
        
            
                
            
        

    
My stepmothers love

My name is Eric and I was thirty-five years old when my

father died. To say his death hurt would be an

understatement. It was truly devastating. Although it

was a difficult time, I was fortunate in that I had my

stepmother to help me through this period. As I'll say

more then once in this story, Janice had raised me from

my early teenage years. My real mother had died when I

was so young that the only mother that I knew was

Janice. I thought of her as my mother not a stepmother.

That's important to this story. I should add one more

thing. It was a rare day that I didn't lock myself in

my room and jack off thinking about how wonderful it

would be to fuck Janice.

I missed my dad, but my stepmother and I, mutually

supported one another through our shared pain. My

father was a man in every sense of the word. His last

few years had broken him down to a shadow of what he

had been before his illness. I'm sure that his sickness

had all but eliminated the enjoyment of sex.  Without a

doubt, the inability to sexually enjoy one another must

have been a "mountain of difficulty" for both of these

wonderful people.  I probably should apologize for

certain of my more "earthy" thoughts, but I would be

less then candid if I didn't admit that the thought of

Janice's ripe body turned me on in a big way.

Even more candidly, I can't ever remember feeling any

other way! It wasn't just that she was "full figured"

(which she was); it was more the aurora of sexuality

that surrounded her. I'm sure that she didn't know how

she effected men, but she had a certain sex appeal that

caused her to be a "man magnet." This was a woman who

was in her early sixties, but "wow" what a body! In

addition to her big-breasted hourglass figure, she had

the classic face and blonde hair of a Doris Day.

It is important to say that we all know women who revel

in the fact that they are sexy in appearance and they

enjoy flaunting their beauty. Certainly my stepmother

possessed the looks and body that was capable of

"stopping traffic", but she was "delightfully"

unassuming in the way she conducted her everyday life.

Because she had been so focused on my father, I'm sure

that she had never really noticed the effect that she

had on other men. More importantly, until his passing,

she hadn't really cared.

After the funeral people were coming and going and to

tell you the truth it was a relief when the last person

left and Janice and I were alone in her house.  My

father had left my stepmother in a position where she

didn't have to worry about bills for the rest of her

life. At the time of my father's death, Janice was in

her early sixties. As I said, she looked as though she

was twenty years younger. I know that I just mentioned

her incredibly sexy body, but I would like to touch on

just a few more things.

For instance, it certainly stretches the imagination to

say that a woman that in her sixty's is "sexy", but

Janice was... no question about it. It was not that she

was slender because she wasn't. In fact she was a

little bit over weight, but I have to say that she

carried her "extra pounds" smoothly and with an

undeniable grace. She had large full breasts that I

frequently furtively observed as they swayed

provocatively through her blouses. Sometimes she wore

those soft "natural look" bras and I could see her

nipples poking through the material of her dress. As

erotic as her breasts could be, it was her unbelievably

sexy crotch that really blew my mind.

Sometimes when she wore a tight pair of jeans you could

see the pouting lips of her pussy through the fabric

and it would . . . almost . . . drive me crazy! I would

run to the bathroom, lock the door and wrap my hand

tightly around my cock. As I feverishly pumped away I

envisioned what it would be like to slip my fingers

between the swollen lips of her cunt. Many were the

times that I stroked my hard cock to a powerful orgasm

thinking of her pussy.

Countless times I mentally replayed the fantasy of

driving my tongue into her wet, hot, moist channel. I

could almost taste her pungent sex juices. I will never

forget the times when she would give me a casual hug or

a little kiss as I left to run an errand. That brief

moment of affection would cause my ten-inch cock to

stiffen up so that it felt like I had a baseball bat in

my pants. I'm sure that in our brief embraces that

Janice must have felt the outline of my hardon through

our fabric covered sex organs. Deep in my psyche, I

wanted her cunt to feel my lust. I wanted her to think

of me as a possible "fuck partner."

If you haven't guessed, I wanted to fuck my stepmother

so badly that it almost constantly occupied my mind. I

wanted to suck on her big tits, caress their firmness

and then to bury my throbbing, wet cock in her pussy. I

wanted to watch her mouth suck on my cock and hear the

moist sounds of her slurping mouth.  I wanted to hear

her whisper in my ear about men that she had fucked and

to feel my cock stiffen at the thought of her spreading

her thighs for some nameless stranger. In other words

what I wanted was those things that seemed to be

destined never to happen.

It is sometimes strange how those things that you most

wish for . . . happen and I am equally happy to report

that sometimes everything works out exactly as you

hoped! (Contrary to popular opinion.)

I had always wanted to go back to my roots, which were

in Wisconsin and visit those places where my Dad had

grown up. I told Janice that I was going to take a

couple of weeks off from work and drive back there.

Visit the places that my Dad had told me about and just

do a lot in terms of memory cleansing. Janice surprised

me by saying that not only was that a wonderful idea,

but she would like to go along with me. Go along, if

she wouldn't be an extra burden on the trip. She even

volunteered to pick up the travel expenses like the

gas, hotel rooms, etc. That sounded more then just

wonderful, so it was heartfelt when I said, "Sure, why

not. It would be nice to have someone to talk with on

the trip and the time together would give us the

opportunity to get to better know one another."

While planning our trip, Janice surprised me by saying,

"Look, I've been thinking ... I know that could be

dangerous," she laughed at her putdown of herself and

continued, "but we're both sophisticated adults and you

are my son.  Actually my Stepson, but still you are my

son. What I'm getting at is that it sounds foolish to

me to waste money on separate motel rooms. Let's get

one room with two beds and we can spend the extra money

on really nice meals." I thought that "wow" that was a

hell of an idea! I also immediately thought that I knew

enough that when "opportunity knocked I should get up

and answer the door!"

Little did I realize, but opportunity had . . . indeed,

knocked.  That night, I locked my bedroom door so that

I would have the needed privacy for one of my favorite

moments. Years ago I had found some old Polaroid's that

my Dad had taken of Janice when she was in her

thirties. The picture that I took was of a nude Janice.

(Later when I went back to revisit the picture trove, I

found that Dad had removed them.) She was sitting in a

lounge chair with her legs spread. She had a sultry

smile that made the picture come alive with a not too

subtle sexuality.

At her pictured youthful age I could see that her

beautiful breasts possessed a sensual firm meatiness. I

would stare at the picture and pretend that she was

posing for me. I would rub her picture along my cock

and envision what it must have felt like to my Dad when

she sucked his cock. As my sexual fantasy increased in

intensity I would speed up the stroking of my meat

until a fountain of white cream spurted across the

room. It was a wonderful feeling, but I wanted the real

thing! I had to ravish my mother's body!

Departure day was beautiful! The sun was out and we had

absolutely no timetable. We both chattered endlessly

about nothing of any importance as we headed East

towards Wisconsin. During the afternoon, Janice grew

tired and curled up on the seat next to me and fell

asleep. I kept myself awake by letting my eyes

occasionally drift to the rise and falls of her opulent

breasts. As we crossed into Eastern Oregon, I heard on

the local radio station that there was a large rain and

lighting storm moving across and into the area where we

were traveling.

I gently shook Janice awake and shared with her the

information that I had just heard on the radio. Shaking

the drowsiness from her head she opened up the road map

and after a few moments of figuring out where we were,

she said, "The town of Le Grande is only ten miles

ahead. Why don't we find a place to stay there and

forget about driving though the storm?" I said, with a

grin of agreement "Sounds like a hell of a plan. You're

right . . . we're in no big rush. Keep your eyes peeled

for a motel."

Wouldn't you know it? La Grande had a rodeo in town and

every motel-hotel was filled to the over flowing. As

you know, these moments can be exasperating and as we

drove out of town there was one last motel and that

motel had a NO VACANCY sign posted. I told Janice, "I

don't care, I'm going to stop, they may be filled up,

but at least I can ask them if they have any idea where

we can find a room."

I pulled the car up to the front office and went in to

the lobby. This very nice elderly lady said that if we

didn't mind they had one rather "unusual unit" left. It

might not be a room that we wanted, because it was

their Honeymoon Suite. I told her "I don't care what it

was. A room is a room is a room. We'll take it!"

Carrying the luggage, I followed Janice into the

"Honeymoon Suite" and I could hear her giggle. "I can't

believe it! Look there is a mirror on the ceiling and

then I hear her in the bathroom "…and the bathtub

is shaped like a heart." As I sat down the luggage, I

heard her somberly say, "Unfortunately, there is only

one bed. I hope that you don't mind." I thought to

myself, "Mind.  Hell, I couldn't think of anything

better then the opportunity to slip between the sheets

with my sexual fantasy."

She pulled back the bed cover and said, "Can you

believe it. The sheets are that slippery satin

material." Janice put a lingering hand on my arm and

facetiously said, "I promise, I'll try and stay on my

side. Although, these sexy sheets," she laughed. "They

will make it hard to keep from sliding into your arms"

Evidently this thought really hit her funny bone . . .

"What would you do with an old half naked broad like me

in your arms." As she turned away to start unpacking I

thought, "I would fuck your brains out, that's what I

would do!"

Soon after we had unpacked the rainstorm moved in. We

dashed through the rain to the Motel dining room and

had a very enjoyable prime rib dinner. It turned out

that with our "honeymoon suite package" there was

included a very nice honeymoon dinner. The dinners

included a bottle of red wine that along with a couple

of cocktails resulted in a rather "wobbly" dash back

through the rain to the haven of our room.

As we entered the room, the cumulative effects of the

alcohol caused Janice to lose her balance and she

stumbled into my arms. I could feel the raise and fall

of her large breasts against my chest. I had on only a

lightweight short sleeve shirt. The softness of her

breasts was wonderful. It was impossible not to notice

the sexual overtones of the moment. She blushed and put

her hands against my chest, "Thanks baby."

Then she noticed my sculpted chest muscles and ran her

hand thoughtfully across my chest. "To bad you're so

young and too bad I'm your mother." She laughed and

said, "I think that we've both had too much to drink.

Let's go to bed so that we can get an early start

tomorrow." The moment of truth had arrived. Thankfully,

Janice handled the "going to get ready for bed" event

in a logical manner. "You use the bathroom. Then while

I'm using the bathroom, you can get in bed. Then I'll

come out of the bathroom and I'll get in bed."

She started to sing a sultry version of "strangers in

the night." Obviously the alcohol was working in my

favor.

I smiled and said, "I'll go first." I went into the

bathroom and took a piss. I optimistically washed off

my cock."

What I didn't know that in the other room (I learned

this later) Janice was thinking, "I wonder if he washes

his cock after he's done? I wonder if it's big?"

At that moment I came out and couldn't understand why

she was giggling. However not wishing to destroy the

delightful silliness of the evening I jauntily said,

"Next!" Janice slipped into the bathroom with her

little bag of toiletries and I waited.

The bathroom door opened and Janice came out clad only

in a slip. My cock stiffened as I saw her large tits

silhouetted through the gossamer fabric of her slip. I

could see the dark aureoles that surrounded her rock

hard nipples. I don't know what caused her nipples to

erect, but I was enjoying the sight.  Janice stopped by

the bureau to take out her contacts. Taking them out

she paused to rub her eyes and then she moved over to

her side of the bed.

As she pulled back the light cover, she grinned and

said "Lights out and move over, Eric. Your Mother needs

some room."

I gave her my best smile and said "No problem!"

As she slid into bed she moved her body comfortably

against me and said, "Can a girl get a little goodnight

kiss?"

I responded by gently kissing her on her cheek just

then there was a tremendous sound of thunder and an

accompanying lighting bolt lit up the room. Janice

instinctively plastered her body against mine. There

suddenly erupted a rolling series of deafening

thunderclaps. Janice sobbed "hold me I'm scared

shitless! " I could feel her fingernails dig into my

back and she had thrown one leg around my hips, which

pressed her pussy against my stiffening cock.

Her breasts were crushed against my chest and my arms

were clenched around her back. As she desperately

clutched at my body, I could feel no bra strap, which

meant that it was her thinly covered breasts that I

felt against my chest. I could feel the rigid nubbins

of her nipples against my chest. She didn't seem too

notice, or at least she pretended not to notice, but I

softly moved my hands in a circular motion, which

covered her back and down to the crack in her beautiful

ass.  She buried her head into my shoulder. My lips

were against her neck.

As the thunder abated, I took one hand and tilted up

her chin. Her eyes were

closed when I pressed my trembling lips against her

lips. At first her mouth was

still. Then I felt her resistance weaken and her sexy

mouth moved in increasing

fervor against mine. Our lips parted and I felt her

tongue drive deep into my

mouth. She suddenly realized what she was doing . . .

she stopped and tried to

push me away. "Oh my God! Eric, you're my son. There's

thirty years difference

between us . . . I could be your grandmother!"

I was scared at the thought of  what I was about to do,

but there was no turning back in my mind. My hard cock

was wedged against her pussy lips and I moved my hips

forward to rub against her sex. I heard her gasp and

then I felt that first tentative response of her pussy

moving against my throbbing cock. I didn't want her to

think that my cock pressing against her cunt was an

accident. I rubbed my hardon insistently against her

pussy. I knew that I was pushing her silk panty fabric

back into her wet cunt. At that moment, I decided that

there would be no turning back. I whispered into

Janice's ear, "I've come to a decision." I heard her

defiant and muffled voice say, "I don't know if I want

to hear that decision."

I held her tightly and said, "I am going to fuck you

and you have a decision to make." The shock of my words

forced her to once again react by trying to rip herself

out of my arms, but her resulting struggle did her no

good. I couldn't believe the words that I heard

tumbling out of my mouth, "You can choose one of two

ways.  Either way is going to result in our fucking."

I had crossed the river of illicit passion. I had to

enjoy my mother's body and one way or another that was

going to happen.

"I am going to fuck you Mom." (True, she was my

stepmother, but to me she was mom and the thought of

incest only heightened the awareness of what I was

intent on doing.) "Option one is to resist me and then

I am simply going to tease you.  Option two is that you

just lay back and let me enjoy fucking you." I could

feel a very gradual relaxation of her stiffened body. I

didn't move as I waited for her verbal explosion. Once

again life surprised me. Against my neck, I heard

Janice's muffled voice say, "You forgot to mention

option three." I gentled released some of the pressure

of my arms on her body "Option three.

