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Chapter One

My name is Christopher and for the first eighteen years of my life I was soft and timid boy. I didn’t know what I wanted, let alone how to take it once I did. I do now.

Allow me to explain a few things about my life. I have what most people would call a privileged existence, but I would disagree. My father had me when he was in his sixties and my mother didn’t survive the childbirth. I have heard stories from my aunts about how kind and loving my dad was back in the day, but the man I have known my whole life is cold and withdrawn. He works all the time and is often traveling. When I was a boy, one day he announced that he was getting remarried and after the ceremony and vacation together, my step mother moved in.

Mindy was a stewardess my father met on a few flights back and forth to Asia. Apparently, he saw how kind she was with the kids who were stuck on the long flight and thought she might make a good mother for his quiet son. The fact that she was in her late thirties with a wide firm ass, thick strong legs, a narrow waist and large heavy breasts in a body so similar to his deceased wife’s; was also a big incentive I’m sure.

I was oblivious to the scandal when I was younger and as I grew it was never really remarked upon but we were always the odd house at the end of the road, big and expensive with a wealthy older absentee father, a beautiful but somewhat lost trophy wife and a shy, introverted young man.

All of that was upset a few weeks ago when I learned something and changed both my life and my confidence forever.

I got off my part-time job at Quiznos early that night. I had plans later to head over to a friend’s house and play some video games, but I really didn't feel like socializing. Instead of waiting around, I used the excuse to bail on him, deciding to head home instead and see what was new on Netflix. 

No one was expecting me to be home so early and when I got there and my step-mom’s car was there along with a truck I didn’t recognize in the driveway, and the front door was unlocked. All really strange.

My Dad was traveling for work that week and was rarely at home the past few years. He and my stepmom didn’t have much of a relationship when they did manage to spend time together. My father being obsessed with his work and much older than her. So, it couldn’t be him in that truck.

Walking into the foyer I heard faint music coming from the living room on the other end of the house. Walking down the hall I was about to speak out when I caught an image of the living room reflected in the pictures hanging on the wall.

I instantly felt that fight or flight feeling. There was a stranger on the couch with his pants around his ankles and someone who looked suspiciously like my step mom was bobbing her head up and down over the man's crotch. I froze in place not knowing what to do. My head told me to leave but another part of me wanted to stay and watch, an increasingly large part.

"Oh God Mindy," the man moaned out softly, "You’re the best cocksucker!"

I heard an unmistakable pop sound as her mouth came off his dick.

"You should have seen me when I was in practice,” I could hear her wet tongue sliding over his flesh as she paused and he moaned out, “This mouth was the only thing that could make that cheating prick of a husband pay attention to me. But it's been seven long years since he has touched me, and I didn’t realize how much I missed this."

I had never heard the mix of anger, longing and lust in my stepmoms voice before.

I moved back into the deeper shadows of the hallway and stepped forward slightly and was able to look around the corner, to see her mouth slide back over his hard cock. He held the back of her head as she sucked up and down, slurping loudly. 

I stared at her firm round ass as she sucked the man, I couldn’t help myself. She had barely begun to take him in her throat and he leaned his head back saying, “Here it comes!”

"Not yet lover,” mom said as she leaned back and slid a hand down the front of her body to touch her pussy, "It’s been years since I sucked a dick, but it’s been even longer since anyone has licked my pussy!"

"Sorry, but I need to you Mindy!" He said standing and dropping his pants completely.

"What!? But I thought..." Mom complained as the man pushed her naked body back on the couch.

I wasn’t sure if I should allow this but I was frozen in place. The combination of seeing sex for the first time in real life, my step moms gorgeous naked body, hearings so many details of her sex life. It was too much stimulation for my young mind but I did what any kid raised with a cell phone would do, I pulled out my phone and began to film what was happening in the living room.

With a grin on his face the man lined his cock up and drove it in her as deep as he could. Mom grunted and then she was moaning softly with his every hard thrust.

