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Chapter One




When you’re the only responsible person in the family, the task of planning vacations falls to you, but when your sister and her friends are budding influencers, there are only a few locations that will do for a winter getaway.

Luckily, I found a place that suited their requirements of breathtaking vistas, infinity pool and hot tub and million-dollar real estate. If I had my choice, we would have stayed at a small cabin on the slopes, but Sophia and her friends are very particular. And if I’m being honest, my stepmom is just as exacting about her accommodations, in a less obvious manner.

Money can buy many things, happiness included, but the one thing it rarely removes from a person’s life is problems. That was certainly the case in my life, if not for those around me. The wealth my father had married into had given me a wonderful education and taken me to places I never dreamed of going. But when he fell ill and passed, I found the family’s finances in shambles.

At first, I’d been loath to take over, not wanting to overstep my place, but Beverley, my stepmom, insisted. Her family came from old money and most of it was tied up in trusts and investments scattered over a century of acquisitions. A cursory review saw her accountants were scamming from her and the lawyers untrustworthy.

Next, I brought in a white-shoe law firm to audit the books and track down every dollar and stock certificate. The expense was exorbitant, but they ended up paying for themselves ten times over. At the time, I still wasn’t of legal age and my stepmom sat in on most of the meetings. She didn’t understand most of it, but she trusted me above all others and signed where I told her to sign.

It was too much responsibility for a boy to take on and I took the escape of college to disappear. I didn’t party or have a crazy social life, but I made a small group of good friends and found that my early love of investment and finance still held true. After a failed relationship, I applied to the MBA program at Booth and was waiting to hear back when Sophia insisted we ‘holiday in the mountains’.

The house I found us was only a 40-minute drive outside of Telluride. With its own lift that took you to the top of a mile long ski run that ended back at the house. It was an outrageous price, but it turns out my sister’s a rather large influencer, so the owner agreed to give me a deal if Sophia and her friends posted from the house at least once. I felt confident guaranteeing they would, and we packed up.

Mom was looking forward to spending the two weeks buried in an alcove with her laptop. She’d been saying for years she wanted to write a book and now was finally the time to do so. She’s the queen of picking up hobbies and never sticking through with them, as evidenced by the mountain of tennis rackets, golf clubs, knitting needles, gardening tools and who knew what else filled out garage.

“You should bring your ski’s too,” I said when she was packing her suitcase into the car. “It looks like we’ll get fresh powder, and you know you’ll want to go for a few runs once you’re up there.”

“Maybe,” she’d said with a little frown. “But they’ll be a distraction from writing. Also, I don’t want to get in the way of you kids having fun.”

“You really think I’m going to have fun with Sophia and her friends?” I was careful to keep my voice down so my sister in the room right above the garage didn’t hear. “They’re image obsessed, immature girls who think I’m a loser because I don’t spend every weekend getting blackout drunk.”

“They’re just young,” mom said with a wave of her hand. “I agree your sisters taking this whole Insta thing too seriously, but there won’t be many chances for you two to grow close. Soph will graduate in a couple years and leave the nest… You’ll be off at grad school soon and getting married, eventually.”

There was a hitch in her voice that made me look up from where I was rearranging luggage in the back end of the Land Rover. Oddly, I caught a flash of anger cross her features before she wiped it away and painted a smile on her thick red lips.

“Let’s just make the best of the trip, ok?”

“Ok, mom, but you have to bring your ski’s then and promise to spend at least one day on the slopes with me,” her smile was genuine as she ducked her head in agreement.

“Deal.”

“Deal on what?” Sophia’s unmistakable voice cut through the intimate moment like a hot knife through butter. Turning away, I tried to ignore the next words out of her mouth. “Is the loser bringing his ugo-ex? You said we could only bring friends!”

“Sophia!” Mom turned a glare on her only daughter, and I caught my sister’s mollified look. “If you’re not careful you won’t be bringing any friends to the cabin, and you should thank Noah for arranging everything. According to the pictures, the house has an infinity hot tub that overlooks its own private valley.”

“Really?” The surprised pleasure in Sophia’s voice shouldn’t have filled me with such warm feelings, and I tried to ignore them as I started stowing skis and boards into the roof storage.

“Really. Now bring down your bags. We’re leaving within the hour. It’s a long drive.”

“Zoe and Veronica are on their way, but I wanted to ask if we could leave tonight. 15 hours in a car is going to be horrible, but I was thinking we could sleep most of the way-.”

“We need to leave now, or else we might get trapped in the storm,” I said, ignoring the sound of annoyance Sophia made in the back of her throat whenever I spoke. “Unless you want to drive the whole way?”

That earned me a stuck-out tongue and a middle finger before my little sister stalked off upstairs. Despite herself mom chuckled, making sure to stifle it so Sophia didn’t hear. My sister was extremely sensitive about the fact that it had taken her 7 tries to pass her driver’s test and to this day she lived in terror of having to drive with anyone she knew.

“This is going to be fuuun,” I said, drawing out the last word sarcastically as I rolled my eyes.

“Zoe’s going to be there, and little Veronica,” mom said with a waggle of her eyebrows that shocked me so much I nearly tipped off the doorframe I was standing on.

“Mom!” I said, feeling my cheeks heat when I saw the twinkle in her eye.

“I’m just saying… they’re beautiful girls,” I caught her own cheeks coloring as she turned to head back inside. “And you’re a handsome young man with a lot to offer… It never hurts to be open to the possibility.” I was about to argue with her that my sister’s annoying, immature friends were the last girls I’d think about that way, but the lie wouldn’t pass my lips and mom caught the look on my face. “Make sure you turn off the lights before you pull the car around. I’m going to double check the house.”


Chapter Two




Iwas left awkward and uncomfortable when the girls finally arrived, finding it difficult to help them stow their luggage and snowboards. Both were freshmen when I was a senior and even though they and Sophia ruled the school even then, they had been too young for me to look at in that way. Now they were eighteen and impossible to ignore if you were a red-blooded man.

Zoe is nearly as tall as me. A star volleyball player, and the president of her class, she was an overachiever. It not for her stunning blonde beauty, my sister would have called her a nerd for trying so hard in school. Veronica wasn’t as tall and busty as Zoe, but she was the prettiest girl in town besides my sister. With long black hair and adorable features, she was the perfect mix of her British and Japanese parents.

Veronica and my sister were the driving force behind their budding influencer status. Between my sister’s beauty and dance moves and Veronica’s sense of fashion, I was certain they’d each have a million followers before their freshman years were up. Not that I’d tell them that. Their heads were big enough as it was.

Getting the girls stuffed into the backseat and was a headache but mom was so flustered with making sure she had everything that she was no help. I had to threaten to drive off without Sophia before she would sit down and promise not to jump out for one last thing.

Finally, we were on the road, and I settled in for a long drive. Mom offered to spell me behind the wheel, but I’ve spent enough time with her behind the wheel to know we were safer with a tired me, than with her fretting at every semi passing us on the freeway.

I made excellent time and with the Land Rover’s large tanks, we only needed to refuel twice before entering Colorado. I was happy to exit freeway 80, and take the local highways up into the mountains, but by then night had fallen and I didn’t get the views I’d hoped for. The girls and mom were asleep when we passed the small town outside of the valley.

The sign said there was a population of only 27 in the town and from the store, bar, and hair salon, the only businesses I spotted, it made sense. The girls had wanted something remote and besides getting our own island, which I’d shot down immediately as a ridiculous expense, this was the closes thing we could find.

I felt nervous as I drove the single lane rode up in to the valley. I wasn’t worried about the steep slopes to either side, or the fact that we would be cut off from everything except the satellites up here. The truth was, I’d spotted a truck of good ole boys pulling out of the bar and even though Sophia and her friends were sleeping I knew one stray glance in the backseat could cause trouble.

I breathed a sigh of relief when no headlights shined on the rearview mirror, and we climbed the single lane road without difficulty. The entire ranch was newly built, and I appreciated the freshly paved road, if not how close it hewed to the steep slopes on either side. In the dark it was a trickly thing to maneuver, and I was sweating by the time we finally crested the driveway.

“Are we finally there?” Sophia asked, sitting up and rubbing her eyes.

“We’re here,” I said, parking the car alongside the side of the house.

We couldn’t see much in dark, but I handed Sophia and Zoe flashlights and they went in search of the front door. Mom was still disentangling herself from the cords and blankets she’d wrapped around herself in the long drive, when I popped open the back door and started pulling out the mountain of suitcases and bags the girls had packed.

“Look, it’s snowing!”

Picking my head up, I frowned at the windshield where mom was pointing at a fat drop that slowly melted away. The wonder faded immediately after, when another fat flake landed on my neck and a cold drop rolled down my back.

“Sophie and the girls have the lights on. I’ll send them out to help you with the bags.”

“Take this with you,” I said, pulling out her suitcase and a bag.

Mom stopped beside me and tugged on her woolen cap as she smiled up at me. It was impossible not to see what my father saw in her. With those cherubic cheeks, large, pale green eyes, and pale white skin framed by thick blue-black hair, she was an innocent, fragile beauty. If not for the weight she’d put on recently, which had gone directly to her hips and bust, she could have passed for Sophia’s older sister.

“I just wanted to say,” she blinked up at me. The white flakes landing on her long lashes caused my heart to melt, even as she froze. “I’m glad we got away from everything for a couple of weeks. I know it’s been a hassle, and I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”

“It’s fine. I’m glad we got away too.”

“You miss her, don’t you,” she said, her expression falling as she rested a hand on my chest. The snow was really coming down, and I wasn’t dressed for it, but that only made me more aware of how nice her warmth felt as she rested against me.

“Who, Karen?”

It had been a month since the breakup and the truth was, I’d barely thought about her since that terrible weekend. The guilt of how easily I’d walked away registered on my face, but mom misinterpreted it. Squeezing me tight, she said, breath puffing with every word.

“Like I said… it’s a small place for you kids. Maybe you’ll find someone to help you get over it.”

I wasn’t shocked my stepmom would say something like that. She was forever finding herself in embarrassing situations, or putting her foot in her mouth. I wasn’t ready for what my body did in response. Perhaps it was the long car ride and inability to relieve myself in over a day, or maybe it was the feel of her heavy breasts pushing into my chest. Either way, her eyes widened at nearly the same time I tried to pull away and for a second I thought she followed me with her hips, but it could have been my rapid withdrawal that led her off balance.

Falling against me, mom saved herself from hitting the cold wet pavement my grabbing onto my arm and hips. For one terrible moment, her face pressed into my pants, and I felt hot embarrassment rush through me as the length of her cheek rubbed down the thickness in my thigh. Fearing her reaction, I went stiff, but she managed to catch herself and rose on shaky legs.

“Are you ok?” Zoe’s voice cut through my shame and I shook myself free, helping mom to her feet. “Or am I interrupting something?”

“She just slipped,” I said, turning to mom for support.

What I found on her face was the oddest reaction. Instead of embarrassment or shame, her expression registered raw excitement. It was only when I stood staring at her for an extended moment that she got a grip on herself. Blinking rapidly, she nodded in agreement and said in a weak voice.

“Must have stepped on some black ice… I was just startled when I caught myself on… Well, I think I’ll head to bed. It was an exhausting drive. Don’t stay out in the cold too long, and catch a chill, Noah.”

Her cheeks a scarlet red. Mom patted mine before slipping past Zoe and Sophia, who were pulling on her coat as she stepped around the back of the car.


Chapter Three




“What’s with her?” Sophia asked, “She was grinning like a loon.”

“Forget her,” I said, pushing a suitcase into her hands. “We better get moving before everything ends up soaked.”

She and Zoe frowned up at the snow, which was thickening by the moment, and without a word of argument, they leaped to help. Zoe carried nearly as much as I did, surprising me with her hard work, while Sophia and Veronica each took in their bags and nothing else.

