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Chapter 1











P
 ulling into the driveway after work, I was exhausted and couldn’t wait to take a hot bath. Opening the mailbox, I saw a red edged envelope and frowned. Plucking it free, I read the address and swore when I saw my stepson’s college advisor. Ripping open the letter, I scanned it quickly and my heart sank.

I knew Bryce had been struggling in his first year, but I had no idea he was about to lose his scholarship. The advisor noted he had missed none of his classes, but his test scores and papers had been subpar. In the competitive ivy league environment, he wouldn’t make it the rest of the year on his current trajectory.

She advised to take dramatic action, or perhaps an easier school would be a good idea. She didn’t come right out and say it, but the woman hinted Bryce might not be capable of performing at the level their school required.

The door slammed against the wall when I opened it, my anger bleeding through, and I drew in a deep breath to calm myself. Laying the letter on the counter, I dropped my bag and called up the stairs.

“Bryce! Come down here!”

His door opened, and I heard him hurry down the stairs and a moment later he pushed into the kitchen with a look of concern on his handsome features.

“What is it, mom?” His eyes fell on the letter and he grimaced.

“I think you know what this is about, right?”

“My grades,” he sighed.

“What’s going on? I thought everything was good at school. Do you need a tutor, or are you playing too many video games?”

His expression soured, and he turned, opening the fridge, and pulling out a packet of string cheese. I waited patiently as he peeled the wrapper off, then a strip of cheese, and stuffed it in his mouth.

“Bryce,” I warned, knowing he was stalling.

“I don’t know what the problem is,” he sighed. “I just can’t seem to focus… Maybe I need Adderall or a study aid.”

“Drugs aren’t the solution,” I said. Frowning, I stepped closer and rested a hand on his arm. “You were one of the top students in your high school. What’s going on?”

“Uhh nothing.” he stiffened beneath my touch and his eyes shifted to the side, unable to meet mine.

“Talk to me Bryce. I know it’s been years, but we used to be so close.”

“I’ll do better,” he said, and I caught his eyes glance down the neckline of my blouse before he turned and fled up the stairs, his feet pounding on it in his haste to flee me. “I promise!”

“Careful on the stairs!” I shouted after him, shaking my head. “I swear that boy will never grow up.”

I’d come into Bryce’s life when he was twelve and I started dating his father. After a whirlwind romance, we married in a small ceremony. Bryce’s dad was older and well established. Able to provide me with a lifestyle I came to love, but he wasn’t a kind man and his bellicose nature led to heart disease and, tragically, an early death.

Losing his father right before senior year in high school must have been difficult, but Bryce never let on. He was there for me during those trying months, always willing to listen or help out around the house, when I could barely drag myself out of bed.

It was a miracle when he’d gotten into Dartmouth, a short drive away, and could live at home. With his inheritance tied up in stocks and me unable to afford the tuition on my salary, it made sense to apply for financial aid. The benchmarks he had to hit in order to keep the aid seemed easy, or so I thought.

I made plans with Melissa, my best friend, to meet for drinks so I could vent, then went upstairs to shower off. Passing Bryce’s room, I paused outside and listened in. I didn’t hear the click-clack of a keyboard or joysticks and knew he wasn’t playing video games. Wondering what he could be up to in there, I climbed in the shower and rinsed the workday off.

Event planning isn’t a complicated business, but you sure can work up a sweat hauling chairs in and out of a box truck. I started the business a few years ago and have been surprised at how well it’s grown and how much I love it.

Melissa was one of my first clients.

I met her at the nail salon one afternoon, and she told me about the event she was throwing and the hippy lady who was helping with it. I offered to help and ended up doing most of the work, as the woman she hired took the opportunity to relax. After that I was Melissa’s go-to person for events and with the number of charities she worked with, I was kept busy most of the year.












Chapter 2











I
 arrived at the restaurant a few minutes early and went to the bar to grab a drink. I found Melissa waiting there. She was trying to ignore an older man beside her, who was attempting to catch her interest. When she spotted me, she waved me over and ordered another martini.

“What’s the problem with Bryce?” She asked when I took a seat, “I thought everything was great at home.”

“They’re fine,” I sighed, nodding in appreciation as the bartended dropped off the vodka martini and popped an olive into my mouth. “It’s school. I got a letter today from his councilor, saying he’s about to fail out.”

“I thought he was a great student?”

“So did I,” I said, and set the drink down after a large sip.

“Is it drugs? Or maybe girls?”

“Ha! I wish it was something like that. Then I might be able to help.” Shaking my head, I frowned. “He sits in his room all day and never goes out. Most of his friends moved away, and I don’t think he’s made any new ones at school. He never goes to parties or anything.”

“Hmm, maybe it’s the opposite problem. Sounds like he needs to get laid.”

“Melissa!” I said in shock, turning to find her grinning.

“What? Don’t tell me you’ve never thought about it.” Melissa’s green eyes danced with some suppressed emotion, and I couldn’t tell if she was teasing me or not.

“I have not,” I said.

“I have,” she grinned when I shot her a shocked look. “Don’t look at me like that. You know I like them young, and Bryce is gorgeous. That black hair and those eyes… mhmm.”

“Stop it,” I said, but felt my cheeks heating as she went on and was forced to take a big sip from my martini only to find it empty.

“He looks more and more like his dad every day, but without the perpetual frown. What I wouldn’t give to hook my legs around his slender thighs-.”

“Melissa, stop it!”

“Looks like you ladies are having a good time,” interrupted the older gentleman sitting on Melissa’s opposite side as he leaned forward over his round gut. “Let me refill those glasses for you.”

But Melissa shook her head and signaled the bartender, “Keep your money. We don’t need the charity.”

“No charity,” the man said with a strained smile. “I just wanted to put a smile on two pretty ladies faces.”

“How old is your son?” Melissa’s question took the man aback, and he blinked, mouth gawping open. “Because if he’s legal I’ll let him put a smile on my face, but you can keep your old wrinkly balls and gold card to yourself, thanks. We’re just fine.”

Melissa turned her back on the man with a wink. His face was red but thankfully he didn’t persist and left the bar a minute later, grumbling about ‘cougars’ and a lack of respect. Melissa and I guffawed when we heard him and laughed even louder when his back went stiff as a board and he stalked off.

“They never learn,” Melissa said.

“You should have taken him up on the drink,” I said with amusement. “How long has it been since you were on a date?”

“Too long,” she said, finishing her martini. “Let’s get a table. I need some food in me.”

We flagged down a server and were taken to a table on the patio. The alcohol had gone to my head, and the world sparkled merrily as I flipped open the menu.

“Speaking of dating, when was the last time you were out on a date?”

“You know I haven’t since your father passed.” I said, “I’m not sure I’m ready yet. Maybe next year.”

“Did you give any thought to that service I recommended?” Melissa asked with a raised eyebrow, and I felt my face heat with embarrassment.

“I couldn’t do something like that. Have you used it?”

“No,” Melissa said with a frown, “The thought of paying for sex makes me all squeamish inside. I don’t know how men do it.”

“I did look at the website,” I said, shocked I’d admitted it and feeling my face heat anew with shame.

“Ha! I go there every week and dream,” Melissa said. “I go and stare at that stud, Malcom… He’s ravishing.”

“Which one is that?” I asked, but I knew who she meant. The tall young man with the dark hair, striated muscles and big hands had been central too many of my own fantasies.

“You know the one I mean,” Melissa said with a knowing smile and a wave of thanks to the server who dropped off her wine. “The one who looks just like Bryce.”

“Oh… right.” I said and accepted my own glass and downed half of it in a single sip.

“I’ve been thinking about your little problem,” Melissa said, and that sparkle was back in her eyes as she leaned forward and rested her elbows on the table. “And I don’t think we know enough yet.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, Bryce could have a girlfriend you don’t know about. One he’s having troubles with.”

“Have you seen him try talking to girls?” I snorted as I laughed.

“He does get a little tongue tied when I’m around,” Melissa said with a waggle of her eyebrows.

“Only because you wear the most low-cut tops, you can find.” I nodded significantly at a man who was busy ogling Melissa’s incredible bosom instead of listening to his wife talk. The woman frowned at her husband, then frowned even harder when she saw where he was looking.

“They cost enough,” Melissa said with a wink. “I like it when they’re appreciated.”

“You’re impossible,” I laughed. “And outrageous.”

“This is what you do,” Melissa said, glancing side to side conspiratorially. “Breaking into his phone would be too wrong. But as his mom, you should be checking his room. You know for dishes and cups… whatever.”

“I’ve never done that,” I said with a frown. “Why would… hic
 … I-.”

“To snoop around, of course!” Melissa said. “You need to know what’s going on with him, right?”

“Yea,” I said, her logic appearing flawless to me as I sipped down the rest of my wine.

“And you want to make sure he keeps his scholarship, right?” I nodded, my head continuing to nod for a few seconds before I was able to stop it. “Then you’re going to have to do whatever it takes.”

“You’re right.” I said, nodding firmly.

“Even relieve his urges so he can focus on his studies and not be distracted by girls and sex.”

“Sure,” I said, then her words registered, and I blinked away the haze of drunkenness. “What are you saying?”

“Nothing,” Melissa grinned. “Just making sure you’re paying attention. I think you’ve had enough wine for the night lady.”

“Hey!” I said, snatching back my glass before she could take it. “I’m finishing this.”

My tongue didn’t seem to want to work properly, but I ignored it as I finished off the dregs and set the glass down.

“Let’s get some bread for the table,” Melissa said to a passing server. Then she leaned forward. “Now tell me all about the Gala you’re throwing for Glynis Eslington. That bitch is saying you’re having ice sculptures flow in?”

“From Bulgaria,” I said, tearing off the bread and taking a bite.

I described the Gala as it was currently designed. Glynis was notorious for changing things last minute, and they could change any day. Melissa knew some of my vendors but not my latest additions and we spent the rest of the dinner scrolling through pictures and showing each other what we liked.

I was still drunk when dinner ended and ordered a car to pick me up. Melissa waited outside for me, smoking from her vape and looking ridiculous in her skin tight white dress and six inch heels. I love the woman more than life itself, but she’s a character.

Melissa stands just under six feet tall and knows how to use every inch god gave her. She’s all legs, and slender arms, with a willowy body that would be called thin, if not for the large breasts she got after her second divorce.

The car pulled to a stop, and Melissa pulled me into a hug before leaving.

“Search his computer too when you’re in there!”

She hissed the words in my mouth, and it took me a second to place them. By the time I did, she was hurrying to her car and waving back at me. My driver stared after my heavy breasted friend with wide eyes. The poor man blinked rapidly before finally glancing into the rearview mirror.

“On our way, miss!”












Chapter 3











S
 omething came over me as we drove out of the restaurant’s parking lot. Whether it was the drink, or perhaps a touch of jealousy at seeing my friend attracting so much attention, or perhaps a mix of the two. Whatever the reason, I found myself plucking free the buttons of my loose sweater until the deep shadow between my breast appeared.

Fanning the garment, the driver happened to glance in the rear view mirror. I was looking out the passenger window, but all know that women have better peripheral vision than men, and I noticed his eyes bulge. Then the car swerved right and left for a quick second before he got us back between the lanes.

“Sorry, ma’am!” He said, raising a hand in apology and grinning back at me through his reflection.

“Eyes on the road,” I said, my voice a touch sterner than I’d meant it to be.

He wasn’t a handsome man, and there was no chance I’d ever invite him in. That would be far too unsafe and gross besides. But a large part of my hungered for the flirtation, and I wanted to be wanted.

The silent electric car pulled to a stop outside my house, and I stumbled out. The man mumbled something, but I ignored him as I dug out my keys and wove my way to the door. I felt a touch of alarm when he hesitated, but then the car drove off and I stepped into the porch light.

It took a moment to open the door, but then I stumbled in and nearly spilled my purse across the foyer. Giggling I ditched the purse in the hallway, along with my heels and made my way upstairs.

I was thinking of taking a long bath when I noticed Bryce’s door slightly ajar. The walls flickered with colorful lights, and I couldn’t hear anything. Curious, I pushed the door inwards and peeked in, my hand seizing in my sweatshirt when I saw what my stepson was doing.

He lay reclined in his heavy computer chair with a pair of VR goggles on and some contraption in his hand. The wet, sucking sounds it made were unmistakable as he pulled it up off his crotch with an agonizingly slow stroke.

My breath hissed in and I closed my mouth with a snap, but my fears of being overheard were unfounded. Bryce had a pair of headphones on, masking any sounds I might make.

It wasn’t at his headphones, of even the firm abs, but his long and thick cock, rising from his crotch. Every delicious inch that was revealed, as he pulled his toy up, awoke illicit desires within myself, that I never knew existed.

The zipper of my jeans fell down and my fingers pushed in, the other hand gripping the door jamb, and a whimper escaped my throat, trapped behind my lips when the bloated head came into view. Then the glorious cock disappeared from sight as he plunged the fake pussy down again, twisting it and pulling back up.

My feet carried me forward of their own will, and I found my hand leaving the doorframe reluctantly. But the other never stopped its work and Bryce’s husking breath as his orgasm drew near keyed up my own.

Suddenly his slender body shook, and I watched thick white liquid pool into the cap at the end of his toy. The scent hit me full on, and I nearly collapsed as my orgasm rushed through me.

There wasn’t time to savor the sweet sensations, because Bryce started sitting up, pulling the headset off. Turning, I fled from his room on silent feet and slipped into my room. Closing the door behind me, I sank to the ground, my eyes closed tight, and a frozen image stitched to the back of my eyelids.

