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Chapter 1

_____________________________

________________

No matter how hard I try, I just can’t fall asleep. My bedroom is just underneath the master bedroom, where my dad, and his new wife Cathy sleep. It’s not so much the banging going on now at two am, but the screams of joy and passion, and the loud grunting of my dad that bother me the most. Somehow I feel I’m to blame for this situation.

My dad has been divorced for the past ten years after he threw my mom out of the house for shtupping a guy she met during her fifteenth stint in rehab for her recurrent alcohol and XANAX problems. The said shtupper owned a big steel conglomerate in Pittsburgh, and for dad, it was the final straw. I was on his side because my mother was an absentee parent. Dad always went to parent-teacher nights, my soccer games on the weekends, and giving me homework help at night, while mom would pass out comatose when she came home at all hours of the night. When she was sober she was okay, but she was always a mean and nasty drunk; and those times greatly exceeded her sober times. So even at the tender age of eleven I knew dad was better off alone.

So how am I to blame for the banging and the lust fest upstairs? Well, I was the one who encouraged him to date after eight years of being alone. When I was a freshman in college, he met Cathy, a medical office secretary with an incredible body, beautiful green eyes, long auburn hair, a cute little ass (I’m not a perv, just stating facts), and she knew how to dress well enough to give a corpse a hard on. The other thing about Cathy is that she’s just four years older than me, about twenty five, and dad is fifty. He is a detail man for a big pharmaceutical company and since he came to the doctor’s office she worked in; it was lust at first sight.

Last year over the summer I was a counsellor at a sleepaway camp, and he announced that he and Cathy were getting married in the fall. Now, I’m an only child, and I want my dad to be happy, but did he have to marry someone that hot and that fast? I had only met the woman about two times I think before the wedding, and I wondered what someone with her looks and her age could possibly want with my dad.

Am I jealous? Hell yeah. Did I think dad made a hasty choice? Yes. Is it kind of weird to be turned on to the point of jerking off to your step mom? Again, yes, but I can’t help it. So I resigned myself to the fact that I had a new stepmother, and she was hot as fuck, not to mention almost my age.

So tonight, I’m lying in bed, with the pillow wrapped around my head to blot out the noise that’s making my dick throb. I hear my stepmom screaming out in sexual abandon more than my dad. Knowing him he’s got the newspaper open. How he can keep up with the libido of a twenty five year old woman is beyond me. I think I’ll have to take care of myself to release the tension so I can sleep.

I go to a four year college about a forty-five minute drive from the house. I could have easily lived on campus, but the truth is that I’m attached to dad after so many years together that I couldn’t leave. The dilemma that’s tearing me apart is I really think it’s dangerous for me live at home any longer, because every time I see Cathy she drops little “hints,” like slapping my ass sometimes when I walk by, or coming up behind me when I’m studying, and placing her hands over my eyes and saying in a very seductive voice, “guess who??”

Cathy is a tease, and she knows I want to take her and be the one to make her scream and rattle the bed at night. I get the feeling that she wants it even more than me. To set the record straight, I happen to be a virgin, never having gone beyond heavy petting with any girl. I try to get it out of my head that I’d be betraying my dad. I rationalize it like this: It’s not like dad would have to know anything. I fantasize about being with Cathy, and pretending that nothing’s going on. I think she could play along. In fact, the thought of a secret affair is my ultimate dream. Plus, we’re all big one happy family and get along great. But Cathy is becoming more overt in her flirting. The temptation is getting too much to bear.

If I was a guy with a chiseled body and lots of female attention “more appropriate” for a twenty one year old, then I would probably never think of Cathy. But the fact that I’m quite ordinary, and not racking up perfect games in the girl department makes it very hard for me, my inexperience being a stumbling block to anything approaching an affair. I’m getting to the point where I’m this close to acting out on my thoughts, but not just yet, and the guilt is always in the back of my mind.

The next morning at breakfast Cathy and my dad came down both seeming worn out from the carnal gymnastics the night before. I was tired too – because of them, and Cathy knew how far sound and vibrations travel.