The one thing mom had helped with was the shopping list. She was the cook of the family and while she could be a bit of a mess in the rest of her life, she always kept an immaculate kitchen. As Zoe and I unpacked the ice chests into the fridge and boxes into the pantry, I couldn’t help probing how she’d become friends with my sister.

“I transferred in my sophomore year and Soph was the only person who was nice to me that first week.” Zoe shrugged and gave a little self-deprecating laugh. “When you bounce around as much as I did growing up, you appreciate the kids who make an effort. Soph’s always been like that. She doesn’t let people see it, but she’s the first one to help the challenged kids, or to volunteer for a thankless task.”

“Why are you talking her up?” I said with an amused frown. “You don’t have to sell her to me.”

“I don’t know,” she shrugged, her tanned cheeks coloring slightly. “I never had a brother and I see the way you two argue…Maybe if you didn’t think she was a materialistic fluff-head, you wouldn’t talk down to her. And then she wouldn’t snap back at you and say something mean.”

“I don’t talk down to Soph,” I said, feeling my emotions rising.

I was about to say something hot, but the girl’s frank stare broke through, killing the argument before it formed. Zoe was years younger than me, and almost impossibly innocent, but there was a wisdom in her I couldn’t deny. It was hard to admit to myself, but I did belittle Sophia at times.

Drawing in a deep breath, I let it out slowly and asked, “How do I make it right?”

Zoe blinked, her expression shifting from knowing to surprised. A pleased smile spread across her face, and she nodded up to where Sophia and Veronica were unpacking.

“You might have picked this place, but Soph’s had the floor plans emailed to her from the architect.” it was my turn to blink in confusion, but Zoe only nodded as if she were being completely serious. “She knows more about this house than the owners do. Let her show you around and be the expert for once.”

“Okay,” I shrugged. “Is that it? That seems pretty simple.”

“Girls are pretty simple,” she winked. “Make us feel seen and beautiful, and you’ll be the next Adonis.”

“Is that all it takes?” I chuckled, “If that’s the case, you should explain that to a few dudes I know stuck in the friend-zone.”

“Well,” Zoe said, her blush flashing back darker than before. “If you believe Sophia and Veronica, they only get friend-zoned when they’re… you know.”

She made a motion with her finger and thumb, indicating something tiny, and I laughed, shaking my head as my chuckle died off quickly.

“Sadly, that isn’t the case. Girls are more likely to get scared when they see a big one and make up lies to hide their shame. And the teasing from dudes is even worse-.”

“Come and see the snow piling up!” Sophia pelted into the kitchen, grabbing both Zoe and my hands and towing us towards the narrow staircase. “This place is like a maze. Up the kitchen staircase. See the square window there, Noah? That’s a dumbwaiter.”

“Really? That’s cool,” I said, genuinely impressed with the fact she could spot it right off. Zoe flashed me a wink and a smile over Sophia’s shoulder as we pressed into the staircase.

I hadn’t seen much of the house since entering. Besides an empty foyer with a finely wrought wooden bench, I’d been in the kitchen unpacking out food for the coming weeks. Sophia was right about the place being a maze, especially in the dark.

The narrow staircase led into a small hallway lined with shelves. Dry and canned goods of all kinds lined the shelves, and I found myself wanting to linger and see what the owners stocked. My little sister was insistent, and the wise eyes of her friend were watching, so I followed without pausing.

I found myself on a wide balcony that wound its way around the outside of the house. Someone had turned on the exterior lights, flooding the surrounding landscape with harsh white light. The grounds were already blanketed in a thick layer of heavy snow, with more coming down in buckets.

Sophia and Zoe danced beneath the falling snow, Veronica exiting another doorway to join them with a bright laugh. The smaller girl’s dark hair caught several fat drops of snow, the white flakes sparkling in the floodlights as she grinned up at me.

“Come on Noah, you can’t be so serious all the time! Isn’t this amazing? On our first night too!”

“It is incredible,” I said, letting the little brunette draw me out from under the eaves and into the dancing group.

I’m not much of a dancer and grew awkward quickly amongst the gyrating girls. They were doing something with their feet, some kicking dance step they’d learned from tic-tok. I attempted to follow along, but my fumbling steps brought laughter to the girls’ throats.

“Don’t you have tic-tok?” Zoe asked, “How have you not learned the Shuffle yet?”

I shook my head but before I could open my mouth Sophia answered for me, “Noah’s too cool for social media. Worries it will come back to bite him in the ass if he ever runs for office or something.”

“Politicians are the worst,” Veronica said, making a face as she tilted her head back and stuck her tongue out. “You’re not addicted to attention and praise, Noah. Why would you want to run for office?”


Chapter Four




Ifound myself reassessing the little black-haired angel. From our interactions and Sophia’s stories, she’d always seemed like an airhead who was more interested in shoes and clothes than current events, but this was a more insightful comment than I’d expected.

“The attention would be the worst part,” I said, “but it comes with power, perhaps the most one person can accrue, and I’m very interested in that.”

I shrugged and pulled my coat tighter. It was an uncomfortable admission, but a truth about myself I’d come to acknowledge over the past couple of years. From an early age, my life had been chaotic, and I’d been at the mercy of my father’s whims. Now I craved control, which explained why I’d taken over the family’s finances at a young age and was planning to get an MBA.

The corporate world, like politics, was simply another form of control.

The snow was really piling up on the deck, gathering in drifts where the girls’ feet had kicked it. They were no longer dancing, and I turned to find all three staring at me with differing expressions. Zoe looked amused, but when she glanced to my sister and found a considering look, the amusement faded.

Veronica’s eyes sparkled with some suppressed emotion. At first, I thought it amusement like her friend, but the way her small white teeth pressed into her bottom lip set my heart beating faster and I found myself studying her closer. When she felt my attention, the girl's eyebrows bounced and her small mouth pursed into a little smile.

“Let’s go back in before we freeze to death… Veronica?”

“Coming!” the tiny brunette turned to go, offering me a flirty little wave before she darted off.

“Soph, your brother’s fascinating.”

“Yeah, if he wasn’t such a recluse, he’d have been the most popular-.”

The door closed behind them, cutting off the rest of what Sophia said. My feet carried me over to the door, but I couldn’t hear anything inside, and I had no idea where the opening led to in the modern house. Heading back in the way I came; I wandered back down to the kitchen and found my mom preparing a meal.

“There you are,” she flashed me a big, slightly slack smile, then spun, causing her apron to flare and pointed to her iPad propped up on a counter. “Have you seen the news? They’re upgrading the storm to a blizzard and warning everyone to cover their windows and stay indoors.”

“What the fuck?” I walked over and listened to the audio as the weather woman spoke and gestured at the map behind her.

“As you can see, the pressure has dropped across the high desert plains, which is slowing down the storm and causing it to build into a blizzard…”

“This is serious,” I said to mom, but she only waved a hand and turned back to the stovetop where she was browning what smelled like Italian sausage.

“This house is brand new. I’m sure they built it to withstand the weather up here. Relax, Noah, and have a glass of wine,” she pointed to the open bottle of chianti with a mostly empty glass beside it.

That explains why she’s so relaxed, I thought to myself, feeling my lips twist in amusement. Flustered was her normal state of being. With a blizzard barreling down on us, she’d have been bouncing off the walls. Wine had the effect of mellowing her out, which I silently thanked God for.

“I’m going to close these up anyway,” I said, popping the latch on the wooden shutters for the window above the sink.

“I’ll help you with that,” mom offered. She reached across me to loosen the other latch and fell, forcing me to catch her in my arms. “Whoopsie! Sorry, that was clumsy of me…”

“Mom?” There was a hint of alarm in my voice as my body instantly responded. How could it not when the apron pulled to the side, cutting around one heavy breast and outlining every detail of it against the silky material of her dress.

She blinked up at me through her long lashes, making no move to stand on her own as her body draped against the front of me. My eyes traveled down the deep shadow between her cleavage, and I couldn’t tear them away from the firm, rounded flesh. Then her eyes followed mine, then fell further as if she were peering through our compressed bodies at what I realized with fear was my stiffening manhood.

“Perhaps you should check the rest of the house,” her voice was a touch breathless as she leveraged herself off me, but her eyes never met mine or looked in my direction again as she returned to the sizzling sausage. “I put your things in the room at the top of the stairs on the third floor. Right next to mine… The girls have the second floor and hopefully they don’t keep us up all night.”

“I’ll check on the house,” I said, interrupting her rambling.

She flashed me a grateful smile without looking in my direction and went back to stirring. I noticed as I left the kitchen that she had a disturbed look on her face, and I worried that I’d ruined christmas vacation already with my lascivious stare.

The woman was too beautiful not to notice and for a teenage boy, she’d been the perfect eye candy with those large breasts and firm, round ass. But she could never learn that, so I berated myself silently for letting my eyes betray me as I found and closed the shutters on the first floor.

The house is built near the peak of the valley’s wall. Situated at the top of a bluff, it resembles a tower, though one of modern design. Thankfully, the windows weren’t massive and all-encompassing. They’d been constructed of thick thermal glass panes and didn’t bleed cold into the rooms, which I was grateful for as I moved about the large place.

The stairs leading up were carpeted, as were the upper levels. A pile of shoes told me I was to leave mine downstairs, and I headed up the stairs, noting how silent my passage was. There was light shining from beneath one of the bedroom doors, and I heard dim voices speaking within as I approached to knock.

“Why do you both keep asking about Karen? I told you I don’t know. She came from a wealthy family, but she was super quiet and weird. I thought he could do better.”

“That’s what you always say,” I thought that was Veronica’s voice, so the first must have been my sisters. “Remember when Glynis had a crush on him junior year? We stopped hanging out with her after that.”

“Is that why?” Zoe asked. Her voice was even fainter than the others, but the deeper tones were easier to make out.

“Forget Noah. I thought we were going to get serious this week? We’re on the cusp of breaking out, but we need to focus on the right content, or we’ll disappear in the algorithm. V, you brought your cosplay stuff, right?”

“Of course, duh!” Veronica laughed, and there was a rustling of clothes and a clink of something heavy against the wall, “I even brought all those swords and guns the dudes in Anime Club made me.”

“Great, and you have your outfits, Z?”

“I wasn’t sure about the school girl one… Don’t you think the skirts and shirt are a little short, Soph?”

“If you’re uncomfortable, I understand,” Sophia said in a comforting voice. From the change in location, she now stood with Zoe. I leaned against the door, pressing my ear to it as I heard the faint sound of cloth sliding over flesh. “But look at you Zoe… You have the sexiest body I’ve ever seen, and if you felt as beautiful as you look, you’d have enough followers to be set for life.”

“You’re sweet,” Zoe said, the bitterness naked in her voice. “But I’m too tall, too gangly and these are too weirdly shaped.”

“I disagree.” Sophia’s voice barely reached my ears, and I strained to hear what she had to say next, but the door creaked against my weight. “Who’s there?!”

“It’s me,” I said, responding to the panic in my little sister’s voice. “The storms turning into a blizzard, and we have to close all the shutters.”

“Fine! Stop creeping and leave us alone!” The anger in her voice took me aback, and I opened my mouth to respond in kind, but Zoe’s words from earlier were a reminder and I took a deep breath.

“Ok, good night.”

“You too.” Her voice sounded a little surprised, and I felt a smile growing on my lips at having zigged when she thought I would zag.

“I’ll go get the shutters in our rooms. I saw them when I unpacked.”

“V, wait!” Zoe’s voice drew my head around and I caught a glimpse of the room within as golden light spilled into the hallway and Veronica darted out.

Sophia stood behind her friend, with a tall, wall mounted mirror before them. It wasn’t to my sister in her long nightshirt that my gaze strayed, but to the golden flesh of a naked Zoe. The tall girl's hands darted to cover herself, but the forearm wasn’t enough to hide the long pale slope of her breasts. Nor was the hand that dropped enough to hide both her sex and the wide roundness of her tan-lined ass.

