. If you need anything.”

“Do you mean that?” I asked. The sudden raw emotion hovering between us nearly took my breath away, and I clutched at the thin sheet still covering me. My erection flagged, and the sheet’s large tent finally flattened.

“I do,” my stepmom breathed. “You’ve always been there for 
me, and I took advantage of that bond for too long when you were younger… I tried to live without it, but I can’t. I love you, Dave, and goddamn me to hell for it, but I’m no longer ashamed.”

I sat in stunned silence, shocked to hear my own thoughts and emotions reflected back at me. I moved to sit up, all too aware that if I got up she might notice Ally lying beside me, but Mom rushed forward, her eyes staring deep into mine, and I think she saw all I was feeling. Pressing a gentle hand to one cheek she beamed a brilliant smile, and I couldn’t help myself, sitting up and pulling her into a desperate kiss, our tongues dancing together in brain-blasting passion.

“I’m going to give you the present you really want,” Mom whispered in my ear, her lips hot and wet on the sensitive skin.

I felt her unbuttoning her shirt as she went to throw a leg over my hips. Alarm bells exploded in my head, because if she spread her legs, she was sure to encounter Ally, who I could feel trembling not two feet to my right tucked beside the mattress.

Thinking quickly, I placed a hand on her cheek, stopping her with a grin.

“Would you suck it… instead?” My voice was rough, but my dick nearly tore a hole through the sheet when Mom’s face filled with pleasure.

“Is that what you want?” she breathed. “Or is that what you order
?”

“Suck my cock,” I said, my voice still rough with emotion but firm and unyielding, surprising even me.

My stepmom said nothing, but her expression told me everything. Her eyelids fluttered as she knelt beside my bed 
and I took the chance to shift over, pulling my pillow onto my side, further blocking Ally in. Mom licked her lips as she slid a hand up and gathered the sheet in her fingers. Her eyes darted up to mine nervously as her warm flesh grazed down my chest and abs, but those eyelids fluttered again as my hardness snapped into view.

My cock rose like a spear of flesh into the air, hard as steel. She stared at it with a hungry gleam in her eyes as I swung my ankles off the mattress and sat there. For one long second, it felt like the entire world hung in the balance, and if it tilted one way, I’d wake from this perfect dream and if it went the other way… my brain couldn’t even comprehend that reality as it took place.

“You’re gorgeous, David,” Mom said, sending a shiver through me as she echoed my sister from minutes before. “May I… kiss it?”

“Take off your top first,” I ordered, loving the flash of pleasure on her face as she reached up and finished unbuttoning the loose top. My eyes must have been saucers as she spread the top shyly and I beheld those magnificently massive breasts. They hung with a weight that drew the eye, pale and smooth, capped in large pale areolae and little inverted nipples.

“Better than I dreamed,” I breathed, reaching out and caressing the pair, glancing up when Mom sighed gently.

“They’re sensitive,” she said with a little smile.

“I’m going to enjoy that,” I said. “Later.”

Leaning back, I marveled at how relaxed and confident I felt as I raised an eyebrow at her. Mom was breathing heavily, obviously flustered as she pushed her dark hair up, but she grinned and was soon purring in pleasure as she wrapped three tight fingers around the base of my cock and pulled the 
head back toward herself.

“Get to work, Mommy-slave.”

Mom’s eyes flashed up to me at that, just as she pressed her thick lips to the underside of my cock. I watched her pupils dilate, swelling wide as she whimpered ever so softly.

The taste of blood filled my mouth as I bit down on my tongue. The pain and shock the only thing that kept my virgin cock from coating her face in cum right then. There was no fear of losing hardness, not with my gorgeous stepmom’s thick pink tongue sliding up the side of my cock, swirling around the head, and then sucking me into her fiery mouth.

I’d never experienced such all-consuming bliss as when she took me deep into her mouth, cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard. Her eyes flashed back up to mine as she began slowly swirling her tongue around the head as she bobbed gently. My thighs flexed and my whole body went tense at the sensation, and she grinned around my cock, lips curling up at the edges.

Then I lost all sense of time and place as her hands came into the mix and her head began swiveling gently side to side as she sucked me. My fingers were in her hair, not forcing her head down, for she needed no encouragement in her efforts to take as much of my cock into her mouth as possible. But just to feel the connection.