“Good morning Chris, did you sleep well last night?” she said with a wink and a tone of sarcasm that was lost on my father, he being absorbed with the WALL STREET JOURNAL.

“Uh, yeah, I did (I lied), pretty much so I guess. I’ve got a big exam on Thursday, so I went to sleep pretty late – about one o’clock.”

“Well, sleep is important. You have to give those tired back muscles some rest. They must hurt from hunching over your books all night,” she said and came over behind me, giving me a playful shoulder rub that sent my cock almost breaking out of the gym shorts I slept in.

Standing over my back like she did at the table, I know she saw the tent in my shorts sticking up like a bamboo plant. After a quick cup of coffee and some pleasantries exchanged with dad and Cathy at the breakfast table, it was time for me to get ready to go to class.

This is too much I said to myself. I can’t keep getting so hard every time I see Cathy around the house. There has to be something I can do about it; to hide it. Meanwhile, when I was ready to head out the door, Cathy came down wearing a silky orange blouse, with her cleavage showing above her black laced bra, and a short leather skirt with a slit up the side. Being office manager, she rarely wore scrubs to work like most doctor’s office employees.

She had killer legs, and she wore wrap around high heels that made me totally crazy. After she and dad kissed each other before leaving the house, Cathy came over to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek and a hug and said; “I’ll see you later for dinner Chris, have a good day, and try to remember what I said about getting some more sleep, okay?”

“Sure Cathy, I will.” She squeezed me extra tight, pulling me dangerously close to her, obviously sensing my erection beneath my trousers which made me turn beet red. Cathy just smiled and had an adoring, motherly smile feigning ignorance about my cock, and how I truly felt for her.

Dad and Cathy were married about four months now, and dad said, “You know Cathy, it really makes me feel good to see that Chris finally has a good mom in his life.”

“I love being a mom Bryan. Chris is more than enough son for me!” The double entendre of that statement completely flew over dad’s head.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

_____________________________

_________________

Cathy owned a condo on the other side of town that she had trouble selling, so she wasn’t in a rush to move everything over so quickly when dad and her got married. She brought more of her stuff over gradually in drips and drabs. One Saturday morning at breakfast, dad asked me, “Chris, what do you have planned for today?”

“I have an interleague game of flag football with my team at two o’clock this afternoon.” I was a fast runner, and I had good hands for catching passes. I don’t think I could withstand being tackled by some big, hulking dump truck, so flag is perfect for me. That was the extent of my athletic abilities.

“Well I was thinking Chris, mom has some boxes over at her condo that she’d really like moved over here. Do you think you could go over there with mom and help her out?”

“Sure dad, no problem.”

“Good boy Chris, thank you – it saves me the trouble. You know, my back isn’t what it was.” Yeah I’ll bet, with all the fucking they do at night.

Wow! Now dad and Cathy decided that I should call Cathy, “mom?” I suppose it makes sense, but from all the sexual tension bubbling below the surface here, is that a good thing? What the heck. Maybe it will stop me from acting out on my desires, which deep down inside I know to be wrong.

Cathy came downstairs in her white, terrycloth bathrobe and her hair up with a towel. She smelled so good and fresh when she passed by. She was as arousing as usual. “Good morning Chris. I forgot to ask you, but how did your test go on Thursday?”

“Oh thanks mom, it went fine.”

“That’s good dear. Bryan, I love it when Chris calls me mom. It makes me feel so good (she looked right at me) all over.” Dad, oblivious as usual and consumed by the newspaper just mumbled, “That’s nice.”

“Oh Cath, Chris said he would help you this morning with the boxes, and then he has an interleague flag football game at the college this afternoon at two o’clock. I was thinking that you and I should go and watch the game from the stands. Maybe we could go out and grab some Chinese after the game. What do you think?”

“Thank you Chris. That is really sweet of you to give up a Saturday morning for me. It sounds wonderful Bryan. It’s the first time I get to go to one of my son’s sporting events. I’m so excited! We can have some quality family time. Would you like that Chris, honey?”

