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I ran a hand through my damp hair as I stepped out of the main bathroom, a towel slung low around my waist. Passing my parent's bedroom on the way to mine, I heard the shower still running in their ensuite and automatically veered toward it, sneakily intending to join my mother. But just as I reached the door, the familiar rumble of my father's truck rolled up the drive.

Damn. My father always was an efficient driver.

I figured I should at least warn my mother. I opened the door, leaned in to speak, and instantly froze. Her voluptuous, naked silhouette was clearly visible through the fogged glass, every sexy curve unmistakable.

“Mom,” I called out. She slid the shower door open and looked at me, water dripping from her breasts and tracing down the soft curve of her stomach. “Just letting you know, Dad's home. In case you were planning on strolling around the house naked.”

Mom let out a quick laugh, swiping suds from her forehead before they reached her eyes. “Thanks, sweetheart. Now get your ass over here and give your mother a quick kiss.”

A naughty surge of adrenaline hit me, knowing my father could walk in any second. I stepped over to the shower and pressed my lips to Mom's. Her mouth opened, her tongue sliding against mine as we kissed, fast and hungry. She flinched when my cool hand met her hot, wet waist, then moaned into my mouth as I slid my hand up her side and cupped her left breast, the soft weight pressing into my palm as I squeezed gently.

I heard the front door close downstairs and started to pull away, but Mom's hand shot up, holding my head in place as she kept kissing me, giggling softly. She was being recklessly bold, but I wasn't without my own shameless appetite for risk. I reached behind the shower door, my hand slipping smoothly between my mother's slick legs. Despite having just fucked her earlier, a different and equally exhilarating thrill surged through me as I explored her body, my cock beginning to ache intensely beneath my towel.

Mom's legs parted slightly, granting me better access as I effortlessly slid my two middle fingers between her juicy pussy lips. The delicate folds yielded to my touch, and I gently inserted my fingers inside her, feeling her warmth envelop me. I then pulled them out slowly, tracing a tantalizing line up to her hard clit, where I gave it a soft, teasing rub.

Mom moaned softly into my mouth, then drew back, her eyes flashing. “Look what you’ve done. You've made Mommy horny all over again, you naughty boy.”

“Yeah, my bad. Looks like you’ll have to sneak into my room later so I can finish what I started,” I said with a smirk, my fingers moving harder and faster on her clit, drawing a loud, sensual moan from her. She grabbed my wrist firmly, pulling my hand from between her legs with a sudden, urgent motion.

“You’re on, baby. But in the meantime, here’s something to keep you nice and hard for Mommy,” she purred, guiding my hand to her mouth. She took my two fingers between her lips and sucked slowly, her tongue swirling around the tips as she licked her own arousal clean.

The way she did that made my cock throb hard beneath the towel, and if it weren’t for my father yelling something from downstairs, I would’ve pinned her against the shower wall and fucked her again until her legs gave out.

She pulled me in for one last kiss, quick and hot, then pushed me back with a smirk. “Now bugger off, or we’re getting caught.”

“Okay, okay,” I said, backing out of the room. I paused for one last look and caught a teasing wink and a smile from my mother as she slipped back behind the frosted shower door.

I rushed out of her room, down the hallway, and into the safety of my own, avoiding getting caught wandering the house with a hard-on tenting my towel. Laughing to myself, I dropped onto my queen-sized bed. Lying on my back, staring at the ceiling, I let out a satisfied sigh.

I glanced at the clock on my bedside table to see it was already 10:34 p.m. Somehow, three hours had flown by. In all the excitement, we’d completely forgotten about dinner. I was starving, but exhaustion hit harder, and sleep took me soon after.
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I woke to sunlight streaming through the window, hitting me square in the face. It was nearly noon. I must’ve been pretty wiped out. I pulled on a pair of jeans and stumbled downstairs, nearly tripping as I tried to shake off the haze. Passing the lounge, I couldn’t help but admire how well I’d cleaned up after our naughty little encounter...

“Holy shit,” I muttered as it all came rushing back. “I actually boned Mom!”

I laughed to myself, replaying the excitement, the heat, and all the many creative ways we’d said fuck. A flicker of disappointment hit when I remembered she’d promised to sneak in again last night but never showed. Still, there was plenty of time for more.