Looking down, I sighted her massive breasts swaying and the curving sweep from her narrow waist to wide hips, and no amount of biting my tongue would delay the gigantic orgasm rushing through me.

“I’m cummminggg!” I bellowed and Mom moaned out in desperate pleasure, the wet sloshing sounds sending me over the edge and into the stratosphere.

Waves of pleasure swept through me as the toe-curling orgasm took long moments to die down. The first thing to make its way through the whiteness of my thoughts was the intense sensations still radiating from my crotch and when I sat up on the bed and looked down, I saw Mom still moaning in pleasure as she sucked and licked my softening cock.

Slowly she came back to herself, blinking and looking up at me as she sat back on her haunches and I sat up as well. Instead of shame or embarrassment in her expression or posture, she sat straight-backed and proud, sweeping her hair back over one shoulder as she sighed gently.

“That,” I said with a shaky voice and a dumb grin slipping onto my face, “was the greatest gift I’ve ever gotten.”

“Christmas isn’t over yet,” Mom said with a wink as she stood smoothly and took up her shirt. “Maybe we can find time tomorrow to add to your wishlist.”

“I expect you in here first thing in the morning,” I said as she opened the door.

Mom paused and glanced back with a naughty grin on her face. “Before or after you wake?”

“Surprise me,” I said, offering her a wink as she closed the door.

I heard her throaty chuckle as she headed down the hall, and I breathed out a deep sigh and shook my head in amazement.





Chapter 8









“
H

oly shit!” Ally hissed from behind me.

“What the fuck,” I said, turning as she crawled out of the space. “Did you two take the same drug or something?”

Ally’s expression was unusually serious as she sat cross-legged on my mattress and glanced in the direction of Mom’s room. She took a long moment before responding as I pulled my boxers back on and sat against the headboard.

“Perhaps we came to the same conclusion for different reasons,” Ally finally said with a slight frown. “I love you, Dave, but you’ve never felt like a brother, you know? You were always that dorky younger kid who hung out around the house… I don’t know what I thought, but it was just going to be a fling before you head off to school and I head to a career… marriage… kids… then I’ll get fat and die.” She laughed softly, but it wasn’t an amused laugh.

“Were you going to ask me what I wanted?” I asked, not angry, simply curious.

“I know what you want, Dave,” Ally said with a smirk. “You go to an all-boys school, and you’ve never been to a house party. If you go to Stanford like that, you’re going to have the worst first year ever. Not anymore, I guess… shit dude… Mom just 
blew you! And I watched it!”

“You did?” I asked surprised. “I didn’t think you could see.”

“I wasn’t going to look, but once I heard you order her…” Ally flashed a grin, her nipples hardening against the thin-strapped little shirt she wore. “That was fucking hot… I can still hear you ordering her in my mind… fucking Mom… wild.”

“It was,” I said, nodding as the memories floated back up in my head. Glancing at the door nervously, I said, “How are you going to get out without her seeing?”

“I’ll just have to stay in here for a couple of hours,” she said, grin deepening.

“Ally,” I said, my tone warning, but she shook her head and sat forward, whispering fiercely and cutting me off.

“I heard, she’s in love with you, but I don’t care.” Her eyes fell down to the growing bulge in my boxers. “I was supposed to give you your first blowjob, and she stole that from me… Looks like I’m going to have to steal another of your firsts.”

“Ally!” I hissed, but my attempt to pry her hands off me as she removed my boxers was half-hearted and when we fell onto the mattress, our fingers intertwined and our lips found one another’s.

Ally tried pushing me onto my back, but I was having none of it. I could not pass up the chance to cherish every second as I peeled her clothes off one by one. Her fingers tangled in my hair as she guided me while I kissed and sucked her breasts, first one then the other in equal measure, then she pressed my head down, directing my mouth lower, like an overeager frat boy.

Coaxing me along with gentle guidance, I was soon kissing softly down her lips and dipping my tongue within to taste her. 
Licking up, I swirled my tongue around her clit in slow steady circles then down in as deep as it could go to lick her juices. Sweeping my tongue back up, I swirled it faster as Ally grabbed my pillow and pressed it to her face, her whimpers of pleasure stifled as I slid a finger in to tease the rough patch just behind her clit. That sent her over the moon and the world went silent as her thighs clamped down on either side of my head, jerking me left and right.