“Sure mom, dad, it sounds great!”

“Then maybe tonight we can watch a good show on PRIME,” she said.

Now dad looked at me. “So we’ll have some fun today Chris!”

“Sure dad.”

“Okay men, I’m going to get dressed after breakfast and Chris and I will run over to the condo.” Cathy/mom looked at me, and said, “I’ll make you a nice omelet Chris, just the way you like it, with spinach and cheddar cheese.”

“Great mom.” One thing about Cathy too, was that she was a great cook.

So after breakfast, dad would be home all morning, doing some early spring landscaping he enjoyed, and Cathy and I got in her car and drove over to her condo on the other side of town, my cock pulsing the entire way over.

“I don’t want to tire you out Chris honey before your big game today,” Cathy said so sweetly that my animal instincts were laying a bit of a guilt trip on my head.

“Don’t worry about that, just think of this morning as a good warm-up for me,” I answered cheerfully.”

“Oh good, because I was worried.”

Cathy was wearing a regular pair of jeans that were torn at the knee which must have cost a small fortune since that was big in style now, regardless of age, and black boots that went over her jeans to mid-calf level. She wore a tight, white camisole with a low neck, so sitting in the passenger’s seat I got a good side look at her magnificent cleavage. For packing up boxes, she sure put on a lot of makeup.

When I saw the condo I wondered why in the world would she want to sell it. It was in a gated suburban community, and had three bedrooms, two baths and a terrace off the second floor. I didn’t pry, but my dad told me that her parents were well off and would spare no expense for their only daughter. She’d lived there for three years – after college, which blew my mind. Inside were boxes, some open, some closed, and an assortment of clothing laid out on her bed, in the living room, and an entire carton of just shoes.

We chatted about this and that, telling silly stories and joking. I really got to know her better that morning and it was apparent that she wasn’t a gold digger; she really loved my dad. I was thinking that it was foolish of me to assume she would want anything more than harmless teasing at this point. This upset me to a great extent, and almost put a kibosh on my fantasies.

That is, until we were almost done.

“Chris, I’m getting tired, “ Cathy said and placing her hands on her hips, bending over backwards, and stretching.

“You wanna stop for a while, we’re almost done; just a few more boxes maybe,” I said.

“Well, how are you at giving back rubs? I’m serious, Chris. I could use a really good one.”

This caused a ball to well up in my throat, so much that I almost choked.

“Uh, I don’t know, I don’t have much experience,” I said honestly and very innocently.

“That’s okay, I’ll teach you. Here, come over,” and she went to the middle of her carpeted living room, grabbed a pillow from the couch, and lied on her stomach. She folded her arms under her chin.

“I want you to get on your knees and straddle me by my hips.” I did so, and she said, “Okay, now place your hands on my shoulder blades and rub hard and deep.”

I had just started rubbing and she said, “My my Chris, you’re so very practiced at this. It feels really good,” she said, giggling. I had to lean over, and I came this close to putting my nose in her luscious auburn hair. It smelled like strawberries.

“Okay, now go up and rub your fingers down the side of my neck.” I did that., kneading her neck and upper back muscles with my palms.

“Chris, I was wondering. You haven’t mentioned any girlfriends. Do you have anybody special in your life?”

“No Cath – er, mom, I don’t.”

“Too bad. Someday you’ll make a fine boyfriend for some lucky girl out there.”

“You really think so.”

“Yes I do,” she said, turning around so she was on her back, and we were facing each other.

“Did anyone ever tell you what a handsome boy you are Chris?”

I laughed at that and said, “No mom, no one ever did. I don’t get compliments like that too often.”

She placed her index finger, smelling like jasmine on my nose. It was her perfume. I was bursting at this point, so that I had pre cum already in my boxers. “Well, I think you’re very handsome,” and she ran her fingers through my mop of brown hair. Then the impossible happened. She placed her right hand on my crotch. I was in shock, and it showed on my face.

