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Used by my Stepson

My name is Emma, and this is the story about how I went from a loving stepmother to my stepson's whore.


It all started when I decided to fly into Buffalo to visit my stepson. It had been several years since I had seen him last, mostly because of monetary reasons. He had attended college in Buffalo and was lucky enough to acquire a job right out of the gate due to his interning. He bought a place about an hour outside of Buffalo and had been doing well ever since. I hadn’t seen him since he was 19, a bit scrawny, and insecure. Now, he would be 23, soon to be 24, and other than a few pictures I’d seen on Facebook, I had no idea what to expect with him.


Let me also enlighten you a little about myself. I’m 43, with shoulder-length hair, dirty blonde, with small A cup breasts, weigh about 105 pounds, am 5’ 2”, and have a lot of freckles. I got married early, at 20 to an older man, and adopted his son, Tom (what I call him, everyone else calls him Tommy), when I was 18. When he was 6, my husband, his father, died, and I have been single ever since. I had tried a lot of dating and things, but most of my life after that was taking care of Tom, sometimes having to work 2 jobs just so we could get by. I run a work-from-home business now where I freelance a lot of work, its good money and I never have to change out of my pajamas.


Anyways, once the plane landed at the airport, I grabbed my luggage and headed outside. It was snowing, cold, miserable, just like I expected Buffalo to be, but I would find out how much better the town is later. I found Tom standing outside, near a waiting car, a Dodge Challenger, with a sign that just read “Hi Emma!” I saw him before him me and went up to him. He smiled ear to ear when he saw me and gave me a big hug, then took my bags and put them in the trunk, and when we were all in and settled, we headed off towards his house.


The ride there was all talk, anything e could think of saying or talking about we did. We talked on the telephone a lot, but as most people know, face-to-face conversations were always better. I tried on a few occasions to get a good idea of what he looked like now, but he had a heavy winter coat on. He was more handsome than I remember, his jawline more defined, and his haircut wasn’t as shaggy and annoying as it had been when he left.


About an hour and a half later, mostly due to the snowmaking the roads quite slick, we arrived at his house. It was a modest one-story, with a large open living and dining room, connected to a kitchen with a half wall, so you could see into the living room from the kitchen, 2 bedrooms, a large bathroom, and several closets. Once we entered the house, Tom took my coat, hanging it behind the door, and took my bags into the second bedroom. I walked into the living room and sat down, taking the place in while he did so. It was a slightly awkward moment, but I was just happy to be here. When Tom came back into the room, I could see him much better now. He stood a foot taller than I did, his hair, now a bit shaggy was auburn and short, and he seemed to have gotten some muscle on him now. Not a lot, but enough that it showed without having to look too hard. He got us both a drink and we continued to talk for hours, laughing, crying, and everything in between. Four years apart really lets the emotions build up.


Before too long it was late and we both retired to bed, Tom saying that he had a surprise for me in the morning and that I would have to be awake early. I changed and lay down, the bed he had been quite comfortable. It didn’t take me long to fall asleep, but I thought as I did about how much I loved my stepson, how good he looked now, and how proud I was of him.


********************


When I awoke in the morning, it was just after 6 am, Tom having set an alarm in my room, I had to find it and turn it off. I smelled coffee brewing in the other room and, changing into something other than my slightly revealing pajamas, but when you live alone at my age, the only people that see them are you, and anyone you want to look at you in them.


I came into the dining room to see Eggs, Sausage, and Coffee waiting for us and we ate breakfast, I being impressed since he couldn’t cook boxed macaroni and cheese before he left for college. We talked a little, asking how we both slept and things, and talking about what the plans were for the day.


“You might want to dress up a lot warmer,” he told me, “we’re going to be going ice fishing.
“Ice fishing?” I asked, more because the idea surprised me than anything. I loved fishing in the summer months, but I had never attempted doing it in the winter.
“Yea, I think you’ll enjoy it,” He said, smiling. The smile was honest and handsome on him, and even more so this morning I realized how attractive he was. My eyes started to wander over him, taking his features in. After a few seconds of this, I hesitated, then stopped, realizing this was my stepson after all. When I looked back up at him, he didn’t seem to notice my ogling him, mostly because I could tell he was doing the same to me, and when he realized I was now looking back at him, he quickly grabbed out plates, told me to go get in some warmer clothes, and darted off into his bedroom to change.


I went into my bedroom to change and I couldn’t believe it. I was eye-humping my stepson while he was doing the same to me. What the hell was wrong with us? I kept berating myself for looking at him the way I did while I put on extra layers of basically everything, then met Tom in the doorway to the house. He gave me a winter coat, gloves, and a hat, and we went outside.


The snow was at least a foot high, but he promised his car would make it through it, and with it being 4 wheel drive, it did a lot easier than I expected for the make and model he had. We only drove about five minutes and arrived at a small lake situated in a state park. He took a few items he had for ice fishing out of the back, including a machine to cut holes, a ladle, bait, and a bunch of rigs to catch fish on. He put it all onto a sled, and we walked out onto the lake with a little difficulty, as the snow was higher on the lake, and dug out a spot with a snow shovel. Then, Tom made five holes with the machines, scooped out the excess ice with the ladle, baited the lines, and dropped them in.


We talked more, sitting on two fold-out chairs, keeping ourselves occupied while the fish, hopefully, found our bait. My conversation with him somehow found its way onto the topic of his sex life, which as much as I was embarrassed to ask him about, I wanted to know about it deep down.


“I’ll be honest, I haven’t had sex in a while, probably since sophomore year>”


“Why some long?” I asked, intrigued as to why he would wait, especially with the chance to have sex with many college girls.


“Honestly, I was in a relationship with a girl, and I thought I loved her, but I was more focused on her than school, and my grades started to suffer, so I broke it off. Now, with my job, I am kind of married to it, which is fine, I love my job, but I just haven’t found anyone yet.”


His answer surprised me. Most guys try to nail as many girls as they can in college and Tom was more focused on keeping his grades up, which worked for him since he got employed so quickly after school. Nevertheless, I wanted to pursue the topic further, wondering how badly he craved a woman, but refrained, again berating myself for wanting my stepson that way.


Shortly after the “sex talk” the fish hit the line, it was a small bass, nothing special, but then two more lines had fish on, and we hurried after separated ones. Tom got a little sunfish, and I caught a large northern pike, which Tom took a picture of me with. We stayed a few hours more, catching a few more fish, none of any real size, and the wind began to pick-up. The cold began to become biting then, and we both agreed to head back to the house, and we did, quickly.


********************


When we arrived back at Tom’s house, we tried to peel off as many layers as we could in the doorway, as the snow was stuck all over our clothes. Despite being in the cold, with this many layers on, you sweat a lot, which is part of why when the wind picks up you get so cold. I got down to my t-shirt and pants, and Tom removed everything but the same. He then took off his t-shirt and I stared at him. His chest and abs were muscular, not overly so, but there didn’t seem to be any fat on him either. The sweat glistened on his skin, and when he turned around, his back was just as toned. I honestly found myself getting turned on, and using every ounce of willpower I had, looked away.


“Go ahead and take a shower first, I’ll wait in the living room until you’re done,” he said. I barely heard it; I was torn between wanting my stepson’s body, and once again berating myself for staring at him.


“Alright” was all I could muster. I walked past Tom, and into the second bedroom, grabbed a shower gown and a pair of panties, and walked back down the hall and into the bathroom. As I did, I could see Tom peeking down the hall, looking at me again like he had that morning.


When I got into the bathroom I took off the rest of my clothes, turned the shower on, and used the toilet. I knew my pussy was a little wet from staring at Tom, and I hated myself for it. I wiped, flushed, and got into the shower. As I washed, I continued to fantasize about Tom, about his body, and his cock. Now, I had not seen his cock since he was probably six or seven, so I tried to imagine what it looked like. I pictured an average seven-inch dick, and I pictured me sucking it, him fucking my pussy with it, and I got more and more aroused. I began slowly rubbing my clit in the shower, letting out soft moans as I did.


After a few minutes of this, I had decided that I was going to finish showering, go to the living room wearing only my shower gown, which is nothing more than a short dress with an almost mini-skirt like bottom made of a material like a towel so it absorbs more water, and do my best to seduce my own stepson. I was clouded in an erotic haze, and I missed and love my stepson, and I wanted to show him how much. I quickly finished showering, toweled off, put on my gown, and headed into the living room, leaving my dirty clothes, and my clean panties, on the floor in the bathroom.


I walked in and saw Tom laying back on the couch, either watching a sports news programs or sleeping, I was not sure which. As I got up to him, I saw that he was barely awake, and when he caught the attention of what I was wearing, his eyes darted open. He started to sit up but I placed my hand on his chest. He had a look of surprise and I started unbuckling his belt, then undid the button on his pants and unzipped them. I leaned down and started kissing his chest, and instead of fighting against me, he laid back and accepted it, probably wanted this as much as I did.


I kissed all over his body, his face, neck, chest, stomach, and then I embraced his lips. We kissed as if we were a couple in passionate love, our tongues swirling in each other’s mouths, our breathing increasing rapidly. I could feel my pussy tingling, getting hot and wet, and I couldn’t resist it anymore, I had to see his cock.


I got on my knees In front of the couch, and Tom, taking the cue I hoped he would, sat up so that his crotch was in front of me. I pulled his jeans down to his ankles and saw that only a pair of black boxer shorts now stood between me and his dick. I rubbed my hands up and down the fabric, trying to get a feel for his dick. I knew right away it was longer than I expected it, and that just made me want it more, my body trembling with anticipation of his large member.


Finally, I placed my hands on either side of his boxers and pulled them down, revealing a bigger dick than I have ever seen in my forty-three years of life. It was easily ten inches long and had a girth over that was probably two inches, and it was rock hard waiting for me. I grabbed it with my hand and was amazed at how big it was. I began jacking it off slowly, alternating between staring at the enormous size of it, and looking at Tom’s face, watching him react to my hand.


I could feel his dick throb as I jacked it off, and I began kissing his thighs and could smell his musk, and it drove me crazy. I began licking his balls, and he began groaning above me as I did. His hand began running through my hair and then over my body. I knew what he wanted, and I was going to give it to him, and then give him something else we both wanted.


I stopped jacking him off and stood up, untied the back of my shower gown, and let it fall to the floor, revealing my entire body to him. My small breasts, which were almost nonexistent, if not for a pair of tiny mounds, each had a hard erect nipple, which Tom sat up and began licking. The sensation made me moan and shiver, the pleasure rushing through me. He would lick and swirl his tongue around one nipple while pinching the other with his thumb and forefinger, and then alternate. His other hand found its way down to my wet, shaven pussy. He began rubbing my clit slowly, and coupled with his nipple work, made me moan loudly.


This continued for two or three minutes before I finally got the composure to stop him. I pushed him back down on the couch, returned to my knees, and grabbed his large dick once again. I leaned in now and began licking his shaft from base to head several times, licking the precum off his head as I did, tasting the salty bitterness of it. When I had licked his base to head a few times, I did one more, and when I reached the head, I pulled the dick towards my face and took it in my mouth.


My mouth conformed around his dick, and I took maybe four inches in my mouth at first. I could taste his flesh, his precum, and I could hear him groan above me as I put it in my mouth. I began slowly sucking his cock, bobbing my head up and down over the same four inches as I did. One of his hands resumed running through my hair as he groaned, and the other resumed rubbing my nipple. The sensation made me moan on his dick and I took another inch or two, it filling more of my mouth than I expected. I wanted to take all ten inches down my throat, but I wasn’t sure I could yet, so I began vigorously fucking the six inches I could with my mouth, bobbing my head up and down on him as fast and hard as I could, as Tom continued to groan and rub my body.


His dick began to throb hard and his groaning increased in intensity, and I assumed he would be ready to cum soon, so I knew that now would be my chance to take his whole dick. I positioned myself higher and opened my mouth wide, then slid down his dick as far as I could go. With about an inch and a half left, I could feel it on the back of my throat and I started to gag, when I went to pull up, Tom’s hand on the back of my head kept me down, He wanted me to deep throat his dick too, so I took a deep breath and went for it.


I could feel it slide down my throat and my nose touched his skin, my chin touching his balls. I began gagging and pulled back and Tom let my head go, allowing me. The spit slid out of my mouth and down his shaft in large quantities. I took a deep breath, recomposed myself, and continued sucking the six inches I had before, harder than before. After another minute or so, I was sucking as hard as I could, and Tom grabbed my hair hard, and I knew it was coming. I went down one more time on him, and as I pulled my head back up, he handheld me in place again, and streams of his hot cum began pouring into my mouth. I swallowed a large quantity of it, and more poured in, I did my best with it, but gagged just a little before he was done cumming.


I licked around his shaft with it still in my mouth once more, and swallowed again, before removing his dick from my mouth. I sat back down and used my finger to take some cum that had escaped my mouth, on my chin, and stuck my cum covered finger into my mouth, licking it off in front of him. The taste was salty and bitter, like his precum was, but not unpleasant, and some men in my past had been. Tom was breathing heavily, covered in sweat, and smiling, as he looked at me with half-opened eyes.


“You have no idea how bad I wanted that,” he said to me, panting as he did. I looked at his dick as it began to go flaccid and smiled.


“Probably about as much as I did too, Tom. I love you, and in w…” he cut me off by putting his hand over my mouth.


“Don’t say anymore, just be and my whore, and I’ll be your stepson with the dick you want.”


I must admit, he knew he wanted this as much as I did, and he was going to take advantage of it as much as he could. We had the rest of the day together and tomorrow morning before I took a flight home, so we would have to make it count.


Tom got up, collected his clothes, and went into the bathroom, to take a shower. His hand came out holding my panties and I laughed, and then took them from him as I walked past into my bedroom. I used the towel I had in the bathroom, which Tom threw onto the hallway floor with my clothes, to wipe my legs and pussy. While I was giving him a blowjob, I was sopping wet, but I wanted to serve him more than anything at that moment.


I put on a tank top and some boy shorts, which I usually wore to bed since they are comfortable, and laid down in bed, turning on the TV. I surfed the channels for some time, but all I could think about was Tom in the shower. I tried everything to take my mind off of it, but I failed, and because of my heavy lust for Tom and my desperation for him once again, I got up and tried the doorknob to the bathroom. It was unlocked and I entered.


I saw Tom through the glass doors of the walk-in shower, completely naked, washing himself off. He had his back to me and didn’t see me for a few moments, though I’m not honestly sure how long I stared at him. When he did, he smiled, and just curled his finger at me, inviting me in with him. I hastily removed my tank top and boy shorts and opened the door to the shower and entered in with him. Within seconds of my entering the shower, his hands were all over me, running all over my body, the sensation was amazing. As his hands slid down further, a finger found its way into my pussy, and I gasped.


I wanted him in me in some capacity, and for the moment, his finger was sufficient. I found myself grinding my hips against his hand, fucking his finger like I would a dick. While I did, he just stood behind me and kept his hand perfectly still, allowing me to find my rhythm with my hips. For several minutes I did this, gasping and moaning loudly in the shower as I did, the warm water beating on my skin, and then Tom stopped. I waited a moment, catching my breath from the ecstasy of fucking his hand, and turned to see why he had stopped. Before I could fully turn around, however, his hand pushed me down so that I was bent over in front of him, and his dick found its way to the entrance of my pussy.


I had not had sex in probably nine months now, and I’m sure I was going to be tight, and Tom seemed to know that too because he grabbed my hips with his hands and slowly slid his dick into my hot, tight, wet pussy. I screamed as it entered me, a scream of pure ecstasy. It had been a long time since I had had something inside me that wasn’t a vibrator, and that wasn’t near as big as my stepson’s dick. He slowly pushed it in until it would not go further, and my body began to convulse. His dick was inside me for less than ten seconds and I was already being fucked deeper than I ever had before.


With his dick in my almost completely, he pushed me against the wall so that my hands supported me from the front, and, without legging go of my hips, he began pumping his dick in and out of me.


“Shit, Shit, Shit…” I kept yelling, the pleasure of having him inside me so overwhelming that I could barely vocalize anything. I could feel his throbbing member in me, loving every thrust into me, every thrust a little harder and faster than the one before. It did not take long, and I began to convulse harder and harder, and then I came. My body shook heavily as I came, and I could feel my cum rush around my stepsons' dick, but he continued fucking me, which made my orgasm longer and harder.


By now I was screaming because my orgasm was so strong, my stepsons dick so hard and so wonderful inside me. I wanted his cum now, I didn’t care how or where, I just wanted it. As if on queue, he spoke up.


“Where do you want my cum?” he asked, breathing heavily.


“Cum in me!” I screamed during another wave of orgasm. I had my tubes tied years ago, and the thought of my stepson’s seed in me now brought me close to another orgasm.


And then he came, filling my pussy with his hot semen, I could feel it and once again my body shuddered and orgasmed. I wasn’t sure how many times I orgasmed in that short about of time, but I didn’t care, it was amazing. I could feel his dick throbbing with every stream of semen he let loose inside me, and I could begin to feel it slowly oozing out, and down my leg. He then slowly pulled his dick out of me, and a rush of cum, both mine and his came with it. It took every ounce of strength I had to find my way to the seat in the shower and sit down, my body shaking, especially my legs.


“That was amazing” was all Tom could say as he stood beside me. I was out of breath and shaking, so as a response I took the head of his dick, which hung beside me, in my mouth, sucked it a little, pulled it back out, and then kissed it. This seemed to drive him nuts because he groaned loudly with a huge smile on his face. Wordlessly, he then washed himself off again with soap, rinsed, and left the shower, turning to wink at me before he closed the bathroom door.


I don’t know how long I sat in the shower with the water running, but it was long enough for the hot water to start to dwindle, making the water get colder and colder every few seconds. I took the hint and did my best to wash off again, then urinated and got my tank top and boy shorts back on, and left the bathroom. I entered Tom’s bedroom and saw him asleep, and thought that was a good idea myself, so I walked into my bedroom and fell asleep on my bed.


********************


When I awoke, it was dark outside, I had gone to sleep around three o’clock in the afternoon and the clock now read just after eight. I quickly got up and went to leave the bedroom, but decided to put on a pair of pants first, in case some unexpected company had arrived or something. Nothing like having your stepmother walk around like a total slut for his stepson and his friends.


I checked Tom’s room and he wasn’t there, but he was in the living room. He saw me and stood up.


“It’s about time you woke up, dinner’s ready, so we can eat if you’re hungry.”


I was quite hungry, so I just nodded, smiled, and made my way to the dining room table. He had made a nice dinner of steak, mashed potatoes, corn, and salad. It was a good meal, but we were now both awkwardly silent as we ate. After having your stepmother fuck you, what would you say? Or, in my case, after sucking and fucking your stepson, what type of normal conversation could you get into now? Tom had the answer.


“Hey, the hockey game is on if you’re interested after dinner.”


“I think that would be quite nice” I replied. Hockey, being my favorite sport, was something I loved to watch, no matter who was playing. And maybe having some sports on the television would give us both something to talk about, our favorite players, great plays, and so on. I couldn’t think of a better way to have a normal night with my stepson after what we had done.


We finished dinner and I helped him clean the dishes, which there were not many of, as he had already cleaned before I awoke, and we both sat on the couch to watch the game. Within the first five minutes of the first period, I could tell we would be rooting against each other on this one. The score remained tied, but the players were getting rowdy, including a pair of fistfights on the ice.


At the end of the first period, we were taunting each other wildly as the score remained tied, both of us agreeing, or disagreeing, with the announcers and referees. Our night had reached some sense of normalcy, until the second period.


When the game resumed, a pair of quick goals made the game tied and one goal apiece, and our taunting resumed. I was completely confident that my team would win, so I figured I would make some sort of bet, to gauge how confident he was with his team.


“I’ll bet you anything my team wins this game!” I shouted, confidence running through me. I knew I would win, and he was going to pay.


“What do you have in mind?” he asked, with a poker face on. He was as confident as me, so I figured I’d put some money on the table.


“If, no, I’m sorry, WHEN my team wins, you have to upgrade me to first class for the trip home” I announced, almost certain that he would back down. The upgrade from here to home was several hundred dollars at least.


So it was my surprise when he said “You’re on!”


My confidence faded slightly, and then I gave him a smug look and the game continued. At the end of the second period, the score remained one to one and we continued bickering. The third started and there were many amazing chances back and forth, but the game remained tied with only a few minutes left. It was then that I had forgotten to ask a simple question.


“What do you get if you win?” I asked, with more of a curious tone in my voice than I wanted there to be.


“When I win, you’ll see” is all he replied, with no hint of emotion besides confidence.


“What have I gotten myself into?“ I wondered but brushed the thought aside.


The game went into overtime with the score still one to one, and though our bickering continued, I seemed to realize that not only was my team starting to look tired but that I was going to have to pay my stepson an unknown debt of some sort. My mind raced at what it could be, and the living room became silent. I did not have to wait long to find out, however, because, in the first forty seconds of overtime, my stepson’s team netted the winning goal. I had lost the game and the bet, and now I was going to have to pay.


“Alright,” I said, trying to sound calm, but I felt somewhat nervous, “What do I owe you?”


“Go into my bedroom and take off your clothes” is what he replied. My heart skipped a beat for a moment, and then I realized what he wanted. He wanted to fuck me on his bed, and after the day we’d been having, I was more than willing to oblige.


I entered his bedroom and took off all my clothes, and sat them on the top of his dresser then stood there and waited until he came in, which was a minute or so later. He came in naked, which means he had either disrobed in the living room or bathroom, and smiled, his dick flaccid, but at the sight of me, began to get hard. He laid down on the bed and instructed me to suck his dick, so I bent over and, as I had earlier that day, put him into my mouth.


I slowly bobbed my head up and down on him as he groaned, and I could feel myself being turned on yet again. My body began to quiver slightly as I gave my stepson's head, and he remained still, enjoying it. Again, I was unable to get more than six inches in my mouth, but knowing that now, I was, in my opinion, giving him a much better blowjob than I had earlier.


“Ride me” he commanded and pulled my hair so that his dick popped out of my mouth.


I got on the bed and straddled him, cowgirl style, and slid his dick in me. Just like in the shower, I moaned loudly as it entered me, and began grinding my hips so that my pussy could enjoy everything his dick offered. His hands reached up and began rubbing my nipples and I began moaning louder, grinding myself into his large member. I could feel it hitting me in ways it hadn’t while bent over in the shower, and the feeling was incredible. Several minutes of this, and he issued his next command.


“Turn around”


I did, never letting his dick leave my pussy, and began riding him reverse cowgirl style. Once again the feeling was sensational, and I began screaming in ecstasy. I stopped grinding altogether and began bouncing up and down on him, feeling the weight of my body slam his dick as far as it could go inside me, and I could feel myself close to an orgasm, but before I could reach it, he issued one more command.


“Bend over”


I removed his member from me and stood up, my legs a bit shaky. As I went to get on all fours on the bed, he pulled a footstool from a chair in the room over and pointed. I knelt on that and put my arms on the bed. He walked away for just a moment, then came back, grabbed my hips, and thrust his dick into my vagina. I screamed in pure pleasure as it entered me so roughly, and the sound of his hips slapping on my ass as he went balls deep into me was all I could take. I once again began cumming all over my stepson’s dick as he fucked me. However, this time, when he could tell I had come, he removed his dick from me.


I was moaning and breathing heavy, so I didn’t see why he had stopped for several moments, but the next time I felt him, I could feel the head of his dick against my asshole. I started to resist, trying to pull away, but he was stronger than I was, but he did not push in yet. I could hear something and then felt a cold substance, lotion of some sort, squirt all over my ass. He rubbed it on his dick and inserted a finger into me, moving it around. I tensed up, the feeling uncomfortable to me.


Now it’s important to clarify a few things about anal sex to you. Yes, some women love it and most men want it, and yes, I had tried anal sex before, only once before. Several years back I was dating a man, purely for sex, and he kept asking me to try it. I finally gave in and allowed him to fuck my ass. His dick was only about five inches long and the girth was not impressive, however, I did not enjoy it. It was painful for me, but my man at the time wanted it and I allowed him to have it. After that day I had vowed to never try anal sex again.


Now, here I was at the mercy of my stepson, whose dick was much bigger than the only one that had ever penetrated me anally. I wanted to refuse him, with almost every fibre of my being, but two thoughts came to mind.
On, that I had lost the bet and I needed to pay up.
And two, this was my stepson and his pleasure was way more important to me than anything in the world.


Therefore I did my best to relax and breathe normally. I could feel the head of his dick at the entrance to my asshole and after a few more seconds, he began pressing his dick against my sphincter. I tensed up at first, and it took everything in my power to relax as he pushed into me. It was incredibly uncomfortable and the pressure seemed to build until the head of his dick finally popped into my ass.


At first, I was terrified but other than the pressure in my ass and a lot of discomforts, I felt no pain, so I relaxed further. Tom began slowly fucking my ass with the head of his dick, and I slid my hand down and began stimulating my clit as he did. The stimulation of my clit seemed to ease my tension further and a slight wave of pleasure began to overtake me. I felt some more liquid on my ass a few times and figured he was keeping it well lubed for himself.


And then he began pushing his dick further into me. The slight pleasure subsided quickly, and the pressure in my ass became enormous, as did the pain. With his dick half in my anus, I could no longer rub my clit, I grabbed the blanket as tightly as I could and began moaning. These, however, were moans of intense pain, not pleasure. He pulled his dick mostly out of my ass, applied even more lotion, and slid back in. The pain did not lessen with more lotion, and again I moaned loudly. Part of me wanted him to stop, but if this is what my stepson wanted, I would bear the pain for him.


He then pushed his dick the rest of the way into my ass, and instead of moaning, I began screaming. The pain was intense, and screaming seemed the only way to help cope with it. Tom began fucking my ass at a steady pace, sliding the whole of his dick in and out of me. I continued screaming every time he forced his way deep into me, and let out a momentary sigh as he slid it back out. My eyes began to well up from the pain, my breathing labored, and my screaming louder and more intense. Tom looked up at my face and saw that I was now crying.


“I’m sorry, I’ll stop,” he said and began pulling his dick out of my ass.


“Don’t” I managed to get out through labored breathing and ripples of pain. “You won” was the last two words I could muster and I began breathing hard again.


My stepson, sensing that I was being serious, slowly thrust himself back into my ass as deep as he could, and I screamed yet again. His pace at anally fucking me was becoming more intense, as was my screaming and pain. It felt as if his dick was ripping my asshole apart, and I wondered somewhere, in the recesses of my mind, if I was bleeding.
I have no idea how long my stepson fucked my ass, the pain overtaking everything, including time, but when I truly felt as if I could take it no more, he pulled out of my ass completely. Grabbing my hips, he spun me on my back, my head on the bed, my breasts arched out towards him. Through the fog of my tears, I could see him ripping a condom off his dick and he stepped up towards me when it was off. He jacked his dick off several times and began cumming all over me.


The first squirt of cum landed all over my chest, and the feeling of it on me brought me out of my painful haze. The second squirted an amazing distance and splattered all over my hair, face, and neck. I could feel it running down my face with my tears, and I now was beginning to get turned on again, despite the pain in my backside. The third stream also splattered me in the face, and then the next on my tits again. Finally, the last few spread all over my chest and belly. I could hear Tom groaning loudly during all of this, and I found a small sense of pride that I was able to do that for him.


Tom collapsed onto the bed beside me, and I could tell he was breathing heavily. As I lay there, covered in sweat, tears, and semen, I wondered what he was thinking, until he said it.


“I love you.”


I smiled and got up from the bed and slowly, carefully, found my way into the bathroom, I took a shower and was surprised to find that I was not bleeding, but that it was very tender and uncomfortable. It took me longer than usual but when I was done I went to see how Tom was doing. He was asleep on his bed, still naked, just as I had left him. I covered him in a blanket, collected my clothes, and went to bed as well, the pain in my ass subsiding.


The next morning I packed my bags and, after a quick breakfast, Tom took me to the airport. To my surprise, he had upgraded my ticket to first-class anyhow.


“I figured after last night you might want a comfortable seat,” he said, with a smirk.


He was right, my ass was still sore, but not bad. I kissed him on the cheek at the airport and hugged him. As he hugged back he said to me


“We’re going to have to do this more often”


Little did I know more often would happen sooner than I thought. 


Seduced by our Stepmother

Brenda was a proud stepmother of two adopted unrelated children living in the suburbs of Chicago. Brenda and her husband built a great home with a pool in the back yard that came complete with a pool house and a guest house. Her stepson, Jason, was the younger of the two and in his first year of college. He was a rather quiet kid. Outside of the home he was introverted and wasn't very good with girls. Brenda's step-daughter, Amy, was just finishing college and most of the time was out partying with her friends. Brenda's husband was a very busy man who left the house early in the morning and came home late at night. He loved to barbeque with his family or take them to the beach when he wasn't to busy working. Brenda worked part-time at a bank down the street and usually drove Jason to college early in the morning, picking him up right after work. Jason had always been very close to his stepmother and could tell her absolutely anything. She was one of the few friends he had in his life and she knew it.


The pool in the backyard was surrounded by a small woods that tucked it away privately. When Jason's friends weren't over, he would stay in his room. One day, Brenda decided to drag him out to the pool. She wore a one-piece bikini because she did all her tanning in the tanning bed in the basement. Jason looked bored just lying there poolside and looked at his step-mom wondering why she was the only one wearing a one-piece, so he just blurted, "Hey, why don't you wear a two-piece, like every other woman in the world?" Brenda was kind of surprised by his comment and put her tanning lotion down for a second. "What do you mean? Only girls who like men looking at them wear those. I'm an older woman and it wouldn't be appropriate for me to wear one of those. Besides, I find that comment highly inappropriate." Jason felt he shouldn't have said anything and apologized. "Sorry. How are you going to get a tan on your stomach, though?" Brenda answered. "Sweetie, that tanning bed in the basement doesn't just sit there, collecting dust, you know! Why do you want to look at my stomach, anyway?" Jason made a goofy face and started laughing. "You're the only girl here and there isn't anyone around. Don't worry, I won't be staring at you if you put on a two-piece." Brenda began to worry about her kid now and asked him about girls. "Honey, don't you have a girlfriend? I mean, there's gotta be some young girl out there just wanting to show off her body to you. I know what you're doing here and it's quite inappropriate, I must say." "No. I don't have a girlfriend, and no, I've never had one." Brenda's anger turned to sorrow for the poor kid and she thought to herself, it wouldn't be such a big deal to throw on a two-piece with a nice top. Maybe she could even get his lazy ass to do some work around the house as a bargain. "Jason, honey, how about this? If you wash my car tonight, clean your room, and take out the garbage, I'll wear a two-piece tomorrow after college when we get home. Okay?" Jason smiled with excitement and said, "Of course! I'd love to do some work for that," and smirked at her, making Brenda regret what she had just said a little bit, but a deal's a deal. The next morning, Brenda was in such a hurry, she ran into her stepson's bedroom to wake him up wearing only a bra and a skirt, her hair still wrapped in a towel. "Wake up, lazy bones! We gotta go!" Jason opened his eyes to the sight of his stepmom almost topless and, since he always felt comfortable around her, he commented, "Wow, what a sight to wake up to!" Brenda covered herself with the towel, realizing she was in her bra, and in a somewhat serious tone, said, "Jason, stop horsing around! We're going to be late." During the ride to college, Jason kept glancing over at her legs as her skirt slid higher and higher up her thighs. Brenda's frustration grew worse sitting in a traffic jam. She noticed his glances and pulled her skirt down. Jason blurted out, "I can't wait to see you in that bikini today, because you know I did everything you asked!" Brenda sighed, a little bit annoyed. "We'll see. You have to behave on top of it all and don't push your chances with me, young man." Jason was getting more comfortable talking about her body with her. "You know you have very nice legs. You should wear heels more often." Brenda took a deep breath. "Wow, my stepson is a leg man, huh? I would have guessed differently, the way you looked at me this morning." Jason kept it up. "Tell you what. I'll wash the dishes after college but you have to wear high heels with your bikini today by the pool." "Honey, you're lucky you're getting me into the two-piece to begin with, so just stop pushing this." Brenda sat there, thinking. She felt sorry for her stepson, who had never even touched a girl before. Maybe if she treated it like a game, she'd feel more comfortable with it. "Sweetie, if you wash the dishes for the rest of the week, I'll put on some heels for you, okay?" She snickered a little. She dropped him off and kissed him on the cheek, after which Jason's palm accidentaly rubbed her breast while he was grabbing his bag. She slapped it away and took off.


After college, Jason did everything he said he would do and was relaxing by the pool. Brenda came out in a white bikini and her daughter's heels because she didn't own a pair of her own. Jason looked at her with a kind of uneasy facial expression and that's when Brenda finally realized he was turned on by this. She sat by his chair again, concerned, with her heels on and legs closed tight. "Honey, I'm sorry that you've never had a girlfriend, but you have to realize, I'm your mother, and looking at me in this way is something that I think could be illegal." "I'm sorry, but I've never even kissed a girl and I'm so scared to even approach one. You are the only girl that I feel relaxed around and I feel like you understand me." Brenda smiled and hugged him. A warm feeling took over. "Tell you what, kiddo. I'll let you put some tanning lotion on my back." Brenda got up and walked over to her chair and laid on her tummy. The whole time, Jason's eyes scanned up and down her mature body. She was worried enough about her stepson that she was willing to participate in his game and help him become more relaxed around women. She didn't want her stepson to go through life afraid of women! Brenda's top was the kind that went up around her neck. She sat up on her chair and told Jason to come to her. "Don't be scared, silly! I'm your stepmom, remember? I'm not gonna bite you like the other girls at college. Now untie the knot behind my neck." Jason stood up with an erection, which Brenda noticed right away, but figured it was only natural. He walked over to her and sat behind her. His hands were shaking. He took one tie and pulled it, releasing the knot. Brenda grabbed her breasts, holding the top from falling off, stood up, and turned around. Jason just sat there, looking at her. She smiled and said, "Get up. I have to lay on the chair, don't I?" Jason got up as Brenda laid down on the mat. He took some tanning lotion and rubbed it on his hands. Brenda got comfortable and instructed him, "Don't be scared, honey, and, before you start, you have to promise me you won't tell dad that I let you put suntan lotion on my back. Deal?" Jason knodded and started rubbing her neck. Brenda's bottom was nothing like a thong, but it was tight enough around her butt that it showed off her curves. She kicked her heels off and said, "This is what you wanted, right sweetie?" Jason responded, "Yea. Thanks for letting me rub lotion on your back." Jason put some more on her lower back just above her panty line and spread it out to the sides. He then did her right arm, then her left. Brenda asked him about college. "How was college today? Did you do anything fun?" Jason responded, "The only fun thing we did was play basketball in gym and we also played cards during science class because Mrs. Heffner was out sick today." Brenda was becoming uncomfortable. It was starting to feel to good to her. Jason asked if he could put some lotion on her legs. "No, that's okay, honey. I think my back is enough for today. Thanks, though." Jason went to his chair and laid back, watching his stepmom lay there. "Honey, will you please tie my knot again?"


Twenty minutes later they were back in the house and Brenda started making dinner. Jason was now very anxious around his mother and wasn't sure about how to start a conversation after the awkward massage by the pool. "Brenda? When was the first time you kissed a boy?" Brenda turned around, weirded out by the question. "Oh honey, I don't remember. It was such a long time ago." Jason took a bold step. "Brenda? Would you show me how to kiss? I've never done it before and I don't want to be embarrassed the first time I kiss a girl." Brenda turned around, took her apron off and sat next to Jason. "Honey, looking at me in a bikini with my heels on is one thing, but a stepson kissing his mother intimately is completely different and I just can't do that. I'd love to teach you how, but I would be weirded out by it and it's just wrong." Jason put his head down, ashamed that he had even asked her. "Can I at least watch you get dressed in the morning?" Brenda responded, "How is that any different than what you saw today by the pool?" "Well, the bikini completely covers everything and I already know what a bikini looks like, but I've never seen what's under the bikini." "Honey, that is no different than kissing me. I'm sorry, but you'll have to find yourself a girlfriend pretty soon because this has to stop. You're getting out of control." Brenda turned around and put her apron back on and returned to cooking? Can I please see you? I swear, I won't tell anyone." "Stop hassling me, Jason! You're getting on my nerves!" She stood there in silence for a couple of minutes and then started feeling bad for yelling at him. Jason kept bugging her. "Please? I'll do anything around the house. I'll clean up the garage and wash dad's car and your's again! I'll even straighten out the attic and mow the lawn." Brenda replied with shock, "You're gonna do all that just to see me naked? I can't let you see me naked, sweetie, but I'll let you see me in my underwear. Will that calm you down a little bit?" "But that's just like the bikini. You'll have to do something more than just stand there in your underwear." Brenda couldn't believe she was negotiating with her stepson. She just wanted to get it over with and agreed to it. "Okay. I'm going shopping today. I'll let you come into the dressing room with me. Okay?" Jason responded, "And will you let me see your breasts? You can keep your panties on." Brenda responded with a sarcastic laugh, "Oh, wow. Great. You'll let me keep my panties on, huh?" Jason smiled and Brenda started smiling too. "I'll let you take a quick glance at my breasts, after which you will clean up the garage, wash both cars, and the mini van, straighten out the attic, and mow the lawn, and you've got a deal." She couldn't believe she was going to do this but she also wanted to get Jason to feel more comfortable around the female form and to not be so wound up and introverted around girls. They got into the car and headed for the mall.


Brenda wore a fairly long sundress and a matching button-up shirt. Jason kept glancing over at her and asking her to pull up her dress so he could look at her legs. Brenda refused silently, but Jason wouldn't back down. About twenty minutes into the ride, Brenda got tired of his incesant nagging and stopped at a light. She scooted back her seat so she would have more room and pulled her dress up over her thighs. She pulled it up until the dress reached her panty line and stopped there. Jason said, "Please leave your dress up like that. You have beautiful legs!" She saw no harm in it because he had already seen her legs by the pool and in her bikini. Jason's cock started to grow in his pants as he became aroused. They finally got to the mall parking lot and got out. First they stopped by the Baby Gap store to get some presents for Brenda's sister's newborn. They also got chinese on the way. As they browsed the stores, they came across a beautiful dress at a more classy place. Brenda was all about it and wanted to try it on. While the sales lady was getting a smaller size for her, she whispered to Jason, "What are you waiting for? Go into the ladies dressing room and wait for me at the last stall, so they don't see us go in there together. They'll think we're part of some sick cult or something if they see us. Jason got up and did as he was told. He went to the very last stall, which was also the biggest. There were women's clothes all over the place. His stepmom knocked quietly and he let her in. She started unbuttoning her shirt and quietly whispered under her breath, "You better do everything you said you would." She slowly took off her shirt and exposing a lacy, black bra, covering her perky breasts. She unbottoned her dress and let it drop to the floor. Jason could see her nipples through the black bra, but could not make out her bush. Jason boldly asked her, "? Do you shave?" "Of course. Every woman shaves." "No, silly, do you shave your vagina?" Brenda answered. "Since I'm already almost naked in front of you, I guess I can answer that question. Yes, I do shave, but not completely. Just enough so that the bush doesn't grow outside of the panties. Every woman who wears small panties like me shaves." "How do you do it? With a razor?" "It's none of your business how I do it. Now stop looking down there and look up at what we agreed on. " Brenda then slowly took her bra off, as her mature breasts fell out of it. She felt them with her hands. "There, see? No big deal. It's just a pair of breasts." "Wow! I've never seen breasts before. This is a pretty big deal to me." Brenda noticed his penis getting hard in his pants. “Could I feel them, too? Just for a second." "Okay, honey, but I'll hold your hand. I don't want this to get too inappropriate." She took his hand and put it on her right breast, massaging her breasts with his hand. "You okay, baby? Do you want to stop? You look a little pale." "No. I'm fine." Brenda was worried now. "That's enough, honey. You've done enough." She stood up, put her bra back on, and put the new dress on. She looked at herself in the mirror, liking what she saw. "I'm going to buy it." They went outside, paid for it, and started walking towards the car. "Brenda? Is there a certain way to kiss a girl, and when I'm kissing her, is it okay to feel her breasts during it?" "Most girls love to have their breasts played with while they're making out with a guy." "Did you like it when I felt your breasts in the dressing room?" "Well, honey, I can't get excited when my stepson touches me like that. I only did it to give you some experience. It has to be your dad that touches me like that for me to enjoy it sexually." "So, if you didn't enjoy it sexually when I touched you, there really isn't anything wrong if you teach me some more." "Yes, baby, but you're excited and that's what makes it wrong, you see?" "I'm not excited about you 'my stepmom,' I'm just excited about you 'the girl.' I mean, you're a girl and you just make me excited! It's only natural." "I don't know about the kissing thing, baby, but I'd hate to see you discouraged and mess it up the first time you kiss a girl, so I'll tell you what. If I'm going to teach you how to kiss, you will have to start doing some more work around the house. Homework is to be completed by 8 pm and only after you finish your work will I consider showing you anything, and me taking my panties off is absolutely out of the question, okay?" "Okay, . Thanks. Can I touch your breasts now?" Brenda gave it a thought for a second and realized it was dark out so nobody could see inside the car. She dimmed the lights and said, "Okay, sweetie, but be gentle and dont touch my arm. I'm trying to get us home in one piece."


Brenda put her right hand down and held the wheel with her left hand to give him easier access. "Brenda? Can you pull down your skirt too?" "Don't push your luck, sonny." Jason smiled and put his hand on her tummy. He didn't have experience with girls but he had tons of experience with watching porn and somewhat knew what kind of fondling was sexy. He rubbed her tummy and went down to her hip. Brenda: "That's too low. Get that hand back up." Jason slowly went over her panties and went back up to her left breast. He palmed it and started to rub it very slowly and sensually. Brenda put the radio on like nothing was going on. Meanwhile Jason went back down under her shirt and back up over her bra. He then grabbed her right breast and started looking for the nipple with his thumb and forefinger. He twisted it and pulled on it. "Brenda? Can I suck on them?" Brenda would usually say no but it was dark and nobody could see, so she agreed. "Just on the right one. That's the one you nursed on most when you were a kid." Jason put it in his mouth and started tonguing it. He sucked on her breast and kissed all around the nipple. She was starting to sweat and put her right hand on the back of his head and started running her fingers through his hair like she was combing it. Jason kept sucking and kissing her nipple. He then went over to her left one and licked it once. "No, sweetie. Stay on the right side. I'm still trying to drive, remember?" Jason knodded and went back to her right breast. He put his head up and started to kiss his mother's neck. Brenda knew it was enough and decided to put a stop to it. "That's enough, I didn't say you could kiss my neck, baby." "I'm sorry. I just wanted to see how that would feel." "It's okay, honey." While they were talking, Jason still had his palm on her breast. They pulled into the driveway and Brenda put her clothes back together and told Jason to straighten out. They came in and John was sitting at the table, eating dinner. "Hey, sweetie." Brenda walked over to him and gave him a kiss on the cheek."What's up, sport? What have you been up to today?" Brenda hurriedly answered for him, "Oh, not much. We just went to the mall and did some shopping." John got up and streched. "God, I'm tired, honey. Why don't you come to bed. I'll see you tomorrow, sport. Have a good time at college tomorrow." Brenda kissed Jason goodnight and said "Go to bed, baby. you've got college tomorrow."


at 7 am the next morning, Brenda burst into the room, waking Jason up. "Up you go, sleepy head! You've gotta go to college." In the car on the way to college, Jason turned to his mother and said, "Brenda? When are you gonna teach me how to kiss?" "Kissing is very intimate, kiddo. You've gotta give me some time to get ready for that." "Can we do a quick one before I get out of the car?" "We can't right now, baby. All the kids are going to see us." "Aww, come on. You can park right here before you get to the collegeyard and do a quick one." Brenda thought to herself, 'what good is it to me.' "What do I get out of this whole kissing game?" "Whatever you say. I'll do anything for that. Please, please?" "Okay, I got a good one for you. You're cleaning the pool this week. We're going to give the pool guy a week off." "Brenda? Do I get to feel your breasts during it?" "Sure, why not?" Brenda pulled around the corner and found a parking spot on a side street where kids weren't walking by. She shut the engine off and pulled her seat back. She leaned over Jason and pulled his seat back, too. "Okay, honey. Now lets try just a regular smooch on the lips." Jason leaned forward and closed his eyes. "No, silly. You have to keep your eyes open and look at me, like this." She leaned forward, looking him in the eyes, and planted her lips on his. Jason's penis was now fully engorged. She slightly parted her lips and licked his lower lip, sucking it for a half of a second, then backed off. "See? Now you can't be all shy like that. You've gotta relax if you want the girl to enjoy it. Now let's do a french kiss." She leaned forward, planting her lips on his and their tongues started twirling. Brenda liked to hum while she kissed. Jason's hands found their way to her breasts. He went under her dress and palmed her left breast as they continued their kiss. Jason's saliva was running down Brenda's chin and she backed off. "That's all you get for now, baby. Now go and try to concentrate in class today." Jason got out of the car with a raging hardon, not saying a word. In college, Jason couldn't get the kiss out of his mind.


After college, she came and picked him up. When Jason came in, she said, "I gave it some thought and I think it would be okay for you to see me with my panties off. There's nothing wrong as long as you don't touch me. Besides, what goes on inbetween a woman's legs should be something you're familiar with." "Wow! You're really going to let me see your pussy?" "Now, since you were born I never allowed that kind of language in my house, and I won't allow it in my car either, so watch your mouth. Yes, honey, but I'll only take my panties off. And you can't tell your father about this because he wouldn't understand." "Okay. Whatever you say, I'll do the dishes and the lawn and wash the cars. Whatever you want me to do, I'll do it." "Well, I appreciate the enthusiasm, honeym but this is for educational purposes. We're not making a bargain here." "Okay, but I'll help out more around the house anyway.


That afternoon they were both lying by the pool. Brenda had her new peach bikini on and a pair of heels she recently bought at the mall that looked perfect on her pretty little feet. As she lay there on her back, working on her tan, Jason looked at her body. He was very anxious and couldn't wait for his mother to take her panties off. Jason finally blurted out, "Can I see your breasts again?" Brenda responded "I wanted to work on my tan, anyway." She sat up and turned her back to her horny stepson. "Why don't you untie the knot on my neck again, please?" Jason did it slowly and before he untied it, he grabbed her right breast. Brenda took his hand off and told him to behave. Jason took her top off and threw it on the ground next to them. Brenda relaxed and laid back, enjoying the sun topless. She took the suntan lotion and started applying it onto her breasts, clueless as to what she was doing to Jason. She went on for what seemed like forever, until her breasts shimmered with lotion. Jason couldn't hold out any longer. "Can you take your panties off now?" Brenda replied, "Did you wash the dishes?" "Yes." "Did you mow the lawn earlier?" "Yes." Brenda stood up next to Jason with her heels still on and slowly started to pull her panties off. She pulled them halfway down to her knees. Jason was speechless. Her mound was completely shaved. Her pussy lips were tucked in and Jason couldn't get a good look at them. His mother towered over him in the nude, with her bra laying on the ground next to them, and her panties pulled down to her knees. Jason was dying for his stepmom to spread her legs for him. " Will you spread your legs so I can see in the middle, there?" "No, sweetie, I think you've seen enough for today." She pulled up her panties and laid back down on the chair, leaving her bra on the ground. "Brenda? Can I kiss you?" "Alright. Come here." She put her head up, supporting herself with her elbows, and let her long hair fall back. Jason knelt next to her and put his right hand on her tit. He brushed her hair off of her breast and Brenda smiled, saying, "You really love looking at my breasts, don't you?" They started kissing, which seemed to last long for both of them. Jason's hand wandered down her tummy close to her panties. Brenda took hold of his hand and angrily broke their kiss. "Jason, do you want me to stop this?" "No, I'm sorry, but I'm so interested in seeing between your legs and it's killing me." Brenda got up and put her bra on. "Touching me down there when my guard is down is no way to go about it." Jason put his head down as his mother walked away, pulling her panties over her exposed asscheeks.


The next morning in the car on their way to college, Jason was getting bolder and bolder. "Brenda? Didn't you say earlier that it didn't get you excited" "Yea, do we have to talk about this so early in the morning?" Brenda was wearing tight jeans, so she thought to herself, if she let him feel her, it wouldn't be that bad because she would barely feel it on her pussy. Jason kept asking her, "Brenda? Can I just touch your legs, please? It has nothing to do with your vagina." Brenda kept driving without answer. Jason's pleading continued throughout the ride until Brenda finally agreed. "Ill let you touch my inner thighs, but please be gentle and don't ask for anything more. Jason was now the happiest kid in the world. He put his hand on her right thigh and started caressing her. He immediately went up to her crotch and felt over her mound. She slid down the seat to give him more access. She didn't expect to feel anything through the thick denim but she definitely felt pressure on her pussy. Jason continued caressing her and thought of a different idea. He told his mother to pull over to the same old side street where they could have a little privacy. "Brenda? Since you won't let me see you down there, can I at least smell you? Brenda immediately responded without hesitation, "Absolutely not." Jason then said, "Brenda? If you let me do this, I won't ever ask anything else of you." Now she was finally getting somewhere. She could finally shut him up about all of this and decided on a new idea. "Now I won't let you go near me down there with your face, but I'll let you take my panties to college with you." Jason was dumbfounded. Brenda got out of the car and got into the back seat of the minivan. She closed the door and now nobody could see her through tinted windows. "Don't look at me!" She screamed at Jason. She slipped her panties off under her dress and tucked them in a backpocket of his bookbag. "There! Now you can smell them all day if you want, but don't lose them. Those are my favorite." Jason jumped out of the car happily and ran off. On the ride home after college Brenda tried to avoid the conversation about her panties and, instead, simply asked, "You have them?" "Yes." She was a little irritated at herself and the whole situation. "Give them back." He pulled them out of his bag and gave them to her. She threw them in the back seat. "So, how was college, honey? Find a girlfriend yet?" "Actually, there is this one cute girl that asked me to go skiing this weekend with her and her family." Brenda thought to herself, maybe all these lessons she'd been giving him helped a little bit.