“Too much,” she breathed, pulling me up when I tried to lick her some more. “Mm-hmm, you’re talented.” She grinned into our kiss, surprising me with her readiness to taste herself as her tongue slipped into my mouth and her hand reached down to stroke my cock slowly. “Better than some of my sorority sisters and they’re elite.”

“Your…” I swallowed and Ally laughed, a throaty purr that sent a shiver down my spine as she rolled atop me, pressing her lips to my ear. “You’re going to fuck Mom… aren’t you?”


Planting her hands to either side of my head, she stared down at me with that intense look of hers as she slowly ground her wetness down my shaft. Sliding my hands up her thighs, I gripped my stepsister’s narrow waist and looked up at her, meeting her eyes as I pushed her back down, angling my dick up into her.

“Tell me,” Ally hissed, and there was real desperation in her voice, actual pleading in her eyes. “Please.”

“I want to,” I breathed, the admission breaking open a dam I’d barricaded shut. “So fucking bad I want to, you can’t even comprehend how much I… ohhh Jesus, Ally… oh fuck that feels so good.”

“Does it, little brother?” she asked, grin sharpening as my face twisted in pleasure. “That’s only the tip… just wait for… oh 
fuck… you’re so thick… slow… go slow… oh god…. Hmmm!”

Our lips found one another as we slowly ground our hips together. The feel of her sex gripping my cock was like a soft warm heaven enfolding me, but in slow inches as she took me into her a bit at a time. She coated me in her juices, whimpering as a little more than half of my cock was in her.

“I’m cumming, oh baby, hold me… tight… I’m…”

I held her against me, golden curls falling about my face as she shook in orgasm. Her pussy tightened around my cock, the walls shivering. It was all I could do when I felt her pussy milking me gently to keep from fucking her hard, but I’d seen how sensitive she got after an orgasm earlier and I held myself back as much as possible letting my hands wander around to cup her breasts, massaging them gently as Ally caught her breath.

A few seconds later she raised her head and flashed me a tremulous smile, cheeks splotchy red, and sighed warmly as she shifted her hips again, grinding her sex slowly up and down my cock.

“I’ve never cum from penetration, little brother
,” she purred into my ear. “You’re touching places that have never been touched before
.”

I could tell from the way she kept using the word that it was an added taboo thrill for her. Gripping her firm ass in one hand, I reached up and cupped one breast, drawing the large firm nipple into my mouth. Ally had smaller breasts than her mom, firm and supple C cups, and her nipples were hard little mounds like Hershey’s kisses, aching to be sucked.

She rode me with delicious slowness as my hands roamed and explored her body. Ally seemed to take special delight in riding me with an arched back, breasts standing out proudly as her ass slammed back into my crotch. She watched me with 
intense passion as the orgasm swept through me and our lips met in breathy, shaky kisses as she came with my cum flooding her depths.

True to her word, Ally slipped out of my room hours later, but not before we lay for a long time together cuddling, kissing, and gently exploring one another’s bodies. She seemed fascinated with my dick while I wanted to write poems about her naked body under the moonlight. The air was too cold for me to enjoy the sight of her for too long, but I took her once more doggy-style before she left.

After I persisted, she admitted it was her favorite position, and I took her bent over the desk, because it made almost no noise even when I hammered into her hard. Ally came several times before I filled her with cum again. I couldn’t tell how many, because at one point they seemed to roll one into another. She especially liked it when I took a firm grip on her hair or neck and held her in place as I fucked her, and I made a mental note to remember that as I passed out.

I made sure to yank off my sheets and stuff them in the laundry before rolling into my comforter. If I woke up at dawn like normal and my mom was in my room, then this all wouldn’t have been a dream, I told myself as I drifted off to sleep.





Chapter 9









W

hen I woke, rolling onto my back, I sighed in sadness then jerked to the side when I blinked open my eyes and saw Mom suddenly looming above me. She lay on her side, elbow out and head resting in one hand as she stared down at me with a bemused grin.