Bryce’s long, thick cock jutting out from him, and his body tight and shivering, like a plucked cord as the orgasm rushed through him.

I sat there hating myself for what I’d done and blaming it on the alcohol and Melissa. All the while that image played out before my eyes and my thighs pressed together. I ached inside to feel another orgasm, but even more because I wasn’t a part of that sweet boy’s release.

The shocking realization took my breath away, and I climbed up and went into the shower. Feeling terrible, I rinsed off under cold water and crawled into bed. But no matter how much I flogged myself mentally for thinking such things, the awareness never left me. The knowledge that I could be of use again in that way, that a man might desire me and I could assuage the desires that plagued him… and he my own.

How could you think such things! I thought to myself, but my hands still wandered my body as the images flashed through my head.

Shy and considerate, I imagined what kind of lover my son might be, and the first shivers passed through me. I pulled on one nipple, then the other, twisting them in the almost painful way that send shivered to the core of me, and imagined just a touch of his father’s commanding presence, and an ounce of his desire to take charge when necessary…

Sweet relief swept through me.

In the wake of such an oddly powerful orgasm, I waited for the shame, but it never came. Wondering if there was something wrong with me, I fell asleep and resolved to speak with Melissa first thing.

The morning dawned gray and grim, reflecting how I felt inside. I climbed out of bed and found my phone buried in my sweater and jeans from the night before. Rubbing my bleary eyes clear, I read the text message waiting for me.

Melissa: I’m so sorry if I said too much last night, I didn’t eat lunch. Love ya!

I typed out a quick message, my finger hovering over the send button as I reread it.

Me: You got in my head so much I happened to walk in on @!@! You know what…

I started to delete it, then hit send before I could and put the phone down. Pulling on my workout clothes, I grabbed a bottle of water and hit the gym. Thirty minutes into my workout, I was trying to ignore a man who kept giving me eyes when my phone rang. Answering, I slipped outside, eager to escape the horny old man.

“You saw him jerking it?!” Melissa asked, her voice so loud I quickly hit the volume down button on my phone and looked around to see who’d overheard. Thankfully, I was alone, but I still hissed into the phone.

“You don’t have to yell! And yes, I… saw it last night.”

I wasn’t sure how much to admit, but Melissa finagled it out of me in moments and I found myself describing the entire scene. My narration veered away from the size and beauty of his cock. I wasn’t sure I could talk about that with the woman, but she pressed me for as many details as I would offer.

“What was he watching? What was the toy?! I had no idea men used them… Do you think he’s addicted to porn?”

I hadn’t considered that before, and the question gave me pause. Melissa pounced on it and honed it.

“That’s it isn’t it! That’s why he’s been getting such bad grades and not going out and partying, meeting girls.”

“It could be,” I said, my stomach sinking as the facts lined up with her theory. “It could be something else, still. We shouldn’t jump to conclusions.”

“You still need to get in there. Now more than ever. And see what’s in his search history. That will tell you if its video games, porn or something else.”

“Yea, maybe you 're right.” I couldn’t believe I was considering breaking Bryce’s trust, but my worries were large enough that I had to do something. “He has class today from 10 to 2, then he’s off tomorrow. It has to be today.”

“This is like a James Bond film!” I could hear Melissa’s earrings jangling as she danced with excitement. “Oh, let me come, Beverly! I can help in the search, or… as a lookout!”

“Fine,” I sighed. “You’re just going to show up whether I say you can or not.”

“You know me so well,” Melissa laughed. “I’ll see you at 10:30, and I’ll bring coffee. This is going to be so much fun!”

It didn’t sound like fun to me, but I didn’t see another option at this point. I’d tried talking to him a half dozen times over the past couple months, when I first noticed the downward spiral. I hadn’t known the extent of it, but even so, I’d noticed him withdrawing from me. When I tried to get him to open it, he only retreated further, and we hadn’t spoken for days afterwards.












Chapter 4











W
 hen I got home, Bryce was in his shower, getting ready for class. I put on a pot of coffee and started cutting fruit to add to my yogurt, when he came down with his bag over one shoulder.

“Will you be home for dinner?” I asked, the knife nearly chopping off my thumb when I flinched at seeing him.

“Yea,” he said, digging in the cupboard for a snack bar. “But I’m going to the Computer Lab to do some processing. I won’t be home until 5 or 6.”

“You should really eat a full breakfast, Bryce.” I said with a frown as he poured a cup of coffee in a mug and stuffed the snack bar in his pocket for later. Reaching over to the pile of mail on the counter, I picked up the letter from his counselor. “When are we going to talk about this?”

“What’s… Ohh… I didn’t think they’d send anything here.” His expression darkened, and I saw his shoulders hunch as he got defensive. “It doesn’t matter. I’m thinking of dropping out.”

“Dropping out?!” I asked, hearing my voice rise in octaves and hating how angry it sounded. “But this was your dream school… What else would you do?”

“I don’t know,” he said and for one second, I heard the depths of his sadness and then the wall slammed up and he grabbed his bag and stalked for the door. “But don’t worry, I won’t be a burden. There are people I can live with in Ft. Lauderdale, who will give me a job. I’ll be fine.”

“Bryce!”

But the door slammed shut behind him and I collapsed into a chair, crying. I didn’t even care about school at that point. All I could do was mourn the sweet, brilliant boy I’d always known. Even when he went through the worst of his teenage years, he hadn’t been this willfully rude, or dismissive.

Something was wrong.

Resolved, I rose and climbed the stairs to his room. Pausing outside, I drew in a deep breath and got up the courage to reach for the knob. As the door swung inward, the scene from the night before flashed through my mind.

My body became flush as I saw his naked body stretched out and that massive cock jutting out. Then I blinked and the scene shifted to his messy, musky smelling room.

The first thing I did was open the window and let some fresh air in. Then I started picking up discarded wrappers and lunch bags and took the trash downstairs. That’s where Melissa found me, pushing the trash into the dumpster with a sour grimace.

“Is that from his room?” She asked, peeking over the can’s edge and flicking a pile of white tissues. “An energetic young man, isn’t he?”

“Don’t get any ideas, Mel,” I warned, but she just chuckled evilly and pushed into my house.

“You already know that’s not happening.”

“This is about finding out what’s bothering Bryce and helping him,” I said, wishing my tone sounded as firm and certain as I’d meant it to. Melissa turned on the stairs and stopped in place, towering over me.

“Beverley, this isn’t a game to me.” Her tone and eyes were as serious as they ever were, and I knew she was trying to reassure me. “I know how I might seem, but I’ve always cared about Bryce. He’s a good kid and I don’t want to see him screwing up his future like so many do. But if you want me to leave…”

“No, I don’t,” I said with a smile. “I need you here.”

“To do the things you want to, but can’t,” she winked, then turned and climbed the rest of the way.

When we stood in Bryce’s room, Melissa did a slow spin, taking the small space in. There was a twin bed, low and tucked against one wall. Bryce had hung shelves all over the walls above his bed and covered them with games, books, little statues of characters, or sexy girls in skimpy costumes. The other wall had vintage movie posters on it from the 70s, 80s and 90s. His large computer desk and chair dominated the back wall and the two-monitor system was more complicated than anything I wanted to deal with, but Melissa plopped herself down with a grin.

“Password protected,” she laughed. “My first husband used the same, 1-step verification. Stupid.”

She grinned at me, but I shook my head, not knowing what she was talking about and moving over to the bed. Melissa began trying to get into his computer, while I poured over the shelves over his bed, looking for clues.

The first figurine I took down was from one of his Japanese cartoons. The girl wore nothing but a slip of a dress, and her nipples and even the impression of her slit had been sculpted. There were others in similar dress and attire, and I began to see a theme.

Bryce seemed to love the busty, magical girls, regardless of their age. Because I found more than one older, darkhaired warrior covered in leather straps, for armor, and showing more leg than seemed reasonable for someone with a naked sword dangling at their side.

Putting the figurines back, I dug through his books. They were the same fantasy and western stories I’d seen him reading over and over again growing up. Then I noticed three books sitting farther out than the others. Flipping one down, I saw a book tucked back behind the others.

It was oddly sized and out of place with the beautifully painted covers of the other books. This one had the image of a busty woman on the cover and the title read: ‘Mommy’s College Prep’. My heart raced when I scanned the title again, and I flipped it over to read the back flap. The first sentence set my heart hammering, then Melissa’s laugh broke me out of the spell.

“Jackpot,” my friend said, turning in the chair and waving at the two screens.

“How did you get in?”

“I just remembered our bra sizes and though like teenage boy, then it was as simple as typing DDDD, wualah!”

“I don’t know if this is wise,” I said, my nerves jangling, and I glanced out the window but Bryce’s car was still gone.

“Then I’ll lock it back up…”

“No, wait!” I said, slipping in beside her on the chair and hiding my blush.

“I knew you were curious. Now let’s see here,” Melissa clicked around and opened his browser, then the history and I blinked at the endless list of links to videos.

All of them from a porn site. Melissa clicked on one at random and a scene popped up of two blonde kneeling before a young man. The women were in the process of sharing his cock between them, their tongues teasing either side.

Melissa pulled over the headset and her eyes widened when she heard what they women were saying. She turned to me with a expression of shocked excitement and I reached for the headphones but she shook her head and pressed them tighter to her ears.












Chapter 5











I
 had to watch for a long minute as the porn video played on; the women taking turns trying to shove the enormous cock down their throats, saliva drooling obscenely from their lips as they passed him back and forth. The women were older than I’d first assumed. Their incredible plastic surgery, makeup and hairstyles made them look years younger than what I suspected their actual ages to be, and I found myself shifting in the tight seat uncomfortably. Right when I was about to climb free, frustrated by Melissa’s fixed attention, she took off the headphones and passed them to me.

“You have to listen to this,” I couldn’t tell if she was excited or upset and frowned as I pulled on the headset.

At first all I heard was the loud sucking and mindless moans of the performers, then Melissa rewound it to the moment she’d started listening and I heard myself gasp.

“Mommy’s going to make you feel so good, baby.” The bustier blonde said as she ran her tongue up the side of the performer’s dick.

“It this what you’ve always wanted, baby? Your mommy and her friend sucking on your big fat dick? Do you want to coat our faces in your baby batter? Huh?”

“Do it, baby! Coat our pretty faces in your cum!”

The slobbering and gagging sounded even more obnoxious than it looked without sound, and I pulled off the headphones, knowing there would be no more dialogue. My heart raced, and a fluttering nervousness had begun in my breast. Whether it was anxiety or desire, I didn’t know, and wasn’t sure I wanted to.

“It’s all like that,” Melissa breathed, clicking over to the history tab and scrolling through it. Picking another video at random.

This time a brunette appeared, and she was startlingly beautiful. Melissa and I blinked at one another in shock.

“Women who look like this do porn?!”

“I want to hear it,” I said, taking up the headphones, but Melissa clicked something and the sound came out of the speakers so we could both hear.

The woman sat on the edge of a narrow bed, similar to the one in Bryce’s room, I noted.

“You got an ‘A’… Just like you promised… Now I have to keep my promise” the brunette stood and the young man who was just out of perspective reached a hand to stop her.

“You don’t have to… I don’t want to force you.”

“Oh baby,” The woman purred, her eyes alive with warm pleasure as she bent down to kiss the young man long and slow. “I’ve been looking forward to this for a long time… Mommy wants to give you everything.”

Standing, she slipped the belt of her robe free, letting the silky garment swing open.

“But you have to earn all of her… Can you do that, baby? Can you be a good boy for mommy and get straight A’s?”

“Yes, mommy!”

“And what did I say would happen each time you got better grades than before?”

“A reward…” The young man breathed, his hands trembling.

“That’s right… and tonight mommy has a special reward prepared for you,” the brunette licked her lips and slipped onto the narrow bed, her large breasts hanging down in a red bra, that cupped them to perfection.

The video paused, and I stuffed down the frustration that flared at Melissa for stopping it.


Do I want to watch more of that?
 I thought to myself, then shifted uncomfortable as I realized how damp my panties had become.

“You know what we have to do,” Melissa said, a strangely euphoric expression on her face as she turned to me.

“Finish watching the video?” I asked, then bit my tongue because that hadn’t been what I meant to say, and from the way Melissa’s eyes glittered in amusement she knew exactly how powerfully it had affected me.

“No, recreate it.”

She said it with such calm confidence that it took me a second to recognize what she was saying. When I did, I jerked in the chair, nearly tumbling out of it as I turned to face her.

“That’s insane! We can’t… Or at least I can’t…”

“I know, that’s why I’ll be the one to… help him focus.”

“I’m not saying I’d ever allow it,” I said. “But how do you know it would work?”

I should have known she’d have a ready answer for me. Typing in the search bar, she brought up a series of studies done in japan, and other Asian countries. I couldn’t verify the institutions but the testimonials I read, though shocking, painted a clear picture.

Men in japan had shut themselves inside over the past few decades, and in other countries such as Korea, and even China. With the ubiquitousness of online gaming and pornography, they no longer had the desire or ability to function in normal society, let alone attract a girl.

A radical approach began in Japan, mothers hiring sex workers to come entertain their sons. This had limited success, until the mothers stayed in the room during the encounters. Being the boys sole contact with the world, this allowed them to relax and find the joy in human contact and interaction.

For those who were too far gone, it could lead to further regression, but it appeared to be one of the few methods that actually worked. Because of the shocking nature of the research, we couldn’t find any research from western institutions.

“You’re serious about this?” I asked Melissa.