“Stop staring, perv.” Sophia’s voice shook me from my reverie, and I ducked up the stairs to the third floor with Veronica and my sisters giggling laughter following me.

The sound followed me to bed after I closed up the rest of the house and I climbed into the soft flannel sheets, wishing I’d never planned this trip. As visions of Zoe’s smooth stomach and the gentle slope of her large breasts filled my head, I held onto them in place of more wicked fantasies that threatened to intrude. When relief finally came, I heard my stepmom’s door creak open and her own mattress creak as she climbed in.

Outside, the storm raged harder by the minute, but the house stood sturdy, and I slept like the dead once the sheets warmed around me.


Chapter Five




Iwoke early in the morning to find the wind still howling outside and snow blowing against the window of my small bedroom. Pulling out my phone, I was annoyed to see there was no service where I’d had four bars the night before.

Pulling on a pair of sweats, I shivered my way downstairs to the living room where the thermostat was. The gas was on, but only a trickle of heat was coming from the vents in the floorboards. Nothing seemed it working properly, at least nothing I could do at the thermostat, so I built up a large fire in the hearth.

While I was working, mom stepped into the living room, pulling a thick robe around herself.

“I’m going to start a pot of coffee. Have you seen outside?” she grinned when I shook my head and flicked aside the shutters and pulled the drapes open. “It’s magical.”

I couldn’t deny how beautiful the small valley looked outside the picturesque windows. Pure white snow blanketed the world, piling into thick drifts and clinging to limbs in heavy clumps. The storm still raged, but the morning light let me see for a couple hundred meters in every direction.

“I heard some commotion in your room last night,” mom said, her voice somewhat circumspect as her cheeks colored a bright shade of pink. “Did you get everything… unpacked and taken care of? Or would you like some… help?”

“Yea, I’m fine,” I said, feeling my own cheeks heat as I convinced myself she couldn’t mean what I thought she did. “I’ll unpack later today. I want to check out the lift and see if I can get it working this morning.”

“The girls will love that,” she said, then reaching out to squeeze my shoulder, she passed behind me and I was all too aware of the firm swell of her breasts as they pushed against my back. “Do you think you could help with the upstairs bathroom later, when you have time? There’s a spa-tub I’m dying to try but the controls are so complicated I couldn’t figure it out last night.”

“Sure, want me to check it out now?”

“Why don’t we do it later when the girls are out? Then we can really get into it, and I’ll be relaxed knowing Sophia is out of my hair.”

“Did you see the hot tub? I spotted it out the window, but I wanted to check it out.”

“I did.” her face took on a dreamy quality as she leaned against the doorway and gazed up through the walls where the hot tub was, outside the second floor. “I don’t want to use it until I’m cleaned off from the trip, but can’t you picture how lovely it will be, with the snow falling around us and the valley stretching out? I’m so glad we came here.”

“I’ll turn it on so it’s hot by this evening,” I said, earning a dreamy smile from mom.

“I’ll have my swimsuit ready to go,” she said, then made a sour face when she heard a toilet flush upstairs. “The one-piece. No one wants to see this in a bikini anymore, ha!”

“I’d love to see it,” I muttered under my breath as I turned back to work on the fire.

“What was that, honey?” Mom asked, her expression decidedly more cheerful than a moment before.

Seeing her smile, I was about to admit the truth, that seeing her in a bikini would be the highlight of the trip for me, but then I remembered the awkwardness of the night before and thought better of it. It wasn’t fair to assault her with the fact her stepson was a pervert who thought she looked sexier than any porn star I’d ever seen.

“Ahh, nothing,” I said, failing to come up with something and grimacing when my voice trailed off, but mom only smiled the wider and winked.

“I’ll put that coffee on, so you have something warm in you before you head out into the snow.”

Once the fire was roaring, I stared out the window at the blowing snow and figured it might not be a great idea to head out to the lift in that. It would be too easy to get turned around in the whiteness and wander off in the wrong direction and from the look of things, no one was going up the mountain today.

The weather had said a storm would sweep through our first night, but that it would pass by early morning. With it upgraded to a blizzard, I wasn’t sure how long it would last. There was a small pile of wood inside, but not enough for more than a couple of days. Making plans to bring in more wood later, I followed the sound of my mom’s voice and wandered into the kitchen.

“The coffee’s ready,” she said with a bright smile. “I think I’ll make pancakes and sausage. What do you think?”

“Sounds great,” I said, taking a cup and filling it with steaming black coffee.

A sound brought my head around and I found Veronica stepping into the kitchen from the back staircase. The small brunette was rubbing the sleep from her eyes with the sleeve of her sweatshirt, and I found myself staring at her naked legs as they stuck out the bottom.

“Your sister and Zoe are sleeping in,” she said with a yawn, then accepting an empty mug from my mom with a grateful smile, she stepped up beside me and took the pot. “But I wanted to get a workout in. Have you seen the gym?”

“I think it’s in the basement,” mom said, shrugging as she pulled the pancake mix I’d packed down from the shelf. “Sophia knows the place inside and out. Get her out of bed, Noah.”

“It’s ok Mrs. Janson, I’ll wander around until I find it,” she leaned against the kitchen’s wooden topped island and reached for the half and half.

I couldn’t help noticing how the sweater rode up her thighs and let the firm swell of her little ass peek through. My breath hissing through my nose before I could stop it as I got a view of bright pink panties tucked up tight against her smooth mons. Mom’s stirring stopped and I could feel her eyes on me, but Veronica’s ass gave a delicious little wiggle, and it was only with the most supreme effort of will that I stole my gaze away.

“Why don’t you take her down there, Noah? Breakfast won’t be ready for another thirty minutes or so. You can start the hot tub while you at it.”

“That sucks it needs to warm up,” Veronica said as she turned her winsome smile on me, her cheeks dimpling and eyes sparkling as she shook her little ass again. “Will it be ready by tonight? I brought a bottle of bubbly. We can all celebrate the trip under the stars.”

“I doubt there will be many stars with a blizzard blowing outside,” mom said with an amused chuckle. “And save your bottle for another time. I brought a case of the good stuff.”

“Mrs. Janson! I like how you party,” Veronica grinned.

“Please call me Deborah, dear. Mrs. Jason makes me sound old and used up.”

“With that body? You could never be called old and used up,” Veronica laughed. “If my mom looked half as good as you, she’d be out every weekend. I’m sure you have all the silver foxes and college boys drooling over you at the gym, don’t you?”

“You’ll learn when you’re my age,” mom said with a note of genuine sadness in her voice. “They always want something younger.”

“Is that true, Noah?” Veronica asked, her eyes sparkling as she put me on the spot. “Do men only want a…” she turned against the island, letting the bottom of her sweater ride up again and letting me see a flash of bright pink panties and firm stomach. “young, tight body?”

The steady sound of the whisk beating batter drew my attention to the other side of the island. Mom’s pale green eyes studied my face, and I tried valiantly, but I couldn’t keep my eyes on hers. The apron hung loose, allowing her massive breasts to sway heavily back and forth. Their inner slopes were pressed together, creating a hypnotic, pendulum effect that only broke when her breath deepened.

I noticed the flush of red extending down mom’s neck and caught the embarrassment suffusing her features. Feeling a wave of shame, I tore my eyes away and shook my head at Veronica.

“That isn’t the only thing men want, no.”

“I can see,” the minx said, her eyes dancing between my mom, me and my crotch pressed against the island. “Let’s go find that gym… I really need a workout, now.”

Mom frowned at my sister’s friend, but the expression didn’t extend up to her eyes. Those were afire with an inner light that only grew when she glanced back at me. Before quickly becoming shy and glancing back down at the pancake batter.


Chapter Six




Ileft her muttering to herself as I followed the pert rear of Veronica through the first floor in search of the gym. My mom’s actions were out of the ordinary, but only slightly. She’d always been a flirt, and one that liked to tease me and my sisters’ friends, but over the past couple of years, the behavior had been escalating. It was easy to write it off as my quirky stepmom until I found myself on vacation with her and my own desires combined with it to create a storm of uncertainty.

“Your mom’s a riot,” Veronica said, pushing open a door to see what was on the other side and finding a closet. “You know Zoe saw her vibrator just sitting out in the open when she was unpacking? Apparently, it was massive.”

“What the fuck?” I said, frowning at the girl’s amused expression. “I don’t want to know that.”

“Don’t feel threatened, dude. We all want what we can’t have, and that’s why the dudes who want us will never have us.” she pushed open a door and flashed me a grin, her white teeth flashing in the dim hallways. “But you’re rich, smart, and hot. Three out of four aren’t bad, but it only gets you a peek.”

“What are you talking about?”

I couldn’t smother my growing frustration with women in general from my voice, but the emotion dissolved into shock when Veronica reached down and, whipping her arms above her head, tossed the sweatshirt aside.

“I like to work out in the nude.” She bent over slowly, hips twisting to the side as she tugged the bright pink panties down her slender legs. The fabric gathered in the gap between her thighs, then pulled free of smoothly shaven, tight pussy lips with delicious slowness. “Better memorize this sight, because you won’t get another.”

“It’s a long two weeks,” I said, surprising myself at the confidence in my voice. “And I have a suspicion you're too addicted to attention to stay clothed for long.”

Veronica’s amused smile turned sour, and she spun in the doorway, giving me a beautiful view of her tight little ass before the door slammed shut behind her. I chuckled, but it died off quickly as the image of her tight young body filled my head.

The controls to the hot tub were simple enough to work out, but it still took me nearly the entire half hour to do it, because I kept finding myself staring off into space and picturing Veronica’s pert, little nipples, or the way her belly buttons has elongated as she’d preened before me.

I’m no virgin, but with my condition, it’s difficult finding a partner who doesn’t run off at the first sight of me in the nude. I’d grown comfortable shutting that side of myself down, especially given the illicit desires I found myself indulging in when I let myself go. It was bad enough seeing the girl you’re interested in flinch when she sees or touches you. It would break my heart to see that same expression in those I loved the most.

The generator kicked on when I made my way back to the kitchen and I stopped to check on it. It was a new model that ran from batteries. I knew little about the automatic system, but I could see the meter wasn’t drawing energy from the power lines anymore, though it appeared to have enough energy to power the house and hot tub for months.

“The power flicked on and off. Did you see that, Noah?” my mom said when I entered the kitchen. She was plattering up the last of the eggs beside a large stack of pancakes.

“The power’s out. We’re on the back-up generator but I don’t know how long that will last.”

“The Wi-Fi has been out all morning.” I turned to find Sophia stuffed into the corner of the breakfast nook with a blanket bundled around herself. “Zoe went to work out with Veronica, in case you were wondering.”

“I wasn’t,” I said, but she still scrunched her nose in a snooty way and turned away from me on the bench. Her phone didn’t seem to have service, but she was flipping through old photos. “This place is like a maze, and I still haven’t seen all of it. Do you think you could show me around after breakfast?”

“Is the great and noble Noah finally admitting he doesn’t know something?”

“Sophia…” the warning in mom’s voice was clear but unnecessary.

Sophia’s face had already fallen the second after she spoke, and I felt a small measure of comfort that her regret was so obvious and kept my retort to myself. She was expecting me to say something in return and when I didn’t, small spots of red blossomed in her cheeks.

“Sorry…” she gave a shrug and wouldn’t meet my eyes as she went on. “I’m down to show you around. I still want to check out the hot tub. It supposed to be an infinity style.”

“It is, I just came from turning it on.”

“Eat up before it grows cold. Soph, are you sure your friends don’t want to join us for breakfast?”

“Carbs before a workout? Not likely.” Sophia had the grace to blush as she grinned around the mouthful of buttery pancakes. My little sister was athletic to a point, but she’d been graced with a body that never lost its figure, no matter how little she worked out or how much she ate.

“I really should head down to the gym myself,” mom said, pressing a hand to the miniscule swell of her stomach. “Unlike you kids, I can’t afford to indulge.”

