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Prologue

Based on a true story

“In my life, I have given a fuck about many things. I have also not given a fuck about many things. And like the road not taken, it was the fucks not given that made all the difference.”

Mark Manson

The Subtle Art of Not Giving a F*ck: A Counterintuitive

Approach to Living a Good life


Chapter 1

___________________________

________________


My dad was tired of being alone, without any female companionship, that is. My mother passed away five years ago, and now I was living at home with him. I have no siblings, my name is Jason, and I’m a twenty-year-old college junior, and commute to a local four-year college.

Dad met Stacy at work. He works as an agent for a large insurance company, and about four years ago, they hired Stacy. At first, dad kept his distance, adhering to the unspoken rule about office romances.

But, after six months or so, dad asked Stacy out for lunch. Lunch turned into dinners, and before he knew it, he had a girlfriend. They kept their relationship secret at first, but then after a year, they were known as an item. The office was “loose on rules,” and the office manager didn’t really care.

I met Stacy many times, and she seemed really cool. Dad and Stacy tied the knot at the end of my sophomore year while I was in-between schools. I transferred to a college near the house at the beginning of my junior year.

I started out at a four year college out of state, and moved back home partly because Remson College had a pretty good graphic arts and video production department, and also, I thought it would be good for dad to have me around for a bit of “normalcy.” It would also show him my tacit approval of the marriage which was important to him. Dad and I were close, and that was another reason I moved home; I missed him.

The wedding was big – and it was outdoors, taking advantage of the June weather. I have three aunts, about nine first cousins, and some of my late mother’s family (the ones dad and I got along with). They all came, along with people from Dad and Stacy’s office. Stacy had no kids, but she did have a small four-year-old niece who made a cute little flower girl.

Stacy was a very attractive woman and reminded dad of mom a little bit. She had long, dark auburn hair, blue eyes, really big breasts, and a very hot figure which she had no qualms about showing off. My dad was ten years Stacy’s senior, her being about forty-one years of age.

So, it was cool. Stacy and I got along pretty well. All three of us liked to relax around the TV at night – when I didn’t have any studies to do. Sometimes we would go on short weekend trips, and dad and Stacy had it arranged so their vacations came out at the same time, and they liked to travel a lot. I never minded; I didn’t want to begrudge dad his happiness.

Being totally honest here, Stacy was a “looker.” Sometimes, I couldn’t help but think she was teasing me by always sitting in the middle of dad and me when we watched TV. When dad would put his head back on the sofa and snore during a show, Stacy surprised me and put her head on my shoulder and fell asleep (or at least pretended to) as well.

I couldn’t help it, and I had no lewd thoughts, but being a sexually active twenty-year-old male, I would get very hard. My head kept telling me Jason, this is WRONG buddy! This is your stepmom; you cannot do this! But how can my body and my swarms of testosterone tell me that I can’t get an erection??

Last weekend for instance, we were watching some old period drama on HBO, and both of them fell asleep – my dad snoring away at the end of the sofa, and Stacy’s head on my shoulder. Of course, my “Happy Muscle” was doing a war dance in my sweats, and the back of Stacy’s hand just happened to land on “the tent” in my sweats. I didn’t move – maybe I should have, but I turned my head to look at Stacy, and HOLY FUCK she was smiling at me, halfway in a dream state, and with her eyes closed. I said nothing, but moved away, her hand falling off my ‘tent,’ and she seemed to go back to sleep, her head now resting upon my shoulder - no other part of my anatomy was being explored.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

__________________________

_______________


That night, when I got tired, I left dad and Stacy; both were awake by then, and I went to my room and shut the door. I was still so fucking horny from that experience on the couch, that I jerked myself off, pretending that Stacy’s lips were running around my cock. I felt a little bit guilty, but I mean it was just some harmless fun; not that I would ever act out on it!

On Monday I went to the campus a little bit early to catch up on some work, and I met up with my two buddies Phil and Richie, who were also in my film production class. We had an assignment to make any kind of movie we wanted. This class was a favorite amongst the film students because everybody was a budding Stephen Spielberg or Stanley Kubrick. Phil and Richie talked about going to grad school in film making. I was still on the fence about it. We met in the STARBUCKS on the campus to bullshit and hang out before class.

“So, what about a horror film, Jason?” Richie asked.

“You mean you want something with a lot of blood and screams? Maybe a knife coming out from a shower curtain with a naked blonde behind it? – Boring!” I said.

“I agree with Rich; that’s dull,” Phil said.

“Or how about this,” I said. I’m a Jason, right? So how about I get a mask and chase some hot-looking extras in skimpy bikinis around an old campsite with a long butcher’s knife!”

“Knock it off Jason, we’re not supposed to be doing a comedy,” Richie said, laughing.

Phil was the real thinker in the group, he always had creative ideas to put out. “Hey guys, how about some kind of a family drama?”

Maybe Phil was onto something, so I asked him “What did you have in mind.”

Phil and Richie looked at each other smiling, and then they turned to me. God only knows why.

“Just hear us out Jason. This might sound really crazy, okay, and I don’t mean to overstep any boundaries here,” Phil said, and looked over to Richie.

I became suspicious and cautious. “No, no, go ahead, I’m all ears.”

Richie cleared his throat. “Phil and I have been to your house, and we met your new stepmom. So, how about some kind of thing involving a stepmother who becomes involved with her stepson’s best friend, or friends? It sounds deep, right? Do you think your stepmom would play along with the idea?”