"Fuck me baby!" She moaned, wrapping her legs around his back. "I need a man to make me cum so bad!"

He started to fuck her in hard slow thrusts, his five inches pistoning in and out of my mother. After just a couple dozen pumps the man began to shiver and pump with less control.

"I'm gonna cum Mindy! God! I'm cumming!" He said pushing deep inside her, his flabby ass trembling.

"No! Hold on baby!" She pleaded as he collapsed on her, but with a look of resignation she began stroking his back, “Mmm that was wonderful lover.” I ended my cell phone video, knowing it hadn’t really gotten any details, but the sounds had been amazing. I didn’t really want to acknowledge it then, but I knew I would jack off to it later.

After a minute of catching his breath and a quick kiss on my mother’s cheek the man stood up and grabbed his pants. Then standing awkwardly fully clothed before a woman still laying naked and unfulfilled on a couch he looked around. I moved back down the hall, slipping quietly back to the door.

"That was great Mindy!" I heard him say, "Give me a call and we will finalize those closet plans, and you know… um if you would like to get together sometime as well."

"Of course." Mom replied politely, and I could hear her getting up and moving about, “I’ll walk you out”.

A part of me felt bad for her. She had clearly been left disappointed. On the other hand, I was furious with her for cheating on my dad. My mind was in turmoil as I slipped my shoes back on and stepped out the door. I felt like a psychopath as I closed the door softly and then loudly turned the knob and opened the door, stepping in like I’d just gotten there.

On the other side I found a middle aged and portly construction worker standing just inside the foyer reaching for the door, his face red from embarrassment and exertion. I was able to play the distracted kid as I made simple pleasantries with the man. I tried hard to keep the disgust with my stepmom and shame at my own reaction, from showing on my face.

He said something about remodeling the upstairs closets as he made his way towards the door, calling a goodbye upstairs to my stepmom, but I could hear the shower already on. The man would not meet my eyes as I stared at him and he left quickly.

Keeping to my normal routine I headed into the kitchen, poured myself a glass of juice and grabbed a snack bar from the cabinet. I sat at the kitchen table a million thoughts running through my head, not really hungry but eating all the same.

I felt anger at my step-mom for what she had done, how willing and wonton she had been while doing it. I also felt sorrow that she had gone so long without being touched and her first chance to cheat had gone so poorly for her. Her words still played through my mind. The sigh of her tousled hair rising and lowering over that man’s cock. 

The strangest feeling and hardest to reconcile was the powerful jealousy towards Steve. Who was he to her? How could that round bellied and simple man have taken the virtue of such a beautiful and desirable woman as my step-mom?

I realized more than anything else; I wished it had been me with her. I ran through everything again in my head, over and over. Replaying every little glimpse, I’d stolen. I thought about how hot she looked sucking on that cock, how open and sexy she was when she spoke. I thought about the desperation in her voice when she had been brave enough to ask for what she wanted and how I would have been happy to “return the favor” by licking her pussy.

As the shower shut off upstairs, I thought about the ramifications of what I’d heard and seen. She and my dad didn't have much of a marriage, she was little more than the person who arranged for things to be taken care of around the house, food in the fridge, that sort of thing. However, if they divorced because of her cheating, the prenuptial agreement would make certain she was left with nothing. On top of that, she either have to move or live with the shame of all her country club friends knowing she had cheated and ruined her sweet life. As much as she may not have liked it, she couldn't afford for dad to find out about this. I realized I had some very powerful information.

I went up to my room and locking the door fell into my bed. Putting my earbuds, I buried myself under the covers to watch the video. My throbbing cock exploded in two strokes of my hand, but I didn’t stop there. I spent the whole night pulling up old pictures of my step mom and jacking off to fantasies of her.


Chapter Two

Over the next couple of days, I contemplated what to do with the information I had and all the while my step mom and I acted perfectly normal with one another. I didn't like the idea of exposing her and causing pain for both her and dad. 