Saturday came and went. Sunday morning, Jason was still at home. Brenda didn't want to comment on anything but she could tell he was hurting. Jason explained to his stepmom that the trip wasn't going to happen and refused to go into detail. Brenda was now bummed out as well. "Sweetie, your birthday is coming up. Is there anything I could get you to help you get over this?" Jason just sat there, saying nothing, with his head down. "Honey, there's gotta be something that could cheer you up." Still no answer. Brenda sat down next to him. "What if I let you see my vagina the way you wanted to earlier? I'll spread my legs so you can get a good look. How about that?" There was finally some kind of response. "Will you let me touch it too?" She had a skirt on that rode up to her knees and an apron over it because she was in the middle of cooking dinner. She finally spoke. "Fine, but we'll do it my way. I'll guide you through it and no funny stuff." The second she finished the sentence, her husband, John, walked in, threw his bag next to the couch, and sat at the dinner table. "So, what's all the chattering about tonight?" Brenda's heart was beating faster. She was hoping her husband didn't overhear their little conversation. "Oh, nothing, sweetie. We were just talking about some birthday presents for our young man, here." Jason smiled at his mother and she smiled right back. "How nice." After dinner, John turned on the TV and focused all of his attention on it. Brenda cleaned up the table and put the dishes away. Jason decided to get up and help her. When they went into the kitchen, Jason felt her breasts. Brenda was shocked he would do this with his father in the next room. She took his hand away and whispered in a half angry tone. "Stop that right now!" Jason wasn't convinced of her anger and grabbed her ass. Brenda was now really angry, which Jason noticed, so he stopped. In a way, she was happy that she finally got her stepson cheered up and that was all that mattered to her.


The rest of the week, Jason was checking out his mother every chance he got. He couldn't wait to unwrap his birthday present. His birthday party was no big deal; just close family and a few of his friends from college. They had a poolside barbecue that his father organized. It was quite a day. Jason was happy about all the presents he got, but couldn't get the one his stepmom promised him off his mind. The next morning, the pool area was a mess. It was going to be a long clean up session. John was upstairs, sleeping, while Jason and his stepmom were cleaning up all the pop cans and garbage. When they finished, Jason looked at his stepmom and asked her politely, " Can I unwrap my gift now?" "Not while your father is in the house." "Oh come on! You know dad's so asleep that nothing's going to wake him." Brenda knew that her husband was sound asleep, so she told Jason to wait for her in the basement while she went upstairs to put her robe and underwear on. Jason sat down on the couch. His palms were sweaty and he was shaking a little bit. His stepmom walked down the steps in heels and a bathrobe. Under the bathrobe, she had on only a bra and panties. Jason stood there, his jaw dropped. Brenda walked up to him and told him to relax. She undid her bathrobe and sat next to him, crossing one leg over the other. "Now, honey, you have to be gentle and, if you want to stop, just say so. I don't want this to get weird." Jason just knodded. Brenda leaned back against the couch, lifting her hips up, and pulled her panties down all the way off, putting them on the couch next to her. She put one leg over the other again and looked at Jason. "Are you sure you still want to see my vagina, honey?" "Yes. I'd really like to touch it too." "Okay, sweetie. One thing at a time." She was now sitting next to her stepson, naked from the waist down. Brenda uncrossed her legs and told Jason to lean over. "Give me your hand." Brenda guided his forefinger to her and lightly went over her slit with it. She leaned back a little bit to give Jason better access to her whole pussy. "See, honey? That's my butthole right there." Jason took his finger and felt over it. "It's okay, you can put your finger in my vagina, but remember: do it slowly." Jason took two of his fingers and started to push them in and out, slowly. He could feel her wetness. "Brenda! You're wet down there." "Well, honey, I'm only human. You're fingering me!" Jason kept it up and picked up the pace a little bit. "Brenda? Can you take your bra off?" Brenda unclasped her bra and let it fall to her thigh. Jason knelt in front of her, spread legs, and started fingering her faster. He stopped for a second, which surprised Brenda. "What's wrong, honey?" "Can I put my little finger in your ass?" "What have I told you about cursing in this house?! Nothing is going up my butt, understand? She stood up. "Pull your pants up and go wash up before breakfast." She walked over to the sink and put the towel in warm water, soaking it. Jason ran upstairs and waited for his stepmom at the kitchen table. John came down soon after. "What you been up to, kiddo?" "Not much, dad. Just cleaning up after last night." Her husband's kiss on her neck and slap on the ass freed her of her deep thoughts. Their 21 year old daughter, Amy, walked into the kitchen in her bikini. "Why don't you put on some clothes, honey? We're not at the beach." Amy wrapped herself in a towel and sat down to eat. "Who wants to go to the beach today," Brenda asked upon seeing her daughter's breakfast attire. Jason kept glancing at his stepsister's breasts. "Sure, I wanna go to the beach." John: "Awesome, Jas'! Why don't you go help your stepsister load the van." "Dad can we bring the umbrella?" "Yeah, that's a great idea. Put the second row seats down and put all the stuff behind my seat."


Forty five minutes later, Jason and Amy finished loading up the van. The second row seats were down and full of beach stuff. Towels, tanning lotions, a couple of tents, beach balls and an umbrella, that was completely blocking the rear left seat. The only seats left were the driver's seat, passenger's, and the rear right seat, which was now behind a mountain of blowup floats. Amy yelled, "I'm sittin up front!" Brenda: "Alright. Me and Jas' will sit in the back." John: "What are you two gonna do back there?" Brenda: "I'll just have Jason sit on my lap." They got into the van and took off. John looked into his mirror "You guys okay back there?" Brenda: "Yeah we're good." About 5 minutes into the ride, Brenda turned to Jason. "Honey, my right leg is asleep. You've gotten very heavy in the past few months." "Do you want to switch?" Brenda whispered: "Okay, but no funny stuff now. Your father can see us in the mirror." They switched and Brenda was now sitting in Jason's lap. His erection was at half-mast, but she could still feel it. Her knee-long skirt and low-cut shirt that covered her bikini top weren't helping much either. Jason tried to take his mind off of his stepmom's ass, so close to his crotch. John looked in the rear-view mirror at his wife. "Honey, did you bring my tanning lotion?" "Yeah, it's gotta be somewhere in this pile. "I wanna get a good tan today, so I'm not even gonna put any lotion on." Brenda could feel Jason's erection getting firmer and the pressure on her thigh was growing. "Well, you'll burn without lotion. Have you heard about the rise of skin cancer? At least put on SPF 15." "Okay. I'll do that." Jason whispered to his stepmom. "Dad can't see your breasts. Can I feel them?" Brenda shook her head 'no.' Jason wasn't convinced that she meant it, so he put his hands on her hips. She took her hands off the seat and put them on his, prying his hands off of her. "I can't believe I even considered that this morning. No more fondling, especially around your father." She whispered back at him. Jason's prick was now at it's hardest as the road got bumpier. He put his hands on her hips again. Brenda thought he was just trying to keep her balanced. He kept sliding his hands up and down her hips. She thought nothing of it and didn't protest. Jason's hard cock was right on her pussy. Brenda moved to the side as she became aware of her wetness. She couldn't believe she was getting wet. It was a while since she and John had had sex, so any friction easily caused her to get wet. She was so ashamed, she got up and scooted a little bit lower, trying to avoid her stepson's hard cock. she was about to slide off Jason's lap, so she leaned back onto her kid. Her juices were now soaking her panties. "This was a bad idea, Jason." Jasons hands moved higher up her sides. He reached her tits and squeezed each from the sides. "No, honey. Not now! I promise, I'll let you, later." "When?" "I don't know, when we get home." She didn't feel right, letting her stepson touch her breasts in this aroused state. Her belief was to let him learn and have fun but it would be wrong if she let him do it while she was aroused. The time flew by for Jason, but for Brenda it was the longest ride of her life. "Were here!" John yelled. Brenda got off of her stepson's lap, turned around, and whispered to him, "Stay in the car until you calm down a bit." she glanced at his penis, indicating that was what she meant. "Okay. I get it." "What's all the whispering in the back?" Amy asked her stepmom. Brenda ignored the question and Amy looked at the two of them with a smirk. They all grabbed the stuff from the van and headed for the beach. Amy had on a yellow bikini and high-heeled sandals. Brenda turned to her, "Sweetie? Don't you think that's a little inappropriate?" Amy responded, "I'm 21. I'm not a little kid anymore." "Fine, honey. If your father's fine with it, I'm fine with it too. They situated themselves on the beach. Amy lied on her belly right next to her stepmom. John opened up the newspaper and that was it for him. Jason went into the water. Amy turned to Brenda. "Will you put some lotion on my back and then I'll do you too? "Sure, sweetie. No problem. Brenda knelt down next to her daughter. She untied her top straps and let them fall to the side. "What are you doing?" Brenda: "It's okay, honey. You don't want tan lines, do you?" Jason was coming out of the water to a hot scene. His stepmom was putting lotion on his stepsister's back in a massaging motion. After she finished, Amy got up and did the same to her stepmom. Jason couldn't get enough of this. "Brenda? When are you gonna do what you promised?" Amy turned around. "What's he talkin' about?" Brenda: "Nothing, honey." "No seriously? What is it?" "I don't know. He wanted me to buy him something when we were walking by the beach stand over at the parking lot." Jason nagged on. "Awww. Come on! Are you done tanning?" Brenda: "No, I'm not, as a matter of fact. I told you to be patient. If you keep asking me, you won't get anything." John: "What does he want, Brenda? I'll buy it for him. What is it, ice cream?" Brenda: "No, honey. Don't worry. I'll take him. Come on, Jason. Let's go. Amy. Honey. Do you mind tying my bikini strap?" Amy responded in a very suspicious tone. "Sure." Brenda got up with an annoyed expression on her face. She grabbed Jason's hand and almost dragged him up the stairs. "What did I tell you?! I said, don't be silly and don't fool around. Your father picks up on alot of things. You'd be surprised." "I know, but you promised you would let me feel your boobs after the ride." "I said, when we get home.""Why can't we do it here, Brenda? There's a spot behind the parking lot in the woods. Nobody will see us." Brenda "What is it that you want to see, anyway?" "I don't know." Brenda: "I've already let you feel my breasts a couple of times. I even let you finger me.." Brenda realized she said that a little loud because there were some kids walking past them, so she lowered her tone. "I even let you finger me." "Brenda? I think there are condoms at that grocery store over there." Jason pointed to a deli. "So? What do you need condoms for?" Brenda responded with a grin. "You said you would let me have sex with you if I had condoms." "I never said that! What are you talking about? I didn't mean to imply that at all." "Well you sure fooled me." "Aww, I'm sorry, honey, but that wouldn't be right. What if the condom broke accidentally? What would we do then if I got pregnant with your baby? You didn't think about that one, did you?" Jason responded, "But that won't happen! I'll be very careful. If we do it on the way home in the car, you could sit on my lap and it wouldn't even be like we're having sex because the car ride alone would be creating friction and plus it would be a great learning experience for me." Brenda wasn't completely opposed to this idea. She remembered the car ride to the beach and even thought it might be fun. Plus she was still wet from the car ride to the beach. "You would be able to get an erection with your father 10 feet away in the driver's seat?" Jason was optimistic. "Of course. I think I'll have no problem with that." "Wow, I can't believe I'm gonna let you do this. Where is that store?" Jason was so happy, he jumped up and hugged his stepmom. She was smiling now, too. "Follow me." He lead her to the store where they bought some condoms. An hour later, they all finished packing up the van and climbed in the van. John looked in the mirror and saw that his wife was sitting on Jason's lap. "You're gonna suffocate him back there, Brenda." She responded, "No, honey. He'll be fine." Amy, you okay up front?" "Yeah. I'm good. I think I'm gonna get some sleep." That was the last of the conversation for a while. In the back of the van Jason finally managed to reach his condom's from his back pocket, but now he had another problem. He was completely limp. Brenda could feel the lack of a hardon and turned around. "What's wrong? Are you nervous? I knew you'd be nervous because your father can see us in the rearview mirror." "No. I'll be fine. I just need some stimulation." Brenda didn't want to do any more than she had to. "What can I do?" "I don't know. Use your imagination." Brenda stood up off his lap and pulled her panties and dress down all the way to her ankles. Her bare ass was sitting in Jason's lap. "Stand up again, so I can get my swimming trunks off." Jason whispered to his mother. Jason pulled them down and felt his stepmom's warm ass on his penis. She slowly started to grind her ass on his crotch and, sooner than she expected, she was getting a response. Jason reached around and cupped her breasts. She was now giving him a lap dance while smiling at John in the rearview mirror. Jason reached in between her legs and found her clitoris. He started rubbing it slowly and then picked up the speed. He could feel his stepmom's now hardened nipple with his left hand. Her pussy juices were now all over his fully erect cock. Brenda stood up a little to give Jason enough room to position himself and took hold of his cock, aiming it at her pussy. She was now very wet and worked up. She rubbed his cockhead up and down the length of her pussy lips teasing him. Jason took hold of her hips and pulled her down slamming his thickness all the way into her depths. She let out a quiet sigh which john heard. "You guys okay back there" Brenda immediately responded. "Yeah honey my foot fell asleep." Jason sat there with his mother impaled on his dick, both of them motionless. The forgotten condoms laid on the seat next to them, unopened. She sat up and then down again, a little surprised at the length of his cock. After a few seconds, she noticed John's attention was on the road. She did it again, but this time repeating it 3 times. Jason's cock was throbbing. Brenda turned around and whispered to him, "It's okay. Dad's watching the road now." She didn't want to wait for the car to hit bumps for her to enjoy it, so she took things in her own hands. She leaned back onto Jason and started bouncing on his cock. Her face was getting redder and sweatier. Jason held her hips and helped her bouncing motion. Quiet slaps echoed through the back of the van as their fucking continued. Jason was close to cumming and sad, "Brenda? I'm gonna cum!" "You can't cum yet! Slow down." She sat on his cock, motionless for 20 seconds, then started bouncing again. This time, Jason managed to hold his orgasm. Brenda sped up her bouncing and now they were fucking hard. She put her head down as her breathing quickened. She leaned on him again and grabbed his left hand, putting it on her left breast, grabbing the back of his head with her right hand. She whispered in between breaths, "Faster, honey. Don't finish yet." "I'm almost there." He kept fucking her hard. Brenda could feel her orgasm building up, so she quickened her grind. Just a few seconds later, she started cumming. Her jaw dropped and her body shivered. She put up the best effort not to squeal, and put a hand over her mouth. Her orgasm was losing steam now, but Jason kept fucking her. The cloth seat was drenched with the juices of mother and stepson. Jason wanted to make her cum again, so he reached inbetween her legs and started fingering her clitoris. Brenda was right back into it. She noticed that they were getting really close to home. "Jason sweetie, we're just down the street from our house." He snapped out of his trance and realized she was right. "Okay just a couple more pumps." Before he had the chance to finish saying that, he felt his orgasm building. He started shooting cum into his stepmom and, the second she felt it, it stimulated her G-spot, so she came on his cock again. Spurt after spurt, Jason filled his mother with hot semen. After about 30 seconds of cumming, the both of them were done, and breathing very heavily. Brenda got off Jason's cock and quickly pulled up her skirt and panties. Jason did the same. His stepmom's juices were all over his balls and pelvis. Brenda turned around and planted her lips on her 21 year old, saying "I hope you've learned enough because we can't repeat this again. And I had better not be pregnant, or you're grounded, mister." Jason responded with a shy, "Thanks." They both quietly got out of the van.


The next day, Jason woke up with a hardon. His stepsister, Amy, was still asleep in the bed across the room from him. He promised his stepmom he wouldn't tell anyone about their sexual episode in the back of the family van, but he was very close with his stepsister and usually told her everything. He glanced over at her and saw that she was sleeping in only her panties and a tank-top. He had always fantasized about Amy, but that was the only thing he never told her. He often masturbated in the family room while sniffing her dirty panties. The sound of him turning over in his bed and rustling the sheets woke his stepsister up. Amy glanced at him, which he noticed. She noticed he was smiling as he laid there, looking up at the celing. Jason was thinking of the smell of his mother's juices, which his penis was drenched in last night. Amy knew he was hiding something. "What are you smiling about, you little twerp," she said with a chuckle in her tone. "Hmmm, nothing," responded Jason. "Oh come on, what's the smile about? I know you wanna tell me something." "Yeah, but this is one thing I promised stepmom I wouldn't talk about." Amy was a little puzzled after he said, ."What do you mean, 'mom?' What happened? I promise, I won't tell!" Jason responded. "What do I get from you if I tell you?" Amy smiled. "I don't know. What did you have in mind?" "How about you show me your boobs?" Amy was kind of disgusted, but not utterly. "You pervert. Stop playing around and tell me what you and mom are hiding!" Jason was serious now. "Do you want me to tell you or not?" "Of course I want you to tell me." "Then flash your boobs at me. It's no big deal." Amy didn't say a thing for a few seconds. "Okay fine, but I'm just going to flash you." She pulled up her tank-top, exposing her young 21 year old breasts to her 18 year old brother. They were nice and firm; just the right size. Jason was drooling as he looked at his stepsister's naked breasts. "That's enough. Now tell me the big secret." Jason had to tell her because he had promised. "Okay, fine, but you're never gonna believe me." Amy was getting more excited by the minute. "Just blurt it out already!" "Okay, fine. Remember yesterday when I was asking to get me that thing?" "Yeah, what was the thing?" "Well, before we went to the beach, Brenda promised she would let me have sex with her, and on the way home, we went to a store, bought a condom, and Brenda let me fuck her in the back seat. That's why she was sitting on my lap!" "You can't be serious." "I swear on my life. I kept begging her and begging her to teach me about it, and that was the only way she could shut me up." "Oh. My. God! It totally makes sense! Believe it or not, I totally sensed something weird was going on." "Yeah. I'm no longer a virgin, and I lost my virginity to Brenda!" Amy was initially repulsed by the thought of her brother and mother fucking, but then started to find it interesting. Arousing, even. She couldn't believe she felt that way, but there it was. She kept asking questions. "It's illegal for people to have sex with a minor, let alone their kids. How long did you guys do it for?" "I don't know. Pretty much the entire ride home. She pulled her panties and skirt down and just sat on my dick. Then she bounced on it for the duration of the ride." "Oh my god, that slut! Did she enjoy it?" "I don't know. She seemed like she was enjoying it. Brenda even let me feel her tits while I was fucking her." Amy couldn't believe what she was hearing. She was ashamed, but it was definitely turning her on thinking about her mature stepmom, impaled on her stepson's cock. "Was she wet down there?" "Yeah. Her juices were dripping all over my dick and stomach. It was a total mess back there." Amy was naturally curious about her brother's penis size, considering he made their mature and experienced stepmom cum. "Can you show me your dick, Jas'?" Jason pulled his shorts down and his cock sprang out. It was rock hard and was moving to his heartbeat. Amy laid her eyes on his 6 inch hardness. She wasn't exactly impressed, but thought it was fairly decent-sized. "Wow. That's pretty good for your age. I bet Brenda wants some more of that right there," she said with a sarcastic giggle. Jason responded, "Oh, you think it's funny huh? She came twice, you know." "Oh, really? How could you tell? That was your first time." Jason was getting frustrated with his stepsister. "I don't know, exactly. All I know is, there was a lot of water everywhere. On the seat, on my balls, and stomach, so you laugh all you want." Amy responded. "Wow, that's pretty interesting. I wanna see Brenda's tits too." "Why would you want to see them? You've got a pair of your own." Amy responded, "I don't know. I think it would be kind of neat to see them." They continued their conversation until about 10:30, when their father interrupted them. "Come on kids. Brenda's got breakfast ready. let's eat." They looked at each other, winked, and followed their father down into the kitchen. Amy purposely didn't put on any shorts and went to the kitchen in only her panties and a tank-top. She noticed her father looking at her as she made her way down the stairs. "Okay. You're not a little girl any more, sweetie," her father told her. She jumped on top of him and threw her arms around his neck, and her legs around his waist, forcing him to carry her into the kitchen. "Just let me eat my breakfast and then I'll put some shorts on, daddy." They walked into the kitchen. Brenda looked at her daughter funny, smirking. Shortly thereafter, Jason walked in with jeans on. He was trying to conceal his hardon, but his stepsister sitting next to him in a tank-top and panties wasn't helping much. They finished breakfast quickly and John got up and said, "I'm gonna go read the paper by the pool. Can you make me some coffee, sweetie?" He turned to his wife and kissed her on the cheek. Brenda responded, "Oh sure, honey. You kids want some coffee?" Both of them nodded 'no.' Jason got up and said, "I'm gonna join dad by the pool." Brenda noticed, Amy was looking at her differently. As soon as John walked out of the kitchen, Brenda looked at her daughter. "Okay, what's the matter? Why are you looking at me like that?" Amy kept smiling, but didn't say anything. Brenda was still in her robe and only had panties on under it. She leaned against the counter and slurped her coffee with a smile while she looked at her daughter. Amy broke the silence. "Brenda. I know what you and Jason did yesterday and I have nothing against it, but I want some lessons too." Brenda didn't expect this at all. She put her coffee cup down and walked around the table to sit next to her daughter. "Did Jason tell you about us?"

"Yeah. It's no big deal. I promise I won't tell anyone, unless…" "Unless what?!" Amy kept going on, "I promise I won't tell, but only if you let me see and touch your breasts. I mean, come on, Brenda! It's only fair, after what Jason did to you!" Brenda couldn't believe what she had gotten herself into. She wasn't even thinking and blurted out, "I'm gonna kill that little brat!" "Don't blame him for everything. I noticed something was strange myself. I would have eventually found out." Brenda leaned back in her chair and undid her robe. Before she continued, she said, "you have to promise you won't tell daddy or this ends now." "I promise." She leaned over the table and kissed her mother on the cheek. Brenda pulled the robe partially away from her body, which was enough for Amy to see her breasts. She then took her daughter's hand and put it on her breast, feeling it over. Amy's mouth fell open as she kept feeling up her stepmom. Brenda grabbed the back of Amy's head and pulled it closer to her. "It's okay, honey. I know you want to," Brenda added. Amy planted her lips on her stepmom's nipple and took it in her mouth, suckling on it. Brenda thought it was a bit too loud, and scalded her. "Shhhhh, your father might come back to get his coffee." Brenda's tit was still in Amy's mouth, so she just hummed "mmmhmmm" and continued sucking on her mother. Amy was getting bolder and placed her right hand on her mother's left knee, and began a slow approach to her pussy. Brenda grabbed amy's hand and pushed it away. "Just this for now, okay, honey?" Amy knodded and took her lip off the nipple. She planted a short wet kiss on her stepmom's lips, but Brenda did not kiss her back. "Okay, that's enough, honey," she said as she stood up and tied her robe together. "Now I'm going shopping. I'll have to talk to you kids after your father leaves." Amy had been planning to go shopping all week. "Brenda? I need to go shopping, too." Jason burst into the kitchen. "Who's going shopping?" Brenda's plans for a peaceful afternoon of shopping were now ruined. She invited her kids along. "Fine. Let's all go shopping." Jason added "Brenda? you know I need a new formal suit for the college dance on friday." She just nodded and told them to hurry up and meet her in the van.


The ride to the mall was pretty quiet until Brenda broke the silence. "Okay, you two. I have to talk to you about something. Now Jason, I don't appreciate you spilling the beans about what we did." Jason tried to interrupt her, but she cut him off. "Let me finish! Your stepsister told me what you said to her and I'm not thrilled about it." Jason looked at his stepsister with an angry smirk. "Bitch!" he muttered under his breath. Amy stuck her tongue out at him. "I'm talking right now!" Brenda repeated herself. "Now, we have to keep this between the three of us. We can't let anyone else know. This is incest and I could go to jail for letting Jason, well, you know." Amy and Jason giggled quietly. "We won't tell anyone else, I promise," added amy as she looked at Jason for confirmation. "I won't tell anyone. The only reason I told Amy is because I tell her everything. Shes my sis and I love her." Brenda was proud of how close her kids were. "Well, it's not that bad, I guess. We're family, after all, and if you can't trust family, who can you trust? Now who needs what I'm buying today to seal our secret pact?" Jason said, "I just need the formal suit, but thanks for the offer." Amy needed all kinds of things. "I need everything, from shoes to panties." Brenda looked in the rearview mirror and smiled, "That's fine, honey. We'll get you what you need. Just don't forget our deal. And they drove on happily. Brenda was feeling more relaxed about her sexuality with her stepson.


As they walked through the mall, they stopped by almost every other store. Brenda bought Jason the new shoes he liked, and they stopped and got chinese. As they continued through the mall, they came across Victoria's Secret. Amy looked at her stepmom. "Can we just try on a few things? I promise, it wont take long." Brenda was in a hurry to get home but said, "No problem, sweetie." As they walked in, an attractive woman in her late 40's greeted them. "Hey guys. What can I do you for?" Brenda looked around at all the bras and panties and answered, "Well, my daughter needs some panties. She's been growing out of them lately. The sales lady responded, "Oh, no problem. Follow me, please." She took them to the back right corner of the store and started showing them some of the sexier panties and bras. Brenda looked at the sales lady and added, "This will do fine. By the way, where is your dressing room?" She pointed to the back right corner and walked away. Amy already had her eye on a few pairs. "Brenda? Look at these! I wanna try these on." Brenda rolled her eyes, taking the panties in her hands. "I can't believe how revealing these things are today." Jason could already picture his stepsister in them. "Brenda? I wanna try them on." Brenda grabbed two pairs of bras and said, "Let's go to the dressing room." Jason's cock was getting harder and harder trying to picture his stepmom in those bras. "Can I come too? I promise, I'll behave," he said with a sincere look. "Okay, fine, but you just sit there and don't say anything. They went to the last stall in the back of the dressing room and all three went inside.


Amy started to unbotton her jeans and Brenda took off her shirt, revealing a black, almost see-through bra. Jason sat there, half embarrassed about his hardon, which was getting worse by the second. Brenda looked at him and kind of felt sorry for the little guy. "Oh my god, look at him. His penis is hard already. I guess it's because of his age." Amy giggled, "Yeah, you okay there, buddy," she said in a sarcastic tone. Amy sounded sarcastic, but was getting turned on by the entire scene. She glanced over at her stepmom, who was unclasping her bra slowly, revealing her 40-some year old, but still quite perky, breasts. Jason was getting more and more uncomfortable and started fidgeting. His rock hard cock wanted to burst out of his pants. Brenda was now topless as her bra fell to the ground. She put on the new bra and glanced at herself in the mirror. "Wow, this looks pretty good on me, huh?" Amy was in her panties and started to slide them off. She kicked them to the side, next to her stepmom's bra, and put on the new black laced panties. She pulled up her shirt and revealed her tight stomach in the mirror. Both women were now half-naked, standing in front of Jason, who was sitting down on the side bench. Amy looked at her brother again and then looked at her stepmom. "Brenda?" Brenda recognized that tone and looked at her young daughter with concern. "What is it, sweetie?" Amy looked at her brother and then back at her stepmom. "You know that I'm a virgin, right?" Brenda was a little bit surprised. "Well, that's okay, honey. You can choose when to have sex, anyway. It's dangerous. There are all kinds of diseases out there these days, not to mention getting pregnant." Amy looked at her stepmom again. "What if you let me do it with Jason? He has no diseases. He's only done it with you." Brenda was a little weirded out, but didn't completely dismiss the idea. "I don't know about that. He's your stepbrother, for Christ's sake. I mean, it's wrong!" Amy saw that her stepmom wasn't completely against it. "But why not? You did it with him. It isn't fair," she said with an almost angry tone. Meanwhile, Jason just sat there speechless. He couldn't believe what was going on in front of his eyes. His stepsister was begging her stepmom to let her have sex with him. Her brother! Brenda kept on arguing with Amy. "Honey, you're a virgin. Do you know how much it hurts when you're a virgin?" "I don't care. I just wanna do it." Brenda added, "We don't have any condoms here." "That's okay. You'll be here to make sure nothing bad happens." Jason tried to get into the conversation. Brenda turned toward him and said angrily, "You sit there and be quiet." Jason put his head down. Brenda looked at her young daughter and now noticed she was braless, because her young nipples were poking through her tank-top. She sat to the right of Jason and patted the empty seat on her right. "Come sit down, sweetie." Amy sat next to her stepmom, still only in her panties and tank-top. "Okay, you guys can do it, but there are a couple of rules. First, Jason, you just sit there and don't touch your stepsister until I say you can." Jason nodded. "Okay." Brenda continued, "Second, when you have to cum, let us know so we can pull her off of you in time. Third, you have to be very quiet. The dressing room is quiet right now, but there are people coming and going all the time." Brenda turned to her daughter. "Honey, do you think you're wet enough for him to get in there without too much pain?" Amy was a little puzzled. "I don't know." Brenda responded "Okay, let me see." she took hold of her panties with her right hand and pulled the elastic open, glancing down at her daughter's young bush, which was nicely trimmed. She slipped her left hand down her tight stomach and found her slit. She felt over it with her fingers and inserted her middle finger into her daughter's tight virgin pussy. She pushed it in and out for a while. Amy's breathing started to quicken, her head rested on her stepmom's shoulder. Jason's jaw dropped. He kept drooling over the hot scene in front of him. Brenda decided that her daughter's pussy wasn't quite moist enough. "Honey, you aren't quite wet enough. It's gonna hurt a lot." Jason tapped his stepmom on the shoulder. "I got an idea. What if I lick her vagina to get it wet enough?" Brenda responded angrily, "No! You just sit there. I'll get her wet enough." Brenda got up and stood over her two kids, who were sitting on the bench. She still had her new bra on and her business skirt. She knelt in front of her daughter's legs and pushed them apart. "Scoot down a little bit, sweetie." Amy scooted down and got her pussy closer to her stepmom. Brenda grabbed her panties on the sides, said, "Lift your ass off the seat for a minute," and slid her panties completely off. She got down closer and kissed her clit. "Spread them a little, baby." She licked all over the length of her slit. Amy let out a loud sigh. "Shh quiet," said Brenda, and continued to lick her slit. She put her arms under Amys legs and lifted them up over her shoulders, then spread out her young pussy with her hands. Brenda planted her whole mouth on it and started sucking it. She went all the way down to her asshole and way back up to her slit as her licking and sucking intensified. She stuck her tongue deep into her daughter and sucked her juices for another minute or two. "Okay, you're ready now." Amy was a little bit dizzy from her stepmom's tongue as she helped her up. Jason's cock was already out and rock hard. Some precum was on the tip of his head, oozing down it's length. Amy put her leg over her brother and was about to impale herself on his hardness when Brenda stopped her. "One second. Before you do that, we gotta get his penis wet, too." She took her stepson's cock with her left hand and took the head in her mouth. Her tongue worked around his head and then she took his lengh all the way down, deep in her throat, and started bobbing her head up and down. Jason was in heaven. For the moment, his mother's mouth would suffice over his stepsister's pussy. He felt the familiar sensation; that tingling in his balls. "Brenda? If you keep at it, I'm going to cum in your mouth!" Brenda slowed her bobbing, pressed the tip of her tongue in his pisshole, and waited for a moment. Then she took her mouth off his cock and a loud pop echoed through the dressing room. "Okay, go ahead, but slowly." Amy positioned herself over her brother's cock, her back to him. Brenda took hold of Jason's rod and smeared his precum all over his stepsister's slit. Then she put her hands on Amy's hips and slowly pushed her down. "Ohhhh. It hurts." "It's okay baby, that's normal. Don't stop. Go all the way down." Amy sat on her brother's cock and let out a silent scream. "Shhhh," Brenda put her fingers on amy's mouth and helped her up again. Jason tried to grab Amy's tits but Brenda slapped his hands away. Amy finally started the up and down motion on her own as their fucking got wetter. Brenda put one hand on amy's tit and said "It's okay baby, just relax." Amy looked at her stepmom sexily as her brother continued fucking her. Brenda put a finger on Amy's clit, which put her over the edge. Amy exploded in an orgasm, which was the best feeling she ever felt in her young life. She was a squirter like her stepmom. The fucking came to a slow stop as Amy's knees were getting weaker and weaker. Brenda noticed Amy's knees were quivering as she helped her off Jason's cock. Amy looked at her stepmom and said without hesitating, "Brenda? You wanna go next?" Brenda was a little bit surprised. "I thought this was just about your virginity. I've already had sex with him, regrettably," she said as she smirked at her stepson. "Come on. it'll be quick. I doubt he can last much longer than 30 seconds, right buddy?" Amy said as she looked at her brother. "How much longer can you last, Jas'?" Brenda looked at him. "I don't know. She's probably right; about a minute more, maybe." Brenda sighed loudly, as if she were doing Jason some big favor. "Jesus, I can't believe I'm about to do this!" She pulled her skirt up and slipped her panties off. Amy threw the panties on the floor. Brenda kept her bra and skirt on because she felt ashamed of being naked in front of her kids. She threw one leg over Jason and straddled him, impaling herself on his cock. "Ohhh." She was surprised at how much bigger it felt this time around. Jason was smiling as he looked at his stepmom. "Wipe that smile off your face," Brenda quietly scalded him. "This better be over quick." She started bouncing up and down on his cock, relying on her feet for balance and support. Brenda positioned herself so his cock was rubbing her clit, and almost started a slow grind. "You guys okay in here?" The voice of the sales lady came from the entrance end of the dressing room. Brenda stopped her motion and just sat there on her stepson's cock. "We're just fine." Brenda answered. The sales lady spoke again. "If you guys need anything, just let me know. I can help you decide what looks right and what doesn't." Brenda was worried about the sales lady coming closer and told her daughter to leave the stall and talk to her for a minute. Amy put her panties back on and walked into the hallway. "How do you like these panties?" The sales lady was surprised to see the young 21 year old. "Oh, they look great on you, honey! Have you tried any bras to match?" Their conversation continued as Brenda sat on her stepson, motionless. She looked down at him and saw that he was almost done. She began a slow, but quiet grind on his cock. "Shhh," she urged him not to make any noise. Jason put his hands on her hips and helped the fucking motion. The voices of her daughter and the sales lady in the hall were drowning out the wet fucking, which was picking up in pace. "Okay, thanks," Amy said to the sales lady as she walked away and went back into the dressing room. "Amy, he's never gonna cum from this position. I gotta get down on the floor." Brenda got up off her stepson's cock, which sprang up and hit him in the stomach, and positioned herself on the floor. She pulled her skirt all the way up and spread her legs. Jason rubbed his cock over her slit and asshole, which annoyed Brenda, so she reached over and pulled his cock towards her pussy, inserting it all the way in. Jason started to fuck her fast now, their pelvises slapping against each other violently. Amy was getting more and more turned on and she bravely reached around for her mother's ass, finding her asshole. Brenda gently took her hand and pulled it away. A few seconds later, Amy grew bold again and tried the same thing. She found her mother's asshole and inserted her middle finger, looking at her. She could tell she was feeling it, so she went deeper. Soon, Brenda's juices were flowing down to her asshole, which made Amy's finger fucking smoother. She inserted another finger, after which Brenda let out a loud sigh. "Shhh Brenda," Amy beckoned, and continued fucking her ass with two fingers. Jason's thrusts became more erratic and quickened. Brenda noticed this and tried to say, inbetween breaths, "You... better pull out in... time." Jason just knodded and kept fucking. Suddenly, the stall door next to them opened violently and hit their stall wall, startling them and causing Brenda to freeze again, pushing herself back on Jason's cock and pinning him against the opposite wall. She could feel him throbbing, deep inside of her. A woman's voice called out, as if to no one in particular, "Oh, terribly sorry!" Brenda listened carefully to the music coming from the woman's earbuds and was certain that she couldn't here them at all. Still, it frustrated her immensely. She wanted so badly to cum and now she'd have to do it with an audience. The thrill of being caught only encourged Jason, who started fucking his mother with a newfound fervor. "Oh, I'm gonna cum!" He whispered loudly. "Not yet, Jason! I need it. Don't cum yet!" She wrapped her arms around his pelvis, trying to slow him down, but he was unstoppable. "Brenda?" Jason questioned her intentions, still pounding her like it was his first time. "Oh, Jason. It feels so good," was all she could manage, trailing off in extasy. Jason came deep inside Brenda, spewing rope after rope of cum beads inside of her. Brenda just laid there, unsatisfied and embittered. She stood up, not realizing how much cum her young stepson had just deposited. Familial seed ran down her wanting pussy, staining her skirt. Brenda got up and walked over to her purse, where she had some napkins. She wiped her pussy over and over trying to get his come out, then she did the same with her skirt, but it was useless. "Oh god. Now I have to buy this," she added. Amy got up and put her jeans back on while her stepmom took the new bra off and put her old bra and shirt on. Jason just sat on the floor, naked and exausted from fucking the two women. Brenda never came, but she was impressed at how he made his stepsister cum and almost got her off again. Brenda grabbed Jason's hand and helped him up. "Come on baby, get dressed." They somehow put him back together and walked out of the dressing room. Brenda handed her new bra to the sales lady at the register and noticed the sales lady had a smile on her face. They grabbed all the rest of their bags and headed home. As they walked through the mall, Brenda felt very uncomfortable. She didn't cum and some of her juices were oozing down her thighs. Amy noticed something was wrong with her stepmom and she gave Jason a look. Jason made a gesture like he didn't know what was wrong with her. "Brenda? Are you alright?" Amy asked Brenda. "Yeah, honey. I'm just fine...why do you ask?" Jason got into the conversation. "You didn't cum, did you?" Brenda turned around and told him to keep his voice down. "For your information, I did not. But it's okay, Jas'. I know it's hard to handle two of us, but you did just fine, honey." She hugged her stepson as they walked out into the parking lot. "Brenda? I can go again, if you want me to." "Yeah, I'm okay with that. I'll drive us home and you guys can go in the back and finish your business, if you want." Brenda really needed to cum because she couldn't think straight so worked up. "Okay. We'll put the seats down on the floor and you can drive." They got in the van and threw all the bags in the trunk area. Then, Jason flattened all the seats, which were designed to go into the floor. Brenda laid on the floor and Jason got on top of her. He put his face close to his stepmom's and started to kiss her neck. Brenda took hold of his face and planted a wet kiss on his lips. She was so horny, she lost all control. Jason slid out of his jeans and underwear, pulling his t-shirt off as Brenda took her skirt off and removed her panties, one leg at a time. Laying on the car's carpet irritated her bra clasp, so she took that off too. The two were entirely naked. Amy adjusted the rearview mirror so she could see the action. Brenda's jaw dropped as her stepson entered her again. He felt like a hot knife slicing through butter. Jason flexed his penis a few times inside of her, really working Brenda up. She met her daughter's eyes in the rearview mirror and felt ashamed, but she was too aroused now to let that get in the way of her orgasm. Brenda was surprised by how hard he got in such a short time. Jason started to fuck her as the van rocked with the motion. Brenda's pussy was already very sensitive from the earlier fuck and she was about to cum. No more than two minutes into it, she started to cum on her stepson's cock. "Oh god, I'm cumming." She said quietly. Her sqirt splashed all over Jason's stomach. The orgasm went through her like an earthquake and her chin quivered. Suddenly, the guilt washed over her. She pulled herself up and pushed her stepson gently off of her. "But I'm not done!" She looked at her stepson. "I'm sorry, honey. This is just so wrong. I'm sorry, Amy. This was wrong of me!" She suddenly felt like a worthless mother. The episode in the dressing room could have gotten her young daughter pregnant, in fact both mother and daughter could be pregnant right now, for all she knew. Amy pulled the car over. "Then you drive. I'm going to finish what you started." "No, honey! You can't! It's just as wrong for you to do it as it is me," Brenda pleaded. "I don't think you're in a position to argue with me," Amy reminded her mother. Brenda wiped herself off, put her clothes back on, and switched places with Amy, who was out of her clothes in the blink of an eye. "Hey, brother. Are you ready for me?" Jason could only stare at her breasts. He wasn't sure how this could have happened, but he wasn't going to fight it. She laid down on her back and guided Jason into her. Jason grabbed onto the seat in front of him for support, causing his mother to feel his thrusts through her headrest. Annoyed, Brenda chimed in, "Are you two finished yet? We're nearly home!" "Oh God, it feels so good." Amy's voice faded as she shuddered, about to climax. "I know, honey. But it's so wrong." Suddenly, Jason's thrusts became erractic, his thrusts faster, but less controlled. Brenda recognized what was happening and tried to stop it, but it was too late. Jason yelled out, "Jesus! I'm cumming, sis'. I'm cumming so hard!," and blew his load entirely in his older stepsister. "Don't stop, Jason. I'm about to cum, too!" "I'll try, sis'." Jason fucked her past his threshold, trying to please his stepsister the way she had him. "Oh yes, Jason. That's it. I'm cumming, too!" Amy's fluids drenched Jason's pubic hair, her thighs, and everything around her, cleaning her out. "We're in the driveway, kids. Please, put your clothes back on." They dressed eachother and exited the van, which smelled of damp sex now. Brenda's love of her children and trying to be a good stepmom and competing for her kid's love with her husband; it all clouded her thinking and judgement. She wasn't sure what to do, now that her kids weren't interested in stopping this. 


Mom's college teasing

I dropped the heavy brass knocker on the thick oak door and listened to its dull thud reverberate in the silence of the cold, dark night. A minute later a soft glow lit up the hallway and I saw the silhouette of a man walk towards the door. I did not know why my heart was pounding the way it was. I wasn't in a habit of asking my big brother for help, but after all, that’s what family is for, right?


My brother was a little surprised, but pleased to see me and immediately asked me to come inside and out of the cold. He took my coat and walked me to the living room, or library, as he called it. We sat down by the fire and he poured us both a nice glass of brandy. I quickly took a big swig of the burning liquid, hoping it would help me find the words for what I was about to ask. My brother just looked at me, holding the glass in his hands and warming the brandy. I suddenly felt ashamed of how I almost emptied the glass in one gulp. Knowing my big brother, it was probably a very old and expensive bottle.
“It’s nice Ken... The brandy, I mean. And the fire” I babbled.
“Yes it is” he answered, swirling the golden brown fluid in the round glass. “It was a personal gift from the head of the institute in Bordeaux. It’s almost a hundred years old”
I nearly chocked. My brother wasn’t a wealthy man, preferring knowledge over possession, but what little he owned was nothing but the highest quality. I promised myself to fully enjoy the next sip and make sure he’d see it.
“Now, what is it you wanted to see me for? I mean, you’re always welcome and I do enjoy your company, but there is something that’s troubling you, and judging from the way you’re guzzling this very fine cognac, you really need to get it off your chest”
“I’m sorry... but you’re right, there is something. I know you’re buried with work already, with your book, lectures and research projects, but could you… can you help Jeff in college? Maybe tutor him?” I asked my brother.


Instead of directly answering my question, Ken got out of his club chair and stepped towards the fireplace. He tossed another log on the fire, used the poker to precisely arrange the wood and put the metal spark guard back in place. Without saying a single word he strode back to his chair and sat down again. Only then did he respond to my request.


“I could do that, but Jeff really doesn’t need any tutoring. He is a very bright boy” he said. It wasn’t exactly the answer I had been hoping for.
“I know he is, but if he doesn’t improve his scores he’ll have to repeat a semester”
Again my brother was silent for a while and just watched the wood being attacked by the flames.
“That once nearly happened to me too” he finally said.
“It did? But you had nothing but A’s” I exclaimed, surprised by Ken’s confession.
“Not always...” he said and took a small sip from his glass “When I was about Jeff’s age, there was a time that my grades were really poor and I almost did not make it. I only became an honor student because of our step-mom’s.. er.. motivational techniques”


I was really dumbfounded. In my memory my older brother was nothing but a genius, the smartest boy in college. He graduated with the best scores of his class and as a result he received offers from several prestigious universities. How could he almost have flunked, and what had our step-mother done to prevent it?
My beloved step-mother was in a home now, with a severe case of Alzheimer’s. The last time we visited she just sat in her chair and didn’t even recognize us. Whatever it was she did for my brother, she couldn’t help my step-son. I would have to do it myself.


“So what is it that step-mom did to turn you into the straight-A student I remember?”
My brother looked me straight in the eye and I could see he was very serious and a little reluctant. When he finally spoke, he didn’t tell right away, but asked another question in return
“Are you sure you want to know?”


An hour later I was back in my car, driving through snowy landscapes. I had taken the long way home and let my brother’s words replay in my mind in as the trees and houses passed by. My mind was whirling and my heart was pounding as millions of questions rolled in my head. Kenneth’s question if I was sure I wanted to know was echoing in my ears. Yes, I had wanted to know, but now that I knew, I could not believe it.


“You recall how step-mom was a bit of a ‘free spirit’, a typical child of the sixties?” my brother began his story.
“A hippie?”
“If you want to call her that, yes”
Although step-mom never talked much about the past, we both knew of her wild days, before she settled down, and married our father. Our step-mother had been part of a group of idealistic people who founded a community where private property was banned. Everything would be shared freely; food, clothes, housing, everything. There were all kinds of drugs and free love was everywhere. Although she had to give up most of those ideals when she grew older, she was definitely the coolest step-mom in town.


“What about it?” I asked.
“Well, she reckoned there is only one thing that could motivate a teenaged boy to study”
He paused a minute, as if he was waiting for me to give an answer. I was a total blank, however.
“Come on, don’t act so innocent” he said, smiling mischievously.
“S..Sex?” I stammered.
He nodded at me as if I was one of his students who just answered correctly.
“Our step-mom took you to a hooker if you passed?” I asked surprised.
“Not quite.” he said, pausing again. “Here, let me refill your glass”


I knew I needed it and nodded as I sat down and mentally braced myself for what was about to come. Kenneth filled my glass and his own, put the stopper back on the bottle and sat down too.
“So one night, step-mom came to my room and said she needed to talk. She sat down on my bed and that’s when she told me about this A-B-C reward plan…”


It was an unusual plan to say the least, radical and dangerous. But I knew I had to do something, even if it was insane. There was no doubt about it; what our step-mom had done had proved to be very effective and if I wanted Jeff to pass this year I had to at least consider it.
I had a really hard time deciding what to do. If I did nothing, Jeff would fail for sure, but every time I was about to decide to go through with the plan, a little voice inside me kept reminding me it was more likely it would scar my step-son for life than improve his grade. On the other hand, it obviously hadn’t traumatized Ken; he wouldn’t have brought it up if it had.


Oh, what should I do?


Snow began to fall again and as I carefully steered my car through an immaculate white world, I once more ran all the other options in my head. I came to the conclusion that there was really no feasible alternative. I was short on money already, and barring bribing the teachers or hiring a full-time and very expensive tutor, I had tried absolutely everything a mother could think of. Everything but this.


Before I could go through with the plan, I also had to ask myself if I was able do it. Could I use sex to motivate Jeff? Could I seduce my own step-son and do all those things to him? I had to be honest.
It was hard to admit, but more than once I had felt a decidedly inappropriate attraction to Jeff. I knew he was my step-son, but he’s also a very handsome young man. Looking at him, I recognized the things that made me fall for his father all those years ago. Giving in to that would not be too hard, now that I had a legitimate reason.


Yes, I was going to do it.
Maybe.


A few weeks later, I was sitting at the kitchen table, waiting. I had had plenty of time to make my decision, balancing the pros and cons and changing my mind almost every day. In front of me was Jeff’s latest report card and there wasn't a single good mark in it. There was no way he’d pass with these grades, but even now, I was still very indecisive. There was no time to crawl back, as I could hear Jeff walk down the stairs.
As he walked into the kitchen, I finally decided to go through with the plan.


“Sit down” I said, trying to sound stern, but not so much it would frighten him.
I could see his eyes go from me to the report card, to me again, then to the vacant chair and the kitchen door before he sat down without saying anything. He knew what this was about and knew better than to protest.


“I've tried helping you, I've tried coaching you, even punishing you. You’ve switched colleges and you’ve changed majors. I know you’re smarter than this and you and I are going to prove that.”
Jeff shook his shoulders and nodded indifferently.
“There is something I want to try, one last thing. Are you interested?”
I unbuttoned the top buttons of my blouse. Jeff’s eyes immediate shot down and feasted on the cleavage I was showing. Oh yes, he was interested alright.


“On your next report card…” I started, and then paused to take a deep breath. “If you get a C, you’ll get to ‘See’ me naked”
His eyes opened wide.
“If you get a B, I will give you a Blowjob”
His jaw fell open.
“And if you get an A, we will go All the way”
He looked as if he could not believe his ears and it took quite a few step-moments for him to take in my proposition. I couldn’t see what was happening under the table, but I bet there was a huge lump growing in his pants if. Then I saw a twinkle in his eye and a sheepish grin formed on his lips.
“What are you thinking?” I asked.
“I was just wondering… What do I get for an F?” he said, while he held up a recent geography test.


It was a relief Jeff was able to crack a joke at a time like this; my proposition had not freaked him out too much. However, it was not time for a reward yet.
“An F means... you can go Fuck yourself” I chuckled while I buttoned up my blouse again, leaving one undone as a reminder of what could be his.
Jeff knew I was serious and knew better than to push his joke any further.
I patted his knee and said “Now, why don’t you get upstairs and get started with your homework, and I’ll make us a nice dinner.”