I got red in the face and angry. “WTF! No Richie, it sounds downright disgusting! Do you honestly expect me to ask my stepmother, Stacy, who is happily married to my dad to get involved in some kind of adulterous, and taboo affair – for a fucking college film class movie? Seriously dude, are you and Phil both out of your freaking minds?”

“See Richie, I told you it was stupid and would never fly! We’re not professionals with access to adult actors,” Phil said, embarrassed.

I left that meeting now knowing that I wasn’t the only one who thought Stacy was hot. Shit, as crazy as it all was, they wanted to feature her in some cheap, college porn flick. First of all, there was no way in hell Stacy would ever consent to that, and what would my dad think? How could I even think of doing that to him? The whole idea was raunchy and sick.

I would tell my buddies that if they wanted to do some college aged movie about a dorm affair or something, we could get plenty of girls who would love to be part of it, with the sex scenes only suggestive, of course. Or, maybe, if they were looking for a “Mrs. Robinson” type, they could get a girl to dress a bit older and play stepmom.

I liked my friends, but this had to be one of the stupidest ideas they ever came up with.

That night I came home, and dad had to work late, but Stacy came home early, and she made a really killer meatloaf with mashed potatoes and vegetables that I loved; it was my favorite.

“Hi Stacy,” I said, thinking about my friends salivating over her. “Dad working late tonight?”

“Yes Jason, so I get to make a favorite of yours and your dad’s.”

“Yeah, it sure smells good. I’ll get washed and come down. Can I help you with anything?” I asked.

“You’re so sweet. It would be a big help if you made the salad,” she said.

“Okay, I’ll be right down,” and I went upstairs. Stacy had changed from work. She always wore a nice, sleek business suit to work, and now she had changed into tight jeans and a white cotton pullover with her long, auburn hair tied up in a bun.

She was still wearing her four-inch heels which I thought was odd, but okay. I thought it just a tad excessive though, because in addition to the high heels, her button-down, long-sleeved pullover had the first three buttons open, and I could see her cleavage perfectly with her perky nipples popping out of the black laced bra she wore.

I laughed to myself. The guys did have a point. If such a crazy movie like Phil and Richie wanted to make actually did get done, Stacy would be perfect as the proverbial hot stepmom.

I came down for dinner, and instead of having the news on, the TV in the kitchen was off. I went to the refrigerator and got the salad vegetables out and set the table. Dad would be home in an hour. Stacy was interested in having a conversation with me. “So Jason, what’s new in school? Got any interesting assignments or projects you’re working on? I’ve always thought film making was so interesting.”

I don’t know what made me go there, but thinking back on it now, I think I wanted her to know, just to test her reaction. “Well, I have one class where we’re supposed to actually make a movie, low budget of course.”

“Really, sounds terrific. Is this just you, or what?”

“No, the class is large, so they split us up into groups of three or four. I’m working with my two friends Richie and Phil – I had them over to the house.”

“Oh, that’s right,” Stacy said, nodding her head. Those were the two boys who kept checking me out . . .” she said, smiling. “So, what kind of movie is it?”

I cleared my thoughts, stirring uncomfortably in my chair, rethinking my idea of telling her, but now I had to say something. “Uh, we thought of doing a family drama. You remember the movie The Graduate?”

She smiled at me after a brief hesitation. “Yes I do; it happens to be one of my favorites.”

“Okay, (I blurted it out fast, because I was very nervous) we thought it would be about a guy with a stepmom who’s really hot, and she has an affair with his friends. Of course, the sexual parts would be inferred – they wouldn’t be real.” Oh shit, now it was out, there was no backing off. I turned about fifty shades of red.

Stacy laughed. “Well, I do feel flattered that you boys thought of me.”

“No no, I didn’t! Phil and Richie did! I said NO right away. I thought the idea was crazy, and that they should get some girl actor from campus to play the stepmom. Besides, what would dad say? He’d want to see the film when it was done!”

Stacy walked over to the kitchen counter and grabbed a cigarette; a long, all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol, and lit it up seductively with a silver butane lighter. I think she knew that her smoking tuned me on. My dad didn’t mind, I think it turned him on too to be honest, but I got a full-blown hard cock, especially now, in combination with the high heels and the open blouse.

I think the way I moved my thighs around gave me away. Stacy looked at me between drags and smiled in a way that she never did before.

“Jason,” Stacy asked. “Do you find me attractive?” Whoa, I never expected that.

I thought for about half a second, and I knew I couldn’t lie. “Uh, yes, I do, but in a good way.”

“Humm. How could something like that be a bad way? You obviously do Jason. In fact, I find you rather handsome.”

Oh my God, did she just say that? She walked over to me and with her smoky breath, she gave me a kiss on the cheek, and with her left hand, the right holding her cigarette, she stroked my cock though my sweatpants with her painted, long, fingernails.

I heard the garage door open; my dad was home. Stacy

gingerly walked back to the oven and took out the tray of toasted garlic bread, placing it on the table like nothing had happened. The rest of dinner with the three of us was just like any other night – but something had really changed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

___________________________

________________


That night I had schoolwork to do, so I didn’t join dad and Stacy in the living room to watch anything. I could barely concentrate on my American Lit report after what happened at dinner. I laughed to myself that if Phil and Richie ever found out, they would be jealous as hell, and secondly, they would be all over me to have Stacy act in our little video project.

The next morning, my dad was the first one to leave the house to go to work. Tonight, it would be Stacy’s turn to work late. At breakfast, dad had an announcement to make.

“So, guys, I have some great news. Stace – I think you know, but last night it was finalized,” Dad said.