“More than you could possibly know,” my best friend said, her eyes beseeching me until I finally nodded and shrugged.

“If he agrees to it, then I’m willing to see if it helps.”

“Oh thank you, Bev!” She threw her arms around me, and I was suddenly aware of her firm breasts and slender waist in a way I’d never been before.

Perhaps it was the moaning porn sounds in the background as we hugged, or the intimate nature of what we were planning. But I began looking at Melissa in a whole new light. Her beauty I’d always seen, but now I noticed it through the eyes of a teenage boy and laughed.

“What?” Melissa asked, glancing down at her tight shirt, and brushing it with a hand. “Did I spill something?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “I was just thinking; it must be torture for Bryce when you’re around here. Your tits are bigger than hers!”

Laughing, I pointed at the porn star who was trying to shove a dick down her throat.

“They are,” Melissa said with a waggle of her eyebrows. Then she shocked me by reaching out and cupping mine and hefting them in her hands. “But they’re nothing like these… If you think I’ve tortured the boy. What must it have been like seeing these beauties swinging around every day?”

“Stop it!” I laughed and covered my chest with an arm to keep her from rolling my nipples between her fingers anymore. The touch had set a fire within my damp panties that made me uncomfortable, and I rose from the chair and smoothed my shirt down.

“I guess it’s settled then,” I tried to remove the tone of sadness that crept into my voice and sound bright, cheerful, but failed. “You can talk to Bryce and arrange for… whatever.”

“Oh no,” Melissa said, shaking her head. “It has to come from you, and you have to be present for it. All of it.”

“I can’t do that!”

“You can and you will,” Melissa removed all trace we’d been in his computer and closed it down, rising she pushed on her sunglasses. “I’ll be back tonight, text me when a good time is. I need to figure out how to get my stylist to see me on such short notice… Do you think red or black?”

“Maybe we’re rushing into this,” I said, the anxiety a storm inside me. It was all happening so fast I couldn’t think clearly.

“Nonsense,” Melissa said, pulling me out of the room. “What’s the worst that can happen?”

“For you? Nothing. But for me, I could lose the only family I have in this world. I could lose a lot, Mel.”

“I know, Bev,” She said, her fingers lacing into mine. “Maybe I’m rushing this because it’s so exciting, I’m sorry. You’re right… it’s just… you know how I feel about Bryce.”

I knew she’d always cared for the boy, but I hadn’t realized her feelings or desires were this strong.

“Let me speak with him. We’re talking tonight.” I should have left it there, but the image from last night flashed through my head. Not his manhood, nothing so crass. But the image of my sweet boy in such bliss. A part of me that I tried to stuff deep down wanted nothing more than to give him that pleasure. To hold him as it washed through him.

Isn’t it the most sacred duty a mother can perform? I wondered to myself as I led Melissa out of the house. Ensuring her child’s happiness?

“What’s that?” Melissa asked, pointing to the book tucked under my arm.

I’d forgotten it was still there and felt my cheek heat a fiery red when she plucked it out and read the title.

“You found this in there?” Melissa asked with an eager grin, “Are you going to read it?”

“Well…” I hadn’t been planning on it, but when she pushed it into her purse with a wink, my heart sank because I realized that’s exactly what I’d been planning to do, but hadn’t been able to admit it to myself.

“I’ll read it tonight and report back,” she winked. “Need something to ease this itch. Or else it’ll be another cold shower for me.”

“Tell me about it,” I grumbled, then blushed a redder shade when Melissa raised her eyebrow at me. She didn’t press me, which I was grateful for, and left with a promise extracted from me that I’d call her after speaking with Bryce.












Chapter 6











P
 ushing the issue out of my head, I sat down with my schedule and began planning for upcoming events. The work absorbed me and soon I was lost to the world around me as I tracked down vendors and booked things. Watching my expense account diminish as I dropped deposits all over town, was stressing me out so I slipped out back with my secret pack of smokes.

It was a bad habit, picked up during a misspent youth, and I’d managed to kick it several times. The last break had been nearly two years. Then the stress of managing a house and a kid alone got to me and I broke down. I never let myself have more than a pack a month and felt like I was a criminal every time I went to the gas station to buy them.

The squeal of brakes announced Bryce pulling up, and I stubbed out the cigarette, half smoked, and slipped back inside. I was washing my hands in the downstairs bathroom when he passed by in the hall outside, heading to his room.

Seeing him so suddenly, I panicked. My head was suddenly full of cotton, and all the carefully rehearsed lines I’d practice broaching the subject flew out of my head. As he passed by, not meeting my eyes and hurrying, it felt like the last time I might get this chance, and the words rushed out of me.

“Bryce, are you addicted to pornography? Is that why your grades have… fallen…”

My voice trailed off as I listened to the words coming out of my mouth, and Bryce wheeled on me, his face green, then purpling. I saw the shock shift into a shame that melted into anger.

“What did you do? Go through my stuff?! I’m not addicted to porn! You are!”

I tried to keep my face calm, but after the rush of asking, I felt empty and the last thing he said struck me as so funny, I barked a laugh. That was the wrong thing to do.

“My life shitty enough and I come home to deal with this? Just leave me alone! I’m fine!”

Flinching in the face of his scream. I wished there was something I could have said to change the outcome, but I watched him stomp upstairs and let him go. Turning, I pulled out my phone, my guts in turmoil and pulled up Melissa’s contact. My thumb hovered over the dial button, and I desperately wanted her help, but I clicked it off and slipped it back in my pocket.

I felt terrible for the way I’d handled things, but this was my mess to clean up.

Pouring myself a glass of wine, I sat and thought for a few minutes, then climbed the stairs. I knocked lightly on Bryce’s door and heard him mumbled a faint ‘come in’.

He was sitting at his computer, staring at a word document with only a single sentence written. His face, reflected in the monitor, flinched with embarrassment when I stepped in, and he wouldn’t meet my eyes when he swung the chair around.

“I’m sorry I blurted it out like that,” I said, taking a seat on the edge of his bed. “I had an entire plan on how to bring it up, so it wasn’t awkward and…”

I shrugged, and Bryce managed a slight chuckle.

“Can we finish this fast? I have a paper to write.”

“What’s your paper about?”

“It’s for econ,” he said and folded his arms, clearly not in the mood to be forthcoming or prolong this conversation longer than necessary.

“Ok, look… I know things have been strained between us the past few months, but I hope you can talk with me. We used to be so close.”

He looked out the window, unable to even look at me, and I was struck once again by how similar he looked to his father. The same firm jaw and aquiline nose, plus those brilliant green eyes that a woman could drown in.


Get it together, Beverly.
 I berated myself, lacing my fingers together in my lap and squeezing my thighs around them.

“I’ve noticed you spend all of your time in your room and earlier today I cleaned up-.”

“I don’t have any privacy anymore?” Bryce sneered. “You want to track me with my phone, too? Or maybe search it like Don’s parents used to do?”

“I didn’t say that Bryce,” I said, frowning. “And stop trying to change the subject, this is serious.”

“What that I’m addicted to porn? Come on, everyone watches it.”

“I know,” I sighed. “But at the expense of a genuine relationship? You haven’t been going out on dates, and you lock yourself in your room all day… When I cleaned out your trash can-.”

“I like porn. So what?!” he burst out angrily, his face red. “Just because you don’t doesn’t mean I should have to stop.”

“How do you know I don’t like it?” I asked, and that shocked Bryce into silence.

Blinking rapidly, he shifted in his chair, rubbing his hands on his thighs and opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out.

“Cat got your tongue?” I asked with a little laugh. “Is that surprising? Everyone masturbates.”

“Ngh!” Bryce’s face went redder than it had when he was angry and he looked at me finally, staring with wide eyes.

“I think it’s part of a healthy sex life. Watching it with a partner can be very pleasant,” Bryce shifted in his chair, hands moving to cover the lump forming in his shorts. My heart started hammering and my skin prickled as I felt the energy in the room shifting. I went on, hating how breathless my voice now sounded. “But it isn’t something you should do every time you… you know.”

“I don’t have a problem, though.” He was determined to be stubborn about this, but that wasn’t surprising, the boy had always been as stubborn as he was sweet.

“How would you know? Have you ever tried quitting?” His eyebrows shot up in alarm at that, and I saw him preparing a furious retort, but I held my hands up, placating him. “I’m not trying to make you do anything. You’re a grown man. If you want to quit school and move to Florida with your friends and do… God knows what. I can’t stop you. But if you throw this opportunity away… One you worked so hard for… I know you’ll regret it when you’re older. I don’t know many things, but I know regret.”

He sat there in sullen silence, not responding, but his anger was gone and that was a good sign.

“I know this is asking a lot, but I want you to stop using it to… you know. Just for a month, to see if things improve.”

“Ha, that ain’t happening,” he said, folding his arms across his chest.

“I thought you might say that.” I said, shifting my seat and feeling the prickling sensation on my skin increase a thousand-fold as I contemplated what I was about to say next.












Chapter 7











I
 was about to give up, my embarrassment and shame nearly overwhelming, but seeing the hurt in Bryce’s expression resolved me.

“You going to punish me if I do? How would you know? I could watch it on my phone anywhere.”

“No punishment,” I said, my fingers trembling against one another where I held them between my thighs. “And I know how young men are… Without some release you can be in a lot of pain and that would probably distract you even more.”

His eyes narrowed and I saw a dark frown forming as he marshalled his arguments against me. But my next words stole away his arguments and left his staring at me in shock.

“I think a reward, for staying away from it, and also for improving your grades, is the best solution.” I also hoped it would get him past this addiction and remind him of there is more pleasure when you have a partner.

“Like video games?”

“No, Bryce,” I said, and something in the tone of my voice must have clued him in, because he suddenly sat up straight, arms uncrossing and eyes widening in shock. His gazed dropped to my chest, then down again, and I felt my cheeks heat with embarrassment.

“I don’t understand,” he said, and I was pleased to see he was no longer upset.

“If you can stay off it and do better in class, then… Then I’ll make sure you get a reward that offers… relief.”

I dropped my face in my hands, the embarrassment too much. But also, the instant and intense desire that flooded Bryce’s face awoke my own. The handsome boy looked like an eager puppy dog, and that secret, eager, and wicked part of me wanted nothing more than to take him in me and watch that pleasure wash over his face again. Instead of indulging in the taboo desire, I shoved it down deep inside.

“You mean… you’ll have sex with me?”

“What?! No!” The mirroring of my own internal thoughts awoke a panic in me and I waved my hands, laughing and trying to make his suggestion seem ridiculous. “It wouldn’t be incest, but it would still be wrong, right?”

“Ngh,” Bryce grunted, and I couldn’t be sure if he was agreeing with what I said or not and his excitement from a second before, so thrilling to see, had fallen into a resentful frown.

“A friend of mine, actually… She offered to… help, you.”

“Who?” Bryce asked, the sullen expression gone as fast as it had come, replaced with hope but a restrained one.

“Melissa.” His eyes flashed wide, and a euphoric grin flitted across his face, replaced a second later by nervous fear as he withdrew into himself.

“This is crazy. She’s too gorgeous to want to do anything… like you’re suggesting.” Shaking his head, he began turning his chair away from me. “Thanks anyway, but that sounds too insane.”

I stopped him with a hand on his arm or tried to. A shock of electrostatic charge hit me and I pulled back. Both of us looked down at the point of contact. When I looked up, Bryce was staring down at me, his chest rising and falling, and there was a moment of tension between us.

In that moment I wanted him more than any man I’d ever known, and I know he could see it, or at least some of it in my eyes. But instead of reaching out and taking me, he retreated. Physically pushing his chair back from me.

“Melissa suggested it, and I’ll be there to make sure everything is safe.”

“You’ll… be there?”

I don’t know why I said that, so I hurried on, ignoring his question.

“You’ll be on the honor system, but I trust you. But I need to know how hard this is going to be,” Bryce burst out laughing, and I frowned at him.

“That’s what she said,” he laughed, and I grinned, realizing the joke.

“Ha, ha, very funny. This is serious, Bryce. I don’t want you to think of it as a joke.”

“How can I not?” He asked, “I don’t even know what’s going on.”

I had been talking around things, because of my shyness, but also because I didn’t want to sign Melissa up for anything she was uncomfortable with. The woman had been clear about a few things though, so I nodded and unfolded my hands.

“You’re right, I haven’t been clear.” Drawing in a deep breath, I pushed through the shame and laid out my first part of the plan. “You have a paper you 're writing? Due tomorrow?”

Bryce frowned and glanced at the screen, “Yea, I procrastinated, and there wasn’t a good topic, so I got-.”

“It’s ok,” I said, reassuringly. “We can’t worry about the past, but you need to finish it tonight without distractions. If you can get a better grade on it, than you got on your past paper in Econ. Then Melissa will come over tomorrow night and… relieve you.”

The last two words came out in a rush, but I managed to meet his eyes as I said it. Bryce didn’t seem to believe my words, and I watched his lips work as he repeated them silently to himself, brows pinched.

“You mean she’ll…”

“That’s up to her,” I said with a firm shake of my head. The reality of what I was say, and what I was willing to do rushed in and I felt overwhelmed with panic. “Oh god, this is
 insane. I don’t know what I’m doing, I’m so sorry, forget I said anything!”

The reality of what I was proposing hit me and I felt dirty and terrible all the sudden. When I rose to flee, Bryce’s room he grabbed my wrist, stopping me in place. I looked down into his gorgeous green eyes and saw shy hope in them.

“Do I have to… start tonight?” he chewed his bottom lip nervously and glanced at his computer screen. “I want to try… It’s something I’ve thought might be a problem for a while but… I don’t think I can focus on writing if I’m… backed up.”

