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A hot preview…

"Jason..." she moaned, reaching down and rubbing herself. "I've been wet for you all day." She grabbed my hand, pressing it to her dripping pussy.

"You...you have?" I asked, stunned.

"Of course. You want me too, don't you?"

"Yeah, but... what about dad?

"He doesn't need to know." She kissed me again.

I traced my fingers down to her vulva, feeling her silky lips and the dampness of her juices. I rubbed her clit with my index finger, feeling her shudder in ecstasy. I thrust my finger deep into her pussy and she groaned. We started making out as I fingered her.

"Fuck me, Jason..." she moaned. "Fuck your mother hard."

She moved back onto the rickety bed, spreading her sex with two fingers, her legs wide open for me in invitation.

I climbed on top of her, my my cock rubbing her pussy. I grabbed onto my cock and rubbed it on her clit, teasing her. She began to squirm beneath me, her breath growing heavy.

"Fuck me," she moaned, thrusting her hips up to meet mine.

What She Needs: Part I

My stepmother and I were trapped.

Whether I liked it or not, there was no way around it. We were going to have to spend the next five days together in a cold, dark cabin in the middle of nowhere. She was approaching “cranky old bitch” years so I knew it was going to be hell.

As much as she annoyed me, I had to admit that Mom was hot. With her smooth, perfect milf hips, huge tits, and sinfully pink lips that I knew would look amazing wrapped around my dick, she was stunning.

The problem was, we had never gotten along.

Her arrival at our house when I was 18 had been uncomfortable. She married my dad and became the mother that none of us wanted.

I remember the arguments we used to have every day; I would challenge her on every decision, as if it was my mission to make her life a living hell. From something as insignificant as what we were having for dinner, to important issues like how she raised me and my siblings, nothing escaped our bickering. We'd fight until one of us ran out of breath or until Dad stepped in to stop it.

The more time passed, the worse things got between us. And now, driving home from dropping my dad off for a business trip, we had broken down in the middle of nowhere and hiked miles from our car just to find some shelter.

"Did you find the fireplace?" Mom asked, coming in from one of the bedrooms.

"Yeah, it's a bit dusty, but it should work." I said, pulling out a dusty log to throw in the fireplace.

"Did you see the basement?"

"There's a basement?"

"Yes, Alex, there is a basement. I'm not surprised that you didn't find it though since you seem to be having trouble seeing in general."

"What's that supposed to mean?" I asked, turning around.

"Oh, I just meant that you're the one who drove us twenty miles off the main road, got us stranded out in buttfuck nowhere, and now can't even start the damn fire."

"Oh boy. This is going to be a great time." I rolled my eyes.

She yanked at the logs on the floor and threw them in. She then looked at me in irritation, her big tits pressed forward and barely contained by her sweater, and went back to the bedroom.

I took a deep breath and started to get the fire going. I lit some kindling with a match and blew gently on it until the flames licked up the wood. The warmth from the fire filled the room, slowly driving away the chill that had been present since we arrived.

I wandered around the cabin, taking in its rustic charm. The walls were made of rough-hewn wood, with thick carpets adorning the floors and the fire roaring in one corner of the living room. I explored every nook and cranny of this tiny space, admiring its simple beauty. If we were going to be stuck somewhere, this wasn't the worst place.

The kitchen was small but cozy. However, we would have to find food, so that presented a problem.

I'll figure something out, I decided. We still at least had some snacks we'd brought on the trip here.

I went back to the bedroom and Mom wasn't there.

"Mom?" I called out.

"Yes, in here." I walked in to see her in the bathroom across from the bedroom.

"What are you doing?"

"Unpacking our stuff. We're going to have to make due until they find us."

She had taken off her sweater now that it was warming up, and was dressed in just her tight jeans and t-shirt. The thin fabric rode up on her waist, and her ass was to me. Her big tits jiggled as she wiped down the counters and the bath tub. I had the urge to bend her over, spank her for being the dirty bad girl she was, and fuck her right there. She fucking deserves it, I thought with mingled bitterness and lust.

She caught me looking and smirked. "Enjoying the view?" she asked, giving me a little wiggle as she wiped.

"God, you're a bitch." I snapped.

"Yeah? Watch this." She pushed her round ass back wiggled it a few more times. My cock throbbed in my jeans. She let it fall back and smirked again. "I bet you want to fuck me, don't you? Your own mother." She turned around and pushed her ass back again.

"Fuck you." I growled, turning back to the bedroom.