“Oh, you mean about the training session on the new company system at corporate head in Phoenix?” Stacy said, excitedly.

“The very same. Jason,” dad said, “our company is revamping our computer system, so each branch is sending out one employee to a one-month training course in Phoenix to learn the new system.”

“But wait, isn’t that course just for management? What about Dobbs? Shouldn’t he be going?” Stacy said, acting surprised.

Dad proudly puffed out his chest and smiled at me and Stacy. “Yes, it is for management. You see, Frank Dobbs was transferred to the Hillsdale office, and I’ve been made manager last night! So, I’ll be going! Of course, as you know Stace, there’s a big pay raise involved too!”

“Wow dad, that’s great! Congratulations.” I was really happy for dad because he’d been working his butt off for that insurance company for ten years, and it was about time he got some kind of recognition.

Stacy squealed and jumped up from her seat and ran over to dad and kissed and hugged him, and sat across his lap, her arms around his shoulders.

“David, I’m so glad they finally gave it to you! I couldn’t think of a person better qualified for the position! Besides honey, now (she said while giving him small kisses on the mouth), this means you’re my boss. Imagine being married to the boss!” She let out an exaggerated “huff” of mock horror. They both laughed.

“Well, you know what this means Stacy. You’ll be getting all my clients, so you will have a much bigger job, and with it all the commissions too!”

Of course, in addition to being happy for dad, the thought of me being alone with Stacy for a month gave me a terrible hard on, right there at the kitchen table. During coffee, underneath the table, Stacy’s high heel rubbed itself on the bottom part of my leg. Now, I loved my dad, and if something were to happen between Stacy and me, there was no way that dad would ever know. That would have to be a condition. Of course, I wouldn’t be the one to make the first move. Wait a second. I didn’t make the first move – she did.

*****

“When will you be going away dad?” I asked, trying to hide my emotions – of excitement, and to be honest; of fear.

“This Sunday afternoon Jason. Do you think you can take me to the airport? Maybe we can even stop to get something to eat on the way there. You know, some father-son bonding time?”

“Of course, dad,” I answered, all smiles. I felt another rub from Stacy’s high heels on my leg, as she smiled too.

“That’s a terrific thing for you guys! I’m happy,” Stacy said.

Now that I had a fast-approaching time line to think about, my red hot boner was screaming for some taboo attention. I went to class a bit early, leaving shortly after dad, feeling a little bit uncomfortable about lingering at home with Stacy this morning until she went to work. Now that dad had his new management responsibilities, they each had somewhat different work schedules.

That night, for a change, Stacy brought home Chinese takeout for dinner, which was my favorite – some spicy General Tso’s chicken and pork fried rice. After dinner I had to do studying; I had an essay exam the next day for American Literature class. I was kind of avoiding my dad while he was with Stacy. It wouldn’t be bad – the professor had given us five probable questions to ponder ahead of time, and so I wrote essays that I would just have to vomit back on the exam booklet.

The sexual tension in the house for the rest of the week was unbearable. Stacy would look at me, winking at me, and biting her lower lip, wearing her luxurious hair down, and smoking seductively in front of me. Dad was oblivious to all of it, his nose stuck in his laptop or paper edition of the WALL STREET JOURNAL.

Sunday morning came and dad had a two o’clock flight to Phoenix. We left for the airport early, like ten o’clock, and dad took me out for brunch like he said he would. The conversation was a bit awkward, because I was feeling guilty about things that were yet to happen. I was only half paying attention.

“What’s wrong Jason?” dad said. “You seem a little distracted.” He smiled at me. “You have a new girlfriend you’re thinking about?” I almost spit out my orange juice at that question.

“Uh, yeah dad. There’s a girl in my American Lit class I’ve been thinking of asking out, and I’m not really sure how to approach her.”

“Ah, I see. Well you’re a handsome guy – you’ve got my looks after all, so you should have no problems there,” he said, laughing.

I smiled. “Yeah, you’re right dad. It’s just silly butterflies; you know, fear of the unknown.”

“I’m sure you’ll do just fine. You know Jason, since you’ve been home, I’m glad to see that you and Stacy seem to be getting along well. I was worried about that at first. You know how much I care about your happiness, son.” He put on a pretend scowl. “You know about all those ‘wicked stepmother’ scenarios, right?”

I laughed. “Sure dad, but Stacy’s nothing like that – she’s really cool, and I can talk to her about almost anything.” That was true, after all.

“Jason, you know I’m going to miss you for four weeks. I promise we’ll talk every day, and you can text me whenever anything comes up.”

“Sue dad, that would be great.”

“Oh! One more thing.” Dad was beaming. “Don’t tell Stacy, but her birthday is coming up in December, and I thought I would take the three of us to Acapulco for Christmas vacation! Now how does that sound?”

“Wow dad! It sounds great!” This really surprised me.

“And” he said, “You’re a young man, and you’ll be twenty-one by then, so of course, you’ll get your own room, and have your own privacy. How does that sound?”

“Dad, you’re the greatest!”

When I got home from the airport, I was surprised to see Stacy’s car parked in the driveway. Usually on Sunday she either goes out with my dad, or she goes out with her friends to shop or play tennis. I came into the house and saw that she was fast asleep on her bed, so I quietly went into my room to lay down for a while myself.

