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STEP MOTHER'S LOVE

COLLECTION

Raven Black


CHAPTER ONE

HELEN

Helen swiped her fingers over her pussy lips slowly and in a wide circle. She licked her fingers and immediately brought her moist finger tips back to her pussy. Her thick thighs spread with one leg on top of an arm of her couch. She watched the porn video that played on her laptop, the light being the only thing that illuminated her in the darkness of the living room.

It was late, at just after midnight. With darkness blanketing her neighborhood, Helen closed the blinds on the living room windows but not all the way. It was always an added thrill that while she masturbated in her open living room that perhaps a passerby outside might catch a glimpse of her fucking herself.

She wasn’t sure if a man would even be attracted to what they saw, it had been so long since she had been with a man. Her husband passed away in a car accident 5 years ago and she hadn’t been with another man since. She did go on a date once, maybe 3 years ago. A man from her book club. It never went anywhere because she saw the look in Jake’s eyes when she told him she had gone on a date.

He was supportive and encouraging, and Jake said he was happy for her, but there was something in her stepson’s eyes that told her it hurt him to see her moving on. Jake had always been so close to his father and his death was a weight for both Jake and Helen. Over the years they had bonded more because of it. But Helen decided it was best not to date anyways. At 44 years old she wasn’t quite the knockout she once was and after having two kids of her own who now are grown and have families of their own, Helen was now considered a curvy lady.

Her heavy breasts were thick with small stretch marks on the side, she didn’t have much of a tummy but her ass was round and her thighs were thick where here weight had gathered. She had found comments on women online with similar bodies to here’s that say they’re ‘sexy’ or ‘thick’ but in Helen’s mind she wasn’t sexy unless she became a size 4 again.

Brushing her blond hair to the side, Helen started to push two fingers in and out of her pussy. Slowly, at first, to keep pace with the young man fucking the woman on the video. Her lips oozed with juices now as Helen felt her cheeks go 
flush and breathing increase. She was completely naked and cupped her large breast with one hand lifting it up she rubbed her nipple over and over.

Helen had done her best to put her stepson out of her mind right now, but it wasn’t entirely possible. It was passed midnight on Friday night and she still hadn’t heard from Jake. He was supposed to come over around 8 or 9 and stay the weekend, but he never showed. Helen texted him a bit ago but he didn’t respond. Helen figured Jake ended up having more than just a couple celebratory drinks with his friends is all. He has said they wanted to take him out for a beer or two after work to celebrate him making Senior Associate. It was a long time coming and he worked so hard for it. She was happy for him even if it meant one less night to spend hanging out with him.

Helen gave up on her stepson’s arrival at midnight and closed the curtains for some fun before going to bed. Wine always made her extra randy. And accidentally while waiting for her stepson she finished off a bottle by herself. With red cheeks, her eyes half opened and closed under the dazing intoxication.

“Ohhhh...” Helen moaned to herself as she watched the young man snarl as he fucked the curvy woman from behind. He slapped the girl’s ass so Helen smacked her inner thigh as she fucked herself.

The excitement hit her in waves. Like she could feel the flood of endorphins shooting up her spine and soaking her brain. Her whole body rocked as her eyes glanced to the black corner of the window that was exposed. She bit her lip imagining a man outside the window stroking his shaft as he watched her finger herself. The thought was electrifying but false.

Truly she didn’t want a creepy guy spying on her just like she truly didn’t want her stepson to fuck her which is what the porn she watched was. It was a young hard body man fucking a curvy mature woman who was supposed to be his stepmother. It was fantasy and a sexy one at that. It had clung to her these past few years and she had found all of her favorite videos online.

“Oh god- yes,” Helen moaned as she bounced. Her breasts bounced wildly on her chest. She grabbed one of her nipples and lifted it to her mouth to suck on as she circled her clit. The feeling was overwhelming as she panted.

“Yess... cum inside me...” she moaned to no one. “Cum inside-”

The knocking at the door startled her stiff. She tried to cover herself but there was nothing to cover herself with. At first Helen worries it was coming from the living room window. But then the slow knock came again from the side door.

It must be Jake.


CHAPTER TWO

JAKE

Jake could barely see as his eyes drooped and struggled to stay open. The rideshare driver kept looking back at him as if to see if he was going to puke. Jake was shit faced but he wouldn’t puke. Not tonight. Tomorrow morning he will probably, but tonight he was just an incoherent drunk. Jake had never done that before. Going to the bar and getting hammered by himself. It didn’t feel nearly as pathetic as he thought, but then again, even if he did feel pathetic who would he drink with? All his ‘friends’ abandoned him with the promotion that he had stolen from him.

Fucking piece of shit.

Two years of grinding everyday. 60, 70, 80 hour work weeks. It all was supposed to be worth it because of today, because of the promotion he had earned
. Hours were supposed to normalize, some. His friendships were going to solidify. Maybe he and his girlfriend was going to become more serious? His career was going to be established. And then in an instant, an outside hire swooped in and within a month he stole it all away.

He looked at his phone and couldn’t read the screen. He wanted to text Lexi, his girlfriend, and let her know he was coming over. The last thing she texted him as he arrived at the bar earlier in the evening was that she thought they should, ‘take a break.’

Jake had laughed and begun his drinking solo. suspicious time for their office romance to take a break. She hooks up with him when he’s a rising star, next in line to make partner- then, the very day his position is stolen from his grasp she thinks its time to take a break? Jake decided then it was time to start ordering double whiskeys.

Jake thought of Aaron Thomas and sneered as he struck the door with his fist.

“Hey, buddy, you gotta cut that out,” the driver warned.

Jake murmured to himself ignoring the driver. Aaron was a first year associate who was hired after him and was a half asser. Every research assignment and document he was told to do was ignored for days while he smooth talked other 
first years, clerks, and paralegals in the building. Every girl would swoon and blush at Aaron’s height or chiseled muscles and distinguished jaw. Women would end up scrambling to finish his assignments for him, even other men helped him out who were clearly trying to become a part of his entourage.

That’s the way of the world. He was an attractive guy with swagger, people knew he was going places and would rather be in his shadow than in his way. Jake on the other hand was a grinder. Boots to the ground. Put in the hours and get the job done quietly and often by yourself. Always has been, always will be. He definitely was not ugly, either. With soft features and an average look about him, he had always been considered a normal guy. But normal guys don’t collect an entourage. Especially when Aaron steals your research and briefs then your promotion.

Hm. He’ll probably steal my girlfriend next- well, ex-girlfriend, now.

“Hey man, we’re here,” the driver announced as they stopped.

“Where... where’s this?”

“This is the address you gave me, bro.”

Jake didn’t care. He didn’t care about anything. He got out of the car and nearly fell. It was raining hard. He could barely see as he stepped and bobbed back and forth to the door. How he found the door he didn’t know but when he knocked on it he was surprised. His vision was a messy of blues but the face he saw and the voice he heard was that of his girlfriend, Lexi.


CHAPTER THREE

HELEN

“Jake! You’re soaking wet! Come in here,” Helen pulled her son inside by his shoulder. His lumbering broad shoulders swayed as he stumbled inside.

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to- I didn’t want to…Lexi, I’m um-” Jake drunkenly mumbled. Helen’s caught some of his words but not all as she helped his drenched suit jacket off of him. She didn’t have much time to throw on clothes so Helen only tossed on a light purple top, but didn’t have time for a bra, and a pair of black yoga pants that clung to her thick thighs and round butt.

“What happened to you? Where’s your friends? They let you leave this drunk?” Helen said a bit angry.

“No, no, I’m fine I’m fine…” Jake leaned on the counter. “I lost the… the… promotion… someone else got it better…”

“Oh honey, I’m so so sorry,” Helen hugged her son standing on her tippy toes as she wrapped around her neck. Her large breasts pressed against his chest. He held her and was mumbling other words about Lexi, his girlfriend. She couldn’t understand him and definitely thought he needed some sleep.

“Here, let me help,” Helen offered. she undid his tie and un buttoned his blue shirt that was soaked through. Putting it with his suit jacket near the door Jake stood in his wet suit pants and moist under shirt. She got him a white bathroom towel and guided him to the living room.

Jake dabbed his face with the towel as they sat on the couch and almost immediately he laid down like a kid with his head in Helen’s lap. It was heart breaking for Helen. If Jake didn’t get this promotion he must be so devastated. Part of her was glad he was so drunk they couldn’t talk about it because she didn’t know what to say or do to make him feel better.

Jake’s head nuzzled in Helen’s lap. He pulled the warm towel around his shivering shoulders. Suspecting she was going to be there for a bit, Helen put her feet up on the leg rest and laid back as she brushed Jake’s bare shoulder some. Jake mumbled something but all Helen could make out was “….smell… Lexi…”

Cynthia is his girlfriend and smell… oh my god…

It didn’t click until she realized how wet her pussy still was from masturbating 
and how her son’s nose basically laid on her crotch that was barely covered by yoga pants. Helen looked over to the nightstand to the side of the couch where her laptop still played the porn video had been watching on mute. She felt the drop in her stomach like she was a child about to be caught looking at naughty pictures by a parent. The laptop was on the other side of the couch out of reach. Jake hadn’t seen it yet, but in order to close the laptop she would have to get him off her lap which would probably alert him to it, so she was stuck.

Jake might’ve fallen asleep for a few minutes but quickly turned and readjust so his face pointed towards her. Helen noted the mere inches that stood between his mouth and her crotch. The proximity made her flush and made her fan her cheeks with her hand.

“Lexi… you wanna… …Lexi?” Jake continued to mumble almost to himself then laugh. It didn’t take long for Helen to realized Jake was so drunk he thought she was his girlfriend. A notion that made Helen giggle since they looked nothing alike. Lexi was a gorgeous, young business woman and a very smart lady. She had met her once for lunch many months ago. He must be even drunker than I thought,
 Helen mused.

It was then Jake began to reach up and deafly cup Helen’s cheek and shoulder, nuzzling his head into her lap he brushed his thumb against her cheek and Helen smiled at how sweet of a boy Jake was. She felt her thoughts wander like a woman’s mind does after she drank a bottle of wine. She was so glad her boy was home.

Jake’s hand rubbed down to her chest, cupping her large breast through her thin shirt. Immediately, Helen’s face turned beat red as she ineffectively pushed her son’s hand away. Her intoxication didn’t give her the dexterity with her hands she thought. Jake smiled under nearly closed eyes as he mumbled his girlfriend’s name again.

“Oh, no, no...” Helen tried to laugh it off as she felt embarrassed for her son when he realized she was his mother and not his girlfriend. “Jake- sweety, I’m not- I’m not- ahhh.” Jake’s drunk fingers had found her pointy nipple through her shirt and pinched and pulled on it just so to cause a dampness form in the crotch of her pants. His thumb dragging messy circles on her nipple over and over again as he mashed her breast into her chest in a wide circle. “Oh my god... sweety, no...” Helen gasped, unconvincingly.

Her hand was on top of Jake’s hand while he massaged her breast slowly but no force was exerted on it. Stuck in a place between wanting him to stop but not at the same time. Too many factors worked against her. Helen was already halfway to 
orgasm from her own doing and her eyes couldn’t quit snapping to the hard and deep fucking scene that played on her laptop. The wine fueled the fire inside her to cum and waned on her inhibitions to make her stepson stop. It had been so long since she had felt someone rub her like this which was the third issue.

Goddam, how is he so good at that.

Jake’s other hand moved to her other breast unattested and made long, warm rubs down the outside of her breasts, pressing them together as he massaged them. Every few rubs he would stop and lift her breasts and rub and tease her hard nipples through her shirt. Over and over again.

Oh my- oh god.... Helen, what are you doing? Ohhh god...

Helen touched her forehead while closing her eyes. She tried to breathe. To focus her thoughts. She tried to rally what little self control she had to stop her stepson from rubbing her breasts.

I’m going to just grab his hands and stop him and stand up so he can’t do any more. I’m going to get him a blanket so he can sleep on the couch and then I’m going to leave to my bedroom. That’s it.

Helen took a deep breath and exhaled hoping to cool her warming cheeks and at the exact moment she looked down, her step son pulled the loose neck of her shirt down so one of her breasts fell from her shirt. Before Helen could react, Jake had wrapped his lips around her nipple.

His warm wet lips closed around her nipple as his tongue lapped back and forth on it. The guttural groan she released surprised even Helen. “Ohhh my god...”

Helen felt her pussy flood as her arms without thought clutched her son to her chest. It was her weakness and easily one of her most erotic areas of her body. Helen’s breath became labored as Jake played with her other nipple through her shirt but sucked harder on her nipple.

“Oh god oh god...” Helen whined to no one. Rational thought was lost on her as she pressed her head back on the couch and gasped. Arching her back she felt Jake bite down on her nipple.

It hit her hard and fast. The jolt ran through her body as her hips writhed and grinded against nothing. Her sex begged for touch as her son teethed on her hard nipple. “Oh god I’m cum- ...fuuuck!” Helen moaned as her hips trembled and the orgasm she started on her was finished by her son and flooded her pussy.

She heard her son’s moan on her nipple. Felt his hot breath and vibrations course through her breast. Helen cupped her forehead with one hand as she tried to gain control of herself. Hands fell from her breast as Jake’s mouth lifted from her nipple.

Oh thank god, he stopped on his own. If he didn’t stop I don’t think I’d have the ability to stop him. It felt. God, it felt so good.

But to her dismay and pleasure Helen felt a sudden movement and and pressure on the crotch of her yoga pants. The a brief tearing of fabric Helen realized her son had found the small finger sized hole in the crotch of her old yoga pants she wore and widened it to expose her whole wet vagina.

“Oh god, honey, wait wait wait wai- oohhhh my god...” Helen groaned as she felt the two fingers he slid easily into her drenched pussy. Helen covered her mouth and her eyes went wide. There was so much worry and conflict in her she could barely breathe.

Helen! This is your son! This is your- oh, yes yes don’t stop!

His fingers pushed deep inside her and dragged out pressing on the roof of his pussy before pushing back inside. Helen kept her eyes closed and her head pressed backwards towards the ceiling. As if seeing it wasn’t her drunk son fingering her would make it better. Between pants she felt Jake pull her other fat and plump breast from the neck of her shirt as his lips closed on that nipple.

“Ahhh! Oh my... oh baby... oh baby please...” the words fell from her lips as her eyes tried to roll backwards. Her pussy had a light trimmed bush, since she never let anyone see it, ridiculously it was something she was self conscious of at that moment as her son filled her up.

Who cares about your bush? That’s your son. Your son is sucking your nipple and finger fucking your pussy, and you’re letting him! Well, technically, he your step son... I mean, it’s not like you gave birth to him.

Oddly, this small rationale was enough. Enough that when her wandering hand closest to Jake began pressing farther down his front, Helen didn’t worry when her fingers found a hard bulge in his still wet suit pants. Her palm closed around his shaft and felt how stiff her son was.

“Ohhhh yes...” she cooed as his tongue slapped her nipple up and down.

And you’re pretty drunk too yourself. Your inhibitions are down. Who can blame you for going in the moment? He’s fingering you so good, how can you stop him?

When one of his hands went down to his pant and unzipped them, Helen didn’t wait for him to finish with the button as she pulled his boxers down and saw his large cock protrude from his pants. Helen’s hand closed around his bare shaft and she felt her son groan into her nipple as he pressed harder into it.

“Ahh ooohhhh,” Helen moaned as she looked down at her son’s cock. She couldn’t believe how big it was, she had to use her whole arm to jerk it from base 
to top. She saw the pre-cum ooze from the tip of it and caught a glimpse of the porn on the laptop behind his cock. It showed the young man bending his stepmother over a kitchen table and fucking her pussy so good she screamed.

In that moment the porn changed to Helen. It wasn’t just a sex scene to get off. It was a dire fantasy to have her son fuck her just like that with his nice big dick.

“Oh, jesus, oh my Ahh ahhh...” Helen moaned as Jake’s fingers went from slow and steady to hard and fast. She forced her thighs open wide, invitingly as he fucked her good with two fingers. She felt his cock flexing in her grip as she stroked it when she could but her pussy was so close.

“Fuck me... oh yes, baby, fuck me just like that...” Helen whimpered. Her fat breasts bounced from the neck of her shirt as she arched her back and writhed. “Ahhh I’m gunna cum I’m gunna cum...”

Helen’s ass clenched and her body went stiff as her eyes fluttered to the back of her eye lids as the orgasm splashed over her. Her breathing froze and for a minute all she heard was the splashing sound as she squirted around Her son’s fingers as the continued to fuck her.

The orgasm was unrelenting. It ebbed and flowed just enough so her diaphragm would stop seizing long enough for her to breathe again, but Jake’s fingers continued to pound her pussy like Helen was his 25 year old girlfriend.

“God- baby, I- oh my god, Jake, I’m- I can’t Ahh ahhh! Please, don- oh my god...” Helen gasped.

Out of the corner her eyes as Helen’s mind struggled to focus and her body refused to stay still, she saw his cock flexing tall. Without thought she went back to jerking it again. She leaned after it pulling her tits from her son’s mouth but she didn’t care. She had to have it in her mouth. If Jake wasn’t holding her thighs open and down with his hands and upper body, Helen would’ve climbed on top of his cock and worked her pussy down around it by now.