“I’m sure you can make it one night…” the look of terror in Bryce’s eye was so naked my heart went out to him, and I sank back onto the bed. “Just how many times do you need to… you know… in a night?”

“Jesus, mom!” Bryce said, sinking in his chair and shaking his head. “Do you really want to know?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. Knowing he would hear a lack of motherly warmth in my tone and might recognize the desire thrumming through me. And that would be bad.

“Five or six times… in a night,” he observed my face, but I kept a warm smile on it, though my fingers dug into my thighs as I imagined the scene from the night before playing repeatedly. “But ten to fifteen throughout the day… Jesus maybe I do have a problem.”

“We’ll figure it out together,” I breathed. “As for tonight… I think it would be best if we try without and see how that goes.”

“You mean…” his eyes widened as they traveled down my body, resting on my chest and widening further still. Then I caught his meaning and wrapped my arms over my t-shirt covered breasts and felt my cheeks flush a fiery red.

“I’m sorry,” Bryce said, his face and neck turning as red as mine felt, and he folded even further in on himself, hands twisting in his lap. “It’s not that I want… I just thought because you said… I mean you’re so hot I couldn’t help it… Jesus, I keep rambling and I don’t know what to do-.”

He cut off when I rested a hand on his and flinched away from me, but I kept a grip on his sweaty hand. After a second, he glanced up and met my eyes, blinking when he saw the smile on my lips.

“You think I’m hot?” It wasn’t what I meant to say, but it was all I could think about. My heart fluttered and a warm joy swept through me. Every woman like to know she’s attractive, and hearing it always makes me feel warm and fuzzy inside, but this was something different.

“Are you kidding?” Bryce asked, his expression looking almost angry, he was so intense. “You drove every guy on my tennis team crazy. They called you UberMILF… it was a little embarrassing how much they went on whenever you came to a match, or practice.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, his hand warming in mine as I held it gently, our fingers ever so slightly grazing one another’s. Not quite interlacing, but teasing at it. “That must have been a challenge. It’s flattering to hear, but I’m an old woman now. Teenage boy just like big boobs.”

I laughed and pulled back, glancing down at my breasts. For many years I’d hated them. The looks they attracted, the gross men who would call out to me when I was walking down the street or in a store, and the ache in my shoulders and back. But they were an asset, and I’d grown to appreciate them over time. Now they sagged with their own weight and had lost their unearthly perkiness of my youth.

“We don’t like them,” Bryce chuckled, “we love them.”

“You do, huh?” I asked, another flush sweeping over my skin as I contemplated what I was about to do. The idea shocked me, but it also flooded my pussy, and I found myself shifting in my seat, eager and terrified.

Bryce nodded, his gaze falling to the loose t-shirt that covered my bra-clad breasts. Blinking he glanced right back up and blushed, adorably when he saw he’d been caught. I trapped his gaze with mine and felt something powerful pass between us. My heart was beating, and chest rising with deep breaths, as opened my mouth and spoke the words I’d been dying to.












Chapter 8











“W
 hat if… just this one time… to keep you from relapsing… I offer you a… visual aid?”

I pressed my eyes shut, unable willing to see his expression as he realized what I said and hating myself for how weak it had come out.

“Are you serious?!” Bryce breathed.

Peeking through my shut lids, I saw him shifting in his seat, a small hopeful but nervous smile playing across his lips. Drawing in a deep breath, I nodded and sat straight.

“Just this one time, and no touching… well you’ll need to touch yourself, obviously.” My breath fell away, and I realized my own eyes were locked on the hardness pressed against the leg of his shorts. Its length shocked me, even after I’d seen it the night before, and my fingers itched to run feel it through the thick material. “You look… uncomfortable… would you like to do it now?”

Bryce nodded, mouth gawping, unable to speak as he shifted nervously in his chair and glanced around. I rose and pulled the blinds closed on his window. My fingers trembling as I turned the slender plastic pole. As the afternoon light faded, and gloom clung to the boys’ room, things suddenly felt very real.


What are you doing, Beverley!? Can you go through with this?


As I moved back to the bed, I suddenly grew shy, unsure what it was I should do. Bryce saw my hesitation and instead of retreating back into his shell, he pointed to the bed, where the darkest shadows lay.

“I can lay there, and you’ll just… watch. And you don’t have to see me.”

But that’s the whole point of this, I thought to myself in frustration, then shoved the uncharitable thought aside. That wasn’t what this was about, and I shouldn’t want it to be either.

Resolving to not look, I turned my back when I heard Bryce push down his shorts. The boy hesitated, and trembling. I reached down to gather the bottom of my shirt and pull it up over my head. Cool air caressed my bare skin, causing pebbles to rise on my arms.

Trying to block out the world, but aware of every sigh and sound that escaped Bryce’s mouth. I reached back and unhooked my heavy bra. 7 hooks instead of the normal 2 or 3 hold the strap in place and it’s a pain to remove, even when you’ve done it a thousand times. My fingers twisted in the lace, and I grunted in frustration.

The chair squeaked, and I felt Bryce’s taller presence looming behind me. I froze in place, not knowing what he was going to do. Not knowing what I wanted him to do.

“Do you need help?” he asked.

Hearing the tremble in this large, handsome young man’s voice settled my nerves and I felt more confident, reminded that I was a woman twice his age. I nodded, and dropped my hands, giving him access to the bra.

“Have you done this before?” I asked, my tone light but my insides twisting.

“No,” Bryce laughed, “But I’ve practiced.”

There was a strain on his last words that melted the tightness inside and sent another wave of warmth radiating out from my center.


I thought I was missing a bra… wonder if he’s ever wrapped it around that beautiful cock of his… Stroking it with the same material that touched me!


It was over far too quickly. Clearly, he had practiced, because his fingers danced over the final five hooks, popping them free in a second. The tip of his finger grazed my back before he moved back, leaving a trail of fire that enflamed my already roaring passions.

Then I turned, the cups of my bra held against my massive breasts and looked full into my stepson’s face.

“No touching, you understand?”

Bryce nodded vigorously, his eyes shifting from my face to the heavy sag of my breasts.

“And you can’t tell anyone about this.”

He swallowed and nodded again, slower this time, and my own eyes fell to his shorts, where he was pulling down one half of the fly.

“And nothing else will ever happen,” his eyes flashed up to my face, full of eagerness at the prospect of this not being the end of it. “If you don’t finish that paper and raise your grades… This is for your future and to help you… through a tough time. Ok?”

“I love you, mom,” the first three words melted my heart, but the way he stumbled over ‘mom’ soured it.

“You wanted me to lay on the bed?” I asked, and as I moved over, I let the cups of my bra slip free and the garment fall to the floor.

Bryce gasped, and I saw awed pleasure wash over his face, and pride flooded me. It felt glorious to see that response in a man. But the fact that it was my stepson staring at me in his bedroom added a wickedness that had my skin on fire.

“Wait,” Bryce husked, his fingers fumbling with the shorts and then his boxers, shoving both down.

It was my turn to gasp as his enormous cock sprang into view. Thankfully Bryce seemed oblivious to my awed fascination, as he stared at my hardening nipples and reached for a bottle of lube on his desk.

He nodded quickly, eyes drinking in my nakedness and causing my knees to tremble. Moving slowly, I lay down upon his narrow bed, freezing when I heard it squeak.

My heavy breasts swung beneath me and sent thrills of pleasure down my spine, as my firm nipples dragged across the sheets. Bryce moaned and I glanced over my shoulder at him.

Seeing my son’s hand gliding up and down his glistening erection, I felt so wrong. But the pleasure he felt was my doing, and that filled me with a warmth and love for him stronger than I’d ever known. His eyes met mine, and I saw the shame in him warring with his desire, and I let him see the heat burning in me.

Rolling onto my back, and cupping my breasts in both hands I gathered them up and cupped them together. I’ve always liked my rear better, but men and even women obsess over my boobs.

“You’re the sexiest woman… ever.” Bryce husked, his expression turning pained as he sought better words.

“Thank you, honey… I love your eyes on me… You make me feel beautiful.”

“You are beautiful!” He said, sitting up in the chair, fingers releasing his throbbing cock. “You’re ten times hotter than Melissa, or Eve, or any of the girls at my school.”

“Don’t stop, Bryce,” I purred, my sex quivering as I watched the glistening beast throb. My mouth salivated and I could already feel the ache in my jaw, as I imagine taking it into my mouth. If he didn’t take care of it soon, I was going to lose control.

Jumping as if goosed, he wrapped his fingers around it and stroked. I realized a moment later he’d been trying to hold off on his orgasm. Because not two strokes in, he shivered. Tingles of pleasure ran up and down my naked skin, and my fingers tightened on one nipple hard as I watched the ecstasy wash over my son’s face.

“Oh god, I’m… I’m…!”

Without touching my pussy a small orgasm swept through me, beginning deep in my belly and instead of making me tense with pleasure, it melted my muscles and I sagged onto the bed, panting as I watched thick ropes of young cum shoot out and land on his firm stomach and t-shirt.

Hand still stroking, I watched a thick glob of pearlescent seed roll down the backs of his fingers and my tongue itches to lick it up. I’d always enjoyed the salty tang of cum, and it was always a treat to see a man’s expression when you swallowed him down as if it was the most delicious thing in the world.

I wanted to do that for my son. I burned to give him the greatest joy a young man can know, and to feel him on me, in me, touching me. The taboo thrill, added to this deep love I’d discovered were screaming at me to crawl to him, clean his dick with my mouth and ride him until the sun came up.

At almost the same moment, we both fell back to earth.

The afterglow of my orgasm faded, and the wicked thing I’d just done flashed through my head. Shame and guilt filled me and I grabbed up my shirt and stood right when Bryce did the same. Standing awkwardly and jerking up his pants, I almost walked right into him and had to stop, and we both edged around each other.

“Make sure you finish your paper,” I said, backing out of the room, my shirt and bra clutched against my nakedness with one arm, while the other sought the doorhandle behind me.

“Mhmm.”

Bryce looked a little wild eyed as he glanced from my feet over to the bed where I’d been laying, and quickly did up his pants.

Knowing I couldn’t leave things this awkward, I mustered up the courage at the door and paused, drawing in a deep breath to speak. Bryce flinched, then slowly looked up at me through those long lashes of his, warming my heart and making it easier to push through my embarrassment.

“Remember, if you keep your word, we can…. Do that again. And maybe… other things.” his eyes lit up at that, and the red faded from his cheeks, a tremulous, hopeful smile twitching the corners of his lips. “I love you, Bryce.”

“I love you too, and mom,” I paused in the act of closing his door and peeked in, “That was the best moment of my life.”












Chapter 9











U
 nable to hide my smile, I fled down the hall and closed my door and carefully locked it. Dropping my shirt and bra on the ground, I shed my clothes and jumped into the shower. With the radio blaring, and the massager set to pulse, my mind filled with images of my son's face as he came, and that throbbing cock as it spewed cum all across him.

With thoughts of his young hips driving down into me, I gave myself three of the biggest orgasms of my life. An hour later I lay in bed, lotioned and ready to fall asleep, but plagued by doubts and fears about what I’d done. What if this ruined our relationship? What if it messed Bryce up and he regressed even further?

I fell asleep with these worries plaguing my dreams, filling my head with nightmares. I woke several times in a cold sweat and was groggy and miserable when morning came. Convinced I’d made the worst decision of my life and I was going to hell.

Noises in the kitchen alerted me that Bryce was up early, which wasn’t usual. Terrified that it would be awkward and uncomfortable, I pulled on a thick robe and marshaled my courage. Heading downstairs, I smelled coffee and heard the sizzle of bacon.


Bryce is cooking? Is he dying!?


Hurrying the rest of the way, I peeked into the kitchen to see a shirtless Bryce bent over the stove as he flipped two pieces of bacon.

“Don’t flip them yet,” I said, startling him as I stepped into the kitchen. “Let them crisp a little more. What’s all this?”

“I pulled an all-nighter,” he said, grinning. “Finished the paper! Read it, I think it’s good.”

“I’m sure it is, honey. Oh, thank you,” he poured me a cup of coffee before I could take down a mug and handed it to me, with a plate of already cooked eggs.

“I have to, meeting Chloe and Kristin in the library to study for Anatomy.”

He was rushing around the kitchen, clearly masking his own anxiety with the added energy, but before grabbing his backpack and laptop to leave, he paused by my chair. I glanced up and stiffened when Bryce bent down, then melted as he wrapped his arms around me and hugged me tight.

“Thank you… I can never tell you… Just, thank you.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but he pulled away quickly, and I could see from his expression that speaking more would only make him uncomfortable, so I smile, lips pressed together, and nodded.

“Good luck in class,” I said instead, and he beamed.

“I don’t need luck,” winking he grabbed up his things and hurried out of the house.

I was left to finish cooking the bacon and clean up from his mess, but I didn’t mind. It made me happy to see him up and out of the house, and I felt better about my decision. Sipping my coffee and picking at the eggs, I pulled out my phone and saw that I had a message from Melissa.

Melissa: SO?!?!

Melissa: What happened?!

Melissa: Text me back!

Feeling nervous and excited all over again, I typed out several responses before deleting them, not wanting to put anything in text I sent: Come over, we need to talk! I got a response two minutes later saying she was on her way and I finished cleaning up and threw on some clothes. I was brushing my hair when Melissa’s Mercedes pulled to a stop outside, and I heard my front door open and close.