I had just drifted off to sleep when I heard moaning coming from the master bedroom. It wasn’t a “painful sounding” moaning, it was more like a “happy moaning,” a sexual pleasure sort of moaning. Curious, I slowly walked on tip toes just to the side of the room. The door to the master bedroom was open, and I peeked into the room and saw the bottom half of the bed. I saw Stacy’s legs spread wide, the zipper of her jeans was open, and I caught sight of her hand underneath her panties, rubbing her pussy up and down!

She made hissing noises, gasps of pleasure, and her legs were kind of moving in rhythm to what her hands were doing. This woman was taking herself to the freakin’ Moon! Next to her legs on the bed, I caught sight of an enormous, pink, silicone dildo, all wet, having just come from inside of her. My jeans were busting, my cock struggling to pop out free, and I stood there for a good five minutes, just watching in stunned silence, as she continued her erotic activities. I was about to slip my fingers underneath my jeans and boxers, but I hesitated.

I couldn’t go back to my room. My head was exploding, the hallway was spinning, and my heart was beating out of my chest, so I walked downstairs on the carpeted staircase very quietly, and left the house. My emotions were like a whirling tornado. I was breathing hard, and my eyes were wide open. What to do? As enticing as Stacy was, she was still married to my dad, and after our time together at brunch before taking dad to the airport, I felt terrible about doing the nasty behind his back. I was caught in a real dilemma. I got into my car, being careful not to slam the car door, and drove away. I blew through two stop signs. That’s how distracted I was. I thought I would walk around the mall and think. I couldn’t call Richie or Phil because they would be all over that shit.

So, I made up my mind to see where all this went; just go with the flow as it were. Maybe, just maybe, she would be content pleasuring herself and nothing more. Maybe her flirtatious behavior towards me was just fun and innocent. I would have to see. I made up my mind that whatever happened, I wouldn’t tell dad, or anyone else for that matter, what happened next.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_____________________________

_________________


Iate dinner out by myself, and thought. I was in a very difficult situation, but, after much consideration I figured fuck it . . . This woman married my dad. If my dad didn’t know what his wife was capable of doing, it wasn’t my concern. So, I reasoned with myself that I was an innocent who would most likely be seduced by an older woman. In short, where your cock is concerned, morality is just a buzz kill.

Seriously, maybe my friends were right – having a killer pussy like Stacy’s thrown directly in my face was a fucking gift! I became giddy with the excitement that comes with being presented with a forbidden fruit. Too much damn thinking. So, I treated myself to a new I Watch. I’d been saving for it a long time, doing odd jobs here and there for spare cash. Now, I had something to show Stacy in case she wondered where I was all afternoon. Satisfied, I went home.

I came home about five o’clock. “Hi Jason, where were you all afternoon?” Stacy was all smiles, wearing that sexy blouse, the black-laced bra clearly visible, and along with it, the cleavage of those nice, firm tits.

“After I dropped dad off, I went to the mall, looked around a bit and bought myself a new I Watch. I’ve been saving up for it by doing odd jobs and stuff, so I wanted to get myself a little present.”

“That’s great! I was never into the tech stuff much. Why, I don’t even have a FACEBOOK page, can you believe that?”

“Sure, lots of people don’t get into social media. It’s really a big time waster.”

“Humm, now I can see why you’re interested in literature and film.”

“Exactly, I don’t wanna be like everyone else in Gen Z rotting their minds.”

“What a smart young man you are. So, what would you like for dinner?”

“Well, it’s a Sunday night. Why don’t we just order pizza,” I said, my cock as hard as a rock. In my state of excitement, I couldn’t see cooking, or even watching Stacy cook something.

“Excellent idea! Why don’t you order something from Enzo’s?”

“Okay, it’s a deal,” I said.

Stacy handed me a five. “Here, give this to the guy when he delivers.”

“Thanks Stacy.”

Just before dinner came, Stacy brought out a bottle of red wine. She drank a whole glass by herself in front of the cabinet above the sink before bringing it to the table. I’d never seen her do that before.

We ordered two pies, plain and a Sicilian with pepperoni and some garlic knots. At least there would be enough left over to take care of another dinner.

We had just finished dinner and Stacy poured a glass of wine for herself, and one for me. “Why don’t we drink a toast?” she said.

“Sure, uh how about to a nice month?” How stupid could I sound!? Like a real douchebag. A ‘nice’ month. What an idiot!

Stacy smiled at me, our glasses clinked, and she repeated, “To a really, really nice month . . .” she said with her eyes boring into mine, sending chills through my body.

The thought suddenly popped into my head that a month was a really long time to be alone with someone like Stacy, and that I would either have to fuck her, or kill myself.

Purposely that evening, I avoided her as much as I could, busying myself with playing a combat game on Play Station remotely with my friends, Richie, and Phil. The subject of our video project never came up.

Just before midnight, Stacy came upstairs, saw I had my headphones on and was busy playing my game.

“Goodnight Jason! See you tomorrow morning,” she called out.

“Goodnight Stacy,” I called back, absorbed in my game.

Immediately, Richie and Phil were all over me. “Was that Stacy? Your dad is away for a month? What’re you gonna do?” I could tell those guys were salivating.

“Come on guys, knock it off. I told you already, it’s not up for discussion! Find your own MILF for this project.”

I hoped that was the last I’d hear about Stacy from those guys. Now, the ball was in Stacy’s court. Sunday night; the first in a month of possibilities. I couldn’t help myself; as soon as my head hit the pillow, my hard, aching cock was in my hands.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

___________________________

_______________


After a satisfying orgasm and continued arousal at the month to come, I somehow managed to fall asleep. About two o’clock I was awakened by a light tapping on the door. I was half-asleep, facing away from the doorway. I squinted at the light from the hallway coming into my room. In the half open doorway was a silhouette of Stacy; I thought I was dreaming at first, but then the figure slowly began walking towards me.