Throughout dinner and all evening I kept teasing him, jutting out my breast and wetting my lips. As he got up after the meal I could see he had a hard time trying to hide the swelling that had formed in his pants. It must have driven him mad, knowing I was there for him, ready and willing, just one good grade away. Finally the frustration got the best of him and he disappeared into his room. Hopefully to study, but probably just to beat his meat.


But, as I continued to tease the hell out of him over the next weeks, his grades slowly began to improve. F’s started to become D’s and in return I started to dress slutty for him. Sure enough, when the report cards were handed out, there wasn’t a single F on it. In fact, as Jeff pointed out, there were even a couple of C’s


It was time for me to hold on to my end of the bargain. It was a moment I had dreaded before, but over the last weeks had accepted and had even come to look forward to. I was never a slouch before, but an intensified workout program and a recent visit to the beauty salon meant I would probably look hotter than most of the girls at his college.
“Three C’s” I said proud. “So, would you like to ‘see’ me too?”
He nodded. “Yes please”
“Now?”
He nodded again.
I pushed back the chair so his view was not blocked by the table.
“You deserved it and I am so proud of you. I hope you enjoy the show” I said as I started to unbutton my blouse.
I had already seen some of his test results, so I knew there was a very real possibility that his grades would be high enough for me to reward him. In anticipation of undressing for my step-son I had put on some extra sexy lingerie. I knew he appreciated it, as I could hear Jeff gasp when I unveiled my firm breasts, clad in a black lace bra through which most of my hard pink nipples were visible. I let the blouse slide from my shoulders and fall on the kitchen floor.


Next to go were my jeans. I stood up and began to open the fly. Like my blouse, I slowly unbuttoned it one button at a time, bit by bit exposing the surprise I had on underneath. I had put on a black thong that left very little to the imagination. Pieces of string held up a tiny triangle of sheer material that did almost nothing to hide the hairless mound and top of my pussy.
I turned away from him as I peeled the denim off my hips and exposed my round ass. I bent over a little as I dropped the pants, giving him a tantalizing preview of all the goodies I would bare for him later. If the thong had been any other color but black, he would have seen a large dark spot where my wetness had soaked the fabric.
As the jeans slid down, they uncovered another surprise for him, my expensive black silk and lace stockings. I stepped out of the pants and slowly turned around, moving sensuously while showing off my well-toned body.


Teasingly slow I eased the straps from my shoulders and unfastened the front clasp of my sexy bra. Jeff was looking closely and was almost drooling as I pulled the cups away and exposed my breasts. They weren’t big breasts, but years of daily pushups and lifting weights meant they sagged only a little and stood round and firm.
The next item to remove was the little black thong. I hooked my thumbs behind the pieces of string and pushed them down over my hip. My heart was racing as I bared my pussy for my step-son. It was neatly waxed and ready for action; wet and swollen from arousal.
My step-son had forgotten all modesty and was openly ogling my almost naked body. Once more I turned around, dancing slow and proudly swaying my bare ass.


For the final part of my striptease, I sat down on the chair again. I lifted one leg high in the air and rolled down my stockings. I sat at a slight angle from my step-son, so my other leg was still blocking his view of my sex. I felt the coolness of the air on the moist lips of my naked pussy. I hadn’t been this aroused for years and I knew my step-son would be able to see it too. I bend my knee and pulled the silk stockings off my feet. With one kick of my foot it flew through the air and landed in front of Jeff.
Only one last piece of clothing remained. I lifted my other leg, the one closest to him, and started to peel off that stocking in the same teasing fashion. The big difference was that this time my pussy was spread open and in full view.


Suddenly I heard Jeff grunt a husky groan and a dark spot formed in his pants. Embarrassed by his body’s reaction he quickly excused himself and ran off to his room.
I couldn’t help but feel a little proud; I had just made my step-son cum in his pants! My plan was working better than I could have hoped.


It was almost half an hour later when he came back and I was in the kitchen, cooking dinner. Wearing nothing but high heels and a tiny black apron I gestured for him to sit down. I could feel his eyes burning on my ass as he tried to make small talk while I cooked. It was absurd how often I dropped a spoon or a knife and had to bend over to pick it up.


It was like there was something wrong with the cutlery that night, because during dinner it was Jeff’s knife and fork that ended on the ground repeatedly. Three times my step-son disappeared under the table to retrieve an item of silverware and every time I made sure I was sitting with my legs spread and fully exposed for him. We both knew what was going on and it was a game we both enjoyed.


Even though we spend more time teasing than eating, dinner was finished all too soon. As Jeff got up and started to make his way out of the kitchen, I quickly got behind him. He froze as he felt my naked body so close to him.
“Be sweet and put the dishes in the washer, while I go in the living room” I whispered in his ear while I let my erect nipples graze his arm. With barely any blood flowing to his brain, he was unable to resist my request.
“Sure, no problem” he murmured and actually started to clear the table.
I smiled at my newfound powers and walked into the living room where I lay down on the couch. Ten minutes later, Jeff also came in the living room.


I was still naked and lay stretched out on the couch while I watched TV. It was a comfortable pose that would also be enticing for my step-son to look at. Jeff stood still for a step-moment and looked at me before he sat down. I noticed he had not chosen his usual seat in front of the TV, but sat down opposite to me instead. Earlier he had changed his soiled jeans for a track suit and I could see his cock was already hard again and nicely pushing out the front of his pants. He no longer made any effort to hide his arousal, just like I shamelessly displayed my swollen, moist pussy.


As night fell, I told Jeff it was time to go to bed. He obeyed and when I kissed him goodnight, I grabbed his waist and pulled him firmly against me. My bare breasts pressed against his chest and by rotating my pelvis, I teasingly rubbed my pussy against his crotch. He groaned softly and I felt his penis pulsate as he ejaculated in his pants for a second time.
“Sweet dreams, my love” I whispered as I kissed him on his lips.


As Jeff climbed the stairs, I noticed he had left a small wet spot on my pubic mound. I wiped it up with my finger and felt the slipperiness of Jeff’s sperm that had seeped through the fabric of his pants. Acting on impulse, I lifted my finger to my mouth and tasted my step-son’s semen. It was only a tiny amount, but his juice tasted delightful and I couldn’t wait to sample more of it, right from the source.


So far my technique seemed to work beautifully. A few weeks had passed since he had earned the privilege of seeing me naked and his grades were still improving. He was a good boy and I decided he deserved something special tonight. I would give him a little taste of what was waiting for him if he continued his studies.


All right, I’m lying. I was horny. Exposing myself to my step-son had me crawling up the walls with arousal. My libido had skyrocketed and I was masturbating on a daily basis. Right now, my pussy was screaming for attention.


I lay naked on the couch, watching TV. I knew my step-son was looking at me, as he always was. My hand, which had been resting on my stomach slid down, over my smooth mound and between my slightly parted legs. Jeff’s eyes became big as saucers as he watched me casually rub my pussy. I smiled at him, acknowledging his gaze and circled my finger over my clit. I knew I was horny, but I was surprised at how hot and wet my pussy was.
Playing with my pussy felt really good and having Jeff watch me was an added bonus. I raised my knees and spread my legs, making sure my step-son could see everything I did. With two fingers I pulled my lips apart and showed him the bright pinkness inside. With my other hand I ran a finger from my swollen clit to my moist opening and dipped it inside.


Jeff was getting horny too. It was normal for him to have a hard-on as he watched me, but usually he’d try to keep his modesty and cover his erection up for me. Maybe it was because he didn’t care anymore or maybe it was because he was too excited, but he made no attempt to hide the tent in his pants.
I added a second finger, moving it in and out with the other one while my thumb rubbed my clit. If Jeff had not seen how wet I was before, the noises my fingers made would have told him by now.
A soft moan escaped from my lips. God this felt good.


Jeff was now rubbing his bulge as he watched me masturbate. I wanted to see him too.
“Show it to me” I said “I want to see your cock”
Without hesitating, Jeff opened his pants and pulled out his cock. It was the first time I saw his cock since I had bathed him as a child. Of course I had seen and felt the bulge in his pants and I had imagined what it would look like, but as I saw it in real life, I was stunned by its erotic beauty. It was bigger than I had thought it would be, easily as big as his father’s. It was thick and veined and with a plump pink head that I knew would feel delightfully plunging in my pussy. I really had to restrain myself from calling him over and let him ravish me with that wonderful tool.


I let out another moan as my step-son’s cock throbbed and a big clear drop of precum slowly oozed down the shaft.
“Stroke it for me” I whispered.
His hand closed around his shaft and he started moving it up and down. How I wanted to be that fist, wrapped around his big, juicy cock and feel it stretch my neglected pussy, to fuck me for hours and fill me up with thick incestuous seed.
Fucking myself with two fingers, I matched my movements to Jeff’s. It wasn’t long before his panting turned into gasping and his body tensed up.


“Are you going to cum Jeff?” I asked with a husky voice as I too was about to climax like I’d never climaxed before.
Even before my step-son could answer, the first jet of sperm erupted from his cock and splattered on his chest, followed by several more thick jets. I rubbed my clit even harder and as the last streams of Jeff’s sperm cascaded down his fingers, my muscles contracted and pure bliss filled my body.


It took a few minutes before I came down from my orgasmic high. As I opened my eyes, I saw Jeff was still watching me. I couldn’t suppress a little giggle when I saw the look of lustful satisfaction in his eyes. There was no doubt he had enjoyed it every bit as much as I had, and we both knew it was only going to get better.
“It’s late, I’m beat, and I’m going to bed” I said and got up. As I walked past my step-son, I took his hand and kissed his slimy fingers. The taste of his sperm was overwhelming.
“Sweet dreams” I whispered and walked out the living room.


At the end of that college year, his marks had improved enough for him to have a reasonable chance of making it to graduation. We were both overjoyed when his tutor called us and told us they were impressed with the progress he made, and agreed to let him pass. But the real surprise came later that week when I came home from work and found Jeff waiting for me. He was very excited when he showed me his report card and pointed out the ‘B’ he had scored for history.
“Look” he said excited.
My heart skipped a beat and I swear my mouth began to water when I saw that letter. I had not expected Jeff to score a B this fast. It was not unwelcome, as I had been aching to make this next step and finally taste my step-son’s cock. I don’t know who wanted this to happen more, him or me.


“I guess you know what this means?” I asked seductively.
“Yes” he said. ”You have to… suck my…” he said softly, embarrassed to say it. I thought it was sweet.
“Say it, tell me what you want me to do” I urged him.
“Will you… suck my co...” he whispered.
“There’s no need to be shy about it. I just want to hear it”
“Suck my cock, I want you to suck my cock” he said in a high voice, cheeks all red.
“Yes, I’d love to suck your cock” I said and gave him a kiss. “But not yet”
I saw a look of utter disappointment creep over his face.
“Don’t worry honey; I won’t back out. Tonight, after dinner we will have all the time in the world”
the disappointment disappeared and was replaced by a look of relief.
“Do you want me to undress first?”
“No, just start cooking”
I chuckled and quickly unpacked the bags.


Dinner was exceptionally rushed that night. Jeff had emptied his plate in no time at all and I wasn't long behind him. Uncharacteristically, neither of us had any appetite left for dessert. Jeff even offered me to help with the dishes and together we were finished in less than a minute.


I turned on the dishwasher and looked up to see Jeff looking at me, waiting.
“What is it?” I asked innocently
“Now?”
“You’re right, you deserved it. But why don’t you take a shower first?”
He obeyed, albeit a bit reluctant, and ran upstairs and turned on the shower. As he was washing himself, I walked to the bathroom too. I undressed quickly, and stepped naked under the shower with my step-son.
Jeff was a bit surprised when he felt my hands on his back, but when he turned around, he was happy to see me and his cock began to rise immediately.
“Let me help you get clean” I said and grabbed the bottle of shower gel. I lathered up his chest and abdomen, moving slowly down as I washed him. My hands were going in circles over his flat stomach, moving ever closer to his groin.


It was time to take the big step. What my step-son and I had done thus far had been inappropriate to say the least, but now I was going to break all laws of morality, common sense and good parenting. With trembling hands I grabbed his cock and slowly slid my soapy hands up and down the steel hard haft. I could feel him throb in my hands as I washed, no, masturbated him.
His cock felt really nice in my hands. Not too big, but hard as rock and with a nice upward curve. I knew it was going to feel wonderful to have it in my pussy, but I had to remind myself that that would have to wait until he scored an A. At least I was allowed to feel him now and taste him finally him too.


Jeff’s breathing quickened and his hips began to thrust back and forth. I had to stop now, or else he’d cum all over my stomach instead of in my mouth, like I wanted him to.


“Turn around, so I can wash your back” I said and got some more soap and lathered up his shoulders and back. Then I led him back under the cascading water and let the soapy suds wash from his body. My hands slid over his muscular upper body, back down to the fleshy pole that stuck out from his hips. Still standing behind him, I started masturbating him again, pressing my breasts against his chest.
“Let’s not wait any longer. I want to do it right now” I whispered and turned him back around.


I got on my knees and prepared to commit this taboo act. His penis was right in front of me in all its majestic glory. The big, erect shaft was lightly bobbing with every beat of his heart and a little drop of precum welled up from its tiny eye. My heart was pounding and my head was spinning as I grabbed my step-son’s cock and bend it down so it was almost touching my lips.
I wanted to do this.


I gave a little kiss on the tip, followed by a second and a third. Then I opened my lips and let my tongue run down the shaft. I kissed his heavy balls and then all the way back to the tip of his cock before I opened my mouth and swallowed the bulbous head. It had been quite some time since I last orally pleased a guy, but it all came back to me quickly. It also helped that my step-son probably had no experience and did not know what to expect.
“Oh wow!” he groaned as I moved forward and took him in my throat until my lips touched his pubic bone. I let him fuck my throat a little, taking him in as deep as I could. Then I took him out of my mouth and jerked him off while I kissed the tip and licked off every sweet little droplet of slippery precum that leaked from his cock.
Jeff used one hand to steady himself on the slippery floor and his other hand was running through my hair, stroking it lovingly while at the same time preventing me from letting him slip away. Guided by his hand, I learned what brought him the most pleasure. As I sucked his cock, I bobbed my head and rubbed his shaft.
“Aw shit, that’s great” he groaned. “Suck it step-mom”


It turned me on to hear my boy clearly enjoy what I was doing. Determined to make him cum, I sucked him even harder and deeper. He loved it too, as I knew from the increased frequency and pitch of his groans.
I knew his orgasm wouldn’t be long now, as his hands firmly grabbed my hair and I felt his muscles contract. Moments later his penis pulsed and I felt the first jet blast against the roof of my mouth. I tasted his thick creamy sperm as it covered my tongue with more and more of its creamy goodness. I kept sucking and swallowed every drop he gave to me.
When his balls were fully drained, Jeff pulled me on my feet again and gave long, tender kiss. It wasn’t a motherly kiss, not by a long shot. Soon we were kissing with our mouths wide open and tongues playing. This was a kiss of lovers.


As we were kissing in the shower, our tongues battling and our bodies pressed together, his half-hard cock was nudging between my legs. I wanted to feel him inside me really bad; my pussy was already throbbing with anticipation. It was hard for me to deny us what we wanted so badly, but I had to. I had to be strong and wait for him to get an A.
“The water’s getting cold honey” I said when we finally broke our kiss. “Let’s put on a robe and watch a movie together.”


That night, I sucked my step-son’s cock twice more. Over the weeks and months that followed, I gave him blowjobs on a daily basis, sometimes even more than that. While he seemed to be satisfied with my oral skills, my body was craving a good fuck. Two months ago I had started taking the pill again, so there was absolutely nothing that would stop me from going all the way with my step-son when the time came. I was literally counting down the days until his next report cards. His grades improved all the time and the number of B’s steadily increased, but much to our dismay, there was never an A.
It was really hard for me not to cave in and let my step-son have his way with me. Often I’d finger my pussy while I sucked him off, timing my orgasm to coincide with his. I learned there’s no feeling like cumming while my step-son was feeding me his sperm. It always gave me the best climaxes.


But still my vibrator was working overtime. Every time I blew my step-son, I crawled into my bed and fucked myself with plastic toy, trying to satisfy my hunger for cock, but never feeling satisfied. I didn’t know how much longer I could deny my body’s needs. Maybe I should go to a bar, find a nice enough guy and give him the night of his life. That would surely sooth my craving... But it wouldn’t be fair to Jeff.
His next report was due in a few days and I would have to find a way to control my animal urges at least until then.


At last that day had come. Jeff was home early, even before me, and was waiting for me at the kitchen table when I came home. He was particularly excited when he handed me his report card.
“Look at the grade for Math” he added.
My heart skipped a beat and I almost dropped the bag of groceries I was carrying. Could it be that what I had hoped and prayed for all these months had finally happened? With trembling hands I took the piece of paper from my step-son. My pussy tingled as I scanned the grades, and sure enough; in black ink on a bluish grey background, there was the letter I had been waiting for the last year. It was an A.
I threw myself into my step-son’s arms and covered him with kisses.
Jeff was too surprised too talk. I guess he didn’t know how much I longed to feel him inside me. He kissed me back and ground his cock against my cunt. He was already erect.
“I’m going to fuck you so hard” I whispered in his ear “Let’s go to my room. Dinner can wait”


I grabbed his hand and pulled him out of his chair. I made my way to my bedroom as fast as possible, shedding my clothes on the way. By the time I had reached my room I was fully naked. My step-son was not far behind me, struggling to take off his pants while running. I pulled the duvet off my bed and tossed it in a corner. Then I made my step-son lay down on the mattress, crawled over him and kissed him on the lips. He answered my kiss and let his tongue play with mine for a while. After a minute I broke off the kiss and slowly worked my way down his body. There really wasn’t any need for foreplay. After a year of teasing, all I wanted was to feel him deep inside me.
“Are you ready?” I asked as I straddled his hips.
He nodded and said “Yes”, his voice cracking from excitement.
I kissed him again, while I grabbed his stiff cock and pointed it up, towards my scalding pussy. His plump round head nuzzled between my slick lips and I lowered myself onto my lover. I groaned softly into my step-son’s mouth as his cock sank all the way into me.
My whole body rejoiced as my pussy was suddenly filled all the way with my step-son’s cock. It had been so long ago that I had felt a big, hard cock inside me; I couldn’t even remember when I was ever filled up this deliciously. Its big mushroom head pressed gently against my cervix and my lips stretched around the base while my clit rubbed against his pubic bone. With my step-son’s cock all the way inside me, I sat back up and rocked my hips back and forth.


“Oh fuck!” Jeff grunted as I slowly rode his cock.
I knew how he felt; having my step-son’s cock inside me was heavenly, but it was nothing compared to the sensations that arose when I started to move.
Instinctively, his hands grabbed my hips and he pushed up his pelvis to respond to my movements. We quickly found our rhythm and began to fuck for real. My step-son’s cock was sliding almost its full length in and out of my wet pussy, making soft squishy sounds with every thrust.
We had only been fucking for about a minute when I noticed that Jeff was going to cum already; by now I had sucked him off often enough to know the signs. I also knew he would easily get it up again for more illicit carnal pleasure.
“It’s okay Jeff, you can come inside me, if you want”
His eyes got big and he could only grunt a little. It was like a wet dream came true for him.
He firmly grabbed my ass and pushed me down on his cock even harder. I wanted to ride him a little longer, but only a few seconds later his body tensed up and he pulled me firmly against him, squeezing his cock into me as far as he could. Then he groaned deeply and I felt his cock swell even more.
“Oh step-mom! I’m cumming” he grunted. Deep inside me I felt his penis twitch and a warmth spread in my pussy. It was a wonderfully wicked thought that my own child was pumping his thick, potent sperm in my pussy.


He kept pumping his seed into my body for what felt like an eternity, before he finally relaxed and dropped back onto the mattress. I rolled off my step-son’s body and lay down next to him.
“That was awesome” he whispered between kisses. “I’ve never felt anything like that. I love you”
“I love you too Jeff” I said as I brushed the hair from his face and planted another kiss on his lips.
We took a few minutes to regain our breath. I laid my head on his shoulder and stroked his smooth chest. As time passed, my wandering hand moved down over his abdomen and brushed against the tip of his flaccid cock. I could feel it react to my touch, slowly coming back to live. On my next stroke I moved even lower, stroking the full length of his shaft. On the way up I closed my fingers, grabbing his cock. It was all slippery from Jeff’s cum and my own wetness, and using our juices as lubricant I massaged him back to hardness.


“I can feel you getting hard again. Do you think you can do it again?”
“Definitely” he said with a cocky smile.
“Would you like to be on top this time?”
He nodded and, as I grabbed him, I rolled over so he was lying on top of me, between my widely spread legs. I grabbed his cock and aimed it at my opening. As soon as Jeff felt my lips round the tip of his cock, he pushed forward and with one thrust he pushed his slick cock all the way back in me. He remained motionless for a few seconds, as if he needed some time to process the sensations of having his cock fully embedded in his step-mother’s pussy again. He lifted himself off my chest and, supporting himself with his arms, ground his hips against mine. He was completely hard now and I could feel his head nudge my cervix with every push.
My pussy made wet, squishy noises as he began to move. Having spilled his load only minutes ago, he was able to restrain himself a bit and fucked me in a nice powerful rhythm. With every thrust of his mighty cock he filled me up completely. I had not cum during our first time, but now my orgasm was building strong.


He used one hand to steady himself on top of me, so the other was available for him to play with my breasts. I always loved it when my breasts were played with and my body started to tingle in anticipation of an enormous orgasm.
“Fuck me baby” I panted “Fuck me harder... I’m almost...”
A strong wave of pleasure broke free. Originating from the pit of my stomach, it washed over my body and left behind nothing but pure bliss.
“Cumming!” I screamed as my body started to shake.


“Don’t stop baby” I groaned.
Jeff resumed his movements, fucking my cumming pussy at an incredible pace. I don’t think I had ever orgasmed this hard or this long. Who would have thought that my own step-son was such an excellent lover!
He had not cum yet and was still fucking me slowly with shallow strokes as he lay on top of me. Silently I thanked my step-mother for her unconventional ways as I locked Jeff in my arms and shared a long, passionate kiss.
“Get up and fuck me from behind” I whispered in his ear. “Do me doggy-style”


He pulled his dick out of my body and got on his knees. My pussy was feeling unpleasantly empty, but I knew it would be better soon as I kneeled on all fours in front of my step-son. Immediately I felt his hand grabbing my ass and his cock slide up and down my slit a few times, taking turns between rubbing my clit and fucking me with just the tip. He clearly enjoyed teasing me, driving me crazy with his cock.
The next time he nudged the tip between my lips, I pushed back, sliding his cock all the way home. Jeff finally gave in to my need and soon we were fucking again. I felt his cock deeper than ever before, bottoming out on every thrust and stretching me in a deliciously painful way.
“Fuck me Jeff, fuck me as hard as you can” I panted, almost cumming a second time.


Jeff eagerly gave in to my request and began banging his hips against my butt. My arms collapsed, leaving me slumped forward with my face in the pillow. I was powerless against my step-son’s ruthless assault on my pussy, unable to do anything but enjoy the fucking he was giving me from behind.
My ability to formulate words had completely gone as I just lay there, moaning and whimpering, fucked senseless by my step-son. His hands were firmly locked around my waist and he really slammed his hips against my butt. Loud slapping sounds filled the bedroom, accompanied by the sounds of my bed protesting and my nonstop moaning.


I knew Jeff was going to cum again soon. His thrusting became more shallow and irregular.
I reached behind my legs and rubbed my clit as fast as I could. Beating my step-son by a few seconds, I came. It was another good one. I had to bite my pillow to muffle my screams which would surely have alerted the neighbors.
Feeling and seeing me cum on his cock was too much for my step-son and he came too. He pressed his cock inside me as far as he could and let out a deep moan. Again I felt his penis start to throb, spitting out big globs of sperm deep in my vagina. I immediately came for a second time. My cumming pussy milked every drop of sperm from his balls.
All throughout his orgasm and long after, he stayed inside me, fucking me for as long as he could, until his wilting cock slipped from my lips and he fell forward, completely spent. He kissed me on the shoulder and the neck, whispering how much he loved me.
“I love you too, honey” I whispered, completely satisfied.


As I lay in my step-son’s arms, all sweaty and happy, feeling his semen slowly ooze out my pussy and trickle down between my legs, I thought of how people would think of me. I knew most would condemn me, have me arrested and burned on a stake, but I knew that what I did was right.
Behind me, Jeff was already snoring softly, exhausted from a year of studying hard and, finally, fucking me for hours. I closed my eyes and soon I was sleeping peacefully too. Dinner could wait.


After only a few hours of sleep I was awakened by my alarm clock. As I opened my eyes, the first thing I saw was my step-son. His brain may still be sleeping, but his cock was already awake. Gently I stroked the young hard shaft that fucked me to countless orgasms throughout the night. Slowly Jeff’s eyes opened and as he saw me, a smile formed on his lips.
“Good morning ” he said and bent over to give me a kiss. My nipples hardened as his lips touched mine and my pussy tingled. My body was already set for another fuck, but right now I had to act like a step-mother again.


“Get up boy, it’s time for college” I said, breaking off our kiss.
“Do I have to? Can’t we just stay in bed like this?”
“Get up Jeff; you wouldn’t want your grades to drop again, would you?” 


Riding my Stepmom

My father had promised me a trip when I finished college. He said it was a good idea to get away from it all to give yourself a chance to reset your mind. I knew my father had travelled in his youth, so I was pretty geared up for where he was going to send me, at his expense. I had visions of hitting all the sunspots, VISA and booze in hand, and girls waiting to take their place.


Ahhh, but not so fast, Roger. The Promised Land doesn't always meet your expectations. As it turns out, my trip around the world was an eight-day wilderness horseback excursion with Ma and Pa Hamilton. That's right. After four years of college, straight out of school, my rite of passage was a ride about with mommy and daddy aback some sweaty old nag batting away horseflies. Swell!


My father, on seeing my disappointment, confided that this was my stepmother's idea, that she wanted us to be together on our last family vacation. I was, under no circumstances, to display anything but the greatest enthusiasm, for my stepmother's sake. After all, he said, "I think you'll find it far more rewarding than you think."


He followed up those prophetic words with a further promise to fund a trip to Europe if I behaved myself and made my stepmom happy during the trip. So I resigned myself to another week or so of drudgery. After all, I'd made it through college telling myself I could take anything for four years. What's another week and a half?


As the time of the trip approached I learned, not surprisingly, that the horseback adventure was my father's idea, something he'd always wanted to do. She had wanted us all to go to Europe. But my father usually got his way, typically awarding himself brownie points for fulfilling the wishes of others while he was at it.


So it was that we ended up in the foothills of the Rocky Mountains on three horses provisioned for ten days of solitude in the wilds. Neither my stepmom nor I were happy to learn that we were on our own in the wild outdoors without guides. There were rustic cabins along the route equipped with sleeping bags, food, feed for the horses, and other supplies. We carried only our clothes and emergency provisions in our saddlebags.


And so we were off. My father leading the way, full of vigor on his sparky steed followed by his less ecstatic troop aboard their mellow plugs, as befitting their lower equestrian experience. By the afternoon, I did have to admit that the countryside was stunning. Rolling alpine meadows sprinkled with flowers against a backdrop of snowcapped peaks I'd only seen in pictures and movies. Completely alien and wonderful compared to the cornfields of home.


Along the way, we stopped for snacks, lying in the wild fields, once beside a small stream, reveling in the spectacular beauty that surrounded us at every point of the compass. I began to feel that perhaps this trip wouldn't be that bad, after all. Although we had been late leaving that morning, we easily reached the cabin we were to spend our first night in, set in a hillside within a clump of trees. We sat outside in the primitive wooden chairs drinking wine as the evening fell, gazing at the valley below and the craggy peaks beyond.


It was a very romantic setting, and I offered to set up a tent if my stepmom and Dad wanted the cabin to themselves. She laughed, saying that there'd be no need for that. Dad looked uncomfortable and disgruntled, muttering something and standing up to walk away a distance to take in the vista on his own. She quietly said, "Things have changed a little since you went to college, dear. Your father needs to do this. He isn't the man he used to be." She went inside without further explanation.


Feeling a little awkward, I checked to see that the horses were secure in the little corral and then headed into the cabin myself. When I entered, she was just slipping into her sleeping bag on one of the rustic, hand-hewn bunks. All of the sleeping quarters were in the same room. In the dim lantern light, the shadows played over her bare arms and legs, and the hem of her nightdress pulled high as she slid her feet into her bag. She zipped up the side of the sleeping bag partway, leaving a flap open across her tummy, the pink cotton material resting softly over her breasts as she leaned on her right elbow, facing me.


"Try to make your Dad happy on this trip, Roger. It's very important to him."


"I know, I will."


She laid back, curling her arm across her forehead, stretching her nightie over her breasts. "Oh, God, I'm stiff," she said. "I'll be sore tomorrow."


So am I, I thought, but not just from the horse. On the excuse of visiting the outside premises, I left, passing Dad on the way out.


"Goodnight, son. Check on the horses, will you?"


"Sure thing, Dad," I replied, quickly slipping by in the doorway facing away from him to hide the boner that had exploded in my pants so suddenly at the sight of my stepmom. My face was red. This had never happened before. Why would I get a hard-on seeing my stepmom in her nightdress, something I'd seen probably hundreds of times before? It was ridiculous!


Outside, my dick refused to subside, and the picture of my stepmom laying back, an arm covering her eyes while her tits pressed against her light pink, flannel nightie, seared into my vision in true color HDTV. Walking around to the far side of the little coral, I pulled my dong out of my jeans and quickly jacked off into the grass. It didn't take long. I was glad it was dark when I returned to the cabin. I made my way to my bunk without turning on a flashlight.


I opened my eyes to the sun filtering in through the window and the open doorway. Stepmom was cooking breakfast on the cabin's little propane cook stove. Dad was nowhere in sight, out for a morning walk, I presumed. She was still dressed just in her pink nightie. I hadn't made as sound as I awoke, and I continued to lie still, peering at her as she moved about. The nightie fell to about the middle of her back, lower than in front, and the hem was about mid-thigh level, showing off her well-exercised, tanned legs. She was a pretty nice woman for forty-something, pretty nice. There was something basic, almost primordial, being alone in a cabin in the mountains with an attractive woman. My cock started to swell. I turned more onto my stomach, forcing my stiffness against the wooden bunk, closing my eyes as my stepmother turned to look at me.


When I cautiously opened them just a slit a moment later, she was next to her bunk fishing around in her pack. She pulled out a new pair of panties. Lifting her nightie a little, she sipped her hands underneath and then slid her old panties down her legs, stepping out of them, and then pulled the new ones up and into place. I caught a brief glimpse of her bare ass as the change took place. Next, she grabbed her riding pants and pulled them up under the nightie, pulling them uptight.


Glancing over her shoulder in my direction, she then pulled her nightie over her head, stretching her arms far above, providing me with a wonderful view of her smooth back, her narrow waist flaring out to her hips, and a hint of the side of her right breast, sloping down and then bouncing as she brought her arms down and tossed the nightie to the bunk. Picking her bra up from the pack, she slipped her arms through it and pulled it around to the front, squeezing her breasts in. I could hear the snaps click into place, the room was so still. Finally, she picked up her pullover blouse and put it on, pulling it down tight. As she turned back to check on breakfast, I feigned waking, perhaps a little too obvious.


"Oh, there's my boy. Finally. Come on, up and at 'em."


When I balked, looking around, she said, "Don't be shy, I won't peek. Anyway, I don't think there's going to be much room for privacy on this trip."


Fortunately, she kept her back to me as I dressed because my dick would not listen to my silent reprimands. As soon as I got my jeans, on I walked stiffly outside, shirt in hand.


"A little sore, I see," She laughed as I limped out the door, attributing my awkward gate to saddle sores.


After breakfast, we saddled up and headed out. We expected a five-hour ride to reach the next cabin, following a gently climbing trail through grassy meadows and thickets of small pine trees, just like the previous day. The scenery was even more fantastic than the day before, getting better and better as we climbed along the side of the mountains. We didn't run into anyone. This was by design, as the outfitters only let one group leave every second day. We were pretty much guaranteed a trip with the wilderness all to ourselves.


When we stopped for lunch we dug into our stash of wine again. That is, my stepmom and I did. Dad couldn't help but walk around. My stepmom and I laid back on our blankets, leaning on our elbows sipping wine, chatting, and gazing about. It was soul cleansing, that's for sure. My mind didn't entertain thoughts beyond what I could see, and when she laid back, covering her eyes with her arm, allowing me to freely run mine over her figure, my thoughts remained very close by, indeed.


I couldn't understand why I was checking my stepmom out so much. Why I kept getting boners watching her, as I had on much of the morning ride as I watched her butt swaying in the saddle ahead of me. Was it because she was the only woman around? She hadn't done anything to encourage me, though she definitely had a figure worth looking at. The stretchy riding breeches clung to her legs up and over her hips, outlining her buttocks in fine detail, and molding the mound in front. The form-fitting t-shirt she wore equally displayed her other womanly charms which, while not large, were firm and supple, and hadn't strayed long from the best days of their youth despite the calendar years of their host.


"It’s gorgeous, isn't it?"


Startled, I jerked my eyes away from my stepmom's breast up to her eyes which were regarding me, shading from the sun by her cupped hand held against her forehead.


"What?"


"There's a real beauty, here, isn't there?"


"Yes," I stuttered as I recovered enough to speak, "yes there is." Had she noticed where I was looking? Had I been saved by the sun in her eyes? At that moment, Dad sauntered out of the trees fifty feet away.


"Let's go, saddle up," he called out. My stepmom and I struggled up, stiffly.


"I have to visit nature first," she said and strode off toward the trees.


"You'll have to catch up then," Dad responded, then, to me, "Saddle up her horse and stay with her. I'm going to scout out ahead and give this filly a stretch. Those plugs of yours can plod along behind."


"Ok, Dad. We'll tag along."


She emerged from the trees and waved to Dad as he trotted by. She walked up and put something into her saddlebag and then struggled to get on her horse.


"Roger, give me a hand. These old bones can't do it by themselves."


I walked to her side and tried to lift her by her elbow.


"No, give me a push. Come on, don't be shy, and give my butt a boost." She stepped into the stirrup and started to lift herself. I swung my open hand down and pressed it against the bottom of her ass as she started to rise, pushing up until she could swing her leg over the saddle.


"Thank you, sir. I think I might need a little push every time I get on this damned horse," she laughed as she prodded her nag into a walk.


I quickly swung up onto my hardly more spry steed and nudged it into action, catching up and pulling abreast so we could ride side by side. There was something different about her, but I couldn't quite put my finger on what it was. We rode along in silence, she was surveying the scenery away from me to the right, but not turning away, sitting square in the saddle. Then I noticed. Her breasts were bouncing up and down, freely, bouncing along with the sway of the horse. A flash of her saddlebag entry shot into my mind. She'd taken off her bra while she was in the trees doing her business! My cock swelled up, throbbing against my jeans. She kept riding along, angled perfectly for me to watch her tits in their erotic dance, and her face turned away. Was she giving me a show? No. Impossible.


"Oh, God, it's so beautiful, it feels so exhilarating," she suddenly cried out in a throaty voice as she leaned back, pulling her elbows back to rest on the rear ridge of the saddle behind her, throwing her head back, arching her back and thrusting her tits up, the nipples expressing themselves strongly against the thin material of her shirt. I stared, riding along with my head moving up and down in time with the bounce of her tits. "It makes me feel so good."


I couldn't agree more. Despite the chance that she would suddenly look over and catch me staring, I kept my eyes fixed on her. She kept riding on, leaning back even further, almost lying on the horse's rump. Her t-shirt pulled out of her riding pants, baring her belly with just a hint of fuzzy blondish hair reflecting the sunlight. What a sight. She seemed to be part of the wild scenery as she swung along beside me until we could hear my Dad riding back toward us. She jerked herself up at the first sound of his approaching hooves, tugging her shirt down.


"Come on, you guys. You wouldn't believe the scenery ahead." He swung around us and sped off again, quickly leaving us behind.


As my stepmom watched him disappear, she turned toward me, smiling, "I think you and I will have to amuse ourselves a lot on this trip." She laughed a full throaty laugh and spurred her nag into a trot.


I tried to catch up beside her to continue my observations, but my candidate for the glue factory wasn't up to the task. Every once in a while, she teased me, turning to laugh, "Can't keep up, young fella?"


We stopped for a snack when we caught up to Dad almost an hour later. He was waiting around a corner which opened to an incredible vista of craggy peaks. Dad waited for us to take it all in. When we got ready to leave, I reached to help her into the saddle again but she declined, saying briskly, "I can get up myself, thank you. I'm not that old."


Disappointed, I mounted up and fell in behind her, plodding along. The ride was uneventful and not particularly exciting. Beautiful country, to be sure, but I was more interested in living vistas with captivating forms of movement than landscapes. Then, my stepmom seemed to get tired. She leaned forward over the neck of her horse, with her hands falling to its shoulders and grasping its mane. She seemed to be resting. But the interesting side effect was that, by leaning forward, her butt was prominently displayed, the tan riding breaches pulling tight around her cheeks and clearly outlining her panties. It was as if she was kneeling on all fours, brazenly displaying her ass in tantalizing, repetitive little rocking motions. My eyes stayed glued to her butt all the way to the next hut.


That evening was a repeat of the night before. We sat outside in the pleasant, waning sun as darkness fell over us. Dad got up and went to bed, leaving the lantern on but turned down low. She stayed behind until we could hear Dad snoring softly. She didn't talk, and neither did I. I felt tense but didn't know if she did. I was confused about the day's events and didn't know what to make of them. So I did nothing.


Finally, she got up and said, "Let's go to bed, honey. Come on."


I had been waiting for her to go in and get into her sleeping bag first, but I did as she asked, following her in. Dad was sleeping facing the wall with his gear strewn around him on their bunk. There was no room for my stepmom to put her sleeping bag unless she woke him to move his stuff out of the way. She walked over to the other double bunk against the far wall, "I guess we're here, tiger," she whispered."


She spread her sleeping bag out on the edge, whispering back to me over her shoulder, "I like the outside." Then she sat on the bunk and motioned for me to pull her riding boots off. I pulled both boots off but she kept both feet up, so I pulled her socks off and threw them to the floor as well. Still, she kept her legs up, holding them together. With a soft smile on her face, she whispered so quietly I could hardly hear her, "I need help to get these off too, and Dad's out of commission." She looked down at her riding breaches and slid her right hand up to unbutton the top.


I grabbed the bottom of each leg and pulled, tugging several times, almost pulling her off the bed. She giggled as I yanked on her pants, ever harder, trying to pull them off. The resistance ended as her breeches cleared her hips and they suddenly slid quickly down her legs, up toward me, baring her legs right up to the bottom of her t-shirt. The breeches bunched around her ankles, her bare feet resting on my thighs. She slowly pulled her left foot out of her pants, lifting her knee, which opened her legs sufficiently for me to see under her t-shirt to her panties between her legs. She placed her left foot on the floor, leaving her right foot on my leg. She looked up at me, cocking her head slightly to the side, and said, "Hand me my pants, sweetie."


I lifted her foot from my thigh and pulled her pants off, then stood there dumbly, looking down at her with her pants in one hand and her foot in the other. Even though I knew she was looking at me, I couldn't help looking at her panties. I even moved her foot out to my side, without thinking, to open her legs to reveal more. I was having a hard time breathing. I pushed her leg out and her knee back toward her, opening her legs and stretching her panties tighter against her. She let me do it. I stood frozen, my eyes locked on the crevice faintly showing on the front of her panties, my cock swelling hard against my jeans. Her voice startled me, partly because it jolted me back to reality, and partly because it wasn't angry.


"I need my foot if I'm going to get into bed, honey."


I looked up at her face, she was smiling. Woodenly, I let her foot go and she swung her legs over to push her feet into the sleeping bag, bending them at the knees to do so. Although she didn't need to, she opened her legs wide, pushing her t-shirt up to her hips and exposing her brief pink panties completely. As she slowly pushed her legs into the bag, they gradually closed but the shirt didn't again cover her panties, and she didn't pull the sleeping bag up to cover herself. "You'll have to get undressed yourself," she laughed in that throaty laugh again, one I hadn't heard until today. "Don't forget to turn off the light."


I turned the lantern off but the cabin was still lit by moonlight. I quickly doffed my shirt, boots, socks, and jeans, turning away to hide my swollen prick since she lay on her side, watching me. I found my sleeping bag and stretched it out behind my stepmom, having no choice but to lean over her to do so. I desperately hoped the dim light would hide the hardon bulging against my undershorts. She didn't say anything. I clambered over her and awkwardly got into my bag, nestling in and laying on my side facing her back. Within a few minutes, she sat up, facing her feet. "I'm too hot," she said. Crossing her arms to opposite sides at her waist, she grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt and pulled it up and over her head, her hair falling over her shoulders as she tossed it onto the floor. She hadn't turned away. I stared at her tits as they slowly bounced to a standstill, the nipples jutting out in the moonlight.


She sat there for several moments. Then, she stretched her arms behind her, bracing her hands against the bed and arching her back, like she'd done on the horse’s rump that afternoon. "I feel so alive out here," she whispered.


I didn't know if she was speaking to me, or if she thought I was facing against the wall. I stayed as still as I could, hoping for nothing to change, for the world to stay just as it was. I couldn't believe how the slope of her tits, the curve of their undersides, the jut of her nipples, was so much more beautiful than all the incredible nature I'd observed that day. I could have gazed at them forever, and can still replay every minute movement in my mind, even now. Suddenly, she turned to face me, reaching out with her right hand to gently tousle my hair. "It is gorgeous, isn't it, honey? Are you glad you came?"
I nodded, too numb to speak.


"So am I, darling." She leaned over to kiss my forehead, her tits pushing on either side of my cheeks, her nipples brushing against my nose and lips as she pulled back a bit. "Give me a couple of bumps if you need to wake me," she said, "you know if you need to get up." She snuggled down into her bag. Turning to face away from me, she pushed back until her rump was pressed against me. "Keep me warm tonight, baby."


I snuggled closer to her but kept my errant hardon pulled back. I couldn't sleep for a long time, thinking about her body, clad only in little pink panties, pressed against me between our sleeping bags. I kept my arm around her until I fell asleep, keeping her pressed in against me.


I awoke during the night, reasserting my hold and pulling her into me. My cock had somehow released itself from the confines of my shorts. If she hadn't been sleeping, she would have had to feel it, but she didn't move. Cautiously, I pushed it a little harder against her ass. When she still didn't respond, I pushed again, a little more firmly. No reaction. I repeated the action several more times, slowly so as not to wake her, but more firmly each time, and stayed pushed against her for longer as well. I could always claim I was trying to wake her, I thought, as per her suggestion. Why had she provided me with such a convenient excuse? I lost this train of thought as I softly thrust and slowly ground my cock into my stepmother's ass through the material of the sleeping bags. I kept grinding and holding my cock against her until I came, spurting all over the inside liner of my bag.


Only after the final spurt did I come to my senses. She hadn't moved or responded in any way, thank God, but she hadn't been breathing like she was sleeping either. She was just very, very still. I fell back and eventually fell asleep, in my mess.


When I awoke, Dad was gone again, and my stepmom was making breakfast. She was wearing a new t-shirt, a long one that stretched down below her bum. I think that's all she had on, as the material was thin white cotton and I couldn't see the line of any panties underneath, and she clearly wasn't wearing a bra. Her tits sloped down in a slight sag, standing out from her belly against her shirt, her nipples jutting out like craggy little peaks. Her legs were muscular. I could see the muscles tensing along the outside of her thigh and the tightening of her calf muscles as she moved about in her bare feet. Finally, she turned and saw that I was awake. She padded over to me, leaned down, and gave me a big kiss on my forehead, and then, to my shock, directly on my mouth.


But she acted as if nothing was out of order. "Hey, sleepyhead, it’s about time. Dad's been up for hours. He couldn't wait so I told him to go on ahead. Get up and eat while I saddle the horses."


My stepmom grabbed her boots and put them on, then strode out the front door. I got up, pulled my jeans on, and ate. Just as I finished, she came back in, grabbed a riding skirt out of her pack, and pulled it on over her boots, tucking the t-shirt into it. She rolled her sleeping bag up, grabbed her pack, and told me to hurry up. Then she laughed and said, "There are clean sleeping bag liners in the cupboard over there."


Shocked and embarrassed, I nonetheless did as she said and then rushed out after her. She must have known what I was up to last night. She couldn't have been sleeping. But she'd let it happen. Holy shit!


She was already down the trail. I got on my horse and took off after her. We rode for several hours before Dad came up behind us. He'd gone on a little adventure on a side trail loop. About half an hour later we stopped for a short lunch. Dad was eager to get going because he wanted us to take another side trail loop. After all, the one he'd just done had been so cool. It was a longer loop with an overnight stay at a more remote cabin halfway around the loop. An hour after lunch, her horse came up lame.


Dad looked at the horse, picking her foot up, examining its hoof, and so on. "Well, we can't do anything here," he said. "You two will have to double up. You have to take things in stride out here," he said, "You can't whine about things, you just have to handle them." He seemed almost happy at the opportunity to 'rise to the challenge'.


So she got up ahead of me and we tied a lead for her horse to follow behind. Dad led the way. Doubling up soon became uncomfortable for me. Her ass was right against my dick, moving back against it with each swaying step of the horse. I couldn't help but get an enormous hardon. After a while, she leaned forward over the horse's neck, grasping its mane to steady herself, as she had done the day before. This raised her ass allowing me to fit even tighter under her, closer to her pussy.


Soon, unable to stop myself, I started rocking my crotch forward into her, thinking I could blame it on the horse's movement. She didn't call me to task, so I became bolder until I was rocking into her hard enough to shove her forward a little along the horse's neck. She turned her head to look back at me. Oh, oh, I thought, I'm going to get it now. But she only said, "'Grab hold of me so I don't fall off."


I put my hands loosely around her waist to steady her but she put her hands over my wrists and pulled them forward, higher up above her waist until my hands were grasping the sides of her chest, right beside the swell of her breasts. My stepmom turned her head back down onto the horse's neck and grasped its mane in her hands again. I slipped my hands further in and slid my fingers around the front of her breasts, splaying my fingers on either side of the nipple of each tit. I pushed my cock into her. She squeezed her legs on the horse's shoulders and lifted her ass higher, providing even greater access for my bulging jeans. The lump there matched up with the rear of her pussy, and I pushed it in hard to make contact. I stood in the stirrups and started pushing against her, rocking her forward. There was no question about horse movements now, I was dry humping her and she was letting me do it. I leaned forward, resting my head on her back, increasing the tempo of my thrusts, grasping her tits in my hands. Panting wildly, I finally came, pulling her back hard on my jean-covered cock.


I pulled back. Dad was further ahead. As far as I know, he never looked back. My stepmother lay as she was, still grasping the horse's mane, breathing heavily. She hadn't come, I'd left her hanging.


Dad stayed with us for a while longer but soon quickened his pace, pulling ever farther ahead. I looked down at her, leaning ahead, still breathing heavily. I grabbed the back of her riding skirt and pulled on it until it came free from under her. I lifted it and looked down at her ass, at the line of her panty as it disappeared into the crack of her ass. The saddle below was slippery with her juice. I slid my right hand down, cupping it and pushing it up against her ass, slipping forward with my fingers along the bottom of her pussy.


"No, oh no!" She tried to get up but I kept her down with my left hand pressing into her back.


"No, Roger, don't!" I ignored her, sliding my fingers back and forth from her asshole to her pussy, pushing ever further forward until soon I was rutting right through the crevice between her lips up to her clit. Back and forth I rubbed, back and forth, ending when my thumb pressed between her cheeks onto her little rosebud. I grasped her hair and tugged her back. She clenched her knees and pushed her ass higher up, giving me more room to savage her pussy with my hand, I stopped moving, holding my finger on her clit and mashing the bridge of my palm against her cunt lips, moving in a very small circle but pushing firmly against her. She was grunting. She started to fuck my hand. "oh, oh, oh, unngghhhh, unngghhhh, unnnggghhhhh, unngghhhh" until she was constantly moaning.


She got so wild, I thought she was going to throw herself off the horse. Christ, Dad must not have fucked her for ages. I knew he was older than her but had he stopped doing her altogether? How long for her to be this horny?


Finally, she came. She clutched my hand tightly, squeezing it in random, involuntary pulses, while she continued little fuck moves, slowly subsiding until she was still. She tried to get up but I stopped her. Leaning over, I whispered into her ear, "You're beautiful, you're so beautiful."


I pulled back and tugged her up with me. I leaned back in the saddle, pulling her with me, my arm around her waist. Her head fell back against my shoulder, turning off to the side.


"Isn't it gorgeous? Don't you just love it out here?"


She was quiet for a moment, then she answered me, "Yes, I do, I do love it."


Up ahead I could see Dad had dismounted for our afternoon break. Mounting. Dismounting. The words echoed in my head. I had some ideas for tonight.


She showed no discomfort or embarrassment during our afternoon snack. Her face was flushed, making her seem more beautiful than ever. Dad mentioned that the outdoor air was seeming to agree with her. She laughed a genuine, throaty burst of humor. "Maybe," she said, "I think I'm just enjoying being alone with my men," she laughed again, getting up and dancing away toward the trees.


"You're doing a great job. You're really making your stepmother happy. Keep it up."


"Oh, I will Dad. I like seeing her so happy."


I stood up and went to my saddlebag. "I've got to put some shorts on, Dad, it's so hot."