It had been years since she sucked a dick, but her tongue still salivated as the hot pink head neared her lips. Helen made a long lap with her tongue across the tip of the shaft and tasted his cum on her tongue and felt the string connect between her tongue and the tip of his cock. When she slid the entire head down her lips, she heard her son groan and his cheek fall to her moist inner thigh.

As Helen hummed a moan on her son’s cock she had to brush her blond hair over to one side. Her small hoop earrings bounced and changed against her other earrings as she bobbed and bounced on his shaft. She sucked down to her gag point and back up while her palm stroked his shaft up and down up and down. She 
imagined her hand milking his cum free and into her mouth. It was all she thought of. She need his cum she wanted it. She wanted him to fill her pussy but if he could then her mouth would have to do. She was cum drunk and desperate.

Helen could feel his hips raise and dance beside her so she knew he was close. Out of nowhere, Jake’s fingers sprinted inside her. They pumped ravenously and so hard it neared pain, but only neared it.

“Mmmm! Mmmmahh! Ahhhhh oh fuck oh fuck! Jake ahhhh!” Helen’s lips exploded off his cock as her son finger fucked her like no one had before. Her hand continued long messy strokes on his shaft while her other gripped her large thick breast that swayed with her rocking body.

“Jake oh god your fucking your- oh baby yes yes don’t stop!” Helen screamed as she pumped his cock stiffening it in her hand.

Her whole body lost control as she shook and squirted again over her son’s hand and chest in a messy powerful orgasm. The feeling made Helen’s mind blank and weightless as the high refused to leave.

Squeezing her massive tit tightly as her earrings, hair, and tits bounced from her own orgasm, her pumping hand felt a massive flex and a strong grunting orgasm from her son. The messy spunk exploded over her tits and her face before she managed to stuff the head of his cock back in her mouth.

Tasting the last shots of cum shooting on the back of her tongue, Helen hummed a moan as she swallowed then circled her tongue around the head of his cock over and over again. She continued for several minutes while listening to her son groan until she felt his cock soften. After several quiet minutes she heard Jake’s heavy breaths and soon his soft snores. Carefully, she disentangled herself from him and stood. Leaving him on the couch she tiptoed away to her bed. Going to sleep quickly, Helen didn’t want to think about what would happen tomorrow.


CHAPTER FOUR

HELEN

Helen sipped her morning coffee as she felt her wet hair dampening the shoulders of her robe. She sat silently in the dining room with the small 22 inch TV in the corner of the room muted with the news on. In the adjacent living room, her stepson, Jake, still slept so she kept quiet. Deep down she was torn between wishing he was awake and wishing he slept forever.

There was a dread inside her belly like she was a school girl again and she was waiting her turn to give a school presentation in front of the whole class. Helen was terrified of the conversation she was inevitably was about to have. When she woke up in her bed this morning and the lustful wants of the moment had worn off as well as her bottle of wine, all of Helen’s rationalizations she had sold her self the night before had disappeared. All that remained was how wrong it all felt.

She took a shower hoping she’d feel better but it did little to help. Mostly, she worried about their relationship and if they might have ruined it for the years to come. What do I say to him? I was drunk? I didn’t mean to? You started it? What excuse do I have for sucking my son’s dick?


Jake coughed in the room next door and she heard him rise and begin to stir in the living room. Helen grimaced as she covered her face. Better get this over with.



CHAPTER FIVE

JAKE

Jake had spent the 20 minutes since waking huddled over the bathroom toilet, emptying every drop of liquid left in stomach. After several minutes had finally passed, Jake stood on wobbly legs and with shaky hands, went to the sink to wash his face and clean himself up. When he finally left the bathroom he had to keep his palm against the wall as he walked. He wasn’t sure if he was still drunk or just light headed from puking his guts out.

Helen sat at the kitchen table wearing an old, baggy college football hoody that muted most of her body. A strange look for her. She usually is in a robe or already put together in the morning.


“I’ve um- got some water for you there. On the counter,” Helen motioned to the kitchen island counter that had a glass of water and a small plate with stack of saltine crackers. Always the stepmom.


“Hm. Thanks,” Jake smiled some as he leaned on the counter and took a small sip of water. He was so dehydrated his body and tongue begged for him to guzzle the entire glass but he knew better. “Did Lexi already leave?”

Helen’s face instantly flushed and she hid behind her coffee cup and took a drink. “I- I don’t know. I didn’t see her… last night…” Helen said.

“Hm,” Jake looked down and tried to remember the night before as he nibbled on a cracker. It was a book with too many pages ripped out. He remembered drinking at the bar and then talking to Lexi on the phone maybe? Or was it in person? For some reason he thought Lexi met him here, but he couldn’t recall much. “Sorry for- I drank way too much last night, obviously. Did I puke or make a mess last night or anything? I can’t remember much.”

Helen stared at Jake as if she was holding her breath. He felt like there was something she wanted to tell him but didn’t want to tell him. Like maybe he said something mean or broke something, but she knew he didn’t mean it so she didn’t want to say anything because she knew Jake would only feel bad.

“Nope, nothing much, just- um, you were really drunk and passed out on the couch,” Helen finally said.

Jake nodded and sighed deeply as he struggled to finish the cracker in his 
hand. He looked around at the clean and open kitchen. He loved how bright the room was with morning light. Not like the dungeon of an apartment he stayed in. He loved the feeling of being home. It felt safe here.

“I didn’t get the promotion,” Jake finally said, defeated.

“I know, you said as much last night. I’m sorry, honey.”

Jake slumped in the chair across from his step mom with his glass of water. He continued to sip as he sat wearing his suit pants and his white under shirt. “I just don’t understand. I knew I was getting the promotion. I worked hard for it. I earned it- they literally even told me I was for sure getting it. Then out of nowhere it’s taken away. Why even tell me about it? Why lie to me about it?”

Helen shrugged with a sad expression. “You’re a good guy- a nice guy. People take advantage of that some times. You know that saying, nice guys finish last.”

“You saying I should become an asshole? Just be a lazy jerk to everyone then I’ll make partner?” Jake snapped, then his expression immediately softened. “Sorry, I just- its just not fair.”

“I know, honey.”

“I always thought, I mean, I knew it’s not like this, but I always thought, if I do the right thing and I’m a good person, then good things will happen back to me, you know? That’s how you raised me, dad- everyone taught me that. But now… I don’t know…”

“Look people cheat and take short cuts all the time,” Helen said leaning forward. “They do it because it works. Because sometimes they get ahead and get away with it, in the short term. Long term though, they don’t last. It’ll eventually catch up to them.”

“Yeah, maybe it’ll catch up with Aaron once he makes senior partner in 20 years.”

“Is Aaron the guy who stole your promotion?”

Jake only nodded as he sipped his water. Helen sighed while she thought in silence for a moment.

“Listen…” she started leaning on the table. “The world doesn’t want you to become a cheat or a liar. And I don’t want you to become a jerk or anything. But sometimes you have to be… harsher in life. Sometime you have to stick up for yourself. Fight for what you want. Think about police or soldiers. They’re not always violent people. They don’t walk around killing everyone, but they have the violence in them to use when they need it. In those rare moments, they have to
 turn on that aggression to get what they want. Maybe that’s what you need to do?”

Jake nodded in silence, considering her words carefully. “Maybe, I just feel like I lost everything.”

“How are things with Lexi?” Helen asked. Jake sat there for a moment considering it.

“Good, I think. She’s been a little distant the past week but, you know… things are good,” Jake said but knew deep inside that something wasn’t sitting right. He had to go see Lexi. He had to make sure he had at least her in his life.

Typing in the ride share app on his phone, Jake ordered a car that was only a few minutes away. Looking at the app made him recall doing so the night before. He remembered hitting his fist against the door and the driver scolding him. Jake had a flash of a memory and he recalled the feel of his tongue running against a hard nipple last night. So Lexi must have come over last night. Apparently, we had sex and she left afterwards. Well, at least I know things aren’t that bad between us.


Jake stood up and put on his shoes. “I’m sorry, mom, I’ve got to go for a little bit. Talk to Lexi and a few people at work, see if I can figure out where I go from here.”

“No, I understand. I’ll see you some other time,” Helen sounded almost relieved at his departure.

“I’ll try to come back tonight, if I can,” Jake added.

“Well, if you can’t, I understand. I can always see you next weekend or some other time,” Helen smiled.

Jake felt a tinge of betrayal as if he was being abandoned by his mother. How alone am I, really?


Jake gathered his suit jacket and clothes at the side door and almost thought Helen wasn’t going to even hug him goodbye. Seeing him look at her, Helen looked down and came to him and they embraced. Jake felt Helen’s large breasts squish against his chest but paid no attention to it. However, the lavender smell of Helen’s hair conditioner triggered an odd combination of thoughts. Jake couldn’t remember anything in particular, but suddenly, Jake found himself imagining what his step mom looked like naked. In a flash he pondered what she was like in bed and the sounds she made when she orgasmed.

With a shake of Jake’s head, he cleared the thoughts from his mind and separated from her. “I’ll see ya, love you,” Jake said as he left hastily trying not to show his reaction.

“Bye, love you,” Helen replied as he closed the door. Jake’s ride had stopped in the street and waited for him. He tried to analyze why his mind jumped to those 
thoughts and forget them at the same time. But he climbed into the back of the car and had to adjust the uncomfortable erection he had formed in the last few seconds.


CHAPTER SIX

HELEN

Helen sat in a booth in her usual section of her favorite restaurant, though, it wasn’t her usual time to meet here. This Italian restaurant had become a regular hangout over the years by herself. Her book club met here regularly and after Helen introduced it to Sara, it became their weekly place for lunch or even wine splurge.

Helen loved the decor inside. One side was bright lights and white table cloths on nice round tables, while the other was a darker, more intimate setting with booths and candle light. This is where Helen huddled waiting for her best friend to show.

“Hey, I thought that was you,” Alex smiled as he brought over a tall, thin glass pitcher of ice cold water. “Almost didn’t think it was you- this time of day thought you guys would be sitting outside.”

“Hey, Alex, haha yeah, it just felt like a more dark kinda day today,” Helen fidgeted with napkin as she smiled.

“I definitely understand, I have those days, too, sometimes,” Alex nodded pouring Helen a glass of water. He wore a trim dress shirt tucked into his black dress pants. His thick black hair had a touch of gray along the side. Alex was the owner of this place and an avid reader in Helen’s book club she goes to once a month. “Can I get you something or you waiting for Sara?”

“Waiting for Sara. Thanks, Alex.”

Alex touched her shoulder gently, “you bet.”

It was just after noon when Sara arrived. Her she wore her slender black suit and pencil skirt. Helen shook her head grinning as Sara had to stop with every man between the entrance and Helen’s table to flirt. She even had to have a word with Alex, who everyone knew the complicated history between Helen and Alex. It was who Sara was. Helen couldn’t blame her. Helen and Sara would often joke that if Sara was left alone in a room with 5 guys for a month, Sara would come out pregnant with one of their babies and 5 proposals of marriage.

“Oh my god, did you see Alex today? He’s looking good!” Sara smiled as she sat down on the opposite side of the corner booth.

“Would you keep your voice down, he’s right over there,” Helen whispered 
and felt a flushness consume her face.

“Okay, okay… Why are we in here anyways? We’re like- the only ones sitting indoors and in the dark and gloomy section. It’s Saturday! We should be outside getting our wine on.”

“I picked here specifically because no one is over here and I need to tell you something,” Helen found herself huddling more and more into the corner as she spoke.

“Ooo gossip…” Sara danced in her seat and looked around on instinct.

Helen made a pained face and delayed longer than she should have, “I slept with Jake,” she whispered. Sara nearly choked on the drink of water she sipped.

“What?!” Sara exclaimed.

“Oooh, sounds like I’m interrupting some good gossip here,” Alex made an apologetic face.

“What? Oh, no no, not at all,” Helen spoke quickly praying Alex heard nothing.

“Nope, I’m just over dramatic, you know me,” Sara smiled rocking in her booth.

“Of course you are,” Alex smiled. “So the usual or want to try something else today ladies?”

“Um- nope. Usual would be great, thanks Alex,” Helen said hiding her blushing cheeks.

“It’ll be right up,” Alex said with a lingering smile at Helen before leaving.

Once he was out of sight Helen and Sara began whispering angrily at another.

“Your stepson, Jake?”

“Keep your voice down!”

“Do you know any other Jakes? No- wait, how did this happen?!”

Helen took a deep breath and fanned her over heating face before continuing. “I got drunk last night and I was feeling frisky so I started playing with myself,” Helen whispered looking over her shoulder for the fifth time. “I was super tipsy from the wine and super close to cumming when he came home.”

“He caught you!?” Sara said with a wicked smile. “Man, this is like an adult movie.”

“No, he didn’t catch me. I had time to put clothes on but Jake was super super drunk. More so than I’ve ever seen him- or anyone, really. I got him on the couch and sat there with a minute and I think he thought I was his girlfriend because he started touching me…”

“Oh my god…”

“I know, I know…” Helen said covering her face. “And I was so horny, I let him and one thing led to another… god…”

“Wow… I mean… wow…” Sara said as she thought about it. “Well, I mean he’s your step
 son, so that’s good. Its not like he’s your son son. You didn’t raise him, really, or anything. Actually, its not that weird at all. I mean Jake’s always been kinda hot, you know?”

Helen made a face at Sara wanting to snap and say that’s my son!
 But she already knew what Sara’s snide remark would be.

“What to I do?” Helen pleaded silently. “He left this morning and didn’t remember it, but he will, I know it.”

“Look, this is just a manifestation of what I’ve been telling you for years. You need to get laid!”

“SSshhhh!”

“I’m serious and not just a booty call like I do, you need a steady man you can fuck and lie next to,” Sara pointed to the kitchen of the restaurant. “Someone like Mr. Alex over here. Mr. extraordinaire. Who looks like a movie star, owns a successful restaurant, shares your same interests and happens to be fucking crazy about you. Oh, and he’s not your step son.”

Helen kicked Sara under the table.

“Ow!” Sara whined. “It’s true! You went on a handful of dates with him years ago and wouldn’t let it go any further because your stepson didn’t seem cool with you sleeping with other men. Seems like he’s cool with it now.”

“I came here not for dating advice for Alex, but for help in dealing with Jake,” Helen whispered. “What do I say to him? How do I handle this?”

“With Jake, I got nothing. Its going to be awkward as shit the next time you see him good luck!”

“…Thanks,” Helen glared at her best friend.

“Just do not sleep with him, again. it’ll only make things worse.”

Helen bit her lip as her eyes fell to her twiddling thumbs and then were gratefully whisked away by Alex approaching with their salads.


CHAPTER SEVEN

JAKE

The entire ride to his girlfriend’s apartment, Jake was plagued by confusing and twisted memory of the night before. He decided it best to just stop thinking about it. Once he spoke to Lexi things would make more sense. She always had a way of centering him.

* * *

“Breaking up? Why?” Jake staggered backwards from Lexi’s apartment door way. It felt as though he had just gotten punched in the gut.

“Didn’t you get my message?” Lexi said with her arms crossed. Her hair was pulled back in a tight pony tail and she wore her glasses instead of contacts.

Jake stood in the hallway in thought and full of self pity. “We were talking of spending the rest of our lives together last weekend…”

“Well, things change,” Lexi said, staring Jake down.

“So, a week ago when I was going to make partner, you were going to spend the rest of your life with me,” Jake worked it out in his head. “But now that I my promotion ripped out from underneath me, I’m not your type anymore?”

“I’m not going to apologize because I find ambition and success attractive,” Lexi spat back as she leaned forward and pointed at Jake’s sunken chest. “There’s qualities behind success, and your- work hard, hands in the dirt, humble, quiet bullshit doesn’t get you there. You didn’t have your promotion ripped
 out from underneath you. You had it taken away. Taken away because someone who wanted it more, with more ambition, and more tenacity fought for it and took it from you. That’s fucking sexy.”

Jake nodded to himself in silence. Lexi grabbed the door as if she was about to slam it shut. “So, you’re fucking Aaron, then?”

Lexi hesitated for a moment before speaking, “my personal life is no longer your concern.” Lexi went to close the door when Jake’s hand caught it before it closed. The overt act caught both of them by surprise.

Jake saw her bathing suit on Lexi’s couch along with a snorkel and sunscreen 
and a life vest she kept for when Lexi went in open water because she couldn’t swim well. “Looks like you’ve got big labor day plans, going on a boat?” Jake asked. “Aaron’s rich parents have a yacht, don’t they?”

“That’s right,” Lexi said with a snotty grin. “And just so you know, Aaron’s making me Lead Associate. So before you saying anything more, just know, starting Tuesday you’ll be reporting to me. Remember that.”

“So if you knew you were breaking up with me, why you come over and fuck me last night?” Jake asked.

Lexi made a face, “fuck you? What? I haven’t seen you since the office Friday morning.”

“What?”

“I’ll send someone over to your apartment later to get my things,” Lexi said as the door latched shut.