It was almost like she was trying to get caught; leaving the door unlocked, fooling around in the living room and after school hours. My dad was in Korea for another two weeks, but did she want me to catch her?

I am not exactly sure what led me to make my decision but it was a combination of teenage hormones, my order riding desire for her and the powerful information that was like a drug, convincing me that it would be a just punishment for her. I began to plan exactly what I would say.

Friday night rolled around and I waited in the kitchen my stomach queasy and nervous. My hands were sweating as I fiddled with my phone. My step mom walked in and she took my breath away. I had been avoiding looking at her over the past couple days, worried she would see something in my eyes. Worried she would somehow know I had seen parts of her naked body the other day. But I allowed myself to take her in now.

She is a tall woman, thin body but with a large and wide butt, narrow waist and large breasts. Her face was long with a nose maybe a touch too big and mouth a bit too narrow. Her eyes were her magical feature, emerald green they always seemed to catch the light. She was always the epitome of dignified, dressed in elegant French classic designs her thick dyed blond hair was always immaculate and her make up usually thick unless she was working around the house.

She was in her relaxing clothes now, hair and makeup still done from brunch with her girlfriends. A skin tight pain or yoga pants and a loose top over a sports bra. She came in and sat down at the kitchen table with me her hands fussing at the table cloth in nervous energy.

"So what time is that party Chris?" She asked in a casual offhand manner.

"I don't think I’ll go,” I said, staring at my phone, “I'm not really in the mood to go out."

Out of the corner of my eye I saw as her face twisted with irritation and I smiled inwardly. I had told her the day before that there would be a huge senior party tonight and I would be gone until the morning hoping it might give her ideas and lead her to call her friend over.

"Oh!" She said. "Why?” I could see her mind working furiously. “I mean...you seemed really excited about it."

"I don’t know," I lied. "Just not interested in partying with a bunch of meatheads. There is a movie that I planned on watching, if you want to watch it with me."

"I would love to!” She said, Mindy was always trying to hang out with me and watch movies, bonding time she called it. Then I saw her remember and her cheeks flushed red. 

“I was going to have a… my girlfriend over. You remember Patty from my yoga class? She has to drive a long way anyway, so I'll just call her and cancel."

"No don't cancel on my account. I'll watch in my room, have her over." I said, feeling my insides twist at forcing and witnessing her lie.

"No!" Mom said nervously, "No, I will see her at yoga next week, besides,” she said, a genuine smile of warmth filling her face, “I want to spend some time with you instead. I'll just go give her a call."

As soon as she left the room I went to the base of the stairs and listened in on her whispered conversation upstairs. She was telling Steve that something had come up; she was very sorry; no, she wasn’t trying to blow him off it was her step-son; Yes, the nerdy kid who lived in his room; No, she couldn’t get away, but promised they would meet soon.

Smiling I slipped into the kitchen and put a bottle of white wine, her favorite, into the fridge. Then poured a bowl of Chex mix and headed back to the living room. Mom was I got there. She offered me such a sweet smile on her beautiful stately face that I hesitated. Could I really force myself on the woman who helped raise me? It could have had a fatal effect on our relationship. She could be so disgusted by the idea that she prefers to just come clean to dad and tell him what I had tried to do. Taking a deep breath, I plunged forward.

"Would you like a glass of wine mom?" I asked casually.

"Oh, sure honey. Thanks." She said.

I walked to the kitchen wondering how to approach the subject. I decided it would be easier after a few glasses. Mom enjoyed her white wine, like any good housewife. I poured two glasses and went back to the living room, bringing the bottle as well. 

She arched an eyebrow at my glass but didn’t say anything. It was the first time I’d drank any alcohol in front of her and my first test of nerves. Mom drank her first glass pretty quickly staring off into space wistfully as I set up the movie. 

I'm not a big drinker so I sipped at my glass, my confidence growing as she quickly refilled hers. We sat and drank, watching the film as the sky darkened outside. After about an hour, as it got dark enough for her not to be able to see the fear in my eyes, I decided it was time. Mom had slowed but was filling her 4th glass by that time. I finished my second and set down the empty glass.