What's Option three?

Janice raised her head from my shoulder and gazed

directly into my eyes and in a very soft sexy voice

said, "You may find this hard to believe, but I have

had some incredibly sexy thoughts about the possibly of

our fucking. Not making love, that can come later . . .

right now I need you to satisfy my hot pussy with your

hard cock." Her hand slid down between my legs and

grasped my hard on and stroked it to an incredible

hardness. "How would you like to bury this beauty in

your mommy's gray haired cunt?"

I stared at her in complete disbelief at what I had

just heard.

An impish grin spread across her face as she said,

"Hay, when you're in your sixties you are just never

sure when 'this time, might be the last time.' Now ...

give me a good hard fuck!"

Her face moved to meet mine and once again our lips

meshed in a soft, moist and passionate kiss. Different

from our first kiss, this one was from the heart.  It

was born out of our mutual needs for a physical

joining. It was a moment that seemed to stretch to an

eternity of moments.

Our lips broke apart and I heard Janice say, "I've

watched you sneak peaks at my tits for years. Now I

want to show them to you . . . they're yours to enjoy.

Put your hands on my breasts. I want you to squeeze my

tits! Squeeze them hard!"

Needing no more encouragement, I let my hands roam

across her silk covered breasts. Their incredible

firmness served only to increase my lust. Our bodies

moved as though they intended to eternally fuse our

bodies together.

I heard Janice moan in a passion from the depths of her

soul, "I need a cock . . . any cock . . . so bad. I

haven't had any sex in years. I hope that my pussy

hasn't rusted shut!"

That comment caused us both to laugh and I told her

"Don't worry, if it's rusted shut I've got the tool to

bust through any and all resistance." It was apparent

that that type of talk just turned her on all the more.

Her arms were around my neck as her mouth moved to my

ear.

I heard her throaty whisper of "I love 'fuck talk'. I

want you to talk dirty to your mommy. Will you do that

for me son?"

I had a hard time speaking as I answered, "Yes . . . I

love to tell you all the things that I want to do to

you. I have thought about this opportunity so many

times. I plan to plunge my cock into your mouth, your

cunt and finally, I'm going to fuck you in the ass."

Mom grinned at me and mockingly said, "My you do have

an aggressive and bold agenda. Is there anything else

that your whore mother can do for you?" I replied, "as

a matter of fact I am also really looking forward to

having oral sex with you." I moved my hands from the

small of her back to cup her generous ass cheeks. I

squeezed them and laughingly reflected that, "all my

life I have watched men looking at those huge tits that

you have. Now . . . they are mine to enjoy. I want you

to strip . . . let's see those tits. Also, since I'm

making out my verbal wish list, I have always

fantasized about watching you suck your own nipples."

My sex talk seemed to put Janice into a trance like

state and I knew that this would be the first of many

steamy fuck sessions.  She suddenly dropped to her back

and pulled her knees up to her chest. With a wanton

wiggle, she pulled off her panties and threw them

against the wall. She giggled, "I would have bet that

they would've stuck there."

In one smooth movement, Janice moved to a kneeling

position. A smile crossed her lips as she pulled up her

slip and her lush, heavy breasts, released from the

confines of her slip, slapped against her chest. She

dropped her slip to the bedroom floor.  With her hands,

she cupped each of her voluptuous tits and leaned

forward... her voice was husky in the passion of the

moment. "Would my son like to suck his Mommy's tit's?"

Her hands squeezed the full ripe mounds and went on

... "Mommy's nipples are very sensitive and they need

attention."

My dreams came true as my lips encircled her nipples

and I sucked the tits that I had so often dreamed

about. As I removed my mouth from one breast to move to

another, she pushed me back. "Ops, almost forgot. I

have one more neat little surprise. I made you promise

to talk dirty to me. It's only fair that I return that

favor in spades. Tonight I want to be your whore and I

want you to be my young and virile stud. I want to

think of you as my real son and I want you to fuck your

mother without a rubber. I want to feel your virile cum

spurting into my ripe womb. The symbolism of your bald

headed cock ramming into mommy's pussy will cause", she

chuckled. "will cause some orgasms on my part. Part of

that intense feeling that I want us to share is the

fantasy that you are going to commit the ultimate

incest act. You're going to make your Mother pregnant

with your potent seed.  When I feel you pumping jets of

hot cum, I want to feel the eroticism of our incestuous

lovemaking. I want to cuddle with you after we have sex

and fantasize about a little girl that you put in my

tummy. A little girl that some day I'll present to you

and share in the moments when you fuck her." Mom's

voice had taken on a new level of released lust.

"I look forward to watching you spreading the white

thighs of her child-body ... her body will be twisting

with a need that you will need to satisfy. She'll be

begging you to fuck her and that will be our joint

destiny. I'll be fingering my cunt as you ram your cock

through the hymen of her cherry. After you fuck her,

I'll lick the blood tinged sex juice from your used

cock and get you hard all over again."

Her tight little pussy will remind you of the mother

that gave you that choice piece of young ass." Janice

eyes flickered as though she was coming out of a

trance, "Question is . . . Can you handle all this

erotic "mental stuff" or should I just spread my legs

and let you fuck me? What do you want?"

There are some times that actions speak louder then

words. I slid out of bed, stood up and removed my tee

shirt. My cock was obscenely silhouetted through my

jockey shorts. Mom moaned as her mind registered that

her son had a large ... very large ... cock -- a cock

that would soon be buried in her dripping, hot pussy.

I hooked my fingers in the top of the shorts and bent

over as I removed them. My hard on sprang up with the

release of pressure. Her physical hunger for my cock

was evident as she ran her tongue over her lips. She

stared at my uncircumcised cock. I wrapped my hand

around its girth and gave it a couple of hard strokes.

Janice, said in a quavering voice ... "No let me. I

want to feel that love muscle. I can't believe its

size! It's even bigger then the black guy I screwed and

he was hung like a fucking horse!"

She put her hand to her mouth and shyly said, "Of

course that was before I met your father. I mean how

often does a girl get to have sex with a six foot six

350 pound professional football player?"

I thought to myself, "That's a whole another story that

I'm going to look forward to hearing. I could picture

her giving me the details of her black stud as I slowly

fucked her, but that story could wait . . . there were

things 'here and now' that needed my attention." I

moved to the edge of the bed and on her knees she

inched her way to meet me. I put my hand behind her

head and pulled her towards my groin.

"Open your mouth, Mom. I need to have you suck my cock.

I want to see your mouth wrapped around it. If you're

good, after I get done fucking you ... I'll come in

your mouth and let you swallow my cum."

She looked up at me with a devilish look and answered,

"I'll let you come in my mouth, but I'm not going to

swallow. Not this time at least. I've got a treat

planned for you. After you come, you're going to French

kiss me and I'm going to put your cum back into your

mouth. You're going to swallow your own cum and if you

don't . . . if you don't, there will be no more pussy

for my darling little son who likes to fuck his mommy."

Her obscene mouth was such a "turn on" that it only

increased the need for my cock to be sucked. It was

time for some action.

I moved to stand next to the bed. Janice inched forward

on her knees. Almost without thinking I heard her say,

"That is the biggest juiciest cock I've seen in years.

If I had known you had this piece of swinging meat we

would have been fucking long before tonight."

Her lipstick covered lips opened and her mouth moved to

kiss the head of my cock. Pre-cum was oozing from the

end of my throbbing cock. Janice greedily licked it off

and then let my pulsating organ slide into her warm,

wet mouth. I groaned at the feeling of her mouth

muscles as she sucked on my cock. I felt this

incredible emotion of being swallowed, I leaned down to

squeeze her full breasts. Both of us were moaning in

ecstasy. Her tits were so soft and I tweaked her

nipples, which only resulted in another burst of

passion from my Mother.

Incest ... incest, the most taboo of all sex acts only

fueled my cock as it pistoned in and out of Janice's

mouth. She paused and pulled her head back "Just a

moment" and she reached down to the floor and came up

with her panties. "I wore these all day and the crotch

is soaked with my sex excretions and womanly sweat."

She held them out to me, "Bury your nose in them while

I'm sucking you."

As her eager mouth resumed her moist sucking of my

cock, the fragrance of her soiled panties filled my

nostrils.  The incredible fragrance of her panties and

the suction of her mouth only served to build the tidal

wave of cum building in my balls.

"I'm sorry Mom, but I can't wait. I have to blow my wad

in your mouth."

I heard her grunt . . . "go for it. Pump that salty cum

into your Mommy's mouth." It happened faster then I

expected.

Suddenly, I felt myself ejaculate a steam of cum. My

cock spasamed again and again. Mom's mouth could not

hold all of the creamy white liquid. A stream ran out

of the corner of her mouth. Her mouth was so full, that

through clenched lips she murmured "hmm-m-m-m-m" and

pulled me to her. She planted her lips to mine and

encouraged a French kiss. I could feel my mouth fill

with my own cum! If I wanted to breathe, I had to

swallow.

As the cum flowed down my throat, I was finally able to

take a breath of fresh air.  Mom giggled and said, "Now

dip a finger into my pussy and I'll lick it clean.

After, all we have to share in our little

peccadillo's."

I moved my left hand to her fur covered love channel

and dipped one and then two fingers into the wet

recesses. I removed my sticky fingers and held them to

my mother's panting lips.  She greedily licked them

clean. She licked her juice so fast that I knew I had

to repeat the effort. Three or four times I filled her

mouth with her love liquid. Finally she was relatively

satisfied and commented, "Every time I taste pussy

juice, I think that someday I'll have to try making

love to another woman."

I whispered in her ear. "Maybe you can break in that

little girl that I'm going to impregnate you with

tonight. A nice little hairless cunt for you to lick."

She planted a passionate kiss on my lips and said,

"That's another wonderful idea that you've had!"

Mom slid out of bed, took me by the hand and said,

"let's sit on the couch.  We can tell each other some

marvelous sex stories. That will put some "stiffener"

back in your cock . . . then we can fuck!" As we sat

down, I said, "I have to tell you I have never enjoyed

sex as much as I just did and . . and .  . . I still

have to look forward to fucking your pussy!"

She laughed and said "Right on, you've got to plant

those baby seeds in me." I joined her laughingly,

"You're being facetious, but I have a pretty

interesting erotic idea." Janice put her hand over her

mouth and then said, "I can't help it. What do you want

me to do. Put on a strap on dildo and fuck you in the

ass!" Mockingly, I replied, "Not tonight, but here's my

idea."

My next statement stunned Janice. "We get married.

Forget the age difference.  We have plenty of money

between us to do whatever we want. We do enjoy sex.

It's a fact. It's also a fact that life is all together

too short. We need to maximize our 'fun-sex-

potential.'" Being married, we can join wife-swapping

clubs. We can go to nudist colonies. We can do things

like travel to the Far East and hire a young girl and

pretend that it's our love child. I'm serious. I want

to have sex with someone who has never had sex before.

I want you to hold my cock while I push my way through

a virgin's tight little slit. Afterwards we can jointly

lick up the juices oozing out her cunt. This

relationship would be a two way street. I would enjoy

watching you get "your rocks off." I can imagine our

finding you a eighteen-year-old black stud. A stud

who's still a virgin and he's fantasized all his life

about dipping his cock in a white woman."

Janice finally found the muscles to close her gaping

mouth. Obviously happy with what I had just said, "The

young black stud sounds wonderful, but I can just

imagine him blowing his first wad all over my stomach!"

With a grin I said, "Janice, we can do anything that we

put our mind to, but we have to get moving." Janice

moved restlessly . . . "it sounds fantastic. Let's

discuss it further on this trip." She leaned toward me

and grasped my hardening cock, "I'll do anything you

want. I'm your love slave and you know it. Right now I

want you to show me that you know how to use this hard

cock."

My voice was thick with emotion as I said, "To the bed.

I need to do the ultimate sex thing and that is to fuck

my mother."

Mom led me to the bed. She sat on the bed's edge,

opened her mouth and gave my cock a couple of deep

gulps of her sucking mouth. She flopped back, spreading

her legs and raising her knees. My hard cock swayed

back and forth as I moved between up between her

thighs.

"Mom . . . this is one special moment. I want you to

wrap your hand around my cock and then place the head

against your pussy entrance."

Her hand fumblingly groped for my cock. I stared at

her heaving breasts, the beautifully hard nipples and

the sound of her heavy breathing. Her gorgeous blond

hair framed her lust filled facial features.

As she placed the glans of my penis against her pussy,

I said, "This is it Mom. I'm going to fuck you. I'm

going to fuck you and I'm going to cum in you. You're

going to have my baby. Are you ready?"

Her voice came from her soul. "Eric, I want you to fuck

me now!" Her hips snapped up and suddenly I found

myself buried deep inside the best feeling pussy of my

entire life. My driving cock slammed into her. I met

her churning hips with my hammering cock. Her voice was

lusty in "Ungh. . . ungh. Jesus, give me your cock.

I've never felt something so big." Suddenly, from her

soul "God yes! I'll marry you, but we'll have to learn

to share each other with other people!"

I looked down at her lust-contorted face, my emotion

filled voice growled, "I want you to find that black

football player.  I want to watch you fuck him. Will

you do that for me?"

The cords of her neck were etched in passion, "Yes ...

yes. Maybe you can fuck his wife." I tauntingly said,

"I'd rather fuck his mother ... in front of his wife."

All of this only served to heighten our mutual

enjoyment. I looked down at my mother and reveled in

hearing her "Give it to me son! Fuck your mother!

You're fucking me better then your Dad ever did! FUCK!

FUCK! FUCK!" The sex talk caused me to move faster and

then it happened.

"Mom ...  you're going to have my baby." I could feel

the thick cords of my cum drenching the walls of her

cunt.

Her fingernails raked my back and she wailed, "Slam

your cock as deep as you can. I want the seeds next to

my egg!" In the morning, we were making a final check

before leaving the hotel room.  "Forget anything?" She

nodded her head "no."

I looked at her and said, "One thing that we've

forgotten."

Mom looked at me in confusion. I unzipped my pants and

pulled out my hardening cock. "I want one blow job for

the road."