CHAPTER EIGHT

JAKE

Jake had walked around for a few hours that Saturday morning. Lexi lived by a small but relatively nice park for New York City. He found a path that led nowhere except back to the place where the walker had started. But there were just enough hills and playground equipment in the way to make it appear as though Jake was going somewhere just before he made a turn and ended up exactly where he had started.


This is my life now,
 Jake thought. An illusion of progress. Turns, hill crests, and valleys all leading me back to where I began.


Jake found a park bench after his third of fourth loop and sat on it for some time. Half of him wanted to quit, to just give up. Maybe go into his own small practice of law. Join a smaller firm or maybe give up law entirely. I’ll go become a farmer or something.


* * *

Jake rode in the back of the taxi cab to his office building. He wasn’t sure why he went there. He thought perhaps this would be his last day in the office. Clear out my desk?
 He kind of enjoyed that thought. Jake only knew that if he went home now he’d sit in his cramped apartment thinking about last night.

The more he thought about it now, the more he remembered despite him desperately, now, trying to forget. Could I have really slept with my mother?
 He tried to reassure himself that it couldn’t be. That it was just a dream, but he knew that was a lie. I let my mom jack me off. I let her suck me off. I’m turned on by my own mother. As if I don’t have enough reason to hate myself.


Once at his high rise, Jake took the elevator up half way to his floor. I let my mother suck me off, but my mother let me finger her, didn’t she?


His floor in his law firm’s building, 27, didn’t have many offices. It was mostly a sea of gray cubicles and bland cream colored walls. Inspirational team driven posters on the walls. The pizzazz of fancy art and stylish designs were left to the upper floors where clients would actually see. This floor was for the worker 
drones. The ones who did the briefs and research and all the heavy lifting for the partners up stairs to look good and make money.

Even though today was the Saturday of labor day weekend, down on the 27th
 floor it could have been a weekday for some. More than half of the cubicles were full of lawyers in dock review and research. The only thing different was many of the lawyers dressed down on the weekend. None of the bosses come in on the weekends and if by chance they did, they most certainly weren’t coming down to the 27th
.

Jake’s co-workers ignored him as he passed by to his desk. They gave him second glances and polite smiles, but where once they would engage him in conversation, now they felt too humiliated for him to talk to him.

Sitting in his cubicle, Jake spun in his chair and saw Sally, his cubicle ‘neighbor’ across from him hard at work. her desk was covered in open books and filled with law briefs as she took turns reading various passages then returning to her laptop to type a few sentences then repeating the process. She caught eyes with Jake and gave a smile that he returned before looking away in shame.

Jake imagined how many years he would have to sit here before getting a promotion. Or if he would ever get a promotion. Why offer me a raise or title when I just sit here and take the abuse?
 The more Jake considered it, the more he realized this was a dead end job. What chance do I have if other below me are promoted past me?


Jake grabbed an envelope and piece of paper from his drawer and hand wrote his resignation letter, signing it wildly at the bottom. Putting it in the envelope he marched it to elevator and took it to the 44th
 floor. The senior partners weren’t here but the junior partner offices were. There were no cubicles only secretary desks and offices and large conference rooms.

Jake walked to the far end of the floor to a dark office with its door open. It was George’s office. The partner who chose to fuck Jake over and pass me over for his earned promotion. It looked oddly, empty. The desk was cleared of everything except a computer. Pictures were taken off the walls. Jake went inside and tossed the letter on his desk. When he turned to leave he was startled by the sight of a very provocatively dressed woman. Black hair in a pony tail and a low cut shirt.

“You resigning?” The woman asked. “Is that what that letter is?”

“Hm? Oh, yeah… sorry, who are you?” Jake asked realizing he was only wearing his suit pants and a wrinkled white shirt from yesterday that wasn’t even tucked in.

“I’m your new boss and you’re in my office,” she said with a smile.


CHAPTER NINE

JAKE

“Jake… Jake… you’re Jacob Tanner, right?” The woman finally said. “The one who they just fucked over for the supervisor promotion.”

Jake’s lips parted some at the bluntness of her statement. In the world of corporate America, HR would have buried that statement under pages of back handed niceties that were all lies but convoluted the truth. “Um… Yes… How’d you uh- know?”

“Because when Tom called me about starting Monday he said, ‘we just fucked over this guy, Jacob Tanner, on a promotion and gave it Aaron Wells instead…’ Yeah, Tom said, ‘Aaron was a better fit,’ and was a, ‘team player.’”

Jake laughed as he leaned backwards against the office door frame. He couldn’t help but laugh quietly to himself. Team player.


“So, I take it this Aaron guy is kinda douche?” She said. “That’s what they mean when they say ‘is a better fit.’”

Jake found himself becoming more attracted to this unbelievable woman more and more. Listening to her no bullshit assessments was like drinking from a fountain of youth when he felt like an old man. “I’m sorry what was your name, again?” He asked.

“Megan Morris,” she said tossing her small cardboard box of things into the corner of the room and slumping into her swivel chair with a sigh. When Megan fell into her chair, Jake couldn’t help but notice her braless breasts jiggle in her v-neck top. Her black hair was pulled back into a tight pony tail and her black rimmed glasses sat at the edge of her nose as she spied on Jake where he stood.

Jake suddenly felt self conscious as she swiveled back and forth staring Jake down. He came to remember how wrinkled his shirt was and how he had yet to be home yet to clean up after drinking last night. “Oh, uh, sorry to keep you um, from settling in,” Jake waved as he turned to step outside. “Congrats on the new job, I’ll see you.”

“How will you see me… if you’re resigning?” Megan asked swooping up the white envelope from her desk.

“Yeah, right, maybe I won’t be seeing you-”

“Close the door,” Megan said in a serious voice.

“Yeah, right, sorry, I’ll- bye.”

“Close the door with you inside my office…” Megan clarified.

“Oh, okay,” Jake said with high eyebrows. He closed the door as Megan stood and stepped over on her high heels. Clicking on the floor as she walked, one hand trailing with the wheeled swivel chair pulled behind her. She pulled the blinds down to her office shade and told Jake to sit in her chair, which he did.

“Have you heard of hyper-sexuality, Jake?” Megan asked behind him as she clicked the door handle lock on.

“Umm, no?” Jake said more confused that when he first woke up this morning. He stared ahead at the clean desk and in the dark, low light office. Only the sunlight that crept in around the drawn shade of the office windows lit the room, now.

“It’s a condition,” Megan said. “Kind of a blessing and a curse. Depends on how you view it. Depends on how you deal with it. I used to try and suppress and hide it, but that ended in disaster for everyone involved.”

“What is it?” As Jake asked, Megan stepped around the chair, much closer than he expected and her blouse was missing, to his surprise. “Oh, uh-” Jake gripped the arms of his chair, uncomfortably as he saw her perfect breasts jiggle with every step as she straddled one of his legs. Megan’s knee leaned on the outside of his thigh as her hands slipped to his crotch.

“Its characterized by an overactive libido or sexual appetite,” Megan’s words spilled out with desire as her hands undid Jake’s belt and slid a hand down the front of his pants. “Mmmm…” Megan hummed to herself as her fingers closed around his quickly hardening shaft. Her fingers worked up and down his shaft in his boxer as her breasts dangled in front of Jake’s face. “Mm- common ahhh… common symptoms are multiple orgasms a day, multiple mm… orgasm per sexual encounter…” Megan’s thumb and fore finger rolled her nipple back and forth as she closed her eyes and gasped. “Hypersensitivity… ahhh…”

Megan was make long strokes on Jake’s shaft as his cock stretched his pants and boxers to the limit. She pulled her tight skirt up as high as it could go so she could dip her hips down on Jake’s knee, brushing her crotch barely on him. Jake was frozen in shock as he looked up at this beautiful woman. Her eyes closed as she dry humped him and jerked him off. Megan’s breathing staggered and quickened before finally a small violent shutter went through her body. “Ohhhhh… fuck.” Megan moaned as her thighs trembled. Did she just cum? Already?


Megan leaned back, looking down on Jake from her black rimmed glasses, 
“lean back,” she ordered and Jake complied. Leaning back and lifting off of the chair some, Megan took the liberty to pull his pants and boxers free and down to his ankles. Jake realized that they had rolled back in the chair so the backing pressed against the door now.

With his large erection free from his pants and only wearing his wrinkled white button up shirt, Jake sat lost in amazement as Megan adjusted her skirt so that she could slide out of it. Once completely naked, Megan carefully slid her legs one by one into the holes of the chair arms so that she straddled Jake.

“Mmmm… you have a nice cock, good proportions. I like that,” Megan admired. His hard shaft flexed between the two of them. Megan’s fist closed around his shaft slightly hard as she pumped it aggressively.

“Ahh…” Jake winced as the pain and pleasure mixed. Megan bit her lip as she drank in the sight of Jake’s groan. When his shaft flexed at max length, She ripped open a condom she must have grabbed while taking her skirt off and slid it down his shaft. Megan stood and lined her dripping pussy lips up with the head of his engorged cock. Carefully, sliding down the shaft, Jake clenched his teeth at how tight her pussy was.

“Oh, fffffuck…” Megan cried. Her eyes rolling backwards in her head as inched up and down, each time going slightly deeper on his cock. “Oh, my god.”

Rising and falling on his shaft slowly, Megan went silent. No moans, words, or even breathing. Seconds went by as she slowly rose and fell on Jake’s cock until Jake bucked his hips up into Megan and she cried out, “oh my god, I’m going to cum!”

Jake’s hands went to Megan’s bare hips as he steadied her and began to pump his cock up into her pussy over and over again.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh!” Megan rocked back and forth as she seized on his lap. Jake heard and felt an abundance of juices collect on his cock as Megan gasped for air.

But before she had a chance to fully recover, Jake’s hands slid down to her ass and squeezed as he fucked her faster. “Oh Jesus Christ, yes!” Megan growled. Her tits clapped together as she bounced in Jake’s lap. Her pony tail flying from side to side as she gripped the back of the chair to steady herself.

“Ohhh, goddd…” Megan braced as another violent tremor went through her body. “Ugh! Don’t stop! Don’t- Grab my tits. Grab them!”

Jake slid his hands up to Megan’s chest and softly cupped her breast thumbing her nipples. Her hips fucked down on his cock harder and faster as her ragged pants became helpless whines.

Not satisfied with the way Jake groped her breasts, Megan snatched his hand from her breast and brought it to her throat. Jake froze not knowing what she wanted. Having never choked a woman before he didn’t like the idea behind it. Instead, he cupped her neck on one side. It seemed not to phase Megan as she came two more times in the next few minutes.

Finally, it was Jake’s turn. He felt the surge to his cock as his breathing increased. His hands clenched her body to his and he felt her breasts bouncing against his chest as his cock seized inside her pussy. Jake’s eyes rolled back and spurts of cum shot from his cock.

The minutes that followed contained Megan getting dressed and taking her chair back from Jake. Rolling it back behind the desk, brushing the seat off, and then having a seat she took Jake’s resignation letter and put it in her drawer.

“Take care,” Megan said absently, as she went to work logging into her computer as if they had just finished an exit interview.

“Take…care…” Jake said zipping up his pants before leaving.


CHAPTER TEN

HELEN

By evening Helen had finally calmed herself down enough with a glass of wine that she could curl on the couch with one of her books to distract her. She read for hours until she had nearly finished the book she started that day. That is when Jake arrived.

“Hey Jake,” She said as calmly as possible. “How’d things go at work? Did you go into the office?”

“Ummm… yeah, it was…” Jake let out a deep sigh as he looked at his feet. “Lexi broke up with me, I’m pretty sure I just quit my job, and… other weird stuff keeps happening. But I think we need to clear the air between us…”

Helen felt her stomach drop and blurted out, “about last night…”

“Yeah…”

“I know, I’m sorry I was really drunk- I mean not as drunk as you were, and you started touching me, which I don’t blame you for, I tried to stop you bought I should have tried harder and-”

“I know I know, I um… well, I don’t remember everything but I remember enough to know that I share equal blame for us- for what happened,” Jake’s cheek beamed bright red.

“I just think,” Helen continued forward, hoping to end this conversation right. “You know, maybe we can acknowledge what happened and move forward and just like not think or worry about it. You know? Like not make it weird or whatever.”

“Yeah no, yeah, I totally agree,” Jake nodded.

The awkward silence hung between them until they both broke the tension with laughter. I think I’ll have a drink,” Jake laughed grabbing a beer out of the fridge.

“Me too,” Helen said filling her wine glass.

“Just one or two this time,” Jake smiled.

“Agreed,” Helen said as they both went and sat on the couch turning on the TV. They chatted some more about various things but kept the conversation light. After a time the awkwardness wore off as they watched different TV shows and 
movies. Helen thought, maybe- just maybe, things could return to normal between them.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

JAKE

Jake laid in the now spare bedroom that used to be his old bedroom and turned from one side of the bed to the other. He and his stepmother had stayed up late talking and watching TV. They talked about Jake’s job and what else he could do. Other options and possibilities. Helen tried to offer advice about Lexi dumping him, but the conversation teetered too close to uncomfortable ground so close after last night.

Instead they simply hung out and drank their respectable amounts of their drink until it was time for bed. That was nearly an hour ago. Jason was on the verge of giving up on sleep entirely. He got up and drudged his way towards the kitchen thinking maybe a glass of water or a beer might help him sleep. He slid silently across the carpeted floor down the hallway but when he went to pass his stepmother’s room he noticed her door was half open. Helen never slept with the door open when I was growing up.


Jake’s eyes couldn’t help as they peered inside the room as he passed. The night light in the back of the room back lit the moving body on the bed. From the darkness of the hallway, Jake watched his mother’s legs slide left to right and up and down on her covers as her hand slid beneath her pajama pants.

Jake could see her hand working vigorously on her pussy under her pajamas as her other hand groped her breasts under her shirt. The toying was driving her wild. She would press her face into the pillow beside her to muffle her moans. But still she left the door open for a reason. The possibility of me stumbling upon her like I have must make cumming even hotter. She wants me to find her. She wants me to come in.


Jake touched the wall as he leaned in. He could smell her pussy. He could hear her muffled cries. Jake watched his mother’s hips bounce as he imagined her imagining his cock fucking her. Jake felt the blood rush into his erection as he got harder.

He throbbed for her. He needed to have her- and not just once, again and again. He wanted to fuck his mother every which way. He didn’t care how strange it was, he felt in that moment the need to cum inside her.

With one last deep breath he pushed open the door and stepped inside his mother’s bedroom.


CHAPTER TWELVE

JAKE

Jake entered the dark room slowly. His mother’s eyes must’ve been shut at that moment because her body language didn’t react to him. She continued to writhe and twist under the sheets as he hand massaged her sex. Helen wore an oversized white t-shirt with no bra. Jake could see her large breast pulled tight under her shirt as they hung lopsided in different directions on her chest. Her pajama pants were flannel and loose fitting.

Jake had made It to the foot of the bed before Helen’s eyes must’ve open. To her credit she didn’t scream or startle much, but she did freeze in the moment. Her hands briefly smacked the mattress on the sides of her hips with the adrenalin spike of the moment, but then she remained there. Her legs open. Sheets barely covering her feet. Her chest rising and falling as she stared silently at Jake who looked down on her.

The little light that casted in the room put a shadow over her face, so Jake couldn’t see her expression, but he watched her gaze follow him as he stepped around the bed closer to her. Watched the angle of her head fall as she stared at the tent that had formed in his boxers. Jake only wore his boxers. His firm, lean chest and trail of belly hair was exposed.

Standing beside her, he ran his finger tips slowly up and down her inner thigh that was nearest to him. Up and down. Up and down. With every pass the fingers explored closer to her warm, forbidden sex. Then, as if she was giving him permission, Helen’s body relaxed. She laid back and pulled her thighs wider for her son.

Jake’s finger tips ran up the fabric of her pajamas until he felt the grove of her pussy lips. It was warm, damp, and inviting. His middle finger traced her lips up and down as he applied more pressure. Helen’s lips parted as she panted. Jake slipped his hand easily inside his stepmother’s waistband. Her gaze was innocent from this angle and for the first time in months- years, even, Jake felt in control when he dipped his fingers inside Helen’s wet pussy lips.

He watched Helen’s eyes widen and light up while her mouth opened in a gasp. Pushing deeper inside her, his mother’s hips raised and lowered with his 
fingers. Jake couldn’t believe how drenched she was. His fingers and palm was coated in her juices already. Steady, piercing pumps of her pussy released small squeaks in her voice as she began to rock.

When Jake’s thumb found the hood of her clit, Helen’s hands found her breasts. Watching his mother squeeze her thick breasts tightly and mash them together made the tip of Jake’s cock ache. His thumb made slow but deliberate circles on her clit that made his stepmother writhe.

“Oohhhh… gah…” Helen groaned. Her eyes rolling backwards. Her hips raised as Jake leaned over his performing mother and his fingers began to fuck her pussy faster and with a purpose. “Nnnnuh, oh, Jesus…” Helen covered her mouth with the back of her hand. Her son’s looming body casting a shadow across her figure.