"Sorry for ruining your plans for tonight mom?" I said.

"No problem." She replied, focused on the screen.

"Was Steve upset?" I asked noticing a slight tremor in my voice.

"No... What? Who?" She said nervously turning to me, with wide eyes.

"The guy you were going to sleep with tonight. You know, the same one you fucked on this couch the other day."

My heart was racing at this stage. I tried to keep my cool. I had taken her by surprise but I didn't want to come across as angry about her cheating. I had to play this just right and her getting too upset wouldn't help me at all.

"What are you talking about Chris?" She laughed unconvincingly.

"I came home early and you were on your knees here sucking a guy off.” Horror began to steal over her face as I went on, “I wasn't the only guy to come early that afternoon, remember?"

"You...you saw? Oh God!" She said, her eyes welling up and her hands clutching at the pillow in her lap.

I sat there like a dumbass, forgetting my great plan in the heat of the moment. I decided to wait for her to say something. She wiped her eyes and took a sip of her wine.

"You're going to tell your father, aren't you? Of course, you are. Why wouldn't you? You caught your mother being a dirty slut." She said her voice was vacant and I could see her mind still reeling.

"Why did you do it mom?" I asked as compassionately as I could.

"I don't know honey," She sniffled. "Your father and I have drifted apart. We haven't had sex in years… but I shouldn't be talking about this with you."

"No, go on." I said. My voice soft but insistent.

"Well, it's been very frustrating for years. I have been so alone and lost and Steve was so kind to me at the coffee shop and flattering. I just got swept away!” She buried her face in her hands and wept. I waited patiently for her to continue.

“I don’t know what you want me to say,” she said wiping her mascara covered eyes, “I betrayed your father a man who sees me more as a possession or employee than a wife, and now I'm ruined. Your dad will divorce me and I'll have nothing."

This was the kind of mindset I was hoping for. One of desperation. Where she would try to bargain and maybe consider things she wouldn't have previously. Then her brow furrowed and she caught me off guard.

"Why are you bringing this up now?" She asked. "It happened days ago, how come it's taken you so long to confront me?"

This was it, the moment I had planned for and yet I was suddenly nervous. I didn't know what to say.

"Chris?" She quizzed.

"Well...uh...I was thinking about what I should do mom."

"What do you mean?"

"Well telling dad is only going to hurt him and you two getting divorced is going to hurt you right? How is that going to help anyone?"

"You're right honey!" She exclaimed with hope in her eyes. "This can be our little secret. It's partly your father's fault anyway, if he touched me even once a month I would never have cheated."

"I get that mom. You have needs. You deserve to be satisfied. So, are you going to keep cheating?" I asked, not really listening to her answer, knowing what it would be.

"No!" She replied quickly. "Never!"

"That's not really the answer I was looking for." I said pouring myself a small glass of wine.

"What are you talking about Chris? I don't understand." She asked confused.

"We both know you’re a woman with needs and you will probably cheat again. When I saw you and that man together, I was angry...but I felt something else too. I was jealous."

Her eyes widened in shock. There was no turning back now, she must suspect what I was leading to. She leaned back on the couch covering her chest with crossed arms her face flushed from the wine and covered in a frown

"Chris... What are you talking about?" She asked in a whisper, her breath coming heavy.

"You're a woman with needs and I have never… been with a woman.” I couldn’t meet her eyes at the admission but after a pause I continued on more confident, “but I know I could please you more than that man could. And my dad would never know. Everyone's a winner."

"Everyone's a winner?" She gasped. "We are mother and son, we can't have sex! This is insane Chris!”

With that she stood up and gathered her things angrily, along with a bottle of wine and began heading for the door. I was scared I had destroyed my chances with that dumb argument and even worse I’d ruined my relationship with her too. 