Mom just grinned and dropped to her knees. As she

grasped my hard cock, she tauntingly looked up, "This

time I'll swallow. I need the nourishment of your cum

cream!"

Kissing Kelly

Alright, so I'm a horny bastard, what else could I do?  I've never

considered myself very bright, neither would I say I'm blessed with an

abundance of forethought...

So, as I get this off my chest, let me go on the record and say, yeah, I

know this was a bad idea going in.  A spectacularly bad idea.  A

spectacularly dirty, risky idea.  But I'll risk anything to get what I

want, and what I wanted, what I couldn't stop myself from wanting, was my

dad's new wife.  I wanted to fuck my step-mom.

Maybe this would have all worked out differently if my mother had died

or if my dad were a tragic, lonely figure.  But they divorced when I was

fifteen, fairly amicably, though there were the usual shouting matches in

the year leading up to and then the year during the split.  I guess my

parents were around forty years old at the time.  When mom left she moved

up to Pasadena first to live with her sister, my aunt, and then later on

she moved to Santa Monica.  It was open custody, so I saw her fairly often,

though I ended up living with my dad, because of his job.

To be totally honest, yeah, the divorce sucked, but at age 16 I was way

too busy dealing with my hormones and learning about the best places to

park a car so nobody would come looking when the windows fogged up.  I was

dating two girls at the time, Tina and Kelly, and one of them would always

have a reason for me to cut class, if you follow me.  To my sex-drenched

brain (which I was convinced had migrated permanently to my cock during

this time), I was more curious about how I might persuade both of them to

try a threesome than about how my family was going to survive.  Terrible,

but true.  I won't say I felt abandoned by my parents but I did have my

first inkling in those days that the adults in my life were just as bad at

figuring out what to do with themselves as I was.

Anyway, I'm not a total pig.  I never actually asked the girls about the

threesome (besides, Tina moved to San Bernadino in my junior year).

In my senior year, when I turned 18, my dad started dating this woman

who was very different from the women he'd brought home before.  Her name,

coincidentally, was Kelly, and she was amazing.  She was a knockout, first

of all, a beautiful blonde of about medium height, a bright smile that

stood out, not only against her California tan but in any room she walked

into.  She was easy-going, not the pressure cooker my dad was (or the busy

Type A my mom was), and loved to laugh.  She was the first of my dad's

girlfriends I actually liked to listen to, and I didn't come up with

reasons to bail when they asked me to stay home for dinner.

Kelly was a hygienist and part-time yoga instructor, which could have

predicted the downfall.  As soon as she and my dad started getting more

serious (about partway through the college year), she would stay the night,

and I would be treated, on those mornings, to Kelly in the living room

doing her exercises in nothing but her skin tight yoga shorts and sports

bra.  Now, Kelly was 28, and her abdominals looked like they'd been cut

with soft glass, but her ass on those mornings, with the sun glinting off

the thin fabric of her shorts, was a round, plump confection.  It was

sweet, is what I mean to say.  No, morning wood did not make these yoga

routines any easier to sit through.  I'd spill my cornflakes, I'd trip over

my robe (note, I never started wearing a robe until Kelly started staying

the night), I'd do my damnedest not to stare.  Of course she was also

polite enough to ask if I wanted to watch the TV, and if I wanted her to

move.  Except...not too polite.

How do I put this?  The whole time she and my father were dating, she

never really fell over herself trying to impress me.  I guess that's the

best way to say it.  Most women who my father had dated (in the beginning,

closer to my mom's age) had gone out of their way to show an interest in my

collegework or water polo, or try to initiate conversation.  Kelly didn't do

that.  Again, she was polite, she was nice, but she didn't concern herself

with things she didn't really want to know, or small talk she didn't really

want to have.  Maybe it was because we were closer in age.

So, when I say "not too polite," when I'd come downstairs at the crack

of dawn to wolf down breakfast before water polo practice, and Kelly would

be there, a half head shorter than me with her soft tits bound in the tight

black sports bra, her chest jutting out into space and one long, lithe leg

sticking straight out towards the sun and the barest of light sneaking

between the crack of her ass and the tiny beads of perspiration

highlighting her contours, upper lip, forehead and calves, I mean that when

she said, "Do you want to watch TV?" there was always the lingering hint of

sarcasm in those words.  She usually didn't say much more than that, but

the question was never straightforward, ever.  It was a subtle, barely

there accusation, a hint, a ghost of a tease, as if she were asking, "Can

you think of something better to watch than me right now?"

Those mornings I tried to eat my breakfast, get my shorts on and get the

hell out of there before I did something stupid.

* * *

I will say that it was extremely satisfying to have a girlfriend named

Kelly at the time.  We'd graduated from dating semi-exclusively to full on

relationship status by then, but we both knew we probably wouldn't see much

of each other after that.  So we had fun when we could.  It was a little

more difficult to manage when we were face to face, but when she went down

on me I fantasized about my dad's girlfriend bending down in one of those

downward facing dog stretches and swallowing my cock.  I stroked her hair

and called her "Kelly," all the time thinking of someone else.  "Kelly,

don't stop," I'd say.  "I'm gonna cum." And Kelly, like a champ, would let

me cum in her mouth.  She always spat it out, but at least she let me slide

my shaft back in until I'd finished.

Near the end of senior year, we did break up finally.  Kelly (my Kelly)

had heard that I'd been sleeping around, which wasn't totally true.  Before

we were official I had been seeing other girls, but that was bad enough.

So we were done for a month or so when my dad told me he and Kelly were

getting married.

This actually threw me at the time.  I knew my dad liked Kelly, and I

liked Kelly, too.  She was fun to be around, when she wasn't driving me

crazy with her half naked exercises, but I never thought she was the

marriage type.  I had, much to my displeasure, heard them from time to time

in the bedroom, and the woman did sound like she enjoyed a good time.  I

thought that was all my dad was with her for.  But no, the old man was in

love, or so he said.

Truth be told, I'll say that my father, while a good man, a good

provider, and a decent father, is not the most passionate guy.  When he

says he's in love, I take that to mean that he's decided who he's reserving

that aspect of his life for.  When I couldn't block out the sounds of them

through the bedroom wall, it was always Kelly doing the talking, for

instance.  Conversely, when my mom and dad would fight, it was always him

doing the talking.

So yeah, I was surprised.  Not shocked, Kelly was, after all, a great

woman, but that was definitely when the divorce really hit home.  They got

married in a small service, nothing too ostentatious (Kelly had been

married once before and didn't want to make any bigger deal about it than

my dad), and they were husband and wife by the time I graduated high

college.

Like a man in a dream, I helped her move all her stuff from her

apartment in Venice to our house.  She rented the U-Haul and I drove it and

loaded it up.  I knew by this point in the year that I'd made it to the

local state college, and that was good enough for me because it meant I

could live at home and save myself rent.  Meanwhile, I could pay my tuition

with what I saved from the swim club I worked at.  But it did feel weird

knowing as I packed all of Kelly's stuff that I'd be living under the same

roof as her, at least for another year.  And every time I saw that ring on

her finger it tripped me out.

Kelly even seemed a little nervous about it.  She spoke a lot more

openly than she usually did around me, and we got to talking about life

post-college, and in college, and all that.  It wasn't a bad day, really.

And the hot summer sun made both of us pretty sweaty, so we roshamboed for

who got to use the shower first.

It was around 4 in the afternoon when we finally got all of her stuff

into the house, and I offered to drive the car back.  She gave me a tip

when I got back, which was sweet, but she still hadn't changed out of her

sweaty clothes.  She was in a white tank top that was covered with the dirt

and dust that comes with any move, but she was wearing a jet black bra

underneath.  A good thing too, because the tank top was soaked.  Between

the time that I'd stepped out to return the U-Haul and the time I got back,

she'd switched from her low rider jeans to a pair of yoga shorts, but both

gave me an unobstructed view of her flat midriff and tiny pucker of

bellybutton.  She had sweat a trail down into the rim of her bellybutton

that now shined under the bright slats of the front windows.  When I opened

the door she was already padding to me with a beer, and I noticed that

she'd kicked off her shoes and socks and was walking barefoot through the

house, like she'd lived here for years.

I took the beer gladly.  "You know I don't have ID," I said.

She shrugged and sipped at her tea.  "Well, I was going to make you some

of this but I figured you wouldn't want something hot.  Plus, a move-in

isn't official until somebody cracks a beer.  I figure I can get away with

being the cool step-mom if I let you have one." I laughed, and she flashed

her wicked smile.  "Plus," she said, "it's not like you're not drinking

already.  I remember graduation."

"Yeah, I don't," I said.

"If you want to make me feel better you could let me teach you some

yoga. It'd be good for you, especially if you're still doing water polo.

You need to stretch and get rid of toxins."

I shook the beer bottle.  "Toxins?"

She hummed into her tea.  "Mm-hm.  If I can get you doing it I think

your dad might finally do it too."

I remembered some conversation about this months ago.  "Didn't he go to

one of your classes last year?"

She rolled her eyes.  "Under great protest.  And he hasn't been back

since.  I want him to live a long, happy life, and a good diet and proper

exercise really make the difference.  You know that."

I nodded.  It wasn't the easiest thing in the world but feeling like

shit before and after a match was usually the result of someone running

late and having to pick up fast food just for the calories.  "I have to

admit, it's been a helluva lot more pleasant with you cooking your weird

organic meals than before when dad and I were eating frozen lasagna."

Kelly said nothing but arched her eyebrows and nodded into her mug.

"But you gotta be cool with opening dad up to new horizons.  It's like

trying to find him religion or something."

"Well, that's why you're going to help me," she said.  "If I can

convince you, I can convince him."

"Getting to the father through the son, eh?" I said.  "Well...I'm game,

I guess."

"Good," she said.  She said it with authority.  She took the bottle from

my hand and placed it on the table.  Then she set her own mug aside and

pulled me into the living room.  There began one of the most thrilling and

excruciating hours of my life.

Kelly knew that I worked out regularly and stretched, so she didn't

bother with treating me gently.  She knew when I was being reluctant and

she was a task master.  On the one hand, it was great to have her strong

but slender fingers curling over my shoulders and pressing into my back to

push me further into the stretches, but, on the other, more painful hand,

she didn't treat me like a beginner.  I will admit that some of the

positions were alright (and when I could I convinced her to show me what

she wanted me to do first, which granted me a few choice views of her

extraordinarily supple, and sweaty, body) but it was an ordeal.

When it was over we parted to use the showers, me in the one in the hall

and she in the one in my dad's bedroom.  Or, I guess it was now their

mutual bedroom.

This began a new era of closeness between us that lasted all throughout

the next year.  In the morning, when I woke up at the crack of dawn for

work (I scheduled my classes in the later afternoon), Kelly would be there

with her yoga mat, kneeling on the floor with her bubble bottom pointed at

me.  But instead of admiring it from afar I had to kneel down right next to

her and do the whole thing in tandem (though I never got all the positions

down perfectly; that woman could move in ways I'd never dreamed of).

The funny thing was, we fell into a rhythm, and we seldom spoke those

mornings.  She would wait for me (on one or three occasions when I didn't

wake up in time she'd come into my room and pull me out of bed) and then

we'd get into it, and then I'd eat breakfast and she'd take a shower, then

I'd head off to the pool and often didn't come home until late.  I'm sure

the newlyweds appreciated that, as I was more or less gone whenever they'd

be awake.  I did hear the unmistakable rocking every now and again, but I'd

finally found a pair of ear plugs that worked.

* * *

I dated like a mad man that first year of college.  I brought a few

girls home from time to time, but usually we went to her place, if she

lived in the dorms or had an apartment.  But I had a problem that only

seemed to get worse over time.

Kelly was gorgeous, purposeful, and there, every morning.  Every morning

we bent and stretched together.  I stood next to her and listened to the

soft fabric of her clothes slide over her body, in the relative silence of

the early morning.  I had to bend and stare at her bottom, ignore the way

her chest heaved underneath the tight sports bra.  It drove me nuts.  I

still couldn't think of her as my step-mom.  It wasn't easier to think of

her as my dad's wife, but even then it was still hard to understand that

she wasn't for sale, so to speak.

Really, the problem was that I was deeply attracted to Kelly, and our

morning routines didn't make that go away.  If anything, the fact that we

carried on in silence made it worse.  I never learned any more about her

except for the way she moved.  We never had deep conversations about

family, or what she thought about my father, or why she had such big,

delicious breasts - okay, well, we probably never would have gotten around

to that last conversation.

It was never too hard for me to get a date but I was hung up on Kelly. I

had dreams where I would see her at the edge of my bed in a towel and I

would strip it off and she'd jump on me.  I had an even more vivid one

where I came to her in the morning and she was doing yoga completely nude.

After forcing her to the floor and having my way with her, while she smiled

that enigmatic smile, I woke up and had to force myself to remember if it

had really happened or not.  Unfortunately, it had not.

So I started to scheme.

As I said before, I don't tend to think too far ahead.  The opportunity

that eventually came along did not come about through any proper

forethought or planning, it really just dropped into my lap.  And I, being

horny enough to risk suicide, snapped it up.

What impelled the decision that I eventually came to was in no small

part the result of Kelly's enigmatic impassiveness.  She was so

straightforward that I always figured that she would immediately lay down

the law if she was against something.  She could be as hot-tempered as my

father - I'd seen it before.

I should probably explain.  Near the end of my freshman year of college,

I noticed that the weekends were a little off.  Usually Kelly allowed

Saturday to be a slow day.  She was usually at her studio or busying

herself with some project or other, but Saturdays she tended to sleep in.

My father sometimes slept in as well.  But on Saturday morning he took a

nice, long shower.  First thing in the morning.

And Kelly, from beyond my bedroom wall, always tried to get him to come

back to bed...

* * *

I waited at the threshold of the door, my heart thudding in my chest.

From around the hallway I could see the first blue streaks of light signal

the morning's arrival.  I listened closely to the sounds inside the

bedroom. I heard shifting and a murmur, then another grumbling sound.  It

sounded vaguely like an argument, as I'd expected, but a low one, simply a

matter of fact one.

I heard the higher, softer sounds of Kelly, then my father, a small

tussle, then someone flinging the covers aside and getting up.