Jake bit his lip as he smelled her hot, wet sex fill the room. His fingers could feel her pussy contracting on his fingers, but he did not relent. Her dancing him tried to wiggle free from his torturous rub on her clit, but he refused to allow it.

His whole arm flexed as he pounded his mother’s pussy until the pressure became too much for her. “Ohhh, god!” Helen cover her mouth as she screamed. Her pussy clenched on his fingers as she came hard. Her whole body trembling as she shook the bed. Helen’s tits bounced wildly under her tight, white shirt.

When her soft thighs unclenched around his hand, Jake could feel how wet she was. How he had just made his stepmother squirt. He pulled his hand free as Helen was already reaching out with her hand to stroke his throbbing cock through his boxers. Jake recalled how tight his mother’s pussy contracted on his fingers when she came and wondered just how it would feel when she came on his cock.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

JAKE

Jake’s hand scooped around Helen’s hips and looped her underwear and pajama pants down over her ample butt cheeks as her legs kicked them free. At the same time, Helen scooted over in the bed to make room for her stepson. Her hand stroked his shaft through his strained boxers. His heart leapt In his chest in a way he couldn’t describe. The feeling of excitement swirled with arousal and forbidenness made him yearn for his stepmother all the more.

Lying beside her in the bed with the sheets kicked off the bed, Jake’s body formed to the grooves of Helen’s body as he pulled her hips to his. His tongue slid between her lips as they met. He could feel her desperate for his touch in the way she grabbed at his arm that wrapped around her backside. Her fingers gripped his upper arm while the other dug into his back. When he squeezed her ass cheek, pressing his throbbing cock into her sex, his stepmother released a low growl as she held him tighter.

It was Helen who pushed Jake onto his back with her body. Her blonde hair shrouding the small amount of light from Jake’s vision. But he was happy to have his eyes open at the right moment, when his stepmother rose up from the kiss to flick her hair to one side, giving Jake the most mischievous of smiles before lowering her lips back down to his. It might have been the sexiest thing he had ever seen in his life.

Helen’s hand pushed into Jake’s boxers and lowered his waistband below his balls as she began reverse grip stroking his shaft. Up and down she hardened him. Jake managed to pull Helen’s t-shirt off and over her head and used the moment to slide his palms up her slender ribs, cupping her under boobs, he lowered his head to her breasts. Wrapping his lips around her right nipple, Jake hummed a warm vibration through her breast as he tongued her nipple.

Helen moaned and cooed as she combed her fingers through Jake’s thick hair, trapping his mouth to her chest. Jake rubbed her other nipple with his free hand. Circling the rock hard tip over and over with his thumb and forefinger which drove Helen wild.

“Ooh god... yes. Yes, baby,” Helen moaned. Her grip changing on his shaft as 
she pumped him properly. He flexed greatly in her palm. His pre-cum coating more and more of his shaft.

Helen slid her bare thighs free and spread her legs as Jake climbed between them. His firm cock pressed between her lips made hit heart pound in his chest as he felt her moist lips wet the head of his shaft. All he wanted in that moment was to be inside her. All he wanted was to feel just how tight and slick her pussy walls were around his shaft. The thought was intoxicating and all encompassing. He couldn’t think of anything else.

It seemed his stepmother couldn’t either as she pressed her hips up forcing his cock to align with her hole and his head to pierce her insides. “Ohhhh, yes,” she moaned. Jake’s hands fumbled at her breasts as he felt his inches engulfed by her wet, warm pussy. His lips found her nipple as he shrimped his body into humping her pussy.

“Ahh ahh ahh!” Helen moaned with every hump. Her legs raising around his hips as he bucked inside her. As he squeezed and mashed her breasts together, Jake saw his mother clawing at the pillows beside her and dragging them over to her mouth to muffle her ragged moans. “Oh god, yes. Yes! Yes! Don’t stop!”

Helen’s moans and words were the sexiest thing Jake had ever heard. They swelled his shaft, stiffening him as he pulled her body down as he flexed his cock up inside her.

“Ugh… fuck,” Jake grunted, raising up as he tried to focus on not cumming, yet. Helen hooked her hand around the back of his neck and pulled his lips down to her’s, kissing him deeply. Her breasts mashed against his chest, her fingernails clawed gently down his back as he penetrated his mother.

“Mmmm, mmmm. Mmmmahhh!” Helen broke the kiss as she arched her back and screamed. “Oh fuck- you’re gunna make me cum!”

Jake’s thrusts sped up and Helen’s breaths turned ragged and helpless. She tensed as her pussy swallowed his cock. He felt her thighs jiggle around his waist as she tensed and cried out. Jake’s lips wrapped around the lower part of her earlobe as she came. Her juices soaked his cock as her body went stiff and her hand clapped over her mouth.

Jake bit her neck as he groaned and pulled out of her just as he felt his cock begin to lose control. Spurts of cum shot from the tip of his shaft coating her belly all the way up to the cleavage between her breasts. The flood of pleasure that filled his mind was overwhelming and made him think more than once he might lose consciousness from it’s strength. But at last, Jake collapsed on top of his stepmother’s plump breasts as she cooed. Her delicate hand combed through his 
hair as they both fought to control their panting.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

HELEN

Helen hated this part. She laid her with her gorgeous stepson between her thighs. His head resting on her bosom with their naked, fluid covered bodies pressed against another. It could have been such a beautiful moment. A lingering moment of comfort and love, but instead such a moment was ruined by her overactive mind.

Does this mean this is a regular thing now? Its obvious we both desire each other. Clearly, we can’t keep away from another. What if others find out? What if- can we get in trouble for this?

Jake seemed to revel in his position. His head tucked safely against his mother’s bare breast. Her hand petting cheek and hair softly. His arms squeezed around her waist like a child holding onto the safety of his mom in a strange place.

“Do you like being held like this?” Helen asked after a moment.

Jake simply nodded his head.

“How does it make you feel?” She asked, trying to gauge where Jake’s head was at.

There was a long pause before Jake finally answered without looking at his mother’s eyes. “Safe.”

Helen smiled and kissed the top of Jake’s head as she held him tightly. Their time lingered for the rest of the night. They fell asleep at some point and woke up with the rising sun the next morning with Jake still tucked in her arms.

They went through the motions of using the bathroom, getting dressed, and putting the pot of coffee on without much conversation. It wasn’t as awkward as the previous morning, but just felt as though they both knew where each other stood now. Jake sat down at the kitchen table with Helen who sat in her robe sipping her coffee.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do about work,” he finally spoke. “Part of me thinks I should quit. I’m making half of what I should be making after putting so many years into this place…”

“Maybe you should…” Helen agreed. “Start fresh somewhere else.” She watched Jake stare at his steaming coffee cup for a moment and could see him imagining quitting before shaking the thoughts free.

“Maybe I can just stay and keeping grinding, you know?” Jake said innocently. “Like I’m a worker. I work hard. If I stay where I’m at, eventually the partners will see it, right? They’ll take note. I mean… nice guys finish last, sure, but they still finish eventually…” Jake sounded more desperate now. Unsure of himself. Helen didn’t like it. It sounded like he was defeated and begging for mercy already. She didn’t know how to respond to it.

If I give him tough love it could make him retreat further into defeat. If I pander to him maybe I encourage apathy…

Instead, she simply nodded and smiled. Giving Jake nothing he wanted or disliked. Jake finished his coffee and put his cup in the dishwasher.

“I’m going to the office for a bit,” he said gathering his things.

“On a Sunday?” Helen asked. “You know it’s labor day weekend?”

“Yeah, I just need to figure somethings out… my future, you know,” Jake said and Helen nodded. There was an awkward pause before Jake walked out the door. A moment when he would normally give Helen a hug and say goodbye, but now after last night, it felt as though a kiss may be called for. It was the only truly awkward moment that morning as they both looked at another. Finally, Jake simply said, “I’ll um, I’ll be back later tonight?”

“Sounds good,” Helen smiled and Jake left the house. Closing and locking the door for her behind him.

“Ugh…” Helen groaned as she stretched across the table and rested her head on it. Every morning it felt as though things became more complicated than the day before them which made her worry about tomorrow and the day after it. She needed advice. She needed logical advice…

Grabbing her phone she sent a text to her friend Sara, ‘SOS need to meet asap.’

She got a response almost immediately. ‘Good I needed some Sunday wine!’

If I can’t get logical advice I mine as well get some slutty advice.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

JAKE

Jake exited the elevator and was surprised to see the lights were off for the most part on his floor of the office building. He couldn’t remember the last time the lights were off on the 27th
. He walked through the sea of cubicles like a maze he had completed a thousand times and found his desk. A single desk lamp was illuminated, other than an conference room on the opposite end of the floor, and it was Sally’s.

“You the only one here?” Jake asked as he sat down.

“Hey, yeah. Me and the new boss lady, she’s in her office,” Sally said taking off her reading glasses and rubbing her temple.

Jake looked up at Megan’s office with the shades drawn and the windows dark. “That’s weird. I would’ve thought there would be at least a few associates here,” Jake sighed.

“Nope,” Sally said stretching and yawning. “I’m the only lucky duck, apparently.”

“What are you working on?” Jake asked, noticing she was wearing the same clothes as yesterday. “Did you sleep here?”

Sally hesitated before answering, “yeah… this um, case summary. Um, Cole V. Jenkawits.”

Jake made a face, “I know that case, its Aaron’s now, isn’t it? How’d you end up with it? You’re not even on his staff?”

Sally made an uncomfortable shrug and pained smile as if she wasn’t even sure how she ended up with it. “In truth, Aaron was talking to me about about it Friday and… I don’t know, somehow at the end of the conversation he told me to do it for him.”

Jake shook his head. Cole V. Jenkawits was a big case for the firm, potentially. Cole was suing his partner for hundreds of millions for breach of contract. It was in the preliminary phase but Jake knew the case was going to be a test for the next senior associate to cut their teeth on, so he had been studying and reviewing it for months now, having expected it to be in his lap this weekend when he
 was promoted.

Instead, it went to Aaron who was supposed to do the work himself and not staff it out, which is why he so cleverly and lazily staffed it out to someone not even on his team. He really is going to make partner in a year without ever doing work once.


“When’s he need it by?” Jake asked.

“Tuesday,” Sally said. “I have no idea how I’m going to get it done in time. Ugh. I have no idea why agreed to do this stupid thing for him. He really is a lazy prick.” Sally looked around her cubicle nervously before whispering, “you really should’ve gotten that promotion.”

Jake smiled politely and sighed, “thanks.”

Sally was a freshmen associate. She had just been hired 15 months ago and was one of the most competent associates on this floor. Hard working and sincere, Aaron targeted his victims of manipulation well. Sally had flirted with Jake a bit when she first was hired before Jake started dating his, now ex-girlfriend. Sally was beautiful. Dirty blond hair that touched her shoulders, firm breasts tucked under her blouse, and a round butt protruding from her tight skirt. However, it was clear she lacked the confidence she should have with her beauty.

“And… I don’t want to overstep but I’m sorry about Lexi,” Sally said. “You didn’t deserve that.”

“Yeah… its uh, been a really great week, huh?” Jake forced a small smile.

“Yeah,” Sally said. “If you need anything just let me know, okay?”

“Will do, thanks,” Jake said. Jake stood up and patted Sally’s shoulder as he went to the newest junior partner’s office. There was no sound coming from Megan’s office. He gave the door two light knocks that received no reply before cracking open the door.

Megan had her hair pulled back in a tight pony tail as she leaned over her desk with a small lamp on reading a neat stack of papers. “Hey Me- Ms. Morris,” Jake fumbled over himself trying to sort out their complicated relationship after their very complicated introduction. He felt small entering her office even though he was twice her size. “I uh, hey, I just have a question I wanted to discuss with you if you don’t mind?”

“Of course, why would I mind? When someone knocks on my door with the shades drawn and I don’t answer that absolutely means I don’t mind being bothered…” Ms. Morris said without raising her head from the documents she was reading.

Jake froze in front of her desk and felt even more uncomfortable where he stood. “Do you want me to leave?”

“Well, you’re here now aren’t you?” She said taking a deep breath as she leaned back. “What do you need?”

Jake was having doubts about everything. He considered just leaving the office to print out another resignation letter and leaving it on his empty desk. He hated everything. He hated everyone.

“I um, I was just wondering if-what you thought about me staying here? Do you think I have much of a career here if I stay?” He asked.

Ms. Morris made a face and opened her tidy desk and removed a single sheet of paper and slid it in front of Jake. “This is your letter, is it not? Your signature?”

Jake looked at his resignation letter she had taken last time she fucked him in this office. “Um, yes, but-”

“Hm, sounds like you don’t have much of a career here if you resigned, right?” Ms. Morris said. “If you’re asking my opinion, its probably for the best.”

Jake felt a flare of anger inside himself. Resentment. Hate towards everything. “Why?”

She shrugged leaning back in her chair. “My first impression of you is that you’re a nice, talented, hardworking guy, but you think those are the only and most important qualities. You look at Aaron as cheat, but at the end of the day he’ll win in life because he has different qualities that you don’t possess.”

“Like what?” Jake asked barely over a whisper.

Ms. Morris shrugged, “ambition, manipulation, aggression, eagerness, cut throat… sure, that makes him a douche, but those qualities also beat yours this week. I could tell by the way you fuck alone that those aren’t priorities for you.”

They sat there for a moment in silence before Ms. Morris took the resignation letter and put it back in her desk as she went back to reading her briefs. Jake sat there for another minute just watching her. He felt… alone.

Leaving his office building he headed back to his apartment as a man who was unemployed and alone. He was lost.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

HELEN

Helen waited at the out door table for her best friend. Their restaurant was as packed as she expected it to be on holiday, especially with such beautiful weather. The storms that welcomed the weekend had abated leaving clear skies and sunny afternoons in its wake. The patio of her friend’s Alex’s restaurant was teaming with people- couples, families, groups of college kids…

Helen welcomed the distraction, but a woman could only people watch for so long before she started to obsess over looking at her watch. Sara was supposed to be here 15 minutes ago, where the hell is she?


Helen had always made big decisions with someone else. Not that she needed someone to make the choice for her, but she needed a sounding board. Someone to bounce her options off of and let her know if she was going in the right direction at least. Sara had taken over that roll over the past years since Jake’s father had passed, though, Sara was a bit… less measured in her decision making. Sara might not give her the best advice, but she was better than nothing.

Watching Alex make his rounds, Helen pretended to not notice his pants hugging his tight butt or the way his shirt pulled against his firm biceps when he reached across a table to drop off refilled drinks. She wasn’t expecting him to stop at her table after making his rounds and to have a seat.

“Hi,” Alex said with a hesitant smile.

“Oh, hey,” Helen replied.

“So, bad news, Sara just called the restaurant and wanted to make sure you were here and okay, I guess she was trying to reach you and you weren’t answering?”

Helen glanced at her purse and remembered at that moment that she had left her phone on the kitchen counter as she left the house this afternoon. “Shit, yeah, I forgot my phone.”

“Ah, well, she called to let you know that something came up with, ‘that one guy with that one thing,’ and that she couldn’t make it. But she said I should help you by giving you advice with your son?” Alex smiled and leaned forward on the table. “You having some problems with your boy?”

Shock jolted over her face as Helen worried of how much Alex knew of the situation. “Oh, um- uh, no no, it’s nothing.”

“Oh, cause you know, I don’t have kids myself, but I’m quite good at advice if you want to try me?” Alex offered with a shrug.

“Umm… well, it’s just…” Helen struggled before deciding a portion of truth was called for. “My son is a lawyer in the city and… well, he’s a nice boy. Good hearted. He’s always been kind of… I don’t know, sort of soft spoken? I guess. Anyways, he just got passed over for a promotion at work and he’s really heart broken over it. He was thinking of quitting or staying or… I just didn’t know what to tell him.” Helen said as she fidgeted with her fingertips.

“Hmm,” Alex said and scratched his chin as he thought. “Do you think he needs to be more assertive or aggressive at work?”

“I don’t know, I don’t even know if that’s in him or not, or if its the right thing. I don’t know, I don’t want to bring it up, because if I point it out maybe it’ll just hurt his confidence more, you know?”

“Something like that, it might be best to mention,” Alex nodded. “You know, he might not even know that a problem. Maybe you telling him about it could open his eyes or change his perspective, you know?”

“Hmm. You think it will upset him?”

“Na, he’ll be fine, but just give him support. Let him know you’ll be there for him no matter what, but he needs the opportunity to succeed on his own. That’s all we can do is give people the opportunity.”

Helen found herself smiling in aw at Alex before he smiled back and abruptly stood. “Let me know if you want any food or drinks, okay?”

“Yeah, sure, I will and, Alex? Thanks,” Helen smiled.

Alex gave her a wink before going inside.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

HELEN

Helen sat on her couch with the TV on but the sound muted. She sipped her third glass of wine- this time her intention was to get a little buzzed before her son visited. She had just gone around the house and drawn the shades as night gathered and now sat in silence, alone with her thoughts and lost in a stare as she contemplated.