Something I had been thinking in the back of my thoughts came to the front though. I had lived my life as a mouse quiet and unobtrusive, pleasing those around me. For all of that selfless work I received nothing, only growing more bitter by the year as first the pretty girls and then even the nice and decent looking girls failed to notice me. I would be more like my father, but where he wanted to work and lose himself in whore houses throughout Asia, I wanted a wider world of both wealth and romance. In order to get those things however I needed to ignore the anxiety now threatening to choke me into silence.

Just as she neared the hallway entrance I spoke, my voice surprising even myself in its measured confidence.

“I have no desire to harm you or my father but I must have you. In return for my silence you will give me what I’ve desired for so long. You will service me mother.”

She paused at those last words, one hand reaching out to the door frame to steady herself slightly. Then she carried on out of the room and down the hall.


Chapter Three

I sat on the couch alone cursing myself for even trying. It seemed almost certain that I had blown it. Wishing I could go back to ten minutes previously and just said nothing.

I sat watching TV for an hour before I heard some movement upstairs then light footsteps on the steps. Mom stepped into the living room her eyes looking a little glazed. I remembered that she had taken the wine with her. It looked as though she had polished it off.

"Chris, we need to talk." She said seriously and sat down on the far end of the couch, "Is there any chance you would reconsider? A divorce isn't any benefit to you either you know."

"I don't want that to happen but what I said earlier is still true.”

She sighed and rubbed her eyes.

"Look, let's make a deal. We can't have sex but..."

"No." I interrupted.

"But!" She continued, glaring at me. "What if...just this one time...I suck your... You know?"

My stomach did a flip flop, in my heart of hearts I’d never really thought this would happen. She had been thinking about it, the flush to her cheeks was there when she showed up, I realized and my cock started to get hard at her words. My face must have shown my desire because her lips quirked in a small knowing smile.

I wasn’t ready to give in just yet though, I stood up and walked over to the fireplace. Using tactics my father had taught me in closing or manipulating a deal. Exhilaration coursed through me and I felt more alive than I ever had before.

"That is certainly a lot less than I was expecting," I said frowning, “but if I agree I will need you to agree to something.”

"Chris!" My stepmom chastened, "This is already way, WAY more than should ever happen. You know that."

"I disagree, but nevertheless I don't need much more. Just a couple of visual aids."

"Ok," She sighed. "Such as?"

"I want you as your most gorgeous self, like you are going out on a date. I know you have a number of beautiful dresses, wear your favorite. I want you to wear a sexy set of lingerie underneath with garter and stockings,” pausing to stare her in the eye and feeling fully myself, confident and secure, for the first time in my life I said in a quiet voice, “and be prepared to get undressed before me down to them."

My step mom was staring at me as if with new eyes, her expression intense as she took me in slowly from head to toe. I stood straighter, eyes meeting hers and then hers fell down to stare at my beltline and I realized that my cock was hard as a rock and pressing the pants out in an obvious bulge.

"Ok." Mom said, her gorgeous green eyes avoiding mine as she got up and headed for the door.

I went and brushed my teeth and then headed back to the living room to wait. She took a long time and after twenty minutes I heard the click of heels on the stairs. I held my breath as she stepped into the room. She was wearing a long red dress with a deep scoop neckline and a wide brimmed black hat. Her large heavy breasts were pressed together in the most amazing way and her legs were long and tan as she stood before me.

"So... should we...get started?" She asked nervously.

"Not here,” I said and getting up I started walking to her room, “Follow me.” I climbed the stairs and sat on the bed in my parent's room. Mom walked in behind me.

"Chris it's not too late," She pleaded her voice desperate, but her eyes hungry upon mine. "We can forget all about this, I'll never mention it again."

I stared at her and shook my head. There was no turning back now, I had never felt the touch of a woman, and my raging hormones would not be dissuaded. 