“Morning sleepyhead.” She grinned. “The sun’s nearly over the horizon. You’re late.”

“Oh shit,” I said, sitting up and thinking of the animals.

“Relax,” she said. “I hauled water to the coop and fed the chickens, and the wood box is still full. Come on back to bed.”

She patted the mattress beside her, and I lay back down, all too aware of my nakedness. Her eyes alighted on my morning wood and she grinned like a girl as she wiggled up to my side.

“Last night wasn’t a dream?” I asked, reaching out and running a shaky hand over her hip and down into the crook of her side.

“Do you want it to be?” she asked me.

“No,” I said with a shake of my head, “I want it to last forever.”

“That is one thing that can’t happen… Ohh… no matter what 
we might want… You’ll find a girl your age… ahhhhh… mm-hmm… ohh you know just where to touch me.” She turned into my lips, moaning softly as I caressed her massive breasts, hefting their weight and running a thumb over an inverted nipple. Rolling the nipple between thumb and finger elicited a deeper throaty moan from her and her hand trembled as it reached beneath the sheet and found my cock stiff. “Please… I need you…”

She drew me between her legs, and I looked down into her eyes, feeling a chill run through me that had nothing to do with the sensation of her soft fingers on my cock. As I brushed the dark hair away from her face, she blushed, the emotions plain in both of us, and then her legs curled around my thighs and her grin grew hungry as she drew me in.

“Oh god…” she moaned as I slid into her soft depths.

With long steady strokes, I worked my cock into her, awed by the incredible feeling so alike and yet so different from my stepsister. Mom’s heels dug into my ass, pulling me deeper and deeper with each thrust until I felt her nails dig into the back of my arms as she shook in orgasm beneath me.

Her teeth clenched as she clung to me and I to her, but unlike Ally, Mom didn’t want me to stop fucking her. Her hips thrust and her heels pulled tight against me as I began hammering into her with harder and faster thrusts.

“Yes!” she hissed into my lips, breaking a wet and passionate kiss. “Take me… oh god… fuck Mommy, baby… fuck me… Jesus… again!”

We lost ourselves in the moment as I felt my balls tightening. At the last moment, I thought to pull out, but Mom wasn’t having any of it. Locking her ankles, she hissed in pleasure as I flooded her with blast after blast of hot cum, sending her over 
the edge again.

Collapsing into a sweaty heap of limbs and heaving chests, I pulled her into my arms, unsure of what the future would bring but excited and nervous.

“This will go down as the best Christmas ever,” I said, pushing the dark locks from her face as she grinned back.

“I agree,” my stepmom purred into my neck, “but we have another hour before your sister wakes up… is there anything you’d like to do in the meantime?”

She giggled in a most unladylike fashion as I propped her up on a couple of pillows and drew her massive breasts up and around my cock. Mom had never done this before, but after a few seconds of my thick cock sliding between her sensitive breasts, she was wiggling in place.

Reaching back I slipped a finger into her dripping sex, teasing her as she took over pressing her massive breasts around my cock. Her eyes danced as her tongue snaked out and teased the slit when the head poked through. That drove me crazy, and as heavenly as titty-fucking her big breasts was, I needed more. Growling, I ordered her to flip over, and she responded with a yelp of delight, heedless of the noise as she pressed her wide ass back into me.

Like Ally, Mom came in buckets when I took her hard from behind, but nothing prepared me for the sight of her massive breasts swaying—the nipples so large that they were pressed into the mattress—the weight of them shifting with every thrust into her tightness. Mom watched me fucking her in my closet mirror, and I watched her tits and face twisting in pleasure each time she came.

The lovemaking from minutes before had become raw fucking as I slipped a hand down to cup one massive breast. I drew 
her back into me, balancing on our knees as she twisted and kissed me, our tongues desperately seeking one another’s mouths as we both came at the same time.

Twenty minutes later, Mom slipped out of my room to make breakfast, giving me one of her special little smiles before closing the door. I had five seconds of pure bliss before a wash of anxiety rushed through me.