She was wearing that long sleeved cotton blouse with the high collar up, and the first few buttons undone. She was barefoot and not wearing any panties; just the shirt, not even the laced bra. When she was about four feet away from me, I noticed her perky nipples hard and protruding from the blouse. I glanced down and saw the wetness of her pussy dripping down the inside of her legs.

In her hand she held a freshly lit cigarette, and an ashtray with her other hand. She carefully placed the ashtray on my night table and took a cheek-hollowing drag. Her long hair was lying over her shoulders, uncombed, down to just below her breasts.

I thought I was dreaming until she finally spoke. “You’ve been such a good boy Jason. Oh I know very well how much I turn you on, and I also know that you watched me pleasuring myself earlier. Why, did you know that the whole time I was thinking of you, instead of my fingers?”

She leaned over me, I was only wearing my boxer shorts, my chest was bare. I felt her silky hair falling on my chest, and the smell of smoke coming from her mouth as she exhaled over me breathing softly.

“Jason,” she continued. “I have a problem, and I need your help. Look how wet my pussy is! I’m so fucking . . .” she waved the cigarette around searching for a word. “Frustrated. Yes, frustrated. Since you’ve come home to stay I’ve wanted you to fuck my brains out. Do you remember the wedding when I danced with you?” I couldn’t forget that. God help me I was as hard as a rock. “I was wet under my bridal gown the whole time thinking of you inside me. Even during the honeymoon, I had you in my mind, every time your father fucked me.”

Now this I didn’t know; but whether it was true or not, my cock was ramrod stiff and pulsating under my bed sheet.

She got on the bed on her knees straddling me, shaking her head so her hair swept over my chest like a broom. I didn’t say a word, as she bent her head down and kissed me – hard, on my lips. The taste of her smoky breath and the heady smell of an aroused pussy, and that of her perfume was making me insane. She took a last drag of her cigarette and let it burn in the ashtray.

She was licking my face and grabbed my right arm, placing my hand over her moist, glistening pussy. I took over from there, sliding my fingers up and down over that hot, wet flesh. She threw her head back and moaned. My entire hand was soaked as she squirted all over it. Like a fiend, she moved up and replaced my hand with my cock, gripping it with her closed fist and inserting the head of it into her pleasure cave. She screamed in pleasure, and bucked me like a bronco.

“That’s it Jason, FUCK ME HARD! Ride me like the stud you are . . . Fuck . . . You’re so HUGE!” I couldn’t believe how tight and silky smooth she was. I was being kissed at the same time, my cock throbbing inside her, and her face pressing my head into my pillow. She kept her blouse on, and I could feel her pencil sharp tits pressing into my bare chest.

It was too much for me. “Oh sweet Jesus,” she moaned, and I felt a new gush of heady juice wash over my cock and the insides of my thighs. This pushed me over the edge, and I came, shooting the largest wad of cum in my life all the way up inside Stacy. Some of it dribbled down from inside her adding to the flood on my legs and the bed sheets. I was still hard, thrusting, and pumping load after load inside of her.

Then she pulled out of me and sat on my face. “Eat me out Jason! Suck and lick every part of my pussy!” she gasped. She was right over my mouth, and I stuck my tongue out and artfully played with my new pleasure toy, inhaling her delicious scents, and drinking in the mixture of her wetness and my cum. I made her cum a third time, (I lost count), and placed my tongue over her clit, quick licks over the knob, and then licking all the way down until my tongue was deep inside of her.

Now on her elbows she was kissing me, her tongue wrapped around me and making cooing noises of post-coital pleasure. She pulled off of me and grinned wickedly at me. I hadn’t said a word this whole time, she just knew what I wanted, what I dreamed about.

She slid down me and placed her mouth over my cock, making me hard again. “Umm . . . Jason,” she said with an acute case of ‘cock mouth,’ “you are so delicious. I could eat you for days.”

Oh God, if only. She transcended the boundary between human and animal, giving into her base instincts, and sucked hard on my cock, up and down, left to right, up, and down. She worked magic with her tongue, playing my cock like a finely tuned instrument.

She went faster and faster, and I bucked my hips to meet her mouth. I could take it no longer and I came hard inside of her mouth, my cum dribbling down the sides of her mouth and onto her chin.

After I came, we kissed again, hard, and long, as I licked all of my cum from her face. She fell asleep onto my chest, and we awoke the next morning on my bed. Her warmth and smell made me hard again. We fucked again, fell asleep, and got up around ten to go have breakfast.

I didn’t choose to justify the happenings of the previous night; like I said, I just went with the inevitable. The certainty of which was settled after I dropped my dad off at the airport on Sunday.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 6

___________________________

_______________


Stacy, you were incredible last night,” I said while Stacy was cooking eggs at the stove.

She turned to me and smiled. “I’m glad, Jason. If you think last night was incredible, I have much more in store for tonight.”

We finished up breakfast, and I went off to school, with a gigantic hard on. Stacy left for work, her new position effective today, and with it, all the work. It was hard to imagine what else she could possibly have in store for me after last night. I’d been to Neptune and back in one night.

Stacy came home from work about seven-thirty that evening. She called ahead and said she’d be late and would I mind making dinner. I said, “of course I will,” and I grilled salmon filets with broccoli. I enjoyed cooking. I even had a bottle of white wine to go with the fish.