Sophia rolled her eyes and shook her head at mom. “Whatever you eat goes to your hips and tits. That’s the kind of curse most women dream about, mom. You don’t need a gym, you need a Tinder account. Maybe then you’ll lose the body dysmorphia.”

“Body… what?” Mom blinked in confusion at the unfamiliar term, then shook her head. “No, a workout sounds like a good plan. Then I can enjoy bubbles later without guilt. See? Perfect plan! Now, where are my workout clothes?”

“Mom, you might want to wait until-.” I started to warn her, but Sophia reached out and covered my mouth with her fingers, causing mom to turn around with a questioning frown.

“Till after five, to pop the cork on those bubbles, you know how you can get.”

“Well… I’m not sure what you mean Sophia,” mom said, tossing her long blond hair back over one shoulder as she swept from the room with a frosty look on her face.

Sophia was cackling silently as we heard her head down to the gym.

“You know what she’d going to find in there?” Sophia asked me, and from the grin that stole across her face, I hadn’t hidden my own reaction well enough. “Veronica’s a flirt, but she’ll torture you if you let her. Anyway, it will be good for her.”

“What do you mean?”

“She gets off on embarrassment, haven’t you noticed? And V’s an exhibitionist.”

“You’re fucking weird,” I said, trying not to shift in my seat as my pants grew suddenly tight.

“If you’re not willing to be open and honest with the world, let alone yourself… what’s the point of any of this?”


Chapter Seven




After that, we ate in silence. My mind kept playing through past scenarios that only served to reinforce what Sophia had said. Then I would wonder why she’d said it and what her end game was, or if she even had one. Round and round, my mind went. All the while, my little sister wore a small, knowing smile that tugged at the corner of her lips.

“Let’s go check out the rest of this place,” she said, pushing her empty plate away. “I’m curious why mom never screamed. You don’t think she… do you?”

“What, joined them?” The moment I asked it, the image popped into my head of the three of them naked and sweating together and I had to force a smile onto my face when Sophia laughed in incredulity.

“I bet mom shit herself and is hiding in her room.” Dropping her plate in the sink, she pointed at the back staircase. “There’s a way up to the attic through here. The view’s supposed to be spectacular, but I doubt we can see anything with this weather.”

“Let’s see,” I said, earning myself a bright smile from Sophia.

Though I tried to guard myself against it, she sank her charming hooks into me as we toured the house. Zoe hadn’t been joking about the research Sophia had done. The girl knew every room in the house and the reason behind the designs.

“A former Army core engineer designed this place. He built it to withstand an avalanche if it came to that.”

“I hope it doesn’t,” I said, frowning out the window at the monster drifts of snow piling up outside. “If things keep up like this, we might have to worry about that.”

“Not in this location,” Sophia said, pulling down the attic’s ladder. “The road might be another issue, but we’re high enough that avalanches shouldn’t be an issue. Now the roof is supposed to be through the attic… Looks pretty spooky up there though.”

“I’ll go first,” I offered, setting my foot on the first run of the folding ladder.

She was right. The dark attic was creepy, especially when my face pushed through thick cobwebs before I could reach the light. When the floodlight illuminated the small space, I breathed a sigh of relief and turned to help Sophia up.

“This is a cool little room,” she said, turning around in the small space and taking it in.

The attic was so tight that we were practically pressed right up against each other. I couldn’t figure out who would have come up here, but from the signs, the place was used often.

“The way outside looks painted shut,” I said, leaning my shoulder against the tall, windowed door.

“Put your weight into it, maybe it’s just the snow outside.”

I threw her an annoyed frown, but she just nodded for me to hurry. Sighing, I put my shoulder into it and heaved. It was awkward with the low, peaked roof, but the paint gave a crack, then the door shifted open. The snow wasn’t heavy enough, and I found myself falling forward and spilling out onto the landing.

“Oh, shit!” Sophia must have thought I was falling, because she threw herself across my legs as her fingers scrambled on my arms and chest.

“Hey watch out!” I called, twisting to avoid her sharp nails. All I did was to further entangle the pair of us in the powdery snow.

“Jesus, I’m already freezing,” Sophia jerked her arms close as she went to stand, which only sent her further off balance and, to my horror, her face landed directly in my crotch. “What the-!”

“Nghh!” For one sickening moment, I didn’t feel anything, then screaming pain from the nut she’d smashed that caused my stomach to sink and then flip, then sink again.

I tried curling around the pain, but Sophia was still in the way, and my muscles were too limp to struggle. Gasping, I sank into the snow, and weakly fended off her hands, which hand pressed to my crotch as she swore softly.

“Shit are you, ok? I didn’t mean to… Fuck, are you already swollen? We need to get the doctors…” Sophia’s eyes widened as I felt her fingers trace the top half of my soft dick.

Twisting away from her, I squeezed my eyes shut, unwilling to see the look on her face.

“I’m fine,” from the high-pitched wheeze of my voice it was obvious I wasn’t ok. “Just let me breath for a second.”

“Right… sure…” she was silent for several long seconds before I felt her shift against my side and sit up. “The view’s pretty amazing though, don’t you think?”

I hadn’t noticed, but now that she mentioned it, I noticed the breathtaking panoramic view we had. Not only of the valley, and the nearby peak but also of the mountainside all the way down to town. Or we could have seen the town if swirling dark clouds weren’t in the way.

The snow had backed off to a light flurry, but from the look of the clouds in the distance we had another round of it coming our way.

“Can you stand and walk? We should probably get in before we let out all the heat.”

I leveraged myself up with the doorjamb and teetered back inside. The prospect of climbing down the rickety folding ladder wasn’t one I relished, but Sophia offered to help. Her hands were much too grabby for my comfort, and I half expected a cutting remark at my expense, but she was silent when I got to the landing below and had a strangely speculative look on her face.

“What was the reason you and Karen broke up again?”

“I didn’t,” I said, ignoring her frown of annoyance at the obfuscation. “I’m going to bring in firewood before the storm gets worse.”

“You should take it easy,” she nodded to her bedroom as we passed it on the second floor. “We’re doing a photo shoot later. You should come by.”

“I think I’ll pass,” I said, sounding like it was the last thing I wanted to do, so I didn’t give away how incredible that sounded.

“Really? Zoe will be disappointed, she mentioned, hoping you’d see her in the schoolgirl outfit.”

“You’re joking,” I said, but she only raised an eyebrow at me as if to say, ‘why would I ever joke about that?’

“Come or don’t come, I don’t care. But we could use someone to take the harem shots.”

Whacking my shin against the step, I muttered an oath which caused Sophia to snort a laugh. “What’s the problem? Forget how to walk? Or did I say something interesting?”

I tried to think of a non-pervy way to ask it, but she saved me from myself.

“It’s part of my strategy to take off. More and more influencers are showing up in each other’s posts, and the natural progression of that are… harems.”

“How do you figure that?” I asked, grateful that she’d slowed down outside the kitchen and wasn’t taking the conversation around our mom.

I had more than a few harem stories and porn on my computer at home, which she used to ‘surf the internet’, as she called it. A simple search might turn up more stuff than she’d want to find.

“Come on, Noah. I know how men think. They want the pretty girl until they have her, then they want her friend, or her sister.” She shrugged. “Its basic psychology. Men evolved to spread their seed wide, so their eyes are always roving. Better to have all the candy in one shot. See what I mean? All the sexy girls in one place: harem shots.”

“You’re psychotic,” I said, shaking my head and struggling to wrap my mind around her reasoning, but unable to fault the truth of it.

“But I’m right, aren’t I?” I opened my mouth to argue but the look in her eyes was a dare and I suspected she had the ammunition ready to defeat my arguments that men didn’t all want a harem of sexy young girls. “You should learn to use private browsers. Maybe it’s because you’re so old that you forget?”

“I’m only three years older than you, and hey, that’s rude!”

Sophia burst into giggles as she darted past me into the kitchen and when I chased after her, I came up short when my mom stood up from the oven.

“What’s rude?” she asked, blinking owlishly as she wiped off her hands with a towel.

“What’s cooking? It smells excellent,” I said, happy when she took the bait and began explaining how she was roasting game birds and something about demi-glaze.

I stole a bite of the coleslaw she was making and scampered out of the kitchen before she caught me. The kitchen was beautiful and had all the modern toys and tools, which I could tell mom was excited about trying, and I loved little more than watching her cook.

That morning I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the apron clinging tightly to her every curve and swell, and I sensed she was aware of my sideways glances and hungry stares. One thing I did notice was how often she leaned over before me, or bent at the waist, and held the position as she worked until the flush of red suffused her cheeks, and only then would she move.

With my head filled with images I shouldn’t indulge in, and the girl’s loud chatter grating on my nerves, I pulled on my winter coat and stepped outside. It took longer than I thought to bring in enough wood to fill the box, and my heart was racing by the time I finished.

Coated in a layer of sweat and feeling too hot inside my winter clothes, I went in search of the shower.


Chapter Eight




“Noah, are you done with the firewood?” I was testing the water when Zoe poked her head in the bathroom. Snatching the towel around myself, I opened my mouth to tell the young girl to get out, but then I noticed what she was wearing, and my mouth went dry. “Soph wanted to see if you’re still down to photograph us…” Her lips quirked into a shy smile when she saw my expression, and she stepped fully into the bathroom and did a little twirl. “What do you think? This is our sexy bunny cosplay.”

“It’s…” I couldn’t finish the thought as my eyes tracked up the svelte teen’s form.

She wore pink tights that clung to her long legs, showing off the athletic turn of her calves. Her skirt could only be called that if I’m being charitable. The strip of fabric only covered the top half of her ass and reached down to barely cover the small gap between her thighs. The skirt rode so low; I swore I could see the top of her mons sweeping into a flat stomach.

Her top was even smaller than the skirt. Only three strings with two tiny triangles of cloth to cover her nipples, while leaving the heavy sweep of her breasts naked to my eyes. High, firm, and with the most beautiful slopes reaching down, the girl’s breasts looked fake. They were so beautiful. The outfit was finished off with a pair of fuzzy bunny ears and hyper pink makeup that made her look like an anime character.

“It’s pretty fucking incredible,” I said, pulling the towel tighter about myself as I felt myself throbbing to wakefulness.

“You should see what Veronica wanted to wear,” Zoe snorted, spots of color appearing in her cheeks. “Basically, ears and nothing else.”

“I’ll come in after I take a shower. That work?”

“Uhh, sure!” Zoe said, flashing me a broad grin, but still she didn’t leave, instead shifting from foot to foot awkwardly and staring up at the billowing steam.

“Can I help you with something?”

“No! I was just…” she drew in a deep breath and then bounced on her toes, which did incredible things to her young tits. It took me a couple seconds to notice, but the girl’s eyes were fixed on my crotch and a look of fixed concentration on her face.

Gratefully, I was too stunned by the display for my manhood to fully rouse, and Zoe blinked up at me. When she noticed that I’d caught her staring, the spots of color grew, extending down her chest, and she snatched the door behind her.

“Just what?” I asked, but Zoe shook her head.

“Nothing, sorry, enjoy your shower!”

And before I could reply, she’d tugged the door shut behind her and I heard her footsteps hurrying down the hall. I should have had an incredible jerk-off in the shower with the tall blonde teens’ costumed body filling my mind, but that last look of hers had filled my guts with a sinking feeling.

I could picture Sophia and her friends in there making fun of me like the kids had in middle school. Common parlance might say big dicks are great, but in my experience, they only earn ridicule from your peers, and fear in women when they confront it.

Not eager to be a side-show freak or source of amusement for my sister and her friends, I nearly broke my promise about showing up. The guilt was too crushing, and I was far too curious to see what the other two were wearing, especially Sophia. The thought of my gorgeous little sister in the same, or similar, outfit had my blood pumping, and I took pains to make sure nothing would show through my tight boxer-briefs and sweats.