What would happen when Mom found out about Ally? I thought to myself. That was a powder keg waiting to happen—like their epic fights during Ally’s teenage years but supercharged with jealousy. The fear didn’t fade easily, but every time I remembered the feel and smell of her, the way she touched me so kind and loving but needy at the same time… I found it hard to remember why I’d felt anxious.

I was in the shower when the bathroom door opened and someone sat down on the toilet brushing her teeth. That could only be one person, and sure enough, Ally pushed open the glass shower door, letting in a blast of cold air.

“Hey,” I said, “water’s going to splash everywhere.”

“Not if you don’t splash it everywhere,” she said. “Besides, I like the steam.”

Her attention wasn’t focused on her tooth brushing, though, as her eyes watched my cock swinging from side to side. I let the little flush of pleasure and pride register this time, beginning to believe it now.

“I did it,” I said, and Ally gave a little shake of her head, pulling herself out of her reverie and blinking rapidly up at me, eyes widening. “This morning.” Holding up two fingers I winked, and she snorted in laughter.

“Wait here,” she said, popping up and running out of the 
bathroom quickly.

I cursed and pulled the glass door closed, but she was back a moment later, shucking her long shirt and panties. I swallowed hard to see her naked under the bright bathroom lights.

“She’s on the patio, sweeping off snow,” Ally said. “Move over, quick!”

She hopped in the shower, and I shivered as she got under the water, pushing me out from beneath the spray. Any complaints I had died down, however, when my stepsister turned and her pale blue eyes sparkled up at me. I grinned, my eyes eating up the sight of her slender body and perfectly shaped tits.

“Tell me all about it,” Ally purred, letting me turn her around and then pushing her ass back into me.

I had to bend my knees in order to slide into her and the water splashed into my face off her back and sides, but I couldn’t complain as her heavenly tightness gripped me and my hands ran up and down her body.

In quick little gasps, I told her about the morning, the retelling of it almost wilder than the experience. But Ally was back to her old teasing ways, and once she’d cum hard on my cock, she slipped off it, planting a lingering kiss on my cheek then patting it gently before slipping out of the shower. I could only grimace in annoyance until I stepped out and saw that she’d stolen my towel and clothes.

The bathroom door was open and the snowblower was still roaring outside so I sprinted to my room. When I passed Ally’s door, I spotted her bent over the edge of her bed, flashing me her perfect pale ass. Slamming her door shut behind me, I pounced on her tight little body and growled in delight as my cock dug into her.

Ally’s cry of pleasure cut off as I pushed her face into the mattress, causing her to scream all the harder. The sound of the snowblower was on the far side of the house so I didn’t worry about being caught, although the thrill added to the excitement.

It was only as my orgasm was hitting me and Ally’s nails were digging into my forearm that I noticed the engine was off and I couldn’t be sure how long it had been.

“Fuuuugghhh!” Ally cried into the mattress as I tried to stifle my groan of pleasure.

My heart hammering, I breathed a sigh of relief a moment later when the engine started back up. Ally fell over, giggling at the look on my face when she glanced back. I grabbed the wet clothes she’d stolen as I hurried out of there.
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“
T

he ice rink is open today!” Mom shouted from the front of the house ten minutes later, after I’d changed and tidied my room. “Either of you want to go?”

“Yeah!’ I replied.

“I’m down!” Ally called out at the same time, flashing me a grin as we stepped out of our rooms, pulling on snow coats.

“It really will be like old times.” Mom beamed when we all piled into the car. “Should we stop for hot cocoa and donuts on the way back?”

“Why not?” Ally said, flicking open her phone as I drove through the snow covering our long drive.

“I need to get the blower out here,” I said with a frown as the Range Rover rumbled over lumps of fresh snow, “before it’s an ice sheet.”

“I’ll hire someone,” Mom said. “You can worry about it after the break. I told you, this week is all about letting us take care of you.”

“Yeah, little bro,” Ally said, leaning forward in the back seat, “just let Mom and me take care of you… all day and night 
long.”

I wished I could have kicked her but settled on giving her a warning look. Unfortunately, Mom caught the glance and turned a suspicious frown on Ally.

“Put on a Christmas station,” Ally said before Mom could hop on us. “Might as well get into a cheerful mood before we go smash our butts into ice.”