I froze.  If either one of them caught me naked in the hall there would

be a lot of weird explaining to do, and I didn't have the chops to pull it

off.  But I lucked out.  Whoever walked made a circle around the bed, and

padded into the bathroom.  I heard the light switch.  I heard the knob

twist.  And I heard the shower start.  My morning wood was the first thing

that slipped through the crack in the door.

The light from the bathroom made a small square of light underneath the

doorway.  Already a fog of steam was issuing from up top.  There, lying

face up in the bed, was Kelly.  She was staring at the ceiling and shaking

her head, not angrily, not sadly, just...disappointed, maybe?  It was dark

enough that she couldn't see me if she didn't know I was there, but the

light shone from the bathroom over the tips of her bare breasts.  I held my

breath to keep from making noise.  I'd never seen Kelly's tits before, and

there they were, round and flattened over her chest, jiggling slightly from

the movement of her head.  They had a fluidity to them that her sports bra

had pushed nicely into shape, but unbound they flowed over her chest like

pale hershey kisses.  The nipples were a bright pink even in the half

light.

I crouched at the doorway, expecting her to see me and scream at any

second.  But she closed her eyes, her forehead still creased by her frown.

I made my move.

I prowled towards the bed like a jungle cat, and that, I decided was

exactly how I would handle this situation.  I slunk towards the foot of the

bed, and gently, ever so gently, pulled the sheets out from where they'd

been tucked under the mattress.  Then, pausing just long enough to make

sure I hadn't disturbed her, I slipped the sheet out from the bed and

crawled under it, onto the mattress, between the bare legs of my father's

wife.

The steady hiss of the shower was a constant in my ears.  I listened to

it with the deathly fear of one who knows his life is moments away from

ending.  My erection had all but disappeared from that fear, but I could

feel it swell from what I laid my eyes on.  Kelly had already drifted back

to sleep.  That was obvious from the way she did not stir as my weight

shifted the bed.  Underneath the sheet I set my knees down gently, one

between her ankles, the other down by her knee.  Kelly wasn't wearing

anything at all, and her bare body was under the covers with me.

I marveled at the cut contours of her calves, at the smallness of her

feet and the perfect smoothness of each petite toe.  I gazed upward,

crossing her knees, moving up towards her muscular thighs, crawling forward

as I did so.  My penis grazed the inside of her calf and she stirred

gently. I froze.  But then, I decided, I'd come this far.  I moved up

further, trying to stay low underneath the sheet, my penis making a small

wet trail up her leg.  Then I stopped as I came to the neat apex of her

mound.

Kelly had shaved her pubic hair into a clean strip.  It made sense.  She

wore such form-fitting bikinis that she couldn't have any hairs out of

place, but that dark rectangular thatch immediately made this whole crazy

venture worth it.  The shower was still going, but I would have gone for it

even if it hadn't.  After so long, I realized this might be my first, last

and only chance to taste what I'd been craving for almost two years.  I

lowered my mouth towards Kelly's vagina and cupped my lips over her thick

vulva.  It tasted of sweat, but it was unmistakably her sweat, and I opened

my mouth and let my tongue run up the length of her slit.  She was

definitely asleep for that first lick.  I'm not sure about the second.

Throwing care out the window, I bent over the soft skin of her mound and

lower belly and wedged my fingers into the space between her thighs.  In

sleep, or returning from sleep, that gentle nudge was enough to make her

open her legs.  I lifted my knee over her own and made a place for myself

between her legs.  I got down on my stomach and started to lick her with

hunger, like a tiger lapping at a running stream.  With every lick I felt

her vagina open to me, open to the insistence of my tongue muscle.  I

pushed my nose farther into her until it rolled over her clitoris.  And

Kelly was definitely awake now.  She let out a soft sigh, a sound I'd never

heard her make, and pushed her ass lower into the mattress, simultaneously

raising her pussy and her knees up.  With one foot she rubbed the back of

my ass and with her other calf she rubbed it encouragingly against my back.

A hand snaked down her stomach and found my hair.  It tried to pull me

up but I stayed exactly where I was.  I opened my mouth wider and pushed my

tongue between her pussy lips.

"Rrm," she said above the sheets, "stop that...  Jim, I'm still mad at

you." I pulled one hand from off her ass and reached up to cup one of her

big, beautiful, gelatinous breasts.  It pooled in my hand and I squeezed

the nipple against my palm.  Kelly ground her pussy harder into my face and

turned towards her side.  Her hand fell over mine and she squeezed it.

"Nuh uh," she grumbled.  "Just because you've suddenly developed a taste

for my pussy doesn't mean I'll let y-ymmmm...." She shoved her pussy even

harder into my mouth.  The outer lips knocked against my teeth.  I didn't

mind.  I swallowed the saliva in my mouth and gave her pussy a big, wet

kiss.

"Ah-ah," Kelly teased.  "Who taught you that?" She pushed her vagina

even harder into my face.  I suddenly realized she was trying to force me

to give it up, but her legs and belly were writhing uncontrollably; she

couldn't have known how sweet it felt to taste this woman after so long, so

many mornings tracing her thighs up into her shorts, her breasts beneath

her armpits.  "You..." she huffed, "you big liar...you said...you

didn't...ahn...ahh..." I'd never heard her this way.  She sounded

vulnerable, almost upset.  But she was also getting louder.  The shower

still pounded outside but one more outburst like that...

"Get up here," she finally said.  She tapped my head.  "Get up here and

fuck me already-" It was still dark outside.  There was barely any light

underneath the covers but was there enough to hide my face?  I didn't have

long to wonder; Kelly threw the covers off my body just as I was rising up

from her soaking pussy.

Kelly's expression went from single-minded lust, even anger, to one of

sudden, wide-eyed surprise.  Let me explain the picture.  Kelly was laid

flat on the bed, her nipples pointed up at me from their stiff, pink

areolas, her knee bent up, the other open wide beneath me (literally

bow-legged beneath me), her blonde hair bed-matted from tousling against

the pillow, her hand pressed into the mattress, waiting to be penetrated,

her other arm draped suddenly loosely over the sheet, her flat stomach

expanding and shaking now.  My mouth was smeared with the clear residue of

her eager pussy.  I was bent over her, my dick hard as it could be.  She

didn't say a word.  She stared at me, almost open-mouthed, suddenly

glancing at the door of the bathroom, then glancing back at me, then down

at my cock.  Inside me, my heart pounded.  The blood coursing through my

veins made my penis throb.

The moment felt like a lifetime.  I'll never forget the cold, knowing

look on her face.

Kelly slid, slowly, down onto her back, dropped the sheet, and reached

up.  The light from the bathroom made her tan skin glow as her arm

extended. Her fingers outstretched, she softly dragged her fingertips, one

by one, over the swollen head of my cock.  I tried not to groan too loudly.

She didn't meet my eyes; she kept her gaze trained on my twitching penis;

she let its ruddy red skin slide under the joints of her fingers; she did

it again, and a second time, as if she were playing with it.  She let it

roll under her fingers again and I finally grunted, pushing it forward.

Kelly gripped my cock firmly, her fingers curling around the shaft.  She

held me in place.

The reality of that feeling, of her soft hand wrapped around the skin of

my cock, was better than any dream or fantasy I'd coveted.  Desperately, I

pushed my penis through her fingers, imagining I was already inside her.

She let it slide against the open spaces between her knuckles but she

didn't let go.  She finally took her eyes off of it and looked me dead in

the eye.  She shook her head slowly.  But she began to jerk me off.

Kelly raised her right leg out from under the sheet, and slid it over

the covers.  I watched her ease into the pillow, watched her hair frame her

damp forehead, her body hot from the summer morning, watched the way her

lower lip curled under her teeth as she glanced from my penis to my face.

She rubbed me faster.  My penis moistened from the clamminess of her hand

and the precum already dribbling from my tip, and the sound of her stroking

me, my step-mother masturbating me, was suddenly audible over the roaring

of the shower in the next room.  She glanced at the bathroom door.  I

looked down at Kelly's vagina, at the strip of pubic hair that still

glistened from my saliva and, I saw, more than that.  Her hips gently

pushed down into the mattress, then, just as slowly, bent up towards the

air - more precisely, bent up towards the air I filled with my dangling

balls.  They whipped back and forth as she stroked me faster.  I ground my

pelvis against her knuckles, always pushing closer, closer to her.

Our eyes were both staring at my cock when the drips of precum stained

the sheets at the mouth of her pussy.  Kelly was trying to jerk me to

completion, trying to keep me at bay.  I'd had enough.

I reached out and placed my hand on her fat breast.  Already losing her

breath at the exertion of pumping my cock with her small fist, she let out

a sudden gasp.  Her other hand shot forward and pressed against my chest.

It may have started as a cautionary gesture but soon her fingers were

sinking into the muscle, slipping down in my growing layer of sweat.  I was

panting.  She began to pant.  My fingers squeezed the skin of her soft

breast and she shut her eyes tight; her eyebrows knit together.  She bit

her lip so hard the ruby skin turned white.

I watched the little balls of her toes curl and work their way down the

sheets, tangling up in the bundle at my knee.  I pressed forward.  She

pressed against my chest harder but slowed her strokes.  Her eyes snapped

open and she stared at my dick, not glaring at it, and not scared at it

either but transfixed by it, as if it were about to do what she'd hoped it

would do, except it didn't.

If she thought she could pacify me with a handjob she was mistaken.  If

she thought I'd blow my load like some half-cocked teenager, no.  No I'd

hold myself together and let the woman rub me raw before I came, not until

I'd taken what I'd come for, or she sent me away.  But she didn't send me

away.  She didn't scream or hit me or freeze up.  She took the situation in

hand in a most pragmatic way, thinking maybe that the sexual tension was

understandable, or maybe, I don't know, maybe figuring if I had the balls

or idiocy to sneak into her room naked and eat her out I needed some reward

for my trouble (not that I'd call licking Kelly's pussy trouble - the taste

of her was still sweet on my lips).

The truth of it was that we were both shaking now, and Kelly visibly so.

Her lithesome legs were drawn up and open on either side of me on the bed,

the sheets stretched over her knees, and both of them were quaking so hard

the mattress shook.  She'd all but stopped rubbing me now, convinced maybe

that I wouldn't, or couldn't, cum.  Her lower lip hung open, her upper

teeth bright white in the small gap of her mouth.  Her eyes burned into

mine.  And neither of us had spoken a word yet.  But our breath was heavy.

I sank lower on the bed, my body suddenly buffeted by the heat steaming

off of her.  And she pushed.  She pushed my chest hard, not letting go of

my cock, which sank ever lower towards her belly.  Her mouth kept opening

wider, and wider, as I sank lower, lower.  I squeezed her breast again, and

her hand suddenly shot from my chest to her bosom.  That dropped me the

small distance it took to slap my cock (in her fist) against her mound.

Sharp breath swept down her throat.  Kelly shot a furtive look at the

bathroom door.  Her fingers rubbed my knuckles as they played with the

wondrously soft skin of her tits.

I laid that first hot kiss on her mouth like her breath was the fruit of

life.  She didn't kiss me back.  She just squeezed my cock for all it was

worth inside her tightening fist, forcing more precum from the tip of my

penis.  But she had to kiss me eventually, had to fight my tongue with her

own.  Then she began to lick my mouth clean of her cum.  She removed her

hand from her own breast and reached for my face, keeping it centered over

her as she raised her ankles off the bed.  She held my face in front of her

and licked my chin, sucking at it like she had to.  I ran the tip of my

nose against her tongue, letting her suckle at the sweet sourness of her

clitoris.  She pulled my face to the side and kissed and licked up the edge

of my cheek.  Between our bodies I tried to pull my penis down to her wet

pussy, but she refused to let go of me.  She tried to squeeze my cum out (I

knew because she finally let out a hard, anguished cry when it didn't

come).

I pulled her head back and bit her throat.  Her fingers left my cheek

and she struck me hard on the ass.

"Is that how it is, huh?" I muttered into her throat.  I pulled my hand

down from her breast and began to pry her fingers off my cock.  She dug her

chin into my cheek and tried to push me aside.  Our skins were wet, mashed

against each other; my penis pressed into her hand, her hand pressed into

her stomach.  I brushed my lips against her ear.  "Tell me to go away," I

said.  "Tell me to go to my room..."

But she didn't say anything.  I propped myself up on my arm until I was

looking down, deep down, into her wide, inscrutable eyes.  "Tell me..." I

said.  My dick throbbed and bulged in her hand.  Slowly her mouth opened,

opened from the very tip of her lips, from the front, all the way to the

corners, until her teeth and pink tongue were visible.  For a moment I

really thought she would say something.  Her head leaned back, her eyes

locked on mine.  Her thick pussy lips rubbed against my balls.  I reached

down and pushed her hand lower until our pubic hair tangled together.  The

underside of my shaft tickled her clitoris.

Her thick thighs gripped my hips.

She dragged it down, keeping her eyes locked with mine the whole time.

When she brushed the tip of my naked cock against the folds of her vagina,

we both shuddered.  Kelly took a very deep breath and let go of my cock,

casting a swift glance at the bathroom door.  She left the choice up to me.

I reached out for her face.  She cupped my fingers against her cheek and

reached out for my arm.  She wrapped her fingers around my tricep as I

smoothly pushed my cock into her moist body.

Kelly grimaced, sucking air between her lips.  Our foreheads met and I

reached for her tits.  She reached behind me to curl her fingers over my

buttocks and push me deeper into her pussy.  "Anh..." she said softly.  I

squeezed her.  "Ahhn..." she grunted.

Her vagina was a long, smooth chute, muscular and soft, and incredibly

hot.  She hooked her ankles over my ass and forced me inside it.  She was

very careful not to make a sound, only the barest "Mmh..." escaping her

mouth when I sucked on her lip.