The photo-shoot proved far less risqué than I imagine, much to my relief and disappointment. Relief that my sister and her friends’ occasional stares earned them no information, and disappointment that I only got one brief sight of the three in bunny costumes.

The rage on tic-tok, apparently, was for women to appear in schlubby, gross clothing for the start of a song and then when the beat drops, a high-hat hit, or something along those lines, they’d suddenly flash into a sexy outfit.

The girls tried three versions of this, shoving me out of the room between takes as they changed clothing. Each time I filmed them lip syncing to a song, while wearing morose expressions, and then I’d come back to find them in sexy dresses to finish the lyrics. The last time they pushed me out of the room, Sophia gave me a clear warning through the door.

“This time you have to be in and out, ok?! I’d do it myself, but we need the panoramic shot… Promise me you won’t perve on my friends, Noah, or you’ll never help us with this again!”

“Ok, ok,” I said, holding up my hands even though she couldn’t see me through the door. “I’ll keep my eyes closed as much as possible, ok?”

“Don’t do that, then we’ll have to do it again if the shots bad. Ok, give us two minutes.”

There was a creak at the end of the hall, and I glanced up to find my mom passing by up the stairs. She was tugging off her apron as she went, and I could see the evidence of a spill across the front. As she did, though, it caught on her thick blonde hair and the shoulder strap of her bra.

Stopping to disentangle it, she flashed me a smile of apology that I barely noticed. The top of her dress was tugged down, and as she moved, her heavy breasts swayed. The deep line of shadow between the pressed flesh looked so inviting I barely registered my sister’s voice through the door and she had to call a second time before I roused myself.

Mom threw me a thumbs up. The apron disentangled as she continued on, and I turned to open the bedroom door. The camera was on and ready to film, but the bright glare of the lights they’d set up forced me to blink away the after image before I hit start. Several sharp gasps greeted me as I hit play and tried not to focus too hard on what I was filming.

It only took a stray glance at the screen for my attention to become riveted on the scene before me. The three sat in a circle on the ground, mirroring their positions from when they’d been wearing the ugly outfits. Only now they each wore the bunny outfits which showed varying degrees of naked flesh on each girl.

Zoe’s top was the smallest, but Veronica and my little sisters didn’t cover much. The way they sat, it was hard to see much of their chests, but their asses were turned up at the camera as the three stared with open mouths. Only after taking the quick pass around the room did I notice the three weren’t mouthing the lyrics to the song.

“Aren’t you supposed to be singing?” I asked, hazarding my sister's anger as I edged back towards the door, my eyes straying from the screen to the real-life girls seated before me.

“Did you get it?” Sophia asked, throwing an arm over herself to cover up.

“Yea,” I said, and I guess I lingered in the doorway staring at her and her friends too long, because she snatched up a pillow and threw it at me.

“Then get out, perv!”

Veronica was snickering into her hand as I threw the door shut, and I heard her burst into laughter as I stomped down the hall.

Ask a guy to help and then treat him like shit, I thought to myself angrily as I stormed up to my room.


Chapter Nine




Icouldn’t be too mad, because my head was filled with wonderful material as I imagined the three teens on their knees before me. Their tiny outfits falling away as I took each in turn. The guilt only swept in afterwards, but I sank into sleep moments later. I woke from the nap to the sound of knocking and howling wind outside.

“Noah, dinner’s almost ready,” my mom called through the door.

“I’m up,” I said, sitting up on the covers and rubbing the sleep from my eyes.

“Come down in your suit. We’re all going in the hot tub afterwards while dessert sets up. I made panna cotta!”

“Sounds good,” I said. My mind was muddled and groggy from the nap, but I remembered our earlier conversation and stood, pulling open the door to find her retreating down the hall. “And remember your promise to wear the bikini.”

“I don’t remember promising.” She turned with an amused smile, tugging her lips. “But if you insist… Oh dear… Noah… Oh my goodness you’re…”

“Shit!”

Shame flooded me as I realizing my dick had slipped through the pocket in my boxer briefs. I grabbed the swinging meat as I threw shut the door behind me and mom’s last word reached me just as it slammed.

“Beautiful.”

“Sorry!” I called through the door as I silently cursed myself.

“You have nothing to apologize for.” mom’s warm words reached me through the door, and I realized with a prickling of the hairs on my neck that she was just on the other side. “I’ll leave you alone now, but believe me when I say this honey, you have nothing to be ashamed about with me… ever.”

“Thanks,” I said lamely.

Her words did ease the tightness in my chest, but I didn’t breathe easy until she retreated down the hall. For years, I’d hidden my affliction, but this trip was bound and determined to thrust my shame before the women closest to me.

I found the girls setting the table as mom finished a sauce at the stovetop.

“There you are! Could you open the bottle I have chilling in the fridge?” Mom’s smile said nothing had changed between us, and the tightness in my chest relaxed even more.

“Sure,” I said, pulling out the bottle.

Sophia and her friends wore looks of frustration and when I frowned a question at my little sister she lifted her phone with an angry huff.

“The Wi-Fi’s still out and I haven’t been able to get it to reconnect.”

“Is the power still out, too?” I asked, beginning to grow concerned.

“You said the generator’s working fine, right?” Mom interjected, as she held out a glass for me to fill with champagne. When I nodded, she shrugged. “Then we can worry about it tomorrow. Tonight is about relaxing with good food, good company, and later a dip in the hot tub. Right?”

“But I haven’t checked my mentions all day, and if FashioNova or one of the big brands tagged me-.”

“You can deal with it tomorrow, can’t you?” Mom had that look on her face that said she wasn’t open to debate, and Sophia nodded with a sigh. “Good. I think it will do you girls good to take a break from the virtual world for a few hours. You might even enjoy being unplugged.”

“We’d enjoy it more if we could have a glass of those bubbles, Deborah,” Veronica said with a hopeful grin.

Mom’s lips compressed into a firm line that twisted into an amused smile a moment later.

“You girls can each have one small glass,” she had to raise her voice to be heard over Sophia, Zoe, and Veronica’s whoops of joy. “And don’t let me catch you sneaking more when I’m not looking.”

The girls promised they would be good and the five of us toasted the evening. Mom pulled out the game hens and served them with roasted potatoes and greens, covering everything in a sage sauce. The birds were small but yielded surprisingly delicious meat, especially with the sauce and the champagne relaxed everyone enough so conversations flowed freely.

Mom and Zoe were in a deep conversation about the state of youth sports and how difficult it is for parents of kids who play on travel teams, while Sophia, Veronica, and I were deep in a discussion about their favorite live shows. The girls were into a strange collection of electronica acts, Korean pop music and hip-hop, most of which was new to me.

By the end of the meal, I had a growing list of bands and artists I wanted to check out, and mom had fallen into a heated debate with Veronica about the efficacy of different eyelash glue. The conversation soon drew in the other two and I excused myself to pour more champagne.

I’ve never been a fan of bubbles, but they were growing on me as the evening wore on. Never one to overindulge, I kept myself to only a couple glasses, but the warm buzz papered over my usual awkwardness, and I found it easy to relax when I wasn’t worried about nonsense.

“I think it’s time we tried the hot tub. It should be heated by now, right?” Mom announced to the general approval of the girls.

“Should be, but’s near white out conditions out there,” I said, peering through the kitchen window at the swirling blackness.

“That’ll only make it better,” Veronica said, earning an eager nod from my mom.

“Why don’t you build a fire, Noah? Then it will be nice and toasty when we get back in and have dessert.”

“Dessert sounds excellent,” I said.

“Fire first, then hot tub, then you get your dessert,” mom said, her eyes dancing over the rim of her glass as she took a deep sip. “But refill my glass before you go, please?”

I stepped over and tilted the bottle over her glass and nearly spilled it when she rested a hand on my upper thigh, her fingers hovering on the edge of my ass.

“You’re such a wonderful man, Noah. Thank you for planning all of this, it’s been so relaxing. That Karen doesn’t know what she’s missing.” She blinked up at me blearily and took a long pull from her glass without releasing my leg. “Her loss is our gain.”

“I think that’s enough champagne for you, mom,” Sophia said, and this time it was her pale green eyes that danced as she watched her mom pawing at her stepbrother. “Unless you want to see a tiny stiffy, you better leave Noah alone.”

Sophia snorted in laughter and threw a grin at me, taking the sting off her comment with the obvious joke, but mom shook her head.

“But I didn’t…” mom’s hand fluttered at her breast as red suffused her cheeks. “Didn’t see anything earlier!”

The girls glanced at one another in confusion, and I could see the gears turning in my little sister’s mind as she glanced from mom to me and back.

“We better get in the hot tub before it’s too late,” I said, keeping my expression neutral as I stepped around the table. “Mom, is the panna cotta already set? Or does it need time?”

“Let me check,” she said, tottering up to her feet and pushing her hair back with one hand as the other gripped the back of the chair to help keep her balanced.

While she stuck her head in the fridge, I shared the last of the champagne with the girls. It wasn’t more than a mouthful or two, but they snatched their glasses up and downed them. Eager not to get caught, they helped clear the table and were soon off to change for the hot tub. I slipped away before anything else awkward could happen and pulled on my trunks and a thick robe I found in the room.


Chapter Ten




It still wasn’t enough covering for the frigid temperatures outside, but the hot tub was on a landing outside the second floor and rimmed by a small deck. Moving with haste, I checked the temp, and saw it was a steamy 104 Fahrenheit. Brushing off the lid, I retracted it from the control panel and shucked my sweatshirt, then slipped in before the lid was completely off.

The water was so hot my skin prickled on first contact, but the snow was still falling and the air was so frigid it felt heavenly. I was just relaxing into a comfortable position when the door popped open and my mom came hurrying out.

She had a towel tucked around her body, but it was clear from the slender black strings extending from the top of it that she’d worn her bikini. She was about to drop her towel beside the tub, then saw the fat flakes of snow falling and thought better of it.

“You just have to sprint,” I said, smiling as she shot me a scowl.

“This is mortifying,” she said, voice catching as she hurried to throw her towel inside the door and dart back.

I noticed, however, when she threw the towel, her face didn’t register mortification but tense excitement. Then the towel was off, and my eyes were filled with the heavy swing of her breasts and the sway of her wide hips, before she disappeared beneath the steaming waters with a shocked hiss that melted into a grateful sigh.

“Oh, this is nice,” she smiled dreamily at me. “I hope your old mom’s body didn’t disgust you, but the bikini really is more comfortable than that old one piece.”

“You aren’t disgusting, mom,” I said with a disbelieving shake of my head. “You’re fucking gorgeous.” She smiled at me in a way that said my words hadn’t sunk in and I reached out to take her hand beneath the waters, drawing her blinking green eyes to mine. “Honestly, you’re so beautiful it’s painful sometimes.”

“That’s very sweet of you to say Noah, but I’d never want you to feel that way… I’m always here for you… If you need me… All you have to do is ask.”

Her fingers slid up my forearm, gripping it tightly and there was a charged atmosphere to the steamy air. I couldn’t make out much of her face now that she had her back to the house’s lights, but I was certain I’d heard an invitation in that. Wondering if I had the courage to take her up on it, I gripped her arm back and searched for the words, but the door opened again, and Sophia and her friends’ excited voices broke the magical moment.

“Oh my god, it’s freezing!” Veronica said, gripping her skinny arms tightly about the long t-short she wore over her swimsuit.

“I’ve been looking forward to this all day,” Zoe said at the same time.

“Noah, your head’s covered in snow,” Sophia laughed when she saw it and only then realized why it felt so cold.

Zoe and Veronica scurried over to the hot tub, throwing their long shirts in the snow on the deck without a care before slipping into the waters. I was pulling the pile of snow off my head and crushing it into a tight ball, but still managed to sneak a peek at both and wasn’t disappointed.