"Porky." She called out, laughing. It was ironic, of course, because I was ripped and muscled as hell from all the gym sessions I did. But she still liked to make fun of me.

I clenched my fists and headed back to the living room.

*****

We'd been here for hours now and there was nothing on TV. I tried the remote, but it was just static. Mom was reading a book while I lay on the couch and tried to come up with a plan.

"How long do you think it's been since someone's lived here?" I asked.

"I have no idea. I'm sure a lot of people have been through but it looks like no one's lived here for awhile." she replied, setting her book down.

I was starving and my stomach was growling like crazy.

"We'll have to find some food." I said.

"We're in the middle of nowhere. What food can there possibly be?"

I was getting desperate. I realized I would have to take matters into my own hands. "I guess I'm just going to have to hunt."

"You're not going out there." Mom said, looking up at me. "It's dark and cold, and you might get lost. Besides, it's dangerous. How on earth are you going to hunt without a weapon?

"I saw a rifle in here somewhere. I'll be fine."

"Seriously?"

I looked at her and she just stared at me.

"Yeah, I can fend for myself, Mom. Don't worry."

I went into the kitchen and searched until I found it. It was tucked behind the stove, as if someone had hidden it away. I grabbed it, loaded it, and set off into the woods.

The night air was cold and my breath hung in the air like smoke. The darkness was oppressive, but I kept going forward with only my rifle to guide me. I didn't see anything at first, but then there were eyes in the darkness; they glinted yellow in the moonlight like a predator's gaze. I raised my rifle and pointed it towards them, waiting for whatever creature lurked ahead of me to make its move.

Suddenly a large deer broke through an opening in the trees. Its coat shone silver against the night sky and its antlers swayed as it ran towards me. My heart raced as I followed its movements with my gun and lined up my shot carefully before pulling the trigger. The deer stumbled over and stopped moving as blood pooled around it. I ran forward and grabbed it by its legs and dragged it back to the cabin. It was heavy and I had to stop a few times to rest, but eventually I made it back. Mom was waiting for me, her eyes wide. She helped carry the deer over and we threw it on the counter.

"I can't believe you did that." she said, stunned. Her voice didn't have its usual malice, though. She sounded almost... appreciative?

"I'm capable of more than you might think."

"I guess so." she said, turning away.

I set to work preparing the deer for dinner. I took out the organs and created a fire outside so that I could cook it. I seasoned it with salt and pepper and other herbs I had found in the kitchen. After some time, the smell of roasting meat filled the air and my stomach grumbled at its aroma.

Once it was cooked, Mom and I ate together in the living room. The hunting incident had changed something in her eyes, though I didn't know what. She just wasn't being as bitchy toward me for whatever reason, so I wasn't going to argue.

The venison was tender and succulent, almost melting in my mouth with every bite.

It was the best meal I'd had in a long time. After I was done, I was full and content.

"Damn, that food was good," I said, rising from my seat.

"It was," she replied. "What are you doing?"

"I'm going to bed. It's been a long day and I'm exhausted."

"Me too." she said. "I'll join you."

"You don't have to, Mom. I can sleep on the floor."

"I'll join you." she repeated.

I was puzzled by her tone, but too tired to argue. I shrugged and went in to change and get into bed.

As I was taking my clothes off, I heard Mom come in behind me. I assumed she was getting ready for bed until I felt her hands go around my waist. She reached between my thighs, grazing my cock with her fingers.

"Mom! What are you doing?"

"You found dinner for us, built the fire. You're proving yourself to be a real man. I figure you deserve a reward for all that, don't you?"

I spun around, looking into her eyes. I expected to find derision or sarcasm - but there was none. She seemed genuine.

"A reward? What do you mean?"

"A man who proves he can take care of the house, like you did, deserves a reward." She looked into my eyes, smirking seductively. "I'm going to show you how a real woman feels." She moved up on her toes to kiss me.

Our lips locked and her tongue entered my mouth. She tasted so damn good, and my blood was pumping in my groin. I had a raging hard on just from the anticipation of what was about to happen. Her hand reached down and grabbed onto my throbbing cock, stroking it with her fingers. I moaned into her mouth and she smiled into mine. She kissed me again, rubbing me up and down.

"You've wanted this a long time, haven't you?" she asked, kissing my neck and down further to my chest. Her warm lips felt good against my skin. I was in disbelief this was really happening, but I wasn't going to argue.

"Yeah," I admitted. "You're goddamn hot, Mom."

She smiled up at me and kissed my chest again. I moaned in bliss as she swirled her tongue around my abs, teasing me. She went lower, kissing my stomach and slowly tugging down my boxers.