Ally joked, but she was one of the best skaters in town. She wasn’t good enough to enter national competitions, but she’d placed high in every qualifier and state championship. Mom was less sure of herself on the ice and stayed with me, her feet slipping forward to back every few feet until she finally gave it up and got herself a glass of wine from the concession stand and sat watching Ally and I skate.

My sister might be a brat at the best of times, but she moves across ice like a fish moves through water. I’ve never been a great skater, but three years of junior ice hockey kept me from making a fool of myself as I skated around the rink with her. All eyes were on Ally, though, in her black tights and red checkered skirt. With the white fur lining her jacket and her blonde hair flowing behind her, she looked like some nymph out of a fairy tale.

“Dave!” Turning, I spotted Carl holding onto the wall as he made his way around and onto the ice.

“Let me check on my friend,” I said to Ally who finally released my hand.

The moment I left her, she was swarmed by grown men who had just happened to be skating a few feet behind her. I left her to ignore the dirty dads on her own and found Carl already on his ass at the entrance to the ice.

“Come on,” I said, hauling him up, “get up before your ass freezes to the ground.”

“It can’t do that,” he said, but I noticed that he struggled harder to climb up. “Dude… your sister has never looked hotter.”

I turned and watched Ally skate by, her laughter ringing out over the Christmas music and chatter of people. She flashed me a bright grin and waved, then flipped so she was skating backward and threw me a lascivious wink and a sexy wave before spinning and skating away.

“You can say that again,” I said as I watched her skate off.

“What happened?” I asked him as he continued to attempt to skate, one hand on the low wall and the other holding my arm. “I thought you were supposed to be at your grandparents.”

“Storm’s going to be too big,” he said, glancing up. “Didn’t you hear? Supposed to be the storm of the century. Just blew in from the west.”

The falling snow had begun to thicken and the wind was picking up. Glancing over to where Carl had looked, I saw dark clouds in the near distance, through the swirl of snow.

“Dave!” Ally shouted as she slid to a stop beside me. “Come on, the snow’s amazing!”

“I’m hanging out with my friend,” I said.

“You can spare Dave for a bit, right?” Ally asked him, directing the full force of her amazing smile and charm at my dumpy little friend and making him melt on the spot.

“No, it’s… okay,” Carl’s voice cut off in a strangled little wheeze when Ally beamed and took my hand.

“See ya, Carl!” I shouted back as we skated off.

He offered me a weak smile and a firm thumbs up, but his attention was locked on Ally’s tight rear, not me. As we skated around, Ally showing me up with spins and twirls as she laughed in the snow, I noticed that she wasn’t the only one getting attention. Many of the men were staring at me with envious looks, while a few of the younger girls I knew from town were doing the same to Ally.

I’d never felt attention like that, and I noticed immediately how addictive it was. More powerful than pot or any other drug, and it gave me some perspective into why Ally was such a brat at times. Looking around, I spotted Mom leaning over the rail and watching us skate with a beatific smile on her face. She waved when she saw me looking, and my heart swelled to see her.

There was no doubt that Ally was the sexiest woman in that place, but my eyes and heart were trapped in only one woman’s hands. The snow began picking up into legitimate flurries so we left the ice soon after and took off our skates. When we bundled into the car, the windows fogged up immediately while we waited for the defroster to work.

“We have time for hot chocolate still?” Ally asked, taking out her phone. “I didn’t realize the storm would be this big. It looks like we might get snowed in for a couple of days.”

“We should be able to make it,” I said, pulling out of the parking lot and making my way through downtown. The streets were empty with the traffic lights all blinking red as powder piled up in drifts before storefronts.

“It will be a white Christmas,” Mom said excitedly. “How many years since we had one? Four? Five?”

“I can’t even remember,” I said. Then pulling into the shop’s small parking lot, I frowned at its dark interior. “Looks like 
they’re closed.”

“Let me check,” Ally said, hopping out of the back seat.

She pushed open the door and waved us in.

“You stay here with the engine on and the heater running,” Mom said, grabbing her purse. “I’ll grab you a large hot chocolate.”

She moved to lean over and give me a kiss and I moved to do the same, the motions automatic and natural until we both froze at the last moment and pulled back. Mom blushed a deep shade of red when she saw Ally raising her eyebrows at us.