She thought of Sara’s words, she thought of Alex’s advice. Considering the whole fucked up situation, she knew what was right and wrong. She knew the difference between socially acceptable and when not to give a shit about what society thinks. But her feelings of lust and arousal towards Jake some how transcended a place in those murky waters. Can something be wrong and right at the same time? Where does it lead if we go down this path together?


Most of the day and night, Helen had spent obsessing about this and figuring out every avenue of every decision. Briefly, she thought about Alex and what he meant to her. What he could mean to her. But that took second, though, in her life. When it came down to it, Helen knew what mattered most to her. My baby boy is going to get what he needs to be put on the right track for his life. Whatever he needs…


There was a sound of squeaky brakes outside her house and a flash of headlights against her drawn curtains and she realized her stepson was there. Looking at her half full glass of wine, she poured the remaining contents down her throat in two large gulps before feeling a sufficiently woozy smile come over her lips. The door opened and Jake appeared in the living room doorway. His clammy cheeks and red eyes told Helen he had cried the whole way over. What have the world done to my boy?


“Come here, sweet heart,” Helen said in a tender voice.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

JAKE

“Come here, sweet heart,” Helen said in a tender voice. Her arms held up and open, inviting Jake to come sit with her on the couch. Jake sat beside her on the couch his mother guided his cheek down to her shoulder as she hugged him rubbing his back warmly. He wrapped his arms around her waist and felt where Helen’s tight short rode up on the sides and back, his fingers brushing her tender love handles.

“It’s okay, everything’s going to be okay,” his stepmother reassured. He watched the line of her cleavage as she moved down the center of her blouse with one hand and unbuttoned the top half of her shirt. The black bra she wore cupped her extra large breasts nicely but not enough to keep them from jiggling when she moved. Helen’s hand took Jake’s and guided it to the silky smooth bra fabric. He cupped it as he squeezed and massaged her breasts for minutes while listening to her hum notes of approval.

Eventually, she had to use two hands to reach inside her bra and pull her right breast out of the cup. Jake rubbed down the top of her exposed breast. His thumb lightly brushing against the soft flesh of her nipple. “Ohh... yess...” Helen cooed. “Oh- baby...”

When he felt the nipple begin to harden against his finger, Jake leaned forward taking her nipple into his mouth and letting his tongue gently caress her up and down. Helen fed her her son her nipple, pressing her breast forward by the side of her boob with one hand and holding the back of Jake’s neck with the other hand. When Jake hummed a groan on her breast, Helen gasped at the feel of it.

Jake’s mother’s fingers were at work undoing his belt and unbuttoning his jeans as they relaxed back into the couch. Jake allowed his stepmom to work his jeans down his legs and spreading his thighs as she began to caress his soft but hardening shaft. Jake’s hands finished unbuttoning her blouse as she let her shirt fall of her shoulders revealing her black bra that constricted on her.

Jake’s cock went stiff as her strokes became long and deliberate on him. Jake’s hand pulled down on her bra revealing both her plump, large breasts. His lips switched to the other breast. Kissing and licking down to her nipple as his thumb and fore finger rub and roll her nipple in between them.

“Ahh- ahhmmm….” His stepmother whined. “Yes… good boy…” Helen whispered gently into Jake’s hair as she looked down on him suckling and nursing at her nipple. Her grip on Jake’s cock was gently but encompassing around his shaft. Her strokes were long and slippery as the messy pre-cum that she milked free from his cock lathered her palm and coated his shaft. “You’re my baby boy, you’ll always be my boy, no matter what. Ah mmm…oh god, baby… your lips feel so good on mommy. Your fingers, too. Your touch is what makes me so wet. It’s your touch that makes my nipples so hard.”

The strokes grew longer and deeper on his shaft and her hand and words felt so good to Jake that his hips raised and lowered with her pumps as he neared the edge of no return. His cock flexed inside her grip and Helen giggled and hummed. “Oh god, baby, yes, that’s so fucking hot feelings you flex in mommy’s hand,” Helen squealed in a high pitched voice. Her hand began to pump his cock faster and more completely. Her whole arm crossed her body as she worked his shaft up and down. Helen’s breasts bounced and smacked one another as Helen began to pant in excitement as small grunts and groans escaped Jake’s lips.

“Oh, god baby… suck mommy’s nipple just like that. Yeah yeah yessss… Oh, are you close, Jake? Is my baby boy close to cumming for his mom? Fuck, your cock feel so hard, baby, your like a rock for me. Is that what I do to you? Is that what always happens when you think of sucking on mommy’s tits?” Helen pressed her lips into the top of Jake’s head as she stifled her own moans with a kiss to his head.

“Oh, god! Cum for me, baby. Yes. yes. Yes, you can do it. Cum for mommy. Cum all over mommy’s belly, baby! Cum hard for me, please!” Helen begged as Jake’s lips locked around her thick nipple and he flexed hard in her grip. His shaft locked in a hard, firm staff as she pumped relentlessly on him. Finally, his hips seized as his cock spurted streams of cum out his tip, splashing onto Helen’s bare belly.

“Oh, yes, yes… good boy! Mmm…” Helen moaned with a smile. “That’s my boy, yess… empty your balls on mommy…”

Jake jolted and groaned as his cock finally quit seizing and began to relax. Once done, Helen stood up and grabbed a hand full of Kleenexes across the room and wiped down her belly. When she turned around and saw Jake pulling up his pants she quickly stopped him and brought him to his feet.

“Ah ah ahhh…” Helen wagged a finger at her stepson. “You’re not done, yet.”


CHAPTER NINETEEN

JAKE

Taking him by his hand Helen waited for him to step out of his pants and underwear and walked him to her bedroom. Pushing him down on the bed, Jake scooted back as he looked down and watched his mother slide her pants and underwear off before she crawled on her hands and knees up the bed to his bare legs. She stopped to sit back on her knees and undo her bra from behind her back. Something about the sight of her black bra going loose around her body and Jake seeing his mother’s breasts dangle in that moment excited him.

Helen smiled deviously as she laid between his thighs. Spreading his legs some, Helen took his limp cock in her hand and rolled it about in her palm for a moment like a loose thick rope. Rubbing it up and down, she stared at it while biting her lip and flicking her dark blond hair over her shoulder to one side. When she took him in her mouth, Jake wasn’t ready. The head of his cock was so sensitive. His mother’s wet lips and warm tongue hit a thousand different pleasure receptors at once that made his hips lift and fall.

Slipping her tongue down his thick, limp shaft, Helen swallowed her son inch by inch down to his base then pulled back to his head. Her motion slow and methodical. Not a rush in her movement. She moved as though she was making out. Taking her time as her slender palms rubbed up and down his inner and upper thighs. Jake looked down and saw his mother’s gold rings on her fingers as they massaged his legs. He didn’t think about yesterday or tomorrow. Jake didn’t worry about outside this room. He couldn’t. He just clung to the moment and wanted it to last as long as possible.

Seconds turned to minutes and suddenly Helen’s passionate kisses turned to a bobbing motion as Jake’s shaft stiffened. Without effort on either’s part, Jake’s cock throbbed once again from the shear eroticism of the moment. From the sight of his stepmother slobber and pant over his cock. To watch her enormous, engorged breasts swat and bounce with her body as she bobbed on his shaft.

“You like that, baby? Mmmm…” Helen gasped for air as she pulled off of his cock, wiping at her lips with the back of her hand. “I see you staring at these tits… your mom’s tits… yeah? You like your mommy’s tits?” She said as she pumped his 
cock slowly and gently with one hand while groping her right breast and pushing it around his shaft so her breasts bounced with every pump.

“You know how wet you make me, baby?” Helen whispered. “No? You don’t know…” Helen said as she slithered up Jake’s body slowly. Her lips kissing his thighs then her breasts rubbed against his belly as her hot breath bathed his nipple, all while her left hand continued to work his shaft.

“Mmmm… You really have no idea how many women want to fuck you, do you?” His mother purred in a whisper in Jake’s ear. Her warm breath sending firy shivers from his earlobe to his neck and down his spine. “Ohhh, mmm… this cock baby, is bigger than you know. Women dream of getting fucked by this baby…” Helen kissed his neck slowly and passionately before she said barely in a audibly, “I’ve dreamt of getting fucked by this cock for years…”

Helen straddled her son and Jake looked up at his mother’s sexy, perfect body as it lingered above him. With his hard shaft flexing between the two of them, Helen continued to stroke him slowly as she looked down and dragged her moist pussy lips up and down his shaft, grinding on him. Teasing him. Teasing herself.

Helen closed her eyes for a moment as she gasped in pleasure at the feeling that his shaft’s touch gave her. “Ooh god, baby…” She opened her eyes with excitement in them and immediately began kissing and tonguing Jake’s neck. Jake felt the tingles down his entire body. He was his mother’s fuck toy. He was at her disposal. She was doing whatever she wished and loving it. He could feel her hard nipples and cushioned breasts mashing into his chest as she continued to grind on his shaft. Her pants turning to soft moans. Her kisses became desperate. Helen’s body clung to his. Jake’s hands went to his mother’s writhing hips, rubbing up and down slowly, before his mother quickly grabbed his wrists.

At first he thought he had done something wrong. The way she grabbed him- the speed and strength was unusual. Helen pulled his arms over his head with no resistance and pressed his forearms down against her bed’s headboard.

Looking down on him, Helen panted and stared for a moment. Her thick breasts dangled above his chest and her modest gold crucifix necklace bounced at her chin as she stared down at her son.

“Do you like this? Do you like where you are? Do you like where I am?” Helen asked. “It’s okay if you do. There’s nothing wrong with it.”

Helen raised up, slowly dragging her pussy lips along his bare shaft until his bulging head pressed at her slippery pussy lips. Teasingly, she leaned forward and backward as she wiggled her hips above him. The tip of her son’s bare cock sliding just in and out of her lips, flirting with the tight mouth of her pussy.

“Ohmmm god… I love this… I love you…” Helen hummed and closed her eyes. When she opened her eyes, she stared down at Jake’s eyes and held his stare as she lowered herself on his cock. Jake watched her face wince and her expression flirt between pain and pleasure as his stiff cock pushed inside her. “Ahhh fuck!”

Helen bit her lip as she slowly circled her hips around grinding with his cock inside her. “Aaahhh mmm… do you like that my baby boy? You like your mother fucking you? You like lying on your back while- ahh… goddammit… being on your back while your mommy fucks you?” Helen trembled as she slowly rose up and lowered again on his shaft. She took Jake’s right hand up from the headboard and brought it to her left breast. Allowing him to grope and squeeze it, playing with her nipple as she rode him excruciatingly slow.

“Ohhh god yes… you can stay here… ahhmmm… you can stay here as long as you like baby…” Helen said between moans and all Jake could think was, yes, yes! God, yes. All I want is for this moment to last forever. I want this every night. I want to feel her tight pussy squeeze me everyday.


“Mmmm… you’re my baby boy and you always have a place here with mommy,” Helen groaned as she sat back down on his shaft and Jake felt her warm pussy grip on him. Helen lowered her lips to inches above Jake’s and suddenly their faces were inches apart.

“But you if you stay here…ah… mmmm...” Helen whispered. Her voice careful as if she needed to be sure no one could hear her. “If you stay beneath me…if mmm… if you do what I
 say and do what I
 tell you to… ahh fuck-” Helen had to wince, closing her eyes when Jake’s cock flexed inside her and her pussy flexed back. “If- if… mmmm… if you’re going to always be the nice boy you are now… you’re going to always remain where you are…” Helen said with pained, innocent, but honest eyes as she lingered above Jake’s face. “On the bottom. Both in here and outside the bedroom, too. If you’re okay with that then so am I. You- you always have a place here with me, but I know you. I know your potential. Your strength. I know you can be so much more. I know you should
 be so much more.”

Jake heard her words though he struggled to focus on them. His mother’s pussy squeezed on him and he flexed back in her. He knew what she was saying but didn’t know what she meant. But when she asked if he understood he gave her a measured nod and she nodded back.

Helen’s lips pressed against his and they kissed hard as Helen began to raise and fall her pussy lips on Jake’s cock. His cock flexed and swallowed her shallow guttural moans as his mother smacked her ass down into his lap with every fuck. The smacking sound of their bodies meeting filled the room and Jake pinch her 
nipple which made Helen break the kiss to release a cry.

“Oh god!” Helen moaned. Her body rode Jake’s cock in hard, eager thrusts. Jake pushed with his legs, raising his hips to meet Helen’s on the way down. “Fffffuck me, baby! Yes…… oh god, baby… fuck mommy, fuck mommy- don’t stop!”

Helen released Jake’s other hand and he grabbed at both her bouncing breasts, squeezing them to her chest and pinching her nipples. Her blond hair shrouded her face as she fucked her hips down on his cock as fast as she could. Helen’s breathing went silent as her face broke in a mess of pleasure and discomfort. Jake bucked his hips up as hard as he could releasing a loud smacking sound with every buck.

“Aahhhh! Oh god! Oh god! I’m cumming! Mommy’s cumming! Mommy’s cumming- oh god!”

Jake’s shaft felt like an iron rod that pistoned in and out of his mother. Her body was stiff and rigid but her pussy was gushing with juices as she trembled on top of him. Her tits bouncing wildly as she came on top of him. Helen screamed and gasped for air as her body went limp in Jake’s chest. Her back arched as she looked at the ceiling while Jake grabbed at her ass as Jake continued to force his cock up into her drenched pussy.

“Ah ah ah ah ahhh!” Helen cried out. “Oh godddd…”

Jake’s fingers dug into his mother’s thick ass cheeks as he forced her ass up and down on his shaft as he felt himself near orgasm.

“Oh. My. god…” His mother grunted. “Y-Your gunna… ahh ahh- I’m cumming again… I’m gunna… ahhh! Oh god!” Helen screamed as she curled her face down into Jake’s chest. Her fingernails dug into his arms as Jake groaned and felt the wave of orgasm over come him. His hot spurts of cum shot inside his stepmother’s pussy as she flooded his cock with her juices.


CHAPTER TWENTY

HELEN

Helen woke up from a deep sleep. She stretched in the bed and realized by the time she opened her eyes that Jake wasn’t in the bed on this Labor Day morning. She sat up and called out his name, but there was no response. Standing up, she pieced some clothes on. A pair of yoga pants lying here, a shirt hanging on the door there. Going out to the kitchen and living room, she found the rooms quiet and tidied up. Things put back before Jake had slipped away this morning.

Helen slumped in her chair at the kitchen counter, “for Pete’s sake, Helen…” she grumbled to herself, questioning, as always, the things she had said and done the night before.


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

JAKE


I know you should be so much more…
 The words stayed with Jake all the way to his apartment building that morning. Jake felt a strange insecurity from last night. Like his stepmother had exposed a wound. A weak link that had always been there, hiding in plain sight in his armor. Something that everyone had seen, including himself, but no one had mentioned. Oddly enough he felt solace in this moment. The insecurity gave him confidence and calm. Knowing his weakness felt like being given the questions to the test the day before hand. All Jake had to do was decide if he wanted to look up the answers or not.

Jake spent most of the night struggling to stay asleep. He’d wake up every few minutes with a pleasant smile on his face as he watched his mother’s naked body lay beside him. Her arms resting across his chest. Her breast pressed against him. It was peaceful. It was easy. It was… safe.

The strength his mother showed last night was surprising, to say the least. The way she rode him, the way she spoke to him… the only thing more shocking was how his body reacted to it. He never knew how much those words coming from her would arouse him so, not until she said them. It was like he had been waiting his whole life for that moment.


I could go back there right now. I could turn around and go back to my mother’s house and stay there the night- the week even. I quit my job, its clear no one there wants me there. Maybe I could just stay at Helen’s until I find something new to do?
 Jake thought as he stood in front of his apartment building. Looking down at the side walk he chewed his lip.

If I run now that it gets hard at work, what will I be? Who will I be?

Jake went inside his apartment and got to work. He spent a half hour showering and grooming himself for the first time that weekend and another half hour straightening his small one bedroom apartment before getting to work. With the drip of coffee filling the pot, a clean shirt on, and a box of highlighters, Jake dragged a box carton full of organized papers. The box was labeled, ‘Cole V. Jenkawits.’

Morning turned to afternoon which eased into evening as Jake stayed 
plugged in his paperwork for the day. He didn’t know if it was possible or not, yet, but he figured he couldn’t wait any longer. If his plan was to work it had to begin now.

Jake had to rush his shower and stopped by one of the only dry cleaners he knew of in New York City that charged an ungodly amount to overnight a suit on labor day. Wearing his ‘backup suit’ that was heather gray and a little small for him since he started working out and lifting weights, Jake took a cab into town and got to his work just dark had fallen.

Sally was predictably where she had been for the last 72 hours straight. At her desk. The back of her cubicle was covered in half a dozen empty coffee cups and another half dozen empty energy drink cans.

“Wow, I bet you could count on one hand the amount of sleep you’ve had this weekend?” Jake said.

Sally wasn’t even startled by the sound of his voice. The stress and exhaustion numbed her so much her only reaction was leaning back in her chair and staring at Jake with watery eyes. “Just shoot me now, Jake, just… ugh…” She groaned.