"Well, let's get going," he said as she sauntered back. I was just pulling my shorts up.


She smiled at me as she walked up, a little gleam in her eye. "Pant's tightening up from all this horsing around? Getting a little stiff, are we?" She laughed as she stepped in the stirrup and swung her leg over the saddle. As Dad started off, she said, "Come on; get up in front of me."


I stopped and stared. She laughed, "I'm just kidding. Get in behind me, where you belong. But you behave yourself, you little rascal." She laughed again.


As I fit myself in behind her, she casually reached back to pull the back of her skirt up from underneath her and let it fall to the sides of the saddle over her legs and mine. Taking the reins, she started us off. She leaned back in against me, turning her head up and kissing me on my jaw, then nibbled it with her lips and teeth.


"We've got at least two more hours of riding, tiger. What ARE we going to do?" Then she laughed again. "Giddy up," she cried, "Giddy up."


I reached around her waist, sliding my hands up to take the weight of her breasts. I grasped a tit in each hand, squeezing them gently, pinching her nipples, tugging those outwards.


"Stop it," she chided me gently, "your Dad could turn around any time."


I pulled my hands away, reached down, and slid both of them under her skirt, out of sight, over her hips, and onto her the front of her thighs. I pulled them back toward me, letting my fingers push down in between her legs, which were opened wide over the saddle. She wasn't wearing panties any longer. I pushed deep in and covered each pussy lip with the fingers of my hands, then pulled them gently apart, spreading her cunt wide.


"We've got at least two hours. Don't be in such a hurry."


I didn't respond. My breathing was dragged into the hollow of her neck.


"You need it, don't you?" she asked. I said nothing again. "Well, I know what that's like. Ok, baby, ok."


I pushed my fingers back in, dipping into her wide, wet hole. Then I pulled them slowly out, dragging on her slippery lips. Then back in, and out, and in, and out, again and again. My breathing was hoarse, and her’s started to match mine. I pushed two fingers of each hand into her and held them there, tugging her cunt wider. She got very excited. I whispered hoarsely into her ear, "I need to fuck you!" I started to push her forward.


"No, Dad's right there. He could turn around." She kept upright, pushing on the horse's neck.


"Stand up in the stirrups," I said. She did. Reaching down, I unbuttoned my shorts, pulling my very hard cock out with great difficulty. I reached under her skirt again, sliding my hands up to grasp her by the hips. I scrunched forward under her, my cock bursting up like a little flagpole. I pulled her down on me.


"No, Roger, oh no," she cried, somewhat unconvincingly since I'd just told her I needed to fuck her. I kept her pulled down while I poked my cock around. Finally, the head found its slot and shoved its ugly face into her beautiful, steamy wet pussy. I slid all the way into her, right to the hilt. It seemed like a long slide, she was so hot and wet, and exquisite!


"Ohhhhh, Roger, ohhhhh, Rog, ohhhhhhh." That was the best sound I'd heard in these mountains, as far as I was concerned. She continued to make her little sounds. I kept myself fully plugged into her, content to let the motion of the horse do our fucking. I peered around at my Dad, riding ahead, and way up there. If he did look back, there was nothing to see except me sitting behind my stepmom.


I slid my hand around and grasped the front of her pussy under her skirt. We rode along, rocking together, pussy and cock, pussy and cock. Time slowed to align itself with our gentle yet intense little fuck. It was all friction, rocking, and friction. I was fully in her, and I never pulled back. She never rose up. We stayed plugged to the hilt the whole time. I don't know how long it took, but it was a long time. It was probably the longest fuck of my life. We just rode along with my cock in her cunt, my finger circling slowly on her clit. She got wetter and wetter, soaking me and the saddle.


I started pulsing my cock, tensing my muscles, and bulging into her cunt. She loved it, and so did I. Finally, I felt her trying to clench my cock, but her legs were too wide. I could feel her buttocks tightening in cheeky little muscle spasms. She started to really soak me. I began spurting into her, again and again, and again. I had never come so much. We both relaxed, still riding along, my cock periodically twitching inside her. Eventually, I softened up and fell out of her, but we kept our soaking wet, sticky crotches firmly together.


After a while, she turned up and kissed me again. She laughed, "Well, I guess you fucked me. Is that what you call a rogering," and she laughed, loudly. Dad turned and looked at us, smiled, and continued riding.


"I'll show you a real rogering tomorrow, or tonight. Whenever we get the chance."


"Is that a threat? I can hardly wait," she laughed again.


"Neither can I," I replied, but with more serious intent. I don't think she knew what a Rogering really was, but now that she'd mentioned it I was intent on showing her.


That night, Dad threw his sleeping bag onto the same bunk as her, his on the inside. He was the first to sleep, as usual, facing the wall and snoring softly. After my stepmom had washed and got ready for bed, she motioned me over for a hug goodnight, standing there in the middle of the room in the moonlight, wearing only a long t-shirt that barely covered her ass, with my father laying behind her. I took her into my arms, sliding my arms over her body, engaging her in a long, leisurely French kiss. My cock rose and lodged in her crotch, between her legs. She stood up on tippy-toe, accommodating my rod and pinching my ear lobe between her teeth, she whispered teasingly, "Roger wants to fuck me, doesn't he?"


I nodded into her.


"Oh, you bad boy. That's soooo naughty."


She stepped back, grasped my cock through my shorts, and tugged it as she pulled away. She turned to her bed and bent over to get into her bag. Pausing, she turned to look back at me, pulling her t-shirt over her hips, baring her cheeks, swaying from side to side, thighs tight together.


"I'm not sure I can ride tomorrow," she said, I'm so sore from rubbing on that saddle, I guess." She flashed a big smile at me and slipped into her bag.


I sat down on my bunk, facing her, slid down my boxers, and sat with my cock standing up like a pole. I grasped it and waved it at her, smiling away.


Not to be outdone, she sat up, and pulled her t-shirt over her head, tossing it onto the bunk, arched her back, and thrust her tits out and up, her stiff nipples poking up into the night.


OK, you win, I mouthed at her. She laughed, made a face, and lay down to sleep. Facing her, I was sure that I could see her eyes sparkling in the fading light. I fell asleep.


I awoke to the smell of eggs and bacon. My stepmom was cooking breakfast again and Dad, as usual, was nowhere to be seen. Perfect. Even more perfect, she wasn’t wearing her t-shirt, but she wasn't naked. She was wearing one of Dad's white undershirts, not the t-shirt type, but the kind with no sleeves at all. Her breasts literally jutted out in this thing, the nipples threatening to rip right through the thin cotton material that clung to her sides, swept over the swell of her belly and buttocks until it ended just below her ass. I couldn't believe she was wearing this in front of me with Dad nearby.


"Come on, sit up, it’s ready now. Come on, get up."


I pulled myself out of my bag and stumbled to the table where a plate and a coffee cup were waiting. I wore only boxers, and as I sat down I realized that I had a huge boner. I thanked God that Dad hadn't come in and tucked myself under the table, hiding my errant prick. My eyes strayed back to my stepmom, gluing onto the crack of her ass which drew a line from between the dimples below the small of her back to the bottom of her cheeks, visible through the cotton undershirt. Her legs were tanned and lightly muscled, reflecting the morning sun filtering through the window and open doorway, and her feet were bare.


She brought a large black frying pan over to the table and filled my plate with eggs and bacon. She returned with a pot of coffee after putting the empty frying pan back on the stove and filled my cup and hers.


"Aren't you eating?" I asked.


"I ate with Dad, sleepyhead," she answered. "Eat up while it’s hot."


I guess she didn't want to talk, so I did as I was told. My stepmom sipped her coffee and gazed out the door. I let my eyes dwell on her chest, her tits sloping down toward her belly, perfectly outlined by the tight undershirt. My eyes followed down to the bottom of the shirt which just barely covered her pussy.


"Do you find me attractive?"


Startled, I looked up to find her looking right into my eyes. "Yes," I replied, quietly.


"Do you like looking at me?"


"Yes," quietly again.


"You can't let Dad see you. You know that, don't you?"


"Yes, of course"


"You took a big risk yesterday. You could have ruined everything for all of us. Don't do it again. Understand?"


"Yes, I understand."


"Good," she smiled, a big generous smile, and her eyes softened. "Look," she said, her eyes dropping to her lap. I followed her gaze down to her beautiful thighs. "Look what you did to me." She opened her legs a little. She looked up to me, querying. I furrowed my brow. She looked back down, spreading her legs wider. The undershirt slid up as her legs parted, further and further until she was spread wide open, her pussy bared to my eyes. "See?"


I just stared. My mother was sitting there, legs wide open, showing me her pussy. I didn't know what she was wanting me to see but I said, "I'm sorry,  did I make it sore?" remembering her comment the night before.


"Sore? No. Look harder."


I stared. Yes, I could see her pussy, lightly covered by a glistening strip of brown hair, her pussy lips shining as well.


Exasperated, she said, "I'm wet, silly. See what you do to me. It's so wrong but I can't help myself. I've never felt so alive. My whole body tingles when you're looking at me. I've been wet for three days."


I reached out to touch her but she stood up quickly and backed away. "No. You finish eating and then come help me with the dishes."


I brought my dishes to the sink when I finished. Reaching around her, I dumped them in the sink. Picking up a towel, I reached for a cup to dry.


"No. Just leave them. Stand behind me and watch out the window for your Dad."


I did as she asked. She swirled the water around but she wasn't washing. She'd done only one cup and a plate the whole time she'd been standing there. Clearly, doing dishes wasn't on her mind.


I threw the towel onto the counter beside the dish rack. She turned her head slightly to look at it, then back to the sink. I did nothing. Her hands stopped swirling. She just stood there. I reached forward to grasp the sides of the undershirt and slid it up over her hips, baring her ass and leaving the shirt bunched at her waist. I waited again, just taking in her gorgeous butt.


Finally, I said, "Do you like it when I look at you?"


"Yes."


"Lean forward a little." She did, stretching her hands to the far side of the sink, still in the water.


"Open your legs. Just a little." She shuffled her bare feet a little to the side.


"Why did you do that at the table? Did you want me to look at it?"


"Yes."


"Look at what?"


"My pussy."


"No," I said, grasping her hair and gently tugging her head back. "When you open your legs like that, it's not a pussy anymore, is it?"


"No."


"What is it?"


"A cunt."


"That's right. You wanted to show it to me, didn't you? You wanted to show it to your stepson, didn't you?"


"Yes. I wanted to show it to you, to show my cunt to my stepson. I can't help it."


"You're a very naughty woman, You let me fuck you yesterday. You waved your ass in front of me. You knew what you were doing. And you let me fuck you. Didn't you?"


"Yes," she hissed.


"You're going to do more naughty things with me, aren't you?"


"Yes."


I hadn't touched her but her breathing had become rapid and deep while we talked. So had mine. I placed the back of my hand on the counter beside her, cupping my palm upwards.


"Squirt some of that into my hand," I said in a firm, commanding voice, nodding my head toward the plastic squeeze bottle of Mazola oil she'd used in the frying pan. She didn't question me. She lifted her right hand and squeezed some into my palm.


"More," I said.


She squeezed more. I pulled my hand back, careful not to spill it, and turned it over onto the top of her right cheek, spreading it down over her butt, cupping the bottom and squeezing it, pushing the Mazola into the flesh as I pressed it back up. I returned my hand to the counter. Still holding the bottle, she filled my hand again without waiting for me to tell her. I brought it back and covered her left cheek with the slippery oil. After spreading it around, I moved to her other cheek and fondled it for a minute before returning for another handful. I let this drip slowly into the crack at the top of her ass, then, using the edge of my hand on the thumb side, I pressed between her cheeks, sliding it up and down, making sure the knuckle of my thumb grazed and even dug into her anus.


"Give me a big handful, then push back and open your legs more." Again, she did as she was told.


I shoved the whole handful into the crack of her ass then quickly shoved my hand between her cheeks, pressing the slippery goo against her rosebud, and then moved my hand under her ass, cupping it and catching the extra fluid. I pushed it back up against her ass and rubbed forward along the bottom of her pussy. Oil was dripping down the inside of her thighs. I started massaging her pussy, back and forth, rubbing not quickly but firmly sliding through her slick crevice. I started pushing my fingers farther in, and when my hand was fully forward, I stretched my thumb up to her little rear hole and pressed it in. I did this again and again.


I still held her hair in my left hand, keeping her head back, her face looking up at the ceiling. She was breathing very hard. She looked so awesome! I was now getting three fingers into her and pushing my thumb up to the knuckle on every pass. She was incredibly slippery. She grunted a little each time my thumb pushed into her little hole.


"That's right. Grunt. I like the sound of that." I pushed forward again but this time I didn't stop my thumb at the first knuckle, I slid it in all the way and held it there. She rewarded me with a long grunt. Keeping my thumb completely in her, I started moving it around in a small circle. I pushed all four of my fingers into her and started pushing into her, pulling back but never out because her ass followed my hand as had it withdrawn. She wanted it, at least her body did.


I pulled her upright, sliding my left hand around to the front of her throat. I rasped into her ear, "If Dad wasn't here, I fuck this right now," wiggling my thumb in her ass to emphasize my meaning.


"He's gone," she gasped, "He went to get help because your horse was lame this morning, too."


"What? He's not here?" I almost shouted. So that's why I was treated to the undershirt display. Well, I guess things were going a little beyond what my stepmom had expected. I turned her and steered her over to the bunk, Dad's bunk. I saw that he'd actually rolled the mattress and placed it neatly in the middle of the bunk.


Standing before the bunk, stepmother in front of me, I told her, "Grab the rails."


She leaned forward to bend over for me.


"No, on the top bunk."


She stood back up and did as I said. I pushed her legs wider apart, kneeled down slightly, and brought my cock up into her pussy from behind. I stood, shoving her up with me. Grasping her hips, I pulled her a step away from the bunk and started fucking her in slow, hard thrusts. Within a minute the thrusts turned into lunges, and a minute later I was jackhammering into her. Then I stopped, ordering her to hang on to the bunk, I pulled her back farther until her feet left the floor. Holding her thighs, I held her splayed out and started plunging into her again. I didn't speed up but I slammed into her. On each plunge I stood up on my toes, tensing the muscles in my legs as I bulged my cock in her cunt. We were both grunting like animals. I didn't stop until her muscles spasmed on my cock and I felt her drench my balls with her juice.


I walked her forward, set her feet on the ground, and then pushed her onto the bunk and over the rolled-up mattress. I grasped her ankles and spread her legs widely apart, then pushed her cheeks apart with the thumbs of both hands. I pressed the head of my cock against her little hole, which was still open the size of a quarter from the action of my thumb, and twisted her head to its side.


"What's my name?"


"Roger."


"That's right, Roger," I said as I pressed harder, slipping my cock into her hole. I kept up a steady, gentle pressure until my cock slid all the way in and my pelvis was pressing firmly against her butt. She let out a long grunt in. I stayed pressed into her, glorying at the moment. Then I started to move back and forth, just a little, slowly. Every few times, I suddenly thrust hard into her and then rolled around in a circle while fully plugged into her. I kept repeating this. As her grunting became louder, I reached down and grabbed her hair in both hands, pulling her head back. I started grinding my cock in her ass. This was absolutely incredible. She may not have known it, but I had never fucked anyone in the ass before. I loved it. It was such a power trip, to hear her grunting and moaning, right out of control.


I suddenly stopped moving, staying still. I pulled out of her very slowly, then pushed back in, then out, completely. Her ass was pulsing, opening and closing, her thighs quivering.


"Please, don't stop. Please."


I pushed my cock into her, slowly until her cheeks were once again against my pelvis. I held her tight against me and started to shove back and forth in a big circle, then pushed her down onto the rolled-up mattress and started pounding on her. Every time I pounded down on her she released a loud, long grunt. Our fuck became frenzied. Finally, she let out a loud wail just as I gushed into it, not spurting, but almost like a steady hose of cum.


I fell forward onto her back, gasping for breath. "Oh, god, oh god, oh god."


I don't know if I fell asleep or if I passed out. But I was aware of opening my eyes and realizing I was still on top of my stepmom. I got up, stripped off my boxers, and put a kettle of water on. She appeared to be sleeping, still splayed lewdly over the mattress. When the water boiled I brought a cloth and some soap over and started to clean her. She opened her eyes and smiled at me.


"So, I'm guessing that was a real Rogering. You seem to like doing that."


"It was fantastic. I'm sorry if I got carried away. I didn't mean to hurt you."


"You didn't hurt me. But it isn't the gentlest thing for a woman."


"I'm sorry."


"It's alright. I might let you do it again if you're a good boy."


"If I'm good?"


"That's right." She stood up, pulled the undershirt over her arms and threw it to the floor, then walked over to the table and sat down in the same chair where she'd shown me her pussy that morning. "Come here," she said.


I went and stood before her. She opened her legs wide again. "See."


I knelt in front of her. She reached out and cupped my head in her hands, her fingers playing with my hair. She tilted my head forward forcing my eyes to look directly at her pussy.


"Kiss it," she commanded.


I leaned forward, bracing myself with both hands on the floor between her legs, and covered her pussy with my mouth. I started licking her, pushing my tongue in and dragging it up and down in her slit. After a few minutes, she pulled my head in hard and started to fuck my face. She became very agitated, pushing forward more and more, thrusting harder on my mouth glued to her pussy, fucking my tongue held stiff in her quim. Suddenly, she rocked forward too far pushing me over onto my back, my shoulders rolling against the hard floor. Her legs clenched my head tightly in a vice-like grip, her pussy never breaking contact. My head on the floor, she continued pounding on my face, her clit rubbing against my nose as she hunched again and again against my lips. Finally, she held still, her thighs shuddering on my face, and then she relaxed. A moment later, she stood, walked over to the counter, and picked up a dishtowel. Calmly walking by me on the return, she casually threw the towel down on my face, "Clean yourself up," she said. She stooped to pick up her tennis shoes and walked out the door, stark naked, turning left from the trail up the mountain.


Scrambling to get my running shoes on, I grabbed my shorts from the floor and ran out the door. I could see my stepmom, beautifully naked, striding up the grassy meadow a hundred yards away. I ran up the hill after her, naked myself.


Cresting the hill I looked frantically about for her. I couldn't see her, even though the meadow flattened out for quite a ways. She couldn't have moved fast enough to get out of my sight.


"Lose something?"


She was lying in the grass, off to my far left, braced up by an elbow, wearing only a cocky smile. I went over and laid down beside her on the grass, on my back. I didn't say anything and for the longest time, neither did she. Finally, she said, "Well, we've certainly fucked each other. What's next?"


"I don't know, I …, I don't know," I replied, thinking about all the complications we now faced in our lives.


"Well, I do," she said, quietly.


When she didn't expand, I asked, "What?"


She rose up on her elbow and looked down at me. "Now you can make love to me," and then she laid back.


I got up on my elbow and looked down at her. Her eyes were closed, a slight smile on her face. I leaned down and brushed my lips against hers. I kissed her. Then again, and again, until she parted her lips and started to kiss me back. She put her arm around me and we started kissing. When I pulled up, she said, "That's more like it," and pulled me back down. We kissed for several more minutes before she pushed my head away. "You know you haven't sucked my breasts for 20 years."


She arched her back, thrusting her tits up. Her nipples, I could now see, were standing up hard. I leaned down and took one in my mouth, sucking it up and then pushing my closed lips down around it, then swirling it around in my mouth before dragging my teeth gently back along with it.


"Ohhh, that's nice. That's it. Suck them. Yeah. Slowly. Yeah, like that. Do it that for a long time."


I did as she asked. I sucked and pulled on her hard nipples until I thought they'd come off. She didn't seem to tire of it. She continually moaned, murmured, and arched her back, lifting off the ground to push her tit into my mouth as I tugged on her nipple. Eventually, I parted her legs and shoved my cock into her again. We had a long, slow fuck in the meadow on the side of that mountain, blissfully unaware of anything else in the entire world, stepmother and stepson. I came close to coming many times. Her pussy was magic. It massaged, pinched, squeezed, milked, twisted, and scraped me. Just when I was about to burst in her, she'd do something to stop me, squeezing my balls hard, biting my ear, and so on. Then her pussy would start working on me again. When we finally finished, I lay on her, my cock still in her, kissing her, squeezing her nipples. We didn't talk, we just enjoyed being close.


At last, I rolled off and sat up. She sat up beside me and I put my arm around her. Something made us turn and look behind us at the same time. There, about a hundred feet away, looking down at us, was a bear with two cubs playing about her. As we watched, frozen into inaction, she turned and ambled away, her frolicking entourage tagging along behind.


It was late afternoon when we headed back to the cabin.


"I guess help with arrive tomorrow afternoon," My stepmom conjectured. "I'm starving."


I smiled as I followed her down the hill, staring at her pear-shaped cheeks, my cock already hardening. "Me too," I replied. "Let's drink the rest of the wine and have a little party."


My stepmom put on a flannel nightie (she'd been expecting the nights to be cold on the trail) and started rustling up some grub as soon as we reached the cabin. I put on my boxers, fetched some wood, and started a fire. Then I scrounged all the extra pillows, blankets, and a comforter and spread them in front of the fire. That done, I went to see if I could give her a hand.


"No," she said, laughing, "I don't think I can use the kind of help you have to offer." She took a big sip, finishing her first glass of wine.


"Hey, no fair. You've got a head start," I complained.


"And I'm going to keep it too. I'm going to get a good sleep tonight, so don't get any ideas. So fill up my glass before you get yours, young man," and she held her glass out to me.


"Yes, ma'am," I saluted, and poured two large glasses of wine. Standing behind her, I held her glass ahead of her. When she reached for it, I leaned forward, pulling it away.


"Oh, you tease," she grumbled, not yet realizing that my crotch had pressed against her ass, nestling my cock lightly in the valley between her cheeks. She made a grab for the wine and I spilled a little but was compensated by her action which also parted her cheeks, allowing my now stiffening member to lodge securely, still pointing down but pressing up with vigorous anticipation.


"OHHH, YOU! You bad boy," she berated me, trying to push me off, but finding that this simply worsened her situation (or improved it, depending on your point of view). She stopped, submitting to my pressure forcing her against the counter, but said, "No way, Roger. I have to eat, and I don't think I'm up to any more tonight. Maybe in the morning, ok, hon.?"


Not to be deterred, I responded, keeping it lighthearted, "Ok, dear lady, but I demand a kiss in reparation." I set her wine down and pulled her face back and to the right so I could kiss her from behind. I put all my effort into the longest, sexiest kiss I could muster, all the while swaying my hard cock gently from side to side in her cheeks.


When the kiss ended she whispered, "That's very nice but I just don't have your youthful stamina."


I kissed her mouth quickly several times, slipping my tongue just a little inside. "You might find that you do if you just let something get started," I whispered back. I plunged my tongue down into her mouth before she could answer. After a minute, I slid my hands slowly up her sides, cupping her breasts and squeezing them a little, then bringing my fingers up to squeeze, roll and tug her nipples. Ending the kiss prematurely, I said, "But let's eat first anyway." And turned away. "I'll get extra wood for the fire."


We ate our meal and drank our wine in front of the fire, talking about many things. My stepmom and Dad's life before I came, me when I was little, and various worldly issues that revolved around relationships between people, nothing about politics or the war or sports. I offered to get another bottle of wine, our third while taking the plates to the sink. When I returned, she was stretched out on her tummy, holding her empty wine glass in front of her. She looked gorgeous with the firelight playing over the backs of her legs, her hair flying back over her shoulders. Kneeling to fill her glass, I casually pulled her nightie up over her ass and stroked her cheeks.


"Hey, buster."


"You have to pay to get your fill, lady," I laughed back at her. When her glass was full, I said, "Oh, I forgot my glass," and returned to the counter. While I was there, I asked her if she'd like me to put some skin lotion on her, to which she replied, "Yes, but you better be good." I assured her I would and came back carrying her lotion and something else I'd picked up from the counter.


I started applying the lotion on her feet, working my way up her calves and then her thighs. I took my time. By the time I was ready to do her back, she had emptied her glass again. I hadn't remembered to fill mine.


"You'll have to take your nightie off, for me to do your back."


"Just push it up, honey."


"Nope, if you want the backrub and wine special, you have to follow instructions. Come on, up you go." I helped my stepmom get up to her knees, leaning back into me as I pulled her flannel nightie over her head. She was a little dozy from the wine and the heat of the fire. I ran my hands over her tits, pressing them and tugging on her nipples.


"Roger."


"I'm just helping your circulation before you lay down again," and gently pushed her forward, naked, onto the comforter. I filled her glass again, squirted a generous portion of lotion between her shoulder blades, and started rubbing it into her back, working in large circles, pushing down more firmly whenever I was directly behind where her nipples would be pressing into the floor below. I kept applying more lotion, squirting it on in little puddles. Every once in a while, she would raise her head and take a sip of wine, then flop back down, more heavily each time. I never touched her ass.


"That's lovely," she slurred when she took her last gulp.


That's when I pulled my hands back to the small of her back and started scratching the little dimples she had just above the rise to her cheeks.


"I have to do your bottom now. It's the only part left. It has to be done," I whispered gently but firmly, trying not to intrude on the crackling of the dying fire. I squirted some fluid on her left cheek and then some on her right, I started slowly massaging her prominent, pear-like globes, gently squeezing them as I pushed them around, and pulled them apart to apply a spreading pressure. I squirted more on and slowly worked that around as well. Then, I squirted some directly into her ass crack, let it soak in, then squirted in more. "Oops," I cried as I pressed my fingers in a cupping motion between her cheeks at the bottom of her buttocks, catching the extra fluid and pushing it back up against her little hole. Holding my fingers there, I squirted more fluid in, letting it pool over her rosebud and soak in.


"Roger," she burst out, hoarsely, her voice betraying a hidden excitement.


"Just relax. I'm almost finished. Just rest now." I pressed my middle finger in, laying it along her rosebud, and slid it gently back and forth, then pulling it up and swirling its tip around her little hole. She hadn't yet realized that I'd been soaking her butt and her little hole in the mazola oil I'd grabbed from the counter. It wasn't the best thing to use, but it was all I had. As I pushed my fingertip into her, she protested again. "It's just part of the massage, just let me finish."


When I slid my finger in and started slowly working it in and out of her ass, part of the massage routine lost its value. "No, Roger, don't, don't."


"Remember what I said about giving things a chance? Just give it a minute."


I squeezed even more Mazola around her hole and pushed two fingers in. She dug her pelvis into the floor, away from my merciless intruders, grunting. I kept pushing in, loving the sound of her grunts, "I can't," she cried, "I can't!"


"You can," I whispered back harshly, "and you will!"


"No, no, don't, Roger, don't."


I pulled my fingers back and then shoved them in again, pressing deeply into her cheeks. "Yes’s," I hissed. Suddenly, I pulled my fingers out of her, paused, then slid them down along her peritoneum, and wiggled them into her cunt.


"Oh, my God, oh my god," she panted. I twisted my fingers around, loosening her up for a minute, and then started jamming them back and forth into her, increasing the tempo, pushing in harder, faster. Her panting became ragged. I stopped, twisting around again, and then started jamming in more slowly but more firmly. She started grunting again, moving her pussy back against my hand. I was very excited and breathing quite raggedly.


Pushing my hand in, I held it there while I twisted my body with my feet to the left, outside her widespread legs. I leaned my torso down, pressing her back flush to the floor as I aimed my cock and nudged it up against her little hole.


"No, Roger, don't. Wait, wait until tomorrow."


"I can't," I rasped back and pushed the head in.


"OHHHHH, OHHHHH, UNNNGGHHHH," she wailed as I slid in. She was tight, but slippery, being very well oiled. I pushed all the way in and fell to my chest lying across her. I stayed still, feeling her tight pucker gripping me, convulsing around the root of my cock. Slowly, I started moving. Out a little, and back. Again. Out and back, again and again. I started pressing in, grinding a little, just a little. Soon, I could hear little grunts with each grind into her cheeks. I started working my fingers in her pussy again, in time with my fucking of her ass. I pulled my fingers out and slid my long finger up to her clitoris and pressed it in there, swirling it about in tiny little circles. She began moving her ass back onto my cock, groaning, moaning, and grunting all at once.


I pulled my hand quickly out from between her legs, around her hips, and back onto her clit. Lifting myself, I straightened out behind her, between her legs. I moved my cock back between her cheeks, pressing it into her opened hole. I let it hover there.


"Push your ass back on my cock."


"Come on. Push back. Fuck me with your ass."


I could feel the muscles in her thighs before she moved. And then I felt the exquisite feel of her round, puckered hole pushing back and enveloping the head of my cock. Suddenly, she shoved quickly upward, exhaling a loud grunt, "UNNNGGGHHH!" followed by many quick shoves in succession. She was going wild! I felt my hand on her clit brushed roughly aside as she replaced it with her own. I reached around and grabbed both her tits, squeezing them hard and pinching the nipples tightly as well. Each time she buried her ass around my cock, I tensed my thigh muscles as hard as I could, bulging my cock into her. We were in a frenzy. This was not tender lovemaking like we'd had that afternoon on the mountain. We were each stealing something from the other. Abruptly, I released my goo in her with explosive force. She began violently twisting her ass around on my cock, frigging herself frantically until I could feel her legs clenching and shuddering uncontrollably. We collapsed on the floor, panting raggedly.


After a long while, she blurted out, "You little bastard. What you make me do. You little bastard."


"Be honest, " I countered. "You've had boring fucking all your life. I'm your stepson, and I know you. I know what you need, and I know what you really want."


A long pause followed.


"You're still a little bastard."


"I know. I'll leave you alone tonight, but I'm having you in the morning. Understand?"


No answer.


"Do you understand?" I repeated.


Quietly, "Yes, I understand."


"All morning," I insisted, "they can't get here until the afternoon."


"All morning," she acknowledged.


The next morning, both my stepmom and I learned how she could get her mouth down over my whole cock, using copious amounts of saliva generated while I held her head firmly down on me. I found that I could even continue fucking into her as I held her head tight, for a few thrusts, more and more each time. Eventually, I exploded in her face. I hadn't meant too but at the last minute, I couldn't help it, having never done it before. I immediately felt ashamed of myself but she didn't mind. She laughed at the huge amount of come dripping all over her like it was a ridiculous joke that anything could be left after last night. I laughed too and then pushed the head of my cock back into her mouth. She slowly sucked and licked it, milking the tip while looking into my eyes until I was soft. Unbelievable!


We cleaned up and had breakfast. Just as I was wondering if I had anything at all left and how I was ever going to live up to my manly demands of the previous evening, we saw riders coming around the bend in the trail, Dad at the lead. My ride with my stepmom was over.


As we rode back on fresh horses, I wondered about how things would go once we got back home. I no longer wanted to go away. Ever I wanted to stay and have my stepmom again and again in all the ways I was starting to imagine.


And then the image of her rocking my head back into the floor popped into my mind, and the way she'd strode back across the room tossing the dish towel down into my face as she walked nonchalantly by, "Clean yourself up," she'd barked.


Maybe, this wasn't going to be so one-sided, I thought, just as she twisted around in her saddle to look back at me, the two of us again bringing up the rear. Keeping her eye on me, she smiled and leaned forward to grasp the horse's mane. She was still looking back, smiling, as she lifted her ass to the edge of the saddle…. 


My soccer Mom and my big package

My name was Josh, I was a normal 18-year-old boy who lived in a quiet town with my Dad and stepmother. One Sunday morning I awoke as my stepmom entered my room. She walked towards my bed in her normal morning attire, a shortish robe that looked a little worse for wear held together by a tie around the middle. My stepmom leaned over as she was leaving a cup of coffee by the side of my bed. As she leaned over her robe splayed open a little at the top allowing me to get a quick glimpse of her big tits hanging free in her robe. Now don’t get me wrong my stepmom isn’t a model or anything she is in her early 40’s, 5’ 4, long dark hair, an attractive face, not slim but has curves in all the right places. I don’t think of her in a sexual way but at 18 an eyeful of female flesh is not something you ever complain about.


“you’ll need to get up soon,” she said, “remember dad’s not here this week to take you to Soccer so I’ve got the short straw”.


“I know” I replied “thanks”


“Ok, Darling,” she said, “what do you want for breakfast?”
“just some eggs would be good please” I replied.


I know I was spoilt by my stepmom but I was an only child so kind of made the most of it. She turned and started to leave the room, as she walked I could see her round ass move from side to side in her robe. She stopped on her way to the door to pick up some of my washing, as she leaned down her short robe started to creep up her leg, it was rising to the bottom of her ass, I leaned closer, but at that point, she finished collecting the laundry and stood up and walked towards the door. Gutted! I thought. Just as she left the room she turned and glanced at my duvet. That’s when it struck me, I looked down at my duvet it had a lump in it by my crotch, I couldn’t work out whether I had awoken with morning glory or gotten hard by seeing my stepmom’s tits. Shit, either way, she had just seen my duvet with my hard-on poking up in it. I felt embarrassed but at the same time very horny.
I wasn’t embarrassed about my cock, just a little shy. I was constantly teased in the showers after soccer for having a ‘donkey cock’ and as I looked under the duvet you could see why. It was rock hard, 9.5 inches in length, and very thick that you could only just fit your hand all the way around. No women had ever seen it in this state. I was nervous about what they would say, if lads mocked me then what would they do?


I wanted to play with it there and then but knew I didn’t have time. I tried to ignore it and get changed. Putting on my boxers for soccer wasn’t easy though, everything has to be secured for all that running around which meant I usually wore a tight pair of white trunk-style briefs. I put them over my feet and pulled them up over my slowly deflating cock. It was strapped in at such an angle from the front on that it looked like I had a growth on the side of my leg.
I put on my baggy joggers to cover it and headed off downstairs.


I arrived in the kitchen and she was washing up with her back to me,
“Now eat your breakfast while I go get changed,” she said. She turned and smiled as she walked through the kitchen.


Not a mention of my duvet incident so hopefully she hadn’t noticed I thought. I scoffed down my breakfast and she joined me as we walked to the car. My stepmom was now wearing a long flimsy dress that was pulled tight against her top half and then it sort of flowed at the bottom half so you could not see too much shape (I think that’s the way she liked it as she knew she had big boobs but wasn’t a fan of her round ass). It looked as though she had tights or stockings on and her boots.


“looks not too nice out there today,” she said, “it's been stormy all night and it's still wet and windy”.
“I know” I replied “but I’m sure we’ll still be playing”


We got to the sports ground, I stood in the car park briefly with the other lads and she went off to the clubhouse, “see you after the game, and good luck” she said. Just as she was about to open the clubhouse door a big gust of wind came through the car park and her flimsy dress blew up to reveal her whole bottom half. I stood there shocked as underneath her dress she had the boots going up to just short of the knee, stockings that went two-thirds up her thighs, and then a suspender belt holding up the stockings with a sexy pair of knickers that was almost a thong. She was only 30 yards away from me and the lads, I was stood motionless and embarrassed. My stepmom made a quick entrance into the clubhouse to cheers from my mates.


“Your stepmom’s a milf Josh” one yelled
“she can come into the showers after if she wants,” said another
“What a hot ass” the comments kept coming.
“Alright,” I said, “stop the yelling, you wouldn’t like it if it was your stepmom, let's go play some soccer”.


The game finished and we had won comfortably, however, due to the storm overnight the showers did not have any hot water and so we all decided to go home in our kit and get changed there.


As I walked back to the car, she was standing there looking puzzled, “why haven’t you changed? You're filthy”


“no hot water because of the storm” I replied “we are all taking our kit home this week and getting cleaned up there”


“OK,” She said “let me put a rug on the seat though as you will ruin the car”


We both got into the car and started to drive home, I was hoping she wouldn’t talk too much after what happened before the game, then she said it.


“I’m sorry honey about the dress incident, I hope I didn’t embarrass us” she apologized. “I heard some cheers from the lads, I hope they weren’t offensive about me and offended you” she looked worried


“No, they were just saying other things which I’d rather not talk about” I replied sheepishly.
“What did they say, darling? It can't have been that bad” she continued to almost interrogate.
“you don’t want to know!” I argued
“Josh, tell your stepmother, she has got a right to know what people are saying about her and especially if it offends her baby!” she looked a little cross.
“I’m not a baby!, I’m 18! And if you want to know they said you were a milf, had a sexy ass and they wanted you to join them in the shower!” I shouted and then started to sulk.” you happy now?”


My stepmom looked taken aback by the comments, then a wry smile came across her face, she hadn’t heard flattering comments for over 10 years, even if they were a little sexist and focused on her lower half. She was usually quite a quiet and shy person but it was almost as if those comments switched a switch in her mood and she oozed more confidence and was a bit more forward.


“oh, I see,” she said, “Sorry honey, at least they weren’t bad comments then, is it a bad thing to have an attractive stepmom?”
“Moom!, they’re my mates” I pushed back “Why are you wearing that stuff to football anyway?” I asked.
“What stuff?” She asked
“You know!” I waited, it was evident by the pause that she didn’t “your stockings, suspenders, and knickers”
She looked a little smug, “well darling, women like to dress in a way that makes them feel good, especially if they are going out of their comfort zone and I haven’t been up to the sports club for several years now” she explained. “so when I was getting changed this morning I wanted to feel good about myself and so just opted for those rather normal tights, I hope you don’t mind”
“no, I guess not” I shrugged “I agree with the comments, just wish it wasn’t my stepmom I was looking at” I joked.
“Josh!” she exclaimed, “you shouldn’t say things like that about your mother” she then smiled, put her hand on my leg, and said, “thanks though, maybe I should do it every week as everybody said you were man of the match” she joked.
“Now who’s being wrong!” I replied.


We arrived back at the house and walked from the car to the back door into the kitchen.
“If you think you're walking through the house like that you have another thing coming!” She warned “Stand on the rug indoors and pass me your dirty kit”
“Ok” I reluctantly agreed and passed her my shirt and then took off my muddy socks and handed them to my stepmom. “there you go,” I said as I walked off towards the door into the hall.
“where do you think you're going young man” She pulled me back
“For a bath to get cleaned up” I answered
“I said hand me your dirty kit, I’m not doing 2 washes so pass me your shorts,” she said sternly.
“b…but, I only have my tight soccer briefs on,” I said as I tried to avoid stripping in my kitchen “cant I throw them down to you?” I asked
“stop being silly honey, they can't be that revealing, now pass me your shorts” she looked meaningfully at me.
I knew I wasn’t going to win this one, however, the talk in the car and the thought of being in just some tight pants along with being forced to strip had started those feelings you know as an 18-year boy will mean a full-on boner in about a minute. I went for the get-it-over with approach and slipped my shorts off quickly I handed them to my stepmom and stood there.
“wasn’t that hard was it?” She said knowingly
As she put the shorts in the machine I looked down, I was in a state of shock. The rain during the game had drenched my briefs, so not only were they ridiculously tight but now were almost completely transparent. Shit! I thought the feelings had started to make my cock grow, it was now a semi and my hard-on and semi-on were about the same size, just that semi was nowhere near as hard. So I now had a 9.5-inch semi-hard cock trapped inside my very tight boxers, the fact they were wet mean they clung to every vein and you could see almost everything.
That was the point my stepmom turned back round from the machine, there I was stood with my arms by my side and a cock the size of a baby's arm trying to break out of my boxers.


Her jaw dropped “Oh my god!” she exclaimed, “look at that, I guess they are revealing”.
I looked embarrassed and tried to cover up.
“Well, you may as well get them off as they are drenched and they’re not hiding much now are they?” She said.
“b..but” I pleaded “ at least I’m not naked”
“look, young man, I’ve told you I’m doing 1 wash and I need them in it,” she said forcefully “Now are you going to hand them here or do I need to get them myself?”


I stammered slightly and tried to find some reason not to, but by then my stepmom had had enough. “come on, nothing to be embarrassed about by the looks of it” she got to her knees and started to tug at my briefs, I was holding them as I could feel that I was now almost fully hard, the thought of being naked and stripped was making it worse. At that point my stepmom won the struggle the briefs came sliding down my thighs, my cock had got caught in them and at the last point before they were off was pointing straight down with the urge for it to bolt upright and rock hard held back only by the waistband of my briefs. Then it happened my stepmom yanked one final time and the briefs came down, this released my springy cock and it shot upwards with great speed. That’s when I heard it, “slap” my big cock had slapped my stepmom right in the face.
“Jesus” she shouted and sat back onto her knees “that things bloody massive and it hurts!” she joked. At that point my cock was bouncing in front of me, right in front of my stepmom's face. You could see the lust in her eyes. She went to grab it and then pulled back. “you ought to go have that bath,” she said.


I was relieved and disappointed at the same time. I so needed my cock played with but at the same time… it was my stepmom.


I went and got into the bath, loads of thoughts running through my head, cock bouncing as I ran up the stairs. During the next 5 minutes, the whole house was quiet. Our bathroom is right above the kitchen and you can hear everything being said in the kitchen, I often used to lie in the bath and listen to my stepmom’s conversations to try and get the gossip. This time it was different, I heard her talking to her sister (who was adopted by their parents), they talked about everything to each other, I overheard their conversation once about not being satisfied in bed and ways to make it better and also times when they were just leering at younger men and joking about what they would do. But surely she wouldn’t mention what just happened to her sister, would she? I thought.
Then I heard it, “you would not believe it, Dawn,” my stepmom said “it was incredible, it must have been 10 inches long and I can't tell you how thick, I’ve never seen anything like it”
It all went quiet as I assume auntie Dawn was talking, but the thought of them talking about my cock had made it hard again.
“But I can't, he’s my stepson” I heard her reply “it's wrong”
A further silence
“of course I’m intrigued,” she said “wouldn’t you be, I can't imagine what it would feel like”
A brief pause was followed by
“No Dawn, you cant, it would be strange if you just turned up, leave it with me, I’ll call you later”
A long silence sounded like Dawn was talking for ages and then she said “Will do, bye sis”.


It was like I was in a dream world, lying in a bath with my stepmom and aunt talking about the size of my cock. I’d never seen it so hard, it looked even bigger than normal, or maybe it was the confidence of hearing them talk like that.


Then the silence was broken again, “Do you want a coffee?” She asked from the bottom of the stairs
“Yes please,” I shouted down.
“Ok it’ll be right up” she replied


I was a bit confused, my stepmom never came into the bathroom while I was in the bath, even though we only had one bathroom we would always wait until the other person had finished. But then there was a knock at the door, “I have your coffee darling” She said “Can I bring it in?” she asked.


“But I’m in the bath?” I replied.
“But I need the loo” she pleaded.
“Ok, 2 seconds” I replied, I then leaned forward, put my hard cock between my thighs, and leaned further forward to cover myself from view.
she then opened the door slowly and entered the room. Placed the coffee on the side of the bath and had the phone with her from downstairs and placed it on the floor, “There you are” she said “that’ll warm you up after the cold 90 minutes, you deserve it after your game today” as she hitched up her dress and sat on the loo.


There was an awkward silence as my stepmom was sat there and I was continuing to cover myself. Then she broke the silence “not sure you need to worry about hiding yourself honey” she smiled “not sure there's much more to see after this morning”
I looked a little embarrassed and said “sorry, I didn’t mean it to happen”
“Don’t be silly Josh, these things happen, but no need to be shy about it now is there?”
“b..but, its in a similar state now,” I said shyly and apologetically
“oh, I see” she laughed “not too surprising at your age though I suppose” she smiled knowingly “make the most of it, it doesn’t remain that easy when you get older, most women will tell you that,” she said almost with a sigh.
“But I feel a little uncomfortable…you know…when its..erm…. hard in front of you,” I resisted
“no need to be darling” she pleaded “its perfectly natural for men to get excited, especially at your age, anything can get you into that state” she laughed “now stop hiding and enjoy your bath and coffee”


I reluctantly agreed and in one motion, opened my thighs that were holding my hard cock and leaned back into the bath. My cock sprang back towards my midriff and made a wet ‘thwack’ as it slapped my stomach.
A gasp came from my stepmom’s mouth as she saw it again. She leaned forward from the loo seat to get a closer look. “that is enormous and magnificent” she exclaimed, then looked a little embarrassed at what she had said. “sorry, darling, I didn’t mean that to come out, I’ve just never seen anything like it before” she apologized.
“it’s ok,” I said, slightly raising my butt out of the water to make it rise further up my chest. It’s a trick I used in the mirror to make it reach way past the belly button and made it look huge.
“it's just so thick darling, it's gorgeous” she drooled “how big is it exactly?”
“I don’t know” I lied “I can't say I’ve ever measured it” full well knowing I had measured almost every month since I was 15 when it suddenly grew. I thought that if I said no then my stepmom would want to measure it, and that would mean her having to touch it. My cock was now so hard it was pulsating and screaming out for attention, the fact that it was my stepmom had been pushed out of my thoughts, I just wanted a woman's touch on my eager dick.
“oh dear, we’ll have to sort that out I need to know how big that thing is” she enthused. “you don’t mind do you sweetie?” she asked
“I suppose not” I mumbled “be good to know I guess”
“fantastic” she couldn’t hide her excitement “let me go grab a tape measure, I want to see the girth too, plus not sure a ruler would be big enough” she laughed and winked at me.


At that point, she got up from the loo, turned slightly away from me, and hitched up her dress to pull up her knickers. She leaned forward slightly and held onto her knickers for just a second or 2. I t was a sign she wanted me to see, but I wasn’t complaining, I got a close-up view of what we had seen in the car park. Her knickers looked shiny and satiny, and hugged the contours of her round ass and then made their way in between her cheeks and under between her legs. Her ass was much perter than I expected at her age, I was tempted to try and grab it but restrained myself. I leaned forward to try and get a glimpse of her panty-clad pussy but the dress then dropped back down to normal and left me gutted. She then looked me in the eye and said she’d be back as soon as she had a tape measure.


I waited in the bath trying to ensure my boner wouldn’t die while I heard my stepmom rifling through drawers next door. “Where are you, you bloody thing” she exasperated “I just want a tape measure”. Then she said it “Yes! There you are” and she came bounding into the bathroom catching me with my hand round my cock, gently massaging it to keep it big and hard. “oh, sorry darling, shall I leave you alone?” I could tell in her voice it was a pointless question as she carried on walking towards me with the tape measure.
“it's ok, just didn’t want it to go down if you wanted to measure it” I explained.
“that’s great thanks, honey, very thoughtful” she smiled “now do you mind if your stepmom touches you to get this done do you?” she asked
Again, another pointless question
“good,” she said before I even had a chance to answer “Now lean back and let your stepmom measure you big boy,” she said forcefully as she put her hand on my chest and pushed me so I leaned back on the back of the bath.


“Right!” she smiled “where do I start?” she said to herself. She then leaned over the edge of the bath and placed her right hand on the base of my cock. The sensation from the touch was unbelievable, not sure if it was because it was the first woman to touch it or it was the fact it was my stepmom! Either way my cock started to buck and pulsate until it was the biggest it had ever seemed. I could sense my stepmom squeezing, she was trying to get her hand around it and squeezing it as hard as possible “Grrrr, I’ve not felt anything this hard in years, and it's so thick, I can't reach my hand round it” she said.
“now for the tape measure”. She placed it around the base of my cock and brought it round to meet the other side “Holy Jesus” she looked surprised “It's nearly 7 inches all the way around, that’s huge” she smiled and looked up at me “now for your length”.
Now, most people know you're supposed to measure across the top of a penis to get the correct length, obviously not my stepmom. Her left hand reached out and flattened my cock against my stomach, placing her hand near the tip holding one end of the measure, she then extended the tape down towards my balls and was slowly feeling down my cock until she could feel my muscle stopped and my sack started. Her hands sliding down my shaft felt incredible, I was struggling not to come at this point. She then stopped, both hands left the tape measure and she fell back onto her knees, open-jawed she looked at me and said “oh my god young man, you have a fucking 11.5-inch cock” I looked a little embarrassed because I knew it was only 9.5, she had just measured it wrong but I wasn’t about to tell her. “it's beautiful” she said “I don’t know where it came from as your dad is quite small, he’s only about 5” he says, I thought these things were hereditary”.
I then glanced down from her eyes to her chest, “maybe it came from them” I joked.
She looked down and grabbed her tits, “oh, I didn’t think of that, but they're nothing compared to that thing, cos you have huge balls too, they're like golf balls” she leaned forward and cupped my balls, it felt unbelievable.
“Can I try something please baby?” She asked
“Hey! I’m not a baby, but ok” I replied
“Don’t worry honey, I can certainly see you're fully grown in more than every way” she then placed one hand at the base of my dick and then the other placed directly above it.
“I was right,” She said “you could get about 4 hands on this thing”
“very funny, or a few hands and a mouth” I laughed, half hoping she might try.
“good theory honey, but I shouldn’t…..” you could see her thoughts fighting in her mind “Can I?” she looked at me with puppy dog eyes
“if you must, sure” I couldn’t wait I’ve never had a mouth around my cock before.
She leaned forward tentatively, “I can't believe this will fit in anyone's mouth babe” but she was determined to find out, she sank her mouth around the tip of my cock and started to slide down my cock. I started to groan, “oh that feels good,” I said.
She stopped herself “you're not kidding big boy, never had my mouth stretched like that before, its an incredible cock, but I shouldn’t take it any further, it's wrong”
“but, you can see how hard it is now, it has been teased and it needs to cum” I pleaded.
“I can see that darling, but I shouldn’t… as much as I’d like to help you, my god do I want to see that thing cum, but I can't do it, it's wrong, I’m your stepmother”
She stood up to leave, “ok I understand, but I need to finish myself off now, can you help me in another way?” I asked
She turned around and asked “How darling?, I’ve told you I can't play with you?”
“well you’ve seen mine now, can you show me yours please?” I asked as staring at her tits
“you want to see your stepmom’s tits darling?, that’s naughty” she tried to reflect the request, but she could see I meant it “ok, just quickly baby” She unbuttoned the front of her dress and pulled it open to reveal her bra. “That ok hon?”
I looked upset, “but I wanted to see them properly” I moaned, as my right hand started to stroke my cock up and down. Her gaze moved from my eyes to my cock and she almost looked transfixed, and without saying a word she undid her bra and exposed her nice big breasts.
“very nice, can I see your ass again please” I knew I was pushing my luck but she was so transfixed she turned round lifted her dress and bent over to make sure I could see it properly. “without the knickers please,” I said forcefully, it was like she was under my spell, willing to do anything, she reached behind and slipped her knickers slowly over her round ass, exposing her bare sexy ass and as it peeled down I could just see her pussy in between her legs, you could see she was wet as the knickers peeled very slowly from her lips as if they were stuck and then you could see them glistening. At that point I tested my power over her too much, I reached out to touch her ass. She bolted upright, pulled her knickers up, and said “Ok young man, that’s enough, I’m your stepmom, now finish yourself off if you need to and I’ll see you downstairs” she said as she walked out.