“Be right back,” Mom said before slipping out of the Range Rover and hurrying toward Ally.

A seed of unease grew in my belly when I saw Ally’s knowing grin. She said something to Mom when they were stepping into the shop that made her freeze, then they were both inside and I was left to wonder what they were talking about. I sat there sweating but not from the heater for the next five minutes until the pair scurried out of the shop holding a tray of drinks and a bag of pastries. The two were thick as thieves as they slipped into the back seat.

Frowning, I looked in the rearview mirror. “Don’t one of you want to ride up here with me?”

“We’re in the middle of something,” Ally said, handing me my drink. “Turn the music up. We don’t want you eavesdropping.”

I frowned but adjusted the volume as Ally had asked while they pressed their heads together, talking excitedly. Occasionally Mom or Ally would shoot me a meaningful stare in the mirror, but I had no idea what they meant and more and more I had to keep my concentration on the road.

By the time we pulled into the driveway, the snow had piled up in drifts against the fences and it was coming down so hard the wipers couldn’t keep the windshield clear.

“Go check on the chickens, David,” Mom said, “and see to the chores. Ally and I have something to get ready.”

“I should shovel the walkway clear too,” I said, peering out at the coop and not looking forward to the work in the driving snow.

“Don’t take too long,” Ally said as they hopped out of the back seat. “Or we’ll get started without you.”

“You better save me some food,” I grumbled as I climbed out after them.

“Typical man,” Ally said to Mom, “only thinking with his stomach.”

I frowned after them, but neither glanced back, huddling together as they hurried inside. Pulling on my gloves, I went to get the shovel, eager to let the work warm me up. The chickens were nestled in the coop and didn’t even stir when I peeked in to check on them until I tossed two handfuls of grains across the ground. Then they roused themselves to chomp on the food, eager for the warmth of digestion.

As I finished up, I thought about my day and how incredibly it had started. This afternoon had been one of the nicest and most comfortable times we’d all spent together, and I could only pray the truth of what I’d been up to with both of them didn’t come out and ruin everything.

Pushing down my worries, I brushed the snow off of my coat and hung it up. Then I kicked more snow off of my boots before pulling them off and dropping them in the mudroom as I stepped into the warm dark house. The place was silent and 
still, except for the warm glow of a fire burning in the living room.

“Mom?” I called as I hung my coat up. “Ally?”

“We’re in here,” Mom called from the living room, and I heard Ally giggling in nervous excitement and Mom shushing her quietly as I entered the room.





Chapter 11









T

he living room was filled with warmth and light. In addition to a roaring fire in the fireplace, there were a good two dozen candles burning around the room. The golden glows joined with the twinkling Christmas tree lights to create a warm, festive air. Then I spotted the pair of them, standing with their arms around each other’s shoulders, each with a leg cocked forward and nervous but hopeful grins on their faces.

It wasn’t the beautiful women’s faces that arrested me in place and stole the breath from my lungs, but the giant red bows placed right above the treasures between their legs and the strips of fat red ribbon circling their breasts.

My eyes danced across their pale naked flesh wrapped up like presents, and I couldn’t hide the wolfish grin that spread across my face as I walked toward them on shaky legs.

“Mom heard us this afternoon,” Ally said, her voice a throaty purr that sent shivers throughout me. “And when she said she didn’t mind… I proposed we give you a… special Christmas present. One none of us will ever forget.”

“Mom?” I asked, my eagerness and desire tempered by the genuine love I felt for her.

“Is this what you want David?” Her eyes were filled with love 
and more than a little nervous excitement if I read the hardness of her pale normally inverted nipples, right. “There won’t be anything inappropriate… I hope you know… but when I heard you two earlier…”

Mom gave a little shiver of pleasure, and I stepped forward quickly, slipping an arm around her naked waist and shivering myself at the feel of her pressed against me as I kissed her deeply. Drawing Ally close with the other arm, I broke the kiss with Mom, throat tight with angst as I looked from my mom to my sister.

The pair smiled at one another. Then Ally looked up, and I was lost in her eyes, our lips finding one another’s in a warm kiss filled with nearly as much emotion. Fingers plucked at my shirt, pulling it out of my pants as Ally and I continued to kiss. I was shocked by my stepmom’s eagerness and further shocked when her hand slipped into my pants once the fly was undone.