“Don’t look so surprised Chris honey. I know you want me, and have ever since we first met.” (yeah, about two times before the wedding not counting the rehearsal dinner).

Then I spilled the beans. I mean, this was just wrong, you know? Yeah it’s normal for a twenty one year old virgin to lust after a beautiful woman, even if she is only four years older than you are, and married to your father, but quite another thing to really go through with it. In that brief second, everything that I knew was right just sprung to life . . . I had to say something.

I took a deep breath. “Cathy, this is just wrong.” I was at war with myself, but I was sort of hoping that the bad guys would beat the good guys. “I mean, I love dad, and I’m so happy that he found you. Besides, don’t you guys, uh, I mean . . .” She cut me off and finished my sentence.

“You mean because your dad and I fuck really loud? Who do you hear the most noise from? ME! Your dad just likes to have things done to him! I have to fight to get, you know, anything! Chris, we’ve only been married four months, but it seems like forty YEARS!” Then she put it out more succinctly:

“The passion is missing, Chris.” I married your dad with the hope that it would get better, but if it isn’t there before you get married, it would take a miracle for it to suddenly appear after you’re married.” 


After hearing that, my thoughts about it changed. The lady wants it, and I’m only too happy to oblige.

“Look, your dad will never know what we do. This will stay our secret forever, ok? So relax, and enjoy, ok?”

“Okay,” I said. The dye was cast.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

_____________________________

________________

“Oh my Chris, did I do this to you??” she said laughing, while grabbing my cock through my pants, and digging into it with her nails. Her laugh was contagious, and she got me laughing too.

“Uh, I guess. I mean, I don’t see anyone else around here, do you?”

Still laughing, she said, “No I don’t, so I guess it has to be me,” she said with an imitation of a dark and mysterious voice. We both laughed. Then, out of nowhere, she pulled me down to her by the back of my head and started kissing me, on and off.

“Does my little boy like this?” she said softly. Her eyes were doe - like and so wide, it was hard not to really fall under her spell. I was on auto pilot now, giving Cathy complete control.

“Yes, very much,” I said.

She purred like a cat and said, “Good, I’m glad, because mommy just wants more and more,” she said, biting her lower lip. Her hand was still holding my crotch and now her fingers were tugging on the front of my jeans, as we were locked in a deep kiss. I felt her tongue rope itself around mine, and we began an erotic sort of dance. I was on my elbows, and I cradled her face between my forearms and pressed my chest against her camisole, her nipples solid and pointed, digging into my t-shirt. She reached underneath me, and had my belt open and undid the snap on my jeans, pulling them down to just above my knees.

“Let’s switch positions honey,” she said sweetly and firmly. We laughed and did a log roll together, so that now she was on top of me. She slid down me and pulled my boxers down with her teeth, and I felt her silky hair wash over my tummy and my cock. I was staring at the ceiling, and I felt a delicious touch of her lips on my cock, toying with me, kissing around the tip. Her tongue darted out and swirled around the head, lapping some drops of pre cum that appeared, wetting her lips.

I could feel the slippery cherry red lip gloss she wore, painting my cock tip. Then those delicious, fragrant, and soft lips parted, and she took me, wet and tight, slowly sucking up and down my cock to mid shaft. Never having done this before, I still knew that I had to not cum yet, but it was very difficult. She picked up her pace and went faster and faster, taking all of me, sucking and licking. I reflexively put my hands on the top of her head, and pressed it into my lap more, not wanting her to escape.

I felt the sensation of her teeth pressing into my sensitive skin, sending a chill through me. After a few minutes of this business, I yell out, “Cathy! I’m gonna cum!”

She said nothing, but maintained the tight seal around my shaft and let me explode into her mouth. I shot out spurt after spurt of my jizz, feeling it surround and warm my cock inside her mouth. She didn’t stop but kept sucking and slurping, like her intent was to pull my cock off me.