I waited for a few moments and then heard her go next door to her room, I heard her open a drawer and then a low humming start. She must have been using her vibrator, she was horny. I heard the phone ring “Hi Dawn” she said. Her sister must have rung her to get an update. “I’m not saying Dawn” she protested. “OK… OK, I’ll tell you” she caved in quite quickly. “I walked in on him in the bath” she boasted “he tried to hide it but I talked him round and let me tell you it looked even bigger this time” the humming got louder. Her voice was getting more breathy and broken, “it was 7 inches thick and 11.5 inches long” she sounded like she was showing off “I know, I couldn’t believe it, it's bloody gorgeous”
There was a bit of a silence “no dawn, I cant, I touched it and put it in my mouth, that has to be enough, he’s my stepson” she pleaded. At this point I saw the phone on the floor, I was intrigued, reached over, turned it on, and put it to my ear.
“Janice, listen to me” it was my auntie dawns voice “you don’t get many chances like this, if you don’t then I’ll bloody come round and ride that thing for both of us!” she shouted, I couldn’t believe it, I knew my auntie looked like a bit of a dirty milf but I had never heard her be so filthy. “put it this way, if my stepson had a 12-inch cock, I’d not be out of the house much I can tell you”. I was more and more shocked as the conversation went on.


“dawn, that’s sick,” she said “he’s still my stepson”
“well you're obviously horny sis as I can hear you humming you dirty cow,” said dawn
“erm.. bbut I needed to get the horniness away to avoid temptation” she justified.
“you’ve felt it, tasted it, surely you want to know what It feels like deep inside you, don’t you?” she asked
“well, I suppose so but I can't” she still put the barriers up.
“so if he came into your room now and put that monster cock in you, you would fight it?” Dawn asked
She didn’t let my stepmom reply “I knew it, you're just as filthy as me, you would do anything he wanted just like you did when he told you to show him your tits and ass”
she still said nothing, you could just hear the humming get louder. I turned off the phone, I knew this was my chance, got quietly out of the bath, and dried myself, maintaining my huge hard-on. I crept up to her door and looked through the crack in the door. There she was dress up around her waist knickers pulled to one side and her vibrator buried in her pussy.
I started to wank my cock slowly, and that’s when I heard it. My stepmom replied, “ok dawn, I want that thing, it's gorgeous and enormous and I want every inch of it, there are you happy!”
There it was, my moment to pounce, I wandered into the room, her eyes were closed while the vibrator was slipping in and out easily of her wet pussy. I crept up beside her and gently placed the tip of my cock on her lips. Her eyes sprang open, startled like a rabbit in the headlights, she dropped the phone onto the bed, her sister still on the other end.
“Janice are you there?” the phone bellowed
I looked down at her, “suck it” I said forcefully, grabbing her head in 1 hand and forcing my cock into her mouth.
Dawn must have overheard as she shouted “do it you lucky cow, do it”
She was like a different person, devouring my cock unbelievably. Got almost halfway down my cock before gagging.
“take off your knickers,” I said, she duly obliged, in seconds they were off and thrown across the other side of the room.
“Do her you young stud” came from the phone, Dawn was getting off on hearing her sister and nephew getting dirty.
I took the advice, spread my stepmom's legs, and put my cock at the lips of her pussy. The heat coming from her juices and her lips were incredible, I slowly entered my big dick into her, inch by inch it got deeper and deeper, she started to moan and groan, “Is it all in yet?” she asked
“Just stay quiet, there are a few more inches yet” I replied
“But I don’t think I can take anymore” she pleaded.
I listened but took no notice, my cock went in another inch and another inch until I was fully inside her. She let out an almighty scream “Jeesssuss! It's fucking huge”
Dawn screamed out from the phone “You lucky bitch, take it all, otherwise, I’ll show you how”
She looked me in the eye and said “Fuck me, honey, do me as you want, use that big cock on me” I slowly withdrew my cock and then started to pump in and out of my stepmom's slippery hot pussy.
It was like she had just finished a vow of silence, everything involved a noise or a comment
“oh my god that’s so good”
“yes.. urghh, use your big cock”
“fuck my pussy, fuck me, fuck me”
“That’s so good baby”
I stopped, “how many times have I said I’m not a baby, you’ve done it now, now I’m going to make sure you don’t forget”
She looked worried, a voice from the phone shouted “oh god, you're going to get it now sis, do her good josh”


“stand up, take off your dress, now get on all fours on the bed” I yelled
I pushed her onto the bed, pulled her to the edge of the bed, spanked that big ass, and then impaled her back onto my cock, she screamed with pleasure “oh that’s it”
I was standing behind her grabbing her bra as something to hold onto pulling her back onto my cock. Pounding her harder and deeper
“that’s it, honey, do me properly, you fill me up so much”
“I haven’t been full since I had you 18 years ago”
“now you are the one filling me, fuuuck me” at that point my stepmom came all over my cock, the juices flowing all over me.
I let out a scream, “I’m gonna cum, get on your knees to take it” she wasted no time. She was on her knees in seconds, sucking my big balls and playing with my cock.
“cum for mommy, cum for me darling, all over my face” I let out a scream as I did it, covering her face with my cum, there was loads and it started dripping onto her tits, I grabbed her tit and said “lick it off my cock”
She just did exactly what I said, using my cock as a mop across her face and sucking every last drop from my deflating cock.
“you're good, you know how to suck cock”
“Thanks, darling, anytime you need me to I’d be more than happy to milk that for you, I’m all yours now,” she said.
“well, you may not be as lucky next time, I have my eyes on that fine ass of yours, so be prepared,” I told her.
She looked worried and then a voice came from the phone “what about me?” said Dawn “I want to be your big cock slut too, otherwise others will find out”
I looked at my stepmom, she nodded, and so I picked up the phone “I can never have enough of them auntie, so next time you’ll get some, just make sure you dress like a whore, just like my stepmom did for me today” 


Neglected Stepmom

I had always been proud of my stepson Alan. He was always helping out in any way he could, and after his father died, he really stepped up to the plate by getting a job to help pay what bills he could and doing a lot of work around the house that’d usually be reserved for a man. He was more like a man than he realized though, at least in terms of maturity. He had maintained his superb grades, to begin with, and had earned a scholarship to the local state university.


My job as a personal trainer kept me around enough to take care of a lot of things around the house, as I could have clients come over and train in the basement once occupied by my late husband.


He had passed away when Alan was only 3, and in doing so, left the majority of work in raising Alan to me. I dated for a year or two after his passing however I quickly found out that the pool of men to draw from wasn’t quite what it’d used to be. I guess I had gotten lucky…


I was just now starting to get back into the dating scene, however, and had upped my training so-to-speak in an effort to impress the men I might later be spending a lot of my time with. The reeling used to be the hard part, now I needed to work on my bait.


It didn’t take too long to get into “fighting shape” I had always run, and I still do to this day, although not competitively like I did up through college. I always had a pretty good metabolism, so in reality, I only needed to shed about ten or fifteen pounds. Although a little bit of my mother in me was making me feel like it should’ve been twenty-five or thirty.


I wholeheartedly knew this wasn’t the case though, as I was definitely what men would consider curvaceous. I was 43 now and needed the help of color in the box to maintain the same tantalizing brunette locks I had in my younger years, but I still felt my body was great, without the help of any silicone or liposuction machines. My butt was still firm, I guess my Hispanic heritage helped a slight bit, my mother was from Spain, and I’m thinking she was to thank for what often got catcalls and whistles after a workout whilst walking home or to the bus stop in some form-fitting sweats. This was especially the case when I was training a client over in the rough part of town.


I knew I had a great pair. You learn pretty quickly when you’re 18 and walking through a crowded mall with your friends and teenage boys and married men alike are staring at your tits. They were full and firm 34C’s, at least that’s the size bra I wore. My Curvy figure made it a bit harder to find the right fit, as my hourglass figure is not the same one shared by all bra consumers. Plus, the little extra tightness pushed them up ever so slightly, increasing my already fantastic cleavage and aiding me just a bit more in securing one more free drink after a hard night's work.


Well, I know I’ve been long in setting up my little story here, but this is where our little story gets interesting.


After one of those aforementioned “hard days of work,” I went to the local watering hole with my best friend Stacy. We had always been close; we roomed together in college, and now we're both personal trainers, so she felt my plight when it came to nights like this.


I was throwing back wines like it was going out of style, which always seemed to be occurring on half-price wine Wednesdays while listening to Stacy tell some of her racy and risqué stories of conquest. Stacy had taken to catering to the good-looking sector of our clientele and had taken to seducing them. She noted how “It only takes about 5 minutes of flirting or about 30 seconds of ‘accidental’ rubbing or touching for the little head to take over the big one.”


God hearing her stories made me ache. It’d been years since I’d felt anything more than a vibrator inside of me. Hearing her tell of sucking of would-be CEOs or even a spoiled stepson of one made me yearn for a real dick. A real fucking cock that could pulse and throb, read me, become one with me, and then release all of that pent-up passion deep in the parched throat, or in my now moist, and warm pussy.


I almost sat and fucking rubbed one out right there at the bar. Damn. It had been so long since I’d heard anything of the sort/ sure, I read my romance novels and watched some porn, but it was all fake, and I knew it. This was real. This was happening.


I sat and listened for a few more hours before she graciously dropped me back off at my place, on the car ride home, I noticed some of my juices. Not only could I detect the sweet aroma floating from my inner thighs, but as I happened to look down, I noticed that 2 beads of my sweet pussy juice were running down my thigh, having escaped the confines of my g-string. I tried to make it unnoticeable, and I think I did a good job of it.


As I silently (Hell, that’s what it seemed like to me) walked into my house, I just wanted to make sure everything was in order before I went upstairs and plunged a vibrator in my cunt. You know, simple things, like turning off all the lights, looking at all the doors, and generally just making sure the place wasn’t a total mess.


You’d think this would be fairly easy with a stepson who’s so responsible, but he spent nearly all of the time at work or college, and it was only on the weekends that he was around a lot, and event hen, he spent most of his time outside, working in the yard.


I tidied everything up and locked what needed to be, then I headed to Alan’s room to make sure he was home (Hey, you never know with a college-bound 28-year-old) and tuck him into bed.


It was no surprise to see him there, sleeping, he was generally a great guy, so I went to just go and tuck him in. As I took a step or two towards his bed, he rustled. He rolled a bit from having been on his side, and in doing so had pulled the covers nearly off of himself.


I continued my walk towards the bed, and couldn’t help but feel my pussy yelling at me to hurry it up. I kissed Alan on the forehead, as was my tradition for as long as I could possibly remember, and then placed a hand on his comforter to pull it up all the way over him. As I did, I noticed a faint outline against his inner thigh. “There’s no fucking way,” I thought. “I can’t check out my own son’s cock for Godsakes! That’s just wrong”


On the other hand, I figured out it wouldn’t harm to observe what was there. And at least it’d give me something nice to think about before I toyed myself into ecstasy in no sooner than five minutes.


I decided to take the plunge: I pulled the comforter back thinking he’d have the same inclination to sleep in the buff that his father used to. I was right. I peered down and saw it resting there. He was big flaccid; a good deal bigger than his father at that. I just stared at it almost hypnotized by his member. It’d been so long since I’d had one inside me, seeing this fresh one, just made me salivate. My pussy started to heat up again, and after a full minute of staring at his thick piece of meat, I felt another bead of pussy juice flow down to my knee. My cunt was soaked. It was telling me what I needed to have. I cautiously put one hand on his cock, and gently stroked him, as not to wake him up. My god was he huge. As I started to work his shaft, he grew to what had to be nearly nine inches long, and almost six or so inches thick. I hadn’t ever even seen one this big in real life before. Yet it’d been living with me all these years. It was the monster down the hall.


I took my free hand and quickly unzipped my skintight jeans. I swallowed my middle and ring ringers and plunged them down the inside my cunt. I finger-fucked and jerked simultaneously for a good minute, and then worked solely on my clit for the next two.


I couldn’t believe what I was doing: Not only pleasuring myself in front of my own stepson, but doing it because of him, and then touching him on top of that. After the minutes of excitement and taboo, I leered down once again. I need some dick. I need some now. I quickly threw myself onto my knees like was the practice when I was 18 and pulled him a bit closer to me. Up to this point, everything had been soft and gentle, as to not wake him up; however, now, I had a mission at hand.


I licked the tip of his cock and then inhaled one of his balls, sucked it, and releasing with a nice “Pop!” This must’ve startled him, as his body stirred. He took a glance down and was shocked.


“Hey! What the FUCK are you doing? What is going on?”


He was confused, and I loved every second of it.


“I’m just getting what she needs. K, Hun?”


“I don’t understand, I don’t…” he muttered then trailed off


“You don’t need to baby. I have this under control” I replied. With that, I inhaled his huge member, His warm precum dotting my tonsils. I sucked till he was absolutely rigid. A style that was representative of someone starved for cock. I had been in the desert for years, and this was a big fucking steak and a gallon of water. I then looked him in the eyes with nearly half of his throbbing cock in my mouth, and muttered, “So Whaddaya think hun?” (I’m sure we all know it didn’t sound like that) It must not have, but the muffled sound that did escape sent him over the edge. His toes curled tight against the soles of his feet, and I unsheathed his dick from my throat to say: “Oooh, I bet you’d like to be rough with your stepmom?” I then slowly unbuttoned my tight blouse and let my tits out; surely exposing my stepson to the nicest pair he’d ever seen.


Again, he looked confused I helped us get situated and now had us oriented in a 69. I told him I wanted him to know my pussy while he could fuck my throat. And again he just looked a bit struck.


“Honey,” I said, “I’m only going to say this once, you better start eating my fucking pussy out right now, or else…” That seemed to do it for him. On cue, he thrust his dick deep into my cunt and started swirling. He then gently chewed on my puffy lips before making a fucking gourmet meal out of clit. God could he work that shit. I had no idea. My back was arched so much, I thought I might break in two.


I then knew it was time to return the favor. In one fluid motion, I whipped my long brown hair back, thus getting it out of the way, and forced myself all the down on his meaty cock. My eyes were watering. You don’t know how big nine inches is until it’s in your throat I guess. My mouth was as wide as it possibly could’ve been, and my nose was buried in his sweet nutsack. I hadn’t smelt one in years. The pure smell of sex made me want his member even more and I started forcefully thrashing my head up and down his shaft. My own stepson was facefucking me. I could feel his balls start to tense up, and I said to him, almost a bit too harshly: “Oh not yet you motherfucker. I need this man's dick inside me. And I mean NOW! I quickly sat up, spitting out the saliva that had gathered from my throat gagging, and then used it as lube for my clit, and then my stepson’s meat stick.


I sat on his face and almost yelled: “Eat my fucking cunt. Eat it! You like that? You like eating out your stepmom’s pussy? Yeah, well toss my motherfucking salad! You lick that fucking asshole like there’s no tomorrow! FUCK YES!


I knew it was moments away. That full incestuous plunge of penetration. I pulled him up and straddled him, placing my left hand on his shoulder to steady myself, and the right on his dick so I could guide it into my soaking pussy.


“OH MY FUCKING GOD” I remember thinking. I was filled to the brim. I was riding him hard, harder than I road anyone else before, and he still wasn’t all the way in. I continued like this in pure ecstasy before went to try something new. As I went to position us, he quickly sensed it and grabbed my hands. He put them behind my back, and then grabbed me, pulling me close.


My tits were smashed up against his chest, and we were as close as humanly possible, he then placed his arms up to my back with his hands pressing down firmly on my shoulders. He wanted more. With one fell swoop, he thrust himself deep inside me. I cried out of pleasure and pain. He thrust a few more times and then relinquished his masculine grip for my experience tutelage


I took my now sweat-drenched body and leaned over on all fours and while looking him in the eyes once more said; “Fuck me like the bitch I am. Fuck me hard and rough, and make it deep.” I wanted a deep-dicking, but this took the fucking crown. He grabbed my hair and pulled it, forcing me to have my head turned, to see what had been my baby boy now absolutely wrecking his step mommy's pussy. He continued to plow into my G-spot, his balls slapping against my cunt, and my ass pummeling his abs. I knew I was close. I worked my ass even harder now, pushing harder, and faster. I had never been fucked like this before. I was getting fucked right. As I neared climax, I could feel the juices inside of me. His dick was scraping me clean, and now it began to be too much, for I knew what was to come. I put my hand up against his chest to let him know it was a bit too much, but he refused to lessen his pace. It turned out to be a good, thing, as I eeked out a few more moments of overwhelming joy before withdrawing myself.


Puzzled, he watched as I vigorously rubbed my clit for about ten seconds, before I came gushing to fruition. I made a fucking mess. Dousing him and his bed sheets with my cum. The warm love juice was everywhere and having cum so hard, I was still shaking. I could hardly walk and in knowing this, I returned to my former position on my knees.


With my mouth now firmly around my stepson's cock, I had to return the favor. I wanted to make that boy cum so hard he’d never forget it. My throat fucked until the tears returned in my eyes, and slurped and gagged my way until I felt the same tensing-up I’d felt before.


“Cum for me. C’mon, give your hot cum. All in my mouth. I’m hungry for cum.” I said. With that, he exploded. The first 2 shots were incredible. They doused the back of my throat, and as quickly as the first two came, there was more. “God, he mustn’t have gotten off in a month,” I thought. He drenched my mouth in his warm semen. My mouth was absolutely filled to the brim with my stepson’s huge load. I was his own personal cum dumpster.


I was amazed at how big his load was, and as I went to remark with a “wow” some of his cum oozed out over my pouty bottom lip. I then looked longingly into his eyes and sent it all down the hatch.


He looked as though he was about to pass out. I got up, my hand on his thick cock, then pressed myself against him, my Tits all over his chest, and then pulled his hair to bring us close. I passionately kissed him in a way I only reserved for one other. Our tongues were the last to separate, and as we drifted away, my hand still on his dick, I gave him a wink. And said: “Thank you so much, baby. That'll just be our little secret.” I relinquished my grip, and then with one finger wiped the sweat away from my glistening asscrack and cleavage. I have never slept so well. 


In a hot tub with my stepson

After a hard day of work, I arrived home. Removing my dress and looking at my 39

year-old body in the mirror. Thinking to myself "Becky you can still give the

young girls a run for their money. " My 38DD breasts still very firm and not

much sag, tiny waist but growing hips. That seemed to still get attention when I

wore jeans or shorts. The tightness in my shoulders and neck brought me back.

Looking out my bedroom window at the steaming hot tub in the backyard. Maybe a

nice soaking in the hot tub would help me. Since no one was home I put on my

tiniest bikini and went in. Lying back in the hot tub as the bubbles soothed the

stress away. After a few minutes, I heard the sliding back door open. "Hi,

can Paul stay over tonight?" Looking over at my 18-year-old stepson and his 19-year-old friend.

"Sure he can just let me stay in here for a while. "

"Ok, hey can we join you?" Thinking to myself, there goes the relaxation.

"Sure dear, If you like. " When they got into the hot tub I couldn't help but

notice the huge bulge in Paul's swim trunks. I needed to move into a sitting

position to give them room, exposing my breasts straining in the small bikini

top. Both of their eyes quickly moved to them. After a few more minutes I felt a

hand brushing against my thigh. When I didn’t say anything, soon it was on my

thigh rubbing and moving higher. The way both of them were leaning I couldn't

tell who's hand it was and the way my nipples were growing, whoever it was

could tell I didn't mind either.

Sliding down a little and parting my legs. Allowing the hand to slide higher

with more access. I soon felt fingertips brushing my pussy through the bikini

bottoms. As I parted my legs more they came in contact with both my stepson and his

friend’s legs. I felt a thumb pressing onto my growing clit and a soft moan came

out of my mouth. The thought of not knowing who it was caused my pussy to become

inflamed with heat. Then Paul leaned back in the hot tub exposing both of his

hands.

"Oh my god, it is my stepson that is rubbing me" thinking to myself. My body

quivered with the taboo thought as I had an orgasm. "Ma'am, are you ok?" Paul

asked.

Smiling back at his "Oh yes. " Slowly I slide my feet up to their crotches. My

stepson was rock hard as I pressed into him. Paul on the other hand was soft, but

his size was the same as my stepsons hard. His fingers moved my bikini bottoms

and moved into me quickly. I could feel Paul’s massive cock growing as I rubbed

him with my foot. It was the thickest cock I had ever felt. My foot moved with

the quick pace of the fingers driving deep into my pussy.

I heard moans escape both of their lips as my feet continued to stroke their

young cocks. Finally, the heat of the moment got to me and I let loose. I moved

away from my stepson’s hands and right in between them. My large breasts heaving

with anticipation as I reached a hand into both of their laps. Paul's cock was

fully erect and almost twice the size of my stepsons. I put my hands into their

trunks and felt the heat of their erections. I started to stroke both of them at

the same time.

Paul and my stepson's hands came up and quickly removed my bikini top and flung it

out of the hot tub and on the porch. With my breasts exposed they each took a

nipple into their mouths and started to suck on them. I felt incredible pleasure as now I had

two mouths sucking on my nipples. Then I heard the front door opening. My

husband was home.

Not sure what to do I quickly pulled my hands from their trunks and extracted my

nipples from their mouths. They both let out sighs of disappointment, but I

wasn't sure what my husband would do if he saw us this way. We hastily left the

hot tub and went into our separate rooms. As usual, my husband was on his

computer. He didn't even notice that I walked into the room almost naked and

completely horny from the tryst in the hot tub. I asked him how his day was and

he just grunted that it was a usual day at the office. I changed and went down

to make dinner.

At the table, he announced that he would have to go back into the office after he

ate and took a shower. I thought it was a little odd, but didn't care, that

would mean that I got another chance with Paul and my stepson after he left. As my

husband pulled out of the driveway, I put my plan into action.

Looking at myself in the mirror, wearing my short silk white robe with a tiny

white bra and a matching thong. Turning around checking the length of my robe in

the back, smiling to myself since the length was just a few inches below my

cheeks. Sitting on the bed sliding the white thigh highs on and then finishing

it with a pair of white 4" pumps. Then I made my way downstairs and into the

kitchen. I made a quick dessert tray like I always did when Paul stayed over,

but this time the real dessert was me. I went down into the basement where they

were watching movies, probably cheap skin flicks on some movie channel, and made

my entrance. "Well, you boys hungry?" I asked them.

"Yeah, we're starving. "

My stepson replied. "How about some dessert? It’s your favorite. "

"Sure!” He responded.

"Well, come and get it. " I put the tray on the table next to me, and when Paul

and my stepson came over and got their plates, I told them to wait. I slowly took

off my silk robe. "Eat up boys, " I said seductively.

Neither hesitated as my robe hit the floor. They attached themselves to my tits

through my bra like leeches; I guess they were still just as horny as I was from

the hot tub. It felt great to have them sucking on my nipples, it felt so good

that my pussy got wet almost instantly. While they were sucking on my nipples

their hands explored my body and started to probe my lower openings. One hand

was massaging my clit and pussy while another was massaging my ass. I was so

turned on that I didn't even care which was which just as long as it felt good.

And it did too. Soon a finger was inserted into my pussy and ass at almost the

same time, I exploded with an earth-shattering orgasm. I pulled their heads into

my ample breasts even harder and started grinding my hips to get their fingers

in as deep as they could.

Finally, I pulled them away and told them it was my turn to finish what I had

started in the hot tub. I got on my knees and unzipped both of their pants,

releasing their raging hard-ons. I marveled at the size of Paul's cock. I began

to jerk my stepson off, while I attempted to take Paul in my mouth. I flicked my

tongue across the head of his penis and swirled it around. Slowly, I managed to

take all of it in. I moved up and down, up and down, bringing him close to

orgasm. When he began to moan, I pulled out and gave my stepson the attention he'd

been waiting for. I took him in the mouth; not noticing what Paul was about to

do. He got behind me, knelt down, and started to eat me. Paul pulled my white

thong aside and started to lick my dripping pussy. It felt so good to have

someone else pay attention to it besides myself. My clit became bigger and

almost the size of a cherry. Paul greedily sucked it into his mouth and started

to flick his tongue over it. He was driving me crazy with his tongue. Meanwhile,

I was sucking my stepson’s cock. He was built like his father, long and thick, but

hopefully more energy. Because tonight I wanted to be fucked until I couldn't

walk. Paul kept sucking and licking my pussy and clit and then I felt hands

start to pull my tits out of my white bra and play with my ample breasts. My

nipples were tugged on and twisted. I think that both of them were playing with

them, but I didn't care, it just felt so good to have them played with. Finally,

I stopped sucking my stepson and pulled away. I stood up and told both of them to

strip. Within seconds we were all naked, clothes piled on the floor, with mine

on top. Then I leaned over the couch and told them to fuck me, and I didn't care

who started. Quickly, I felt a large cock push into my tight pussy. And the only

reason it was tight was from lack of use and nothing else. I assumed it was my

stepson, but I didn't care. As the cock was pushed further into my pussy I saw Paul

move in front of me and offer me his large cock. I eagerly took it into my mouth

and started to suck it deep into my mouth. In this position, it was a little

easier to open my mouth and swallow his cock like a small sword. I reached up

and started to play with his balls as he fucked my mouth now. I could hear

groans coming from Paul as I took his cock into my mouth.

I then realized that my stepson was the one fucking me and I became even more

excited. So much so that as he thrust into my hungry pussy I orgasmed around his

solid member as it was deep inside of me. He started bucking against and I felt

him shoot his load inside of me. I moaned around Paul’s cock and that must have

been the final straw for him because he started to yell and I felt a hot pulse of

liquid against the back of my throat. I started to pull away so that I could

taste some of his cum as it filled my mouth. He continued to scream as one burst of

hot liquid after another erupted from his cock into my mouth.

I tried to swallow all of it, but it soon became too much to swallow and

started to dribble out of the sides of my mouth. Then I pulled completely off of

him and let him cum on my face and in my hair. I didn’t care; I just wanted to

feel like a young slut again. And tonight I most certainly was. I felt my stepson

start to pull out of my pussy and then lean over me with his hot young body. I

could feel his sweet on my back as he lay over me. Paul’s cock was starting to

soften a little, but not nearly as much as I thought it would for what he just

did. I looked at him and he smiled back.

“So Paul, are you ready to fuck me now?”

He looked at my stepson then just nodded his head a very firm yes. At the same time

his cock started to get hard again. I wrapped my hands around it and started to

stroke it a few times to help him and was amazed again at the size of it. Paul

moved away from me and then I felt my stepson move away from my back. I felt hands

grab my sides and pull me up.

As I was pulled up the hands moved around to my ponderous breasts and started to

massage them. My nipples became hard as rocks and ached for attention. As I

stood up erect, my stepson came around in front of me and took both nipples into his

mouth, and started to suck on them. I was rocked with mini orgasms from the feel

of this; he was better than his father so far. Then I felt Paul’s

enormous cock pushing between my legs and rubbing my clit on the head of his cock.

I started to grind my hips against him as he fucked my clit.

For a young man, he knew what to do to get a woman hot and wet. Then I felt him

position himself so that he could insert his large head into my pussy opening. I

moved my hand down to help him out and was shocked at just how wet I was. I

pushed his cock into my pussy and started to slowly rock back and forth inside

of me. Deep into me, but hitting my g-spot with the head of his cock.

Then he started to push his cock into me and I let out a gasp as he stretched my

pussy wide open with the girth of his cock. I had just had it in my mouth and it

didn’t feel that big to me. My stepson started to suck just one nipple at a time now

teasing me more and more.

I orgasmed again and almost expected Paul to cum too. But to my surprise, he

didn’t and just kept fucking me with his large cock. My stepson sucked a nipple into

his mouth and rolled his tongue over the tip and then pushed the nipple against

the roof of his mouth and nipped the base with his teeth and then pulling his

teeth over the tip and then back down again. My body was shaking from all of

this attention and I was starting to feel my knees go weak and collapse. I

panted out that I needed to be put on the floor or back over the couch.

Paul pulled out of me and took my hand and led me around to the front of the

couch and sat down. I looked at him and he just pulled me on top of his cock. He

held it for me as I slide down onto it and buried it deep into my dripping wet

pussy. It felt so good inside of me that I just sat there for a minute

luxuriating in the feel of how much it filled me. He then started to buck his

hips to get my attention and I quickly started to move up and down on his rigid

cock. The look on his face was so good that I felt it was all worth it for that

look alone.

Anymore my husband acted like he was obligated to fuck me, but Paul looked like

he enjoyed it and would die happy tomorrow. Then I was surprised to feel my stepson

rubbing my ass behind me. I looked over my shoulder and he had his hand wrapped

around his cock, pumping away.

“Oh, your ass is so perfect, I want to fuck it. Can I please?” Right that

minute I didn’t care and just nodded my head. I felt him run his hand under me

and around his friend’s cock to get some of my fluids that were flowing from my

pussy and put it into my ass. His finger felt so big in my ass and hurt. But as

Paul bucked against me, the finger went further in and the pain subsided. I

felt him pull it out and move it around in the opening. Next, I felt his body

against mine, and then his cock slowly pushed into my ass. He pushed my body

forward so that my breasts were against Paul’s face.

Paul quickly took a nipple into his mouth and sucked it deep into his mouth. I

could my stepson’s cock slowly push deeper into my pussy. As he stopped I could feel his

cock rub against Paul’s between the thin membranes inside of me. Again I felt

an orgasm rush through my body and exit out my pussy. Paul started to push up

harder as my stepson pushed deeper into my ass and they fucked me in a weird unison

that was so exhilarating. As orgasm after orgasm rushed through my body, I could

tell I was screaming in pleasure. All I cared about was making them explode

inside of me.

I started moving with the rhythm that they set and could tell that they were

both ready to explode. As I pushed back against my stepson I felt his cock throb and

grow inside of me this time, and knew that he was going to cum first. As Paul

bite my nipple, I screamed in pleasure and my stepson let loose his semen and filled

my ass with his precious fluid. I continued to push back him and felt Paul

stiffen beneath me and he lost his load next. Both of their cocks were pumping

their fluids into me and against each either at the same time. The feeling of

having both orifices filled to capacity was amazing.

Finally, my stepson pulled his cock out with a loud pop and collapsed on the floor

behind me. Paul’s cock was starting to go soft, but it was still big enough to

satisfy me where it was. I looked over my shoulder and saw my stepson start to fall

asleep on the floor. I looked at Paul and could tell that he was tired too.

Slowly I stood up and felt my knees shack. I stood still for a minute then

walked over to my robe. I could feel their semen slowly ooze from me, but I

didn’t care.

I put on my robe and grabbed my clothes. As I slowly went upstairs I knew that

from now on I would only be fucked by my stepson and his friend Paul. Who knows,

maybe next time I can convince them to invite another friend so that I can have

all three holes filled at once.


Relieving my stepson

Well, I’ll start off by telling you a little bit about myself. My name is Josh and I'm 22 years old. I'm about 6 foot 1, 190 pounds, dark brown hair, brown eyes, an athletic body, and a nice thick 8-inch dick. I'm just your normal average working guy with a decent job making 18 dollars an hour. I have more than enough girls that liked me and if I played my cards right I could maybe get any girl I wanted. Not to brag about myself or anything, just making a point so nobody thinks I'm some ugly nerd sitting around my house all day. Lol.

It all started when I was 19. It's just me and my stepmom living together in our new house we just had built out in the country. It was a normal household and we had the normal things around the house as in the sexual porn stuff. Lol. My stepmom would always go in my room and try and find where I had my porn and she would take them for herself and I thought it was pretty sexy. Just thinking about my stepmom watching my porn and fingering herself turns me on. We both worked almost every day and hardly seen each other. Whenever we did get to see each other is wasn't long cause my stepmom sleeps a lot when she's off work. Usually, she would always be walking around the house with just a t-shirt and panties on. Now my stepmoms, not the hottest lady but she's a real turn-on. She's about 5 foot 4, 130 pounds, hazel eyes, light brown hair, 34 double D tits, and a nice round ass to go with them titties.

But anyway, I had been working at this one plant for almost a year. Nothing special about this day at all while I was on my way back home to get ready to go to work. On my way to my house, I came to an intersection when an older lady decided to pull out in front of me. I didn't see the car at all as she pulled out in front of me so I didn't even have to time to put my foot on the brake to slow down. I slammed into here almost head on going 70 miles an hour. To make a long story short I ended up shattering my femur in my leg and had to get airlifted to the hospital. I ended up staying in the hospital for about a week until they finally let me go back home.

So I can't walk or even move my leg at and it's the worst thing ever not being able to move when your use to doing everything for yourself. So I'm back home not working and my stepmoms not working much either cause she's home taking care of me. Me and her are really close and I pretty much tell her anything and were pretty open to each other. If I have to get up and go to the bathroom she would help me in there and help me back to my bed.

So at night time when I had to take a shower was the best thing about being not able to do much. My stepmom would help me to the bathroom where she would strip me down to my boxers and help me get in the shower and leave out the bathroom. I would take my boxers off on my own once she left out the bathroom so she wouldn't have to see me naked every night. After I would get done showering I would have a towel close by so I could dry off and put it around my waist before I called my stepmom back in there. She would come in there and grab my new boxers and put them on me while the towel was still around my waist and once they were over my dick I would take the towel off and finish putting my shorts and shirt on.

It was a normal routine for us almost every night. One night I was drying off and I called my stepmom in there to get my clothes on. She was pulling up my boxers and she was around my knees when the towel slipped off and fell to the floor. My dick was hanging 6 inches from my stepmom's face and I didn't know what to do. I couldn't bend over to pick up the towel and so there was nothing I could do. My stepmom acted like she didn't see anything and turned her head and pulled my boxers up the rest of the way. I finished dressing and she helped me back to bed. I didn't think much about my stepmom seeing my dick but it kind of turned me on knowing it was 6 inches in front of my stepmom's face.

So 2 nights went by and it was shower time for me. I was just finishing rinsing off and turning off the water and I realized I didn't have a towel. I yelled at my stepmom so she could hear me through the bathroom.

"Hey!!!! Bring me a towel!!" 20 seconds later she comes into the bathroom and hands me a towel. About 10 seconds later while I'm drying off I hear my stepmom unbutton her shorts.

"I have to pee, don't look." My stepmom says to me.

As I'm drying off I hear my stepmom start to pee. I reach down and start drying off my dick and it starts feeling a little tingly. The toilet is a foot away from my shower and I start thinking about my stepmom peeing and it's turning me on. I start putting the towel around my waist and my dick is semi-hard right about now and you can see the outline of my dick through the towel.

"Are you ready?" She asks me as she starts the flush the toilet.

"Yea I'm ready." As I say back to her.

She opens the curtain to the shower and to my amazement, she's standing there with just her shirt on. Her freshly shaved pussy looks sooo amazing and she's just standing there teasing me.

"Hey, what are you doing?"

"You don't like this baby?" My stepmom asks back.

"Uhhhhh ummmmm," was all I could get out staring down at her pussy. She looks down and see's the outline of my dick through the towel and reaches down and grabs it. Now I haven't jacked off in like a week and my dick is super sensitive so as soon as she touched it sprung up and hardened faster than it ever has. She licks her lips and starts to pull my towel off my waist.

The towel falls to the floor and my dick is sticking straight out. She grabs my dick with one of her hands and can't even get her fingertips to touch around my dick.

"Damn baby, it's too big!!" She says as she strokes my dick back and forth.

I let out a moan as I feel some pre-cum ooze out the tip of my dick. She feels something wet on her hand and looks down and sees my pre-cum oozing out on her palm.

"Mmmm you want that big dick in your stepmom's mouth?"

"Mmmm yeah!" I moaned back to her.

She spread her legs giving me a clear view of her now shinning wet pussy. She lowered herself down and licked the tip of my dick and opened her mouth. She took the head of my dick in her mouth and it was soo warm and wet it made me wanna cumm right then.

"Your dick taste soo good and it's soo big!"

"You like that stepmama!" I said back to her.

"Damn your mouth feels soo wett."

She starts to take more and more of my dick in her mouth till she gags about halfway down. She bobs her head back and forth faster and faster as she moans and vibrates my dick with her moans. I start to feel the urge to come and then she stops and pulls my dick out her mouth.

"You like stepmama's pussy baby?" She says to me as she leans back and sticks 2 fingers inside her.

"You wanna put that big dick of yours inside me and stretch out stepmamas pussy?"

As she’s still fingering herself and staring at my dick and talking dirty to me she leans forward and grabs my dick. She puts her mouth back on it and starts sucking and jacking me off at the same time while she's still fingering her pussy.

"Fuck!" I moan out

"You wanna watch mama cumm baby?" My stepmom says to me as she takes her mouth off my dick and leans back again.

"Fuuuucckkkk imm about to cummmm baby! Jack that big dick off while u watch me cumm!!

She starts fingering faster and throws her head back and moans out load and starts to cumm. Her cum runs down her fingers and onto the floor as she still rubs up and down her clit. As my stepmom's orgasm comes to a rest she opens her eyes and looks back at my dick and grabs it with the hand she just cummed on and starts stroking my dick as fast as she can. She puts her mouth back on it and it starts sucking the head as she's jacking me off and I'm so ready to explode with cum.

"Fuck, don't stop!"

"Cumm for your stepmom baby!"

As she sucks and jacks me off harder and faster I start to tighten up and grab the back of my stepmoms head and push my dick deeper into her mouth.

"Godddd, I'm fixing to cummm!!"

My dick starts to hurt as it gets harder and building up all my cum and right before I cum I push my dick further in her mouth and unload.

The first shot of cumm hits the back of her throat and makes her jerk her head back and gag. But she doesn't stop jacking me off and the second and third shots of cum land on the bridge of her nose and her cheek and run down her mouth and chin. I shoot 3 more ropes of cumm onto her neck and shirt that she's wearing. The last of my cumm dribbles out the tip of my dick as my stepmom licks it up off her hand and fingers.

My dick starts to go limp and she is cleaning up some of the cum that's on her face.

"Oh my god baby, I've never seen so much cum in my life." My stepmom says as she smiles at me.

"I don't think I've ever cummed that much either." I smiled and giggle back at my stepmom.

She stands up and takes her shirt off and starts cleaning my cumm off my dick first then off her face and neck. She grabs my boxers and starts pulling them back up. She puts the head of my dick back in her mouth and sucks and makes sure she gets all the cum out, then looks up at me and smiles and pulls my boxers all the way up.

I finish dressing and she helps me back into my bed and tells me goodnight.

She turns around to walk out of my room still naked and smacks her own ass and winks at me.

"Goodnight babe." My stepmom says to me as she walks out of the room.

I just smile at her as she shuts the door.


My Stepmom is a model

My stepmom Amy is hot!! She became a model at 20 to support me who she had when she was 18. I’m pretty sure I was a prom night baby and my father has never been in the picture. I am now 19 and my stepmoms 33 but looks even younger. She has stunning 34DDD all-natural boobs and a 34 inch-perfect, round ass that compliments her 19-inch waist so well (I saw her measurements online). Lucky for me she has hundreds of photos online that I spend countless hours jerking off to. Unfortunately, she has never done any nudes and at home, she is a little more conservative. She usually walks around in nighties and rarely wears thongs around the house as I wish.

About a year ago something amazing happened that changed my life forever

It was just a normal summer day.

“Hey, Tommy do you want to go get something to eat?”

“Sure, I’m starving; just give me a few minutes”

I was busy rubbing one out fantasizing about shooting a huge load on her busty chest.

“Honey, I’m leaving now are you coming?”

I guess I'm going to have to finish this later

“Ok, I'm coming”

As I left my room I noticed the door was cracked a little and thought I need to be more careful I don’t want my stepmom seeing me jerk off.

My stepmom and I went to a small Italian restaurant by our house we always go to. On the way there I noticed my stepmom was wearing a very low cut dress that showed her monster tits so nice. I was still sporting a half chode from not finishing my business earlier but the view of my stepmom's chest soon made my cock grow into an 8-inch rock. It was in plainly obvious I had a hard on in my gym shorts so I quickly fumbled in my pockets and got my cock up into my drawl string. I don’t think my stepmom noticed my cock but she did notice the fumbling.

“Whats wwrong baby?

“oh um nothing … just an… just an itch” Damn did I have in itch I was so horny

“Anything I can to do help you hon?”

Oh god so many things I thought to myself.

“no im good”

We pulled into the restaurant and were seated outside.

“It sure is hot out today” my stepmom said

“Yeah it’s blazing out today”

“I’ve been so busy lately we’ve hardly had time to use our pool this year, well have to get out and use it soon.

“For sure” I said

My stepmom went to take a drink of her water when the glass slipped from her hand and spilt water all over her and mainly her boobs.

“Oops” she said as she casually took her napkin and dabbed her boobs. My jaw about hit the floor. Her glistening tits were so hot. The cold water made her nipple so hard.

“I’m going to go to the restroom and get cleaned up she said.

I could believe what just happen. The water made my stepmoms lace dress just barely see through and her nipple got so hard they were poking through her shirt.

About 5 minutes later my phone went off and I about came as my phone was vibrating against my throbbing cock. It was my stepmom

“Hey baby, my clothes are drenched can you go home and get me a pair to change into”

“Sure”

I drove home and went up to my stepmoms room. An idea hit me. She had to wear whatever I brought her. I ran to my sisters room who had been away at college for 3 years. I found the smallest most revealing tank top she had and she was only a C cup so my stepmoms tits were sure to be about ready to blow out of the shirt. I went back to my stepmoms room and got a pair of sheer nylon leggings that my stepmom didn’t wear any more because they had a small rip in the crotch/ass. I put my finger In the rip and tore it a little bigger. I then headed to the treasure chest, my stepmoms panty drawer. I opened it and on top was a tiny pink thong bikini. I thought maybe I should just take her this haha but that would be too obvious. I took it out and put it on the floor. This truly was a treasure chest underneath the bikini was my stepmom dildo. I took it out. it was about 8 inches, about the same size as me. I smelled it and my stepmoms sexy aroma overcame me. I needed to jerk off. I headed to the bathroom and began jerking off. I put the dildo in my mouth. My stepmom tasted so good, so sweet with a hint of must. Before I came I went to my stepmoms hamper and grabbed one of her dirty thongs and wrapped it around my cock. I was wacking it harder and hard while I tasted my stepmoms dildo. My phone range and startled me and I began to cum all over the thong. I just kept cumming and the crotch of the thong was catching every drop. I set the thong on the toilet seat and ran to my phone in the other room and answered it.

“Baby whats taking you so long”

“sorry I got side tracked im on my way”

“ok honey bye”

I hurried and put her dildo and bikini back. I didn’t know what to do with the thong it was covered in come and my stepmom would notice when she did the laundry. I put it in my pocket to deal with it later. I grabbed the tank top and leggings and ran out the door. I got back to the restaurant and went to the womens restroom. I knocked

“Tommy?”

“It’s me”

The door cracked open. My stepmom must have already undressed because she hid her body behind the door. What she didn’t realize is the bathroom mirror gave me a perfect shot of her side boob.

“Thanks baby” She said as she took the clothes.

She started talking to me with the door shut.

“aww baby you grabbed one of you sisters shirts, it must have gotten mixed in with my stuff last time your sister came home. I hope I can fit I this, I don’t know if this is any better than my see through dress haha”

“sorry I didn’t realize” I said smirking.

“Oh baby! And you brought me sheer leggings these aren’t pants”

“sorry I thought they were yoga pants I don’t know this stuff I’m a man haha”

“oh..Its..its fine honey”

The door opened. My stepmom whispered to me

My stepmom said “honey I hate to keep complaining to you but you brought me ripped see through leggings and, well this is embarrassing but I didn’t wear panties this morning and if I put those leggings on everyone will be able to see me… down there”

I was speechless and was instantly hard again

“Oh wait you brought me panties I can probably make this work so that im covered enough to make it to the car”

I was still in aww at the fact she didn’t wear panties and didn’t realize what she said. She reached down and I looked down at my pocket.

FUCK. The thong I came in was partially hanging out and she grabbed it and shut the door.

“no wait” I muttered but it was too late.

The door opened and I waited for the beginning of the end.

“you ready to go tommy” she said.

I was surprised, maybe she didn’t notice. But she had to there was so much cum on it. I just went with whatever was going on.

“Yep” I said

We began walking to the door I looked down at her crouch the thong hardly covered the rips and the cum was starting to soak through, she had to know. I then looked at her ass, it was amazing every step she took it bounced and I could see straight through the leggings to the thong. As I watched her ass bounce I saw some of the cum leak out of the rip in her leggings. It was so hot but I was worried about what was going to happen.

We got home and once again surprised me again, she didn’t go up to change she said

“hey honey lets go out by the pool”

We went out to the by the pool, the thought of my cum rubbing up agains my stepmoms pussy was making me so hard.

We sat down on our lawn furniture.

“you know what honey, im going to go up and change into a bathing suit so we can swim”

“ok im just going to swim in my gym shorts.

As she walked around the pool she went to put her toe in the water to check the temperature. All the sudden she fell in. She started laughing and came back up the ladder giving me a perfect view of her boobs through the now transparent see through white tank top. Her nipples were at least the size of a half dollar.

“haha clumsy me” she said then went to change.

Man today just keeps getting better I thought. I was hoping my stepmom was going to change into that pink thong bikini I saw early. She was inside for a pretty long time. When she came out I had my fingers crossed but she didn’t have it on. Instead just a normal string bikini, damn.

We swam for about 2 hrs and it was pretty uneventful compared to the rest of the day. I went up to my room to get ready for bed. When I walked in I saw something on my pillow. It was the thong I had jacked off in early. There was a note next to it.

Hey baby I didn’t want to make you feel awkward

At the restaurant Its fine if you use my thongs for

you business please Just ask and try not to drench

them like this one ;)haha. I freshened this one up

for you well I was getting my bikini. ENJOY!

I picked up the thong and it was drenched and smelled so strong. My stepmom did know I can in it and is helping me out? This is awesome! I jerked off in the thong and went to bed.

The next day I reflected on what had happened the previous day and thought about how comfortable my stepmom was with me jerking off. I decided to test out how comfortable she was. I put on only boxers and was sporting my morning wood. I went down stairs. My stepmom was doing the dishes in her pink thong bikini. She was facing away from me.

“hey baby do you want to swim” she turned to me “woo you might have to take care of that first do you want me to soil another thong for you”

“nah that’s alright ill just use you dildo”

“haha I wouldn’t do that baby”

“why not”

“umm.. well baby”

“well what”

“Well because… that was up my ass yesterday well I was soaking the thong I gave you last night”

“wow that’s so hot, you like anal”

“well baby you made me very hot giving me those cum covered panties to walk around in, and yes I absolutely love anal”

“Here baby just take these and join me in the pool when your done” my stepmom took off her thong bikini bottom and tossed them to me leaving her pussy naked, she had a short neatly trimmed triangle of pubic hair about her pussy.

“wow thanks, that’s so hot”

“you welcome baby”

“Hey’

“Yea?”

“can I see you boobs”

“haha you didn’t get enough when I spilt that water on me and then you gave me that tiny shirt, and I even gave you that view when I fell in the pool”

“you did that on purpose”

“haha yeah I saw you jacking off in you room and ive seen your computer history, all you do is jack off to me and I was flattered so I thought id help you haha”

“I love you”

“I love you too tommy and here you go”

The bikini top dropped and hit the floor and her tits fell and bounced, it was amazing. Her nipples were at least the size as the end of my pinkies.

“oh my stepmom thank you”

“your welcome baby, how about showing me that big pecker of yours, you know I bought my dildo the same size as you so it was as real as possible when I fantasize about you.

“that’s so hot” I said as I dropped my pants and started stroking my cock with my stepmoms thong.

“that’s so hot baby haha, let me help you out” my stepmom came over and started stroking me until I came all over her tits.

I was in heaven. My stepmom had just jerked me off with her own thong until i came all over her huge tits.

"well i got a taste of you yesterday when i licked all the cum off my panties for you but, those were tainted with all my juices, lets see what you taste like fresh baby" my stepmom said as she swiped some jizz off her tit with her finger.

She slowly inserted her whole finger into her mouth "mmm" and then took my unerect cock and licked the cum from the tip "delicious" she said as she took one more swipe of cum off her tits and began to rub her pussy with it.

"how about you get a fresh taste of your dirty stepmommy's pussy, its so wet"

"I would love to get a taste of your perfect cunt, your dildo tasted so good"

I went down on my stepmom slurping up all her juices, making sure that her clit got all the attention it needed.

"fuck baby thats so fucking good, im so close to cumming" my stepmoms sweet pussy honey began to leek down her legs.