As soon as Stacy came through the doorway she put her briefcase down and walked over to me slowly, looking at me in the eyes like she was searching for something, and holding up my chin with her fingers.

“Did you miss me today Jason?” she said smiling.

“Of course I did. Did you think I could forget a night like last night so soon?”

She laughed and put her arms around me, kissing me deeply on the mouth.

“I hope you don’t have anything special going on tonight, because I want to tell you a few things.”

This peaked my curiosity. “Like what?” I said.

“After dinner. Speaking of which, it smells delicious!”

“Well okay then, let’s eat,” I said.

After dinner Stacy went into the living room and put the TV on. She went upstairs to change, and came down, wearing the same white blouse, but she left on her sheer black nylons, which were strapped to her girdle; and again, no bra. She left on her makeup from work, and even touched it up a little bit.

“You know Jason, I’ve been thinking. We both enjoyed last night right?”

“Oh, absolutely, but I can’t say it was totally unexpected.”

Stacy laughed. “I know that you’re a mature young man, and of course, you won’t tell David anything, am I right?”

“Sure Stacy. Look, I’ve done all the ‘head work,’ and everything’s cool.”

“So, no guilt?” she asked, probing.

“No, I think this can work. I accept that you’re married to dad, and . . . and, this ‘thing of ours’ is a day by day thing.”

Stacy shook her head, and got closer to me on the couch, and lit a cigarette.

“Right Jason. If I didn’t think it could work, I wouldn’t have married your father.” I wondered exactly what she meant by that, but I just blurted out the first thing that came to mind.

“I’m comfortable with us, if that’s what you’re driving at.”

“Good. Now I can explain the next part.”

“I’m all ears,” I said.

“Jason, I have certain ‘needs,’ or as I like to call them ‘fantasies.”

“Okay.” I was thinking sex toys, like the pink dildo I saw her pleasuring herself with on Sunday afternoon.

“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have sex with a man while he’s dressed like a woman – a submissive woman.” I was not prepared to hear that come from her. I was about to say something when she held up her hands to stop me.

“Now a part of this fantasy is that you’re my teenage stepson, and you enjoy having sex with your ‘mommy’ – that’s me, only I insist you dress like a hot girl. My own personal little sissy. Got it?”

I was truly shaken by this, and I asked, “What happens if I don’t want to go along with that?”

“Well, in that case, I’ll just be off-limits to you. You won’t even be able to touch me, and I could get very cold to you.”

“Let me get this straight. I let you sissify me, and we can keep having sex, just like last night . . .”

“And more, much more,” she interrupted. The excitement glowed in her eyes. “First, when we’re alone, you have to call me ‘mommy,’ starting now. So what do you say, Jason?”

“Okay . . . mommy.” It took me a few seconds to get the words out. In a way, I used to fantasize what it would be like to dress as a hot girl, but I never expected it to be under these circumstances. I still had my doubts as to what my limits would be, but the thought of never having sex again with Stacy, and being on the receiving end of ‘her cold revenge’ was too much for me to accept.

“So when do we start?” I asked.

“Right now! Let’s go upstairs,” and she led me upstairs to the master bedroom she shared with my dad. “Now we’ll go along with the script as it comes along. Remember, you’re a horny sixteen-year-old, dying to have sex with your hot step mom. Your very own personal MILF! And, you have to do whatever I say to please me.”

This was eerie. It was too much like the guy’s proposed video script.

“Sounds like fun,” I said.

“Good, that’s the spirit I like,” and she came close to me kissing me and grabbing at my cock which was very, very hard.

*****

“Now Jason, I want you to wait here on the bed while I get you some more appropriate clothing. You are my daughter after all, ok?”

“Yes mommy, whatever you say.”

“Now, I want you to be a very slutty high school girl. The first thing you have to do is you have to smoke just like mommy!”

I had smoked my share of weed in high school, so this would be no big deal. Stacy came over to me holding a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, and opened the fresh pack, after “packing it,” by hitting the top of the box on the palm of her hand.

“Pay attention Jason, you’ll do everything the way I do.”

“Yes mommy.”

“I want you to get nice and hooked. After that happens, you may get to fuck me. Now how does that sound?”

“It sounds good mommy, but how long will that take?”

“Humm, good question. Well, we’ll see. The important thing is that you make the effort. Here, take one.”

She pulled out two of the long, all-white cigarettes from her bag , and her silver butane lighter. She brought the flame close to my face and lit me up first, and then herself. I inhaled my first time, and then exhaled. I coughed a little bit, but it wasn’t too bad. Then something strange happened. My secret fetish was out in the open, and it made me giddy with excitement that Stacy, a very hot MILF like all my fantasies was encouraging it. She taught me to do a French inhale, and made me repeat it until I did it like a pro.

She squinted her eyes through the smoke as she dangled the cigarette from the corner of her mouth. “You’re doing very well, Jason, mommy is very proud of you. I knew you always got a very hard cock from watching mommy smoke.” The way she said it, with the cigarette hanging from her mouth, and her appearance; hair long, falling, and messed up, wearing lots of makeup, was making my cock throb. She knew exactly which buttons to push. There was no way I was ever giving up Stacy. I would do anything to please her, and I guess she knew that.

“Now before we dress you Jason, we have to pick out a sissy name for you. Do you have anything in mind?”

I thought about it for a while, and remembered some of the fetish videos I liked to watch on YOUTUBE, even before Stacy came into my life. I wanted a nice “hookerish” name.

“I like Crystal. What do you think mommy?”