“What? Not going well?” Jake asked.

“You would need like, two weeks just to read all this material and that’s just reading. That’s not including, research, creating the briefs, filling out the motion…” Sally shook her head but seemed to pause for a moment when she saw Jake freshly dressed and clean. “Two weeks- and I was given- what? Three days???”

Jake knew she was right. He had spent the better part of the last month working nights researching the case and he still hadn’t completed it. “It’ll be fine,” he reassured.

“I’m going to get fired,” Sally said in a shaky voice.

“You’re not going to get fired.”

“There’s no way I can finish this by tomorrow morning- not even close.”

“Aaron can’t fire you- he’s not your supervisor, and he can’t tell your boss to fire you because Aaron was the one supposed to be working the Cole V. Jenkawits case. He wasn’t supposed to be staffing it out.”

Sally covered her face as she took deep breaths and Jake thought she was dangerously close to breaking down into tears. He looked back at the new junior partner’s office and it was dark with the door closed.

“What’s this?” Jake changed the subject touching a dry cleaner bag of clothes that hung on the end of the cubicle.

“Oh, I had my roommate bring me a fresh dress for tomorrow since I’m not going home and I want to look presentable when I get fired,” Sally rolled her eyes.

Jake grabbed the hangers and laid the clothes down in Sally’s lap.

“Wha- what are you doing?” She asked.

“Put them on,” Jake said almost like a question but not quite.

“What?” Sally said half laughing.

“Put them on. Let me take you out to eat, when was the last time you had a real meal?”

Sally only could laugh in response. The kind of laugh one had when they had been awake way too long. “I can’t go, all this-”

“Load it all up on a flash drive,” Jake suggested. “What you’ve done so far. We’ll get some food, and finish working on it at my place. I’ll help. You’ll get far more done with my help anyways, but my price is dinner.”

Sally shook her head as she giggled, “you are out of your mind. You are absolutely out of your mind…” but Sally’s eyes narrowed as she smirked at the idea. “Okay, dinner, but no drinks. Then straight to work.”

“Whoa, no drink? Of course no drinks, girl. What are you trying to do? Get me drunk?” Jake joked as he stood and looked at his watch.

Sally took a little extra time to get dressed and cleaned up for their dinner. She used their gym shower in the building and put on a light layer of make up that complimented her face. Doing something with her hair would have taken too long, so instead she just pulled it back into a pony tail.

Dinner was actually quite the relaxing experience for the both of them, it seemed. Jake’s dinners with his ex-girlfriend often centered around work and were not the most pleasant of experiences. More like business meetings that occasionally included sex afterwards. That night though, was filled with laughter.

Despite Sally’s rule, Jake had ordered a bottle of wine at the Italian restaurant they ate and after pouring their glasses, Sally begrudgingly took a sip and the sip quickly turned into a gulp then a glass. Soon they were two wine bottles in and Sally’s and Jake’s feet continually found each out under the table, it seemed.

“I cleaned up a little bit, but don’t expect anything too impressive,” Jake said as he unlocked his apartment door. Sally leaned back against the hallway wall on unsteady feet. “I am just a lowly first year associate.”

“Ugh! I fucking hate that they didn’t give you that promotion. You’re sooo much better than fucking Aaron,” Sally said.

“It is what it is…” Jake finally got his door open and barely had time to flip on his lights before he felt Sally sneak in front of him. Her hands gripped his suit 
jacket pulling his lips down to meet her’s. They kissed hard and deep. Sally’s lips were wet and warm. After the moment of shock had passed Jake turned her around and pressed her back against his apartment wall.

He took off his suit jacket with her help, his hands cupped her cheek and neck while one slid down to her ample cleavage revealed from her black dress. Cupping and massaging her breasts through her top, Sally began to pant and moan as he kissed at her neck.

Stumbling into his kitchen, he was glad he cleaned up the dishes and counter tops earlier today as Sally leaned back against them. Her fingers were quick to undo his belt. He felt her soft, warm cheeks as he held her lips to his. It felt as though he was fighting to keep up with Sally. Jake’s instincts told him to slow down. To let her do as she wishes. Not to push things too far for her. To pander and talk, not to act. Jake’s pants fell to the floor and he stepped out of them feeling Sally’s eager palm stroking his hardening shaft through his boxers.


I know you should be so much more…
 he thought. Jake’s back pressed against the refrigerator as Sally’s fingers slipped inside the waist band of his boxers. He felt her delicate hand wrap around his shaft as she began to pump him stiff. If you’re going to always be the nice boy you are now…
 Sally’s lips kissed down his chest as she pulled his boxers down his legs. Her lips lowering as she squared down. …You’re going to always remain where you are…


Jake clenched his teeth and felt a stirring inside him. He saw who he was in that moment and every moment before it. He felt his life slipping beneath his feet. Like time was as sheet of ice and he was sliding down a slippery slope. Jake saw his life on idle pass by not in weeks or months, but years and decades. It was as clear as day for a fleeting moment. The small life he would live, the differences he wouldn’t make, the spreading meekness that would overtake his existence. It would happen slowly. Every year he would move an inch nearer to silence. An inch closer to inconsequential. But it could be stopped. The change could be derailed, Jake knew. All it would take it a choice. A moment. A chance to be someone he’s not to become the man he always was meant to become.

Jake’s hand grabbed Sally’s, stopping her in his boxers. The look on her face ranged from confusion to worry as her eyes questioned herself. Jake was stiff in body and awkward. His mind raced as he explored new territory. A new experience. Before Sally could speak, Jake cupped her cheek and pulled her lips to his, kissing her hard. Sally stumbled backwards as Jake pressed forward. Her hands swiped at the air behind her until her palm his the counter top before her butt did.

Jake’s hand slid down her chest and pulled her breasts free from the neck of 
her dress. Her large plump tits hung over her dress as his hand pulled her skirt up to find Sally wasn’t wearing any panties. There was a light stubble of hair as his fingers rubbed wide warm circles into her sex. Spreading her lips and circling her clit, Sally’s knees buckled as she held onto the counter top.

Pressing his finger inside her sex, Jake saw her chest begin to heave as he began to fuck her with his finger. One finger at first, but then two as he felt her juices drip down the meat of his fingers.

“Oh fuck- ah,” Sally cried as she looked to the heavens. Jake’s fingers pumped hard in and out of her as he looked down on her. Sally’s cheek pressed into Jake’s chest, looking for stability. Her thighs trembled and Jake’s fingers vibrated in and out of her pussy fast enough to bring her to orgasm.

“Oh fuck, shit shit!” She moaned and her hands clenched at Jake’s neck to stand straight. “Ahhhh!”

Jake finger fucked her until his forearm ached and went numb. Sally cried out in ragged breaths as her knees quaked and her pussy pulsed around his fingers for a second time as the orgasm sent shutters through her body. “Ohh god yess!”

Sally panted, clinging onto Jake as she tried to stay on her feet. She kissed desperately at his neck and pulled her body to his. She let out a small squeak of surprise when his hands cupped behind her butt cheeks, lifted, and sat her down on the edge of the granite counter top.

His cock throbbing, Jake released it from his clothing and pushed his member inside Sally’s awaiting pussy. His fingers dug into her her hips as her breasts exploded from the top of her shirt. Every buck of his hips made her tits bounce wildly.

“Ah ah ah ah ah!” Sally moaned as she was pumped full of Jake. “Oh, fuck me! Fuck me, Jake!”

Jake brought Sally to orgasm on the kitchen counter top then brought her to his bed where in a sweaty mess of limbs and hair pulling she made her cry out in orgasm, again.

“Ohh! Ohm… Ohm… mmmm….” Sally cooed as Jake rubbed her back. They lied twisted in the sheets of his bed for several minutes before Sally’s exhausted breaths became deep and slow. She fell asleep.
 Jake sighed as he sat up in the bed. Guilt was hitting him pretty hard, but he knew what he had to do.


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

JAKE

The morning took its time to arrive, which Jake was thankful for. It was a couple hours before midnight when Sally had passed out in his bed and she was definitely in need of the sleep. She barely moved or made a noise all night but stayed tucked under Jake’s warm covers the entire evening. Not long after she began to doze off, Jake slipped out of the bed, gently closed the bedroom door, and put on a pot of coffee. When he pulled her flash drive out of her purse and began looking through her file on the Cole V. Jenkawits case he hated the feeling in his stomach. It was like he was cheating or stealing or lying, which all were true to some extent.

Jake remained focused on the task at hand and the fact that if everything worked out as planned it wouldn’t matter. As he predicted, Sally had worked sequentially through the Cole V. Jenkawits case which was good because he had focused on the last half of the briefs. Using his laptop he copied and pasted Sally’s half with his half of summaries that he had completed over the past weeks and today.

Over the next several hours and pots of coffee, Jake refined the 58 page document down to 44 pages, then finally 39 pages. By the time morning came he was happy with what he had. He knew if he had more time he could do better, but this was the hand he was dealt.

When he woke Sally up it was pure adrenaline from her side, she barely gave Jake a chance to speak as she panicked. Pulling on her dress and grabbing her purse that had her flash drive back in it, she ran out the door heading for the office knowing she was no where near completing her unofficially assigned project.

“You’re doing the right thing…” Jake said to himself after Sally slammed his apartment door shut. “You’re doing the right thing…”

Jake stopped by the cleaners before work and picked up his charcoal black suit that was freshly cleaned and pressed. He used their bathroom to change and shave. Arriving at work he had several stares that he ignored. Jake’s eyes were hard set on the path in front of him. He paid no attention to the distraction of people’s judgements or opinions. He can’t be who he was before, not anymore.

At his floor of work on early Tuesday morning he watched the dozens of 
worker drones buzzing about. Lawyers and paralegals hustling from side to side of the office, all of them pausing to steal a look at Jake. Giving him the pained look of pity and Jake ignoring them. His eyes finally found his target. Aaron was in a conference room with Sally. His body language said it all. Jabbing his hand at Sally and pacing the room, if Jake didn’t feel so bad for Sally he would have enjoyed that moment. Aaron’s first major assignment he was supposed to complete with his new promotion, and he staffed it out instead of doing it himself. And now he had nothing to turn in.

In Jake’s satchel was the 39 page document Aaron wished he had right now. He held it tightly as Sally opened the door and stormed outside trying to conceal the tears she swiped away. Lexi went into the conference room with Aaron to console her new boyfriend but he wasn’t having it. His anger turned to her now.

Jake had seen enough. It was time to begin. With a deep breath and a sigh, Jake crossed the room and with a light knock he was summoned into Megan’s new office. She was on the phone. Her thick rimmed glasses pulled to the brim of her nose as she read some numbers to someone and shuffled about. Megan almost rolled her eyes when she saw Jake back in her office. Jake paid her no attention. He removed a binder from his satchel and placed it in front of Megan.

Megan flipped through it passively at first, like she was looking at a picture book. “Mark, let me call you back,” Megan said after a minute.

“I have a letter in my desk still that says you don’t work here anymore,” Megan’s words trailed off as she flipped through the binder. Jake was closing the blinds when Megan read through his summary with more intent. “This is good work, when’d you do this?” Megan asked. “Tom told me he staffed this out to Aaron. Did you work with Aaron on this?”

With the blinds closed, Jake locked the door and walked around Megan’s desk. Her black hair was pulled back in a pony tail and her smooth skirt rounded over her ass. When he walked into her personal space she took notice and turned around.

“What do you think you are doing?” She asked. Jake’s hand cupped her breast massaging it as his other hand slid up her inner thighs, disappearing inside her skirt. “Oh, I don’t think anyone wants a repeat of last time, Jake. So why don’t you back- ahh…”

Megan’s words trailed off when his middle finger pushed between her lips. Her pussy lips swallowed his finger eagerly as his thumb swiped gentle but firm circles on her clit, pushing her panties to the side.

“Aahhh ohm.” Megan covered her mouth. In a swift sprint, Jake’s finger jolted 
in and out of her pussy turning her crotch into a river as her moist lips poured from a quick shuttering orgasm. “Ohmygawd…” She moaned a muffled moan between her fingers. She placed her hands on Jake’s chest to steady herself but Jake wouldn’t let her. With rip on her blouse the neck of her shirt exploded buttons loose on the floor, bouncing on the tile like plastic bebes running free. With her firm tits exposed in their white bra Jake pushed her back onto her desk.

Her ass scooting backwards as Jake worked her skirt up her thighs, she kissed at his lips as Jake undid his pants and released his massive erection. In one full, hard push he penetrated her dripping hole with his shaft. Watching her tits bounce in her perfect fit bra made his cock swell as he thrusted inside her.

“Ehhh! Ahhh! Ah! Ah!” Megan covered her mouth with her hand to quiet herself as much as possible, but her pained eyes still stared up at Jake as he brought her to a second orgasm, then a third.

Jake grabbed the center of her bra with one hand, using it as leverage to pull back on as he thrusted forward while he grabbed her throat with his free hand. Securing his dominance, he held her down as her pony tail bounced wildly. “Fucking fuck me, fucking fuck me, baby!” Megan cried out.

Through rough bucks of his hips he felt her pussy squeeze on his shaft as she came again. Her thighs clapping together in front of him. Megan was still shuttering in ecstasy when he pulled out of her. By the time Jake grabbed the back of her neck and pulled her down to her knees, she had the wherewithal to grab his cock. She went to put him in her mouth but she was too late. His shaft bounced and flexed as spurts of hot cum shot across her lips, cheek, and tongue. The final load landing squarely on the glass of her reading glasses.

With his boss’ boss, the senior associate, Megan still on her knees catching her breath, Jake took his time pulling his pants up. tucking in his shirt and synching his belt, Megan slowly began to wipe away at the semen on her face. Putting his satchel on the desk, Jake didn’t look at her as he place his summary inside, then opened the top drawer of the desk.

The top sheet of paper was his resignation letter. He picked it up and while looking down on Megan he tore the piece of paper in half several times. Megan removed her glasses to clean them and said nothing to object. Jake carefully opened the door with his satchel over his shoulder and left the room.

Standing out in the main floor for a moment he felt a confidence for the first time. Up until that point, Jake was implementing a fake it till you make it,
 strategy. He figured if he acted like the man he wanted to be eventually he’d become that man. He wasn’t that man at that moment, but he felt like he was. 
Looking across the sea of cubicles he didn’t see his place of work. He saw progress. He saw stepping stone. He saw his past. He saw Sally in the middle of the sea of workers, covering her face as she cried silently. One of the hardest workers that will go unnoticed in silence. I’m doing this. I’m not this boy anymore… I’m a different man.


With a briskness to his step Jake crossed the room to Megan’s boss. The one who ran everything on this floor. Tom was the junior partner everyone reported to. Tom promoted pretty boy Aaron over Jake. Tom was the one waiting for the Cole V. Jenkawits summary so he could deliver it to one of the senior partners upstairs this morning.

Jake could hear the shouting before he even went inside. It was Tom’s voice berating two individuals. Jake shoved the door open with more force than he intended and the door swung open, smacking the back wall. Jake held steady and just went with it. He liked the jump of fear he saw in Aaron’s pale’s face and the shuttering startle in Lexi as she hid behind her new boyfriend and boss, Aaron.

“Jake? What the fuck do you think you’re doing coming into my office like that?” Tom shouted. His face was already red from yelling and scolding Aaron and his number two, Lexi, for the past 20 minutes. “I’ve got to deal with this bullshit on top of Aaron’s not being able to do a simple fucking assignment? Get out of my office, Jake, and close the goddam door behind you!”

Jake removed the summary from his satchel and smacked it down on the desk in front of Tom. Then walked back to the doorway.

“What the fuck is this!?” Tom snatched up the binder of papers. Jake grabbed the door and slammed it shut, just because he wanted to.

Tom read part of the first page and then flipped through the others quickly. “Is this all of it? Cole V. Jenkawits? How’d you-”

“I um- I didn’t think he would finish in time,” Aaron stuttered as he stood up. “I didn’t want to mention it if he wasn’t going to finish. I directed Jake to start working on it the other day and-”

“Shut the fuck up, you lazy piece of shit,” Jake snapped. “You didn’t direct anyone except Sally to do your work for you- work you were supposed to do yourself-”

“Enough!” Tom said. “I don’t care about your drama. This ain’t preschool. You’re not fighting over daddy’s attention. I just need this done with, I have a meeting with the senior partners in 5 minutes. You can go back to your cubicle now, Jake. Aaron, we’ll talk more about this over-”

Tom’s words trailed off when Jake grabbed the report from Tom’s hands and 
pit it in his satchel. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?! Gimme that!”

“No,” Jake said, leaning his back against the door. “You can fire me if you like. I don’t really give a shit, but my last move will be to feed this report the senior partners are waiting for into the shredder. You can’t print another copy, I did this from home. Its not on any of our networks.”

“Are you blackmailing me you little shit?” Tom leaned forward on his desk.

Jake shrugged, “I don’t give a shit what word you use. You’re going to demote or fire Aaron here and make me senior associate. Now.”

“Whoa, whoa…” Aaron went to stand and Jake walked at him with such intent that Aaron fell over the chair retreating from Jake.