The tan lines I saw in Zoe’s bunny costume made sense when I saw the tiny red bikini covering her sloping breasts. Veronica wore two tiny bits of black fabric that looked molded to her skin. In the cold weather, I could clearly see the outline of her areola and nipples before she sank beneath the waters.

Sophia threw me a glare as she flipped her own shirt off and dropped it on the others.

“Don’t even think of throwing that at me,” she warned, arching an eyebrow and posing with hands on hips as she dared me.

“That’s not what I was thinking at all,” I said, but she saw the lie in my eyes and sniffed, tossing her hair over one shoulder.

In the thickly falling snow she looked like an angel as the hair fanned out and I let myself take in her tiny baby blue bikini. Sophia is blessed with a big, firm ass and she could work it to incredible effect. And she did as she slipped into the hot tub. It wasn’t until she was submerged, and I could think coherently again that I recognized all three girls had the same cut of bikinis, only in different colors.

Probably another one of their outfit sets, I thought to myself.

“I wish we could see the stars,” Zoe said as she settled into a position beside my mom and opposite me in the tub.

“Or into the valley,” Sophia lamented as she pushed up against the spillover.

The view was unimpressive with the storm raging around us, but it served to press the world in and make it more intimate.

“Do any of you know what you want to major in?” I asked, making room for Veronica on the bench I’d reclined on.

“Sports medicine,” Zoe said without hesitation. “I’ve known that ever since I went through PT two years ago. What about you, V?”

“Doctor, lawyer, engineer,” Veronica said, making a violent motion underwater. “That or run away and join the circus.”

“Are your parents that strict?” Mom asked.

“My dad is. My mom’s cool, but dads traditional. At least he’s not trying to marry me off to a doctor, lawyer or engineer.” She laughed, but it sounded forced. “To be honest, I’ve always been the best in coding classes. I could see myself locked away in front of a screen for hours a day in order to rake in buckets of cash from equity in a big tech company. Then retire at 40 to a private beach.” This time, her laughter sounded more genuine and drew us into it with her.

A lightning bolt shot through me when I felt something warm and soft press against my hip and Veronica’s fingers glide over my knee. She smiled like nothing was amiss as she turned to my mom.

“What did you study, Deb?”

“It was a different time back then,” she shrugged, her breasts swaying to the surface as Veronica’s fingers climbed a little higher up my thigh. “I studied art history and thought I’d run a museum. Life had another path for me, though. And you, honey? Have you decided what you want to major in?”

“I don’t know,” Sophia said with a shrug. “I’d love to study filmmaking, but I don’t think it matters anymore unless you want to be a doctor or something like that. Even engineering,” she said to Veronica. “You can take one of those coding bootcamps and know all you need to get a job, and a good one.” She shrugged again and leaned her head back. “Four years at NYU sounds like it would be too fun, if you know what I mean. I’d love to apprentice with a director, but I don’t think that’s possible. Oh, look at the snow whipping past! It’s almost a solid white sheet now.”

The others lay their heads back, including Veronica, but the minx slid her hand further up my thigh. I reached down and grabbed her wrist, but she slipped her fingers beneath the leg of my shorts.

“Don’t…” I bit off the words when my mom picked her head up.

She shot me a quizzical look, and I tried to keep my face still. There was no way I wanted to admit that the slender eighteen-year-old at my side had the tips of her fingers dancing around the head of my rapidly stiffening cock.

“What was that, honey?”

“Nothing,” I said, unable to pull Veronica’s hand away for fear of mom noticing the motion and where the girl’s arm was positioned.


Chapter Eleven




Ishot Veronica a look of warning, but the girl only gave me an innocent grin that grew when my mom dropped her head again. Then I gave a shallow gasp when her nimble fingers circled the head of my cock and gave it a few soft strokes underwater. The feeling of her soft fingers and the hot water was heavenly, and I couldn’t bring myself to stop her as my dick swelled down the leg of my shorts.

Veronica’s eyes widened, and I braced myself to see her flinch or a look of revulsion to sweep over her face. But just the opposite happened. The girl’s face opened into wondrous joy, and she looked up, blinking rapidly.

“You’re fucking huge,” her chest heaved rapidly, making the strings of her black bikini strain against her shoulders as her small, firm breasts rose and fell. She’d kept her voice to the barest whisper, and I knew the others couldn’t hear her over the sounds of storm and spa, but I still tensed as she slipped up against my side. “She’s going to kill me for being a selfish bitch… but I need to see it, baby, please. I’ll do anything you wa-.”

The air split with a deafening crack, then the earth rumbled beneath us. Mom’s head flew up, eyes wide with fear that changed to shock when she noticed Veronica plastered against my side, but the minx shoved away from me before Sophia and Zoe’s heads came up. Then we were all too disoriented to make sense of what was going on, as the hot tub splashed and sloshed all around us.

After the initial rumble, the sound and force of the tremors subsided. The four of us were in the center of the tub, huddled close as we listened to the mountains and valley below. The storm blew as heavy as ever and I got a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach as I guessed what had happened.

“Was that an earthquake?” Mom asked.

Zoe and I shook our heads, the blonde teen flashing me a smile and nodding for me to explain.

“We’re nowhere close to a fault line. The mountains might have some tremors, but that would have been a huge earthquake.”

“8.0 at least,” Zoe nodded. “I think there was an avalanche.”

“Me too,” I said, nodding grimly.

“What does that mean?” Mom asked, fear tightening her voice. “Are we in danger?”

“No, we’re better than fine here,” Sophia said. “They built the house to never be in the path of an avalanche or landslide. We might have to snowmobile out, or get airlifted, but we’re safe as long as we stay here.”

“If that’s true,” I said, “Then we’re safer here than trying to leave. We should try to get a radio signal or find an emergency channel and see what’s going on. This storm is a lot heavier than the weather said and that… whatever it was, has me worried.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Sophia said, her face still tight with concern, but her and the other girls’ shoulders had relaxed. “It doesn’t sound like we need us to leave the hot tub until you find something,” she sank back into her seat with a crooked little smile and waved her hand toward the house. “We’re gonna soak a little longer.”

“I want to find out what’s going on,” Veronica said with a concerned frown.

“Let’s go,” I said, gritting my teeth as I rose from the steaming waters and into the frigid air.

Moving with haste, I darted over to the door and slipped inside. The shivering form of Veronica slipped in behind me and before I could bend to pick up my towel, the girl’s slender arms encircled my body, her hands resting on my stomach and chest.

“Stop teasing me, girl,” the hard edge of my voice surprised me, but the minx only gripped me all the harder.

“No teasing, I promise. Just let me see it, please?”

I could still see the girls and my mom through the small window beside the door and knew the light would outline our bodies down the hall. Veronica seemed to realize the same thing because she released my waist and grabbed my arm, dragging me down the hall with her.

For a second, I thought about pulling out of her grip, but the feel of her slick body pressed up against me was too tempting to ignore, and my dick was throbbing, which only further scrambled my thinking.

Veronica fumbled at a door, and it swung open into her bedroom. Dragging me just inside, she turned against me with a seductive grin that sent a thread of annoyance running through me for some reason.

“I’ll show you mine again, if you show me yours, big boy.” it was the confidence in her voice, a put upon an attitude that didn’t extend up to her eyes that had sparked my annoyance and made it flare now. One of her hands rose to push wet hair away from her slender neck, while the other pressed on my stomach and began crawling down. “I’ve seen you staring-eep!”

Shoving her backwards with a solid hand on her chest, the girl gave a startled yelp when she hit the wall. I was careful not to push her hard enough to hit her head, but enough to make sure she knew who was in charge.

“You think it’s fine to grope a man whenever you want?” My question made her flinch, but she didn’t cower, which was good. “With his mom and sister right there?”

“Who’s groping who, now?” She asked, eyes dancing as she twisted against my hand.

My thumb and fingers were pressed against her firm little titties, and I jerked the hand away as if it were scalded, but the memory of that springy young flesh remained with me, and I found my feet were leaded and didn’t want to retreat. Our breaths heaving, the air was suddenly charged between us; the wind howled outside, and water dripped at our toes, but all of that faded as I drank in the beautiful little Asian girl before me with hungry eyes.

Her own eyes were locked on the log tenting my swim trunks. When her hands twitched, she looked up, eyes beseeching mine. I wouldn’t be a passenger to her desires alone, so I stole something I’d been craving ever since I’d first seen her bubblegum pink lips.

Veronica let out an adorable little gasp when my hand pulled the small of her back forward. Then our bodies conformed to one another’s, and I stole the next gasp from her as my lips connected with hers. Her soft little tongue slipped into my mouth, dancing with mine as my hand slid down to cup her firm little ass.

“I haven’t done anything and you’re already this hard,” Veronica purred into my lips as her stomach ground against my stiffness.

“No more teasing,” I growled, my hand taking a firm grip on her slender neck.

Veronica’s eyes flared with desire when I did that and she arched herself against me, standing on tiptoes as she offered her neck to my grip.

“Yes, daddy,” the minx purred, one of her hands gripping the thick shaft of my throbbing cock through my shorts while the other reached up to the tie on her back. “You can do anything you want with me, baby… anything.”

As she said the last word, her fingers plucked free the back string of her bikini and the tight garment sprang loose across her chest. The lack of tension caused the black fabric to pull up from her firm little tits, revealing dark pink areola and firm little nipples.

Prying my fingers free of her neck, I didn’t fail to notice how Veronica’s pupils retracted slightly without the powerful grip holding her in place. But only for a moment, as I whipped the bikini top over her head a second later. Shivering slightly, the eighteen-year-old stood before me half naked and with the air filling with her scent.

Running my hands down her impossibly smooth skin, I let my fingers trail over one pale naked breast, enjoying the tiny asian’s indrawn hiss of pleasure when her firm nipple rolled beneath my fingers. Snagging it between thumb and index, I gave it a firm twist, and Veronica responded as I guessed she would, knees pressing together as her eyelids fluttered and the scent of her musk redoubled about me.

“Please,” she whispered, and I felt a flicker of pleasure at the power I had over her.

A small part of my mind cautioned hesitation that this could all be an elaborate joke or prank, or once I saw her reaction, I’d hate moving forward. But the sight of Veronica’s sexy little body, trembling and willing before me, was too much for my young libido and I spoke the naked truth.

“I want you to suck it.”

Veronica’s eyes flared wide, and she hissed a sharp, “Yess!” and dropped to her knees before me, but another sound drew my gaze to the right.


Chapter Twelve




Standing in the shadows of the hallways, her towel half wrapped around herself with one hand, while the other covered her mouth, stood my stepmom.

“Ohh shit,” I hissed, the shock of staring directly into my mom’s pale green eyes, while Veronica’s cool fingers tugged my shorts off with a single jerk and slipped around the base of my dick was nearly too much.

The door to the hot tub’s landing must have opened and closed without Veronica or me noticing. My mouth was open and the warning about to pass my lips when mom’s eyes jerked down and widened. Her expression was one of wonder followed by open joy, and the fingers covering her mouth slipped down into a fist that pressed against the top slope of one massive breast.

“Noah… you’re fucking magnificent,” Veronica breathed, drawing my attention away from the shadows and down to her.

The girls’ eyes had never strayed from my cock and the niggling fear I’d had of her reaction faded into dust as I saw something close to my mother’s expression as she ran gentle fingers up and down its curving length. Stiff but not solid, it hung with its own weight, the tip a mere inch from the Veronica’s tiny mouth.

Moving her head from side to side, she took in every inch. Pausing to utter a nearly silent ‘wow’ when her fingers wouldn’t close around its girth. Then she did something that shocked me by sitting up and carefully laying the length of it across her face, head bowing slightly when the fully weight of it rested against her from chin to above her hairline.

“Your cock is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” she breathed, her warm breath tickling my balls before she drew a hiss of pleasure from me as she pressed a wet kiss to the underside, hangs gathering the shaft as she slid up it.