"turn around and bend over" i said, my stepmom obeyed and bent over the kitchen table giving me a perfect view of her big round heart shaped ass. I could see the tan ring around her asshole and spread her cheeks. she had the perfect asshole that was just a little bit open and inviting. i gave her a slap on the ass.

"Oh baby, i love that your an ass man, because im an ass girl haha"

I knelt down and plunged my tongue into her asshole and swirled my tongue around.

"Fuck baby you know just how to get me, i love asslicking, baby.. ugh don.... dont... stop... im so close.. ugh im cccuuummmming!!!! aww fuck"

I stuck two fingers in her pussy and shoved my tongue farther and farther down her. i continued licking and fingering and i began rubbing her right nipple

"Oh fuck baby my nipples are so sensitive, Im cumming again fuck, your so good...ugh.. yes ugh" I stopped everything i was doing and slowly pushed my middle finger all the way in her saliva lubed ass.

"aww yes honey right there, those were the hardest orgasms ive ever had, and they were back to back, baby your a true pussy pleaser"

"and ass pleaser" i said

"oh yeah baby, ive never had a tongue that deep in my ass in my life, it was magical the places you reached, lets go up stairs i need some more of that. And from the looks of it so do you haha" i had a raging 8" erection.

we went up stairs and my stepmom grabbed her dildo and met me on the bed. she handed me the dildo and said "stick this in my ass while i blow that big fat cock baby"

"do you have any lube"

"just stick it in my pussy a few times and it will get nice a slick"

"are you sure, it was up your ass shouldnt you clean it"

"your right baby give it here" she took the dildo but didnt get up to wash it, instead she took it inch by inch until she had the whole thing in her mouth and began slurping it clean.

"there baby all clean and i lubed now"

"your such i dirty slut" i said with a grin

she slowly traveled down my body until her head hovered over my cock. She began taking it in inch by inch, same as she did with the dildo. She only took about six inches though an came back up.

"Damn baby i knew you where about 8" which is why i bought the 8" dildo to play with my self but you are much thicker than the dildo im going to have to work to get all 8" of you in, and as fair as my asshole goes you better start pumping me with that dildo if you want to get me loose enough"

"aww that feels so good but i dont know if i can reach you ass from here"

she lifted her head off my cock "oh sorry baby haha" and then flipped her body around so that we were in a 69 position.

I shoved the dildo into her ass about 3 or 4 inches

"ugh fuck.. yes" my stepmom said then slid it out, her ass was very tight. i shoved about 4 or 5 inches again and held it there well i licked my stepmoms pussy that was dripping all over my face.

"oo baby your going to make me cum for the third time and i havent even had your fat cock in me"

she got up off me and the dildo shot out of her ass

"oops sorry baby" she picked up the dildo and began working it in and out of her ass until she had about 7" in her and then squatted down over my dick, still pumping her ass.

"are you ready to feel mommy's pussy baby, because im ready to take that huge cock of yours"

"ive been ready for this for years"

"i love you baby"

"i love you too"

she began to slid down my shaft, her pussy was still very tight and my cock was stretching it to the brink.

"ugh yes baby, that fat fucking cock feels so good in my pussy" she came up a few inches and then went back down and repeated this til she had all of it in.

"fuck baby this is the biggest cock ive every had and im about to cum from just sitting on it"

"aww your pussy is so soft but tight"

i began to thrust my hips up and down as my stepmom took the dildo out of her ass and shoved it back all the way in

"i've never dp'ed before baby... ugh.. but it feels so good"

we fucked for about a minute before my stepmom came for the third time and the thought of my stepmoms ass made me feel like cumming

" i need your ass"

"baby i want you in my ass so much too but i dont think its loose enough yet, your cock was almost too thick for my pussy, hold on a minute"

My stepmom slid off my cock and i could see a shiver go up her body. I was very close to cumming but this break allowed me to regain control. My stepmom had went into her closet and came back about 30 seconds later. In her hand was a huge butt plug, it must have been 3 inches or so i diameter.

"this will loosen it up enough baby"

"fuck thats huge'

"i know baby your aunt Linda gave it to me as a gag gift years ago, ive never used it"

"fuck is Linda an ass slut like you?"

"haha baby well talk later, right now i need to get this in my ass"

my stepmom began to lick the plug all over and then set it on the floor. It was huge, i mean like pornstar huge. she began squatting on it.

"ugh.. fuck"

she almost got to the base but couldnt make it. she got off an spit on the top and then repositioned. she squatted again and got to the same spot. I felt like cumming right then, this was so hot. she slid her hands back and squatted farther down and then it popped in.

"that is fucking huge" my stepmom said with a giggle as she came back to the bed.

I fucked her doggystyle, while we were waiting for her ass to loosen, for a couple of minutes until she came again.

"fuck baby my pussy has never taken a pounding from such a big cock"

"are you ready"

"im ready baby give it to me"

i grabbed the end of the plug and pulled, it took some force. "pop" it was out. my stepmoms asshole was gaping wide open i placed my cock at the opening.

"do it baby" and with those words i pounded

"oh fuck baby fuck"

i pounded her brains out for 5 minutes as hard as i could and then had to cum

" im going to cum"

"so do i baby just keep going and cum in my ass, aww... aww.. im fucking cummmming!!!!"

with those words i came and we were in simultaneous ecstasy

i shot glop after glop of cum in her ass until it was spilling out the sides of her asshole and then we both collapsed on the bed and fell asleep with my cock still in her cum leaking ass

The next morning my stepmom was already out of bed when i woke up. I went down stairs and she was in the kitchen making some eggs. She was wearing a semi-sheer lace black bra with matching thong panties, and black thigh high stockings. It was truly a magnificent sight.

"Morning" i said "you look great"

"morning honey, thank you i thought you would like this"

"I love it, im already hard" My stepmom turned her head and glanced at my cock

"Not so fast baby, you need to eat first, regain your strength from yesterday"

I walked up behind my stepmom and pulled my cock out between the opening in my boxers. my cock was standing straight up. i place my cock against my stepmoms ass in between her ass cheeks, like a hot dog on a bun and wrapped my arm around her gently caressing her right boob.

"But  the only thing i want to eat is between your legs... and between your ass" I began kissing down my stepmoms neck.

she let out a moan. I slipped my hand down into her panties and slowly rubbed her pussy up and down.

my stepmom tilted her head back closing her eyes as they rolled back in pleasue. She reached her arm up to the cabinet above the stove to keep her balance

"aww baby, you make me so wet" i continued rubbing her pussy. Her breathing became more and more heavy.

I pulled my hand out of her panties and place my cock between her juicy thighs against her wet pussy, slowly thrusting in and out.

"Are you sure you still want me to eat first"

my stepmom struggled to talk "you know baby... im still your... mother ... and you shouldn't.... take advantage of me.... like this...but this is... so fucking good .... please dont stop baby!

My stepmom's thighs felt good, they were nice and soft and warm. And they were glistening in my her juices, making them nice and slick.

I then swung her around and picked her up like a groom carries the bride. I don't think she was expecting this

"ahh" she let out a little scream and then laughed. As i carried her over to the family room our eyes locked. I starred into her deep hazel brown eyes for what seemed like forever. There was a romantic spark between us. I lowered my head as she lifted hers. Our lips met and caressed for a moment. Our tongues broke our lips and collided in a climactic explosion of sensual romance.

Yesterday was a day of lustful sex but today was different, that moment changed our relationship from lust to love, and today we were making love.

i placed her face down on the couch and laid on top of her. I kissed down her neck, then down her back until i reached the top of her ass crack. I slowly pulled her panties down and proceeded to kiss down her ass crack, kissing her asshole then her pussy. I went back to her neck gently sucking it.

My stepmom grabbed my cock and guided it between her legs. I slowly pushed my cock into her pussy until it was all the way in.

"Awww" my stepmom moaned.

i slowly took my cock all the way out and then pushed it back all the way in

"Awww yes Tommy fuck me nice and slow, make love to me"

"Stepmom.." i began to say

my stepmom cut me off "Your my lover now Tommy, call me Amy"

"Amy" i said "I want to fuck you nice and slow until you cum all over me" it felt so hot calling her by her first name.

"Awww yes Tommy put that big cock in me nice and slow i don't want to cum yet, i want to cherish this"

I stuck my cock in Amy a few more times and then she rolled over, "my turn to be on top" she said and seductively licked her top lip.

She got on top and closed her eyes as she slowly squatted down on my cock until it was all in.

"Awww" she moaned. Then she bent down and kissed up my chest until we met for another kiss, our tongues meeting in the middle. She began moving her hips in an oblong circle motion as we continued to make out. She was fucking a little bit faster than me.

"mmm" she moaned as we kissed. Soon i was thrusting my hips meeting her every hump, our bodies smacking together making a clapping sound as my crotch hit her ass.

My stepmom broke off our long chain of kisses, her eyes were shut hard.

"Oh Tommy im going to cum, yes.. yes ... yes" Her pace increased a little and our bodies clapped harder.

"Yes im commmmmmmming... fuck yess. yess awwwwww, awww yes"

our pace slowed again

"awwww yes" Amy moaned as we slowly fucked.

She gave me another big kiss " I love you tommy"

"I love you too Amy"

"awww yes" she moaned

i continued to slowly stick my cock all the way in and out of her.

"tommy your so good"

i could feel my balls tightening

"it's time for you to cum"

Amy jumped off me and got down on her knees as i sat up.

Amy began stroking my cock. She put the head in her mouth as she continued to stroke the shaft. She then started bobbing her head up and down, with the same rhythm as her hand, i was going to cum any second.

She must have sensed this because she stopped stroking me and then lifted her head up.

She looked up at me but didn't say and thing, and then lowered her head again still keeping eye contact. She slowly lowered her head down my cock until she deep throat-ed the whole thing. It felt so good. She held her head there for a moment and then slowly came back up, still never breaking eye contact.

She looked so hot as she starred up at me while sucking my cock. She then deep throat-ed me again. My balls were tightening again. She came back up and said,

"Cum for me"

Then she started stroking my shaft as she sucked my head again. It felt so good i came in about 10 second. I shot 3 huge stings of cum into the back of Amy's throat. She swallowed all of it. Then i shot a fourth and then a fifth. She swallowed all she could but it began to be too much and started leaking out of her mouth. I shot my sixth and final strand. The cum leaked out and dropped down to her huge tits, it was a fantastic sight.

She sucked my cock a little longer and got all the cum off it.

She lifted her head and said "I love you Tommy"


Seducing my stepson

It had been two years since Tommy Ritter's father

died. Tommy was eighteen when the tragedy occurred.

While Tommy missed his dad a lot, it was no

more than his stepmom did. Their life had been

ideal--living in the suburbs, two-car garage, and

nice schools. Everything was just about perfect until

the accident.

Bob Ritter had been driving home from work late

one night when a drunken driver crossed the

centreline and hit his car head-on. He never had a

chance. The police said that the other car had

been traveling at almost one hundred miles per

hour.

The funeral was difficult for everyone. Bob and

Sue's relatives flew in from around the country and

were a big help to Tommy and his stepmother.

However, when the funeral was over, she and

Tommy had to go home and deal with the loss

alone. The accident changed their lives dramatically.

Tommy's stepmom, Sue, had to go back to work to

make ends meet and they had to sell their house.

However, in the two years since Bob's death, Sue

had done very well in her job and she had been

lucky in the stock market. She had purchased a

new house for her and Tommy, smaller than

before, but very comfortable nonetheless. The job

and investments provided enough money to enjoy life

and take an occasional vacation.

While the two years since the accident had been

financially stable, it was emotionally difficult. On an

emotional level, she and Tommy were still struggling.

They leaned on each other for support and therefore

had grown closer than the typical stepmother and

teenaged stepson.

Tommy Ritter became the man of the house

overnight, but he knew that he couldn't make up

for the loss of his dad to his stepmother.

Tommy was a tall, handsome and lean boy at 6'

1" and 175 pounds. He was bigger than most of

his classmates. However, while he appeared to be a

confident teenager, he was, in fact, very shy and

overly sensitive. Although he had his dad's

handsome face and the bright blue eyes of his

stepmom, he wasn't comfortable with girls.

Tommy wanted to date, but every time he was

around an attractive girl, he would become tongue-

tied and embarrass himself. It was easier for him

just to avoid those situations. Besides, he almost felt

like he would be cheating his stepmom if he dated.

Now 19, Tommy had graduated from high school

with honors and had earned a football scholarship to

a local university. While he looked like the All-

American boy, he had never had a girlfriend. His

shyness was an incredible embarrassment for him.

The shyness was primarily the result of a slight

stutter that he had developed not long after his

father died. He had hidden it successfully from his

stepmother so far and most of the time he could

cover it up. However, it tended to show up when

he was nervous and all too often, that was in the

presents of girls his age.

Sue Ritter was still a very attractive woman as well.

She was tall at 5' 7" with a well-proportioned

body. However, like most women, she was critical

of her body. She thought that her butt was too

round and that her breasts were too large. Her

tendency was to dress on the conservative side to

cover up her perceived flaws.

Sue had been desperately lonely since Bob's death.

Although she tried not to lean on Tommy too

much, he seemed to be the only one that really

understood. She didn't have to explain to him how

she felt when she was sad, angry, or lonely. He

just knew. Sue thought that she could read Tommy

as well.

Out of sheer loneliness, Sue had tried dating.

Unfortunately, she hadn't met anyone that she really

liked or connected with on an emotional level or

for that matter, on a physical level. Sue still had

strong sexual desires. However, she needed more

from a man. She needed tenderness and

understanding first. Most of the men she dated

seemed to think that because she was a young

widowed woman that she would jump into bed at

the drop of a hat.

Tommy tried to encourage her to go out and have

some fun, but whenever he suggested that she find

someone, she would always tell him that he was

the only man she needed in her life now. It was

almost as if she would be cheating Tommy or

somehow hurting Bob's memory. While she knew

deep inside it was time to move on, she couldn't

let go of the past.

Now 36, Sue worked hard to keep the family

financially solvent. Her job as a public relations

executive was rewarding but time-consuming. She

had to work 12 hour days and sometimes Saturdays.

Tommy talked her into wearing sexier clothes and

had even convinced her that she looked great with

short skirts and low cut tops. He told her that she

needed to show off her assets to get ahead in

business. It had worked on the business level.

However, her good looks also attracted a lot of

unwanted attention from men.

Whenever Tommy would tell her that she should

date, she would turn his comments around and say

he should be the one dating.

Sue was more concerned about her stepson's lack of

social development than she was about dating herself.

She wanted him to go out and have fun, yet he

would be home most weekend nights with her.

Chapter 1

One Saturday evening, Sue found Tommy sitting in

the living room watching TV as usual.

"Tommy, why are you sitting home tonight? Why

don't you go out with someone?" Sue said, sitting

down next to her stepson and putting her arm around

his shoulders. They had this conversation almost

every weekend.

"Come on, give me a break. I don't need

to go out, besides, I'd rather be home with

you." That had been his standard response. It was

a lame excuse and they both knew it.

"Tommy, you need to have friends, you know...

girlfriends," Sue said in exasperation. Then she

looked at him seriously and said, "I'm worried

about you."

"You seem to do okay without boyfriends. Why do

I need girlfriends?"

"Come on Tommy, that's different and you know

it. I've already been married. Besides, I already

have a man. You!" Sue said, squeezing his

shoulder affectionately.

"Well, I have plenty of time to date. Besides, I

already have a woman. You!" Tommy replied,

smiling at using his stepmom's own words.

Sue sighed in frustration. "Well, we're a fine pair

aren't we?"

"You know you’re my best friend," Tommy said

seriously, snuggling into her arm.

"And you're my best friend too," Sue said,

hugging him again. However, she couldn't let it go.

"You still need to date. It's not healthy."

Tommy took a deep breath. "Sue..."

"What?"

Tommy's mouth was opened but nothing came out.

His head fell back on the sofa and he closed his

eyes. His face seemed to color in embarrassment.

"It's nothing. Never mind," he finally said.

"Come on Tommy... please don't close me out,"

Sue said, turning his face to her and looking into

his misty eyes. "We've always been able to talk

about anything. Haven't we?"

Tommy had wanted to talk to his stepmother for a

long time about his shyness and the stutter but he

didn't want to burden her. Additionally, he felt

embarrassed talking to her about girls. Now that he

had finally gotten up enough nerve to bring the

subject up, he knew he had to continue. "It's...

it's just that I'm... I'm not so hot with the

girls. I'm too shy and whenever I get around a

nice-looking girl I... I... I... get tongue-tied,"

Tommy said, his eyes unable to meet his stepmother's.

Sue was surprised but tried not to show it. She

had never heard him get tongue-tied before. "Now

wait a minute, you always say that I'm a nice

looking girl and you don't get tongue-tied around

me."

"I'm serious, I don't know what to do or

say around girls. I've only kissed two girls in my

whole life," Tommy blurted before he could stop

himself.

"Really?" Sue said in astonishment. My God, he

was 18 and he had only kissed two girls, she

thought. He must be a virgin! The realization

shocked Sue. Then a bigger problem occurred to

her. "You like girls don't you?"

"What! Of course, I like girls," Tommy

said, now totally embarrassed.

Sue sighed in relief.

"It's just that... just that... oh hell... I haven't

even been on a real date."

"Wow Tommy, I had no idea!" Sue was unable

to hide the shock in her voice. "I've seen you

go out. You said you were going out with girls."

"I'm sorry, I lied. I go to the library or

the mall. I just didn't want you to feel bad for

me. You have enough on your mind."

Suddenly, Sue realized that she had neglected Tommy

since his father died. She had been foolish to think

that she could read him. She had been so busy

mourning her own loss, feeling sorry for herself, and

working on her career that she had missed all the

signs. It was obvious now that he was very sexually

immature. God, how could I have been so stupid?

she thought.

The two of them sat silently for a long time.

Neither one of them knew what to say.

Finally, Sue broke the ice with an idea.

"Tommy, what would you think about you and me

going on a date?"

"Come on! Get serious!"

"I am serious. You're very comfortable around me,

so why don't we go out? You can act as if I'm

your date. I can tell you what you need to work

on. After all, I still remember what girls like."

Sue stopped when she realized that he might be

embarrassed to go out with his stepmother. "Uh...that

is if you wouldn't be too embarrassed to be seen

out with your old stepmom."

"God Sue, you're not old. You're the best

looking woman I know!" His face turned red as

soon as he said it.

"Thank you, sweetheart, and you are the best

looking man I know. So why don't we two good

looking people go on a date?"

Tommy was quiet for a few minutes, thinking.

Maybe it would be good for her to go out, he

thought. Besides, she might get off his back about

dating. It could be a way for him to help her.

Suddenly, he liked the idea. "Well... okay... I

guess it might be fun," Tommy finally said in a

nonchalant tone.

"You don't sound that excited," Sue said with a

pout.

"That's not it," Tommy said quickly. But... but...

"What's wrong sweetie?"

"I don't... uh don't know about that stuff. I...

I... I... would... uh... you know, feel silly if I

messed up. That would be embar... embarrassing,"

Tommy said, a stutter in his voice.

"There's nothing you could do to embarrass yourself

, honey," Sue said patting his leg affectionately.

"Come on, let's get dressed and you can take me

to dinner and a movie," Sue said, reaching to the

table and picking up her car keys and flipping them

to him. "You can even drive, lover boy."

"SUUUEEEE," Tommy said, his face turning red

again. However, underneath the embarrassment, he

was as excited as he had been in a long time.

Twenty minutes later, Tommy was pacing around the

living room nervously, waiting for his stepmom. When

he saw her come down the stairs, he started to

say something but stopped in mid-sentence with his

mouth open.

Sue had on a tight, white pullover top that was

low cut, exposing the upper swells of her breasts,

and a short black skirt and high heels. She thought

Tommy would like the outfit since he picked it out

for her.

"What's wrong?" Sue asked concerned about the

look on her stepson's face. Suddenly, she thought that

she had made a big mistake.

"Sue, uh, uh, you look, look..." Tommy

stuttered trying to tell her how great she looked.

"I'll change," Sue said, turning to go back

upstairs fearing that she had gone too far in trying

to look young and "hot".

"No! You look beautiful," Tommy blurted out.

Sue turned back around smiling. "Why thank you

sweetie, I thought you were upset with what I was

wearing."

"Wow, I hope some of my friends see me

with you. God, they will be so jealous!"

Sue felt her heart swell with pride and love.

"Well, let's go make them jealous. For tonight,

why don't you call me Sue," she said with a

smile.

"Okay Mo... uh Sue," Tommy answered. "Sue,"

he said again to himself, loving the way her name

rolled off his tongue.

Tommy rushed to the car in front of his stepmom to

open the door to let her in. As she sat down,

Tommy couldn't help look at the expanse of her

thighs as her skirt pulled up. When he looked up

he saw his stepmom smiling at him. God, she saw me

looking up her skirt, Tommy thought. I can't even

do that right, he thought, mentally chastising

himself.

As he drove, Tommy kept glancing over at his

stepmother's legs. He felt a stirring between his legs

and was suddenly very confused.

Sue's skirt had pulled up her legs, revealing her

tanned thighs. She tried to pull it down but the

bucket seats of her car made that difficult.

Tommy drove to a small Italian restaurant that they

went to on occasion. It was quiet and intimate with

a genuine Mediterranean look. The tables were

covered in red checked table cloths and each had

an old wine bottle in the center with a lit candle.

There was even a violinist playing music.

Dinner went great and was very relaxing. Sue even

let Tommy have a couple of glasses of wine. Sue

wanted to make him feel more grown-up. He

certainly needed some confidence building.

Sue had quite a bit more wine than Tommy. She

felt a little tipsy but also warm and relaxed.

Tommy had no trouble talking to his stepmom. The

wine had loosened his tongue just a bit. Besides, it

wasn't like it was a real date, he thought.

They talked about school, friends, music, movies; all

the things that a boy and girl would talk about on

a date. Occasionally, Sue would point out things

about how he should act on a date. Like waiting

until his date had taken her seat before he sat

down or opening the restaurant door for her. She

tried not to be too critical. Not surprisingly though,

Tommy didn't need much coaching. He was a

natural gentleman, like his dad.

For a little while, Tommy truly forgot that Sue was

his stepmom.

Sue also forgot for a short time that she was out

with her stepson. He suddenly seemed so mature. His

pretty blue eyes sparkled in the dim candlelight as

he laughed and his face lit up like a candle when

he smiled. God, he was handsome, she thought.

Suddenly, Sue felt a little shiver run through her.

When dinner was over, Tommy escorted Sue out to

the car, opening the restaurant door and hurrying to

open the car door.

Sue was just a bit unsteady on her feet. She knew

that she shouldn't have had that last glass of wine.

When Tommy opened the door of the car, and his

stepmom slid in, he tried not to look at her exposed

thighs again. However, that was impossible. No

matter how hard he tried, his eyes went to the

dark area between his stepmother's legs. The light from

a street lamp melted the shadows and Tommy drew

in his breath. His stepmother's legs opened, revealing

the silky tops of her thigh-high nylons, her smooth

thighs, and then a pair of pale blue silk panties

hugging the pouch of her sex. She paused for a

second with one leg out of the car.

Tommy stood almost frozen, his eyes as large as

saucers.

"Well, are we going to the movies or not?" Sue

asked, again noticing that her stepson was looking up

her skirt. Another shiver ran through her. Now Sue

wasn't sure whether the spreading of her thighs had

been an accident on her part or not. She felt so

naughty tonight. It was just a little innocent fun,

she told herself. The wine was making everything

seem all right.

Tommy's shocked face turned scarlet when he saw

his stepmom watching him again. Suddenly, he felt

ashamed of his behavior. If I do this to my own

stepmom, what will I do when I go out on a date

with a real girlfriend? he thought.

At the movie theater, they got sodas and popcorn

then found a seat near the back row. Since the

movie had been out for a while, the theater

wasn't crowded. They practically had the theater to

themselves.

The movie was funny and light, making them both

laugh. About midway through the movie, Tommy

carefully raised his arm and put it on the back of

the seat behind his stepmother, his bare arm touching

her shoulders.

Sue didn't miss the move and felt another of those

little shivers come over her.

At one point when they were laughing, Tommy

moved his arm until it was around her, his hand

hanging over her shoulder. His stepmom surprised him

by sighing and snuggled even closer into his arm.

Sue smiled to herself at her stepson's boldness. She

felt so comfortable and loved at that moment. It

had been a long time since she felt like this.

Suddenly, Tommy realized that his fingers were

touching the top swell of his stepmom's breast where

the soft flesh was exposed. He could feel his heart

begin to beat rapidly in his chest.

Sue felt the fingers but let them stay where they

were, as she didn't want to spoil the mood.

Besides, it was just innocent fun and probably an

accident, she told herself.

Tommy could no longer concentrate on the movie.

Almost without his control, his fingers began to

move lightly back and forth across the exposed swell

of her breast. The movement was delicate, almost

imperceptible. Still, Tommy could feel it. It felt as

though his fingertips were on fire. Stop it! he told

himself.

After a few minutes, Sue noticed his fingers were

moving. It was a sensual touch, almost tickling. It

could still have been accidental. When she felt goose

bumps spring upon her chest, she knew that she

should stop him. However, she didn't want to

embarrass him. He probably didn't even know that

he was doing it anyway. It was just an innocent

touch. However, the tingling she felt between her

legs wasn't so innocent.

Tommy's hand was shaking, as his fingers grew

bolder. The tips of his fingers moved further down

until they were just barely under the elastic of her

top. Now, there was no doubt about whether or

not he was touching her accidentally. He couldn't

believe how bold he was.

Sue's breathing increased. She wanted to stop him

but it had been so long since someone that she

cared for paid attention to her. The brain of the

stepmother was in a battle with the brain of the

woman; a woman that had missed intimate touches

for so long. Sue began to squirm in her seat.

Incredibly, she could feel her panties getting wet.

When she felt Tommy's fingers begin to move

further down, she reached up and grabbed his

hand, preventing any further movement. However,

she didn't take the fingers out of her top but

instead held them where they were, almost pressing

them to her soft flesh.

Tommy breathed a sigh of relief when his stepmother

didn't chastise him. At one point, she let go of

his hand to reach for the popcorn in the seat next

to her. When she turned back, Tommy took the

opportunity to move his fingers downward again,

getting half his hand under the top before she

stopped him.

Now Sue held his fingers from the outside of the

top. Her own heartbeat had quickened.

Tommy felt like his heart was going to beat out of

his chest. His penis was now very uncomfortable in

his pants. He squirmed around, trying to find a

comfortable position. He couldn't very well reach

down and adjust himself.

Sue held Tommy's trembling hand tightly, knowing

that one more fraction of an inch and he would be

able to feel her nipple. In fact, his fingertips were

touching the large brown areola. She could feel the

hard nipples pulsing almost painfully. Now, her

breathing was as labored as Tommy.

The two sat almost frozen. When the tightness of

Sue's fingers lessened, she felt Tommy's fingers

begin to move downward again. She closed her eyes

and took a deep breath. She could feel the fingers

moving across the bumpy surface of her areola.

Then they split apart around the nub of her swollen

nipple...

Suddenly, the lights of the theater came on.

Sue jumped as if an electric shock had hit her.

She quickly pulled the hand from her top. She was

trembling as she sat in her seat waiting for the

few people in the theater to leave. Finally, she

stood on shaking legs and moved to the isle.

As they left the theater, Tommy had to walk behind

his stepmother in hopes that no one could see his

erection.

Sue took a deep breath and sighed as she walked

up the aisle in front of Tommy. She wondered why

he lagged behind her. She glanced back and realized

the problem that her young date had. She had to

restrain herself from looking back at her stepson a

second time. Suddenly, it was like she was in high

school again. It brought back so many fond

memories with Tommy's father.

The ride home was very quiet. Tommy couldn't

believe what had happened in the theater. It was

like a dream. Damn, he practically had his hand on

his stepmother's bare breast and she didn't stop him.

Yet, he still felt embarrassed and like a cad. His

stepmom had been nice enough to take him out and

this is how he repaid her.

Sue couldn't believe what she had allowed to

happen either. Again, she told herself that it was

just innocent fun. After all, her stepson did need some

confidence building, she reasoned.

Tommy unlocked the door of their house, then

stopped and turned to his stepmom.

"Thanks... uh Sue, I... I... I... had a

great time," a little nervous stutter showing up in

his voice.

"I did too Tommy, you are a great date," Sue

said sincerely.

Tommy stood nervously in front of his stepmom, his

hand fidgeting at his sides. He almost had an

overpowering urge to grab her and kiss her. He got

control of himself and asked, "Uh... does...

does... a guy get a kiss on the first... first

date," Tommy blurted nervously. His heart was

beating wildly again. His knees felt like they were

going to collapse. When his stepmother didn't answer

right away, he thought that he had blown it.

"Well, probably not on the first date, but because

you were so nice I guess one kiss couldn't hurt,"

Sue said, her mind screaming No! No! The

beautiful evening, the date and the wine were all

working on Sue's resistance.

Tommy's heart skipped a beat. God, he was going

to do it he thought. He was really going to kiss

her. Suddenly, he was petrified.

"Well?" Sue said, her eyes closed, and her heart

pounding now. This was so wrong, she told herself.

"I really... uh... you know, I... I... don't

know how."

"Here," Sue said, bringing her lips to her stepson's.

His arms automatically went around her back. His

lips were hard and pressed harshly into his stepmom's

soft lips.

"Wait," she said and pulled back. "You don't kiss

with your lips like that. Wet your lips and let them

relax," Sue said in a stepmotherly tone. Yet, this

wasn't a stepmotherly act.

Tommy did as his stepmother asked. He felt her bring

her lips to his again. This time he relaxed his and

pressed into her soft mouth. Suddenly, he was very

much aware of her breasts on his chest, her soft

lips, and the smell of her sweet perfume. His head

began to spin.

Sue moaned as her tongue slid into her stepson's

warm mouth. It was a reflex action and automatic.

She felt his tongue touch hers and a tremor ran

through her. For a moment, she was lost in the

sweet taste of her stepson's mouth. Suddenly, she

pulled her tongue out of his mouth. She had totally

lost control for just a moment. She pulled her head

back and took a deep breath, trying to calm

herself. "Now that was better wasn't it?" Sue said,

as innocently as possible, an uncontrollable quiver in

her voice.

"Great, let's do it again," Tommy said boldly,

pulling his stepmother to him again.

Suddenly, Sue could feel her stepson's hard penis

pressing into her stomach. She shivered with

excitement at the thought that she could still turn

on a young man. Wait, her mind screamed, this is

my own stepson. She knew that she had to stop this

before it got out of hand.

"No! Stop!" Sue almost screamed. Then she

realized it sounded harsh and, her tone softened.

"One kiss on the first date. Don't get greedy,"

Sue said pushing her stepson away playfully.

"Au shucks," Tommy said, with his innocent smile,

trying to cover his excitement and disappointment.

Then he turned serious. "God, I had fun

tonight. Can... uh... can we go on a date again

sometime, please?"

"Well, I guess so, if you treat me real nice,"

Sue said, pecking her stepson on the lips one more

time before entering the house.

That night, Tommy lay in bed with his hard penis

in his hand, thinking of his stepmom. All his fantasizes

until now had been about girls at school. Now his

stepmom dominated his thoughts. He could still feel her

soft breasts on his chest and her soft skin under

his fingers. If he could have only moved his hand

a fraction of an inch lower in the theater, he

would have touched the nub of her nipple. Even

now, he could still taste her lips on his and feel

her tongue in his mouth. It took only minutes for

him to squirt his juice all over his stomach. He

jerked off three times that night.

At the same time, Sue lay in bed with one hand

squeezing the same breast Tommy had touched. Her

other hand was forcing three fingers into her

sopping hole. She climaxed over and over until her

fingers and the sheets were soaked with her juice.

Then, suddenly she burst into tears. God, what

have I done? she thought.

Susan Ritter cried herself to sleep that night.

The following morning Tommy saw his stepmother sitting

in the kitchen drinking a cup of coffee. There was

a very uncomfortable silence as he got himself a

cup of coffee and sat down. The light of a new

day made everything seem different. They each

blamed themselves for what had happened.

"Sue..."

"Tommy..." they both spoke at the same time,

then laughed nervously.

"Sorry," Tommy said.

"Tommy... uh... we uh... what... happened last

night was..." Sue said, struggling with her words.

"I... I... know," Tommy interrupted. "I'm

sorry, I spoiled everything," he said, almost in

tears, waiting for her anger.

Sue looked at him in surprise. "It wasn't your

fault sweetheart. It was mine. Let's just forget it.

It was probably just the wine," Sue lied. "I

shouldn't have drunk so much."

"Can... can we uh... go out again?" Tommy

asked hopefully.

"I don't think that would be a good idea."

"I knew it," Tommy said in an angry tone.

However, he was angry with himself. He arose from

the table with tears in his eyes and rushed out of

the room.

"Tommy!" Sue called after him. However, he was

already out of the house. Now Sue was

heartbroken. She was the one that had messed

everything up, she thought as her tears began to

flow.

Later that evening, Sue tapped on Tommy's door.

She pushed the door open gently when she heard

Tommy tell her to come in. He was lying on the

bed looking at a sports magazine. "Tommy, can we

talk?" she asked, sitting on the bed, her face tense

with thinly veiled emotions.

"Sure," he answered, rolling over and looking up

at the ceiling with his hands behind his head.

"I'm sorry Tommy... sorry about... about

everything," Sue said struggling with her words.

"God Tommy, I was the one that suggested the

date. I've thought all day about it and I know it's

entirely my fault. We're both lonely and we both

miss Dad so much." Suddenly, Sue stopped talking

as her voice choked up. Then she began to sob.

Tommy sat up quickly and moved closer to his

stepmother. He carefully put his arms around her and

pulled her into his chest, tears streaming down his

own cheeks.

Although Sue felt comfort in his arms, she sobbed

even harder. All of her pent-up emotions seemed

to come out of her at once. Two years of

loneliness, a new job, struggling to make the bills

, and now this. It was all too much.

Tommy held her for a long time until her sobs

turned to sniffles. "Sue, I love you so much,"

Tommy said sincerely.

Sue sat back and dried her eyes. "God Tommy, I

feel the same way about you. We need each other,

maybe more now than ever."

"Can we just be honest with each other for a

minute?" Tommy asked, acting more grown-up than

he felt.

"Absolutely! We have to be honest with each

other," Sue said, wondering what he was getting

at.

"You... You are beautiful and a very sexy

woman," Tommy said, trying hard not to stutter.

"I... you... uh... Oh hell, I'm just a horny

teenager and I'm sorry I got out of line," he

blurted and then laughed self-consciously.

Sue looked at him with raised eyebrows then a

smile came to her lips. Suddenly, they both burst

out laughing. They laughed so hard that they nearly

fell off the bed. The situation now seemed so

ridiculous. They were making a big deal out of

nothing.

When they had composed themselves, Sue turned to

Tommy and said, "You can take me on a date

anytime you want to." Then she kissed his lips

briefly.

"Good because there's a football team picnic next

Sunday and I need a date," Tommy said hopefully.

"It's a deal."

Tommy sighed with relief. Everything was going to

be okay.

Tommy's high school football team was hosting a

farewell picnic for the graduating seniors, their

parents, and girlfriends. Tommy wasn't planning on

attending, because he didn't have a date. He knew

that all of the boys would bring a date. He didn't

expect any of them to come with their parents.

Suddenly, that didn't matter to him anymore. His

stepmom would be his date.

Several days later, Tommy was home alone. It was

a warm afternoon and he had just finished cutting

the grass so he decided to take a cool shower. He

went into the bathroom, leaving the door carelessly

open and undressed, then stepped into the clear

glass shower stall. He flipped on the shower,

gasping as the cool water hit him. Soon, he was

enjoying the refreshing feeling of the cold water. As

he began to soap himself, he began to think of his

stepmom. Suddenly, he had a raging hard-on. He

soaped his hand and worked up a lather on his

long shaft. His eyes were closed as he leaned back

on the tile of the shower stall, with a vision of

his beautiful stepmom in his mind. Just an inch more,

he thought excitedly of the nipple he had almost

touched.

Sue had decided to take off work early that day.

When she came into the house, she called out to

Tommy. When she didn't hear him answer, she

figured he might be taking a nap. She went

upstairs to ask him if he wanted to get a movie

for them tonight. As she walked down the hall, she

turned and looked into the open bathroom.

Suddenly, she stopped in shock. Her eyes were as

big around as saucers when she saw her stepson in

the shower, his eyes closed and his hand working

up and down on the longest penis, she had ever

seen. While she didn't have much to compare it

to, she knew it was much longer than Bob's.

Sue shook her head and tried to pull herself away

but her legs wouldn't move. She felt excitement in

the pit of her stomach and a quivering in her

groin as her eyes stared transfixed on Tommy's long

penis.

"Oh God, suck me," Tommy whispered to himself

as he stroked his penis. His breath was coming in

short gasps as he neared his climax. Soon, his

hand was flying up and down, splattering the soapy

froth to the tile below. "Oh yes, yes, suck my

cock Stepmom," he groaned. His long penis throbbed

and a stream of cum shot from the head,

spattering all the way out of the shower stall and

onto the tile on the bathroom floor.

Sue felt like she was going to pass out as she

watched her stepson climax. She could feel her sex lips

throbbing and the juice was pouring into her panties.

One hand absently moved up to her breast and

began to squeeze it as her legs rubbed together.

For some reason, Tommy opened his eyes. He

gasped when his eyes met his stepmother's. However,

it was too late to stop his climax. His hand

continued to move on his penis until there was

nothing left in his balls.

Sue gasped and hurried from the doorway.

An hour or so later, Tommy came downstairs to

dinner wearing a pair of shorts and a tank top. He

was very nervous about his stepmother's reaction to

what she had obviously seen. He felt like such an

idiot again.

Sue was at the sink when she heard Tommy come

into the kitchen. She had also been agonizing over

the embarrassing mistake as well. She knew that

what Tommy was doing was perfectly normal. Every

young boy masturbated. However, his words kept

running through her head: 'Oh yes, yes, suck my

cock Stepmom'. A little shiver ran through her as she

turned around and smiled at Tommy.

"Hi, sweetie. Dinner will be ready in a minute."

The smile on her face belied the turmoil inside.

When she saw what her stepson was wearing, her eyes

lingered. God, he looks good, she thought. Then

her face turned hot as she remembered the vision

of him standing in the shower with his hard penis

in his hand.

The smile on his stepmother's face surprised Tommy.

He was prepared for her to rant and rage. The

tension drained from him when he saw her bright

smile. He sat down at the table. "So what are

we going to do tonight?"

"How about you go out and pick out a movie for

us tonight? But not one of those 'shootum up'

things," she added.

"Sounds great."

Sue brought the food over to the table and sat

down to eat. She knew that she couldn't just forget

the incident in the shower. Something like that

could have a very negative impact, she

thought. They ate in silence until Sue thought of

something to say. She decided that humor had

worked before so she said, "So how was your

shower?" A smile crossed her face.

"Huh!" Tommy said in shock.

"Come on Tommy, I thought we were going, to be

honest with each other. I saw you and I'm sorry.

I didn't realize you were in the shower."

"Uh... uh... but I was..." Tommy stuttered.

"I know you were masturbating. All boys do that.

Let's not make a big deal out of it. Okay?" Sue

kept a smile on her face but getting the words out

was one of the most difficult things she had ever

done. However, she felt great relief that it was out

in the open. She didn't think it was necessary to

tell him that she had heard what he said.

"Uh... sure. Uh... I'm sorry too. Next time I'll close the door."

"Don't worry about it. It's our home and we

should be able to feel free," Sue said. "You're

just a 'horny teenager' anyway, right?" Sue laughed.

Tommy had to smile at the repeat of his words.

He laughed too.

Then she added, "You did clean up the floor

didn't you?"

"Sue!!!" Tommy said and his face turned

bright red.

"Just checking."

Tommy and his stepmother finished eating, continuing to

talk about their day as if nothing had happened.

"Let me clean up the dishes and then get a

shower. You go to the video store and get

something good."

"Okay," Tommy said and got up and took the car

keys. Then he walked over and kissed his stepmother's

lips lightly and said, "I might stop over Shawn's

first. I'll be back in a little while. Love you

Stepmom."

"Love you too sweetie. Be careful."

Sue cleaned up the dishes and went to take a

shower. When she walked into the bathroom, she

felt a little thrill at what had happened. She stood

in the same shower that her stepson had been in. A

strange feeling came over her. It was almost like

she was feeling the excitement that Tommy had felt.

She resisted the urge to masturbate, forcing herself

to just take a shower.

Tommy decided not to stop over Shawn's. He got

a movie--a 'chick flick' as the teenagers called it--

and headed back home. When he went upstairs, he

passed his stepmother's bedroom. The door was opened

just a crack. When he had passed the door, he

stopped. He saw his stepmother sitting on the bed,

painting her fingernails. She had a towel around her

body and one wrapped around her head. Tommy

started to peek in and say hi, but he saw her get

up and walk over to the dresser, looking into the

mirror. He was surprised to see that the bath towel

barely covered the cheeks of her buttocks. Her legs

look so long and smooth. He stood quietly and

watched as she took the towel from around her

head and began to dry her hair. Tommy knew that

he shouldn't be spying, but he couldn't help

himself.

Sue used the towel to partially dry her hair then

plugged in the electric dryer. As the warm air

surrounded her, she looked into the mirror. She

saw movement outside the door. For a second she

was frightened but realized that Tommy must have

come home early. When he didn't move, it

occurred to her that he was spying. She considered

closing the door but knew that she would embarrass

him. Besides, after the talk about freedom in the

house, that would be hypocritical. It was only fair

since she had watched him. Sue continued to dry

her hair, letting her stepson look at her scantily

covered body.

Tommy was about to leave when he saw his stepmother

put the dryer down. Then he saw her reach for

the towel that was tucked between her breasts.

Suddenly Sue could feel excitement rippling through

her. Her hands trembled as she grasped the towel

at her breasts. This is crazy, she thought. Still,

her hands moved and she opened the towel,

holding it wide for a second or two. Her eyes

glanced into the mirror and she knew that Tommy

could see the naked front of her body. She could

feel her nipples harden as she slowly let them drop

behind her. She thought she heard a gasp.

Tommy had gasped. He stood frozen, looking at his

stepmother's naked body. She was absolutely gorgeous.

Her large breasts were still firm and sat up with

very little sag. His eyes traveled to her pubic area.

He saw her soft blond hair and just a hint of

pink inner lips. Inside his pants, Tommy's penis

was pulsing with life.

Then Sue did something that astounded her, maybe

more than Tommy. She reached down and opened

the bottom drawer, bending over at the waist. Her

buttocks pushed back and she moved her legs

slightly apart.

"Oh God," Tommy moaned as he stared at his

stepmother's beautiful ass. He looked between her legs

and could see the pouch of her vagina staring back

at him. He could even see the lips shining wetly.

It didn't occur to him that his stepmother was just as

turned on as he was.

Sue felt like she was bent over for a very long

time, but it was more like several seconds. She

knew that she had to straighten up when she felt

her juice begin to trickle out. Slowly she stood up,

holding a pair of skimpy red panties in her hand.

Then she bent again and stepped into the panties,

pulling them to her waist. She could feel the silky

material caress her buttocks sensuously and pull

tightly to her swollen sex lips.

Somehow, Tommy pulled himself together and moved

away from the door.

Sue sighed and let out a deep breath. I must be

losing my mind she thought as she began to dress.

She put on a short summer frock that came to the

middle of her thighs. When she started to walk out

of the room, she stopped. Her hands were shaking

when she lifted her dress and pulled her panties off

and threw them on the bed.

A few minutes later Sue joined Tommy in the living

room. He already had the movie in and some

popcorn made.

"Just in time," he said as he watched her walk

into the room.

"Popcorn! Great!"

"I brought you some wine," Tommy said proudly

as he pointed to a bottle cooling in an ice bucket.

"Thank you, sweetie!"

The lights were dimmed as the two settled down to

watch "Fried Green Tomatoes."

Tommy hated the movie but he knew that his stepmom

would like it.

Sue sat on the couch and Tommy sat on the floor

leaning against the couch. About an hour into the

movie, Tommy excused himself and went upstairs to

the bathroom. As he passed his stepmother's room, he

stopped. He saw a pair of little red panties lying

on the bed. My God, has she taken her panties

off? he said to himself.

When Tommy returned to the living room, he was

on a mission. He had to know if she had taken

her panties off. As he sat back on the floor, he

turned slightly sideways so that he could see his

stepmother's legs. However, try as he might, he

couldn't get a view of her dress. Finally, he

sighed in frustration and gave up.

Sue sat on the couch, drinking wine. She could see

that Tommy was trying to get a look up at her dress.

She suppressed a smile as she turned this way and

that, never letting him have a good view. She

knew that she was teasing him unmercifully but

somehow she couldn't stop. Finally, as the wine

took over, she sat back in the corner of the sofa

and curled her legs up next to her. Her little dress

barely covered the cheeks of her buttocks.

Tommy saw his stepmother move out of the corner of

his eye. She shifted again slightly and he glanced at

her legs. He could see up the back of her legs

now but the dress still covered her sufficiently.

After a while, the room grew quiet. Tommy turned

and saw that his stepmother was asleep. He knew that

she often fell asleep when she drank wine.

Suddenly, a dirty thought came to him. He got up

quietly and sat gently on the couch, next to his

curled-up stepmother. The clock on the wall ticked

loudly and his heartbeat hard in his chest as he

waited to make sure she was asleep. Then with

shaking fingers, he reached over and took the

material of her dress in his fingers. Slowly, almost

imperceptibly, he began to move it up her thighs.

When the dress was above just above her buttocks,

Tommy stopped. That's enough, he thought. Then

he slid back to the floor. He waited a minute or

two then turned to look at his stepmother. A little

whine came from his throat when he saw her sex

lips staring at him. Although it was dark in the

room, the TV gave off enough light that he could

clearly see her vagina.

Sue moaned as if in her sleep and moved slightly,

forcing the dress even higher on her buttocks. Then

she pulled one knee up closer to her chest and

the dress moved further up her hip. She could feel

the cool air on her private parts and shiver in

excitement.

Now Tommy could see everything. Her soft white

buttocks almost glowed in the artificial light. He

could almost see the tiny hole hidden between her

cheeks and the pink inner lips of her sex. Throwing

caution to the wind, Tommy opened his pants and

freed his throbbing penis. As he stared at his

stepmother's private parts, he began to masturbate.

Sue was doing everything she could not move.

She could feel her stepson's eyes on her sex lips and

knew that she was leaking. She could feel the

wetness dripping to her thigh. Slowly she opened

her eyes just a fraction. Her head started to spin

with excitement when she saw Tommy holding his

penis. Her swollen lips pulsed with illicit excitement

as she spread her legs a little more and forced her

hips downward. Her little dress was almost at her

waist now.

"Oh Jesus," Tommy whispered aloud. Now he could

clearly see both of his stepmother's holes, including the

puffy sex lips and the tiny brown hole just inches

away. His hand flew up and down on his penis,

moving him rapidly toward a climax. Suddenly, he

moaned and began to squirt his semen. The first

blast flew above Tommy and splattered onto the back

of his stepmother's thigh, near the junction of her

sexual parts. When Tommy saw that, his climax

intensified. In his sexual fog, it didn't occur to

him that he might not be able to clean it off

before his stepmother awoke.

Sue could barely see what was happening but she

knew from his groans that he was near a climax.

Then, incredibly, when she felt Tommy's cum hit

her, she felt a little climax run through her.

When Tommy's balls were empty, he closed his

shorts as embarrassment flooded over him. Again, he

chastised himself for losing control and for his nasty

thoughts about his own stepmother. He could see his

own cum begin to run down the back of her

thigh. Oh my God, he thought, what am I going to

do?

Before Tommy could do anything, Sue stirred and

opened her eyes.

"I must have fallen asleep," she said, spreading

her arms and yawning.

"Uh... uh... yea, for a minute," Tommy

answered, watching his cum trickle across the divide

between his stepmother's thigh.

Sue's legs were barely able to hold her. She acted

like it was because she had just awoken. However,

the excitement was causing the blood to rush to her

head. She was very much aware of Tommy's sperm

on the back of her thighs. She kissed Tommy good

night and went to her room. As soon as she was

behind the bedroom door, she reached her hand

back and felt her stepson's sticky discharge. Suddenly,

her legs almost gave out and she staggered to the

bed. She collapsed as a strong climax hit her.

When that one was over, she pulled her dress up

and used her fingers to masturbate until she fell

asleep in exhaustion. Her dress was still around her

waist and Tommy's dried sperm was on the back of

her thighs the next morning.

Tommy waited in the living room for his stepmom to

come down so they could leave for the State Park.

When he saw her this morning, there was nothing

to indicate that she knew what he had done. She

smiled sweetly at him and they talked about all the

normal things. He figured he had gotten away with

that one but he knew that he would have to be

more careful.

Sue tried to be philosophic about what had

happened. He was a young boy with lots of

growing pains. It was only natural for him to see

his stepmother as a sexual being. It would be strange

for it to be any other way. She would just have

to be more careful.

When Sue came down wearing a tank top and a

pair of very tight short shorts, Tommy was

astounded again. He could almost see the indentation

of her sex lips in the crotch. She couldn't have

panties on, he thought, trying not to stare. Tommy

was also amazed when he saw that she wasn't

wearing a bra.

Sue's large breasts stood out proudly. She could

feel them swaying freely under her top and her

hard nipples poking through the material as she

walked toward her stepson.