I felt complete.  The full length of my shaft fit snugly inside her,

unprotected, bare, our cum mixing inseparably.  I reached down and cupped

her buttocks.  The two of us tangled with each other like survivors of a

disaster, like animals suddenly let out of captivity.  All the want and

desire and hunger that should never be and yet was was suddenly being

sated, for an illicit moment.  Was I surprised?  I don't know.  I was too

enraptured to know.  Kelly, despite everything I expected of her, suddenly

pushed her body as deeply into the mattress as she could go and let me buck

furiously into her tough, tense body.  It was what I needed right then, and

Kelly was doing everything she could not to cry out.  She reached back and

pushed her hands into the wall, her mouth open in a silent scream.  My dick

was soaked from her sopping snatch, pulling completely out of her muscular

body and then diving back in, each dive registering a pained but addictive

wince from Kelly, a similar desire to experience it and give it and take it

all at once, a combination of emotions and unspoken fetishes that were

impossible to undo now.  It was all I'd dreamed about for so long.  I dug

my fingers into her flesh and pumped her harder.  She craned her neck

against the pillow.  I pulled at her hair, she scratched my back.  We

fumbled and writhed over each other as the shower continued to roar in the

other room.

I finally stopped my ferocious fucking and eased my shaft into her.  I

grabbed at her hair and she clutched at my nape where my hair met my neck.

Her vagina made a sudden, loud squelch.  Her mouth opened wide, but not to

kiss me, to breathe hard into my face, her lower teeth catching on my chin.

She squeezed her eyes closed and gave sudden "Mm"s each time I nearly

pulled it out.  She finally pushed my face into her soft, sweat drenched

neck and wrenched her cheek against mine.

Inside her, my penis was engorged.  She as ready to welcome me in as

push me out.  She made me fight to stay inside her, and she hugged my hips

with her strong legs.

Finally, I had to pull out of her.  If I continued this way I would be

spent too soon and I wanted to take her from behind, if it was at all

possible.  Ropes of her cum, like trembling wires of saliva, dangled

between our sexes.  Kelly, her puffy lips still open in a hungry,

disbelieving o, looked down at my still [tumescent] penis and understood

that I hadn't cum yet.  I grabbed her ass and lifted up, but she wouldn't

budge.  She shook her head.  "No," I said.  I grabbed the thick meat of her

thigh and shoved, forcing her over onto her side.  I used my weight to pin

her stomach against the mattress, sliding my dick between her ass cheeks.

She gave a breathy grunt that ended with a close-mouthed hum, and accepted

it, and waited for me to enter her.

She whipped her hair back into my face and we both let out an anguished

groan as I forced my way into her from behind.  My slippery dick squelched

into her pussy and I covered the backs of her hands with my palms.  Our

fingers enlaced and I hunched over her, pushing it in.  The crack of her

ass poured sweat onto my balls.  Her ass flexed against my thighs and

bucked against me, but I didn't let up.  We rolled against each other in

waves of increasing peaks and dips, until suddenly she let out a

half-suppressed gasp.  Kelly began to grind her hips wildly up and down on

the bed, seesawing my dick in and out of the entrance to her vagina.  At

the same time, I reached under her legs and pushed my hand against her

pubic hair, searching and ultimately finding her clitoris.  I prodded the

soft, moistened button while I penetrated her, leading her to finally press

her face into the mattress and scream.

The mattress vibrated with her moan.  It reverberated back through her

whole body, even into mine.  Her ass trembled against me as we continued to

fuck, the whole weight of my body directly on top of her.  She couldn't

push against me anymore.  Kelly was shaking, and she let every muscle in

her body go limp.  "Ahh..." she hissed.  "There..."

I pushed my mouth into her ear.  "Say my name," I said.

She gave a long, low groan into the soaked pillowcase.  I pulled out to

the very edge of her pussy and then sank it all back in, and held it, and

pushed.  She growled.  But she didn't say it.

I pulled out and flipped her back onto her back.  She opened her legs

for me a final time and held her arms out to catch my chest as I squeezed

into her again and pressed my mouth against hers.  The kiss was sweaty,

dripping.  Her upper lip was salty.  "Say it," I groaned.

She reached up to cradle the back of my head.  And lifted her legs up.

And laid her knees against my back.  Now I was sliding even deeper into her

sex.  Thickly, that sound, the sound of my dick plunging freely through her

pussy, loudly, torridly filled the room.

She didn't tell me to hurry up, though I should have.  She didn't tell

me to cum or to pull out, though she knew that I had to.  She pressed her

tits hard into my chest until the nipples were digging into my skin, and

she opened her legs wider, and wider.

I thrust, again and again, as fast as I could - wanting to cum, wanting

to fill her completely.  I knew she would let me.  We were tightly bound

together now, her face buried into my chest as she wrapped her arms tighter

around my back, enduring my pained thrusts, my dick a bolt of iron that I

just could not relieve.

Kelly pulled away from me.  Midway between the pillow and my face our

eyes crossed, and hers showed a sudden concern.  She had given me

permission to finish.  Our sin was total now, there was no going back, we

had given ourselves to this thing.  But I had held myself back for so long,

the shower pounding in my ears, I knew in that moment that I couldn't.

Then the shower shut off.

My dick slid free from her body while her eyes went wide and my body

nearly levitated off the bed.  Caught in the sheets, my feet spilled me

onto the floor, stiff prick still wagging and painfully bouncing in the

air, and I stumbled and crawled and picked myself up and ran from the room

like a spooked cat, Kelly twisting in the bed, my father's heavy footfalls

already leaving the bathroom.

"Kel?" his deep voice emanated from the steam.  "You alright?"

"Just slipped," I heard her say as I dashed through the hallway and

escaped to my room.  When I shut the door I heard them meet halfway.  I

closed my door as swiftly and as softly as I could, and I stood there in

the darkness, buck naked, sweat and the smell of sex rising from my curved

dick.  It pointed up at me, wet and throbbing, and I stared down at it, my

heart going too fast for me to breathe properly.

I stomped towards my own window, opened it, then shut it again, then

opened it, trying to get some air, trying to think, trying not to think at

all.

Finally I leaned over my desk and let my arms hold me up, every muscle

tense and refusing to give an inch.  My penis, painful as it was, refused

to soften.  It wanted to be back inside her.  It wanted to finish what it

had started.

Tentatively, I reached a hand to it (maybe I could do it myself), but it

was no good.  It wasn't the same, and it hurt.  I growled and drove my fist

into the wood.  Then, I had to laugh.

And it felt good to laugh, both sad and wonderful.  I shook my head at

the thoughts that whirled in my brain, and I listened to Kelly and my

father talk in the early morning.  Then I heard him stride down the hall

and head towards the kitchen.

I remained where I was.  Tried to listen for the sounds of Kelly taking

a shower, trying to imagine the water dripping down her hot and

sweat-drenched body.  I imagined the pool of it at her feet reflecting her

tufted, glossy pussy beneath her.  Had my father not known?  Had the steam

of the shower masked the musk of our rough sex?  The whole time she'd kept

herself from making a sound.  Opened for me...  I reached for my penis

again, unable to restrict myself.

The door opened without a knock.  Shocked, I just about jumped, whirling

in time to see Kelly open my door and softly shut it behind her.  "Sorry,"

she said, "am I interrupting something?"

She wasn't naked.  She was wearing her tight, white yoga shorts, her

black sports bra, her hair in a casual pony tail.  Sweat beads formed a

line from the dip in her throat down through the valley of her cleavage.

She rested her plump ass against my door.  Even in the dim morning light I

could see the moisture on her forehead; she looked like she'd just been

fucked.

"Sorry I didn't knock," she said.  She put one bare foot in front of

her. I watched my blinds draw slits over her tanned thigh.  "A room is

supposed to be private...it's for private things.  It's rude not to knock

when you want something, isn't it?" she whispered.  She walked towards me,

the roll of her hips unmistakably meant to draw attention.  "You're

staring," she said.  She stopped when she was just outside arm's reach.

Her unreadable eyes flitted from my face down to my naked cock, and back.

"So," she said, "I don't think we should do yoga classes anymore." She drew

her fingers up in a smooth, obvious gesture, rolling her fingertips over

her breasts, her bare stomach, down to her hips, and leaving them on the

triangle of her crotch.  Having drawn my eyes down her body, her fingers

rested just above a clear glistening line of cum leading from the leg of

her shorts.  "I think it's giving you the wrong idea," she said huskily,

and she went down into a crouch.

I watched her sink to the floor.  I watched her come forward on her

knees, arms out until they touched my thighs, then she drew her hands up my

legs until they slid over the skin of my shaft.  Kelly made a tsking sound

and pouted.

"That looks like it hurts," she said.  She moistened her lips with her

tongue, and then those dazzling eyes turned up to me.  "Do you want mama to

make it all better?"

God, yes, I wanted to say, but I didn't dare breathe a word.  I felt

like the whole world would evaporate if I spoke, as if Kelly would leave,

and never look back, never speak of this again, and the sperm would never

leave my cock.  So I just lowered my arms until they lightly, so lightly,

rested on her shoulders, and slid gingerly towards her neck.

Kelly continued to stare up at me with open, wondering eyes.  She

brought the soft skin of her lower lip against the swollen head of my dick.

"Do you want me to go?" she whispered.  "Tell me to go to my room..."

I shook my head.

Eyes locked on mine, she sucked the whole head of my dick cleanly

between her lips.  I felt her tongue dance up and down my slit.  I groaned.

She popped it out of her mouth.  "Never again, you understand?  I'm your

dad's wife, not your tramp." As she said it she bent my dick back and

licked the underside of my shaft from the balls to my tip.  Slowly.  Her

eyes never wavered from mine.  "I'm not here for you to take, whenever you

want..." Then she rubbed her palm down to the base, slick and wet with her

spit and the residue of her pussy, wiggling her wrist back and forth as it

slid down the curves and veins in my cock.  She took me into her mouth and

gagged on me.

The first twitch of my cock made me stumble forward.  Kelly reached up

to brace my stomach.  "Easy, tiger," she whispered.  She kissed my head

once, twice, again, until she was making out with my penis, lathering her

tongue back and forth along its surface, plucking the inside of her cheek

with its stiffness and soaking it in her saliva.  I could barely see

straight, but I watched her roll my cock over her tongue as she dutifully

sat on the heels of her feet, her perfect toes pointed to my door, her

tight ass perched and bobbing with her neck.  I watched her breasts jiggle

under the sports bra and remembered what it had felt like to see her mouth

widen at the thrust of my dick.  I wanted to take her all over again, right

there in my room, pull down those tight shorts and jam myself inside her

until she screamed my name.

"I c'n feel it," she murmured into my dripping cock.  She took a breath

and pumped me with long strokes.  "Did I give you the wrong idea?" She

kissed my cock and let a string of cum dangle between its glistening

surface and her shiny lips.  "Or did you just want to fuck me so bad you

didn't care?"

Then she peeled the sports bra down her tits.

I grabbed her thick hair and pushed my cock between her lips.  She

swallowed me hungrily.  I couldn't help but cry out; Kelly took me to the

back of her throat.  I ran my shaft back and forth along her tongue and

then relented when she did the work herself.  Her breasts swayed back

against her body, half-pinned by the dangling bra.  My whole dick tensed in

readiness.  "Kelly, don't stop."

"Mm-mm," was all she said.

"God, Kelly, don't fucking stop-" She pumped me in and out of her mouth,

the sucking growing louder, and louder.  "I'm gonna c-" My balls clenched.

I spurted and she swallowed.  I came and she gulped me thickly, reaching

up to masturbate me into her mouth.  My fingers clutched at her tangle of

hair while I thrust, with each surge, between Kelly's lips, and bless her,

the girl cupped my balls and squeezed me tenderly.

She pulled away from my cock gasping, but just as quickly returned to

it, kissing the head clean of its last sticky cream and popping it back in

her mouth, sucking it off, reclaiming the last twitching remnants of my

orgasm.  She shut her eyes, licked it, smooched it.  But she wouldn't

abandon it.  Kelly darted her eyes up at me, and sucked at the cock, sucked

me until I could feel her pulling the cum from the slit, lapping it back

with her tongue, gulping it.

With my hands in her golden hair, not sure if I wanted to remove her

from my tender, jerking penis or keep her there forever, she circled her

fingers tighter around me and held my prick in place as it softened,

rubbing it over her mouth, onto the pink bowl of her tongue.

Her eyes stayed on mine, the tip of my head still clasped securely

between her lips, as she sucked, as she stroked.  I throbbed into her wet

mouth.  Her throat bobbed as she took the semen down into her stomach.  I

felt her tongue stretch along the underside of my vein, teasing the last

vestiges of my cum from my contracting balls, sore from pumping their

pearly payload.  Then she dropped the wet cock and rose swiftly to her

feet.

"Thanks for breakfast," she said, and left without looking back.

Shared Bed

Although I've often had fantasies of having sex with my stepmother

since I was a young boy (I am now in my mid 30's), I attributed those

fantasies to youthful sexual exploration. I never expected those

fantasies to come true. It wasn't planned on either of our parts. It

just happened one wonderful night not long ago. You see, I was

visiting my stepmom for several days. She lives alone and some of the

family got together to spend some time with stepmom during the summer. Stepmom

is in her late 50's and looks fantastic. She always has. Dad passed

away several years ago and she has been single ever since, although

she has dated occasionally since then. Dad left her some money, so she

had nothing to worry about. She travelled a lot and lived in a very

nice condo. It was small, since she was alone and didn't really need

that much space (Thankfully, since it was this small space which was

to allow me to make love with my stepmother, as you shall see).

Well, we were all together - me, my stepmom, my older sister, her

husband, and her two kids. We had a great time that first day and we

were all pretty tired. We realized that evening that we were going to

be cramped for sleeping space in my stepmom's condo. She had three bedrooms

in the house - hers and two guest rooms. At first, my sister, her

husband and the kids were going to share a room, I would get a room

and my stepmom would have hers, but the two guest rooms were too small for

the kids and my sister and brother-in-law. "Let the kids have their

own room," she commanded. "David can sleep in my room. I've got a huge

King Sized bed. We won't even see each other in there!" She laughed.

"Do you mind? she asked me. "Well," I replied, "I guess not."

(Secretly thinking what a stroke of luck THIS was!)