“Your meeting’s in four minutes now,” Jake reminded Tom. Tom gritted his teeth and snarled for another minute before beating his desk and agreeing.

“Fine, the position’s yours,” Tom said.

“And I’m going up stairs with you to the meeting where you can introduce me as a courtesy to the senior partners as the new senior associate.”

“What? No-”

“Fine,” Jake opened the door went to leave.

“Okay, okay… is that it?” Tom growled as he put on his suit jacket.

Jake smirked at this moment of power he felt. His eyes scanned the cubicles of faces that pretended to not pay attention to what was going on. He found Sally’s red eyes staring back at him and waved her over. Confused, Sally stumbled over herself and walked over by Jake.

“Tom, this is Sally, one of your employees for the past year that you’ve never met. She completed over half of this document you’re about to get entire credit for by the senior partners. She’s my number two, you’re firing Lexi, too,” Jake smiled.

“What?” Sally said with shock in her face.

“What?!” Lexi screamed in anger.

“Enough! Aaron, Lexi clean out your desks. I’m done with this,” Tom yelled. “Sally, congradufuckinglations, lets go!”

“Congratulations,” Jake shook Sally’s hand and gave her a wink as he followed Tom to the elevators. Sally was speechless and on the verge of crying, again. In the elevators, Jake stared at the floor of cubicles and there was a stain of a smirk on his lips as he watched elevator door close on cubicles before him.


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

HELEN

As Tuesday came to an end, Helen had only grown in her self doubt. Did she take it too far? Did she drive her son away?


She hadn’t seen or heard from him since the last they slept together two days ago, nearly. She sat on the couch now with her cell phone in hand trying to think of what an appropriate text would be. How much simpler things were when she was just alone and sexually frustrated before she began having sex with her stepson. She knew this couldn’t go on. The lies would stack too high for either of them to control. Helen was twice her age. It was up to her to put an end to it.

Almost at the same time Helen began to type a text out to her son she heard the back door open and the familiar sounds of her son enter the house. A sense of calm reassurance and panic struck her at the same time. Jake entered the living room and was wearing a stunning charcoal suit with a form fitting shirt and a loosened tie.

“Hey,” Helen said, awkwardly as Jake took of his jacket and tie and loosened the buttons on the wrist of his shirt. “I know things have gotten… I don’t know but-”

Helen’s words trailed off as her son took her hand gently and guided her to her feet. Jake brought his stepmother into her bedroom and in front of her bed. Helen had a breathless look of wonder in her eyes as she looked upon her son. She didn’t understand what was happening. With a shove just harder than gentle, Helen fell backwards into the bedspread. Her breasts bouncing as she landed, Helen squealed a nervous giggle. Without a word, Jake’s fingers went to work unsnapping and pulling her shorts and panties down her thick thighs.

Tossing them to the floor, Jake took off his shirt quickly before climbing between her thighs like and animal claiming his prey. When his lips met hers, Jake kissed with with force and confidence. His lips and tongue taking charge as he lapped at the roof of her mouth. With light moans, Helen kissed him back. Her hands instinctively fiddling with the belt buckle of his pants.

Jake snatched Helen’s wrists and slammed them both on the mattress above Helen’s head. The shock of Jake’s dominance caused Helen to open her eyes in 
surprise as he stuffed her arms under the stack of pillows over her head. As if the pillows were imaginary binds that tethered her in place.

Sliding down her body, Helen felt Jake cup both her breasts and kiss and lick at her nipples making her juices slip between her pussy lips. Helen bit her lips together as she hummed in pleasure as she felt powerless to move due to her son’s positioning. It was when Jake’s face disappeared down her body and he felt his hands press on her inner thighs, spreading them open for her that the boil of excitement became too much.

Her hands gripped at the pillow above her head like it was the rope the bound her to the bed. A low, groaning moan escaped her lips when Jake’s warm and wet tongue pushed between her lips and lapped at her pussy from bottom to top and back down again. “Ohhhhhh godddd…”

Burying his tongue deep inside her pussy, Helen felt her son’s tongue fill her pussy and lap at her walls as his fingers circled and rubbed at her clit. “Ohhhh goddd, baby! Ohh my god!”

His lips and tongue pressed hard against her sex filling her with excitement and surging her chest with euphoria. Her hips raised and fell as she rode his face with her motion. Jake’s lips slipped to her clitoris on her slick pussy and fingers pressed inside her tight pussy simultaneously. “Ahh! Ah! AH!”

The feeling of his lips sucking on her clit sent her over the edge as his tongue flicked against the nub of her clit. The stimulation was too much. Her hands snapped down from the pillows first covering her mouth and face then grabbing at her thick breasts as the flood of the orgasm sent a violent quiver down her body. “Oh god oh god oh god ahhh!” The muscles in her thighs seized as her body went taut and still Jake lapped at her clit.

“I’m cumming, I’m cumming I’m cumm- ahhh oh my god!” The orgasm refused to stop as Jake continued to eat her pussy and the euphoria cramped muscles throughout her body. Finally, Jake came up for air from his mother’s pussy and out of self preservation, Helen closed her legs and scooted back a few inches to give her pussy a rest and a chance for her breath to be caught.

The room was unsteady as she spun and swirled though all she did was lay in the bed. She was dizzy and for a moment didn’t even realize she was laying in her own bed. Suddenly hands were on her. Powerful hands raising her to her knees and moving her around. She saw Jake’s naked body and hard cock pointing at her. On instinct she reached out and began stroking his shaft, but was quickly pushed away until she was on all four hands and knees at the edge of her bed.

She felt the swollen bulb of his cock tease her pussy lips before pushing 
inside her. “Ahhh ahh!” She cried out as the inches pushed inside her. With his shaft stiff and flexed inside her, Helen’s palms made fists gripping the covers. He pulled out and pushed back in which made what little rational thought she had leave her. He got a steady pace quickly and bounced her ass back against him as he stuffed all of himself inside her.

“Oh god oh god, fuck me, please!” Helen grunted. At that moment, Helen felt a section of her hair get gripped in his fist as he stopped with his shaft stuffed inside her. With a firm pull to the side, Helen looked over her shoulder at her naked son glaring down at her.

“You moved your hands from under the pillow,” Jake said sternly. “I didn’t say you could do that.”

“Oh, baby I’m- I’m sorry mmm… I’m-”

“Is mommy sorry?” Jake asked.

“Oh god, baby, mommy’s so sorry, baby,” Helen groaned. The sound of Jake calling her mommy sent her to the edge. A stiff slap to her fat ass cheek sent a sudden jolt of pain that woke her up. “Ahh ohh…”

“Is mommy going to be a good slut for her son?” Jake asked.

“Oh Jesus, yes, mommy will do whatever you ask, please mmm… please fuck mommy’s pussy. Mommy’s begging please fuck mommy…”

With one hand gripping Helen’s hair and the other digging into the meat of her hips, Jake pulled back hard on Helen and bucked inside her. In a fast thrust he pumped his swollen stiff shaft inside her again and again.

“Ohh fuck me, yessss! Fuck mommy so good, baby! You fuck mommy so- ahhh!”

Helen’s heavy tits bounced so hard that they swayed into her chin, rubbing between her arms as she struggled to keep her arms beneath her. Her back arched back as her son pulled her head back by her hair. His cock stuffing into her g-spot with every thrust.

“Ah ah ah ah!” Helen screamed. “Oh my god, Mommy’s- ahhh you’re you’re- you’re going to make mommy fucking cum baby! Ohh!”

Jake’s hand smacked her ass again and again, making her scream as he fucked her hard and rough.

“Oh goddddd!” Helen orgasmed hard. Her body went stiff. For several seconds she was silent as she became a fuck doll for her son. His fingers dug into her love handles and hair as he pounded his dick inside her until he grunted and panted. “Ohmygod!” Helen screamed.

With his cock stuffed deep inside her she heard her baby boy flex inside her 
tight pussy and shoot loads of cum inside her. Filling her up with his seed. Jake fell on top of his stepmother and they laid with another in a sweaty pant for several minutes. Their bodies spooning in the bed as Jake held her tight to him.

They fell asleep for several hours in each other’s arms. At some point in the night they had found their way under the covers with Helen tucked into his arms. They both awoke in the middle of the night. Helen was rubbed her palm on his chest while Jake gently brushed her hair back behind her ear.

Slowly, he told her about his day. How he had found his confidence because of her. How he not only got the promotion but was able to network with several senior partners and even sit in with a high level meeting, despite Tom’s reservations.

“Well, sounds like you had a big day,” Helen giggled. “Anything else happen today?”

“Well,” Jake hesitated. “I think I kinda met someone.”

“Really?” Helen said feeling flush with a mix of emotions.

“I mean, I don’t know or anything, just a friend at work named Sally,” Jake said.

“So what are you doing here then?” Helen asked.

“I… don’t know,” Jake admitted. “I felt I owed it to you and- well, I liked being here and doing…”

“I know… I know, I like being here with you like this, too, but I think… I think there’s more to our relationship than just this. I don’t know what I’m saying, sorry.” Helen admitted.

“I know what you mean, I think,” Jake smiled. “I think we should stop the extracurricular activities. Maybe not forever, but for now.”

Helen sighed, “I agree. I want to have our friendship and relationship back. I would like there to be some normalcy, you know?”

“Okay, but you have to promise me one thing.”

“What’s that?”

Jake looked down at Helen’s eyes, “you have to go out with book club guy.”

“What?”

“Restaurant guy from book club.”

“Oh, I don’t know if I’m-”

“Please, you’re more than ready. If there’s one thing this weekend has taught me its that you have been depriving yourself sexually and maybe emotionally for years. I want you to be with someone. I want you to be happy…”

Helen smiled up at Jake for a long moment and he smiled back. They spent the 
rest of the night lying in each other’s arms and was the sun rose they both got dressed. They made a deal, for the time being, not to see each other naked, again. But even though they would sleep together again in the coming days, weeks, or months, Jake will go to sleep at night from then on thanking his stepmom for the Labor Day weekend he spent tucked in her arms, always.
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PREVIEW

MAGGIE HATED HERSELF in that moment. So much so that in her thoughts when she cursed herself, she called herself by her given name of ‘Margret’ instead of what she insisted everyone else call her, Maggie. She laid there with tears swelling in her eyes but refused to allow one tear drop to fall down her cheek.

You’re so stupid, Margret. You’re not going to cry. Not in front of your stepson. You’re a grown woman and your sobbing like the stupid child you are!

Maggie took slow and steady breaths through her mouth because she knew if she sniffed through her nose the wet stuffy sound it would make would alert her stepson she was crying again. And he was laying right behind her in the bed.

Taking a deep breath, Maggie cleared her thoughts. She had managed to calm herself down ever since going inside her stepson’s hotel room, but now as she laid in the darkness trying to find sleep, all of her thoughts swelled back to the fight she just left in the next hotel room over.

I might be a dumb, but I need to stop. You’re working yourself up over this. Just put it out of your mind like every other time. Think about... think about the beach tomorrow. How warm the sand would be.

A chill cut through Maggie while she tried to think about the warm. Nick kept his AC on full blast in his hotel room throughout the whole night and she didn’t know how he did it. He only slept in his boxers. Granted she wasn’t much better. Maggie wore an oversized white t-shirt and her light blue pajama pants. The shiver went through her body so deeply that she trembled the bed.

“Are you cold? Do you want me to turn the AC off?” Nick asked leaning up on one arm behind Maggie. He was half out of the bed already.

“Oh, no- no, sorry, stay,” Maggie said teaching behind her. She meant to grab his arm but instead felt the soft skin of her stepson’s inner thigh, the fabric of his boxers, and maybe something else. “It’s uh, just a shiver. It’ll pass.” Maggie quickly slid her hand away.

“Are you sure? It’s no problem,” Nick pressed.

“Yeah, no, you can leave it on, um, maybe if you can just rub my arms a sec to help warm me up. Then I’ll be fine,” Maggie’s small hands, that were ice themselves, did little to nothing rubbing her own shoulders.

“Oh... yeah, sure,” Nick said climbing back into bed. Maggie almost had to grab the side of the bed while he readjusted on his side to keep her from being rolled about. Same as when Nick’s father got in and out of the bed.

Nick might’ve been only 19 years old and a sophomore in college, but he was already quite the specimen. At six feett tall he was becoming more and more involved in the power lifting community. A gift from his father who used to compete in Mr. Universe competitions as a body builder. Nick had always been into lifting but through his college years power lifting had become a passion of his.

Maggie could feel Nick’s body depress the bed behind her and his body heat irradiate on her before he even touched her. His bear claw of a hand wrapped around her delicate shoulder and gently rubbed up and down to her elbow. Maggie let out a long breath as she felt the clenched feeling in her chest since leaving her husband’s hotel room, finally release. Closing her eyes, she hummed a sigh of relaxation and felt her body slide backwards into the concave of the bed and back into Nick.

His body was soft and hard at same time. Though, not cut like his father was with defined and lean pectoral muscles and such, Nick’s solid body was filled with hulking muscles with a thin layer of fat over his muscles. Leaning back against him felt perfect in that moment. Another shiver went through her body as the cold left her body. His body’s warmth permeated from her back edging closer to her front. As she wiggled tighter into the position of the small spoon was when she felt the growing bulge from her stepson’s crotch.

At first, Maggie froze. She didn’t want to embarrass Nick and so she thought it was best to pretend it wasn’t there. To just lie still and act like she didn’t feel his erection poking her butt crack. But as the seconds passed things only got worse not better. Her poor stepson’s erection had only grown larger and harder, to the point that she even had to adjust her butt cheeks, so it poked between her thighs and not right into her cheek.

Maggie didn’t know what to do. She couldn’t ask him to leave it was his hotel room that he allowed her to stay in for the night. Maggie couldn’t leave the bed; Nick was nice enough to give her the bed after Maggie and her husband had their fight. Nick was going to sleep on the couch until Maggie forbid it.

“This bed is huge, why don’t you just sleep on that side.” She had said. “It’ll be fine, we won’t be near each other.” How little did she know how much room a 6ft tall power builder takes up in a king size bed.

And to top it all off she was the one who asked him to rub her shoulders for her. As with everything, it was all her fault. Maggie made this bed and now she 
must lay in it- quite literally. She felt it in the way his hand rubbed her shoulder as well. It was more hesitant and careful. But something else was happening, too.

Maggie felt Nick’s hard on flex between her legs and her eye lids fluttered as her eyes rolled back in the bliss of the feeling. The tip of his shaft had flexed up and into the lips of her sex in such a way to just part them. He didn’t intend to press just there, and she didn’t plan on becoming so aroused but they both happened.

A moment passed and she felt him flex again, this time even harder and longer. What made it worse was when Nick tried to scoot back to relieve the pressure made by his swelling erection, but due to the depressed bed he immediately rocked back forward, the head of his shaft jabbing the crotch of her pajama pants up into her sex.

This time the feeling was too much. Nick grabbed her shoulder, probably intent on pulling away from her but, the force of his grip only sent her over the edge. Her delicate hand closed on top of his, holding it to her shoulder. The moan escaped her lips before she could stop it. Maggie pulled his large strong hand towards her face. She wanted to feel his warmth on her cheek, but somehow, she had pulled his hand and it ended up in her left breast.

Bra less and wearing only an old Atlanta Zoo t-shirt that was much too big for her since she had bought it back when she was 7 months pregnant with her daughter from her first marriage, Maggie’s heavy, thick breasts hung to the side she laid. Without any assistance Nick’s warm palm gripped right on top of her nipple. Pressing into her chest, Maggie hummed another moan. High pitched and thoughtless as she grinded her butt cheeks against her stepson’s crotch.

Maggie didn’t want to think about how Nick was her stepson for over 4 years now. She didn’t want to know that she was over twice his age, and she didn’t want to remember that somewhere out there she had a daughter that was in college and two years older than Nick was right now. Thinking would mean to think about the fight she just had with Nick’s father and she could not bear that, and more importantly, that would mean this amazing feeling she felt would have to stop.

Maggie’s hand reached behind her and wrapped around the thick muscle of Nick’s bare thigh. Holding him against her back side she felt his bulging member push and grind into her ever moistening pussy, she began to realize just how depraved and desperate for satisfaction she was in that moment and in life. Nick’s hand began to slide up and down her breast, making circles and squeezing on the meat of her breast.

“Ohhhmmm...” Maggie let the words escape her lips. Her ever erecting nipples 
ached with the rub of his hand. The tip found every groove between his fingers until, finally his thumb and forefinger pinched around her, making her press her ass out and into his lap. “Ahhh... oh, hmm...”
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PREVIEW

“WHY DON’T YOU come inside and help me load the dishwasher?”

“I’m not fucking going near Mom or-”

“They’re gone,” my stepsister, Anna, interrupted. “They’re outback by the pool for their nightcap. You know their routine. Come on. I could use a hand.”

I looked up and saw the smallest of smiles on her lips before she turned to go back inside. Annabelle was only a year older than me but there mine as well been a 20 years difference when it came to how little we spoke. We lived our lives separate and treated our parent’s mansion we shared as if we were neighbors living by another but not with each other.