“You’re serious,” I breathed, too stunned at her reaction to stop things as I knew I should, with my stepmom hovering nearby in the shadows.

“Are you serious?” She snorted, “Mmmfhmm,” her pink lips pressed kissed all around the head as she angled it down towards herself. “This cock deserves to be loved… worshipped… I can already imagine the feeling of it stretching me… Oh fuck… Baby, I’m going to cum!”

And to my shock, she did without a hand on her pussy. Her slender legs flashed together, tiny ass popping, and for one second her teeth pressed against the sensitive head of my dick while she lost control. Then she sagged into it, hot mouth engulfing the head as I swooned with pleasure.

A flash of awareness hit, and I jerked my head to the side and found my mom still standing in the shadows. Her towel had fallen, and one shoulder rested against the wall as her hand worked within the bottoms of her bikini.

The sight sent blood coursing through my veins and I saw mom smile when I heard Veronica’s reaction.

“Jesus… it gets even harder!”

“Most enjoy the idea… but this is the best reaction I’ve ever had,” I admitted, finding it easy to speak in this fucked up situation. When my mom’s eyes met mine for a brief second, I saw understanding dawn in hers even as Veronica made a sound of disbelief.

The sensations of her tongue and lips drew my gaze back down and I was treated to the sight of her tiny jaw stretching and my thick cock disappearing down her throat. Instead of a tight hard ring, she relaxed the muscles somehow and a heavenly warmth pulled me inside as she swallowed.

“Holy fucking shit,” I groaned, having to reach out and stabilize myself against the wall and the top of her head.

My shock at being deep-throated was great, but from Veronica’s wide eyes and the slow and careful way she backed off my dick, I could tell she was even more surprised. The bulge in her throat shrank, and at a certain point, she was able to breathe in deeply from her nose. I tried to back the rest of the way out, but Veronica stopped me with a firm grip on my ass and a gurgled grunt as she tried to take me back down.

“Good girl,” moms hissed whisper sent a shiver through Veronica, and her knees gave a jerk, eyes circling wildly, but only for a second.

“SGO FAGNG FUGH MAGH THRUAGHFT!”

The general gist of her words got through and I tightened my grip on the top of her head. Unable to look away from the incredible sight, I fucked her mouth with slow and deliberate thrusts.

Even more incredible than the feeling of her tight throat gripping my cock, was the expression of pure lust suffusing the girl’s face. I’d thought she was only being nice, but watching Veronica’s eyelids flutter in ecstasy every time my dick stretched her throat wide, I began to believe.

Glancing up, I let out a shuddering groan when I took in my mom touching herself against the wall. Her massive breasts swayed heavily, and the fabric of her bikini bottoms bunched around the hand working there. Veronica made a deep throated groan, drawing my attention back down to her face.

Hauling my cock out of her mouth, she drew in a gasping breath, but threw herself forward before it was complete, running her fingers and hands all over the spit-slick length of me while turning her head to the side and spying my mom in the hall.

“Suck it you little slut,” Hearing those words, huffed out in a shuddering breath from my mom, had my balls throbbing.

“Yes, ma’am,” Veronica purred, turning and running her small tongue up and around the head as her hands circled the shaft and made a tight ring with forefingers and thumbs. Her two hands were barely enough to encircle its girth and Veronica paused to grin in awe at its thickness before slipping her pink lips back over the head.

“Fuck,” I growled, toes curling and thighs trembling as the pleasure rushed up in me.

“Yes!” I couldn’t be sure if the word came from Veronica, my mom or both, but it released the floodgates.

The world shrank to a pinprick as the pleasure rushed through me from head to toes. I gasped and nearly toppled when my knees grew weak, but kept myself up with strength of will as I watched my dick coating young Veronica in thick rope after rope of cum. The girl’s gasp was nearly as loud as mine, and from the look of her shaking hips and the way her small white teeth bit into her bottom lip, she was in her own world of ecstasy.

“You fucking coated me,” Veronica breathed, one eye opening carefully beneath the pearlescent glob of cum hanging from her long lashes. She stared down at herself and I wondered if I should apologize or something, but her shock turned into obvious pleasure. “Jesus… I’m a mess… a cum soaked slut…”

Her head whipped around to my mom, who stood frozen against the wall. She’d been staring at my dick like it was a poisonous viper, but her gaze flickered back to Veronica, and I saw something strange flick across her features.

Jealousy.

A sound back by the doorway was like a drop of water off a griddle. Veronica jerked upright at the same time my mom darted down the hall. As mom’s feet retreated up the steps, Veronica grabbed up a towel and threw herself from the room, only to pop her head back around the doorjamb.

“Sophia can’t know about this! But I’m not done with you, big boy.” Flashing me an impish grin, she darted forward and stole a kiss, and hissed a whisper, “ XXX I’ll be in at dawn, waking you with my tight pussy.” Then she scurried into the bathroom and threw the door shut behind herself.

I was left to pick up my wet suit and my towel as I stumbled from the small bedroom. Sophia and Zoe’s voices reached me through the door, but I was already headed downstairs when they entered from the landing. My head felt stuffed with cotton as I tucked the towel about myself and searched for a radio.


Chapter Thirteen




With the storm, it took several minutes to find a signal, and then another several to find the emergency frequency. By that time, the showers were going upstairs, and I could hear my sister and Zoe laughing about something, but my attention became fixated on the repeated emergency broadcast.

“This is the emergency broadcast system. Repeat. This is the emergency broadcast system. Severe snowfall has caused treacherous situations in the mountains. If your household is above 7000 feet, stay indoors until the storm passes. Repeat. Stay indoors for the next five days. Severe snowfall has caused treacherous situations in the mountains. If your household is above 7000 feet, stay indoors until the storm passes. Repeat. Stay indoors for the next five days. This is the emergency broadcast system. Repeat. This is the emergency broadcast system.”

“I guess that was an avalanche we heard, shit.” I looked up to find my sister standing at the bottom of the stairs. She was drying her hair with a towel as she walked over to the sink, a perfectly normal action, but all I could think about was how minutes before her friend had been kneeling before me soaked in cum.

“What?” She frowned at me, and I realized I’d been staring and shook my head, trying to clear it.

“Nothing, I’m just wondering if we’ll have enough fuel for the generator. It will suck if we run out of power.”

She gave a shrug as she filled the kettle with water and put it on. “Might not be so bad. There are candles for light, and we can build a fire. Did you see that box in the living room? It’s filled with board games.”

“What’s come over you?” I asked, “I thought being trapped here without internet would drive you crazy.”

She gave another shrug as she dropped a tea bag in a mug, then turned to lean against the counter.

“The first couple hours without internet sucked, but Zoe and I got to talking. How often do you get a chance like this? It’s like we’re on a private island, or our own private mountain. And now that no one can reach us… it feels liberating, freeing.”

“I can see that,” I said.

“You need to learn to relax.” Sophia shook her head ruefully. “You’re almost as bad as mom sometimes. Speaking of which, does she know about the emergency message?” when I shook my head, she winced but her eyes sparkled mischievously as the kettle steamed as she turned to fill the cup, “I don’t envy you tell in her. She’s going to freak.”

I stiffened at mention of mom and when Sophia glanced up and saw my expression; hers became commiserating.

“I’d come up with you, but I only seem to stress her out more. You’ve got the magic touch with mom,” she stepped over to the fridge and pulled out a half empty bottle of champagne from the night before and pulled off the vacuumed sealed topper, handing it to me. “Ammo for your battle.”

“Thanks.” I took the bottle and, not wanting to put it off any longer, turned to go.

“We’re doing another photoshoot tomorrow morning. The video you took came out awesome, and Veronica had a crazy idea… If you want to help again…”

“You could just ask me to help,” I said, unable to hide my smile when she stuck her tongue out at me and came over with her tea.

“And you could thank me for letting you ogle my sexy friends again,” she said, and it might have been the strange headspace I was in, but I thought there was a heat to her voice and a smokey look in her eyes as she bumped past me. I know I didn’t miss the knowing smile on her lips when she glanced back over her shoulder and caught me staring at her bikini-clad ass bouncing before me. “Do you know what’s up with Veronica? She’s been in the shower for ten minutes, but the water isn’t running.”

“No idea,” I said, ignoring the high pitch of my voice and turning to mount the third floor before she could dig some more.

Relieved as she held her tongue, it proved to be short-lived as I stepped outside my mom’s door and, drawing in a shaky breath, held it for a slow count of three before I found the courage to knock.

“Come in, Noah,” the calm assurance in her voice settled my nerves, and I turned the knob and stepped inside.

The room was lit with a dim, golden glow from a small bedside lamp and mom sat before her makeup mirror, brushing her long blonde hair out. She turned when I entered, cheeks coloring a bright shade of pink, but other than that, showing no signs of the awkwardness I felt.

“Did you bring glasses?” She asked with a bright smile when she noticed the bottle. When I grimaced, she waved a hand dismissively. “I’m fine drinking from the bottle if you are,” throwing me a wink. She patted the bed beside her. “Come and have a seat, we need to talk.”

I sat stiffly, my mind already making up arguments for whatever she might say, but she didn’t speak. Instead, taking the bottle from my hands and tilting it back to take a long swig. Pausing to swallow, she took another, then passed it to me as she wiped her lips clean with a smile that made her look half her age.

“I haven’t done that since college.” Her eyes brightened as I took a large swig, and then a second, happy when the alcohol began warming my insides and relaxing the tension in my shoulders.

“I tuned into the emergency broadcast, and you won’t like what I heard.” She grew concerned when I told her the message and took another long pull from the bottle.

“Sophia’s right. We have food, wood and candles if needs be.” sitting up, she gave a firm nod, taking this better than I thought she would, then she fixed me with warm eyes that warned me what was coming. “Now, I think we should talk.” I closed my eyes and felt my cheeks burning. “About how I can help with this terrible image you have of yourself.”

My eyes sprang open and a dozen questions popped to mind, but I kept my lips sealed as she continued, speaking in a quiet but insistent voice. The only evidence that she was saying anything out of the ordinary was the red suffusing her cheeks and extending down her neck.

“I can see how men with your… blessing… could get a complex at a young age. I knew a boy in college with the same… issue. He was a dear friend, whose life had become miserable because of his fear of what others would say or how they’d react… Is that what you’ve experienced?” Unable to meet her eyes, I nodded, then took a long pull from the bottle, seeing that it was nearly empty. “And that was Karen’s… issue?”

“One of them,” I said, hating the raw quality of my voice but unable to clear the frog from my throat. I lifted the bottle again, but mom stopped me with a warm hand, taking it from my fingers with her gentle touch.

“You poor boy,” reaching out, she took one of my hands in hers, gripping it tightly. Then, drawing in a deep breath, she spoke in a rush, as if to get the words out before her courage failed. “No one should be made to think they’re monstrous or not enough. I can help you, Noah. Let me show you how beautiful and perfect you are, and that for those of us with the fetish, you’re perfect.”

“What are you saying…?”

She tilted the bottle back, finishing the last of the champagne and set it on the desk behind her. Slipping off the chair, she sat up on her knees; the hand gripping mine slipping onto one thigh as the other crawled up my knee, the tips of her fingertips beneath the fabric of my shorts.


Chapter Fourteen




Both of us stared at that hand, our hearts racing and breath coming in deeper and deeper until our eyes met at the same moment. In my mind’s eyes flashed the image of her masturbating in the hall, one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen, and I saw the truth of what she was offering.

“But… you’re my mom!”

“I’m your stepmom… if that’s a problem for you, I understand.” there was no mistaking the sadness in her voice when she said that and my heart swelled, my head shaking violently. The smile spreading on her lips lit up her face, and her fingers crept a few inches higher up my thighs.

“It isn’t for you?”

Her eyes fell, and lips pressed into a shy smile before she spoke, “I’d do anything for you Noah…”

“Don’t force yourself-.” Before I could go on, her head snapped up and the fierce look in her eyes stilled my tongue.