I groaned in pleasure as she ran a hand along my cock, nipping at my neck and kissing it. Those massive breasts being held back by ribbon broke free once we embraced, and I gathered one up and rolled the firm pale nipple between my lips. And then, even as I was loving how Mom responded to my caress, my enjoyment was intensified by the feeling of Ally slithering down my body.

Mom pushed me back, grinning mischievously as my groan of disappointment turned into a grunt of desire as she slowly shimmied the ribbon down over her hips, peeling off the bow as she did, and knelt smoothly beside Ally. Her eyes were locked on the lump in my pants as my sister dragged down my slacks. Then giggling in nearly identical tones, they both slipped their cool fingers in the waistband of my boxers and removed those as well.

Both knelt for a long second, staring at my massive cock as it 
bobbed with my heartbeat, its shaft throbbing gently. They reached up at the same time and flinched back, grinning at one another as Mom leaned forward and planted a gentle kiss on the tip, then pulled in Ally to do the same on the shaft.

They began slowly at first but quickly gained confidence as they licked, kissed, and sucked me deep in turn. They didn’t touch one another, but I was shocked at how comfortable they grew and how much they seemed to enjoy watching the other tease me to the point of exploding before backing off. The pair edged me several times before I could take no more.

“Cum for us, Dave,” Ally whispered, one hand stroking me quickly. “Coat us in cum from this big, beautiful cock!”

“Cum, baby,” Mom purred, her thick lips teasing the head and her pink tongue dancing around the underside. “Cum for Mommy.”

The look of intense lust in her eyes on top of the sensations rushing through me was too much, and with a bellow of pleasure, my cock gushed forth a massive load of cum. My knees grew weak, and I nearly fell over, but I was barely aware as the largest orgasm I’d ever experienced in my life, by a wide margin, rolled through me in waves of bliss.

The pair pulled me down onto the thick rug before the fire with them, and I was lost in touching, caressing, and kissing their bodies. Under the warm firelight, with the snow falling outside blanketing the world in pristine beauty, we made passionate love together.

It was hard to tell where one person ended and another began as limbs intertwined and I sank into dripping wetness. I gripped hips and firm asses in turn, cupping breasts and trading kisses of equal passion. The women took their turns, each tapping out once they’d grown sore or overly sensitive as 
I pulled another beneath me or bent her over, taking her with hard thrusts from behind.

Near midnight, we found ourselves in the kitchen, eating pastries and drinking wine. At first, we spoke awkwardly about what we’d done. But then Ally told a rude joke and the tension was broken and we were all laughing easily.

It wasn’t until I pressed Mom against the sink, unable to keep my hands off her body, and she drew Ally over, pressing my stepsister down and watching with me as Ally sucked me off, that I realized how fully things had changed. Ever the arbiter of fairness, once I’d coated Ally’s pretty face in a small load of cum, I laid her out on the counter, my face between her thighs as I feasted on her hairless slit, Mom’s gentle hand stroking me off below.

The storm raged outside, the worst in living memory, but inside our home, the three of us forged stronger bonds than we’d ever known before and allowed one another to explore in ways we’d never dreamed of.





Epilogue









A

lly moved out two years later, as we all knew she would. She found a job in the city and got a place there, meeting a nice guy at her company and marrying a couple of years later. Our fling continued that winter and on and off over the next year, but it was my stepmom who’d trapped my heart and who wore my collar.

The next few years after that wild Christmas were a busy time for me, but I had a new lease on life and a better perspective.

I found myself in a happier mood, eager once again to throw myself into my studies, and I owed it all to the two women who meant the most to me in the world. Both Mom and Ally were there during those difficult years, but it was Mom above all who I leaned on and who leaned on me.

When I got accepted into a medical school back east, she moved with me, setting up a real estate company in town and living with me as my girlfriend. The years have been wonderful, and we’re both praying for a little bundle of joy once things have finally settled down and I’ve begun my practice. It took her some time to fully accept her submissive nature, but once she began to embrace it, we had a magical time in our new town. But perhaps that story is best told another time.

THE END
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