Feeling more nervous than I had the night before, I went downstairs to find her pulling a bottle of bubbly from the fridge. Holding up a finger, she grinned and began prying off the cork.

“I knew when you didn’t text back that something crazy happened last night,” my cheeks heated, and her grin stretched wide. “I’m right, aren’t I?” When I started to speak, she shook her head. “Mimosas, first!”

She poured us two drinks and filled a pitcher, then we went to the back patio to sit under the morning light. I opened the awning and took my seat, taking a large pull from my mimosa before launching into my story. Melissa sat on the edge of her seat as she listened, nodding along as I told her about confronting Bryce and how I’d blurted my question out.

“With how nervous and shy he’s become, it was probably best,” she nodded. “What did he say?”

Marshalling my nerves I launched into the rest of the story, telling her what we’d talked about and finally the agreement I’d told him about.

“You offered me?” Melissa asked, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

“I did,” I said, twisting my hands in my lap. “And Bryce was very excited…”

“But…?”

“But… he… he wanted some visual stimulation since he didn’t have his pornography. So, he could focus on the paper,” I buried my face in my glass and drained the last of my drink.

Melissa was beaming when I set the glass down and refilled it from the pitcher. Motioning for me to go on, she leaned forward, listening intently. I shouldn’t have noticed, but as I described undressing for my stepson, and laying down for him to watch me, Melissa’s nipples hardened against her top, and her breathing became deep and ragged.

“What was it like?” She asked with an eager grin when I finished.

“What was… what like?”

“You know what I mean, don’t be coy, girl.” Melissa raised her eyebrow, and I took another sip of my mimosa, cheeks burning with embarrassment.

Setting down my glass, I held up my fingers a few inches away from one another. Melissa's mouth twisted in a sour grimace, and disappointment filled her expression. Then I pulled my hands away, inch by inch, her eyes widening and smile returning as I did.

“No… really?!” she asked when I finally held my hands apart at a similar length to Bryce. “God, I have to see it.”

“You’re terrible,” I laughed, feeling the effects of the champagne already.

“Bryce needs us, Bev,” Melissa said, her amusement melted away and replaced by a serious expression. “I did some research last night and he could be affected the rest of his life if he doesn’t fix this problem. Relationships, work, friendships, all of them could be made worse by it.”

“I know,” I said, swallowing hard and trying to clear my head. “I’ve been so worried… I’m willing to try anything.”

“Good,” Melissa said, leaning forward and finishing her mimosa. “Because I from the research I read, the mother is vital to breaking a young man’s reliance on pornography.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes.” Melissa nodded, pulling out her phone. “I’ll send you the paper, I found. A university in Japan studied the shut-in problem and found the men and women became addicted to pornography in many forms. With that outlet, they never crave relationships with normal people, but if a trusted person, one who they feel would never betray them. Guides them out of their self-isolation, and uses… touch… There is a high likelihood they’ll revert back to normal.”

“I’ll read through it,” I said, accepting the document she shared with my phone and scanning the front page quickly.

The Modern Hikki-Mori Treatment Plan

Theory:

A hikki-mori can reintegrate into society, with the help of the person closest to them.

Execution:

Three stepmother/son pairs were monitored, as they engaged in proscribed steps to deepen the connection to living flesh, and a remembrance of its joy.

“Start on page 79, that’s where things get interesting,” Melissa winked. “You still want me to come over tomorrow night?”

“I do,” I said. “But I’m worried this isn’t going to work. What if he starts watching his pornography again but doesn’t tell me? Or what do we do if his grades keep falling?”

“He just needs the right incentive, that’s all,” Melissa said, unconcerned. Running a finger down the plunging neckline of her tight shirt, she winked. “I know how to motivate a young man.”

“This is insane, Melissa!” I laughed, sipping my third mimosa.

“But it’s all so exciting, isn’t it?” She grinned, shifting her chair around to sit beside me. “it’s been years since I was this excited for anything. The thought of boring sex, with some fat divorcee makes me ill. I’d rather use a toy, than waste my time. But I have a confession to make,” she whispered as she moved right up beside me, her warm breath tickling my neck. “The idea of a mother and son fucking, watching it… even joining is… it’s been a secret fantasy I’ve had for years.”

“Melissa!” I hissed in shock, looking around quickly to make sure no one overheard, then remembering we were in my backyard.

“That wasn’t easy to admit,” she said with a sour frown. “And I’m sure you think I’m a weirdo now.”

“I don’t think that.” I said, taking another sip of my mimosa and drawing in a deep breath. “Everyone has kinks and fetishes.”

“You don’t have any,” Melissa said, and I thought I detected a hint of envy in her tone.

“I do,” I said, pressing my eyes together and shocking myself as the next words tumbled out of my mouth. “I’ve always loved having a man take control… tie me up and have his way with me. Oh god, I can’t believe I’m admitting this, but I’ve also fantasied about… about.”

Dropping my face in my hands, my fiery cheeks heating my palms, Melissa rested her hand on my back. Her gentle fingertips tracing patterns on the sensitive skin, sending tingles of pleasure throughout me.

“It’s ok,” Melissa said. “Everything is going to be, ok, Bev.”

Her voice was filled with confidence, and also gentle. I wanted to ask how she knew, but when I turned her face was right beside mine as she rested on my shoulder.












Chapter 10











I
 don’t know if it was the champagne, or the golden morning light, but in that moment my best friend was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. Her thick dark hair framed a face artfully painted with makeup, eyes dark, lips red and cheeks pale. It was those ruby red lips that trapped my gaze and I found myself leaning forward, as if to kiss them and jerked back in surprise.

“I’m sorry,” I breathed, resting a hand on my cheek. “I didn’t mean to…”

Melissa’s gentle fingers pulled my face back over and I was looking deep into her beautiful green eyes. They twinkled with amusement, but also something deeper. A hunger within her that I mirrored, but she didn’t have my fear or hesitation.

Those red lips pressed against mine, and I stiffened in shock, then melted in pleasure. Our kiss was gentle, just a touching of lips to lips, but the emotions that leaped up within me had my fingers and legs trembling.

Melissa pulled back, her green eyes wide with the same shock I felt. She licked her thick lips with a delicate tongue and took another sip of her mimosa. When she set it down, I pulled her back into another kiss, curious and hungry to feel her again. Our tongue slid along one another, teasing and touching, softer than any kiss I’d ever had with a man.

When we broke again, our chests were rising and falling heavily and I felt a wild energy coursing through me.

“That was… unexpected,” I said, and Melissa nodded.

“Perhaps I should go,” she said, and I was surprised to see she was nervous.

When she rose to go I stood and took her hand.

“Is everything ok? That was… I’ve never done that before… with a woman. I’m sorry if-.”

Melissa turned and pulled me against her and kissed me passionately, but briefly before pulling back.

“That was perfect,” she said. “But I should give you some space to make sure this is what you want… I have a habit of rushing things and I don’t want to ruin our friendship… And then there’s Bryce… I’m sorry.”

“You have nothing to apologize about,” I said, feeling a wave of confidence as I settled her down. Normally it was Melissa who was the confident one, but this time I felt completely comfortable with what was happening, while she was freaking out a little. “If you don’t want to… help, I’ll understand.”

“Oh, I’ll be there,” Melissa grinned. “I wouldn’t miss that for the world.”

“Good.”

She turned to go when I opened the door, but spun back and wrapped me in a tight hug.

“I love you.” She breathed.

“I love you, too,” I said back.

An hour later, I found myself washing the sweat off from a hard workout. After Melissa left, and I cleaned up, I’d been filled with an odd, nervous energy. Working out hadn’t burned it out of me, and neither did the shower, but when I placed the massager on my pussy, and images of my gorgeous friend, twined with my stepson filled my head, I let out a scream of pleasure and my legs gave out.

Falling to the floor of the shower on my ass, I didn’t stop touching myself as I imagined Melissa and Bryce making love. The second orgasm was even more powerful than the first and it took a couple minutes to pick myself up from the floor and finish my shower.

I felt refreshed and more alive than I had in years as I threw myself into my work. There was a charity crab feed at the local high school coming up and my company was putting it on. Losing myself in planning and tracking down companies and artists for the silent auction. A local winery had just agreed to donate several dozen cases, in exchange for their glasses and napkins, sitting at every table, which killed two birds with one stone.

The front door opened, then closed, and I glanced up to find Bryce digging into the cupboard for a snack bar. I hadn’t realized so much time had passed and glanced down at the clock, shocked to see it was past five.

“You got home late,” I said, frowning when I heard the accusation in my tone.

“Yea, sorry.” He grinned when he popped his head out. “I stayed late and helped a girl in my class whose struggling.”

“You helped
 someone? I thought you were failing the class.”

“My grade’s shit but the concepts are simple.” He shrugged at is that, explained everything. “Chloe doesn’t get most of it, and she saw that I did and asked if I’d stay late and explain it.”

“Sounds like a good time,” I said, grinning in the same way I did whenever he mentioned a girl at school.

“It’s not like that,” he grimaced. “I wish. Chloe’s dating Ellend Nabors. His dad has a lake house and a private helicopter. I don’t think I can compete.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure,” I said, “you’ve got a lot to offer someone. Don’t sell yourself short.”

“I don’t have a helicopter and a lake house,” he grumbled, pulling open the fridge and grabbing a bottle of water.

Pushing down the prickles of something acidic in my belly, I painted a broad smile on my face. “Why don’t you invite her over to study by the pool sometime? It might not be a lake, but we have a splendid view. And I make a mean spinach and cheese dip.”

Bryce blinked, considering, and a grin grew on his lips, hesitant at first. “You’re serious?”

“Of course,” I beamed.

“I worried that… Never mind.” He shook his head and the frown flickering onto his face disappeared into the boyish grin I loved so much. “I’ll ask her then. I mean she’s got a boyfriend, so it’s not like that.”

“Right,” I said, hiding my grin. “I’m sure it isn’t.”

He got a far off look in his eyes as he turned to go upstairs, then I saw him hesitate.

“Do you think it would be ok if I study down here tonight?” He asked, “It’s just… it will be hard to keep my promise if I’m at my computer all night.”

“I’m sure it will be,” I said, and my voice remained calm and motherly, hiding the heated amusement inside as I imagined how hard he might have become. Pushing my papers and laptop aside, I made room on the large glass dining table. “Just keep your music down, I really need to get this done tonight.”

“Is this for Findley Fields High Crab Feed?” He asked, pulling over a mockup I’d done of the flier. “Chloe went there, she was talking about it today.”

“Maybe if you let me focus, I can do a good enough job to impress her,” I sighed.

“That would be cool,” Bryce said, slipping into the chair and pulling his laptop and books out of his backpack. He glanced up at me, hesitating, and I felt something in his gaze, pulling me from the email I was reading to stare into those intense, pale blue eyes.

“Thank you… for last night.” He swallowed hard, and pushed through the embarrassment, “For everything. It’s been difficult but I know it’s for the best and you were probably right… I might be… you know addicted.”

“It’s ok, Bryce, we’ll fix this.”

I gripped his hand, and the contact sent a shock up the arm and through the core of my being. Pulling back as if I’d been scaled, we both stared at our hands and then up at one another. Instead of blushing or pulling back, Bryce smiled. A curious, almost wondrous grin.

“I love you, mom.”

“I love you too, Bryce,” I breathed, and we both turned back to our work, but neither of our fingers moved for several seconds.












Chapter 11











W
 hen the storm of conflicting and warring thoughts settled in my head, I was left with more questions than I had the day before. Getting back to work wasn’t easy, but eventually it pulled me in. An hour later I had the last of it done and I closed my laptop for the night.

Bryce was still deep in the middle of studying Economics, so I pulled out chicken and potatoes and set about making us dinner. We ate a late dinner, talking long into the night about his classes and my upcoming events.

I asked him about this new girl, and he blushed, saying she was far too pretty for him, but that she was nice and smarter than she gave herself credit for. I kept a grin on my face and encouraged him to flirt with her, or even ask her out on a date. The whole time my guts twisted as if someone were turning a knife in them.

“When do you know how you did on the essay?” I asked as we were clearing the table.

“I can log on and see my score tomorrow,” Bryce said, the conversation becoming awkward for the first time. “What you said the other night… I understand if Melissa… You don’t have to make her… I’m doing ok, on my own.”

“If you don’t want her help, with your…” I raised my eyebrows significantly and glanced down at his crotch, feeling my cheeks heat.

“It’s not that,” Bryce said, face scarlet and eye suddenly unable to meet mine. “I wouldn’t want her to have to… Do anything she doesn’t want to. That would be worse than before.”

It broke my heart to hear the sadness in his voice, but I reached over and gripped his arm, forcing him to look up and meet my eyes.

“Do you really think I could force Melissa to do anything she didn’t want to?” he blinked and then a grin worked its way onto his lips, and he shook his head, chagrined. “Now I’ll tell you something I probably shouldn’t, but I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable tomorrow if you do well on your essay.” His eyes sparkled with interest, and I tried not to focus on the firmness of his muscles beneath my hands or the warmth of him standing so close to me.

“Melissa said she’s fantasized about you when she… you know.”

Bryce’s eyes grew wide, and I felt something impossibly large press against my stomach. Pulling back as if I was scalded, and hoping he didn’t notice how flustered I was, I turned on the water and started cleaning the dishes.

Peeking behind me, I saw a thoughtful look on Bryce’s face as he turned to head upstairs. Grateful he hadn’t pushed things, because I couldn’t trust myself to behave when I was this turned on. I sighed out as I went back to washing dishes. I happened to be looking in the window and caught Bryce’s reflection before he headed upstairs. His eyes lingered on me, sweeping down my form and settling on my backside.