I made myself a coffee and stepped outside into the sun, grabbing my phone on the way. I had two new messages—one from Mom, and one from my girlfriend, Lauren. I opened my mother's first, eager to see what she had to say.

“Hey sweets, just letting you know how amazing last night was for me. Can’t wait to see you tonight when I get home. Love you lots. MWAH.”

Hell yes. She was all in. And so was I. Not a single part of me was thinking about stopping. Opportunities like this didn't come along often. It was reckless, forbidden, and so fucking hot, I could probably come just thinking about it.

I shot my mother a quick reply, grinning as I typed, “Good morning, you naughty little minx. Last night was incredible and I’m already craving another piece of that fine ass.”

Romance was clearly not my thing.

I opened up Lauren’s message next, “Hey sugar, what do you want to do tonight? Hopefully you’re taking me out.”

Right, it's Friday. And now I had two options. I could take Lauren out, drop money I didn’t really have, but at least guarantee a night that ended in getting laid. Or I could stay home and gamble on another round with my mother.

The choice was easy. Just the chance to be with Mom again was far too tempting to pass up.

I messaged Lauren back, “Hey babe, sorry, feeling a bit off today. Might just stay in tonight.”

The lie didn’t sit great with me. Lauren was a gorgeous redhead who wasn’t shy about getting wild when the mood hit. But sometimes, even a sure thing is worth passing up for another taste of the forbidden fruit.

I decided to surprise Mom by getting some yard work done before she got home, and spent the next couple of hours mowing the lawn and tidying up outside. The sun was relentless, and by the time I finished, I was dripping with sweat and ready for a break, so I sat down with an ice-cold lemonade to chill out.

Around 3:30, I heard Mom's car pull into the drive. She was home early, which was unusual, so I got up and headed inside to check in. As I stepped into the living room, she walked through the front door. We paused, staring at each other for a beat.

She wore a loose white blouse and a calf-length blue skirt, her hair pulled into a messy ponytail. On any other day, I might’ve thought she looked fairly plain. But after last night, all I saw was the woman who’d turned into a raw, insatiable sex goddess.

"Hey," she said softly.

"Hey, yourself," I replied.

We stepped closer, closing the space between us. For a moment, we just looked at each other—quietly waiting. Then she reached up, slid her hand behind my head, and pulled me down to her. Our lips met in a firm, eager kiss as she let out a gentle sigh. The excitement hit fast as our tongues slid together and our lips moved with urgent rhythm.

We broke the searing kiss and stared at each other. She gave me that wicked smile—the one I’d seen so much of last night. It was her naughty, secret smile. The one meant only for her husband, and never meant to leave the privacy of their bedroom.

“Hey,” I said again, a little dazed.

We both laughed—mostly at me, but also at the strange, charged awkwardness of it all. Just a day ago, we were a typical mother and son. She gave orders I ignored, did my laundry while I left messes everywhere. She looked out for me despite my idiocy, and I made her life harder than it needed to be. Normal.

But yesterday, that all changed. A line was crossed, and not by accident. We both knew what we were doing, and we wanted it.

I’d never imagined craving something like this. Sure, I’d heard about incest, but never thought it was something that would draw me in, let alone ever become my reality. But now, the idea of being with my mother—the woman that gave birth to me—lit a fire deep within me I just couldn’t ignore. It was wrong, maybe even sinful, but it turned me on like nothing else.

Things were likely going to be extremely complicated. We weren’t built for this. But maybe all that didn’t matter.

We sat down on the same sofa where we’d fooled around the night before.

“So, let's talk,” she said with a playful smile, her tone as casual as it could be. “How was your day?”

“My day’s been good, actually, Mom. Though I’ve only been up for about three hours,” I said with a grin. “And it’s only getting better. What about you? Why are you home so early?”

Mom laughed. “Honestly? I faked a fever to get out of work early. Your father will probably be home on time tonight, and I was hoping to squeeze in a little fun with my darling son before then.” She gave my thigh a teasing squeeze. “What can I say? I’m kind of into you.”

“Wow, Mom, you’re kind of bad,” I said with a low laugh. “But I was thinking the same thing. I cancelled a date with my girlfriend tonight... figured you and I might pick up where we left off last night.”

“Tyler Michaels!” she gasped, giving me that mock-scolding look she used when pretending to be outraged. “You never told me you had a girlfriend.”