"I see you're ready for me," she said, licking the tip of my cock.

"Fuck yes..."

She swallowed me whole, forcing me deeper and deeper into her throat. Her tongue swirled around me, sending me into a euphoria I'd never known before. I groaned as she stopped bobbing her head and started stroking me firmly.

"I'm going to admit something, Jason," she said, looking up into my eyes, her mouth hovering over my cock as she stroked me. "I've wanted you, too."

Before I could respond, she sucked my cock back into her mouth. My only answer was a groan of pure pleasure.

Her tongue swirled around my shaft as her head bobbed back and forth, taking me in deeper with every stroke until I found her lips kissing my pelvis. I was so much deeper than I would have expected, but she used her tongue to her advantage, swirling it around my shaft as she withdrew her head and sucking on my tip when she came back up. Her mouth felt incredible.

She sat up and removed her shirt, exposing her beautiful breasts. They were firm and perky, perfectly shaped. I reached out and grabbed onto them, taking a nipple in between my fingers and rolling it back and forth.

She moaned as I caressed it and I leaned forward to take the other one in my mouth. I sucked on it, enjoying the feel of her flesh in my hands and my mouth. Her nipples were hard and sensitive.

She kissed me again before standing up and removing her pants.

She wasn't wearing any panties, and her cunt was already dripping with her juices.

"Jason..." she moaned, reaching down and rubbing herself. "I've been wet for you all day." She grabbed my hand, pressing it to her dripping pussy.

"You...you have?" I asked, stunned.

"Of course. You want me too, don't you?"

"Yeah, but... what about dad?

"He doesn't need to know." She kissed me again.

I traced my fingers down to her vulva, feeling her silky lips and the dampness of her juices. I rubbed her clit with my index finger, feeling her shudder in ecstasy. I thrust my finger deep into her pussy and she groaned. We started making out as I fingered her.

"Fuck me, Jason..." she moaned. "Fuck your mother hard."

She moved back onto the rickety bed, spreading her sex with two fingers, her legs wide open for me in invitation.

I climbed on top of her, my my cock rubbing her pussy. I grabbed onto my cock and rubbed it on her clit, teasing her. She began to squirm beneath me, her breath growing heavy.

"Fuck me," she moaned, thrusting her hips up to meet mine.

With one hand, she grabbed my cock and positioned the tip against her sex.

"Slide it in!" she moaned, thrusting her hips up toward mine.

I pressed against her and she groaned in pleasure as I sank my cock deep into her.

"Oh....yes..." she moaned. "Give it to me, Jason! Give it to me hard!"

I started to thrust in and out of her, feeling her soft pussy engulf my cock. It felt better than I could have ever imagined.

"You're so hot inside, Mom," I said, thrusting hard into her.

"You're so big!" she cried, her cunt squeezing me. "Your cock is huge!"

She wrapped her arms around me, holding me against her chest and kissing me. I could feel her body shuddering beneath me, obviously enjoying our fucking.

I kept fucking her, and as I did, I felt her body begin to shake. She moaned in my ear, hugging me tighter and kissing me harder.

"Oh, Jason...yes...FUCK!"

Her eyes squeezed shut as she let out a moan of pleasure. She moaned into my ear, shuddering in an intense orgasm.

"Oh...OH...shit....oh...ye...yeahhh....FUCK!" she moaned, thrusting her hips up to mine, forcing me deeper into her.

I felt her pussy clamping down onto my cock as she moaned in ecstasy. I continued to fuck her, desperation to cum flowing through me. I had to cum, and I had to cum now.

"I'm going to cum soon, Mom," I said, my breath deepening. "I'm going to cum all over your tits."

She opened her eyes and shook her head.

"No you're not," she said, wrapping her arms around me and rolling me over onto my back. "You're going to cum inside me."

She lifted up on her knees, rising over my cock.

"Cum inside me," she moaned, bouncing her hips up and down. "Cum in my pussy, Jason."

"Oh...shit..."

I felt her pussy enveloping me again, the sweet friction of her pussy against my cock drawing me closer to orgasm.

"I'm...gonna cum soon..."

"Cum in me!" she moaned. "Fill me up! Fill your mother’s pussy!"

"Oh...shit..."

She squealed, throwing her head back as a second orgasm washed over her.

"Cum in me!" she moaned, grinding against me. "Cum with me, Jason!"

"Oh...shit..."

She collapsed down onto me, her breasts pressing against my chest.

"Fuck...oh shit..." I panted, my orgasm rushing through me.