My figure has softened over the years, although I still maintain an hourglass shape. And I no longer have the skinny waist I once did, with the adorable dimples on my back and the firm lines leading down my sides. However, the added weight had done wonders to an already killer ass, and I felt a flush of pride when Bryce stared for a long moment before darting upstairs.

As I washed the dishes, my mind filled with images of Bryce stroking his cock while picturing me. I wondered if he would like to see me in a thong, or maybe he even wanted to fuck my butt!

I’d never done such a wicked thing, although my husband had begged me to for many years. The thought of doing something so dirty and painful was never attractive, but if Bryce wanted it…

I fell into bed with two toys, one buzzing on my clit and another little dildo buzzing as I ran it around my tightest hole. The sensation was almost too much at first, and I had to take it slow, but the intensity faded, and I began to like the pressure as I massaged the tight ring.

Feeling adventurous, I slipped the little dildo into my ass, imagining it was Bryce’s finger as he fucked me hard. Driving the larger dildo deep, I came with a force that left me breathless and shaking. I passed out like that, arms akimbo and the sheets twisted around me, and woke in a sweaty mess.

Pulling the sheet and tossing everything into the wash, I climbed into the shower like a drunk after a week-long bender, promising myself I’d never do that again. Who was I becoming? What other perversions would I discover I liked, or more terrible, that I couldn’t live without? Because the thought of going back to how it was with Bryce before I’d spoken with him wasn’t an option.


I might be screwing everything up, but neither of us were happy before,
 I thought to myself as I dried off, I’ll just have to pray we’re doing the right thing.


When I woke up the next morning, my worries hadn’t lessened. But as I moved around, making coffee and getting ready for the gym, I decided, what would be would be.

I grabbed my keys and shouted at Bruce that I was heading out, when I heard a groan of agony coming from his room. My motherly senses shouted something was wrong and I rushed upstairs.

“Bryce, honey, are you ok?!”

I threw open his door and reeled back when I found him naked and lying atop his sheets. His massive cock stood rampant and steel hard, jutting from his crotch. It looked so hard and stiff, then I noticed his balls, swollen and blue.

“Mom it… hurts,” wincing he threw his head back and grunted. He reached for it with one hand, then flinched when he touched the throbbing shaft.

“Does it really hurt that bad?” I asked, hazarding a better peek through the hand I’d thrown before my face.

“I’ve never felt blue balls like this,” he huffed, eyes squeezed shut and face scrunched up in pain. Then he seemed to realize that he was naked before me and flicked the sheet over himself. “I’ll be ok, I just have to-.”

He groaned as he tried to sit up, and I rushed to his side, pressing him back down to the mattress gently.

“It’s ok baby, mommy’s here,” my thoughts skipped past, and I felt my palms growing damp as I contemplated what I was about to do.

“Oh god,” Bryce flinched when my hand settled on his chest, and his eyes flashed open searching out mine.

Wordlessly, my son pled with me, and my motherly instincts merged with my desires. Smiling warmly, I let my hand wander down his stomach and tried not to hiss with pleasure when my fingers brushed his throbbing member. I managed to stifle the sound, but it escaped as a groan, and Bryce’s eyes rounded in surprise when he saw my expression shift.

“This is only to… help you out,” I breathed, and Bryce nodded quickly. Closing my eyes, I offered a prayer as I slid the sheet off his hips. “Dear god forgive me. Oh dear lord above…”

My eyes locked upon the raging hardon once again and the rest of the world faded. I heard Bryce hiss in pain or pleasure as my fingers slid around the base, but it barely registered. My attention was on the hard, yet soft cock throbbing in my fingers. It was so thick I couldn’t get my hand around it, and I had to bite the inside of my lip to keep from bending down and taking the beautiful thing in my mouth.

Helping my son with this emergency was one thing, but if I started sucking on his cock like a common whore, I’d be going too far. Or so I told myself.

“How does that feel, dear?” I asked, but had to force myself to focus on Bryce’s response.

“It feels great… Jesus, this is insane… my mom is stroking my… Jesus!”

“It’s a beautiful cock, dear,” I purred, and heard Bryce hiss when the wicked word passed my lips. His dick gave a lurch in my fingers and I nearly lost the beast. “Do you like that? When you mommy says dirty words… like cock?”

Pulling my eyes from his dick, my heart swelled to see the pleasure filling my son’s face as he nodded quickly. Unable to speak, he watched my fingers exploring the length of him with wide eyes.

Knowing his room from the search Melissa and I had just done, I opened his nightstand drawer and pulled out a small bottle of lotion. Pouring a drop of the cool liquid into the palm of my hand, I worked it onto both and set my fingers back to Bryce’s rampant erection.

There was no sound in the room except for our heavy breaths and the squishing squeak of my fingers sliding up and down. My attention wholly fixated on the cock in my hands as it throbbed and pulsed.

I’d never enjoyed giving men hand jobs the few times I’ve tried. The positioning is always awkward, and I prefer the feel of worshipping and being subservient to a man, then being his masturbator. But I realized as my hands slid up and down my son’s cock, that I was filled with more warmth and pleasure than I had been in years from a task I normally disliked.

Forcing those thoughts out of my head, I focused on the task at hand and threw myself into it. Shifting on the bed, I crawled up, so I kneeled beside Bryce, my hands working as one, fingers interlocked. The fat head of his cock purple and angry looking. The slit winked at me, and a clear bead of precum oozed out. I wanted to bend down and lick it off, but could feel Bryce shivering beneath me.

“Mom, I’m gonna… I’m…!”

His hips gave a mighty jerk beneath me and then his cock gushed forth, warm cum coating my fingers and splashing onto his stomach. My son’s musk filled the room, and I had to press my thighs together to keep from touching myself. Mumbling something I rose to leave, needing my shower massager immediately before I did something I might regret later, like ravaging my son right here and now.

“That was… the greatest thing that’s ever happened to me.”

I paused at the door and looked back, meeting Bryce’s eyes. The beautiful smile on his face, melted the shame that filled me and I felt proud that it was me who’d given him such pleasure. Then I felt even more ashamed for feeling proud and fled down the hall to my room.

Throwing myself in the shower, I sank against the tiled walls and licked my fingers clean of my son’s cum. All the while the fingers of my other hand frigged my clit, and I imagined what his cock would feel like against my lips and tongue. What would it feel like down the throat… would it even fit? My orgasm hit when I pictured my handsome son pressing me down and driving that cock deep inside me.

Shaky and trembling, I climbed out of the shower after another pair of orgasms and knew this wasn’t going to be the end, it couldn’t be.
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F
 ive hours later I was busy arranging flowers in a vase at the woman’s house, setting up for a bridal shower I was throwing when I got a text message from Bryce. Seeing the message with an image attached, my heart started racing, and I looked around to make sure no one was watching over my shoulder.

Slipping into the restroom, I opened my phone and nervously downloaded the image. For the three seconds it took to download over the shoddy network, I imagined all kinds of crazy things. Could he have sent me a dick pic? I know its trendy with kids now adays, and even with grown men, but would Bryce have done that?

When the image of his paper appeared, a wave of disappointment swept through me that I shoved aside. Did you want your son to send you explicit pictures? What kind of mom have you become!?

Pushing aside my disappointment, I zoomed in on the red letters and felt a jolt of surprise. Scrawled in the top corner was the grade: A+ and a small note: Amazing what you can accomplish when you focus! Great work!


Feeling prouder than I ever could remember, I typed back: Great job! I’m so proud of you!

The little dots appeared on the bottom of the screen immediately after my message went through, but disappeared a moment later. Then appeared again, then disappeared. Finally he sent back: Thank you. I’ll be home late tonight, studying with Chloe again.

I read his message and felt my lips turning down in a sour frown. My guts churned and something acidic and hurt coiled in my guts, but I knew the emotion was silly.

This was about helping my son get over his addiction and focus in school. Nothing else.

I repeated this to myself all afternoon and felt disconnected from the bridal shower happening around me. Several of the women asked if I was feeling ok, and I said I might be coming down with something, unwilling to admit to them, or myself, what was really bothering me.

I’d sent Melissa the image right after I got it, but didn’t hear from her until late in the afternoon. She sent back a party emoji, and we arranged for her to come over after six.

Melissa: I spent the day at the spa, got my hair and nails done. Please tell me this is happening!

Me: It’s happening. I also have an update for you from this morning.

Melissa: I can’t wait to hear it!

I got home and took another shower and pulled on a sheer pair of black panties and a matching top. The bralette didn’t support my breasts, so much as press and push them together. Throwing a tight, V-neck shirt on over it, I could just make out the outline and color of the bra and panties through my clothes.

The doorbell rang and Melissa showed herself in as I was pouring myself a glass of wine and trying not to think too much about what we were planning.

“I feel like a schoolgirl getting ready for prom,” Melissa laughed as she set down her things and took a full glass from me.

“I know,” I grinned. “I haven’t been able to relax all day. This shouldn’t be as exciting as it is.”

“Cheers,” she said, holding up her glass. “To being bad.”

“To helping, Bryce,” I said, as I took my sip.

“That too,” Melissa winked. “Well, what do you think?”

She held out her arms and did a little spin, letting me take in the full outfit. My beautiful, outrageous friend had done it again, and I couldn’t be jealous as I took her in. Her dark hair had been styled and her makeup had been artfully painted on. Her long lashes fluttered, heavy with mascara, and she wore a dark red lipstick that contrasted perfectly with her pale skin.

Melissa wore a skirt and blouse with a tight coat atop. The blouse did little to hide her large breasts, and I worried if she bent over too far they would come tumbling out of her bra.

“You look amazing,” I said, feeling an odd tingling in my belly as I scanned her from head to toe. “This top is outrageous.”

“Don’t you just love it? If the bra wasn’t so expensive, the girls would be flopping out!” Melissa laughed and took a long sip of her wine as she took in my clothes. “I see you dressed appropriately too.”

She reached out and ran a finger down the inner lining of my top, her warm fingers pressing against the inner curve of my breasts, causing me to shiver. I couldn’t be sure if the shiver was from being ticklish, or from the growing closeness between us. Feeling my cheeks heat, I drew back and pulled out the flier for the crab feed.

“What do you think of this? I just put it together.”

Melissa’s eyes were smiling mysteriously as she stepped over to look. She never mentioned the awkward moment as we enjoyed our wine and chatted about our days, but I caught her glancing down at my legs stretched out under the table, and when she saw me watching, her cheeks turned a cherry red.

The wine relaxed us, and soon we were gossiping about friends as I put dinner on. Bryce arrived home an hour after Melissa to find us giggling in the kitchen over a funny video.

“Hey,” he said, dropping his bag on the counter. He was about to open the fridge when he saw Melissa for the first time and nearly tripped over his feet. Jaw hanging open, and eyes widening, the boy clearly didn’t know how to react when he saw the busty MILF dressed up.

“Hey,” Melissa said, swirling her glass and giving my son a flirty grin.

Bryce turned in on himself, face redder than I’d ever seen it, and grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge he turned to flee upstairs.

“Congratulations on your paper, honey,” I beamed, stepping over and folding my arms around him.

My stepson stiffened in my arms, and I felt him pull his hips back from mine and couldn’t help wondering if he was already hard.

“You were serious… before?” He asked, glancing from me to Melissa and back quickly when I released him.

“I was… Unless this isn’t what you want?” I asked.

Bryce’s eyes flickered from mine to where Melissa sat behind me, and I saw him swallow hard. The poor boy was tongue tied and too nervous to speak, so he nodded quickly as if fearful I might take back the offer if he didn’t agree immediately.

“Good,” Melissa purred, and I was shocked at the heat in her voice. “Get back down here and I’ll prove why porn can never compete with a real woman.”

Bryce’s mouth opened, but nothing came out and his eyes flickered to mine when I gripped his hand. So many emotions flashed across my son’s face, from nervous excitement, hope, fear and desire, that I couldn’t be sure what he was feeling. Then I saw the massive lump in the front of his pants and that acidic feeling returned to my guts.

“Go change and come back down… We’ll handle this before dinner… Before you explode.”

I couldn’t help the giggle that escaped my lips and Melissa joined me, Bryce’s expression turning slightly offended, but then he glanced at Melissa again and it shifted to shy desire.

“Are you… going to stay?” Bryce asked, pausing at the stairs and meeting my eyes.

“Do you want me to?” I asked and noticed Melissa nodded in encouragement out of the corner of my eyes.

Nodding eagerly, he grinned when I acquiesced, then turned and raced upstairs.

“This is really happening,” Melissa whispered, finishing the last of her wine and touching up her hair and makeup in a mirror. Then she pulled me into a firm hug, her massive breasts crushed against mine. “Thank you, Bev,” she breathed in my ear. “You do not know how much this means to me.”












Chapter 13











I
 was beginning to have an idea. Considering the mess between my legs and the images flashing through my head. Pouring myself another glass of wine, I stood around awkwardly, not quite knowing what I should be doing as Melissa got herself ready.

When Bryce stepped hesitantly down the stairs, I retreated to the shadowed living room with my glass and stifled my envy. It filled my guts as the gorgeous MILF sat carefully on the couch, arranging her skirts and undoing the single button on her coat.

When the thick material parted, I thought for sure her tits would tumble free of the top, barely containing it, but they held on for dear life. Flicking a strand of hair out of her face, she lounged back and made an artful arrangement of her body when Bryce stepped into the living room.

My son had changed out of the clothes he wore to school into a pair of loose shorts and a t-shirt. He paused nervously on the bottom stair and only stepped down when Melissa crooked her finger.