She pulled off me and moved up to face me, her green eyes misted over with pure carnal desire, cum dripping down the sides of her mouth, and onto her chin. I licked my own cum off her face and pulled her in closer as I kissed her deeply, my tongue lapping up everything from inside her mouth. All through this experience, she was grinding her pussy through her jeans onto my bare thigh. She broke off from the kiss and smiled down at me, opening her jeans and pulling down her pink satin panties, her pussy straddling my thigh. The juices of her woman were dripping all over my thigh – she was a wet hot mess, her hair all disheveled, and she kept grinding and moaning, her back arching and head bent looking up at the ceiling. She came and squirted all over my thigh.

“You beautiful boy you, now make mommy happy; lick me all over.” On her knees she moved up me and sat on my face, juices running onto my lips and down my cheeks.

It amazed me how much I knew what to do just from instinct alone as my tongue formed a point and licked her from her mound to just over her clit, licking her skin folds away and finding that small, hard knob. My tongue went around and around it, her grabbing and pulling at my hair.

She was moaning loudly, wordlessly, and then she squirted again, freezing like a statue, almost drowning me in her juices, and pulling my hair until it hurt.

She lifted off of my face glistening with her thick, clear juice, and said, “I want more Chris; do you think you can?” she said, as her hand grabbed my cock again making me harder.

“Yes,” I said, almost breathless.

She got off me and pulled me up by my arms. “Here, come over to the dining room.” There was a large sofa against the wall. When we got there she said, “Okay, I’m going to hike my leg over the sofa, and I want you to fuck me standing up, okay? There will be times when we can sneak in a ‘quick one’ at home, or wherever, and we can’t always have a bed.”

The woman was wild, planning ahead, and practicing with me! She turned me on like crazy.

“Mommy is your ‘play slut’ now Chris. PUT IT THE FUCK INSIDE ME, make me cum!”

So with her legs spread, and one extended over the back of the couch, she pulled me closer into her, and I just slid right in. Her pussy was swollen, nice and tight, slick, and wet, and sucked me in. I had my palms pressed to the wall with her head in the middle. She bent her knees and was going up and down on me. We got into a crazy rhythm, and my face was buried into the side of her neck, into that delicious, strawberry smelling hair. Her tits pressed against me through her camisole and rubbed against my chest. She quickly pulled it up over her tits and yelled, “Suck and bite my tits!”

I was thrusting hard and at the same time licking and biting her perky nipples, making her moan with pleasure. “Come on Chris, that’s it, faster, faster.” We were making the knick-knacks on the shelves on the wall shake with the fury of the pounding I was giving her, and then I came again, this time inside a real pussy, no longer a virgin, and with the wife of my father. The whole thing was surreal, but like a junkie, I needed my fix – and it was Cathy.

I was still thrusting, and felt my cum mixed with her pussy’s juices slide down my bare legs. I dropped to my knees and put my face in between her legs, sucking and licking the fallout from our frenzy.

We got dressed and finished up with the boxes, but not everything because that would give us another excuse to come back. This afternoon we would go out to my game as an ordinary family, with no hint as to anything else.

At home, things went on as usual, but now, I occasionally had a “night visitor” wake me up by sucking my cock. It wasn’t a regular thing, it couldn’t be, but Cathy was turned on by the danger of discovery. She thought it was funny the way that I was overly cautious.

There were times when dad went out on errands, and we were home, and just fucked – quickly. The best times we had were when dad went on the occasional company seminar for detail drug reps to another city, and Cathy was home with me. On those nights we slept together, but the bed in the master bedroom was pulled down in case dad came home unexpectedly so Cathy could just leave my room and jump in. I got used to living dangerously, and before I knew it, it became the norm.

I wondered what would happen after I found a girlfriend. I mentioned that to Cathy, about what would happen with us? She walked over to me one day when dad was away and we were talking about it, wrapping her arms around my shoulders, grabbing my cock, and smirking at me. “What do you think will happen Chris?” and she kissed me deeply. “Mommy will always be here for you.”

❤️❤️❤️
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