“It was all I could do not to tear off my clothes and throw this tired old body on your gorgeous cock the moment I saw it,” eyes squeezing shut in obvious embarrassment. She continued, her breath growing more ragged as she spoke. “Silly boy… I love you more than anything and this,” her fingers dig into my thighs, “is how I want to show it. How mommy needs to show it…”

“You get off on this,” I said, catching a whiff of her scent on the air as her knees spread wide.

Mom blinked up at me, then looked away in shame, but I reached down and lifted her chin, letting my eyes trace the exquisite lines of her face. My shorts were growing tight as the air grew thick between us.

“I’m a terrible woman.” her eyes fell, and shoulders slumped, and I could feel the heavy weight she’d carried for so long.

Brushing my thumb across her cheek, I let my hand slip down her neck to rest on the warm, exposed skin of her upper chest. The intimate touch made mom shake, and she drew in a sharp breath and held it as I spoke.

“If you’re a terrible woman, then I’m a worse son, because I’ve wanted you for so long…” her head came up, the rawness in her eyes fading into intensity once more. “You’re so fucking sexy… but I couldn’t… I can’t…”

The words wouldn’t pass my lips, but her hands rose to my face as she sat up and, with a beatific smile spreading on her lips, she rested her forehead against mine.

“You think I’m sexy?”

“Hah!” I snorted a laugh as if to say, of course, and she purred happily, her fingers sliding up into my hairline as our faces hovered inches from one another.

“You’re going to fuck Veronica.” I blinked in shock at her words, but she went on in the same calm voice, her eyes warm and loving. “Then Zoe, and probably Sophia before the week is out, but every night you’ll come to me, and I’ll give you… therapy.”

My confusion faded the moment it was sparked as her lips pressed to my neck and her hands snaked down my back and around my hips to press against the stiffness trapped against my leg by my shorts.

“You’re fucking crazy,” I breathed, “What do you mean… ohhh god.”

I felt onto the mattress when she pushed me back with a firm hand on my chest, picking my head up in time to see her unhooking the towel wrapped around her chest.

“You should never be made to feel embarrassed and certainly not ashamed of yourself.” My eyes went round as her terrycloth parted, and her naked breasts swung free. She didn’t even register my awed expression because my dick gave a violent twitch, and her own eyes were locked upon my tented shorts. “You’re the best man I know, Noah,” her eyes flickered up to mine, then back down. “You saved me and Sophia so many times… The least I can do is help you feel confident… But the truth is, it’s my own selfish desire… please forgive me, baby, but I can’t resist anymore.”

As if she moved in a dream, I watched her hook her fingers in the waistband of my shorts, pull them down and off. Mom’s quiet gasp of shock when my dick flopped free and swung before her face nearly made me cum right there, and when she reached a hand up and gripped one big breast, the fingers sinking into the soft flesh as her teeth pressed into her lower lip, a thick bead of precum oozed from the tip of my cock.

Chin darting forward, she shocked me by swiping her tongue across the slit and licking free the precum, earning a gasp of pleasure from me at the fiery sensation.

“Jesus Christ,” I breathed, awareness of where I stood and who with rushing in.

My stepmom saw the panic rush into my face and she rose, hands rising to cup my cheeks.

“Are you ok with this?” The concern in her eyes was touching, but the more immediate concern to me was the tips of her silvery, inverted nipples brushing my chest.

Seeing where my eyes were locked, a pleased smile formed on her thick lips and she dropped one hand and took up mine. Lifting it, it was my turn to draw in a hiss of breath when the heavy weight of her breast settled in my hand and my fingers sank into the soft but springy flesh.

“I love you, Noah and I need you… Jesus fucking Christ only knows how much I need this big beautiful cock in me…” Her hot breath tickled my neck as she spoke in a seductive whisper, lips teasing the flesh as they drew closer and closer to mine. “In my mouth… my pussy… my ass,” her teeth nipped my neck when I let out a small gasp at her admission and I felt her lips curling into a grin. “I’m yours, all of me, take me howev-!”

Unable to hold back a moment longer with the feel of her pressed against me, I swept an arm around her waist and rolled back into the mattress. There was a moment of panic as I took in the beautiful face of my mother laid beneath me, then her leg was curling around my thigh and her hand at the back of my head pulling me close.

The kiss stole my breath away with its passion. We both knew how wrong this was, how illicit and taboo, but every fiber of our beings cried out for it.

I felt a hand sliding up my shaft, her fingers curling around its girth as she let out a gasp into our kiss. My eyes opened and met hers, seeing the pupils swell as her fingers traced my length. Her lips had grown still, as her focus shifted to her hand, and I took the opportunity to bend down and pull an inverted nipple to my lips.

The pale, crinkled flesh stiffened beneath my questing tongue, and the sound of my mom’s pleasure filled sigh sent a pulse through my dick that squeezed another bead of precum to the tip.

“Can I suck you, baby?”


Chapter Fifteen




Hearing that question from her lips sent a shiver down my spine. But I had other plans. Growling, I shifted on the bed and slipped a knee between her thighs. My mom let out a surprised moan of pleasure when I dragged the head of my cock across her wet lips.

“Later,” I husked, staring into her pale green eyes. I let her press the head of my cock to her tight entrance.

She said nothing, but nodded eagerly, one hand stroking my shaft gently as the other cupped my cheek. With deliberate slowness, I eased myself into her, feeling the head of my cock squeezed by her tightness. Instead of the expression I expected, her eyes widened and rolled back, the lids fluttering as her mouth circled into an ‘O’.

Inch by inch, she stretched around me, until nails dug into my hips, stopping me in place. Instead of pausing to let herself relax around my cock, her pussy gripped me even tighter as a hiss of pleasure escaped her lips. I watched in awe as my mom came on my dick as her pussy fluttered around it, and then she was dragging me into her depths.

“Fuck me, oh god, fuck me baby,” her lips found my neck, but her words continued in a rambling mumble. “Fuck mommy’s pussy, you’re so big, so big, stretching me goooood… oh god I’m cumming again, mommy’s cumming again!”

For a second, I worried her scream would alert someone what was going on upstairs, but before it could, she pressed her lips to my check and stifled the sound. My attention on her hissing and panting faded as the soft grip of her pussy and the feel of my sexy stepmom’s body beneath me transported me into a world of my own delights.

With her hungry words a distant refrain, goading me on, I pulled my hips back and drove forward with only a small amount of restraint. The feeling of her pussy sliding along my dick was heaven itself as it closed around every inch all the way to the base.

“Ooof!” Mom groaned, one eyelid fluttering while the other remained stuck in place, and her eyes dilated as far as they would go.

Her nails dug into my back again, raking down the skin as I felt her legs seize in another orgasm. It had been impossible for my ex to get off from sex, or for her to take more than a few gentle thrusts without needing a break. Feeling my mom’s soft pussy accept me was enough by itself, but hearing her cries of increasing pleasure as I drove into her again and again was the icing on the cake.

“I’m cumming,” I groaned, frustrated at how little time I’d lasted in her heavenly pussy.

“In me, please! I need to feel it… Nyahhh ohhhhh sooo hot, oh god nnmMMNGH!”

She pulled my face down, pressing it against her soft breasts and with their milky skin pressed to my lips, I flooded her pussy with cum. Ankles pulling me in deep, I felt her cervix kissing the head of my cock as spurt after spurt flooded her and she moaned in my ear.

Then we were still, both coming back to ourselves as the enormity of what we’d just done hit. Rising onto my hands, I stared into her flush face with a mixture of awe and growing worry. Then her eyes opened, and the worry melted away as I beheld the peace in her expression.

“That was…” I began, my words trailing off as I struggled to find words that could contain everything I was feeling.

“Perfect.” My mom breathed, then her pale green eyes grew heated, and I felt the walls of her pussy flex, massaging and milking my cock as it softened within her. “And only the beginning.”

“You were serious?” I said, licking my lips as I brushed a lock of golden hair back from her pale cheek and glanced down at her breasts smashed between us. “You said I could do…”

“Anything…” she flashed that shy, girlish smile again. “And everything.”

Biting her bottom lip on the ‘v’ of ‘everything’, it popped out, and I sucked it into my mouth. Her moan of pleasure cut off a moment later when my dick slipped free of her pussy. Her smile returned when I knelt beside her, my cum-slick cock hanging above her face.

“I did say later,” I wanted to jump in joy when her lips quirked into that crooked smile she gave only to me. “Jesus, you so fucking sexy.”

I couldn’t help it as I let my eyes sweep down her sweat slick body, around the massive breasts that swayed gently as she rolled on the bed, and over the heavy swell of her ass and down tapering thighs to delicate little feet.

“I feel sexy, with your eyes on me… watch me, baby… as I worship the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” turning her head she pressed her thick lips to the underside, eyes locked on my face as I shuddered in pleasure, grinning at the corners of her lips, her hands came up to press my dick against her lips as she kissed and sucked up and down its length, cleaning it of our combined juices. “It gave me so much pleasure… You did, baby… What do you want? Do you want to cum in mommy’s mouth? Or on my face?”

“Your tits,” I purred, my fingers gliding over their gentle swell as I swung a leg over her stomach, straddling her. She looked startled and unsure what to do as I drew my dick between her breasts.

“I’ve never done this before,” she breathed, eyes widening with awe as I took her hands and pressed them to either side of her tits. They were big enough to surround my thick dick, and soft enough to press around it with a tight grip. “Ohh… I can feel every inch of you… It’s getting harder… Mhmm.”

She’d seemed unsure at first, but as the slickness of her mouth and our juices coated her tits, and my dick slid back and forth, a look of surprised euphoria came over her face. The head of my cock pushed up by her face and turning her thick lips ran along its ridges and part of the shaft, earning me a huffing, guttural groan of pleasure I’d never thought to hear from my mother.

Backing up slightly, she could turn her head forward and, with a muffled moan, slipped her lips around the head. Hands pressing her breasts more tightly, she encouraged me with her eyes, and I drove forward. This time it was my turn to utter a guttural groan of pleasure as her tongue swirled the tip, and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked.

For long minutes I enjoyed the pleasure and sight of titty-fucking my stepmom’s massive breasts. While she sucked, licked, and generally lavished locked upon me with her mouth, my fingers teased her pussy to several small orgasms. The sensation was too much, and I felt the orgasms sweeping over me.

“Let me drink it,” she whimpered, sensing I was on the edge and about to pull back. Before I could decide, she darted her head forward and released her tits, taking me deep in to her mouth.

I could only reach down and hold her in place, groaning in ecstasy as I watched my sexy mom’s mouth and throat working. Even with all the wildness tonight, my cum still overflowed her mouth, dribbling down her chin and cheek until she could lick it up and collapse onto the mattress.

“I’ve never liked the taste, but yours is so mild… and there’s so much of it! I want you to coat me in it, Noah… cover my whole body in your cum.”

She writhed on her back for a moment, then seemed to come back to herself. Cheeks flushed, she blinked up at me, a shy smile growing on her lips. Shaking my head, no, she frowned in confusion until I pushed on her wide hips and rolled her onto her stomach and laid my naked hand across her ass.

SLAP!

“Mhmmmm!”

Her purr of pleasure was exactly what I expected, and her fingers dug into the mattress as I pressed her legs together and threw mine outside of them. Pulling her ass back, I pushed my dick into her tight lips as her moan deepened.

“I plan on using you all night mom… god damn… you don’t know how good it feels to finally get my entire dick inside a pussy.”

“Mhmm, good… take mommy’s pussy baby… It’s all- oof! oof! Nghh!”

Grinning as I cut off her words with my first thrust, I pounded into her, losing myself in the motions. The sight of her wide ass rolling before me, sweeping up to where her heavy breasts swayed, so big most of their weight rested on the mattress below. I felt that seed of pleasure at having power over a woman grow inside me.

To Be Continued…
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