I felt my cock twitching inside her, and I erupted.

"Oh...fuuuuuck!" I groaned, my seed shooting into her.

Pleasure surged through my body, my cock throbbing inside her.

"Oh, fuck, Jason..."

She moaned in pleasure as I jizzed into her. She ground her hips into me, milking my cock for every drop. I continued to cum, thrusting my hips up to meet hers.

"Oh god, it feels so good!" she moaned, kissing my neck. "You made me cum so hard."

"I'm glad," I said, kissing her neck and panting in pleasure. "I'm fucking glad."

We lay there, both of us spent and exhausted. I pulled her tight against me, feeling her soft body against mine. She snuggled into me, and we drifted off to sleep in each other's arms.

In the middle of the night, I woke up with a rock hard cock pressed up against Mom's butt, which was flush against my groin. I grunted, compelled by instinct, and slid it inside her.

She gasped as I took her breasts in my hands and began to slowly fuck her. Everything is different now, I thought. She's nice to me. She wants me to fuck her. Maybe really can have a good relationship.

I continued to fuck her, thrusting softly into her tight cunt.

My pulse was racing, my heart pounding.

She moaned in contentment, softly grinding her hips against me.

"Oh...god," she whispered.

I slipped my arm under her body and slid my hand down her stomach to her slick pussy.

She gasped as I slipped my fingers between her lips and found her clit.

"Oh..." she moaned. "You're so deep. So big."

"I know," I said with a smirk.

I could feel her juices on my fingers, her pussy spasming, and realized that she was cumming. Her pussy was soaking wet, her clit engorged and throbbing. I teased it with my finger, enjoying the feel of her flesh against my hand.

"Oh, Jason..." she whispered, her voice laced with pleasure. She looked up at me, pleadingly, kissing me.

"Fill me up again," she whimpered, breaking the kiss and looking me straight in the eye.

"With pleasure," I said.

I grabbed her hips and fucked her, thrusting my cock into her tight pussy. She looked up at me, her eyes shining in the moonlight.

"Oh...Jason...I love your cock..." she moaned, thrusting her hips back to meet mine.

"I love fucking you," I said. "I fucking love it."

"I do too...I..."

As I fucked her, I could see that she was close to cumming again. She was breathing hard, her chest rising and falling with the rhythm of my thrusts, her pussy spasming around my cock.

"Oh...Jason...I'm gonna cum again..."

"Cum on my cock," I whispered in her ear. "Cum all over me, Mom."

Her pussy clenched down on me as her orgasm hit.

"Oh...FUCK!" she cried out, throwing her head back. "Fuck!"

"That's it," I whispered. "Cum for me."

She shuddered in pleasure as I continued to thrust into her pussy.

"Oh, god..." she moaned, clutching my arms.

She let out a long moan of pleasure as I fucked her, moaning even louder as her orgasm flowed through her.

"Oh...oh...OH..." she moaned, her pussy pulsing around my cock.

I thrust harder into her, unable to hold back any longer.

"Oh...yes..." she moaned. "Oh...yes...fill me up...fill me with your cum...fuck me...fuck me...FUCK ME!" she screamed, clutching me to her as I came inside her.

"Take it, Mom," I groaned, feeling the rush of pleasure surging through me. "Take your son's cum. I am your master now." The raw masculinity and dominance of this encounter was searing through me. I had killed to feed us; I had built a fire. I would protect Mom, and she knew it. I was claiming what was mine: her body. My balls tingled as huge jets of semen spurted into her pussy, my seed coating her womb, marking it as mine.

I collapsed, exhausted. Both of us were panting.

"Mmmmmm..." she moaned, her body shuddering in my arms. She turned her head and kissed me.

"God, what happened to you?" she giggled, acting like a silly schoolgirl now. "You're so different."

"You like it?"

"Mmmmm..." She kissed me again, her lips soft and teasing, her nails gently stroking my dick. "I love it."

We fucked all night long.

*****

Several days later, a rescue party finally found us. They helped us out of the cabin, surprised we were in such good shape. Mom explained that my natural instincts had kicked in, and she praised me for taking care of us.

We settled back into our normal lives soon after. With a few changes, of course. For one, my stepmother now gives me regular sex whenever I want. She's not bitchy to me, now, and everyone is amazed at how our relationship has improved so much.

"Maybe that time in the cabin did you two some good!" my father chuckled one evening over dinner.

Mom just smiled, giving me a knowing look as she rubbed her belly. It was starting to swell a little bit.

We both knew the baby wasn't Dad's... 
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