“Oh... yeah, I do. We’ve been seeing each other for a few months now. I never mentioned her?” I asked, genuinely surprised we’d never talked about it.

“No, you absolutely have not, young man,” she said, narrowing her eyes at me in her stern motherly fashion. “What’s her name?”

"Lauren. She’s pretty cool, you’d probably like her..." I trailed off, suddenly unsure if that was the right thing to say, considering what had happened between us. The words hung awkwardly in the air as I glanced at Mom, trying to gauge her reaction.

Mom slipped back into her usual, unreadable calm, studying me with that familiar gaze that always seemed to see more than I actually said.

"Tyler," she said gently, "I don’t want what’s going on between us to mess with your life outside this house. You still need to find a girl you can fall in love with. If you don’t, I’ll just have to end whatever this is between us—because that’s all it is, sweetheart. A little naughty fun on the side. You understand that, right?”

The look in her eyes was one of genuine concern, a mother's worry etched deeply, and it made me love her even more.

"I get it, Mom. Thanks," I said quietly. "Honestly, I’m just glad I didn’t have to choose between the two of you."

She smiled, playful and unbothered. "Oh, but you will have to choose, sweetheart. You'll have to choose how to best fuck your mother without your little girlfriend ever finding out.”

I grinned at her, grateful not just for how good a mother she was, but for the undeniable allure she exuded while embodying that role. “Who knows, if I play my cards right, maybe I can find a way to fuck you both at the same time.”

She let out a sharp laugh and swatted my shoulder. “Yeah? I bet you'd love that, wouldn’t you, you filthy little perv?” Her voice dipped, teasing. “Still... you have to admit, it’d be deliciously naughty.”

“Very naughty,” I said, sliding my hand onto her thigh. “And we’ve already agreed naughty is kind of our thing.”

“Oh, we definitely like our naughty fun, don’t we, son?” Steph purred, leaning in and pressing me back against the sofa before her mouth found mine again. As we kissed, I slid my hand up her waist and cupped her breast through the thin fabric of her blouse, giving it a firm squeeze while our tongues tangled hungrily.

“And what makes you think you’ve earned the right to play with my boobs, young man?” she teased, pulling back from our kiss and glancing down at her chest.

I smirked. “Well I have been a good boy today. Cleaned the yard and everything.”

“Did you mow the lawn?” she asked, catching my wrist and gently pulling my hand from her chest.

“Of course I did,” I said, leaning in, my hand drifting back toward her perfect tits.

“With the catcher?” she said, blocking me a second time, this time with a smirk.

“Yes, Mom, with the bloody catcher,” I sighed dramatically, dropping my hand into my lap.

“Good boy,” she said with a wicked smile. “Sounds like someone’s earned a naughty little treat. My bed or yours?”

“Yours, no question,” I said quickly as we stood. She slipped off her heels, took my hand, and led me upstairs to the bedroom she shared with my father. Every few steps, she glanced back with that sultry, knowing smile that promised exactly the kind of trouble I was hoping for.

The air practically crackled with tension as we stepped into her bedroom. She wasn’t just about to fuck her own son—she was about to cheat on her beloved husband, right there in the bed they shared. It was the kind of moral line most people would hesitate to cross, but Mom didn’t seem the least bit conflicted.

“So... shall we?” my mother purred, climbing onto the bed and crawling slowly toward the headboard. Her hips swayed with seductive allure, the tight skirt hugging every curve of her perfectly round ass. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. I followed without hesitation, grabbed her hips, and stopped her in place. She looked back over her shoulder, surprised, but clearly intrigued.

“I need a piece of this ass, Mom,” I said, running my hands over the soft curves of her hips and thighs. I squeezed and caressed her through the coarse fabric of her skirt, tracing every contour of her full, perfect behind.

“Mmm, help yourself, baby,” Mom groaned, lifting her ass higher as she pressed her chest into the mattress.

I leaned in and gave her left cheek a playful bite through her skirt, making her yelp and glance back with a startled grin. Smirking, I ran my hands slowly over her ample curves, spreading them across her ass before gliding up the line of her back. Then I leaned in again, pressing my face between her full cheeks, inhaling the warm scent of her body through the fabric.