Sis, Brad and the kids went to their rooms to sleep. I stayed

up with my stepmom for awhile chatting. We had a couple of drinks while we

talked. Nothing serious, just general family talk. She and I were

close. In awhile, we decided to go to sleep, too. We went into my stepmom's

room and she headed for the bathroom to undress. I got my clothes off,

except for my Jockeys, and crawled into her big bed. She walked out in

her nightgown, which was somewhat on the sheer side. I managed to see

her tits shadowed behind the night table lamp as she slipped into bed. I

was still unsure as to what might happen here, but I did know that my

cock was pretty damn hard when I saw my stepmom in her nightgown. She turned

out the light and leaned over to kiss me goodnight. I managed to keep

my cock from touching her. I didn't want her to know I had a hard on

for her. We said goodnight and she rolled over to the other side of

the bed. I lay there awake, thinking of my stepmom and what she looked like

naked. I thought of how it would feel to suck on her tits, to feel her

wet pussy, to slip my cock inside her. I wondered if she had any

sexual feeling for me. I wondered what she might do if I made a pass

at her. I thought of all of the years I had fantasized about fucking

her and now here I was sleeping in the same bed. I couldn't let this

opportunity slip by without trying something. I waited.

I lay there awake for a long time. She was sleeping. She was

on her side with her back to me. She looked so beautiful lying there,

I wanted to make love to her so badly. I decided to try. I slid over

to her side and slipped up beside her. I touched my hand to her thigh.

It was warm and soft. I lay my hand on her upper thigh and rubbed it a

bit. She sighed a little, but didn't wake up. My cock was rock hard and

ready to explode right then and there. I slid her nightie up a little

and moved my hand up her thigh. My cock was against her ass, but not

touching her too hard. I kissed her neck softly, tenderly. She turned

slightly and her arm fell over to my side as it nearly touched my hard

cock. I thought she was waking up so I pretended to be asleep. She

rolled over and now she was on her back. I wanted to suck on her

beautiful tits. I lay there quietly for a moment to make sure she was

still asleep. She was. I had to touch her tit. I gently placed my hand

over her left breast, just to touch it. To feel her tit, her nipple.

She moaned as I touched her tit and I felt her hand over mine on her

tit. She smiled, although she was still sleeping. I suppose she

thought she was with one of her lovers and didn't realize this was her

son. I took advantage of the moment and squeezed her precious tit. It

was every bit as wonderful as I had hoped it would be. I waited,

silently, motionless for several moments to be sure my stepmom was still

asleep. On the one hand, I didn't want her to awake while I fondled her

and touched her. On the other hand, I DID want her awake. I wanted her

to know that her son was making love to her. her son who loved her so

very dearly.

I lay there thinking of how wonderful making love to my stepmother

would be. I imagined sliding my hard cock deep within her wet,

dripping, wonderful pussy. I thought how most people might be

disgusted at the thought of a stepmother and son fucking each other, but

really, what better way to show one's love than to have sex with them?

I was certain it was the right thing to do... and the right time to do

it. I slid up closer to my stepmom. She was now lying on her side facing me,

still asleep, still with that soft, gentle smile across her beautiful

face. I placed my hand across her right thigh as I gently leaned over

and pressed my lips ever so gently across hers. She awoke as i kissed

her. She was a bit startled to find me there. I whispered to her,

" I love you." She smiled at me, still half asleep. "I love you

too, David," she answered me. I slipped my hand beneath her ass and

pulled her towards me. I kissed her. When she realized what i was

doing, she struggled a bit. "Sssh, Mom. It's okay," I assured her. At

that moment I know she felt my hard cock pressing against her.

"I'm not sure this is right, David," she half-heartedly

protested. I answered her with a kiss, this time opening my lips. I

managed to slip my tongue into her mouth. She fought it at first, but

quickly relented as our tongues met, intertwined, embraced and played

with one another. It became a deep, strong, passionate kiss unlike any

I had ever known. My stepmom heaved a deep sigh as we kissed. It was then I

knew she would be mine! As we kissed, I felt her body ease. I pulled

her tighter to me, my hand cupped hard against her ass. I let go my

grip momentarily so that i could slip my hand beneath her nightie. I

wanted to feel her bare ass, her bare, naked body. Stepmom embraced me as

i did this and we held one another tightly, lovingly. God, I was going

to fuck my stepmom! Our kissing became hotter, deeper and more passionate.

When she reached down and touched my throbbing cock, I nearly went

wild with emotion. "You'd better slip out of those," she smiled,

"before you explode, my darling."

I heeded her advice and slipped off my underwear. As I did,

she slipped her nightie over her head. There we were - a stepmother and

her son, totally naked and ready to have the most sensual, erotic sex

either of us had ever had. I stared at my stepmom's nude body. I hadn't seen

her naked since I was a child. She was incredibly beautiful. She was

still lean and trim, tan and in great shape. Her tits were a bit on

the saggy side, but not too bad and her nipples were big, hard and

very brown. I thought to myself what great nipples they were to suck.

Though it was dark, I could make out her pussy hairs between her legs.

I wanted to dive right between those luscious legs of hers and eat her

until she begged me to stop. We both quietly, erotically watched each

other's naked bodies in a mixture of awe and lust... at least I know I

did! My stepmom was every bit as beautiful as I had believed she was... and

then some. She looked 10 years younger than she was.

No words were spoken as we lay back down and cuddled one

another. We began to explore each other's bodies with extreme passion.

I wanted to touch every inch of her body. She ran her hand across my

chest and then down my tummy. I was totally aroused and sighed

breathlessly as she touched my solid cock for the first time. She

slipped her hand around my shaft knowingly. "My, my!" she said. "You

HAVE grown!" She laughed and continued to pump my cock. She ran her

hand down the entire length of my cock and then slowly slid it over the

tip. That was too much to take. I heaved a deep sigh and exploded a

huge load of cum over her hand. I wanted her to suck my cock so badly,

but I would let her decide to do that... at least this first time

(hopefully, there would be more nights spent fucking stepmom). I lay back,

spent for the moment. She rubbed her cum filled hand on my stomach and

with her fingers eased her way over my body. She leaned over me, her

tits slapping against my chest, and kissed me across my mouth. "I love

you" I told her once more. "I love you too, my darling son."

came her soft reply.

I soon regained my strength (and my hard on). I cupped my

hand around my stepmother's ample tit and fingered her sweet, brown nipple.

She enjoyed this as I played with her wonderful tits. I leaned over

and began to suck on them relentlessly. "Easy honey," she told me as I

momentarily lost control. I eased up as I sucked, while my hand

slipped down her stomach to her wet, waiting pussy. My mind was

completely turned on by the fact that i was about to slip my hand into

my stepmother's pussy! I felt the first pubic hairs and began to softly

probe her. She lay back, eyes closed, legs parted as I found her sweet

spot. I touched her clit and caressed it between my fingers. I felt

her wet hole waiting for me to enter, so I slipped one, then two

fingers inside her. My stepmother's cunt was warm, wet and probably not as

tight as it had been when she was younger, but to me it was perfect. I

slid my fingers in deeper. My stepmom arched her back as I probed her sweet

cunt.

There was no way that i wasn't going to eat her luscious cunt,

even if she protested! Luckily, she didn't, though she later told me

that she didn't get that pleasure very often. I turned my body so that

my lips could work there way down to her pussy, which they did in no

time. I licked her clit, tickled it with my tongue. She yelped as i

toyed with her tender clit. I licked harder, faster, slower, in a

perfect rhythm. I wanted her to cum. She did. It was a wonderful,

long, fulfilling orgasm for her. I had made my stepmother cum! I worked

her cunt more with my lips, alternately licking her clit and then

thrusting my tongue as deep inside her as I could manage. She loved

the way I did it and she came once again.

The time had come to fuck her, and I was certainly up to the

task. So was my stepmom. She later told me that she too, had had fantasies

about fucking me, but has always wanted me to make the first move. I'm

so glad I did!

My cock was rock hard and ready for the task at hand! Stepmom lay

back on her bed, she parted her legs and raised them as I sidled on

top of her. I looked at her lying there, naked and waiting for my cock

to enter her. I was naked on top of my stepmother and I was about to fuck

her! It was an incredibly erotic moment. My stepmom got me so hot when she

slid her hand down to my cock and guided me to her sweet hole. She

rubbed the tip against her click for a few moments, writhing.PG in

pleasure as she did so. Then, she slipped me inside. She was warm, wet

and wonderful. I closed my eyes as I slid in... deeper... deeper. I

drew back slowly, evenly, rhythmically. We were finally one. This

woman who had released me from the very spot I was now reentering! Who

said you can't go home again? We fucked for what seemed like hours. We

both came several times (with a short rest in between). The most

glorious moment came when my stepmom and I both came together.

I've never fucked anyone so long or so hard as I did my stepmom that

night! It was, by far, the most erotic sexual encounter I have ever

had. In the morning we awoke, kissed and talked about what we had done

the night before. There was no shame, only pleasure and happiness. Her

and I are closer than we've ever been, thanks to our little secret.

Now, I just can't wait to fuck her again!

Warm Stepmother

I'm a mature young man aged 18 years old. My Stepstepmother and I live alone

together and are very close. I'm able to discuss anything with her and

feel assured that she won't be judgmental or negative. Stepmother is a hard

worker and provides well for us. We are both affectionate and we hug

each other frequently. I have many time had sexual thoughts about stepmother,

but I knew that was normal and never discussed them with her.

One day last winter we had a terrible blizzard. Power lines

were damaged and we were stranded by the huge drifts. Our heat was

lost because of the power failure and it began getting real cold when

the sun set. The fire in the fireplace barely kept the temperature

above freezing. We knew we were going to be snowed in for at least two

or three days. We got to talking about Eskimos and how they slept

together , sharing body warmth, to keep from freezing. When it got

time to go to bed, stepmother suggested that we sleep together because she

didn't know how cold it was going to be and, without heat, we should

act like Eskimos.

I finished brushing my teeth and changing before stepmother did. I

got under the covers and waited. When she came out of the bathroom,

she had a long flannel nightdress on. She rushed toward the bed saying

that she hoped I had warmed it up for her. She got under the covers

and cuddled up to me. I rolled toward her and we hugged face to face.

Soon our legs were entwined and I felt real warm lying next to mother.

My penis was pressed against her lower stomach. Every time she moved

it grew. Before long I had a full fledged hard on. Stepmother didn't pull away

at all. We just continued hugging. I don't know how long it was before

I began a slow grinding and moved a little lower so that my hardness

was against her pubic mound, but she lifted her leg over my hip and

pressed toward me. I was a virgin and didn't know what to do, but what

I was doing felt real good. When I lowered my hand, I was surprised to

feel her bare thigh. I caressed her thigh for a while and eventually I

was rubbing her bare ass. I fully expected her to stop me any second,

but I had to keep exploring. It felt too good to stop. I got the idea

that it would feel good to have my penis between her legs so I pulled

a little away and freed my seven inch hard on from my pajamas and

positioned it between her legs. Her night dress was up to her waist by

now. All this time she never said a word nor made a move to stop me,

but she didn't really do any thing to show she was participating. The

top of my dick was now against her slit and as I slowly pumped my

hips, I could feel that she was getting wetter. After several minutes

of caressing her ass and sliding my prick along her slippery slit, stepmother

began to react. Her hips began slowly pumping. As we continued, I

began trying to find her opening. My lack of experience was apparent

and, to my surprise, stepmother reached down and guided my penetration with

her hand. It felt incredible and I began coming within seconds. But I

didn't get soft afterward. Stepmother kept her slow hip motion for several

minutes before she really started breathing hard. When she began a

soft moaning, I felt that I was going to come again. We were both

hugging each other and thrusting now. We soon collapsed from

exhaustion. I fell asleep then.

The power was on by the next morning. We got up and had a good

breakfast. Stepmother acted as if nothing had happened. I sensed she didn't

want to talk about it, so I tried to act as natural as I could.

Over a month passed and stepmother still hadn't mentioned anything,

but I thought about her sexy body constantly. One evening, I was

really horny. I was looking at stepmother's body and imagining what it looked

like under her clothes. When we finished the dishes, I reached out and

gave her a good hug. We were facing each other and my erection was

rubbing against her pubic mound. Stepmother just hugged me back, making no

effort to pull away from my slowly grinding penis. I said, "Stepmother, I

want to cuddle with you like an Eskimo tonight." She smiled as she

responded, "That would be nice, but Eskimos don't wear any clothes

when they sleep together. Would that bother you to be nude in front of

your mother?" "Not at all," I replied. Seemingly by mutual agreement,

but without saying it, we began getting ready for bed even though it

was still very early.

Standing beside the bed, stepmother began undressing. Following her

cue, I began removing my clothes. Stepmother's breasts were much larger than

I thought. Her nipples were large and protruded half an inch. As I

removed my underpants, I noticed her eyes locked on my very stiff

penis. My looking at her very full bush, caused my dick to pulse.

Saying she was cold, stepmother slipped under the covers and I joined her. We

hugged a minute and she rolled on her back. She said she wanted to

feel my hands exploring her. I began caressing her breasts and feeling

the nipples which were very erect. Before long I moved down to her

thighs and bush. She pushed her hips up as I explored her fat mound

with my fingers. As I ran my finger along her slippery slit she said

softly, "Kiss my nipples and suck them." I was really enjoying the

giving of pleasure. Stepmother told me she really missed sex and loved having

such a wonderful son to help her. Suddenly she yelled, "Oh my God, I'm

coming! Don't stop! I love it!" Her hips were pumping rapidly for a

good minute before she slowed down. Stepmother then told me to get on top of

her. She guided my penis into her wide open cunt and told me to let

myself go. Again, I didn't last long, but the pleasure of having my

mother hold me tight while I pumped a load of semen into her grasping

vagina was incredible.

The next morning was a Saturday, so we slept in late. When we

got up, stepmother walked toward the bathroom. I was enjoying the view of her

nude body when she turned and asked me if I was going to take a

shower. I followed her and we both pissed and then got in the shower.

Helping each other soap up soon had me excited. Stepmother was very playful

as she helped dry me off. She had me sit on the edge of the bed and

told me she was going to give my prick the attention it deserved. I

couldn't believe it when she got on her knees and began licking it as

if it were an ice cream bar. Within a few minutes she took the head

and half of its length in her mouth and slowly sucked. Her tongue on

the sensitive under side drove me crazy and I began moaning. That

caused her to double her efforts. She swallowed every drop as I

unloaded in her mouth. Stepmother then got on the bed and lay back with her

legs open. I could see her moist lips protruding. I looked up to see

stepmother smiling. She said, I know some young men don't like kissing

vaginas so you don't have to. But, I would love to show you how to

give me the same pleasure I just gave you. Without hesitation I

kneeled between her legs and put my lips to her cunt. I loved the

feminine odor. Stepmother told me where to lick, what to suck and how hard.