“Your mother tells me you have quite the libido,” my best friend purred, rising from the couch and swaying her way over my son.

“I don’t know about that,” Bryce said, rubbing the back of his head and smiling nervously.

He seemed to settle down when Melissa took his hand and drew him over to the couch. Glancing around nervously, he saw me sitting in the corner, sipping my wine. I couldn’t be sure but I thought his eyes lit up when he noticed me, but it was impossible to tell at that distance in the dim living room.

“You’re a very handsome young man, Bryce,” Melissa purred, her hand all over his arms and shoulders as she steered him onto the couch. “I’ve always thought so.”

“You are too,” he said, then clearing his throat, he spoke with more confidence. “I’ve always thought you were gorgeous… I can’t tell you how many times I’ve…” he glanced towards me and the words died on his tongue.

“You did?!” Melissa enthused, slipping beside my son on the couch and resting a hand on his thigh, while the other arm slipped around his shoulders, drawing him close.

Bryce was a foot taller and wide across the shoulders, but he looked like a nervous boy as she pulled him close.

“I want to hear all about it,” she purred, her fingers twirling a lock of his hair.

“Not really though… right?” He asked with a disbelieving grin that faltered when he looked into her green eyes.

“You know why we’re here tonight, right, Bryce?” Melissa asked, her hand slipping to my son’s inner thigh and making him jump.

I could almost feel the firm muscles of his leg under my hand, and the hardness of his giant cock as Melissa danced light fingers over the tent in his shorts. Realizing where my own hands had wandered, I pressed them between my thighs, trapping them.

“Umm…” he blinked, staring at the woman’s fingers as they teased his hardness and shifted in his seat.

“Am I making you uncomfortable, Bryce?” Melissa asked, drawing her hand back for a second. When Bryce shook his head violently, she smiled and returned the fingers to their delicate teasing. “Good… that’s good. The last thing I want is for you to be uncomfortable.”

He stared into her eyes, and I thought for a moment they were going to kiss. Melissa leaned forward, her lips pursing, and Bryce did the same, but the woman pulled back at the last second and glanced over to me with an apologetic look. I didn’t know if I was frustrated, they hadn’t or grateful she’d stopped.

“Your mother told me about your problems… Both at school and with… porn.” Bryce shifted uncomfortable when she said the last word.

“I’m sorry,” Bryce whispered, his voice just barely reaching my ears. “It was just always there. It’s not like I want to be like this, awkward and frozen around girls-.”

“Shh, baby,” Melissa said softly, her fingers covering his lips. “I’m here to help.” The woman’s grin grew predatory as her fingers slipped up to the waistband of his pants. “If you keep doing well in school, and get your grades up, there are so many things we can do together. Would you like that?”

Bryce nodded, his expression one of agony as the beautiful older woman ran her fingers along the sensitive skin of his stomach. She shifted on the couch and pressed her body against his in such a way that made him aware of her every curve. Then she leaned forward and whispered something in his ear. My son nodded quickly, then froze, his eyes cutting towards me.

Melissa’s head turned and her eyes met mine, the question in them plain. For one second I hesitated, knowing we were all about to cross a threshold and fearing what might come from it. The desire buzzed in my brain like an incessant fly I couldn’t ignore, driving me crazy, and I gave a single firm nod for her to continue.

Melissa grinned like the Cheshire Cat and turned in her seat. Shifting her narrow hips, she slipped her firm ass into Bryce’s lap and lay upon his chest. My son’s eyes grew wide with shock, but his hands slipped around her narrow waist, pulling her close. My friend needed no more encouragement and with a purr she pressed her plump lips to his.

The pair made out with abandon. In seconds her tongue was pushing into his mouth and the wet sounds of their French kisses forced me to squeeze my thighs tight to keep from touching myself. My tongue moved around the inside of my mouth, imagining it was my son’s I was feeling instead of my own.

“Please, play with them,” Melissa purred when Bryce groped one of her perfect breasts.

Throwing her hair back, she leaned back in his arm, the too firm mound of flesh popping free at the perfect moment. Bryce was in awe as he bent down and wrapped his lips around the perfect pink circle.

I felt a stab of envy, not only because Melissa was moaning in pleasure, but also because of her perfect tits. Reaching up I groped at one breast and felt a tremor of unease. Would he still enjoy my breasts after seeing and feasting on hers?

Pushing the thought aside I focused back on the action and blinked when I saw where Melissa’s hands were. The minx had slipped them between their bodies and was fishing out Bryce’s thick cock. I heard her gasp of surprise as she felt it’s entire length.

“Oh, Bryce… honey it’s beautiful… Your mom told me but I didn’t imagine.”

“Mom..?” Bryce’s eyes swiveled to me and widened in shock, as if he’d forgotten I was there. Then I realized I’d never released my breast. Instead, pinching and pulling on the nipple through my shirt.

“Lesson number one, big boy,” Melissa purred, pulling his face to hers with a long nail pressed against his chin. “When you have a woman in your lap who wants to suck this beast dry,” she gave his cock a slow stroke as she spoke, “You should give her the attention she deserves.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he grinned, and I was elated to see he didn’t sink within himself again.

Instead, he reached up with both hands, releasing her boobs and cupping her cheeks. It was Melissa’s eyes that grew round as he pulled her into a gentle kiss. The kiss grew passionate and her hand worked his shaft, while the other did something interesting to the head that I couldn’t see in the press of bodies.

“Tell me what you want,” Melissa hissed, her lips teasing his as she swiveled her hips around in his lap. “Order me to do what you’ve dreamed of…”












Chapter 14











H
 er eyes burned with an inner fire I could see from where I sat, and I froze, the air charged with electricity. Without hesitation Bryce’s hand slipped to the back of Melissa’s neck and he pulled her into a fierce kiss, then jerked her back. The MILF gasped in pleasure, nipples suddenly hard points on her large breasts at the rough treatment.

“Suck me,” he breathed, a little awed at the words coming out of his mouth. Then my heart swelled with pride when his face grew firm and his eyes fixed upon Melissa’s. “Get naked, then crawl to me and suck me off until I cum all over your gorgeous face and tits.”

“Oh, you beautiful fucking boy!”

He looked lost for a moment when she flashed a grin, then pulled up and out of his lap. His hands released her and I heard him grunt in dissatisfaction. But that was short-lived as Melissa turned on her heel and shook her hips to the side. In near perfect imitation of a striptease, the MILF slipped off her blouse and skirt, letting the garments drop at her feet. Her bra came next, but her panties she left on.

“These are for when you earn after your next ‘A’,” she winked, then sinking to her knees, she crawled to my stepson.

At first, I’d been absorbed by Melissa’s dance. She’s been my best friend for several years, but we’ve never been close in that way. Over the last few days, my world was opening up to possibilities, and I found myself drawn more and more to her slender body and feminine grace.

As beautiful as she was, Bryce’s thick cock soon stole my attention. The boy reached into his lap and began slowly stroking its length and I found my fingers sliding across my panty covered pussy at the same speed. When Melissa dropped to her knees, it was his expression that I fixated upon.

The awe and delight written across his face pulled at something within me, and I tasted acid at the back of my throat. I knew what I wanted. I wanted to be there giving my son that feeling and knowing the truth and admitting it to myself unlocked something. Giving in to the feeling, I slipped my hand down my panties and slouched in my chair, ignoring the guilt that built up in me, and succumbing to the overwhelming need as I watched the scene unfold.

Melissa crawled between my son’s legs, spreading his thighs with her hands and running her fingers up under his shorts. With a growl she pulled the shorts down and Bryce gave a small hiss of pleasure when she slipped her fingers around the base.

Gazing up at the throbbing length in awe, my best friend planted a soft kiss on the underside and Bryce gripped the couch’s cushions and swore softly.

“Fuck… That’s so hot,” he breathed, his eyes locked on the beautiful dark-haired MILF’s face as she licked and kiss the length of him.

“God, you’re hard,” Melissa purred. “I can’t wait to feel this thing inside my pussy.” Bryce’s eyes widened further, and she chuckled. “Or even my ass.”

“Jesus… that is so hot,” Bryce breathed, then let out another hiss of pleasure as Melissa’s lips closed over the head.

My son gave a jerk, his body vibrating like a plucked string as Melissa sucked hard on the head, her cheeks hollowing out. The MILF brought her hands up, striking before her lips as she sucked hard, head bobbing up and down. The wet sounds of her sucking mouth filled the living room and joined in with the wet sounds of my pussy as my fingers swirled around my clit.

“Oh god, I’m gonna…”

“Mhmm, not yet, baby,” Melissa whispered, pulling up off his throbbing cock and teasing it with light strokes of her fingers.

Bryce had been stiff and his face on the verge of ecstasy, but it grew pained as the older woman teased him. The pain melted back into pleasure when she leaned forward and wrapped her large, firm tits around his cock.

“Fuck… I can’t… Oh god!”

It only took a half dozen strokes of her breasts around his dick before my son stiffened and a beautiful expression of bliss washed over his features. Melissa slipped her hands around it, stroking lightly and directed the winking tip at her mouth. As Bryce watched in awe, the first thick spurt of cum splashed against her tongue and chin. Swallowing it down, she let the next few hit her perfect breasts.

The two were panting and shaking as his cock softened in her hands, staring at one another. I could feel the tension in the room and knew if I hadn’t been there, they wouldn’t have stopped until he’d filled her pussy with a similar load of cum.

“Thank you,” Bryce said, suddenly awkward in the wake of his release.

“No, thank you,” Melissa purred.

My son’s eyes widened as the woman reached up and swiped off a glob from one nipple and sucked it off her finger with a little moan of joy. Bryce’s cock gave a lurch, and I saw he was about to reach forward and grab the sexy MILF, to kiss, hold or fuck, I wasn’t sure but wanted to stop before things got too far.

“I think that’s enough for tonight,” I said, my voice tight with strain.

Bryce and Melissa looked over with surprise, my presence having slipped their minds. My son blushed a furious shade of red, but his cock jumped again, hardening already. While Melissa smiled like the cat who’d gotten the cream as she knelt on the floor.

My son rose, pulling up his shorts awkwardly, and edged over to the stairs.

“You have a test on Monday, correct?” I asked, trying to remove the strain from my voice, but unsuccessful.

“Ummm, yea,” he said, eyes shifting from the kneeling and naked Melissa to where I sat, hands now clasped together in my lap, but skirt and shirt in disarray.

“I hope you have a better understanding of the benefits of a real, live woman, now. And will find it easier to avoid those… videos you like so much.”

“I will, I promise,” he said, nodding vigorously.

“Head up to your room, then. Melissa and I need to discuss your next… reward.”

His eyes lit up, and he looked from me to the still kneeling MILF. Swallowing hard, he nodded and with a last lingering glance at the woman’s cum covered tits, climbed the stairs. As they creaked, and he made his way down to his room, Melissa rose slowly and walked over to me.
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“T
 hat was…” I began in a whisper, but my words trailed off as my friend bent low, her face looming before mine.

“That was the greatest sexual experience of my life,” Melissa said gently, “And I want to thank you.”

I was about to say, ‘You don’t need to do that.’ But she cut me off, shocking me by pressing her thick lips to mine. The kiss wasn’t what I was expecting, but a thrill of joy swept through me at the contact and my sex quaked with desire. Then I tasted my son’s seed on the woman’s lips and a moan escaped my throat.

Tongue slipping into her mouth, I tasted more, and my hands rose to pull her down on me. All reason fled me, and my hunger took hold. Hunger to be touched, to be loved, and for this beautiful woman who I loved.

Melissa pulled back, a question in her eyes masking her worry. The worry faded when she saw my expression and we stared into each other’s eyes for a long moment. I worked through my shock at having kissed a woman, realizing my desire for her was no different than what I felt for Bryce, if perhaps not as powerful.

“I’m going to do that again,” Melissa whispered, her weight shifting against my hip as she slipped into the chair beside me.

I stiffened when her nakedness pressed against me, but then my hand touched her hip and all hesitation fled me. Before Melissa could lean over to kiss me, I pressed her back against the arm of the chair, my lips finding hers as I let go of my inhibitions.

I’d kissed women in college a couple of times and had a drunken make-out session with my roommate once. Those had been amusing diversions, but nothing that excited me in the way men do. That was not the case with Melissa.

Whether because of the lust filling me after watching her suck off my son, because of our closeness, or maybe because of her beauty which I envied, there was suddenly nothing holding me back. My hand slipped around her hip and down to feel her firm little ass.

Melissa growled in pleasure into our kiss when my fingers sank into the firm flesh of her butt, and then it was my turn to groan in pleasure when her hand slipped my skirt over my hips. Her hands caressed my behind as our tongue slid along one another’s. Occasionally I would taste a hint of my son’s cum, unleashing a torrent of wicked taboo feelings that only spurred me on.

Kissing down her slender neck, I gathered first one firm breast and then the other up. Licking and sucking the cum off them, Melissa laughed gently when she saw what I was doing.

“I’ve wanted you for so long,” my friend whispered, her fingers sliding through my hair. Tilting my head up I met her eyes and saw the emotion in them, more than I’d assumed and felt my own eyes misting. “You’re beautiful and kind, sexy and sweet-.”

My kiss cut her off, and I grinned when she gave a grunt of frustration. The grunt turned into a moan when my fingers pinched and pulled on one of the nipples. I loved hearing the sweet words from her but knew if she kept talking, the moment would pass and my body was craving release so badly I wasn’t thinking entirely straight.