“I love it honey! Mommy is so proud of you! Now don’t go anywhere.”

Stacy walked out of the bedroom, and left me smoking, as she went down to the basement.

She came up, lugging a teal colored SAMSONITE suitcase. “You’re going to love what’s in here, Crystal.”

She placed the suitcase on the foot of the bed, next to where I was sitting. She opened it with the top half blocking my view of what was inside, and she tossed out a pink G-String to me.

“Now,” she said with a sly grin, “I want you to put these on.” I took my t-shirt off, revealing my scrawny, hairless chest, and then took off my jeans and my boxers, so I was totally naked. Stacy smiled as her long, painted fingernails stroked my cock. Next, she bent down and teased me, just kissing my cock, and letting her hair flow over my naked lap. I was leaking just a bit of pre-cum which made Stacy laugh with the power she knew she had over me.

I picked up the G-String and placed it to my nose and sniffed deeply, which made Stacy smile. Then I held it between my fingers and adored the satiny texture, dying to slip them on. As I did so, I felt an electric shock go through my body and I was rock hard. The feeling when I placed the thong over my cock, and adjusted the G-String between my butt cheeks was the most arousing thing I’d ever done, and Stacy knew it.

My cock was kinda big I suppose, I’d never measured it before, and Stacy said, looking at it, “I think you may need a gaff to hide your boner, Crystal. Not to worry, we can do that later. Just enjoy for now.”

I placed my hand underneath the front elastic laced band, and rubbed my cock tip on the cool, silky material.

“No, I don’t want you cumming yet Crystal, so stop that!” Stacy laughed, making me wonder how many times she’d done this before. She flung a black laced bra at me, which pulled the front of my chest in tighter, giving me the illusion of cleavage, thanks to my fatty, out-of-shape chest.

I looked at my side profile in the long, bedroom door mirror and was amazed at what I saw. My hips and figure were just like a girl’s. The only thing missing was girlish hair. I had brown hair that was a bit closely cropped – too much for her purpose.

Not missing a beat, Stacy reached into the suitcase and pulled out a long, auburn wig – just like hers. “Here dear, put this on.” I did so, and Stacy adjusted it. It had a part down the middle, and fell way past my shoulders, just below my breasts. I loved how it felt around my neck and shoulders.

“Now let’s go into the bathroom, I’ll teach you to do your makeup properly. When I come home at night for the next month until Dave comes home, I’ll expect you to be dressed and made up. Is that clear, Crystal honey?”

“Yes mommy.”

Stacy wouldn’t let me look until she was done, and she led me back into the bedroom to admire my new self in the long mirror. What I saw floored me. I even wanted to fuck myself. I couldn’t believe the artistry she put into my makeup. I had blue eye shadow, eyebrow pencil which filled in the blank spots really well, cherry red lipstick, a bit of rouge, lipstick pencil, and mascara. My eyelashes were thick enough, and the mascara and eyeliner really brought out my feminine features nicely.

Stacy threw me a white blouse like hers, and a short, jeans skirt. I put those on as well.

“Now the only thing missing are your shoes. I’ll help you walk in heels, but in the meantime, I have black pumps that will go well on you. But tonight, we’ll keep you barefoot.”

“Now, light up,” and she threw me a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. “This is your pack now Crystal. I want you to smoke as much as you want. You have to be hooked. I think after you finish this pack, and you beg me for a cigarette, you’ll get to fuck me! Now how does that sound?”

“It sounds great mommy.”

“That’s good. That’s mommy little teenage slut-whore!”

God, it turned me on so to be called that by Stacy. She lit a cigarette herself, and looked at me. “I think it’s time for your reward now Crystal. You’ve been a very good girl. Come downstairs with mommy, and we’ll have a glass of wine in the living room and cuddle.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 7

___________________________

_______________


Stacy led me over to the living room couch, and got a bottle of wine from the cabinet over the sink in the kitchen, and brought it over with two glasses.

“I think this calls for a toast,” she said. “To Crystal.”

We clinked glasses and both said, “To Crystal.” Stacy added, “And to many happy and delicious times.”

She couldn’t stop admiring her work. “I’ve always wanted a slutty daughter like you Crystal; and now I have one. You’ve made mommy so very happy.”

“I lit a cigarette, and smoked seductively like Stacy had shown me.”

Stacy put some stupid show on the TV, and began giving me smoky kisses. At the same time, she undid the wide, leather belt on my jeans and pulled them down to my knees. With a wicked look on her face, she bit her bottom lip, and placed her fingers underneath the front of my thong.

The next thing I felt was her long, silky hair on my lap with her lips kissing the tip of my cock, which was already wet with pre-cum. She played with her tongue on the slit of my helmet, and went around the head with her tongue, just playing, and driving me crazy. She stopped to take a sip of her wine, and then went full on my cock with her mouth, licking and slurping.

The combination of my fetish dress up, and her tongue on my cock, and the smoke was making me insane. I pushed Stacy’s head down on my lap, and she didn’t mind at all. I reached out and started playing with her tits, her nipples already at attention.

“Finger fuck mommy,” she said through her slurps. So Stacy got off the carpet and straddled me, placing her lips back on my cock. I was able to reach her dewy wetness easily. She was dying for me to touch her, and she was leaking a flood. Right away my thigh was soaked. I rubbed her up and down, and with my index finger and my thumb, I played her clit like a banjo which made her shudder. She let out a loud moan and squirted all over me, some of it leaking onto the couch.

