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CHAPTER ONE

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 TWO

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 THREE

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 FOUR

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.

“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 FIVE

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 a Saturday, down on the 27th
 floor it could have been a 
Monday. 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 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 SIX

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 hypersexuality, 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 SEVEN

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 EIGHT

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 NINE

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.
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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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A STEP APART

TEASED

Book 1 of 6

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.
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