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Part One


Chapter One

 


Alicia spied on her stepmother through
Joanne’s bedroom window. She knew it was wrong to peek in on the
older woman, but Alicia blamed her father who had the old giant
farmhouse remodeled with a giant wraparound porch to which had been
added a second floor balcony that was shared by the two largest
bedrooms upstairs, hers and her father’s.

And while it might have been wrong for
Alicia to be spying on her stepmother, it was certainly worse for
Joanne to have another man in her bedroom.

The window was closed but Alicia could
clearly see the two figures moving around on the bed. The noises
the two were making told Alicia they were fucking. She was familiar
with the sounds of sexual congress after a year at college and a
horny roommate. Delilah had never been exactly discrete about her
liaisons. Not that Alicia minded. While Delilah was fucking her
boyfriend of the week, Alicia’s fingers were busy beneath the
sheets jilling off as quickly and quietly as possible.

The opportunity for her to witness another
couple in the middle of sex was too much of a temptation to resist.
Alicia didn’t know what Joanne was doing at first when she let a
stranger into the house. Her father was gone on a business trip for
the week. Alicia was home for college. Two days ago she had
finished her last final exam of her freshman year. Yesterday she
had seen her father right before he flew to St. Louis for the week.
Today she was home alone…except for Joanne and her paramour.

Alicia wondered if Joanne realized her
stepdaughter was in the house. Well, technically not in the house.
Right now she was on the balcony watching Joanne get fucked by her
lover. Joanne’s legs were wrapped around the younger man’s waist
and they were violently thrashing around on the bed. She couldn’t
help herself. Alicia pushed her hand down inside her sweatpants and
into her panties. Her pussy was already dripping with desire.

“Fuck,” she whispered to herself as she
watched the couple’s enthusiastic lovemaking. Whoever the guy was
he was much younger than Joanne, but that was okay because Alicia’s
father was much older than Joanne. Even in the middle of playing
with her clit Alicia’s analytical mind couldn’t help but analyze
the situation. Her father was just north of fifty. She knew that
Joanne had just celebrated her forty-first birthday. The
boyfriend—from what Alicia could see of him through the windows and
half-obscured by the bedcovers—looked to be around thirty and in
very good shape. Alicia herself was going to turn nineteen in two
weeks.

It would have been nice, Alicia reflected,
if their ages were all a neat decade apart. Then she realized that
it was much more likely they were all separated by steps of eleven,
a prime number. That was much better.

As that thought was rolling around in her
head, Joanne was reaching her climax. She bucked and thrashed
about. Her cries of passion came clearly through the closed window.
Her stepmother was obviously enjoying whatever it was the boyfriend
was doing to her. Alicia could see—almost—what the boyfriend was
doing. He was cute, with dark blonde hair, a taut butt, and firm
muscles in his arms and shoulders. She wondered what his dick
looked like and waited anxiously for him to finish so she could get
a glimpse of what he had to offer.

Joanne’s orgasm was the end of their
fucking. The boyfriend hadn’t cum yet. He flipped Joanne over onto
her hands and knees. In the process Alicia got a good look at his
ass, but barely glimpsed his wet and erect cock.; the angle was
wrong. When he started to fuck her stepmother with great
enthusiasm, both of their bodies shaking back and forth, Alicia
glanced around nervously. Delilah had never put on a show like this
and just diddling her clit inside her pants wasn’t enough.

The house was in the middle of the woods,
separated from the state road by a thick screen of hundred year old
trees. She was safe. Working quickly she pushed her sweats down to
her knees, knelt on the floor while keeping Joanne and her lover in
sight, and started masturbating with fervor, her ass bare to the
cool May air, her pussy mostly hidden because she was facing the
wall.

Apparently the boyfriend and Joanne both
delighted in fucking doggy-style more than the missionary they had
started with. Joanne didn’t stop her loud yowls of enjoyment
throughout their fucking and the boyfriend grunted noisily several
times as he came. That was Alicia’s signal to finish herself off
which she did so with just a little squeak of orgasm, as she always
did when Delilah was in the room.

Inside the bedroom the lovers had collapsed
on the bed and were now exchanging kisses. He rolled off her and
finally Alicia got a decent look at his cock. It was large and red
and wet and beautiful. She found she couldn’t remove her fingers
from her pussy. The in process of their uncoupling Joanne rolled
over and Alicia also got an eyeful of her stepmother’s tits. They
were huge which made Alicia wonder if her father had married Joanne
for her big boobs or if Joanne had them done for her father after
they were married. Alicia felt a pang of jealousy over the older
woman’s bigger tits; in comparison hers were tiny.

After a minute of breathing heavily, coming
down from her little orgasm, Alicia licked her wetness of her
fingers and snuck back to her bedroom. She climbed into bed,
listening for sounds of additional lovemaking coming through the
walls. There was none. As far as she could tell, they couple had
fallen asleep.