That was my signal, and I shot a huge load into mommy’s mouth, my cock feeling the warm wetness of my jizz. I kept going, shot after shot, and some of my jizz came drooling out the sides of her mouth and onto my thigh. Her climax was much greater than before I was dressed as Crystal. We both satisfied our fetishes very well.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 8

___________________________

________________


As per Stacy’s orders I was dressed when she came home. I was dressed like last night, only I was wearing a light blue blouse, and my new black pumps. I even tried to do my makeup the way Stacy did. I paid very close attention.

Stacy made dinner, which was nice, even though she came home late, about eight o’clock. It was steak, so she brought out a glass of red wine, and I immediately lit up. I was almost done with the pack. So, after I lit up, I couldn’t help myself; I guess I was hooked like mommy asked me to be.

“Mommy, can I please have a pack of my own cigarettes?”

“Oh sure honey! Such a good little slut you’re becoming, Crystal. You even did a wonderful job putting on your makeup,” she said after a close inspection.

“Now come upstairs. Mommy has a nice surprise for you!”

I was dying to see what she had planned for me.

Immediately, she pulled me down on the bed, taking off my jeans and my thong right away, and kissed me hard, lying on top of me. As she kissed me, she was rubbing her naked pussy on top of my thigh, and in no more than a minute it was soaked with her juices. I was as hard as a rock, my cock pressing into her tummy.

“Now I want you to fuck mommy hard and take me from the back okay?”

“Yes mommy, anything you say.”

She turned around quickly with her butt high in the air, and I guided myself into her pussy from behind. I enjoyed this much better than with her straddling me, sitting on my lap. I thrusted, and she went up and down on my cock, until we were in a rhythm. I felt her juices dripping down on me, and then she screamed, gripping the sheets with both fists. This got me and I shot the biggest load of my life, shot after shot inside her pussy. This was my reward; and I was thinking about it all day, daydreaming in class.

After I came, I slid underneath Stacy and used my tongue to pleasure her more, licking up my cum from her ass and sticking my tongue into her pussy, and around her clit. She let out another moan and came again, squirting all over my face, making my mascara run. She turned around, and we lied on top of one another, face to face, locked in a deep kiss.

“I have something for you dear that you’ve never had before, but I promise you that you’ll love it,” she said as she lit a cigarette and gave me one from my new pack.

“You have no idea how happy mommy is that you’ve taken up smoking so well.” I wondered what my dad would say about my new habit. I was sure Stacy would come up with something. My only fear was that she would call me “Crystal” in front of dad! That would not be good at all.

Stacy left the bed and went to the bottom of her closet where she kept a box. She pulled out a belt, and strapped to it was a black, silicone dildo, much smaller than the one I saw her use in the bedroom that night which seemed so long ago. She turned it around, so it looked like she had a stiff, black cock hanging from her front.

From her night table she took out a tube of K-Y Jelly, and told me to bend over on my knees. I obeyed. “Crystal, you’re going to love this, and it will train you to take real cock one day.” I wondered what she meant by that, but for now I didn’t need to know.

She rubbed the K-Y Jelly all over my butt, and she stuck a lubed index finger up my asshole, which Stacy taught me to call my “bussy” or boy pussy. It made me stiffen, as she rolled it around and around my insides. Next, I heard a low buzzing sound. The dildo had a vibrator on it.

Soon I felt the soft, silicone head of the dildo penetrate me. A feeling of fullness got me, and Stacy knew and said, “Don’t worry honey, that won’t last too long.”

She was right. As she went deeper inside me, slowly at first, I was clenching my butt cheeks around it, and Stacy gently spread me apart some more, so she could thrust. She went faster and faster, and soon I was meeting her thrust for thrust, backing up onto the toy cock. I felt a feeling from deep inside me like a sneeze waiting to happen. As she thrusted she was playing with her pussy, using one hand to pleasure herself as she pushed onto me.

I moaned, consumed with a pleasure I had never felt before, and by sheer instinct, I grabbed hold of my cock, and began stroking it between my closed fingers. The dildo was deep inside me, and the feeling of a sneeze erupted into sheets of fresh cum leaving me. Stacy told me later it was my first “sissygasm.” I pumped load after load into my fist, and Stacy screamed as she came again and again.

When we were finished, we lie together on the bed, just cuddling and kissing. She sat up and lit us both cigarettes.

“Mommy is so proud of her delicious, slutty, teenage girl Crystal,” she said. “Do you know what?” she said.

“No, what’s that?” I said.

“In a little while, both of us can sneak out sometimes and pick up guys together.” How that would happen without dad finding out I didn’t know, but I trusted Stacy. I was into it. In less than a week I was a new me.

Now the guys at school had no idea, and I didn’t plan to tell Phill or Richie. They must have suspected something when they saw that I enjoyed smoking Virginia Slims. We met in the school Rathskellar one afternoon after classes.

“So Jason,” Phil said. “Have you come up with an idea yet for our video project?”

“As a matter of fact I did, Phil. I like your idea about the MILF stepmother, but I’ll leave it to you guys, to find the right girl for the part.”

“What made you change your mind Jason?” Richie asked.

“Well, I think it’ll work, but as long as we don’t put in any taboo parts, but just ‘suggest them,’ I think it will work out just fine.” They never asked me about the “taboo parts,” but now I could certainly give my friends an education.

Dad came home, and Stacy and I maintained a sense of normalcy. As it turns out, dad’s trips got more and more frequent, and that’s when Stacy and I could continue our “special relationship,” without dad being any the wiser. Things did take off, but that’s a whole nuther story.
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