She stood in front of me and took a deep breath and unclasping her dress she let it fall to the floor. Her head immediately dropped in shame, preventing her from seeing the look of absolute amazement and lust on my face and she dropped to her knees there before the couch on the other side of her bedroom. I sat there in silence and took in her her gorgeous body in with her head bowed and that hat I couldn’t make out her face but I dragged a hand down the hardness in my shorts and she lifted her head to gaze on, her breathing deepening as she watched me.

“Leave the hat and come here,” I commanded. Feeling the confidence and comfort in my own skin for the first time in my life.

She slowly crawled to the bed and stood in front of me. I rested my hands behind on the mattress and looked from her beautiful and loving but nervous face, down to my hard cock in my shorts. 

Reaching up with two hands she took hold of the waistband of my shorts. I lifted my ass off the bed a little and she tugged them and my boxers down. My semi erect cock flopped out inches from her face. She pulled back but her eyes remained on my locked on my cock. I kicked my pants off the rest of the way. 

Mom was in a bit of a daze so I simply grabbed her hand and moved it to my cock. She gasped, her fingers were so cool and surprising feeling that I gasped too and she let go. She apologized and shook her head. She looked at me and I nodded in encouragement. I was now aware for the first time that it was really going to happen. She licked her lips subconsciously and reached out and took my cock in her hands.

It stood at about seven inches, not much more than Steve's erection but I was still growing, I hoped. I felt the warm breath as her mouth got closer to my dick. She sighed and took a deep breath, before quickly engulfing the head of my cock in her mouth. I watched it slide in and out of her luscious red lips as she slowly sucked it in.

I felt my cock begin to grow harder inside her mouth. Mom gagged slightly and then carried on sucking it slowly. After a few seconds I felt as hard as I ever had in my life. Mom pulled my cock out of her mouth and her eyes widened as it stood huge and long in her hand, easily eight inches after she got it hard.

"So big..." She gasped.

Her eyes flicked to mine and I smiled at her. I saw the lust in her eyes no matter how much she wanted to hide it. I sat up and pulled her head towards my cock again. She willingly allowed me to slip back into her mouth and she started sucking with more enthusiasm than before. She was slurping loudly now as her head bobbed quickly. She was getting into it, getting some pleasure out of it.

She pulled it out and quickly ran her tongue up the length of the shaft as if she was licking ice cream. She repeated this over and over again driving me crazy. I felt like I was going to burst. Not only was my hot step mom sucking me off but she now openly enjoyed it or was willing to let me think so.

"Oh shit!" I gasped. "I'm going to cum!"

I half expected her to pull my dick out and stroke me until I came but instead, she sucked hard on the tip of my cock and I moaned in delight as I started to shoot load after load of cum into her mouth, waves of ecstasy rolling through my body.

When I finally stopped, I wanted to lie there forever but I knew there was a very short window of opportunity to make my move. Mom was wiping her mouth with her arm, slowly regaining her senses. 

I quickly sat up alongside her and turned her face to mine. I pulled her close our eyes meeting for one heart stopping moment as I told her without words how much that had meant to me. Then I leaned forward and kissed her with soft lips. She relaxed into my arms and I felt her giving into my kiss before she pulled back suddenly.

"Chris! What are you doing?" She said surprised at her own reaction.

"Please mom." I said, my voice imploring but not desperate.

I was stroking my cock, which was still surprisingly firm. Her eyes quickly moved down to it and back up to my face. I realized the key to seducing her was literally in my hands. I continued to stroke it slowly and purposefully, accentuating its length. Mom looked again, her gaze staying on it for a few seconds this time. She met my eyes again.

"Chris put that away." She urged meekly. "We had a deal."

"Ok mom, I'll put it away if that's what you really want." I challenged.

"It is, now put it away. You shouldn't be doing that in front of me."

"Prove it."

"Prove what?" Mom asked getting flustered. "I said I wanted you to put it away."

"So, prove that you don’t want me." I repeated. "Prove that you aren’t aroused by this. Let me touch your pussy and prove you don’t want me!” The bravado in my own voice added more steel to my already hardening cock. “If you aren’t wet, I'll leave right now and never bother you about this again."