I’d kept it together until now, but the musky scent of her arousal pushed my restraint to its limit, and I couldn’t wait any longer. I needed to sink my teeth into Mom's naked flesh. I reached for the zipper at the top of her skirt and tugged it down, the fabric loosening just enough for me to ease it over her wide hips. Her black cotton panties came into view, plain, full, and somehow all the sexier because of it. I dragged the skirt down her thighs as far as it would go with her on all fours, then took a long, hungry look at the curve of her tasty ass. She gave her hips a playful wiggle, teasing me, and I leaned in again, breathing in her intoxicating, feminine desire.

Bending lower, I pressed my lips firmly over my mother's cotton-clad pussy, reveling in the soft fullness of her mound as she released a deep, satisfied sigh. Eagerly, I devoured her plump pussy, biting, sucking, and lapping fervently through her rapidly dampening cotton underwear. I craved to taste her bare, dripping cunt, but instead, I basked in the anticipation a while longer, knowing the unique thrill of my own mother’s arousal on my tongue was a once-in-a-lifetime taboo worth savoring.

I continued to drench her underwear with my saliva, my mouth hungrily sucking at her womanhood. Yet, I sensed her growing impatience, and sure enough, her hand soon reached behind, fingers hooking the waistband of her panties as she slowly pulled the fabric down her rounded cheeks. My heart raced as her full, round ass came into view, perfectly framing her glistening pussy, and accentuated by a patch of groomed, dark pubic hair that thinned as it ascended to her asshole. Her cunt glistened with her excitement, the plump, swollen lips invitingly parted, and beckoning me to explore her body.

"Baby, please, don't tease... ahh..." she moaned, her words cut short as I buried my face between her ass cheeks, my tongue eagerly probing her dripping pussy, seeking the sweet, forbidden nectar of her desire.

As she arched her ass higher, I reached up, parting her pussy lips with both hands, revealing her engorged clit, larger and more inviting than any I'd ever seen before. I swiftly flicked my tongue across her clit, eliciting a loud moan from her, before tracing my tongue up her slit and diving back into her soaked cunt.

The heady taste of her arousal was intoxicating, and I already knew I would crave and worship the essence of my mother's womanhood for the rest of my life.

My mind fogged over, and I lost all control, eagerly lavishing her entire mound with my tongue and lips, leaving no part of her pussy untouched. She writhed with wild abandon as I introduced my teeth, nibbling her plump lips and occasionally her clit as I sucked it into my mouth with fervor.

"Oh baby, that feels incredible. I love you licking my pussy... mmm, keep licking Mommy's wet pussy..." Mom purred as I continued enthusiastically lapping at her sex.

Her syrupy love juices dripped down my chin as I eased back, my hands gripping her round ass cheeks, pulling them apart to reveal more of her warm, glistening flesh. Her asshole beckoned, daring me to explore every inch of her untapped desires. I clamped my lips firmly over her clit, pulling the sensitive nub into my mouth, as she squealed with delight, wriggling her ass against my face.

I released her clit and gave it a few swift flicks before slowly licking up her pussy, my tongue plunging deep and spreading her lips apart. She gasped, her voice muffled by the pillow she clutched as I explored the folds of her innermost depths. Finally, I ran my tongue up and over her asshole, eliciting more squeals from her, to my delight, as I continued to flick my tongue over her sensitive rosebud.

She carefully slid her skirt and underwear off, not breaking my rhythm on her ass, and spread her legs wider, granting me deeper access to her mature body. She surprised me further when she slid a hand between her legs, rubbing her clit as I tongued her asshole. Occasionally, she pushed a finger deep inside herself, compelling me to just sit back and watch her with wonder.

Seeing a woman pleasure herself was incredibly erotic, but witnessing it with my own mother made it even more electrifying. I leaned back down, my tongue joining her finger, both of us eager to give her the satisfaction she craved. She moaned loudly as I pushed her finger aside with my tongue, focusing on her clit with furious swipes.

"That's it, honey," she gasped, "Lick Mommy's clit. You're making me feel so fucking good.”

Her hand, which had been between her legs, reached back to grip her left ass cheek, pulling it open and exposing herself more fully to me. My tongue traced a path from her clit up to her asshole and back again, before plunging deep into the depths of her juicy pussy.

I was driven by a wicked desire to discover the depths of my mother's kinkiness, and as I licked her clit, I gently guided her hand, positioning her middle finger teasingly on her asshole.