"Do I look okay this time?" Sue said noticing

Tommy's appreciative look.

"Great, I'll have to fight all the guys off of

you."

Sue smiled sweetly at her stepson and took his arm,

squeezing it to the side of her breast as they

walked out the door.

The park was a large facility with numerous picnic

tables, thick woods, and a large lake with rowboats.

Sue and Bob used to go there quite often when

Tommy was young, to let him play on the swings

and swim in the lake.

When they arrived, the park was buzzing with

activity. There were 60 or 70 people at the picnic,

representing the team, family, and friends. Tommy

jumped out and opened the door for his stepmom.

They walked proudly toward the group picnic area.

It was quickly obvious that everyone noticed Sue.

The boys and their fathers drooled and the women

looked jealous. Some of the men tried to come on

to Sue but she put them all off saying she had a

date, her stepson. Tommy strutted around like a

peacock, never letting his stepmom get too far from his

sight.

After everyone had eaten, played some volleyball,

and did some rowing on the lake, the crowd

started to thin. Tommy and Sue took their blanket

and went up the hill and found a place under a

large oak tree, a good distance from the crowd.

Sue had had a little too much to drink and swayed

as she helped Tommy place the blanket on the

ground. She seemed to be drinking a lot more

lately.

The two of them sat watching the people below,

enjoying the cool, early summer breeze.

Tommy put his arm around his stepmom, pulling her

willing body to him. "I love you," he

whispered.

"I love you too Tommy," Sue said, turning to her

stepson.

Tommy saw a tear in her eye.

"What's wrong Sue?" Tommy said with concern.

"Nothing sweetie, it's just that this is so perfect.

Your dad and I used to bring you here all the

time. We even sat under this tree. I feel the best

that I've felt since your father died. Thank you for

being here for me," Sue said leaning in close and

putting her head on his shoulder.

"I will always be here for you Sue."

As Tommy's arm was squeezing his stepmother to him,

he realized that his hand was touching her breast

again. This time it was the side of her breast,

where it swelled out from the tank top. Tommy

moved his hand slowly, touching her soft breast

outside the material of her top. He held his breath

as he waited for her to stop him.

Sue felt what Tommy was doing. She didn't want

to start a fight so she let him gently rub her

breast. However, that familiar feeling started in her

lower region again. Goosebumps appeared on her

arms and she leaned heavily into her stepson's strong

chest.

Tommy worked his fingers across the soft material

very slowly. He kept it up for a long time, waiting

for her to grab his hand as she had done at the

movie. When she made no move to stop him, he

boldly opened his hand and slid it under her

breast, then slowly lifted it up. His head began to

spin when he held one full, cloth-covered breast in

the palm of his hand. His penis throbbed in his

pants. He felt the point of her now hard nipple as

it almost burned his palm.

Sue's alcohol fogged brain began to scream warnings.

Yet, the pulsing in her groin blocked it out.

Tommy thought he heard her moan. But no, she

was breathing heavy and regular. He looked at her

face and saw that her eyes were closed. The weight

of her body against him made him think that she

might be asleep. Tommy moved his hand down and

under the tank top to the warm skin of her

stomach. Slowly he moved his hand upward, inch

by inch. He felt an electric shock when the side of

his hand touched bare skin. He thought he was

going to cum in his pants. He took a deep breath

and turned his hand over, palm up. Now he held

the full bare breast of his own stepmother in his

hand. He waited for what seemed like an eternity

for his stepmother to react. When she didn't move,

he began to squeeze it. He played with the heavy

breast gently, feeling the fullness and the warmth of

her flesh, fearing all the time that he would wake

her.

Sue's mind was reeling. The blood was pounding in

her head. She couldn't think straight. She knew she

should stop this but her libido and the wine were in

control. She could feel her shorts begin to get very

wet and feared that it might show through.

Tommy grew bolder. He cupped and kneaded one

breast before sliding across to do the same to the

other. He moved slightly and let his stepmother slide

sideways and into his arm, her back pressed to his

now pulsing penis. He sighed with relief when saw

that her eyes were still closed. Then he shifted his

view and he watched his hand move freely under

her top.

Sue lay as quietly as she could, letting her stepson

explore her breasts. She could feel his erection

pressing to her back and throbbing. It felt huge.

Her hips wanted to move as she fought to control

her breathing.

Tommy squeezed and lifted the breasts and then

moved on to play with the hard nipple. It suddenly

occurred to him that he had sucked this same

nipple as a baby. Suddenly, he had to see them.

Slowly, his hand lifted the top until a large orb

was bare. His eyes were wide as he stared at the

smooth white skin and the long pink nipple. He

squeezed the flesh gently. He was fascinated as he

watched his hand knead her soft flesh.

Sue finally had to stop this. She stirred and felt

Tommy quickly pulls his hand from her breast, letting

her top cover her again. Then she sat up and

rubbed her eyes. "I must have fallen to sleep.

I'm sorry, I seem to be doing that when I drink.

How long was I out?"

"Uh... oh not long."

"Let's take a walk," Sue said standing up.

Suddenly, she felt lightheaded and almost fell.

Tommy quickly stood beside her and steadied her.

They walked hand in hand down a path that led

toward the lake. It was impossible for Tommy to

hide the bulge in his pants. He couldn't believe

what he had just done. He shook his head,

thinking that it might all have been a dream.

Sue's eyes kept glancing down at her stepson's crotch.

She almost felt sorry for him as she saw his

confined penis pulse with need.

Soon the two reached a small clearing near the

lake.

"Let's sit down here."

"Oh, I don't want to get my shorts grass

stained."

"Here," Tommy said stripping off his shirt and

putting it on the ground. He now stood beside her

in his shorts and sandals, his strong chest bare.

"Wow, you've been working out," Sue said

admiring her stepson's muscular chest. She squeezed her

legs together and felt her swollen lips pulse with

excitement.

"It's Coach Lewis, he wanted all his players to be

in top shape."

"You look great," Sue said sitting on the shirt

Tommy had laid down. She felt the tight seam of

her shorts pull into her sex lips and she closed her

eyes in pleasure.

"Thanks," Tommy said sitting next to his stepmom and

putting his arm around her.

They sat there in silence looking out over the

glistening lake. They could see specks in the distance

on the lake that had to be people rowing small

boats. Coming from far away they could hear the

faint sounds of children laughing and playing. At that

moment, everything was perfect.

"Sue," Tommy said breaking the silence, "do...

do... you think I could kiss you again?"

Sue sucked in her breath. She couldn't answer right

away. Somehow, she knew that this question would

come up again. She had practiced how to tell him

no gently. She didn't want to hurt him. However,

all of the practice went out the window when she

was faced with the question. Sue could still feel his

hand on her breast and her swollen lips were still

dripping in her shorts. Instead of a firm no, she

said, "I suppose so, but just one."

Tommy's heart leaped in his chest. Nervously, he

turned to his stepmother and brought his lips to hers.

As their lips pressed together, he pulled her into

his bare chest. When she opened her mouth, he

didn't wait for her tongue; he pushed him into her

warm and wet mouth. He could taste the wine she

had drunk. When his tongue pulled out, his

stepmother's followed, pressing into his mouth. He

sucked on her tongue and heard her moan. The

kiss went on and on, turning into a second kiss

and then a third. Tommy took a chance, brought

his hand up, and slid it under his stepmother's top,

touching her breast again.

Sue wasn't pretending to be asleep this time but

still, she couldn't stop him.

He moaned as he felt her breast in his palm. His

fingers were shaking as he played with the nipple,

causing his stepmother to push her breast into his hand

and let a little moan escape her lips. Their lips

were almost swollen from the continued passionate

kissing.

Finally, Sue pushed him away; her breath coming in

short gasps. "Tommy, we can't, we... we...

have to stop."

Her voice didn't seem that convincing to Tommy.

He pushed her back onto the ground, ignoring her

weak protests, and again brought his mouth to hers.

His hand now worked her top up until both breasts

were exposed to the cool late afternoon air, causing

the nipples to harden even more. Tommy broke the

kiss and pulled back, looking down at his stepmother's

beautiful full breasts.

"God, they're beautiful," Tommy said leaning over

as if to kiss one.

"No, Tommy stop," Sue said pushing Tommy away.

Tommy fell onto his back, his chest heaving, looking

up at the sky. "I'm... I'm an idiot. I

always spoil everything. I'm sorry."

Sue sat up, pulling her top back down, and looked

at her stepson. She was so worked up that she was

losing control. It's my fault, not Tommy's, she

thought. I'm the adult and I led him on. Then a

sigh escaped her lips as she looked at her stepson's

strong chest then down to the tent in his shorts.

"You're not an idiot Tommy. You're a wonderful

stepson and I love you very much," Sue whispered,

then stretched out next to him and put her head

on his chest. The side of her face lay on the hot

skin of his chest. She could feel his heart

pounding. Slowly as if she couldn't control it, her

hand began to slide down her stepson's stomach. She

marveled at his hard abdominal muscles and watched

them ripple from her ticklish touch. When she

reached his belt, she paused, and then as if she

had made a decision, she began to unbuckle his

pants.

Tommy lay frozen, excited beyond his wildest

dreams. "Sue," he whispered.

"Shhhhh!" Sue said as she unsnapped his shorts

and pulled his zipper down. She hesitated only a

moment before she reached her trembling hand into

his boxer shorts and grasped his hard penis.

Tommy moaned.

Sue's hand pulled his hard shaft from his shorts

and out into the bright sunlight. "Oh!" she said

as she looked at her stepson's tool. The head was

swollen and dripping juice. The skin of his shaft felt

warm, almost hot in her hand. Sue's world was

spinning around her as she began to move her

hand up and down her stepson's penis.

Tommy was shaking as he felt his stepmother take her

finger and run it through the stream of clear juice

coming from the dripping tip. Then she used it to

coat the head until it was shining in the sunlight.

She ran her fingers gently up and down his long

shaft; bringing another long moan from him and

another large bubble of juice. Her fingers dipped

into the clear fluid and slowly, with her hand

trembling, she brought it to her lips. Now there

was a long strand of clear pre-cum juice connecting

Sue's lips to her stepson's penis. Her head began to

slowly slide down his chest.

She not going to... Tommy thought as he felt his

stepmother's head move.

Sue knew how wrong this was, how crazy, but yet

she couldn't stop. She coated the palm of her

hand with his clear juice then wrapped it around

the hot shaft. She inched further down his chest

and watched as if it were someone else's hand. It

wasn't real, she told herself. She couldn't be

holding her stepson's hard penis in her hand.

Suddenly Tommy gasped and his hips pushed up.

Sue was startled when a stream of white juice shot

from the head of his shaft, hitting her on the

cheek and neck with great force. She squealed as it

splattered across her cheek and down to her neck.

Sue quickly recovered and squeezed her stepson's penis,

milking jet after jet of sperm onto his chest and

stomach in front of her wide eyes. It splattered

inches from her mouth. She could smell it. Sue

squeezed her legs together as she felt a spasm run

through her. Her hips moved in sync with Tommy's

ejaculation as her own climax overtook her.

moments later all was silent except for the birds

chirping in the forest and the labored breathing of

a stepmother and her stepson. Then Sue lifted her head

and fell back onto the ground, her chest still

heaving up and down. She closed her eyes and

took a deep breath. God, if he hadn't cum when

he did, what was I going to do? she asked herself.

"I think it's time we head back," Sue said as

she sat up. She looked down at his sperm-covered

stomach and shivered. She could feel the hot juice

cooling on her face and beginning to run.

"Sue, I uh, uh, I'm sorry," Tommy said, feeling

like a fool for not controlling himself and squirting

cum in her face. He looked shamefully at his

stepmother's wet cheek and the clear stream of cum

streaking her neck.

"Here take your shirt," Sue said, "it's getting

dark."

Tommy started to put his shirt on but hesitated,

looking at the glistening juice on his stepmother's cheek

and neck. "Do you want to use this?" he said

holding his shirt out to his stepmother.

"No, I'm okay, let's not soil your shirt," Sue

said. She felt the juice trickle down her neck and

to the top of her breast. It was very odd but she

wanted to feel his juice on her face. She just

wasn't ready to wipe it off. Bob used to love to

squirt his juice into her face and she would leave

it there until it dried.

As they turned to head back up the trail, Sue's

hand brushed her stepson's. Without looking down or

saying a word, Sue took his hand and squeezed it.

Tommy almost sighed in relief.

They walked hand in hand, back to where they had

left their blanket. They retrieved the blanket and the

rest of their belongings and drove home in silence.

Both stepmother and stepson had a million thoughts going

through their heads.

The workweek was very busy for Sue. She had to

work late several nights and she brought work home

with her. Tommy had the playbook from his new

school to read, so they didn't have time to talk

about the events of the weekend. Neither of them

knew what to say to the other anyway, so it was

a good time to assess their feelings.

Sue felt guilt about what happened. It felt like she

had taken advantage of her stepson's innocence.

Tommy was concerned that his stepmom would be angry

with him for pushing her too far. Although, she

didn't act upset and their conversations at the

dinner table seemed normal. Still, he felt juvenile

for not controlling himself and squirting in her face.

Yet, she had left his sperm there, refusing the

offer of his shirt.

On Friday evening Tommy got up enough nerve to

ask his stepmother if she wanted to go on another

date. He feared the worst when Sue said that they

had to talk.

After a quiet dinner, Sue asked Tommy to join her

in the living room.

Here it comes, Tommy thought.

Sue patted the sofa next to her when she saw

Tommy starts to sit in a chair across the room.

She took a deep breath and looked into her stepson's

eyes. "Tommy, I feel bad about what happened last

weekend."

"Sue... I... I... uh..." Tommy started to

speak.

"Let me speak," Sue said taking her stepson's hands

in hers. "I'm sorry about what happened at the

lake. A stepmother should never do anything like that

with her stepson. I had too much to drink but that's

no excuse; I was totally out of line. I, I..." Sue

began to cry.

" God, you have nothing to be sorry for. I

was the one that started it, I should be

ashamed," Tommy said, hugging his sobbing stepmother.

Tommy held her for a long time before he felt like

he had to say what he was feeling. "Sue, I...

I... have to tell you that it was the greatest

experience of my life, no matter whose fault it

was," Tommy said, lifting his stepmother's tear-streaked

face. "I never, ever, want to hurt you... or

make you cry." Tears began to fall from his eyes.

"Oh Tommy, I love you."

Tommy brought his lips to hers in a loving and

tender kiss. When he pulled away, he held her

face in his hands, using his thumbs to wipe away

her tears. "I'll try harder to control myself," he

promised.

"And so will I," Sue added, and a little smile

crossed her face.

Tommy smiled back and said jokingly, "But you

have to remember, I'm just a horny teenager."

Sue raised an eyebrow. Suddenly, she broke out

laughing. Tommy joined her, almost falling off the

bed.

When Tommy stopped laughing, he looked at his

stepmother with that smile of his and said, "How

about another date?"

"You're incorrigible," she said.

"I know. That's why you love me. Another date,

please!"

"All right, but you have to promise to behave,"

Sue said lightly.

"I promise," he answered excitedly.

"Wait a minute. There have to be some rules."

"Alright," Tommy answered, ready to agree to

anything. "Give me the rules."

"I don't know all of them but most importantly,

we have to control ourselves. Things have gotten a

little out of hand so far."

"Does behaving mean that you can't teach me

more about girls and guys and stuff?"

Sue was quiet for a minute. She knew she was on

very dangerous ground. Her rational brain was

screaming for her to stop all this. Yet, her

emotional side was winning. Finally, she spoke. "No,

but it does mean that we have to know when to

stop. When I say 'stop', that's it. You have to

stop whatever you're doing, as hard as that might

be. Do you agree?" Sue could feel the excitement begin

to course through her.

Tommy thought he was going to scream. He wanted

to jump for joy. This was beyond his wildest

imagination. He calmed himself and said in a

controlled voice, "Fair enough, you're the boss.

Tomorrow night then?"

Sue took a deep breath and said, "Tomorrow

night."

The following evening, they went out to a late

dinner and came back home. Tommy didn't try to

kiss her or take advantage of the fact that she had

drunk a few glasses of wine. He was a perfect

gentleman except that he did try to look up her

dress.

Sue just looked at him when she saw his eyes and

said, "Behave." However, overall, she was

impressed with his control and, strangely, just a

little disappointed.

It was an unreasonably chilly June evening, so

Tommy started a fire in the fireplace while Sue

when upstairs to change. Then he went to the

kitchen and got a bottle of wine and a glass for

his stepmom. He brought a coke back for himself and

put some soft music in the CD player. He lit

several scented candles around the room.

He was sitting on the sofa when Sue came back

down. She had put on a pair of sky blue silky

pajama pants and top. The blue in the outfit

matched her beautiful eyes. Tommy whistled in

appreciation as he handed her a glass of wine.

"Would you care to dance?" Tommy asked. "I'm

not that good but I'm a quick learner."

"Great idea! But I thought you didn't know how?"

"I don't," Tommy smiled sheepishly.

"Alright, I guess this is a good time for a lesson

then," Sue said taking a quick drink before putting

her wine on the table. "Your father had two left

feet but he tried hard and was going to take

lessons before he..." Sue's voice trailed off. She

stepped forward and took her stepson in her arms,

placing her head on his shoulder.

Within seconds, she realized that he needed some

major work. She pulled back and smiled at her

stepson. "You definitely need a lesson," she said with

a laugh. "Now the first thing is, DON'T STEP ON

YOUR DATE'S FEET."

"Ah, I know that," Tommy responded.

They danced for the better part of an hour. Sue

taught him how to hold a girl and how to move

smoothly around the room. Tommy was a fast

learner and got the hang of it very quickly. Finally,

they tried and sat on the sofa together.

"That was great Sue, thanks."

"You're welcome."

"Can I ask you a question?"

"Anything dear."

"Well, all... all the boys talk about things. You

know, girls and things. They... talk about... you

know... oral sex."

Oh, here it comes! thought Sue.

"I... I ... was just wondering if girls really like

to do that... uh you know." Tommy began to

stutter a little, as he became nervous with the

frank question. Suddenly he stopped and his face

flushed. "I'm... sorry, I shouldn't ask a question

like that."

"Of course you should ask. How else are you

going to learn," Sue said, feeling suddenly like a

teacher.

Her response calmed Tommy's nerves so he

continued. "I know there are a lot of girls that do

it but do they really like it? I mean... you know,

like the taste?" Tommy was only being partially

facetious with the question. The boys in school all

talked about it but he was curious to know if

women really liked it.

"Well, I think a lot of girls like to do it. Your

dad and I..." Sue stopped, not wanting to get

too personal. "I'm sure there are lots of girls that

like it, but I'm not sure they really like the taste.

I guess it's like Scotch, you have to acquire a

taste for it," she said and smiled. "I think the

thrill of doing something like that for someone you

love is what I like." Sue paused for a second to

let him absorb that. Then she added, "Girls also

like to have it done to them, it's a two-way

street you know."

"Really! I mean... I've seen it in movies but I

thought it was just for show," Tommy said, truly

amazed.

"Of course they do. Don't be so self-centered,"

Sue said almost in anger. Then her tone softened.

"A man should be just as willing to use his mouth

on a woman as having it done to him. A man

that is good with his mouth will have a lot of

girlfriends." Sue laughed a little self-consciously,

feeling a little thrill go through her groin at the

thought.

As Tommy sat there thinking about that, he felt his

already hard penis begin to pulse. It did sound like

fun. "SSue," Tommy said, then hesitated.

"Yes?"

"Since you are my teacher about dating girls

and stuff, would you tell me... uh tell me

about... about... you know the oral sex stuff.

I... mean... how does a girl do it?" Tommy asked

taking a big chance. He figured his stepmother would

see right through his farce.

Sue sat silent for some time. She held her

wineglass in her hand and stared at the wine,

swirling it around. She felt that old thrill goes

through her. "Tommy, I think that's going a good

bit too far."

"Okay, I just thought I'd ask. Can't hurt to ask,

can it?" Tommy said trying to act like it had all

been a joke.

"No it can't, but let me think about it," Sue

said putting her glass down on the table. She

leaned over to Tommy and brought his lips to hers.

She had wanted a kiss so bad tonight. Tommy was

being too much of a gentleman.

They held each other, kissing passionately for a long

time. Finally, Sue felt Tommy's hand on her silk

covered breast. It's about time! she thought. Sue

moaned into her stepson's mouth as he squeezed her

soft breast. Then, she surprised Tommy by reaching

up and slowly unbuttoning her pajama top, all the

way down the front as their lips stayed locked

together. Then she pulled the top open and pressed

her naked flesh to her stepson. They moaned into each

other's mouths.

Finally, when they broke away, both of them were

breathing hard. There was a fire burning in Sue's

eyes.

Tommy's eyes were wide as he looked down at his

stepmother's naked chest. He bent his head and started

to kiss down her neck when he felt her hands on

his cheeks.

Sue held Tommy's face in her hands and looked

into his eyes. Oh hell, she thought, I can't resist

this boy. Still staring into his eyes, her hand

moved to his crotch and rubbed gently over his

penis. It was throbbing and stretched down the leg

of his shorts. Sue gasped as her hand wrapped

around the shaft. She squeezed him, working down

the cloth-covered protrusion. It felt huge.

Deep inside, Sue's brain was screaming... Stop!

Stop!

Then Tommy felt his stepmother's hand move to his

belt. His heart began to beat wildly.

Sue pulled back and used both hands to open her

stepson's shorts. Then she slid off the couch and onto

the floor between his legs, her blouse flapping

carelessly open. She reached up, grasped the waist

of his shorts, and pulled on them. Tommy sat

wide-eyed looking down at his stepmother.

"Give me a little help, will you?" Sue said.

Tommy came out of his trance, lifted his butt off

the sofa, and let his stepmother strip his pants and

underwear over his bare feet.

Sue sat back and gasped again. Her stepson was now

naked from the waist down and his raging erection

was throbbing in front of her face. She studied it

for a second time. He had cum so quickly in the

park that she didn't really get to see it that well.

His penis was beautiful and perfect. It was longer

and thicker than his father's, with blue veins

bulging on the sides and a perfect mushroom

shaped crown. Sue slid her hands up his thighs,

moving forward until she was inches from his penis.

She looked on in wonder at his equipment. Slowly

her hands took hold of the shaft, gently, almost

like it was fine china.

Tommy moaned and bucked his hips.

"Settle down, we don't want you to go off too

soon. A good blow job should be slow and

sensual," Sue said, bringing his leaking cock close

to her lips.

Tommy almost climaxed from his stepmother's words

alone. "A good blow job," she had said. He

began to tremble all over.

Sue shot her tongue out, flicking it across the head

and tasting his sweet juice.

Tommy moaned again.

She used her tongue to lick around the head,

teasing the sensitive skin where the head and shaft

met. Sue was being very careful not to overexcite

him. She knew from last weekend that he could

cum very quickly.

Sue took the head into her mouth, gently sucking

it, then using her teeth to put a little pressure

around the edges. Sue loved oral sex. She was one

of "those girls" that liked the taste. It had been

one of her favorite things to do to Tommy's father.

And, she was very good at it too. Tonight, she

used all of her skills to work her stepson to a peak

, and then she would back off, keeping him on the

edge for a long, long time.

Tommy stared in amazement as he watched his

beautiful stepmother worship his cock. She seemed to

be in a world of her own. He watched as her

tongue licked him and then her mouth sucked him

inside. He would moan each time she would take

the shaft deep into her mouth. Several times, he

began to throb, near orgasm, but his stepmother would

squeeze tight at the base until he was under control

again. It was the most incredible feeling he had

ever felt.

Sue worked on him for over a half-hour, literally

making love to his penis. However, she knew that

Tommy couldn't take much more. The truth was

that she couldn't take much more either. She now

wanted him to cum as bad as he did; she thirsted

for his sweet juice. It had been a long time since

she had tasted sperm. Sue had acquired a taste for

cum years ago.

Tommy wanted to thrust his hips up at his stepmother

in the worst way, but he sat still, letting her take

the lead.

Sue wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft

and held it tight as she pulled her head back and

stuck out her tongue, flicking the tip. She looked

up at her stepson who was still staring wide-eyed at

her. Then she closed her eyes and put her mouth

over the head of his penis. Her hand moved up

and down several times rapidly. That was all it

took.

Tommy thought his head was going to explode. He

yelled loud enough for the neighbors to hear and

his hips lifted off the sofa.

Sue's head moved back in surprise at the force of

his ejaculation but kept the head in her mouth. The

hot cream hit the back of her throat, choking her

momentarily. She swallowed just in time for another

blast to enter her mouth. She was ready this time

and swallowed it down rapidly, waiting for the next

shot. It came quickly, filling her mouth to over

flowing. She tried to swallow it all but it was just

too much. It dripped from the corners of her

mouth and ran down to her stepson's balls. As his

sticky white cum dripped from her chin, Sue felt

that familiar tremor in her pussy. Suddenly, she

took a huge swallow and began to climax. She

bucked her hips as her vagina throbbed. She lost

control for a moment and stopped sucking. As her

mouth filled, she quickly realized she had to

swallow.

Tommy thought he was going to die. He had never

felt anything so intense. He couldn't believe that he

was sitting here on his sofa, squirting cum into his

stepmother's mouth. And, she was drinking it! He

could hear her struggling to swallow it all. Now he

knew that his stepmom was right; some girls do like

the taste.

When he could cum no more, Sue released his

depleted penis and moved her tongue down to his

balls to clean up what had spilled from her mouth.

Tommy was lying back exhausted. When he opened

his eyes, he saw his stepmother's pretty blue eyes

staring up at him. Her lips and chin were coated

with his white cum, but she had swallowed most of

it. Tommy couldn't resist; he reached down and

pulled his stepmother up to him.

Sue was surprised when Tommy brought his lips to

hers; they shared a very wet and intimate kiss.

Both Tommy and his stepmom realized that the ice had

been broken and that there was no going back. The

best that Sue could hope for was to control how

far they went. However, she knew that that was

going to be exceedingly difficult. After all, she had

her own needs. However, she na‹vely thought that

if she could keep him satisfied orally then he

wouldn't try to push it further.

The following morning she was in the bathroom in

her bra and panties getting dressed. It was Saturday

and she wasn't going to work for a change. She

saw Tommy looking into the bathroom through the

slightly opened door. With a sigh, she turned and

looked at him.

Tommy smiled and pushed the door open. "Good

morning Sue," he said as he stepped into the

bathroom.

"Good morning sweetheart." Sue kissed his lips

quickly and turned back to the mirror to put her

makeup on.

Tommy stood behind her and wrapped his arms

around her waist.

She saw him looking over her shoulder at her thinly

dressed form. Her nipples began to harden under

her thin beige stretch bra. Then she saw his hands

slowly moving up her stomach and over her rib

cage. When his hands reached her bra-covered

breasts, his lips touched the tender area of her

neck. A chill ran through Sue and she whispered,

"Tommy." However, there was no admonishment in

her voice and she didn't say stop.

Slowly Tommy pushed his fingers under her bra. "I

want to see your breasts," he whispered. When his

stepmother just moaned, he boldly pushed the bra up,

letting both breasts pop free. "Oh God," he

moaned when he saw her large breasts in the

mirror. His hands covered the soft flesh and began

to knead them like cookie dough.

"Tommy," Sue moaned again, rapidly losing control.

She could feel her stepson's hard penis pressing into

her panty-covered buttocks. Her own hips began to

push backward. With a deep breath, Sue spun

around in Tommy's arms. She saw him smile and

as he bent to kiss her lips. Instead of giving him

her lips, Sue slid to her knees. Quickly she

unsnapped his shorts and pulled them down. She

gasped when his penis sprung out and hit her in

the face. He hadn't worn any underwear.

"Oh God Sue," Tommy moaned as his stepmother

took his penis into her mouth and began to suck.

His hips began to move back and forth, forcing his

penis to the back of her throat. He watched as

her face showed the pleasure she was getting from

sucking him. Tommy was rapidly reaching the point

of no return. "Stepmom," he hissed. When she didn't

respond, he said it louder. "Stepmom!"

Sue groaned around her stepson's penis and looked up

at him.

"Stepmom... can I fuck your ti... breasts?"

Sue opened her eyes wide in surprise. God, he

was so much like his father. That was one of his

favorite things to do. Slowly Sue pulled his penis

from her mouth. She looked up at Tommy and

smiled. Then she kissed the swollen head lovingly

before sitting up on her knees until his penis was

between her breasts. She reached behind her,

unsnapped her bra, and dropped it to the floor.

Then she took a bottle of cream from the counter.

Without a word, she squirted it between her breasts

and then closed the mounds around him, imprisoning

him in her soft flesh.

"Ohhhhhh!!!" Tommy moaned as the warm flesh

enveloped him. He watched in excitement as she

began to move her breasts up and down, her

mouth catching the head when it reached her lips.

Tommy knew that he wasn't going to last very

long. This was just too wild. His hips began to

move quickly, forcing his penis between her breasts

so rapidly that she couldn't catch the head in her

mouth anymore.

Sue held her breasts tightly around her stepson's penis,

looking up at his pleasure-filled face. She saw him

grimace and knew that he was close.

"Oh, God... I'm going to... ohhhhhhh...

cummmmm!!!" Suddenly, Tommy's penis throbbed

and shot a huge string of juice into the air, hitting

his stepmother's chin and running down her chest. Then

another blast hit her and then another, splattering

across her chest. It kept coming until there was

nothing left but a slow trickle.

When the last drop was squeezed out, Tommy

staggered backward. He saw his stepmother looking at

her cum-covered breasts. Then he watched her begin

to massage the thick juice into the soft skin.

Sue was lost in her own world for a few minutes.

When she realized that Tommy was staring at her

she stood up. "I have to get dressed now, so

give me a little privacy please."

"Uh... okay," Tommy said.

As soon as Tommy was gone, Sue closed the door.

She pulled her panties down and began to

masturbate with one cum-covered hand. She used

her other hand to caress her juice-covered breasts

until a strong climax roared through her.

Finally, Sue sighed and dressed, pulling the bra

over her still wet breasts. Strangely, she felt less

guilt now. It seemed that each time got a little

easier. That worried her.

The following evening, Sue and Tommy was

scheduled to go down the street to a neighbor's

house for a graduation party. Sue was dressed in a

low-cut black cocktail dress. The dress exposed a

lot of her breasts and required a bra.

Tommy moaned about having to wear a tie but

when he saw the way his stepmother was dressed, he

shut up. His eyes stared at her exposed chest.

"Wow!" was all he could muster.

"I'll take that as a compliment," she said with a

laugh. "Let's get going."

Sue and Tommy walked down the street to the

Wilson's' house. It was a large home with stone

pillars in front and a circular driveway. In the

back, they had a large pool with manicured

hedgerows for privacy. The house was the largest in

the neighborhood and was almost out of place.

However, the Wilson's were nice people and fit in

well with the community.

Shirley Wilson greeted them at the door and hugged

Sue. She kissed Tommy on the cheek and invited

them inside. There was already a crowd of people

inside the house. Within seconds, several women had

Sue in a conversation. Tommy smiled and wandered

around the room. He knew many of the kids but

not too many of the adults. There were a number

of teenaged girls that came up to Tommy but he

spent little time with them. He kept his eye on his

stepmom.

Once in a while, Sue would look around for

Tommy. She would smile when she saw him looking

at her and then make a face, indicating that he

should mingle with the girls. When he would shake

his head no, she would purse her lips in

exasperation.

Sue had consumed quite a bit of wine in the first

hour of the party. Every time her glass was empty,

someone would give her another glass. Soon, she

was feeling the effects.

The next time she looked for Tommy, she saw him

near the sliding glass door leading to the pool.

When she caught his eye, she saw him make a

motion with his head for her to join him. She had

a feeling he was up to something so she shook her

head no but smiled sweetly. For the next few

minutes, every time she saw him, he would motion

for her to follow him. Finally, she gave in and

walked toward him.

"Let's go out and get some air," Tommy said,

leading his stepmother out the open slider.

It was a beautiful moonlit evening with a cloudless

sky and fireflies flickering their mating calls. Tommy

and Sue walked down the sidewalk, past the

hedgerow. When they reached the end, Tommy

pulled his stepmother to the other side. He quickly

pulled her into his arms and brought his lips to

hers.

"Tomm... Mmmmm..." Sue moaned as she tried

to protest. This was very dangerous, she thought

but was unable to dissuade him as his tongue

pressed into her mouth. Soon, Sue gave up her

protest and melted into Tommy's strong arms. She

felt his hands sliding down her bareback and

across her dress to cup her buttocks.

Tommy pulled his stepmother's groin to his and let her

feel how excited he was.

Sue moaned again and pressed back.

"God, I needed that," Tommy said breathlessly

when their lips parted after a long kiss. "Every

time I looked at you I wanted to rush over and

kiss you."

Sue could feel her head spinning from the kiss and

the wine. She brought her lips to his for a second

kiss that lasted even longer. She worked her tongue

into his mouth and felt him immediately capture it

with his lips. She moaned as they pressed their

lower regions together even harder. His hands

cupped her buttocks under her tight dress, squeezing

the supple flesh in his strong fingers.

One of Tommy's hands slid around and then down

to Sue's naked thighs.

"Tommy," Sue said as she felt him slowly moving

it up her leg. In spite of her admonishment, her

legs moved slightly apart. "Oh my God," she

whispered as his hand reached her vagina.

Tommy moaned as his fingers felt a woman's private

parts for the first time. He could feel the swollen

and wet lips under his searching fingers. Then a

finger found the dripping hole.

"Tommy, Tommy, please," Sue pleaded as if she

couldn't stop him. A slow moan escaped her lips

as his finger slowly slid into her body.

Within seconds, Tommy's hand was dripping with his

stepmother's sex juice. He moved his finger in and out

of her warm hole, loving the feeling of her slick

inner flesh. Quickly, before she could protest, he

added a second finger. He heard her moan again

and her hips pressed down, taking both fingers all

the way inside.

Sue had lost control. Her hips began to work up

and down on her stepson's fingers and her head was

spinning wildly. It took only a few more thrusts

before she began to tremble.

Tommy was a little surprised as his stepmother began

to shake. Suddenly, he realized that she was

climaxing on his fingers. He smiled and worked

them into her harder, creating a loud sucking sound

in the otherwise quiet night.

When Sue stopped shuddering, she almost collapsed

into Tommy's arms.

Tommy looked over the hedgerow and saw that they

were still alone. He placed his hands on his

stepmother's shoulders and began to gently push

downward. "Suck me," he hissed, as she went to

her knees.

Sue's head was still foggy as she settled to her

knees on the cool grass. "Tommy, this is crazy,"

she said as she looked up at him, her eyes still

sparkling with fire in the moonlight. Yet, even as

she spoke, she was opening his pants.

Tommy kept looking back across the hedgerow at the

house to make sure no one came outside. He

turned back in time to see his stepmother take his

penis into her mouth. "Ahhhhh!!!" he groaned

as her talented mouth took possession of his hard

shaft.

Sue moaned as well as she tasted the sweet flavor

of his penis. She felt Tommy's hands on her head.

She let him direct her head back and forth. Then

she began to move her hand back and forth, trying

to bring him off quickly. Even in her wine-fogged

brain, Sue still knew that someone could come upon

them at any time.

Fortunately, it wasn't going to take long for Tommy

to cum in his stepmother's mouth. However, suddenly,

he wanted something different, something really nasty.

He pulled back, his penis coming out of his

stepmother's mouth with a pop.

Sue looked up at him in surprise. Then she felt his

hands on her shoulders pushing the straps of her

gown and bra down her arms. "What are you

doing?" she whispered in panic.

Tommy didn't answer as he pushed her straps down

until her breasts were free from the bra. He

pointed his penis downward. "Jerk me into your

bra," he whispered excitedly.

"Good God Tommy, no!" Sue exclaimed in protest.

Still, she grasped his penis and began to masturbate

him. She jerked on his penis in rapid motions, her

hand moving in a blur.

"Yes, yes," Tommy moaned as his legs tensed.

Sue was breathing hard again. She couldn't believe

what she was doing but it was turning her on

nonetheless. When she heard Tommy moan, she

directed the head of his penis into one cup of her

bra. She shivered as she watched his thick white

juice splatter into the cup. When several squirts had

coated the inner liner of that cup, she moved the

head quickly to the other cup. Soon, both sides

were coated with Tommy's thick discharge and it

was running down, pooling in the middle.

Suddenly, there were voices coming from the house.

As the voices grew closer, Sue quickly pulled her

top back up, pushing her breasts into the wet

material. She moaned as Tommy's hot cum coated

her nipples. Then she helped Tommy get his penis

back into his pants. Just as they stood up and

stepped from behind the hedgerow, Shirley Wilson

and a friend walked by.

"Oh that's where you are," Shirley said. "I told

Marge that I saw you go outside with Tommy."

"Uh... yes, Tommy... uh and I needed to get a

little air."

"Well, come with me, I want Marge to tell you

about a community project that she's working on."

Tommy watched as the two ladies led off his

stepmother. He smiled. God if they only knew! he

thought.

Sue followed the two women back into the house.

She could feel her sex juices filling her panties as

her breasts swam in her stepson's juice. She could

even smell it and hoped that no one else could.

She knew that she would have to escape them soon

and find a bathroom to take care of her own

renewed desires

After the episode at the party, Sue and Tommy

gradually became comfortable with their new

relationship. Sue still knew it was very wrong but

she no longer chastised herself for it. It was what

her stepson needed right now she rationalized. It was

their little secret.

They both grew very casual about how little they

wore in front of each other. It seemed to Sue that

Tommy was always stopping in to talk when she was

getting dressed. It never took long for Tommy to

show that he was interested in more than

conversation. Sue rarely protested.

Each morning he would stop by as she dressed for

work. Within seconds, she would have his penis in

her mouth. Then a minute later, she would be

drinking his sperm. Most evenings it was a replay.

Sue was actually disappointed when they missed a

morning or evening. She almost felt like she had

become addicted to her stepson's semen.

Sue was in her bathrobe after her shower one

morning a week or so later. She had just taken

her panties out of the drawer when Tommy tapped

on the door. Sue told him to come in.

"Good morning," Tommy said brightly as he

sat on the bed.

"Hi, sweetie."

"What's on the agenda today?" Tommy asked

watching his stepmother closely.

"Well, we have a lot of yard work to catch up

on so I think we had better stay home and get it

done."

"All right, if we have to," Tommy said in mock

exasperation.

Sue untied her robe and dropped it from her

shoulders, standing naked unashamedly in front of

Tommy.

"God, you're beautiful," Tommy said sincerely.

"Thank you," Sue whispered. There was no longer

any embarrassment at being naked in front of him.

As she bent over and picked up her panties, she

saw his eyes staring at her breasts as they swung

naturally below her. She took her time pulling her

panties up, beginning to enjoy the show. As the

silky panties crossed her thighs, she turned her back

to him and heard him gasp.

Tommy had an erection before he walked into the

room but now it was throbbing in the tight confines

of his shorts. As his stepmother went to get her bra,

he pulled his zipper down and freed his shaft from

its prison.

It was Sue's turn to gasp when she turned around

and saw him holding his erect shaft. Every time she

saw it, it looked bigger, she thought. She

swallowed hard as she stood frozen, holding her bra

in her hand and watching him slowly move his hand

up and down. In all the years she was married,

she had never seen her husband masturbate. While

she had asked him to on occasion, he had always

refused. He said that he would be too embarrassed.

It was obvious that Tommy didn't have that

problem.

Tommy watched his stepmother's face as she watched

him masturbate. He found it an incredible turn-on

to have her watch him. "Do you like watching me

masturbate?" Tommy asked breathlessly.

It took a moment for Sue to answer. Her throat

was suddenly dry. "Yes," she choked out in a

hoarse whisper.

"Then sit down and I'll show you how I like to

do it."

Sue backed up until she sat in her vanity chair,

her eyes never leaving Tommy.

Tommy stood up and slowly stripped off his shirt.

Then he opened his shorts and began to pull them

down. Suddenly, he turned until his back was to

his stepmother. Like a stripper, he slowly pulled his

shorts below his buttocks. Tommy was as surprised

as his stepmother at his boldness.

Sue sat fascinated as she watched her stepson strip for

her. Tommy had been just a little boy the last

time she saw him completely naked. He certainly

wasn't a little boy anymore, Sue thought as his

shorts fell to his feet and he kicked them away.

She scanned his naked body from behind. His

shoulders were broad and rippled with muscles. His

waist was narrow and his hips jutted out from all

the strenuous training. However, his buttocks were

his best asset. They were rock-hard and perfectly

shaped globes. His thighs were strong and lean

without an ounce of fat. He could be a male

stripper, Sue thought.

Slowly, Tommy turned around. His penis was now

pulsing and there was a long strand of clear liquid

hanging from the tip. Tommy began to stroke

himself again. More of his clear juice bubbled out,

stretching in a silvery string toward the carpet. "Oh

God Stepmom, I'm getting close," he warned. Tommy's

hand moved rapidly up and down until his thighs

tensed. When he was ready to squirt, he held his

hand under the head. Suddenly, he began to pour

the contents of his balls into his outstretched hand.

Sue watched in excited fascination as her stepson

climaxed into his own hand. She saw his hand fill

with his sperm and begin to spill over the sides.

With a moan, she dropped to her knees and quickly

licked the cum dripping from his palm. As soon as

Tommy was done, Sue turned his cum filled hand

to her mouth.

In another similar incident, Tommy caught his stepmother

just as she was ready to go out the door to

work. He brought her to him and kissed her

passionately.

"Tommy, my makeup," she protested as he kissed

her lips, then her face and neck.

"Suck me!" he said like a command.

Sue moaned and moved quickly to her knees in

front of her stepson. She set her briefcase down and

took his penis into her hand. She heard him groan

from far away as she caught a drop of dripping

juice on her tongue, following it with her mouth to

the swollen head. "Mmmmmm!" she moaned deep

in her throat as she sucked the head into her

mouth.

Tommy grasped his stepmother's face in his hands. As

his hips began to move back and forth, he could

see the head of his penis sliding in and out of

her mouth under her cheeks. He pressed his thumbs

to her cheeks and felt his shaft as she sucked it

deep into her throat.

Sue sucked Tommy until she could tell that he was

getting close. She was ready to drink his sperm

when she felt him pulling on her shoulders. In

a surprise, she let him slip out of her mouth and

she stood up. She let Tommy's lips capture hers

without protest now. Her makeup could be fixed

afterward.

As their bodies pressed together, Sue could feel his

erection pressing against her stomach. She moaned

as their hips began to move against each other.

She knew that she was going to have a wet mark

on the front of her skirt. When she felt Tommy's

hand move down to push her dress up she began

to shiver. However, when he grasped his penis and

pushed it between her legs she said, "Tommy,

no!" Suddenly, she realized that she was lucky she

had her panties on. It was the only thing

preventing penetration. Sue almost sighed when he

didn't try to do anything else. She wasn't sure she

could have stopped him.

"Oh God Stepmom!" Tommy moaned as he moved his

hips back and forth between her warm thighs. He

could feel her sex lips pressing down on the top of

his shaft, the gusset of her panties rapidly becoming

soaked with their combined juices.

When Sue was certain that Tommy was near

ejaculation, she pushed him away from her.

Tommy thought that she was going to go to her

knees and suck him again. However, he was

surprised when she reached down and pulled the

the crotch of her panties away from her sex. Then for

just a second, Tommy thought that she was going

to let him penetrate her.

However, Sue had other ideas. She took Tommy's

penis and situated it between the wet crotch of her

panties and her dripping sex lips. His penis was at

an odd angle, pointing downward. That made Sue's

sex lips split apart and cover the shaft with her

wet and swollen flesh. She slid her panties back

over her lips, trapping his penis inside the silky

material. Then, she began to move back and forth

again, massaging him with her swollen lips. She

knew that Tommy wouldn't last long.

Almost as soon as he felt her blood filled lips on

his penis, he groaned and his penis lurched,

spewing his thick cum onto the gusset of her little

red panties.

Sue's climax wasn't far behind. When she felt her

vagina being sprayed by her stepson's semen, her legs

shook and her body went into convulsions. If Tommy

hadn't been holding her, she would have collapsed

to the floor.

When Tommy felt his stepmother's body stop shaking,

he staggered back in exhaustion.

Sue found it difficult to focus her eyes. She backed

up unsteadily and leaned against the front door.

When she could get her breath again she shook her

head. God that was close, she thought.

Tommy smiled at his stepmother with exhaustion on his

face. Then he pushed his now soft penis back into

his pants and said, "Have a nice day."

Sue picked up her briefcase and opened the door.

As she stepped out onto the front porch, she was

suddenly very much aware of her sodden crotch. For

a second, she considered going back into the house

to clean up. A naughty thrill went through her as

she walked down the sidewalk to her car. Sue went

to work with her sex lips swimming in Tommy's

sperm.

Sue was sitting at her desk one evening, still in

her white blouse and blue skirt that she had worn

to work. She was thinking about her and Tommy's

relationship as she did quite often. She had done a

lot of souls searching during the last few days. Their

relationship has progressed well beyond anything she

could have ever imagined. So far, it had been

limited to oral sex and a little masturbation. The

nagging question on her mind was where did they

go from here? It was getting more and more difficult

for her to control things. It had been so close the

other day.

It seemed that almost every time they were

together, they couldn't keep their hands off each

other. He would touch her or kiss her and that

would start it. She would respond and things would

get out of control from there.

"Hi Sue," Tommy said, coming into the room

and sitting down.

"Hi, Tommy. I thought you were going to the ball

game with Joey?"

"I was but he has a cold and canceled out."

"I'm sorry."

"It's okay. I'd rather be home with you."

Sue looked at him and shook her head. "What am

I going to do with you?" she asked rhetorically.

"Love me," he said with a big smile and opened

his arms to her.

Sue put down her pen and then walked over to sit

on Tommy's lap. She kissed his lips and then

snuggled into his arms. Suddenly, she felt so

protected in his embrace.

"Sue, you... uh... we have... uh done a lot

of... you know... things," Tommy said hesitantly.

Sue was silent, wondering where this was going to

go.

"You said... uh... you said that it was selfish for

a man just to take and... and not give back."

Immediately, Sue knew what was coming. It wasn't

like she hadn't expected it. However, she that what

he was going to ask was a big step.

"Will you teach me... to uh... you know... do

oral on you?"

Sue was silent for a long time. She could feel her

heart beating hard in her chest. There was a

tremendous struggle going on in her head. On one

hand, she had done so much already, what was

the difference if she let him do it to her? On the

other, she knew that it would be taking their

relationship to a new level. However, the thought of

having his mouth on her was incredibly exciting. So,

what would be the harm? Who would know?

"I... I don't know Tommy," she said reluctantly.

"Let me think about it."

Tommy felt a thrill of excitement go through him.

Every time she said that she came back and did

what he wanted. "That's fair," he said and his

hand moved up to caress her breast.

Sue could feel his erection pressing into her

buttocks. With a sigh, she slid off his lap and knelt

between his legs.

Tommy smiled and opened his pants. He reached

inside and pulled out his swollen erection. When Sue

went to grab it with her hands, he grabbed her

wrists, holding her hands away. He lifted up slightly

and slid the head into her mouth. He watched his

stepmother suck him for a few minutes and then, with

his penis still in her mouth, he stood.

Sue backed up and let Tommy stand in front of

her. She knew what he wanted when his hips

began to move back and forth while he held her

arms over her head. He wants to fuck my mouth,

she thought. A moan escaped her stretched lips as

she let her stepson use her mouth.

When Tommy let go of his stepmother's hands, he

grasped her head. He was happy to see that she

let her arms slip idly to her sides. Tommy's hips

continued to move back and forth as he pulled her

head toward him. He heard his stepmother choke and

eased up but then he felt her move forward,

forcing him to the back of her throat again.

For some strange reason, Sue suddenly felt very

submissive. It wasn't like her to play that role.

However, at the moment, it felt right. She moaned

submissively and let her stepson pound into her mouth.

As his movement grew more rapid, saliva began to

drip from the corners of her stretched mouth.

Tommy's legs were spread wide and his knees

slightly bent as he moved rapidly in and out of her

stepmother's willing mouth. His fingers were curled

tightly in her hair as he moved almost violently in

and out. It was a strange feeling of power to

Tommy. He was in control.

Within seconds, Tommy felt his balls begin to

tighten. He was ready to climax far too soon.

Suddenly, Tommy pulled away from his stepmother. He

let go of her hair and grabbed his shaft at the

base. He was going to try to stop the climax as

she had taught him. However, when he looked

down and saw her face looking at him expectantly,

he knew that he couldn't hold back any longer.

Sue's breath was coming in great gasps. Her eyes

were opened wide as she stared at her stepson's

quivering penis as she sat back on her haunches

and waited.

Tommy could feel his sperm backing up as he held

his penis tightly at the base. Suddenly, he bellowed

and eased the pressure on the base. His sperm

flew out with such force that it arched across his

stepmother's head, landing in her hair. The next blast

hit her directly in the face, splattering on her

forehead and dripping to her cheek. Then another

blast hurtled toward her.

Sue closed her eyes and squeezed her thighs

together as her own climax began. Her sex lips

throbbed with pleasure as she felt her stepson's juice

continue to cover her face. She held her face out

to the spray as if she were in the shower, loving

the warm liquid.

Amazingly, Tommy's climax seemed to go on and

on, covering his stepmother's face and splattering on

her white blouse and skirt. Finally, as his climax

dwindled, his legs weakened and he fell back into

the chair. Through hooded eyes, he saw his stepmother

scraping his cum from her face and putting it into

her mouth.