She had me slow down several times before she told me she was coming.

I had her clitoris and the skin around it between my lips and I was

pumping it by sucking then pressing. That really set her off. Her

excitement got me hard again and when she slowed down a little, I

mounted her. It was wonderful. We both pumped slowly for at least

fifteen minutes. The pleasure was superb. Stepmother told me that she was

going to come again and wanted me to come with her. I told her I was

also ready and we fucked hard for a few seconds and came strongly

together.

After resting a short time, stepmother told me she had never come

twice in such a short time nor had she ever had such strong orgasms.

She told me that I was a wonderful lover.

Wicked Stepmom

My father divorced my mother and married this gorgeous

girl closer to my age than his. Everything this

beautiful, sexy woman does turned me on, but she used

my desire for her against me and made my life

miserable. A story about the most sexually tormented

summer of my life, and how I turned it around in the

end. (MMF, reluc, voy, oral)

***

I have decided to share a story that I have not told

anyone in my entire life. After keeping this to myself

for so long, I can't believe I am going to finally

share it with the world over the internet.

I grew up a pretty normal guy in the 80's in the

suburbs of Phoenix, Arizona. My mom and dad were the

literal 'king and queen' of the prom in high school.

They married right after graduation and gave birth to

me, their only child one year later. Growing up my

mother dabbled in real estate and my father was an

airline pilot. We had a nice home with a basketball

court out front and a sprawling yard in back.

I can remember things being pretty good between my

parents until my sophomore year of high school. That's

when the fights started and my father moved out. A year

later they were divorced. I lived with my mom until

finishing high school. She took the divorce real hard

at first; had some REAL rough days. But by the time I

graduated, mom had pretty much picked up her life and

was moving on.

I left for college in California after high school and

during the spring semester of my freshman year dad

called to tell me he was getting remarried. Over the

next few months I got a number of pictures of Julia,

his 'intended'. She looked beautiful in the pictures,

but none of the pictures did her justice and I was

floored when I met her at the rehearsal dinner.

She was your classic hard-body hammer! She had the most

beautiful platinum-blond hair reaching half way down

her back. She had what I call 'nuclear-blue' eyes set

into a perfectly proportioned face. She had a cute

pointy nose and thin lips. Her skin was perfect, hardly

a blemish and a deep rich tan. Of course she was thin-

waisted with long tanned legs. And in this age of

perfectly 'fake' breasts, she sported perfectly 'real'

ones.

Stereotypically you could say she was my dad's 'trophy'

wife, but I associate that term with older men and my

dad was only 38 when they married. She was eleven years

younger than him, which put my stepmom closer to my age

than my father.

Like anyone who suddenly has a step parent I wasn't

sure how to treat my dad's new wife or how she was

going to treat me, but she started out pretty decent. I

guess it helped that I was living with my mother during

that first summer and only saw my stepmom and my pop

during occasional visits. But when we did get together

she didn't treat me like a kid or try to be my mother.

She treated me like a friend, which was cool. The hard

part for me was to not get a hard-on every time I

looked at her! She was undeniably a stone-cold fox;

every boys wet dream! However, and more importantly,

she was my father's WIFE and it was absolutely

imperative I mind my adolescent sex drive around her!

I went back to college my sophomore year and only saw

my family briefly during Christmas break. By agreement

I had told my folks that I would spend every other

summer with the other parent and my next summer was to

be spent at my father's house. He had moved across town

from where I grew up and picked up a sweet new place. A

two-story stucco home, beautifully appointed,

professionally landscaped with a pool and cabana in the

backyard. My room was on the second floor. I had my own

television and bathroom and a great view of the pool.

The summer started out well enough for me. I had landed

a decent summer job delivering pizzas, was in touch

with my buddies and didn't have much else to do but

hang out by the pool and enjoy life! I was a little

apprehensive living with my father and Julia but things

seemed to work out ok. I tried to stay out of their

way, especially when my father was home and just do my

own thing. For me, my biggest problem was trying to not

be caught staring at Julia, and that was becoming awful

damn hard.

Julia loved to walk around the house wearing a

transparent sarong with a bikini underneath. She would

be dressed like that all day. Her bikini tops were so

small they would barely cover her nipples and her full

breasts were always pouring over the sides of her top.

All too frequently I would catch glimpses of her with a

portion of her areola visible over the top of her

bikini.

Invariably, through the course of the day I would run

into her and see that her top had slipped completely

aside and she was going about her day with her firm

breast and pink nipple completely exposed! I can't tell

you how many times she would climb out of the pool with

her bikini askew; fumbling to tuck her breasts back

inside her top or adjusting the strings of her bottom

in order to re-cover her pubic mound.

At first I thought these were all simple accidents; I'd

never lived with girls before and assumed these things

just happen and I should learn to get used to it. But

after a few weeks, I began to suspect her actions were

deliberate. She would appear at breakfast in a low-cut

summer dress, bending over in front of me while

preparing her meal.

She would look me in the eye while carrying on an idle

conversation as if it were nothing. All the while it

was all I could do to maintain eye contact with her

knowing that just beyond my gaze were her perfect,

unfettered breasts and nipples in clear view, gently

swaying and begging to be noticed.

Often she would come into the living room while I was

watching TV and start applying lotion to her body. She

would stand next to me applying the lotion in long

smooth strokes, up her long, luxurious legs all the way

to her crotch. She would give slow, deliberate

attention to the rise of her pussy mound with her

lotioned hands while inadvertently offering glimpses of

her neatly trimmed pussy to my view. Her hands would

then dive into the top of her bikini, liberally

applying lotion to her breasts; those efforts

invariably causing her erect nipples to make an

appearance while I tried desperately to not notice.

But by far, the thing she would do that was most

unbearable was ask me to put suntan oil on her body at

the pool. The first time she did this my father was

standing nearby! She was in her bikini laying face down

on the lounger. I was sitting on the adjacent chair

when she lifted her hand while clutching a bottle of

suntan lotion and motioning me to put some on her.

I was not thrilled with the idea, but took the bottle

and started applying it to her feet. She did have the

smoothest skin I had ever felt and the muscle tone of

her calves and thighs was unbelievable. As my hands

reached her mid-thigh she spread her legs slightly

apart and my hands continued to move up.

My heart was pounding in my chest and my mind was in

turmoil as I reached the smooth skin of her upper

thigh. The thumb of my right hand was no more than an

inch from her pussy mound and my left hand was already

caressing the bottom of her small, firm ass. With a

grunt of resolve I raised both my hands, moved them

over her ass and started working the small of her back.

She gave her ass a little wiggle as I did this; as if

to taunt me for resisting temptation.

I moved my hands up her back, under the strap of her

bikini and along the edges of her shoulders. As my

fingers moved along her shoulder blades, she lifted her

shoulders up and I felt the swell of her breasts. My

hands followed her shoulders back down and more of her

breasts came under my fingers as she re-contacted the

lounge.

My cock immediately grew hard and my mind battled my

desire to let my fingers linger and, perhaps make

contact with her nipple. An agonizing second later I

let out a huge breath and somehow commanded my hands to

retreat and find refuge at the tops of her shoulder.

I then took a step back. I was uncontrollably horny and

could hardly stand the temptation I felt. I was

battling to not lust after my dad's wife, but it was a

fight I was definitely losing. I was now standing over

her with a raging hard-on in my swim shorts with my

father not more than twenty yards away! I so wanted to

roll her over, tear off her bikini and fuck her hard

right there! Instead I told her I was 'all done' and

headed for the house.

I can remember her calling behind me, offering me an

impassive 'thanks' as I scrambled towards my room. Once

inside I ran to my window and adjusted the slats of the

shades so I could look out without being seen. I peered

out my window and watched Julia as she reached behind

and undid the clasp of her top. That afternoon was only

the first of many when I would look down at my

stepmothers' body, my dick in my hand cumming all over

the floor with unabashed thoughts of fucking her.

As the summer wore on my desire for Julia became hard

to endure. I was glad for the days when I was busy at

work and was spared temptation. I loathed the days my

father was out of town on a trip and my desire became

difficult to control. And, to make all of this worse, I

became convinced she knew exactly what she was doing to

me.

One afternoon I found myself in the pool, the lower

half of my body immersed in the water, my hands hanging

onto the cement side as I stared at my stepmother. She

was sipping a drink while talking to her mother on a

cell phone. She had taken to laying face down on the

lounger with her bikini straps undone, her breasts

swelling at her sides. I had found it easier to keep my

lust in check with my lower region immersed in the cool

pool water, especially when my father was on a trip –

which he was that afternoon.

I swear Julia had been taunting me all day, playfully

laughing and giggling at me, running around in her

bikini, letting her breasts 'accidentally' spill out on

occasion, bending over and ensuring I caught site of

her from every possible angle at every opportunity. My

desire for her was truly piqued. I wanted to leave the

house; mitigate this temptation, but there was no way

that was going to happen. I wanted her so bad, I was so

tormented I simply could not think.

I remember I was looking at Julia with a dreamy lustful

look on my face when she ended her phone conversation,

turned and simply stared at me. Then, after a long

moment of silence, she jumped up, hastily fastening her

bikini behind her and made a dash for the pool. She

dove over my head and into the water. By the time I

turned to face her she had surfaced, turned and grabbed

my head in an attempt to dunk me under. I felt her legs

reach for mine as my arms reached for her. My feet were

on the bottom and I lurched up towards Julia who

screamed in delight and jumped back.

As I moved in towards her my crotch plowed into her

crotch and I pushed her towards the shallow end of the

pool. She reached out trying to grab my wrist with one

hand while splashing me furiously with the other. As my

crotch continued to thrust her body towards the shallow

end I reached behind her and pulled her semi-prone body

to the surface. It was then that I looked down and saw

that all her flailing had caused the top of her bikini

to fall down below her breasts.

Though the water splashed into my eyes I could see her

erect, pink nipples breaking through the surface of the

water pointing at me. With the arm I had behind her

back, I pulled Julia close to me and felt her nipples

make contact with my bare chest. My cock became fully

erect and thrust forward into her pelvis in a cry for

lustful relief.

Julia must have felt this because her splashing

subsided and she reached around and put her hand behind

my head. At the same time I slid my hand down under her

bikini bottom and I clutched her cool firm ass, my

fingers probing down between the cleft of her ass for

the back side of her pubic mound.

As my fingers reached around and gently touched the

rear of her pussy, Julia raised a leg and placed it

behind my back. My pelvis gave a thrust which caused

her to arch her head back and thrust her breasts deeper

into my chest. Her other hand completely stopped its

splashing and as my pelvis retreated from its' latest

thrust I felt Julia's hand quickly slide down the front

of my shorts and circle my insanely rigid cock. Her

fingers cupped my balls and my cock let go a quick

spasm. As my fingers reached further down the back of

Julia's ass in search of the coveted entrance to her

pussy I heard a door slam. At the same time Julia's

hand tore out from inside my shorts and slammed hard

against my chest.

"Oh, oh – what are you doing?" she sputtered.

I looked at her with incredulity; what did she mean?

It was then that I saw her look desperately over her

shoulder towards the house and feel her push away from

me with great resolve.

"What are you doing?" she spat, "get your hands off of

me! How dare you? How dare you? What is your problem?

I'm your, I'm your mother! Your step mother!" she

cried.

She quickly backpedaled toward the stair at the shallow

end of the pool. Fixing her bikini top and looking at

me with distain and disgust. With one of her breasts

returned to the safety of her bikini top and one still

exposed she climbed out of the pool as – her mother

entered the back yard.

With all the righteous indignation she could muster she

turned to me, screaming that she had never been so

insulted in her whole life! Asked how I could even

think of such a thing let alone DO such a thing! With

vile contempt she leaned over the pool and spat a

vicious and serious threat to tell my father I had a

serious problem and should see a shrink. Her tirade

continued at full volume for two minutes. All the time

with one breast exposed; her nipple bouncing as she

shook and yelled. Finally she turned around, adjusted

her top and walked away. Her mother shot a horrified

glance at me as Julia took her by the arm and escorted

her inside.

I stood in the pool – completely dumbfounded.

I stole out of the pool shortly after they went inside

and spent the evening at a friend's house. I returned

home after I knew Julia would be asleep and didn't see

her again until late that next morning.

She came out to the kitchen a completely different

person! She walked in wearing – shorts and a Tee shirt.

No bikini! She proceeded to tell me how shocked she was

at my behavior and was unable to believe I would make

advances towards her. She stated she was so embarrassed

that her mother happened to stop by and witness my lewd

advance. She told me I had better shape up, learn to

control myself and behave. She said that from then on

things were going to be way different in the house.

I had to treat her with absolute respect; do whatever

she said or my father would be told and she would see

to it I was out of the house. She said my father loved

her and would rather disown me than lose her. She said

he would certainly withhold any future financial

contribution to my college education and I would be out

of luck and on my own.

I could not believe what I was hearing! In my heart I

felt certain my father wouldn't do all that to me. But

I also knew my father was a very different man since

marrying Julia. He was very possessive of her. And, in

one regard Julia was absolutely right. While I loved my

father, he is very quick to judgment and if he believed

what Julia had to say he would definitely cut me off

and excommunicate me without a second thought.

In short; Julia had me where she wanted me and I was

totally fucked.

I was absolutely dumbstruck with what had happened.

Julia had been playing me all summer! She had been

deliberately teasing me; driving me crazy with desire,

leading me on. She probably knew what I was doing the

afternoons I spied on her from my room. She probably

'got off' on the affect she had on me. So why the

sudden and extraordinary 'about face'? Why had she

turned on me?

I didn't understand; but I soon would.

Julia had me where she wanted me and planned on taking

advantage of it. From that day, life with my stepmom

was whole different world. It was a living hell. I

lived in fear of making her mad, lest she talk to my

father. Every day she would bark orders with things for

me to do. She lived in that house without ever lifting

a finger; I did all the work! I did all the dishes and

took out the garbage. I did all the shopping, even

clothes shopping for her. I had to wash her Mercedes

every day. Whenever she would spot me in the pool or

watching TV she would dream up some shit for me to do.