"You're so naughty, baby," she purred, and I watched, mesmerized, as my mother slowly pushed her finger into her saliva-soaked asshole. She groaned loudly, pulling her finger out teasingly before thrusting it back in, deeper and more forcefully than before.

"That's so hot, Mom," I said, leaning back to watch her, my devious excitement building to incredible new heights. "I could watch you play with yourself all day.”

"Well, I love touching myself for you, baby," she purred. "Anytime you wanna watch me finger myself, just ask." Her other hand crept between her legs, rubbing her clit as she fingered her ass, a sexy moan escaping her lips with each lustful movement.

I eagerly undid my jeans and kicked them off, along with my boxers, sending them flying across the room. Wrapping my hand around my cock, I stroked it slowly, consumed by my mother's display of wanton lust.

I crawled up behind her, positioning my cock at my mother's pussy, but as the head gently nudged against her dripping entrance, she pulled away slightly.

"Uh-uh, son. In Dad's bedside cabinet, there's a box of condoms. Put one on," she instructed firmly.

"But Mom..." I protested, but fell silent as she pushed herself up and turned to face me. Her expression was classic 'mom,' and I knew I was in for it.

"Listen here, young man," Mom said sternly. "You can use my body however you like, but I won't risk you getting me pregnant. Do you have any idea what that would mean?”

"But we didn't use one last night," I countered, though deep down, I knew Mom was drawing a line, thinking more rationally about the consequences of our actions.

“Oh, honey. Don't you want to fuck me again?” Mom purred, her eyes sparkling with mischief. We knelt on the bed, facing each other, as she slowly undid the buttons on her blouse, gazing at me with an innocent yet provocative look.

"I'll let you do anything you want," she continued, slowly pulling her blouse off and tossing it aside, revealing more of her body, just as utterly delicious as I remembered from last night. "All you need to do is put a condom on.”

She glided her hands up her sides, cupping her luscious breasts, accentuated by a simple black bra. She pushed them together, smiling at me with twinkling eyes, then, while her left hand squeezed her breast, she trailed her right hand down her bare stomach and between her legs, sinking two fingers deep inside herself.

"...mmm, we could even have a naughty threesome with your hot, young girlfriend. You can fuck me in the ass from behind while I eat her tight, little pussy." she breathed, withdrawing her fingers from her cunt and sucked them into her mouth.

I was speechless, my cock throbbing with anticipation as I leaped off the bed and rushed to the drawer. I frantically shuffled through the clutter until I found the box of condoms, and impatiently tore open a packet.

Mom watched me intently, a smile playing on her sexy lips, as I rolled the condom down my length. I tugged my shirt over my head and jumped back onto the bed, ready to join her. We embraced fiercely, our lips meeting in a passionate kiss that left us both moaning into each other's mouths. I reached behind her, swiftly unclasping her bra, and we parted just enough to slide it off, her ample breasts falling enticingly onto her chest. We embraced again, our tongues dancing, and our naked bodies pressed tightly together.

"Fuck me, baby," Mom panted into my mouth, pulling me down until she lay on her back, my body between her legs. Our lips never parted as we pressed against each other. She spread her legs wide, and reaching between us, she gripped my cock, sliding it towards her slick, waiting entrance. Then, wrapping her arms and legs tightly around me, she braced herself, eager for me to plunge deep inside her.

I pushed forward slowly, our moans filling the air as my cock slipped into her soft, wet pussy, inching deeper until I was fully sheathed inside her. We stayed like that for a moment, our lips locked, as I trailed my right hand up and down her side, occasionally gripping her flesh possessively and trying to push even deeper inside her.

She pulled away, her eyes sparkling with taboo excitement, a crooked smile playing on her lips. "Fuck me hard, son. Fuck me like a slut.”

"Like a slut, Mom?" I grinned, my cock throbbing at the thought. "But how can I respect you as my mother when I'm fucking you like a slut?”

"Oh, but I am a slut, baby," she purred, her voice dripping with lust. "I'm your filthy little slut, here to be used and abused however you want. Now, fuck your slut mother hard and fast.”

I didn't need to say anything, instead I crashed my lips against hers as I began to pound my cock into her, each thrust deep and relentless. She moaned into my mouth, our tongues tangled, as she pulled me tighter, grinding her body against mine. I quickened my pace, our bodies slick with sweat, sliding smoothly against one another, the sensation intensifying our pleasure. We were soon panting together as I drove my cock deep into my mother's wet pussy, her legs locked behind my ass, urging me deeper with each thrust.