At the breakfast table the following morning, Tommy

brought up the inevitable question. "Sue, you said

you would think about what I asked."

Sue looked at her stepson and smiled. "We'll see,"

was her only commitment. Sue had made up her

mind but she wasn't ready to reveal her answer to

Tommy yet.

'We'll see,' Tommy thought. That's as good as

yes. He couldn't control the smile that crossed his

face.

Sue and Tommy decided to go to their favorite

restaurant that night. As always, Tommy was ready

early, waiting at the door for his stepmom. When she

came down she was wearing a very short skirt with

high heels. However, on top, she had on a dark

sweater that buttoned down the front with a white

blouse underneath. The top looked like something

that a schoolteacher would wear. However, the skirt

looked hot. Tommy was curious about her selection

of clothing but decided not to say anything.

When Sue got into the car, she made sure that

she carelessly spread her legs, giving her stepson a

clear view of her shiny pink panties and the creamy

white skin above her thigh-high stockings. Once he

was in the car, Tommy was bold enough to reach

over and place his hand on her thigh. He drove

with one hand and used the other to slide her

skirt up so he could see her panties. Sue let

Tommy's hand move up until he reached her

panties, stopping him only when she thought he was

being distracted from driving. She grabbed his hand,

leaving it on her thigh, and gently told him to pay

attention to the road.

Sue and Tommy got their special table in the back

of the restaurant, giving them the privacy that they

wanted. The two chatted until the waitress took

their drink order. When she left, Sue said she had

to go to the ladies' room. Several minutes later she

returned and stopped next to Tommy. She held out

her hand, indicating that he should open his hand.

She placed a piece of balled-up material into his

hand and sat down.

Tommy looked at his stepmother with raised eyebrows

and then opened his hand. He felt his penis lurch

in his pants when he saw the silky pink balled-up

material. It was his stepmom's panties. Suddenly, he

saw the waitress out of the corner of his eye and

quickly put the hand holding the panties below the

table. He didn't know if the waitress saw what was

in his hand but he did know his face was as red

as a beet. His stepmother just smiled at his obvious

distress.

After they had ordered dinner and the waitress was

gone, Tommy pulled his hand from under the table.

He looked at the tiny pair of panties and saw that

the crotch was soaked. Not even thinking, he

brought the crotch to his nose, inhaling deeply, his

eyes on his stepmother all the time.

Then Sue watched with shock as Tommy casually

opened the crotch and brought it to his lips.

He kissed the wet material and then made a show

of sticking out his tongue and licking the gusset

from one end to the other.

Sue sighed deeply and closed her eyes as a shiver

ran through her.

Tommy's penis was now fully erect. It was his first

taste of his stepmother's sex juices. He felt his hand

trembling as he forced himself to ball the material

up and put it into his pocket. Then he reached down

adjusted his penis in the very tight confines of his

pants.

Sue suddenly realized that Tommy had one-upped

her. However, Sue wasn't done yet.

When dinner was served, Tommy and Sue ate in

silence, looking at each other with loving glances.

About mid-way through the meal, Tommy saw his

stepmom look around the restaurant. Seeing that no one

was close by, Sue reached up and began to

unbutton her sweater. Tommy thought she was

starting to get warm. When all the buttons were

undone, Sue pulled the sweater away from her

chest. Tommy was shocked to see that the blouse

was totally see-through; he could see all of his

stepmom's firm breasts with her hard pink nipples

pushing through the material. Tommy could no longer

concentrate on dinner. His thoughts were on the

fact that his stepmom was sitting across from him

naked under her clothes and that he just might get

to eat her tonight.

"Sue, can we go?" Tommy asked, his food only

half-eaten.

"I think that is an excellent idea, besides, I think

I owe you a lesson."

Tommy's penis throbbed in his pants and he jumped

up and practically pulled his stepmother out of the

restaurant.

Driving home, Sue took off her sweater and sat

next to her stepson with only her see-through blouse

covering her chest. Tommy was going crazy trying to

keep his eyes on the road.

Sue knew that it was dangerous to tease him this

way when he was driving. However, she had been

thinking about what she was going to let him do all

day and it was driving her crazy with desire.

It was difficult for Tommy to keep within the speed

limit as he rushed home. He had barely come to

a stop at the house when he jumped out of the

car and ran around to open the door for his

stepmom. As Sue swung around, he got a close look

at his stepmom's exposed vagina. His eyes opened wide

in shock when he saw that she had no pubic hair.

The normally soft blond hair was all gone, leaving

her lips smooth and shiny. Tommy stood frozen

looking between his stepmother's legs. Now his heart

was pounding so loud that he thought she might

hear it.

When Sue made the decision to let Tommy eat her,

she decided to shave herself. His father loved her

that way. As she got out of the car, she stood in

front of him with a wide smile. "What's the

matter, sweetie," she asked, knowing the answer

already. She smiled, realizing that she had the

upper hand again.

"Uh... uh... nothing," he struggled to say.

Sue turned and walked toward the house, still

smiling.

It took a few seconds for Tommy to realize that he

was standing on the sidewalk alone. He hurried up

the walk and followed his stepmother into the house.

"Tommy, get me a glass of wine and bring it to

the living room for me please," Sue said, turning

to go into the living room.

Tommy rushed to get the wine, shaking so badly that

he nearly broke the glass. He tried to steady his

hands as he walked back to the living room. He

saw his stepmother sitting on the sofa waiting for him.

When he handed her the glass, his hand was

trembling so much that the wine almost spilled over

the top. He didn't notice that his stepmother's hand

was shaking as well.

Sue took a large drink of wine and patted the seat

next to her.

Tommy sat down without a word. He was afraid

that his voice wouldn't work.

Sue sighed and said, "Tommy, this is a big step

for us. I know that you have wanted to ea... uh

perform oral sex on me for a long time. Frankly,

I've wanted it just as much, if not more. It is

one of the things that I miss most about Bob. He

was very good. Your father... your father and I

used to do that all the time. In fact, the first

time was on a sofa just like this in his stepmother's

house. It was so crazy because his parents, your

grandparents, were sleeping in the next room. We

did many crazy things," she added as her eyes got

misty and she stopped talking.

Tommy reached over, took his stepmother's hand, and

sat silently, waiting for her to continue.

"I'm so confused sometimes Tommy. What we've

done is so wrong but... but I can't resist you. It

could be so dangerous for both of us. It's all so

crazy."

"Sue... uh... we don't have to do."

"Shhh," Sue said and placed her fingers on

Tommy's lips.

Sue stood up in front of Tommy and slowly began

to unbutton her blouse. She shrugged it off her

shoulders and paused, letting Tommy look at her

large breasts so close to his face.

Tommy could see her excitement as her chest moved

up and down with her rapid breathing. His own

breath was beginning to come in short gasps.

Slowly, Sue began to pull her skirt up to her thighs.

She paused for a second when it was just below

the level of her crotch, teasing Tommy. Then she

pulled it to her waist and a little moan of

excitement escaped her lips.

Tommy gasped. He had never seen anything so

exciting in his young life. On display in front of

him was his stepmother's very wet and swollen sex.

There wasn't a speck of hair anywhere on the

surface, from her navel to her thighs. The outer

lips were so smooth that they were almost shining.

The inner lips were protruding and there were

strings of her sex juice hanging precariously, ready

to drop to the floor. Her thighs, all the way to

the tops of her nylons, were sparkling with her

juice.

When Sue saw that Tommy was ready to grab her,

she pushed him back. "Wait," she said and turned

to walk over to a comfortable chair. She left her

high heels on and her skirt pulled up around her

waist as she sat in the chair. Then she lifted her

legs and threw them over the arms of the chair,

pushing her sex out at her stepson in an obscene

manner.

Sue crooked her finger at her stepson and said in a

breathless tone, "I think the best position for you

is on your knees between my legs."

Tommy jumped up and hurried over to his stepmother,

his eyes never leaving her displayed sex.

"Take your clothes off first."

Sue watched as Tommy stripped in record time,

throwing his clothes on the floor in his haste. Then

she looked at her stepson's totally naked body. Her

eyes traveled up and down his body, settling on his

pulsing erection. God, he's going to drive the

women crazy someday, she thought.

Tommy fell to his knees between Sue's legs and

brought his mouth very close to her swollen and

leaking sex. He put his trembling hands on her

thighs, forcing them further apart, intending to dive

in.

"Just a minute, sweetie," Sue said, putting her

hands-on her stepson's shoulders to hold him back.

"You need a few lessons in the female anatomy

before you EAT ME," Sue said, emphasizing the

words "eat me".

Tommy sat back and watched as his stepmom spread

her legs even further apart. As he looked on with

wide eyes, his stepmother used her fingers to open the

pink lips. Tommy felt his mouth begin to water. He

could smell her excitement and see the juice

bubbling in her open hole.

"You see this little button here?" Sue said, pointing

to her clit. "This is the center of a woman's

sexual arousal. It is very sensitive and needs to be

treated with great kindness. I will tell you more

about that in a minute. Down here are my outer

and inner lips." Sue stretched the inner lips apart,

letting him see how flexible they were.

"The outer lips are not as sensitive and can be

handled a bit more forcefully. However, these," she

said, fingering the inner lips, "can be quite

sensitive. Look how wet they get when I get

excited." Sue tried to keep her voice calm and

appeared to be very matter-of-fact in her

description. However, on the inside, she was burning

up with the need. Watching the wonder and excitement

in her stepson's eyes was almost more than she could

stand.

Tommy could see the thick juice now trickling out of

his stepmother's hole. He could feel his own penis

pouring juice out as he waited for her to let him

eat her. He was breathing through his mouth now

in an attempt to get enough oxygen. His head was

spinning like he was falling from a great height.

"Inside the hole is where the cock goes and is

very receptive to a soft tongue." Sue began to

breathe very hard as she forced herself to continue

the description. "Ohhhhh!" Sue moaned when her

finger brushed against the sensitive clit. "As I... as

I showed you before, this... this is my... my

clit," Sue said, spreading the lips wide and letting

the tiny nub peek out, her hands shaking with

excitement.

Tommy focused his eyes where his stepmother was

pointing. He was fascinated by the smooth piece of

flesh between her lips. It almost looked like a

miniature head of a penis.

"My clit is... is... very sensitive. When I'm this

excited, even a little touch can send me off. It's

very swollen now. Be very gentle with it, please,"

Sue said, almost delirious.

Tommy knew most of this stuff from high school

biology. However, that had been a big joke with

none of the boys paying much attention. Now,

watching and hearing his stepmom talk about her sexual

parts had him shaking with desire. His eyes never

left her sexual parts as she began to use her

finger to massage her spread lips.

"Ohhhhh, Jesus!" Sue moaned, closing her eyes in

pleasure.

He watched in amazement as she put first one

finger inside of herself. Then she added a second

and a third until all three fingers were inside her,

almost to the last knuckle. When she pulled them

out, they were slick with juice.

Sue held her trembling fingers up to her stepson.

Tommy's mouth closed around all three fingers,

sucking loudly. Was it he or his stepmom that moaned?

The taste was like nothing he had ever tasted

before. It was thicker and much sweeter than the

little bit he had tasted on her panties.

"I want you to put your tongue right here

Tommy," Sue said in a shaky voice, pointing to

her spread open hole. "It's time for you to

practice your lesson. I want you to eat my juicy

cunt. I need your tongue so bad, please, please,

EAT ME NOW," Sue said, suddenly losing control

and almost screaming.

Tommy quickly bent forward, his mouth inches from

her dripping lips.

Sue placed both hands on the sides of his head,

trying to pull his face into her steaming crotch.

Tommy resisted, now the one torturing them both.

With his face an inch from her dripping lips, he

breathed in deeply; her wonderful smell excited him

tremendously. Then his tongue came out to touch

the slippery lips. He heard his stepmom moan, as his

tongue touched her sex for the first time. Then his

tongue brought the taste into his mouth.

Sue watched her stepson swallow her juice and moaned.

She grasped his head again, her desire back under

control for the moment. "Gently, gently, lick around

the lips," she instructed, moving his head with her

hands.

Tommy let his stepmother move his head around, his

tongue stretched out for her pleasure. Suddenly, he

wondered why his friends talk about this in gross

terms. He found it a beautiful and intimate act. He

knew instantly that he would love it for the rest of

his life.

His stepmom didn't need to hold his head any longer

as Tommy began to use his tongue and lips on his

own. His mouth covered her hole and he began to

suck the swollen lips inside. Then he bit them

gently and then used his tongue to lap across the

wrinkled surface.

"Ohhhhhhh, that's it, that's it, suck them, suck

my lips. Oh my God, I can't stand it. Suck me,

suck Stepmom's cunt," Sue screamed almost

incoherently. Then, she began to buck her hips into


his face. She pulled his head up slightly, his tongue

making contact with her swollen clit. Her legs shot

up and wrapped around his neck, imprisoning his

mouth in her wet flesh.

That was all she could stand. Suddenly, she let out

a long wail and went over the top, shuddering and

screaming as a tremendous climax overtook her. She

pulled the poor boy's head hard into her convulsing

vagina, almost sstepmothering him in the process.

Tommy didn't mind at all. His face was inundated

in his stepmom's juice. Her lips were spread on his

face, spreading her slick juice from his chin to his

forehead. It almost felt like his face was buried in

a juicy watermelon.

"Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh my God

Tommmmmmmmmyyyyyy!!!" Sue's hips were pushed

up in the air and she was almost on her back on

the cushion of the chair.

Tommy let his face be used for his stepmom's

pleasure. He pushed his tongue deep into her

convulsing hole and the slick walls inside her vagina

quivered around it.

Sue's climax went on and on. Each time she

thought she was done, Tommy would hit a new

spot and bring her to a peak again. She thought

she might pass out as her heart pounded and she

gasped for breath.

Finally, Sue's body began to relax with little tremors

still running through her. Then, she had to push

Tommy's face away from her now sensitive sex lips.

She had never had a climax as good or one that

lasted as long. Her body felt like a limp rag. She

was slumped on the chair; both legs still wrapped

around Tommy's neck. When she looked at her stepson

kneeling between her legs, there was a silly grin on

his face. His face was literally covered with her

juice.

"My God, I had forgotten how good it felt to be

eaten," Sue gasped when she could talk again.

"Tommy, you just gave me the best climax of my

life. Thank you... thank you, you were wonderful.

I love you so much," Sue said, looking into his

eyes lovingly.

Tommy sat back on his haunches, smiling like

the cat that ate the canary.

"Come here and let me take care of you," Sue

said, pulling Tommy from his kneeling position.

Tommy jumped up and stood next to his stepmom,

bringing his dripping penis close to her mouth.

"God, I love this cock," Sue said to herself as

she brought her stepson's swollen penis to her face.

As she held his shaft tight, she could actually feel

his wildly beating heart through his penis. When she

squeezed she saw a large clear drop of liquid

bubble out then run down and across her fingers.

She closed her eyes, bringing the head to her

mouth. She and Tommy moaned as her lips circled

the swollen head. The head filled her mouth as her

lips squeezed the shaft. She held it like that,

sucking just the head. Her saliva flowed, coating the

head in her warm mouth. She almost forgot about

Tommy as she lost herself in the excitement of

sucking him.

Suddenly remembering that her stepson was attached to

this incredible penis, she pulled away and looked up

at him. Then she said in a whisper, "I am going

to suck your cock, Tommy. Your stepmom wants to suck

all the juice out of your balls. Do you want me to

suck you? Do you want your stepmom to swallow all

that delicious sperm? Tell me, tell me you want me

to suck you until you squirt into my mouth."

"Yes, yes, please, put it back in your mouth,

please suck it," Tommy moaned at his stepmother's

nasty words.

Sue took his penis deep into her warm and wet

mouth again, making loud sucking noises, which

were intended to let her stepson know how much she

loved sucking him.

Tommy couldn't take much more. He had held off

as long as possible. It felt like an explosion in his

head as chills went through his body. His body

tensed and his hips pushed forward. It almost felt

as if it were happening in slow motion when his

penis throbbed and a huge load of cum began

traveling up the long shaft. He could feel it rushing

to be released.

Sue was prepared for it this time. She moved his

thrusting shaft back slightly so she could take the

first strong squirts into her mouth and not her

throat. Suddenly, her stepson began to spew like a fire

hose, filling her mouth over and over with his thick

sperm. Sue swallowed each shot and sucked for

more, her hand pumping up and down rapidly.

Incredibly, the thrill of her stepson's sperm squirting

into her mouth excited her again. Sue felt her sex

lips quiver and another little climax shook her.

Eventually, the flow slowed and then stopped. Sue

continued to suck hard, trying to get the last few

precious drops.

Finally, Tommy pulled away and staggered over to

the sofa and fell, gasping for breath. He saw his

stepmother still on her knees, smiling at him. There

was not a drop of his cum on her face anywhere.

She had swallowed it all.

It was a night that both stepmother and stepson would

remember forever.

Over the next few weeks, Sue and Tommy continued

their liaisons. There was no longer any hesitation on

Sue's part. Somehow, she had rationalized that since

they were not actually having "sex" it was okay.

However, she knew in her heart that there was no

difference.

Sue continued to teach Tommy what a woman liked

and what a woman needed. It was part of her

rationalization. She could make him a better lover

for his wife someday. She showed him how to

caress and suck her breasts. She pointed out her

sensitive spots, all the places that most men miss.

Little places like behind the knee or the crook of

her arm. She taught him that sometimes women like

it a little rough but most of the time they wanted

a tender and considerate lover.

While some of it was confusing to Tommy, he was

a very willing pupil. He was anxious to learn

everything there was to know about what turned his

stepmom on. He would refuse her nothing as he was

now desperately in love with her.

Sue wasn't blind and could see the love in his

eyes. It was also obvious that he wanted to go all

the way with her. In her mind, that was still out

of bounds. However, she knew that she was only

deluding herself and that they were far beyond the

boundaries of their relationship.

A few weeks after they began their oral exploration,

Sue and Tommy had one of their evening dates.

They decided to stay home and relax. Sue had had

a very difficult week at work when several important

people resigned. She had been upset and tense all

week, deferring any sexual activity until the end of

the week

Tommy had been understanding and patient but he

was mad with desire by the time the week ended.

He had a plan tonight. This was the night, he

thought. He couldn't wait any longer.

Tommy got things ready while Sue took a bath. He

had set up a game of Scrabble on the floor and

put a bottle of Sue's favorite wine on ice. He was

sitting on the floor when Sue came down. He saw

that she had decided not to get dressed, preferring

to wear a long soft terry cloth robe to cover her

otherwise naked body. Her hair was still damp from

the shower as she walked into the room.

As Tommy looked at his stepmother, his heart skipped

a beat. It was as if he were seeing her for the

first time. For some reason, she looked incredibly

beautiful tonight with no make-up or sexy clothes

on and her hair still wet from the shower.

Sue was still tired and tense but she was looking

forward to their quiet evening.

It was a very dangerous environment for a woman

that had refused to consummate her incestuous

relationship with her stepson.

She and Tommy played several games of Scrabble as

they talked and laughed. Sue felt the tension

draining from her. No matter how tough it got

outside, she always had Tommy to give her comfort.

As she sat on the floor, she watched her stepson. He

was growing up quickly. Soon he would be a man

with children of his own. Sue sighed and pictured

Tommy as a father, playing with his kids. She was

certain that he would be a good father and

husband. Her heart swelled with pride and love.

"Uh... Sue, it's your turn," Tommy said.

"Oh... I'm sorry. I was a million miles away. I

think I've had enough for tonight."

"Okay. What about a shoulder massage?"

"That would be wonderful."

Tommy moved the Scrabble board out of the way

and got on his knees behind his stepmother. He placed

his strong hands on her shoulder muscles and

started to squeeze. "Wow, you are tense."

"Mmmmm. I know. That feels so good sweetie,"

Sue said relaxing into his strong hands.

"Let me get to the skin," Tommy said, pushing

the soft robe down until her shoulders were bare.

Even her shoulders are sexy, Tommy thought as his

hands went to work on her again.

"Oh, Tommy that's wonderful."

Soon Sue felt so relaxed that she felt like she

could almost go to sleep. As she swayed slightly

back and forth, she felt Tommy's hands move

across her shoulders and down toward her chest.

She smiled as she felt him gradually move his

fingers to the upper swells of her breasts. She

leaned back into him and let him have her breasts.

Tommy wasted no time in capturing both breasts in

his hands. He looked over her shoulder and watched

as he massaged her chest as he had done her

shoulders. However, there were no tense muscles

there, only warm and pliant flesh.

Sue moaned as he squeezed and massaged her

breasts with his experienced fingers. She felt him

take the nipples between his fingers and squeeze

firmly. Then he pulled them up, lifting her heavy

orbs. A little whimper escaped her lips and she

moved her chest upward, following his fingers. Sue's

nipples were always very sensitive and had a direct

line to her groin. She squeezed her legs together

as little shock waves rushed down her body.

After a few minutes, Tommy got up and turned off

all but one soft light. Then he brought some pillows

down from the sofa. He put his arm around his

stepmom and pulled her down to lay with him. Her

still uncovered breasts pressed to his chest as he

pulled her close. At the perfect time, Tommy turned

to his stepmom and brought his lips to hers. It was

the first of many passionate kisses.

The body heat of the two began to climb rapidly

as their kisses grew in intensity. It seemed so

natural when Tommy opened the belt on her robe

and pushed it down to reveal the soft curves of

her body. Tommy stared in wonder. It seemed that

each time he saw her naked, she looked more

beautiful.

Tommy began to pull all of his stepmother's sexual

strings. She had taught him well, leaving her no

defenses. He kissed her lips softly, moving up her

neck and bringing chills to her warm body. Then

his tongue touched her ear, circling it and leaving

a wet trail behind.

"I love you Stepmom," Tommy whispered then began

to kiss back down her neck. Moving slowly down,

his tongue following the contours of her body until

he reached the swells of her breasts. He placed

gentle kisses across the smooth surface until he

reached the nipple and then sucked one and then

the other into his mouth. He used his fingers to

tweak one nipple as his tongue licked the other.

Sue was a moaning mass of quivering flesh by the

time Tommy got to the soft skin of her belly.

Tommy knelt between her legs and lifted them onto

his shoulders. He slowly bent to her center, kissing

her soft and quivering thighs as he went. He

teased her, denying her his mouth to the place she

wanted it most. Up and down her legs he moved,

even taking her toes into his mouth and sucking

them. He knew that he was teasing his stepmother to

the brink of her endurance.

Finally, he spread her legs as wide as possible and

paused, looking down at her pulsing sex. He could

tell that she had just shaved herself. Her pubic

mound was smooth and soft. Tommy's mouth

practically drooled. With a little whine, he bent his

head to her center.

"Oh Jesus Tommy, oh God, oh God," Sue moaned

as she felt his tongue move up and down the

smooth outer lips. He even pushed his tongue into

the crease on each side, licking the sensitive flesh.

His tongue worked around her swollen lips, barely

touching them.

Tommy pulled back and smiled at his stepmother. He

saw her eyes hooded over in denied pleasure. He

reached down and gently opened her lips, exposing

the now throbbing clit. He lowered his head and

blew warm air on the little nub, watching it quiver

with need.

"Oh God Tommy, please," Sue begged.

Tommy didn't answer. Instead, he pushed her legs

up to her chest, exposing her entire groin to him.

He could see her tiny rear hole almost winking at

him. His stepmom had never taught him anything about

that place. Suddenly, he felt the need to kiss it.

His head bent quickly before she could stop him

and kissed the little hole, feeling it pulse under his

lips.

"Oh my God Tommy," Sue almost screamed as she

felt his tongue on her back passage, tickling her.

"Tommy, Tommy, what are you doing?" she gasped.

If Tommy even heard her, he paid no attention.

His tongue licked around the hole, teasing the

sensitive skin, and felt it quiver. Then suddenly, he

pushed it inside.

"Tommmmmmmmmmy!!!!" Sue's hips bucked up

into Tommy's mouth as his tongue stretched her

back passage. She had never felt anything like it. It

was so nasty but oh so exciting. "Oh God, oh

God, oh God."

Tommy was proud of himself. He had found

something his stepmother hadn't taught him. His penis

throbbed almost painfully in his shorts as he moved

his tongue in and out of her rear hole. His saliva

drooled down and around his stepmother's stretched

hole. Tommy found that he loved the feel of her

little hole and promised to come back there at a

later time. However, right now he had other plans.

When Tommy had his stepmother totally mad with

passion and desperate for him to do something to

her, he bent over her and whispered. "Sue, can

I just touch your pussy with my cock?"

"Oh Tommy, I... I... oh God, please, oh I

don't know. I can't think," she responded, almost

incoherent.

Tommy took that as a yes and quickly stripped his

clothes off. He stood for a moment over his

stepmother, letting her see his excitement. His penis

was dripping juice and the shaft was bouncing up

and down with his rapid heartbeat. He wrapped his

hand around it and slowly moved his fist across the

length of it. His other hand cupped his balls,

almost offering them to her.

"Oh Tommy!" his stepmother moaned as she watched

his wanton display.

Tommy moved to kneel between his stepmother's legs

before she could protest. Leaning forward, on one

hand, he used the other to push the swollen head

of his penis down to touch his stepmother's dripping

sex lips. Next, he gently mixed his own leaking

juice with his stepmother's, moving the head in a

circular motion. Then he moved it up and down

between the lips, teasing both his sensitive head

and her swollen lips. When he felt the head touch

her swollen clit, he paused, circling the soft skin of

his penis head on her center of pleasure.

"Ahhhhhh!!!" Sue moaned.

Then Tommy slowly slid his penis down and almost

imperceptibly inserted the head between her lips.

"Oh Tommy, no," Sue said, placing her hands on

his hips to prevent him from moving further in.

She was gasping for breath, her arms shaking from

excitement as she tried weakly to hold him back

with the last vestiges of control.

Neither his stepmother's tone of voice nor her hands

seemed to be forceful enough to invoke the "stop"

rule. Tommy reasoned that she had not

used the word "stop," so he continued moving

forward, ever so slowly. He looked down to the

point where their bodies met and saw that the

head was now completely inside his stepmother's body.

Her beautiful smooth lips were stretched around his

shaft. He felt the head expand and throb inside of

her. In reaction, his stepmom's hole quivered and

squeezed him tight.

Sue was moaning and moving her head back and

forth slowly, as if to say "no", but no words

came from her mouth. Her hands, which had been

holding him back, seemed to be easing the pressure

on his hips.

Tommy took a risk and pushed slightly forward,

inserting another inch into her. Suddenly, Tommy felt

like he was going to cum and spoil everything. He

needed to concentrate on something else, as his

stepmother had taught him, until the desire to climax

lessened. He used his hand to squeeze hard at the

base of his penis and then he held very still for a

while, thinking about football, baseball, anything but

sex. When the threat passed, he pushed a little

harder, forcing another inch into his stepmother. He

could feel the warm confines of his stepmother's vagina

caressing and massaging him like a soft, wet glove.

Sue opened her eyes and looked into Tommy's.

There was an electrical charge running between

them, starting at their joined parts and moving up

their bodies.

In his stepmother's burning eyes, he could see an

incredible look of love. In that instant, he knew how

love and sex fit together.

Sue couldn't hold her eyes open

for long as ripples of pleasure rushed through her.

"No, no, no, no," she whispered but made no

move to stop her stepson.

Tommy removed his hand from the base of his

penis and placed it on the other side of his almost

delirious stepmother. He was now supporting himself on

his hands and toes; the only connection between the

two was their sexual parts. His penis was now

several inches inside her. Nothing they had done

had ever prepared him for the feeling of her soft

insides. It was tight, warm, and wet. He could feel

his stepmother's insides quivering; the soft folds of skin

rippling up and down his shaft.

When Tommy didn't move to enter her further, Sue

opened her eyes. She saw Tommy still staring back

down at her. The only sounds in the room were

from the clock on the wall and their pounding

hearts. Sue knew that this was the moment. There

would be no going back; if she didn't stop him

now, she could never deny him again. They would

become real lovers--stepmother and stepson.

Sue's vagina gave an involuntary squeeze around her

stepson's penis. She tried to control the desire to

thrust her hips up at him. Still, her hips began to

make little movements, almost quivering.

Tommy waited. He wanted his stepmom to accept him

into her body. He never wanted her to look back

and think that he had forced himself on her. The

moments ticked by, stepmother and stepson, eye to eye,

their bodies connected at one strategic point.

"Oh Tommy, please," Sue begged in a whisper,

her eyes almost rolling back in her head.

"Please what?" Tommy asked, wanting to hear her

say it.

"Please, please," Sue begged again, her mind in

emotional turmoil. She knew what he wanted but

she didn't want to say it. It was wrong, so

wrong.

Tommy took another risk and pulled his penis

partially out like he was going to remove it

completely. Sue immediately grabbed his hips and

held him still, his penis only just inside her body.

"What do you want Sue?" Tommy asked, again

forcing her to make a decision.

"I... I... oh God Tommy! I want... oh Jesus...

I want you to FUCK ME!" she finally said.

"Are you sure?" Tommy asked, knowing that he

couldn't stop now even if she said no.

"Oh yes! Please FUCK ME!"

Tommy smiled, he had won this emotional battle,

and now he could claim the prize. He slowly forced

his weight down, pushing himself inch by inch into

his stepmother's body. He heard her moan as he slid

deep into her until his balls touched the soft skin

of her buttocks. His body pressed down on her,

feeling her burning body against his.

Sue's hips began to buck up in spasm as her arms

went around her stepson's neck. Her mouth went to

his shoulder and she bit down, cutting off a scream

of pleasure. It had been so long since she had felt

a man inside her. However, this wasn't just any

man. This was her stepson. She was fucking her

stepson! her mind screamed.

Tommy was fighting for control and again had to

call on all his strength to hold back his climax. He

had never felt anything so wonderful. His stepmother's

warm hole caressed the length of him like a velvet

glove.

He held himself deep as he looked at her beautiful

face. Then he brought his lips to hers in an

emotional kiss. His tongue went deep into her

mouth as his shaft had gone deep into her

welcoming hole. He could feel her soft breasts

pressing into his chest, heaving with her labored

breathing. Their bodies were connected from top to

bottom.

He pulled his lips from hers and said, "I am

going to fuck you now. I have my cock

deep in your beautiful body. I am going to fuck

you until you cum over and over. I want to feel

that tight pussy squeezing my cock like a vise,

squeezing all the cum out of me. Are you ready,

are you ready for me to fuck you?"

"Yes, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me hard. I need

it! I need your cock deep in me! Fuck me!

Make me cum all over that wonderful cock of

yours!" All of Sue's control was gone. She was

lost in sexual delirium.

That's what Tommy was waiting to hear. He pulled

back slowly, hesitating for just a second, and then

he rapidly plunged into her.

Sue screamed; she felt like her mind had lost all

control of her body. She was rapidly spiraling into

a climax. She was fucking her stepson; they were now

real lovers. The wet slapping sounds echoed in the

quiet room.

From somewhere, Tommy found new staying power

and used it to drive his stepmother crazy with desire.

He was like a machine, his hips moving up and

down in a blur. Time and again, he plunged deep

into her, spattering her juice over his balls and

thighs. His balls were now making a loud slapping

sound as they hit the cheeks of her buttocks.

Sue looked up at her stepson just before she lost all

control and said, "Oh God, I love you." Then

she closed her eyes and her body trembled.

Suddenly, fireworks started to go off in her head.

She barely heard Tommy's words of love as a

climax roared through her, sending her into

convulsions of pleasure.

"I love you," Tommy responded with his last

breath before he reached his peak and began to

release everything he had into his stepmother. Squirt

after squirt poured from him and into her, filling

the tight hole to overflow. He could feel his

stepmother's body tense as wave after wave of ecstasy

took her to a place she had never been before.

Her legs locked around his back holding him a

prisoner deep within her body. His life-giving sperm

continued to surge into the depths of her womb.

Finally, Tommy collapsed onto his stepmother and then

rolled to the side, his shrunken penis slipping out,

trailing sperm across her thigh. He pulled his now

limp stepmother over to him. When he kissed her

cheek and she didn't respond, he realized that she

had lost consciousness.

Sometime later, Sue stirred. "Oh God," she

sighed.

Tommy heard her words and worried that she was

sorry about what had happened.

Sue pulled away and got to her feet. She stood

above her lover and her stepson, looking down with

undisguised love.

Tommy looked back, reading her thoughts. He could

see that she was not upset.

How could this be so wrong? she thought.

Tommy's eyes traveled down his stepmother's gorgeous

body. They stopped when he saw something in the

soft room light that caused his penis to stir anew.

His sperm had begun to drip out of her saturated

hole and run down her thigh.

Sue did nothing to stop it, she loved the feeling;

it was the evidence of their love pouring from her

satisfied body. Sue smiled down at Tommy then held

out her hand. She led him upstairs to her bed.

By the time they got to the bedroom, Tommy was

hard again. Sue lay back on the bed and opened

her arms and legs to her stepson. Effortlessly his penis

slid into her saturated hole and his hips began to

move again.

The rest of the night was a blur of sexual frenzy.

Tommy's youth wore his stepmother out. He took her

three more times that night, bringing her to the

brink of exhaustion and ultimate satisfaction.

When Tommy awoke the following morning, the bed

beside him was empty. He looked at the clock and

saw that it was ten AM. He crawled out of bed

and found a pair of shorts to put on and then

went downstairs. As he walked into the kitchen, he

saw his stepmother standing at the stove fixing breakfast

with a spatula in her hand and looking out the

window. The light from the window silhouetted her

body under the thin housedress. Tommy stood and

admired his stepmother's form, feeling excitement begin

to grow.

Sue's mind was awash in turmoil again. There was

no doubt that she loved her stepson like a man. In

truth, she had no regrets about what had

happened. However, she knew that it was going to

be difficult for them. The future was very uncertain.

Where would they go from here? How would they

keep their relationship secret? What if somebody found

out? It was all so complicated.

Tommy walked up behind his stepmother and wrapped

his arms around her, kissing her neck and squeezing

her tight.

Sue reached up and touched Tommy's arms lovingly

then bent and kissed the back of his hand. A

wave of love overcame her as tears began to fall.

Tommy heard his stepmother sniffle and turned her

around. "What's wrong, Sue?"

"Nothing," she said, smiling through her tears. "I

love you."

Their lips came together in a tender kiss. Slowly as

their tongues dueled, the passion grew. When

Tommy pulled back, there was a fire in his eyes

again. He stared into his stepmother's eyes and brought

his hands to her housedress. Suddenly, with a

mighty tug, Tommy ripped the front of the dress

down the middle, shooting buttons all over the

kitchen.

Sue screamed in surprise.

Tommy pushed the ruined dress off his stepmother's

shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Then he

pulled her over to the kitchen table and pushed her

back until she was sitting on it. He pulled up a

chair and sat between her legs.

"Oh God Tommy, what are you doing?" Sue gasped

but didn't fight him when he pushed her to her

back.

"Having breakfast," Tommy answered as his mouth

covered her vagina. He ate her like a madman. His

lips and tongue were everywhere he could reach. He

ignored his stepmother's cries of pleasure as she

climaxed over and over. Finally, when his jaw tired,

he pushed her legs into the air and entered her.

"Ahhhhhh!!!" she screamed as his long shaft

went to the bottom of her still saturated hole in

one thrust.

As he pounded into his stepmother, the table squeaked

and moved across the floor, threatening to collapse.

After having so many climaxes last night, Tommy

knew that he could go on for a long time. Which

he did, bringing her to climax after climax.

Just when Sue thought he was done and would

climax, he picked her up and held her to his groin

like a doll. She held on tight to his neck as he

walked her around the room, continuously moving in

and out of her. He took her on the sink, the

counter, against the refrigerator, and eventually on

the floor. They knocked over chairs and rattled china

in the cabinets.

Sue was almost relieved when he said he was going

to cum. Her poor body could barely take any

more. When he cried out that he was going to

cum, she pulled him tight to her, her legs

wrapping around his waist, and let him climax into

her body once more.

Sue couldn't deny it any longer. She was in love

with her stepson. There was no going back so

she decided that the future would take care of

itself. Through all of the uncertainty, there was one

thing for sure, their love. It would see them

through.

The sexual relationship between Sue and Tommy

continued and even accelerated over the next several

months. Tommy was almost insatiable. It was as if

he were trying to make up for the high school

years. The two of them had had sex almost

everywhere possible and in every position. However,

there was one thing that they hadn't done, but

Tommy was afraid to ask.

On Tommy's nineteenth birthday, Sue wanted to do

something special for him. She prepared his favorite

meal and had them both dress for dinner. Tommy

complained about having to put on a suit but as

usual, did what his stepmother asked.

When dinner was over and the dishes left on the

table, Sue and Tommy went into the living room.

Sue put on some slow music and took Tommy into

her arms.

As they danced, Tommy caressed his stepmother's

buttocks through her satin dress. Tommy loved the

way she looked in this dress. It emphasized her ass

to perfection. It was skin-tight and short, with a

split all the way up to her hip. He knew that she

wasn't wearing panties because they would be

visible. Besides, she rarely wore underwear anymore.

It only got in the way of their frequent bouts of

sex.

Sue kissed her stepson's neck and let him caress her

buttocks. Then she whispered into his ear, "You

like my ass don't you?"

"God yes," he responded, squeezing her firm but

soft cheeks for emphasis.

"Do you want it?"

Tommy pulled back from his stepmother with a

questioning look on his face. "What?" He could see

that his stepmother's eyes were burning with lust.

"I'm a virgin back there."

It took Tommy a second to realize what she was

saying. "You mean... you mean fuck you there?"

he asked incredulously.

"Yes! I want to give my ass to you. It's my

special present for your birthday. Of course, if you

don't want to..."

"No... I mean yes... oh God Sue, are you

serious?"

Sue kissed Tommy's lips then took his hand. She

led him up the stairs and into their bedroom. She

let Tommy sit on the bed then turned around for

him to unzip her dress.

Tommy's hands were shaking as he slowly lowered

the zipper. He could see his stepmother's smooth back

as the dress opened. The zipper went all the way

to the top of her buttocks.

Sue shrugged the dress off, letting it fall to her

feet, leaving her naked but for a pair of high

heels and silk thigh high nylons. She stood with her

back to him, letting him see her naked form. Then

she looked over her shoulder and smiled, saying,

"Do you want to fuck me in the ass?" She leaned

slightly forward and reached back, spreading her

cheeks.

"Oh God," was all Tommy could say as he saw

his stepmother spread her buttocks obscenely in front of

him.

"Get your clothes off," she said and turned around

to help him strip. Soon, they were lying on the

bed naked and in an embrace.

Sue turned over on her back and grabbed a couple

of pillows, putting them under her buttocks. When

she was situated on her back with her thighs

spread, she motioned to Tommy to get between her

legs.

Tommy hurried to comply. When he was kneeling

between her raised thighs she looked into his eyes

and said, "Put your cock in my pussy first and

get it wet. Then fuck my ass."

Tommy almost climaxed right then. With shaking

hands, he fitted his penis between his stepmother's wet

lips. A moan escaped both of them as he pushed

into her. Her tight hole felt so good that he

couldn't imagine anything better.

After Tommy had thrust into her a few times, Sue

pushed him back. Then she placed her legs on his

shoulders and lifted up until her rear hole was

exposed. Her hands were trembling as she reached

down and pulled her cheeks apart. "Put it in,"

she hissed excitedly.

Tommy's aimed the large head of his penis at her

tiny brown hole. He couldn't imagine how it could

fit into such a small place. Slowly he pushed

forward. He heard his stepmother groan and he stopped

to look at her face.

Her eyes were closed tight but she said, "Go

ahead."

With his hands on her thighs, Tommy pulled her

toward him and pushed at the same time.

"Ahhhh!" he groaned as the head of his penis

slipped inside his stepmother's tight little hole. The ring

snapped shut, squeezing the head in a vise.

"Wait, wait," Sue breathed, letting her rear

passage get used to the large head. After a few

excruciating seconds for Tommy, she said, "Okay,

fuck me."

Tommy pushed again and watched in amazement as

his rod disappeared into his stepmother's body. Inch by

inch it moved until his entire penis was surrounded

by her warm insides. The feeling was incredible. It

was soft, hot, and tight like her vagina but

different. It squeezed every inch of his shaft, from

the base to the tip.

"Fuck meeeee!" Sue pleaded.

Almost reluctantly, Tommy began to move, pulling his

penis almost all the way out before pushing back

in. "Oh God," he moaned as her smooth hole

sucked him inside. Tommy began to move faster.

"That's it, that's it, fuck me, lover. Fuck your

stepmother's asssssss!" Sue screamed as she built

toward a climax. She reached down and began to

rub her clit. "Oh God baby, I'm going to cum.

Oh yes, oh yes," she hissed as her hole tightened

around Tommy's shaft.

"Oh Jesus," Tommy moaned as he felt her

body began to convulse. "I'm going to cum too,"

he moaned. He pushed into her hole as deep as

possible and froze.

Sue felt his penis quiver inside her ass. She was

amazed that she could feel him begin to

cum. That intensified her building climax.

Both of them screamed in pleasure as Tommy filled

his stepmother's rear hole with his seed.

Two years later...

The next two years were the happiest time in Sue's

life. Her job was great, her lover and stepson were

even better. They were truly friends and lovers.

Their relationship had progressed to the point where

Tommy had moved into his stepmother's bedroom but

kept clothes in a spare room for the show. They slept

every night together and their sexual relationship had

become even more intense. It was hard to tell

whose desire was greatest. Tommy was still insatiable

but Sue kept up with him.

Tommy was doing well in school and had decided to

major in engineering. He was a taller, stronger,

and even more handsome young man now. His

experiences with his stepmom had made him much more

mature than other boys his age.

There was only one problem with their happy life

and Sue wanted to correct that. However, she

wasn't sure how to approach it. She had been

thinking about it for months and had finally gotten

up enough nerve to bring it out in the open.

Tommy sensed that it was going to be a special

night tonight. He and his stepmom were going to a

show and then back home for dinner. That wasn't

unusual. However, he could see a light in his

stepmother's eyes and that always meant something

special was going to happen.

As usual, Tommy was waiting downstairs for his

stepmom. When she came down, she was wearing a

tight black evening dress that was short on her

thighs and very low cut. She had a string of

pearls around her neck that Tommy had given her

last week for her 39th birthday.

"Sorry I'm late sweetie," she smiled as she

passed.

Tommy grabbed her arm and turned her back to

him. He leaned to her ear, as if someone could

hear, and whispered, "Sue, would you take your

panties off for me?"

She looked at him in surprise but quickly reached

up under her dress and stripped her panties down

her legs and over her high heels. Smiling at her

stepson, she handed them to him. She watched in

amusement as he folded the panties and placed

them in his vest pocket, and then fluffed them up.

"Thanks, now my outfit is complete." Tommy

smiled devilishly.

"You never cease to amaze me, lover," Sue said,

kissing his cheek.

The play was entertaining and went by fast.

However, Tommy noticed that his stepmother seemed

anxious about something. She was fidgeting in her

seat. He thought it might be excitement about the

night ahead. After all, she had put off sex with

him for a week, saying that it was her "time of

the month." Tommy didn't understand that because

he thought she had just had her period a few

weeks ago. However, he shrugged it off. What do

guys know about that stuff, he thought.

Sue had prepared everything in advance. The dining

room table was set, with candles on the table,

wine chilled, and the food ready to be heated and

served. They remained dressed for dinner.

"Sue, dinner was perfect. Thank you," Tommy

said sincerely, lifting his glass of wine for a toast.

Sue brought her glass to his. "You're welcome

Tommy," Sue said, looking nervous like she had

something to say.

"What's wrong Sue?" Tommy asked concerned.

"Tommy, I have something to ask you. I am not

sure how to say this." Sue hesitated for a minute

then continued. "You know that I've always wanted

more children."

"I know. I feel bad about that."

"I'm 39 and my biological clock is ticking away.

We've committed to each other so there

isn't likely to be another man in my life or a

woman in yours. I had hoped that I would

eventually meet someone and marry again so that I

could have the children that I always wanted. The

problem is, I fell in love with my stepson and I

don't want anyone else."

"I know how you feel." The thought had crossed

Tommy's mind as well. However, he was looking at

it more from his perspective because he wanted

children as well but he couldn't imagine anyone else

in his life either. They were stuck in a paradox

and there seemed to be no solution.

"I know that I'm not saying this right so let me

give you this and then maybe you will understand,"

Sue said, handing him a wrapped package.

Tommy took the package with a look of confusion

on his face. The package was small, about the size

of a music CD. With trembling hands, Tommy

opened it up, having no idea what to expect.

When he had opened the package, he held the

contents in his hand curiously. He had a

dumbfounded expression on his face. He looked up

at his stepmother and shrugged his shoulders in

confusion.

Sue didn't say a word. She just waited.

Tommy looked at what he held in his hand. It was

a circular package of pills. There were 30 spaces

for pills, indicating that one should be taken each

day. However, all were gone except the last seven

pills. Suddenly, Tommy looked at his stepmom with a

startled expression on his face. "Uh... what...

you..." Tommy stuttered, his mouth hanging open.

Sue reached across the table and took his hand.

"Yes Tommy, they are my birth control pills, and

yes, I haven't taken them for the past seven days.

That's why I haven't let you have me all

week."

"But, I, I don't understand. You can't be thinking

that we..."

"My God, are you serious?" Tommy asked.

He couldn't believe what his stepmother was asking

him.

"Yes."

"Oh my God... you... you want a baby and you

want me to be the father?"

"Yes Tommy, I want you to make me pregnant. I

want to have your child," Sue said and paused for

a long moment. "Tommy, before you answer, you

have to know that this is a difficult thing for us.

There are all kinds of potential problems. Even

though we don't have family who lives nearby, that

is still a concern. Besides, there is my job and

your college. There are all kinds of questions that I

don't have answers to. However, I'm willing to

take the risks. But, it's up to you. If you don't

want this, you can just hand the pills back to me.

If you want me to have your child, throw the pills

in the trash can."

Tommy practically leaped from his chair and tossed

the pills in the trashcan. He hurried back to the

table and pulled his stepmother to her feet. She now

had tears streaming down her cheeks. Stepmother and

stepson kissed tenderly, holding each other tight.

Suddenly, Tommy pulled away from his stepmom and

went down to one knee.

"Sue, I know this is silly and that we can never

really be married but my love and commitment to

you is as strong as any marriage has ever been. I

would love to father your child," Tommy said,

tears streaming down his cheeks.

Sue pulled her stepson to his feet and looked into his

eyes. "Oh God Tommy, are you sure you know

what you're saying?"

"Sue, I love you more than I thought I could

ever love anyone. You are everything to me and I

would do anything for you. I want this. I want

you to have my baby."

Stepmother and stepson brought their lips together in the

the sweetest kiss they had ever had.

Tommy picked his stepmother up in his arms and

silently carried her to their bed. He laid her down

and quickly stripped and then he crawled onto the

bed next to her. Kissing her lips, he slowly slipped

the straps of her dress down her arms until her

breasts were bare. He worked his lips down her

neck to her heaving chest. He sucked one nipple

and then the other into his mouth, bringing a

moan from his stepmother. Then he turned until his

head was between her legs and his penis was close

to her mouth. He heard his stepmother moan as she

took him in her mouth. His lips covered her hole

and he began to suck. They worked each other to

a fervor before stopping to strip Sue's clothes off.

Tommy pushed his stepmother back on the bed, took a

pillow, and placed it under her hips. He knew that

this would get the deepest penetration. He knelt

between her legs, his hard penis pulsing above his

stepmom's waiting hole. Their eyes locked together.

"Tell me, tell me what you want," Tommy

said holding his swollen head near her equally

excited hole.

"Please Tommy, fuck your stepmother. I want that big

cock deep in my fertile pussy. I want you to give

your stepmother a baby! Fuck me, please," Sue

whined as she reached down and spread her juicy

lips. "Look at how ready I am for you. Can you

see the juice running out of me? I want your potent

sperm running out of my pussy all night."

"Oh God Stepmom," Tommy moaned, excited by her

nasty words.

Tommy brought his penis to her wet and open

hole. Slowly he placed the head into the entrance.

Both stepmother and stepson moaned as he slid deeply into

her. The sensation felt so much greater because of

what they were going to do; he was going to

make his stepmother pregnant. It was the greatest

taboo of all.

Sue felt Tommy begin to move in and out of her

in a slow, steady motion, taking his time, building

the heat and excitement. She wrapped her legs

around her stepson and pushed into him. When he

touched the bottom it brought another moan from both

of them.

"Fuck me, fuck me hard. I need it so bad,

please fuck me," Sue gasped.

Tommy began to pound into his stepmother like never

before. Sweat began to drip off of him as he

worked his penis rapidly in and out of her. He

could feel her juice splashing all over his balls,

dripping down to the sheets. The pounding went on

and on. Neither one of them could get enough of

the other.

"I'm getting close. Can I cum in you?"

"Yes, yes, I'm close, keep fucking me. Oh God,

oh God, I'm cummmmiiiiinnnngggg," Sue screamed

pushing her hips up to meet her stepson.

"Here it comes Stepmom, here it comes, take it, take

all my cum," Tommy responded, feeling the force

of his load traveling down the shaft and into his

stepmother's body. Shot after shot of potent sperm

flowed from Tommy into his stepmother. Both were

moaning and shaking as their mutual climax flowed

from one body to the other.

Finally, Tommy collapsed in exhaustion on top of his

stepmother. Their lips met in a final kiss as they fell

off to sleep. Inside his stepmother, Tommy's sperm was

beginning the journey that would change their lives

forever.

They had finally crossed the line.

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.





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.

***

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.
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