Alicia wanted to do the same thing but her
body told her she needed to do two things: pee and eat breakfast.
Peeing was the more urgent need so she slipped out of her bed and
headed to the bathroom. After peeing she wiped away most of her
excess lubrication because she didn’t want to be wet and sticky
while eating breakfast. After putting her sweatpants and oversized
t-shirt back in place she headed downstairs to the kitchen.

She poured a bowl of Lucky Charms and hit
the start button on the coffee maker. It always seemed to take
forever for the coffee to brew. As she started eating the cereal
she shivered at the table and her nipples erected under her thin
t-shirt, making little points behind the material. Even though it
was late May, her father’s house was out in the middle of nowhere
and it was still cold in the mornings. When the coffee maker beeped
signaling it was done, she stumbled to the machine with a mug in
hand. After filling it she turned around and found herself
face-to-face with Joanne’s boyfriend who startled face mirrored her
own.

“Hi!” she said a little too brightly and a
little too loudly. “I’m Alicia.” She stuck out her right hand,
keeping the coffee mug in her left. “Who are you?”

The moment she asked the question she
regretted it. She didn’t want to know the guy her stepmother was
fucking. She just wanted to keep him a figment of her fantasies,
something to jill off to while she was home from college.

“I’m Justin,” he responded automatically. It
was already too much information.

Alicia couldn’t stop herself from talking.
“Joanne’s my stepmother. How do you know her?”

He seemed frightened by the question but
managed to answer it anyway. “We’re, uh, old friends.”

“I bet,” Alicia replied. She noted his gaze
had slid from her face to her chest. She stopped herself from
looking down because she knew her nipples her obvious under the
t-shirt. Even though he had just fucked Joanne a few minutes ago,
he was still eager to ogle another woman.

“Do you mind if I get some coffee?” he
asked. He was dressed in jeans and a flannel shirt. A stainless
steel travel mug was in his hand. Alicia half wondered if he was a
deliveryman who stopped by the house to drop off a package and a
cup of coffee when Joanne invited him upstairs for a friendly fuck.
She knew that wasn’t the case, but it was a nice fantasy to think
about.

“Let me,” Alicia said as she took the mug
from his hand. After filling it and sealing the lid she asked,
“Will we be seeing you again?”

Justin looked her up and down, pausing at
her nipples and crotch where her sweatpants hugged her pussy. “I
hope so,” he said before quickly exiting the house via the
kitchen’s back door.

Alicia sat back down and contemplated what
she should do about what she had just witnessed. Since she wasn’t
sure what she should do, she just thought the whole thing out.
Truthfully, she didn’t need to do anything. Alicia had long ago
gotten over her parents’ divorce. Dad made a lot of money at his
job as a corporate lawyer and Mom made a lot of money from alimony
and living off her boyfriend of the month. This summer Mom was in
Italy with her latest find, so Alicia was home with Dad…except Dad
was traveling most of the summer so she would be alone. With
Joanne, apparently. Joanne was nice enough as a stepmother, not
wicked at all. But she and Alicia both knew she was a trophy wife
and that was their relationship began and ended.

Once she was done with breakfast Alicia
bided her time. She waited until there were sounds of Joanne moving
about upstairs. It was through careful timing that Alicia managed
to walk up the stairs and accidentally run into Joanne as the older
woman was emerging from the bedroom. Joanne’s tussled brassy blonde
hair was a cloud around her head, but Alicia’s eyes weren’t drawn
to her stepmother’s hair or cold-sapphire eyes. She found herself
looking at Joanne’s body which was largely unconcealed beneath a
sheer silk robe that was loose and opened. Alicia caught a glimpse
of large tits and a carefully trimmed and shaved pubic mound before
the startled Joanne had enough presence of mind to tightly wrap the
robe around her body, though that did little to hide her light
brown nipples from showing through the material.

“Alicia!” she cried out in surprise. “What
are you doing here?” She smiled winningly, trying to play the role
of the innocent and accommodating stepmother still attempting to
earn the respect of her petulant stepdaughter.

“I live here. Remember? I got home two days
ago?”

“Right! I forgot.”

“Yeah…I’d have forgotten about me too if my
boyfriend was paying an early morning visit.” Alicia kept her face
as neutral as possible and tried not to sound accusatory in her
tone.

Joanne affected a pose of confusion. “What
do you mean?”

Alicia tapped the wall. “These walls aren’t
that thick. I could hear you.” It was a small bending of the truth.
Alicia certainly had heard Justin and Joanne fucking while she was
watching the pair, but she opted to leave the spying out of the
conversation for the moment.

“Hear what?” Joanne wasn’t giving up her
innocent act so quickly.

“Hear you and Justin fucking.”

“Justin?”

Alicia had to give her stepmother credit.
She was unwilling to let go of her lie easily. “I met him
downstairs as he was leaving. He seems nice. I gave him
coffee.”

“Oh.” Joanne had no further response.

Alicia let Joanne’s deflated gasp hang
between them for long, uncomfortable seconds. “Don’t worry. I won’t
tell Dad. We can keep
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