"That's it, baby," Mom groaned, throwing her head back, eyes closed. "Ahh... I love how you fuck me... ahh... so fucking good!”

I drove deeper with each thrust, eliciting moans from my mother as her pussy gripped me tightly, sucking me back in with each withdrawal. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoed through the room, mingling with our moans and ragged breaths.

"Fuck, Mom," I moaned, thrusting deep, hard, and fast. "I'm not gonna last much longer. Your tight pussy is so fucking hot." I clenched my jaw, struggling to hold back, despite the intense pleasure of being inside my own mother, my very birthplace.

"Yes, baby," Mom replied, pushing back against me, her ass rising to meet each thrust. "I want you to come. Fuck me hard and come inside me.”

We used each other's bodies wantonly, chasing the taboo satisfaction we both craved, and I was quickly approaching my threshold.

I kept pounding my cock into her, her slick cunt gripping me tightly, trying to keep me deep within her with each withdrawal. The latex barrier wasn't enough to mute the exquisite sensations of our forbidden union, and I could still feel every wet fold of my mother's tight, wet pussy, squeezing and milking me. I drove into her one last time, a loud cry of unabashed ecstasy escaping my lips as my cock unleashed a torrent of cum inside my mother, only to be trapped by the latex condom protecting her womb from my sinful seed.

"Yes, oh fucking yes," Mom cried out, pulling me deeper, grinding her pussy against mine, her clit rubbing against my pelvis. "Come in me, baby... come inside Mommy's pussy. Oh fuck, harder! I'm coming too... we're coming together... oh fuck yes!”

We thrashed wildly against each other, riding our orgasms together, our bodies fused as one. I felt her pussy spasming around my throbbing cock, milking the last of my come as her orgasm shook through her body, saturating our joined bodies and dripping down her ass crack onto my parents' duvet. Mom didn't relent for a second, crying out loudly as she bucked against me, pushing her orgasm to new consuming heights. We writhed together in utter taboo bliss for another minute before she finally relaxed her grip around me.

We lay shamelessly entwined, our bodies slick with sweat, catching our breath as our hearts pounded in sync. Finally, I pushed myself up and looked down at my mother's pretty face, her smile beaming up at me, her eyes reflecting pure, unadulterated satisfaction.

"That was fantastic, Tyler. You fuck me so good," she exhaled breathlessly, her hands roaming my sweat-slick back, her legs finally relaxing and falling contentedly to the mattress.

"Well, I do try my best, Mom," I smirked, rolling off her and lazily draping my arm across her voluptuous body as I nuzzled into her side. "Wanna go again?”

She let out a dreamy chuckle. "Oh boy, I'm not used to this. If we had the time, darling, I'd love you to fuck me again, but we don't, and I need a shower before your father gets home.”

"Mmm, I love your smell after sex," I told my mother, inhaling her faint, perfumed musk laced with sweat and sex.

She playfully slapped my shoulder. "Ugh, gross. That's no way to talk to your mother.”

We both laughed as she threw my arm off, "Come on, get out of my room.”

Mom rose, her naked body glistening with sweat in the sunlight streaming through the window. I took in every inch of her thick, curvy figure. She wasn’t some stick-thin fantasy model, but the kind of woman whose body you felt deep down in your gut—blatantly, undeniably sexy as hell. And she fucking knew it.

"I could just eat you up," I said, drinking in her mature nakedness.

"You're a real charmer, honey," she smiled, slipping a thin robe over her shoulders, the cotton stealing her body from my gaze as she tied it closed. "Now, go on, get," she said, playfully slapping my bare ass and shooing me out of the room.

––––––––
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“I thought you were sick,” Lauren said, her voice sharp as she answered the phone.

“Well, hello to you too,” I said, smirking. It wasn’t unusual for my girlfriend to give me shit—especially since I’d blown her off earlier. “You doing anything tonight?”

“Still haven’t made any plans.”

“My mom wants to meet you.”

“Whoa, your mother?” Lauren laughed. “Is this starting to turn into a real relationship, Tye?”

“Yeah, well... she’s a handful, if you’re up for it. But you might want to bring something to take the edge off.”

“Oh, don’t worry. I’ve got just the thing.”
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