"No! You can't touch me there. It's wrong."

I continued to stroke my cock, working it in long slow strokes now as it approached full size again. Mom eyes bulged as she stared at it. She shook her head and tried desperately to maintain eye contact with me.

"It's simple really, if you don't want this to go any further that's all you have to do."

She stared at me and looked at my cock again. The lust had returned to her eyes.

"So, if I'm not wet...you will put that dick away and leave?"

"Yes." I said, a little worried at the confidence she displayed.

She looked up at me searching my face, “You are really a virgin?”

I could feel my cheeks flush with embarrassment and I felt anger, even though I knew it was irrational. I was about to speak and then Mindy spoke, interrupting me.

"Ok then,” she said, “go for it."

Now I was caught on the back foot. I swallowed nervously as she sat on the edge of the bed with her feet on the floor, spread her legs a little and threw her head back, eyes closed. I moved my shaking hand towards her reaching between her legs and slowly touched her pussy. I immediately felt moisture on my fingertips. Confidently I continued to slide my fingers along her slit teasing before sliding a finger inside her. She moaned as it slipped easily inside her well lubricated hole. I couldn't believe how wet she was. 

As I continued fingering her lightly, I thought to myself that there was no way she could have believed that she would be able to convince me that she wasn't wet. I slipped a second finger in without even thinking and she moaned quietly again. It suddenly occurred to me that she was making no effort to stop me even though I had more than enough time to judge if she was wet.

"You're fucking soaking mom." I said causing her to bring her head forward and open her eyes.

"I know Chris. I'm embarrassed, but it’s been so long honey… and doing that, with your big dick. Got me so wet." She said almost tearfully.

"You don't need to be embarrassed. You’ve been neglected; you deserve to be satisfied as much as anyone else. Nobody will ever know."

"I will know. I don't think I can live with the shame." She said, still not removing my fingers.

"There's nothing to be ashamed of," I reassured. "Just enjoy yourself. Let me take care of you." 

"Please Chris, don't..." Was all she could muster.

Her mouth said one thing but her body said another. I fingered her faster. She spread her legs further for me. I was jamming them in and out of her now as she sat there with her eyes closed biting her lip. I slid off the end of the bed as slowly and quietly as I could. I moved between her legs and drew my mouth towards my penetrating fingers. My tongue darted between them licking at her.

"Ooohh, don't...Oooooh, no Chris!" She pleaded helplessly.

Her hand gripped the back of my head pulling me into her as she declared, "You can't do this...mmmm.... you can't lick...mommy."

I knew she was past the point of no return now as I savored tonguing her delicious pussy. She lay back on the bed lifting her legs in the air. I quickly followed diving right back to my task. Her legs wrapped around me as I found her clit and played with it with my tongue.

"There! Oh, right there!" She cried. "Oh God! Mmmm!"

I was licking furiously all round her clit and lips, trying desperately to lick all of her at once. I would have been happy to eat her out forever but then she said something that changed my mind.

"Chris, I need that big dick inside me! God fuck me before I come to my senses!"

I wanted her to cum but not to her senses so I quickly hopped on the bed. I spread her legs and lined my aching cock up with her opening. I pushed the head inside gently and then working my cock back and forth inside her inching it deeper and deeper with every thrust.

"Oh fuck!" Was all I could manage as the feeling of her heavenly pussy swallowed my cock.

"Fuck me Chris! Make me cum, please!" She begged.

I slowly withdrew my cock to then slide it all the way back in. I repeated this a few times wanting to feel every inch of my dick inside her.

"Don't tease me after making me do something this bad," she chided maternally. "Fuck your mommy like a good boy!"

I began to pick up the pace of my thrusts. My balls slapped off her ass as I pounded into her. It didn't take her long to cum.

"Oh! Oh yes! I'm going to cum! Nnng...Yessss!!" She moaned. 