Whenever she didn't want me around, she told me to

leave. She had me scared and she had me angry. Needless

to say, I grew to hate her.

Towards the end of the summer I would spend all the

time I could away from home. I would never try to relax

or swim in the pool unless I knew she was gone. I was

even reluctant to have friends over. However, during

the second week of August two of my college fraternity

brothers arrived in Phoenix and wanted to stop by for a

visit. They were on their way back to California and

were making a road trip of it. One of the guys was

Charlie, a nice if not dumpy fraternity brother who

helped me survive my physics classes. The other was

Pete, a true leader of the frat; tall, with long black

hair who was on the school swim team and had every inch

a swimmers body.

Pete said the two of them were coming to the house for

a visit and he wasn't going to take no for an answer.

And, they did. Julia was away, but I wasn't sure where

she was or how long she would be gone. The guys came

over and wasted no time jumping in the pool. I had to

admit it was nice having those guys over and I was able

to relax and enjoy myself; something I hadn't been able

to do for weeks!

Of course, after the guys had been there for an hour we

got into serious discussions at the deep end of the

pool. I told them the problem I was having with my

stepmother. They couldn't believe it. And just as I was

in the middle of telling the tale, Julia marched into

the back yard. She approached with quick deliberate

steps but slowed when she realized I had company.

"I'm back, my car is dirty, and I want you to wash it

now. Who are these guys?" she asked.

I explained who they were. She was nonplused. "I want

you to wash my car – now! You have work to do, go." And

as if to add insult to injury she scoffed and said,

"Your friends can stay."

With that I shrugged my shoulders and started climbing

out of the pool. Charlie got out behind me with Pete

close behind. Julia was standing by my towel. I grabbed

it and quickly walked passed her. Charlie gave Julia a

polite greeting as he passed. But Pete walked right up

to her, addressing her full-on no more than a foot away

and gave her his "Hello". He stood almost a full foot

over Julia. He was a mountain of tanned muscle, thinly

covered by his Speedo swimsuit. Julia took Pete in and

appeared to blush. She stuttered for a second and

slowly restated that my friends – were welcome to stay.

I didn't even give the comment a second thought and

continued walking towards the house. Charlie turned to

Julia and gave her polite thanks and told her he needed

to leave. Pete stood there looking down at Julia with a

wry smile. He then called out telling me to start

washing the car; he'd come help me in a bit.

Charlie bade me farewell as I got the bucket and hose

from the garage. I spent the better part of a half hour

grudgingly washing Julia's car and wondering where the

hell Pete was. I was just about to go find out when

Pete emerged through the front door.

"That stepmother of yours is one hell of a woman; quite

the babe." Pete said. "Jesus, she is hot. If she wasn't

your stepmother, sorry dude, but I would be all over

that. And I think... I think she'd be into it."

I just glared at Pete. I couldn't believe he said that.

He had to be fuckin' joking!

"Whoa, sorry dude," he said, "just tellin' ya how it

is."

Pete said he and Julia hung out making small talk after

I left, but her eyes were rarely on his face. He said,

they sat on the lounger talking and laughing when,

without warning, her hand landed on his thigh. As they

talked she started causally stroking his leg. She was

hunched over as she talked and Pete sat enjoying the

view of her shapely, soft tits; all but the nipple in

plain view.

The sight of her tits and the stroking of his leg

caused his cock to come alive until the tip was peeking

out the top of his Speedo. Of course, Pete knew how to

take advantage of this development. He claimed it's an

old swimmers 'trick' to let his cock escape his Speedo

around the girls of the swim team; lets you know who's

interested. Pete said Julia was interested! She kept

stroking his leg while babbling and staring at his

growing member.

"The woman wanted me, dude" he told me. "It's just a

fact."

With that he winked, turned and headed to his car.

"Call me before you head for California."

I finished cleaning the Mercedes thinking about what

Pete had said. I began to wonder who the hell Julia

really was. What was up with her anyway? Was she hot

for Pete or does she think she has some plan for using

him too? Was she just a fucking horn dog? Was she just

someone who got off on using and abusing men? Did she

truly love my father or was she just a gold digging

bitch?

I definitely needed to get some answers - and that

evening I devised the plan to do just that!

The next morning I called Pete and told him how bad I

felt about not being able to hang out during his visit

and told him he should stop by later in the day. He

agreed and arrived just after I got home from work.

Julia was in her typical position on the lounger when

Pete and I strolled into the backyard. As we approached

the pool she sat up and scowled at me.

Her breath caught short when she saw Pete, but she

quickly regrouped and started in with her typical rant.

"What... what are you home from work already? Good, you

can get started on the house work! I've got a mountain

of laundry for you to do. And I want you to scrub the

bathrooms. Have you done the grocery shopping yet?"

I tried to explain to her that Pete was leaving for

school soon and just came by to hang out with me for

the afternoon. Julia looked over and up at Pete and I

watched her check him out. Her eyes started at his legs

and worked their way up. They paused at his Speedo,

taking in the bulge of his crotch. She tried to speak

as her eyes roamed up past his swimmer's stomach and

stopped at his well developed chest.

"Well... well you have to get the shopping done," she

stammered absentmindedly "...you need to get the, ah,

groceries now."

I studied the stare Julia was giving Pete, then looked

at Pete. I shrugged my shoulders. "Sorry dude," I said,

"You can come join me if you want."

Pete was about to reply when Julia did for him. "If you

don't waste your time goofing around at the market it

shouldn't take you much more than an hour to get the

things I want. Pete can wait for you."

Pete was rather surprised by her quick response. I

wasn't. I gave Pete a look of feigned chagrin. "Pete,

"this will take a while, but I'll be back as soon as I

can. You might a well stay."

With that I shot a look of distain at Julia, turned,

and entered the house. Instead of heading through to

the garage I went up to my room, adjusted the slats of

my window and sat down on my bed.

I carefully peered out the window and what I expected

to happen did not take long. Julia stood very close to

Pete. I couldn't hear what was said but I saw her throw

her head back in girlish laughter while squeezing

Pete's arm. Finally Pete laughed, took two giant

strides and threw himself headlong into the pool. Julia

laughed and ran after him taking a shallow dive into

the water. Using long powerful strokes Pete pulled

himself to the far end of the pool.

He turned and watched Julia swim directly towards him.

As she approached, Pete dove down and started swimming

back underneath her. Julia saw him dive and reached out

in an attempt to grab him. Her hands struck the small

of his back as he swam by and her fingers caught the

edge of his Speedo. Pete's suit slid part way off his

ass as Julia tightened her grip, her fingers reaching

between the cracks of his firm ass.

Pete felt his suit sliding down and immediately turned

up for the surface. He broke the surface between

Julia's legs, his eyes staring down on her smooth

bikini covered ass. As Pete felt his suit slip further

down his legs, he reached out and grabbed Julia's

bottoms and with one swift motion pulled them down to

her knees. This action caused Julia to release her grip

on Pete's trunks and reach for her own.

But before she could grab her suit Pete shot his hands

between her legs and quickly jammed his thumb up

between her pussy lips and into her exposed vagina.

Julia let out a scream as she felt Pete's thumb impale

her pussy. The shock was so sudden and unexpected she

was thrown off balance and reached out to Pete's broad

shoulders for support.

As Julia was distracted by the sudden shot of pleasure

coursing through her loins she was unable to react when

Pete took his other hand and grabbed the front of her

bikini top and pulled it down to her waist. He then

grabbed her exposed breast and started to firmly fondle

it, his fingers pinching and releasing the nipple.

Julia was overwhelmed by these sudden and strong

sensations and she felt her body respond to the

pleasure. She stopped groping for her bikini bottoms

and found herself starting to thrust against the hand

buried inside her pussy. She threw her head back and

let out a gasp as Pete's fingers continued their

assault on her nipples.

Seeing Julia surrender to his ministrations Pete used

his foot to pull her bikini bottoms down and off her

body. The release of her suit caused her legs to spread

and Pete slid his body in between. His hands continued

their assault on Julia's pussy, causing wave after of

wave of pleasure to course through her body as he

paddled the two of them to the shallow end of the pool.

When Pete's feet touched the bottom of the pool he

removed his hand from inside Julia's wanting body and

finished removing his swim suit.

His eight inch cock sprang out from beneath the fabric

and made a splash as it broke the surface of the water.

Wasting no time, Pete maneuvered Julia to the stairs at

the shallow end of the pool and raised her hips until

they were just out of the water. Pete could see the

waterlogged wisps of blond pubic hair as her pussy

broke the surface, the lips parted and swollen from his

attention. He then firmly grabbed the cheeks of her

buttocks and spread her legs wide. With wild lust in

his eyes he looked directly at Julia.

"Do you want me to fuck you?" he growled, "Do you want

my cock deep inside your pussy?"

Julia let out a dazed, guttural response but before she

could formulate a cogent reply Pete tightened his grip

on her ass and threw her body at his pelvis plunging

his cock deep inside Julia in one quick, hard thrust.

Julia let out a piercing scream of pleasure as she felt

his cock split her lips and sink deep into her cunt.

The feeling was so overwhelming Julia lost all control.

The lusty bitch inside her came alive and threw itself

at Pete.

She bucked wildly into his body, taking all he had to

give. She reveled in the feeling of his thick hard cock

ramming itself deep into her sex. She threw her arms

around his broad back and let her fingers sink deep

into his back. She pulled herself up out of the water

and against his chest in an attempt to become one with

him.

Pete took this opportunity to wrap his arms around her

back and skillfully lift her out of the pool. He

carried her into the cabana without letting his cock

slip out of her pussy. He gently laid her down on one

of the benches and, using the wall for leverage,

resumed pistoning his cock in and out of Julia's sex.

The friction he initially felt while fucking her began

to ease as Julia's pussy released a steady stream of

fluid. Pete lowered his head and took one of Julia's

nipples in his mouth as Julia let out a moan of lustful

pleasure.

As the flow of juice from Julia's pussy dripped past

the lips of her engorged pussy, down the back of her

ass and onto the cabana floor, Pete got into a rhythm

and started penetrating Julia with deep hard thrusts.

Julia responded by grabbing his hair with both hands

and wrapping her legs tightly around his back. Pete let

out a deep guttural growl as he felt his seed build up

at the base of his cock. He rose up and grabbed Julia's

breasts with both hands.

He let out a primal scream as he felt the first blast

of cum rush up the length of his shaft and spray the

back of Julia's cunt. The thrust he gave was so great

that Pete lost his balance and the two intertwined

bodies began to fall to the floor. Pete's ass touched

the cold floor as the second spurt left the tip of his

cock, half spraying inside her womb and half spilling

out between her lips and onto her pubic mound.

In the throes of her lust, Julia felt the two of them

fall to the floor and felt Pete's cock spill out from

between the lips of her sex. She quickly looked down

between their legs and saw white pearls of his seed

spurt out the tip of his cock and onto his taught

stomach. Not wanting to lose any of his passion, Julia

released her grip on Pete and twisted herself around.

She thrust her head into Pete's crotch and started

licking the spilled cum from his body. As she did,

Pete's spasming cock brushed against her cheek.

She instinctively moved her face in the direction of

the touch and wrapped her lips around his still

spurting member. She swallowed his escaping fluid as

she forced her head down on his still rigid organ. Pete

let out a moan of pleasure as he felt his cock hit the

back of Julia's throat. He stole a look down and took

in the unparalleled sight of a beautiful blond head

bobbing up on down on his rod. He reached out and

grabbed two fistfuls of Julia's blond mane and pushed

her further down on his cock.

He watched her ass squirm in painful pleasure as he

forced his cock deeper into Julia's throat. He watched

her chest buck and heave as the tip of his cock

triggered her gag reflex and she started to choke. He

pushed her head down one last time and thrust his cock

deep into the back of Julia's throat as he released the

last of his seed into her convulsing body.

Pete held Julia's head on his cock, his balls pressed

up against her chin as the first trickle of vomit

escaped from the sides of her mouth. After the last

ounce of his seed was spent, he let go of Julia's hair

and she fell back sputtering and choking and gasping

for air. Pete fell back in a rush of pleasure, watching

Julia cough and choke. He could see cum oozing out from

between her legs and spittle dripping from her mouth

and nose. A wry smile came to his face as he looked at

her. And, after taking a moment to regain her senses,

Julia gave Pete a fragile, dazed smile and laid her

heaving spent body on top of his.

Thinking about it now, I guess it wasn't necessary for

me go the extra mile, but when I left the house I went

out front to the driveway and drove my car around the

block. I made sure to race the engine, making as much

noise as possible as I returned back home a minute

later. I met Pete as I walked the path towards the

backyard. He came scurrying out, a bit out of breath

while buttoning his shirt.

"Hey, ah, hi," he sputtered as we met, "hey, I gotta

get going. It was great to see you, sorry we didn't

have much time to connect, but I should probably hit

the road. I'll see you next week back on campus."

We shook hands; he smiled, winked at me and continued

in a rush to his car. I smiled back at him as he roared

away from the curb. I continued on to the backyard

which I found quiet and empty, as I expected. Julia had

stolen into the house while I was talking to Pete.

I didn't see Julia until the next morning. I was

downstairs eating breakfast when she padded into the

kitchen. At first she seemed to have difficulty looking

me in the eye, but then pulled herself together and

started in on me.

"I... I don't know what your problem is but where the

hell are the groceries?" she spat. "And you did a

shitty job cleaning my car yesterday, I want you to

clean it again... inside and out and I want you to take

my clothes to the cleaners. And don't even THINK about

going out to the pool! I'm going to be out tanning all

day and I don't want to even SMELL you out there!"

She stood glaring at me with her arms folded underneath

her heaving, tanned bikini-clad breasts.

I rose slowly from my seat and looked her in the eye.

"Julia," I said with a long pause, "Fuck you!"

With that I reached into my backpack and pulled out a

copy of the videotape I had made of her and Pete at the

pool the day before. I slammed the tape down on the

table in front of her, flipped her the bird and walked

out of the room.

cover1.jpeg
BFEESTE
Sullivan

e
Pagese
L

e e e A

AL
N
FNhoe
Nn e Dt






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