At the times we saw each other in passing, we would smile and nod to another and occasionally exchange small talk before going about our business. This was the life we had lived since my mother married my stepfather and the two moved into this mansion in upstate New York. Both of our parents were born of money, neither one earned it, which perhaps is what made them such a perfect fit.

Anna’s grandfather made his millions in the oil business while my grandfather made his billions as a hedge fund manager. I always joked to myself if there was ever a thing to break them up it would be my mother’s extra set of zeros.

I took a deep breath of fresh air and decided I wasn’t quite ready to be alone at this point. Going inside, I shared a familiar smile and nod with Anna before I took over rinsing the glasses and setting them above the dishwasher for Anna to put them in.

After a moment, Anna looked out the sliding glass door around the corner to make sure the our parents were still there. “My dad’s a cocksucker for what he said,” Anna murmured.

Her vulgarity took me by surprise, but her obvious siding with me made me smile. “Not as much as a cunt that my mom is.”

“All they do is obsess about their money, then they’re floored when we’re raised not to give a shit about it,” Anna continued. She wore a simple dark gray hoody that concealed her natural curves and figure. Anna always had men flocking over her. Even when she was 17 when I first moved in with her. There was a constant revolving door of boyfriends that never lasted that long or seemed too serious. Her father didn’t care. He wanted her married and for their to be a prenup, 
besides that, he had little interest in his daughter’s life.

Marriage was the number one reason he demanded she go to college, when she refused. I still remember Anna screaming at the top of her lungs from the other side of the house that she wasn’t going to school, “just to get my fucking MRS degree!”

It was this fight that incited her to take a year off after high school and travel the country. Anna didn’t talk much about her travels. She said she lived on the west coast for a few months before moving to Florida to help assist in under privileged schools. She was good like that, I wouldn’t be surprised if she went to school to become a nurse or a teacher. She seemed like someone who could always give to others regardless for herself.

“At least we’ve only got a few more days with this,” I said, rinsing off a dinner and setting it in front of Anna. “In a week you’ll be in Colorado, and a week later I’ll be in Florida.”

Anna’s eyes twitched at my mention of the state but she quickly relaxed and went back to filling the dishwasher. “Yeah, its funny that our parents haven’t questioned at all why we chose not to go to school here in New York, but in states that are literally as far away from home as we could go.”

I snickered setting the last dinner plate in front of Anna as I grabbed the towel in front of the sink and wiped down the excess water drip. Looking out the back slider into our parent’s perfectly landscaped backyard, I saw the beautiful hue of blue from the pool coat light on the hedges and elaborat patio furniture. The string of lights decorated the awning that hung over my mother and her husband’s head. They sat with their backs to the house. My mother with her glass of wine. Anna’s father with his glass of whiskey. Gods of their own kingdom.


“Are you… okay?” Anna asked which knocked me out of my trance of a stare.

“Hm? Oh, yeah, I…”

“Look, its none of my business, and maybe you and Ashley can make up tomorrow or something, but if not- I mean, you’re going to a big college town in freaking Florida. I know I’m not that older than you, but trust me. High school is a joke, there’s plenty of bitches in the sea.”

I turned around and saw Anna leaning against the counter with a smile. Her arms crossed and the tail of her hoody extending down over her shorts making it appear as though she wasn’t wearing any.

“Thanks, sis,” I smiled.

Anna laughed, “I think that’s the first time you called me that.”

“Well, we’re both about to go off in different directions soon. I doubt either of 
us will be visiting home much, if we can help it. So, mine as well use it while we can. Might not see much of each other for a while.”

Anna pouted her full lips in an exaggerated frown, “aww, don’t say that you’re going to make me cry.” Then Anna did something that surprised me. Scooting her feet across the hardwood floor to me she held out her arms and took me in a hug. My body was rigid at first, I was so caught off guard. Not only had Anna never hugged me before, but aside from the few times Ashley and I had made out, I couldn’t recall the last time anyone had ever hugged me. My mother was not the most affectionate person. She found physical contact nauseating and early on in my adolescences decided hugs were not essential and pats on the back and a wave from a distance was sufficient.

But now, with Anna’s arms looped under my arms around my back, I felt my posture soften as I sunk my arms around my sister’s back. Burying my nose and lips in the top of her hair, I smelled with fruity, mixed berry hair conditioner of her hair, felt the warmth of her breath hitting my chest, and her ample breasts that were hidden under her clothes pressed into my center.

Anna had been strangely different than her usual self since returning from her trip of self discovery. She had been away from home for the better part of the year only to return last week as a softer, kinder seeming person. The hug was a strange and pleasant feeling which I could only compare to being with my girlfriend. Or ex-girlfriend, now, I suppose.


It was this comparison that I used to explain away the rising erection I felt growing in my pants. I turned my hips away from Anna slightly, so that she would not notice which gave her a sign to exit the hug. Anna sniffed and cleared her throat backing away from me.

“Sorry,” Anna said half laughing to herself. “I know we’re not like, like hugging
 kind of brother and sister or whatever, but I don’t know. You don’t realize how important some things are until you leave home for a while, you know?”

I nodded and agreed, even though I did not understand. My mind was focused on stopping the seemingly uncontrollable erection that continued to grow beneath my jeans. A touch of color filled my cheeks as I was forced to pull out a kitchen stool that was tucked under the large marble island and sit down to conceal my growing problem.

“So um… so have you declared a major, yet?” Anna asked, obviously desperate to lighten the mood after their emotional hug.

“Not yet,” I said. “I was thinking about something in science. Chemistry… biology… they always seemed to come easier to me than other things. What about 
you?”

“No, I don’t know either. Maybe something in teaching. I like the idea of teaching, but I don’t know if I want to be around kids my entire life,” Anna laughed.

“Definitely understand that,” I smiled. “Did any of the teachers you worked with in the last year give you any advice?”

“Hm? Um- oh, no, not really. No,” Anna said as her eyes jetted around.

“Was it Miami you said you spent most your time teaching? Was it like Teach for America or something like that?”

“Oh, no, it was- yeah, it was in Miami but it wasn’t Teach for America. It was just this small local organization I hooked up with they- uh… just needed some extra help teaching.”

“Oh…” It was clear to me that Anna was uncomfortable talking about her teaching in Miami and it seemed strange that she was being so elusive over something so trivial. I was silent for a minute as I considered asking another question or dropping it when Anna, who must’ve saw my deliberation, smacked the counter top randomly and started to leave.

“I’m going to go to bed,” Anna announced with a half giggle. “Goodnight, little bro.”


I smirked and nodded, “night.”

Anna left the kitchen and walked for the stairs. As she took the first step, she pulled her hoody over and off her body, bunching up the sweatshirt in her hands. She wore a black, spaghetti strapped tank top and it rode up above her pierced naval revealing her taut belly. My eyes raised to her bouncing thick breasts as she went up the stairs quickly. Before she disappeared from sight, I realized she was still watching me, too.
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Raven Black

Stephanie Modders laid on her bed with her cellphone in her hands hovering over her face, clicking away at her texts. Her pink, spaghetti strapped under shirt was half riding up her belly revealing the belly button piercing her mother nearly killed her for getting last year. Even though she was 18 when she got it, her mom didn’t like piercings that were anywhere, but the ear and she didn’t like tattoos, period. Which is why Stephanie was taking this time while her mother was out running errands to wear as little clothes as possible and air out her recent tattoo she got on the small of her back. Every other waking and sleeping minute she spent at her mom’s house she would have to wear some oversized sweatshirt or a baggy t shirt that wouldn’t risk revealing her tattoo any time she bent over.

Matt didn’t mind in the least. He sat balancing on a large blue sit-up ball in the corner of the room and pretended to type on his phone. In reality though, his eyes couldn’t keep from creeping up and down his stepsister’s body. Her long tan legs that stuck out from the small black with pink trim, loose fitting shorts she wore.

Why even wear those? They cover no more than panties would.

Matt knew how wrong it was to be so attracted to his stepsister. It’s not like he didn’t try not to be. His father had married Mrs. Modders 4 years ago and divorced 2 years ago so he could move on to his third wife and Matt’s 2nd stepfamily. It was becoming a sick joke. The collection of step siblings and parents Matt was collecting. Ironically, he had no biological siblings and after his mother passed away from cancer as a child, that only left him and his douchebag father. Of course, all of his stepsisters and mothers were incredibly/unfairly attractive. It was one of the perks of having a absurdly rich and asshole-inclined father. Plenty of attractive women somehow fall in ‘love,’ with him magically.

It was fine. Matt has made his peace with it after his father divorced Stephanie’s Mom. It helped that all of his stepfamilies seemed to genuinely like 
Matt. He was a good-looking boy. Polite, funny, and outgoing. He had just graduated high school and was set to attend college in the fall. But unlike the heartless business tycoon his father was, Matt planned to study medicine to become a doctor. He liked helping people. He liked making them feel better.

Matt picked up pieces of Stephanie’s clean and dirty clothes that littered the ground around him and threw them at her playfully one piece at a time. At half speed she batted the clothes away with one hand, her eyes still not leaving her phone. “Stop it, freak,” Stephanie whined.

“Pay attention to me,” Matt did his best to annoy her and he was succeeding. “What are you even doing? Writing your memoirs?”

“A friend of mine just hooked up with this guy in a hotel she works at,” Stephanie smiled biting her lower lip. “So naturally we’re all discussing the pros and cons of marriage at this point.”

“She made a vid of them hooking up?” Matt asked.

Stephanie glanced down over top her perky breasts at her stepbrother. She gave him a measured look as if deciding between a repulsed response or one of humor. She went with one somewhere in the middle. “Ugh. Freak. And no, I already asked.” She gave him a devious smile through her pink sparkling lip-glossed lips that made Matt’s cock pulse under his jeans.

“Damn, I could use some new vids- watched all the good ones on the internet,” Matt boldly joked. He felt heat rise to his cheeks. They had an odd relationship. Having met when they were both teenagers, they developed a friendship early on. Since they were both going through a phase of learning about their sexuality, naturally, their humor had tested sexual boundaries. They used to talk more like teenage friends would back when their parents had been married. Now, it had been almost a year since Matt had seen Stephanie. She had disappeared to college for her freshmen year and never visited her mom when he did. So, hanging out
 today was especially awkward since they hadn’t seen each other in some time. Stephanie’s eyes flicked down to him and she silently shook her head as if to say You’re stupid.


He might have been reading too much into things, but she did use this moment to adjust her position. She tucked her feet closer to her butt, so her knees were in the air and slightly parted. The thin shorts- the only thing keeping him from her warm, tight lips, were tucked into her ass crack and flush to her pelvis. He could almost see an outline of everything.

Matt could feel the flushness in his cheeks. He took deep breaths in attempt to quell the flaring heat to his face that ultimately did nothing. He wasn’t thinking 
logically anymore. He wasn’t thinking at all. The blood flowed far from his brain to the growing shaft between his own legs. He knew he should not have pursued this flirtatious side of things, but he couldn’t help it. Everything about her was intoxicating.

He remembered how they would play outside as younger teenagers. They’d get into wrestling matches over everything. Every time it ended in a chorus of giggling. But once his asshole father divorced her mother a year ago that all stopped. Now Matt came to visit Stephanie’s mom once a month for a day or two over the weekend. Enough time so Stephanie’s mom could get extra child support money from Matt’s dad.

Matt didn’t have to visit. He was 18 now, but he liked doing these little visits just to be around Stephanie. He kept the visits up while Stephanie was in college so that it wouldn’t seem suspicious when she returned home over the summer and Matt started visiting, again. He especially liked times like these where her mother was out getting groceries or with her friends. It made his fantasies more powerful. Even though he knew nothing could ever happen between them, just the possibility of it was enough to make him get a hard on.

He threw a series of shirts from the floor at her. Each one getting closer to her face. Each one making her more and more perturbed. His final throw of a dirty pair of jeans that covered her face put her over the edge.

In one motion she tore the jeans from her face and smacked her phone down on the bed beside her. “That’s it!” She yelled as she lunged from the bed and dove for him. Matt tried to brace himself but the shock of it toppled him off the sit-up ball as she tackled him. The pair of her jeans in hand, she shoved it in Matt’s face with a smile and giggle on her lips.

“You like that? Huh? How you like it?” Stephanie yelled half mounting Matt. His hands scooped under Stephanie’s bare thighs and lifted her easily, rolling her to the side. At 18 years old he was quite athletic. First baseman on the Baseball team in the spring and running back on the high school football team in the fall. Matt had at least 50 pounds of muscle on her and he could see that she realized how much he had grown in the last year, instantly.

“How do I like it?” Matt asked as he had her on her back. His fingers spidered up and down her ribs tickling her to no end. “How do you like it, huh?”

Stephanie’s high-pitched scream broke into a helpless giggle as she tried to squirm away from her stronger stepbrother. “Stop,” she tried to cry between laughs. “Oh my god, stop stop stop.”

Stephanie crawled back onto the bed she had leapt off of and tried kicking 
Matt off of her, but Matt slipped around her flailing legs and threw his own leg over her thighs, mounting her. She slapped and pushed playfully at his hard chest, but she couldn’t move him.

“Yeah, now you realize you fucked up,” Matt smiles down on her as she squirmed helplessly. For the briefest of moments Matt’s hands relented their attack on his stepsister enough that she stopped wiggling beneath him. The moment lingered uncomfortably long while their eyes met.

“You need to stop getting between a girl and her phone,” Stephanie broke the silence.

It’s a dangerous thing to do, you know?” She picked up her cellphone from the bed and with Matt still mounted on her went back to texting. “Now if you don’t mind, I have some texts to catch up on.”

“Well, maybe I’ll just hang out here then if you won’t pay attention to me,” Matt said, jokingly rocking back and forth on top of her hips.

“Sure, I don’t care. Do what you want,” she said quickly.

If Matt had been thinking right, he probably would have stopped his hands before they did it, but they moved before he could think. “Fine, how about this? I’ll just do this then,” Matt’s hand reached forward and gently but playfully poked at her left breast through her thin top.

But to Matt’s surprise, Stephanie’s only reaction was to shrug while her fingernails clicked away on her screen. “Sure, go ahead.”

Matt continued to poke and rub playfully and nonchalantly for a minute. Trying to make it look more like he was being a goof than he was loving every moment of it. But then he somewhat accidentally, lightly pinched a patch of her shirt with the intention of lifting it from her chest, only to pinch her nipple and pull up on it. Stephanie let out a short quiet but high-pitched sound. It was a sound that roamed the mysterious land between pleasure and pain. It startled Matt at first. He almost apologized, but then realized his lower half had a completely different reaction. He was worried she might feel or see his erection growing in his jeans. He considered dismounting his stepsister, but then he also realized that she was still laying there. Her cellphone in both her hands floating a foot above her now pointed nipples and her eyes locked on the phone and not her stepbrother straddling her.

Matt slowly moved his right hand back down to his stepsister’s breast but this time there was nothing playful about it. His palm and fingers wrapped around her and massages her breast slowly. His fingertips brushed against her bare skin as they push up her chest. His thumb circled her hard nipple through the thin fabric 
that restrained it. He switched to her other breast only this time he brushed his fingers down inside the shirt and felt her bare breast in his palm. Her nipple grew so hard it felt like a small blade against his skin.

Stephanie didn’t move her eyes from her phone. Matt could feel her chest rise and fall as her breathing sped up. He leaned back and brought his hands onto both her breasts. He pulled them out from her shirt and made long rubs across her skin. Giving her chest a deep massage as he mashed her breasts together and into her chest. They felt glorious. Matt was beside himself. He couldn’t believe this was real life. He had never felt breasts so full and perfect as these. And they belonged to his stepsister.

She was panting quietly now. Her mouth hung open and she pushed and pulled air through her lips silently, like Matt might not notice. Like her nipples weren’t getting harder by the moment and she wasn’t getting more and more aroused.

Matt scooted himself to the side of Stephanie. Enough that his hands could slide down her taunt belly and brush over her tiny pair of shorts she wore. His fingertips dipped over her sex enough that he could feel the groves of her lips. His middle finger found the center and wiggled a little deeper into the crevasse of his stepsister’s pussy before he pushed down between her thighs. Matt dragged his fingers back up and pushed down again. He could hear Stephanie struggling to keep from moaning. Air whipped in and out of her mouth between her sporadic breath holding as she bit her lip.

While Stephanie’s eyes may have had the discipline to stay on her phone screen, her thighs seemed to have a mind on their own. They begged to open up to her stepbrother. He felt her open some to make room for his hand as it dipped deeper between her thighs, then when he took his free hand and pulled on her inner thigh it spread wide with ease.

This time when his hand pushed down and into her pussy lips, he felt his middle finger disappear along with a part of her shorts inside her lips. It was too much for Stephanie. A surge of brief high-pitched coos escaped her. Inside her, it was warm and tight, just like he had always imagined. Matt pushed the opening of short’s leg hole to the side. The fabric was loose and stretchy. It was easy to expose his stepsister’s bald pussy lips. A string of her juices stuck to the crotch of her shorts as he did.


She’s not wearing any panties,
 Matt marveled.

(This 6 part series is available now! Click below to read Volume 1!)
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