Her breathing was frantic but as I drove into her relentlessly, she kept demanding more.

"Gawd I need this so bad! Never stop fucking me Chris!"

Sweat was running down my forehead as I gave her all I could. I knew I was close. I wanted to fuck my gorgeous mother for hours but right now I needed to cum.

Mom sensed it and she lowered her legs under my arms and pulled me towards her. I slowed to readjust, which bought me a few seconds. Our mouths met once more, but this time mom returned my kiss hungrily.

Mom pulled back and kissed my neck and flicked at my ear as I slowly moved in and out of her.

"You need to cum don't you baby?" She whispered in my ear.

"Oh god yes!" I whispered back.

“Did you mean what you said earlier about me servicing you? About you desiring me for years?” Her lips were at my ears, her hot breath on my neck and I could feel her pussy walls tightening on my cock in mini orgasmic convulsions as we fucked.

“You know I have!” I pulled back and stared deep into her gorgeous eyes and face. She met my fierceness with love and lust.

"Don't worry." She said. "You already did...and you will again!" Riding me hard as she pulled my cock deep into her over and over again. Then we were rolling to the side and suddenly I was on my back with her on top of me, my cock still inside her. She lifted herself up until just the tip was in.

"You blackmailed your step mom into becoming your very own sex toy Chris! You made her suck her son's cock and then let him put it inside her." She leaned forward sliding her big breasts down my face and she purred in my ear once more.

“Mommy forgives you darling.” She declared with a sultry smile.

She slid down an inch and then back up. My eyes taking in her sexy wide hips and heavy round breasts

"Somebody promised they could satisfy that sexual beast. Don’t you remember? Well Chris, are you going to keep your promise? Are you going to give your mommy this huge dick whenever she needs it?"

"Yes!" I cried, both the way she had suddenly taken charge and her dirty taboo words driving me to even greater heights of pleasure.

"Are you sure? I can't let you cum in me unless you're sure."

"I promise mom...fuck, I promise!"

"Good boy!" She cooed before allowing herself to drop on my steel hard dick.

She paused a second and then started to slide up and down taking in my length and sighing in pleasure as it stretched her out in new ways. I pulled her close gripping her ass as she slid back and forth and massaging her amazing tits. It wasn't long before I felt my balls start to swell again.

"I'm going to cum mom!" I managed between shallow breaths and deep thrusts.

"Give it to me baby! Cum with me!" She urged. "Fill mommy's pussy with cum!"

I began thrusting up to meet her as the sounds of our fucking and the creaking of the bed filled the room. She grabbed me behind the neck and leaned forward smothering my face between her tits. This allowed me to fuck her hard from underneath as we both got close to cumming.

"Shit...mom....cumming!" I managed as I thrust a few final times.

"Mmmm...Mmmm...Ya...Cum in me.... cum in me Chris!" She panted. "You're going to make mommy cum again!!"

I pulled her body down onto my cock as I started to spasm deep inside her. She dug her nails into me and screamed as she came again.

She rocked back and forth slowly as my dick began to soften inside her. She slowly lifted herself off and my juice coated cock flopped out on my stomach. Mom kissed me softly on the lips and lay on my chest.

"This is so so wrong." She said rubbing my dick. "And so so good,” she said collapsing against my side and sniggling close.

My step mom passed out after out intense session. A combination of emotions and intense pleasure had worn her out. As I sat there watching her sleep, I was amazed at how things turned out. I’d started the day a hopeful but weak boy. I had ended it a mother-fucking stud, who now had a step mom willing to be my live-in slut. She would backtrack on that for certain, and it would be fun putting her back in her place. Fun for both of us if my read on her personality was correct.

I chuckled to myself pulling out my phone. I hadn’t even needed to use my ultimate proof. The woman had done all that on a threat alone, showing how secretly eager and kinky she is.

My plans for the gorgeous and matriarch of our house are nowhere near complete and my story of conquest has just begun.
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