Melissa moaned when my hand slipped down her flat stomach, then it was my turn when I felt her fingers pull aside my panties. I let out a hiss of pleasure when I felt her gentle fingertip slid between my wet lips. My eyes opened wide and stared into hers as we touched one another gently.

Melissa gave a slight shudder, breathing the spell of the moment as my finger slipped over her bald pussy and I felt her wetness. The woman was sopping, just like me as my fingers dipped in, finding and teasing her clit with small little circles, before I swept them back and forth.

“Oh, Bev,” Melissa huffed, her expression almost painful as she curled against me.

I could barely pay attention to what I was doing, as the woman’s own hand was working me towards an incredible orgasm. Unlike a man, Melissa’s body was soft and supple against me, and I found I liked the feeling. As a shockingly powerful orgasm swept through me, I knew without a doubt it would not be the last time I lay with a woman.

Melissa was coated in a layer of sweat and panting as she caught her breath. We’d come together and now lay against one another in the refractory period, lost in our own thoughts.

A creak from the stair brought both of our heads up and I caught Bryce’s shadow dart back from the landing and heard his slippered feet make their way back down the hall. Melissa turned a grin on me, and I couldn’t hold back the chuckle that rose from my breast.

“Who do you think was more surprised by that, us or him?” I asked, and she let out a bark of laughter.

“After how powerful that was… I think it’s me,” She grinned, then began picking herself up from where she was squeezed in beside me on the chair.

Before she could extricate herself, I rested a hand on her arm, stopping her. When she turned to look down at me, there was a hesitation in her eyes, worry we’d gone too far, but then she saw my smile and the warmth in my eyes and let me pull her down into a lingering kiss.

“Promise me that won’t be the last time,” I said. “I don’t want to ruin our friendship, but this was… unexpected.”

“This won’t be,” Melissa grinned. “But I have to get home before I kick down your son’s door. I need dick so bad I can taste it.”

“Me too,” I sighed.

I walked her out and watched as she climbed into her car and drove away. It wasn’t until I saw her taillights turn the corner that I let myself think about what we’d done.

Have I just ruined our friendship? I thought to myself.

Bryce’s door was shut when I passed his room, but I saw his desk lamp on and heart the scratch of pen on paper as he studied. A part of me wanted to stop and speak with him about the night and make sure he was ok, but I fled to my room and threw myself under the covers.

The shame hit me as I lay alone and in the dark. My thoughts turning inwards, repeating the litany of sin I was now guilty of. It took hours to fall asleep and when I did; I tossed and turned restlessly. By the time the sun rose, I was convinced I’d ruined my son’s life and my friendship with Melissa.

I’d let my own twisted desires affect his life. Who cares if he was addicted to porn? Or about to get kicked out of school? Maybe Bryce’s life would have been better if I’d stayed out of it instead of corrupting him.

I pulled on my robe and made my way downstairs, my head pounding from the wine I’d drunk and mouth dry. I paused halfway down when the scent of freshly brewed coffee met my nostrils and hurried down to find Bryce sitting at the dining room table with his books laid out before him.

“Morning, mom,” he beamed, rising to grab me a cup.

“You’re up early,” I said, expecting things to become awkward between us but surprised when he showed no signs of it as he passed me the cup and I took a seat across from him.

“I’ve got work today and wanted to study early,” he shrugged, and I caught a blush in his cheeks. “Chloe asked me if I wanted to go to a movie with her tonight.”

“Good for you,” I grinned, sipping my coffee. “Sounds like you have a hot date.”

“It’s not like that,” he said, but I caught the hesitation in his voice.

“But it sounds like you want it to be?”

“I don’t know,” he said with a shy shrug. “After last night… I don’t know.”

I pressed my lips into a firm line and set my cup down and held his gaze with mine.

“Do you like this girl?”

“She’s beautiful and sweet… I guess, so,” he said.

“And do you think there would be any problems between you two because of your… addiction?”

He shrugged, blushing a deeper shade of red, and spoke hesitantly, “Yea, I guess that’s still a concern.”

“Then it’s good you’re letting Melissa help you, right?” He nodded, but I could tell there was still some hesitation on his part. After the pleasure I’d felt the night before, and the fantasies swirling around in my head, I didn’t want to stop, but that nagging voice in my head also wouldn’t stop whispering about sin. “Why don’t you invite her over for dinner next week?”

“Ok,” he nodded, but I could tell he was nervous about it.

Changing the subject to something else, I diverted him and myself from the dangerous topics. My own doubts were still there, but seeing how happy and well-adjusted Bryce was in the morning quieted them.
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T
 he rest of the day passed without incident. I went to the gym and met a friend for tennis, and in the late afternoon Melissa and I met for drinks. She looked phenomenal when she arrived, in a white dress and black heels, and I found myself checking her out in a way I never had before.

We chatted about our mornings for an awkward minute before finally getting to what both of us wanted to talk about.

“Ok, I have to know… was last night as intense for you as it was for me?” She asked nervously as she took a sip from her cocktail.

“Oh my god,” I said, feeling as if a damn were breaking within. “I couldn’t sleep last night. The whole thing kept playing over and over in my head and I didn’t know if I was going crazy.”

“You aren’t,” she beamed, gripping my hand. “Last night was special to me, and not just because of… you know what… with Bryce,” she was about to say your son, but caught herself at the last moment, glancing around to see who might overhear. A pair of older men were watching us with interest in their eyes, and obviously eavesdropping, because when she mentioned Bryce, their grins soured.

“Me too,” I said.

“And you’re ok with… everything that happened after?” She asked, her eyes tight with worry.

“I would be lying if I said it wasn’t a shock… But I had a good time.” I smiled shyly, feeling like a teenager, when Melissa’s grin broke out.

“Good,” she said, her fingers lacing into mine. “Because I wanted to do it again.”

My breath caught, and I stared at my friend, seeing the offer in her eyes. Wondering if I could go through with it again, I nearly gave in to my fears and declined. The prospect of losing her as a friend was frightening, but I was already taking the risk with Bryce and so far, it had worked out.

“I’d like that too,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat as Melissa’s grin broke out.

We left the two men at the bar, with jaws hanging open as we waltzed out of there, arms wrapped around each other’s waist. After asking for the check and paying the bill, Melissa pulled me into a kiss that awoke my desires for the beautiful woman. When our lips parted, I could see the men practically falling off their stool as they stared, and if gave me an idea.

“You’re thinking what I’m thinking, aren’t you?” Melissa purred in my ear as she led me past the two men.

“I hope so,” I grinned.

“We’re going to drive your son wild one of these nights.”

Her wicked words sent a thrill of pleasure to my pussy, and I couldn’t wait to get out of there. By the time Melissa pulled into her driveway, I was nervous and my stomach was filled with butterflies. I felt like a schoolgirl heading to her first dance, or make out party as I followed her up the walk to her large house. But once the door opened, our hands were on one another and I was pulling her soft body against mine.

Passion I’d only known with my husband awoke within me as we kissed and touched. Peeling off Melissa’s dress, I flung it to the ground and let her back me down the hall to her bedroom. My own blouse and pants fell away, and I shivered when her soft fingers glided over my skin. Her own skin was baby smooth and I couldn’t get enough of it against my lips.

Popping the clasp of her bra, I gazed in awe at her perfect breasts, relishing the envy I once felt for Bryce as I cupped them both together and sucked on one nipple. Nibbling it lightly, I felt a taboo thrill of pleasure when I heard her voice moan in pleasure.

“Mhmm, that feels good, but let me see you,” Melissa husked, and I felt the backs of my legs come up against the mattress. With nimble fingers she flicked free the clasp fo my bra and blocked my hands when I tried to cover them.

The flush of embarrassment I felt when the thick bra fell away and my massive breasts sagged free faded when I watched Melissa’s expression. The woman looked nearly as obsessed as Bryce had been with them.

“Perfection,” she breathed.

When I opened my mouth to object, she silenced me with a kiss, her tongue invading my mouth. Then I was on my back, Melissa in my arms and the golden glow of euphoria sweeping through me as her lips latched onto one nipple and her fingers slid between my thighs.

My fingers laced through her hair and a warmth filled me, different but not unlike what I felt when with a man. There wasn’t the insistent need burning in me to be filled and taken. Instead, it was a deeper intimacy than I’d ever experienced as Melissa kissed around one massive breast, her fingers massaging the firm flesh.

Then her eyes met mine, and I saw a flash of something and trembled with nervousness as she kissed her way down my stomach. Peeling my panties away with a flick of her wrists, I reached down to cover my sex for one second, then breathing out a sigh. I let go of my inhibitions once more and allowed her gentle hands to part my thighs.

“Melissa, this is… Oh god… Oh Fuck!!”

The words were ripped out of my throat when her fiery tongue swept down my pussy, then drove in deep. As if that wasn’t enough, I felt her fingertip teasing my lips, then drop to circle my tightest hole, just as her tongue came back up and flicked my clit with soft, fast little movements.

Hands fisting in the sheets, I was transported to a world of pleasure in moments, and heard myself gasping and grunting like a wild animal. When I gazed down and saw my beautiful friend’s face screwed up in concentration, the truth of what was happening hit me and instead of retreating into shame, the tabooness unleashed a tremendous explosion that turned the world white with pleasure.

Coming back to myself, I was covered in sweat and panting heavily. My fingers and toes tingled, and I felt alive in every cell of my being. Melissa was pulling herself up onto the bed beside me and I rolled atop her, filled with renewing energy.

I wanted to give her what she’d given me, and then some.

Trailing kisses down her body, I took my first taste of another woman and found I liked it. Sliding my tongue down into her pussy, I felt Melissa tremble in pleasure beneath me. I felt a thrill similar to when I give a blowjob. The thrill of knowing you’re in control of someone else’s pleasure is intoxicating and I took my time, teasing her.

Running my tongue up and down her outer lips, I flicked it lightly across her swollen clit as I brought a finger up to slide inside her. Melissa’s cry of pleasure as I rubbed the rough little patch of her g-spot was satisfying, but when my finger ran around her tiniest hole, as she’d done to me, her cries of pleasure rose an octave.

“Oh god… Right there… Right there!”

Her thighs squeezed around my head, quieting her cries to muffles screams and nearly wrenching my neck when she jerked and shook. Then her body relaxed into the mattress, her muscles melting beneath me as I crawled up to kiss her.

“That was incredible,” she breathed.

“That was unexpected,” I said, matching her grin.

“I wonder what Bryce would say if he could see us now,” Melissa chuckled.

“I bet he’d have blue balls again,” and when she cocked an eyebrow at me I felt my cheeks heat. “I didn’t tell you about the other night…”

Melissa’s eyes widened and her grin stretched as I told her about stroking him off.

“You jerked your son off,” she purred, her body curling against mine as she pulled me close.

“Stepson,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat at the taboo words, but unable to hide the wetness flooding my pussy as Melissa’s fingers slid inside. “Ohhh mhmh.”

“Did you want to suck it?” She whispered in my ear.

“Yes!” I hissed, my back arching as she continued to tease and finger me.

“Do it! Next time he needs you, wrap these thick, mommy lips around your son’s cock and swallow his sweet cum!”

“Oh, fuck!”

The second orgasm swept through me and left shame in its wake, but the shame didn’t last for more than a few seconds, as Melissa continued to whisper her wicked words into my ears. We touched, kissed, and spoke our greatest fantasies and desires to one another late into the night.
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I
 woke the next morning and found Melissa in her kitchen reading the paper. She greeted me with a warm hug and a kiss, her touch easing the small worries I’d had about waking in a bed alone.

It was remarkable how easily we slipped back into the comfort of our friendship, discussing what our plans were for the weekend and gossiping about friends. The only change were the occasional touches we shared, and the kiss we gave each other before I drove home, which lingered for long minutes and nearly had us tumbling back to her bedroom.

I drove home flush with desire and amazed how comfortable it had been with Melissa. Bryce gave me a strange look when I slipped in after having spent the night somewhere else. I saw him frown at my bra and heels held in one hand and I thought I saw a tightness around his eyes before he slipped into his bedroom and shut the door.

He locked himself inside most of the day, and I took the opportunity to catch up with some friends. We got lunch and drinks at a place downtown and I let myself forget the situation at home, and even the growing one with Melissa, as I indulged in some harmless gossip.

When I returned home, there was a note from Bryce saying he was out with Chloe, getting burgers. It was my turn to feel the acidic wash of jealousy through my belly and I felt my own eyes tightening with the emotion.

Throwing myself in bed with my favorite reality TV show, I spent the night eating ice cream and trying to forget the mess I’d made of my heart. The rest of the weekend and the first days of the week passed without incident, except I got a chance to see Chloe when she dropped Bryce off from studying Monday night.

The girl got out of her car and came around to give my son a hug. Making sure to press her high, firm breasts to his chest. One look and I could see she was into him, and the boy was oblivious to it. The girl twisted one ankle as she looked up at him, her hands tugging her shirt tight and giving him a view of the shadow between her boobs.

The girl wore tiny jean shorts that showed off her slender, athletic legs. Small white shoes covered her feet, matching the tight V-neck shirt she wore. Her bright blonde hair was pulled back and twisted into a messy bun atop her head, and her delicate features were painted with too much makeup. The mascara clumped in her eyelashes and the foundation was so far off her skin tone, there was a dark line along the bottom of her jawline where it ended. Making it look like she was wearing a hot-girl-mask.

“See you tomorrow!” Chloe waved as she flounced back to her car.

Bryce’s eyes followed her pert little ass as it bounced in the tiny shorts. She was aware of it, as she bent low, giving him a view of the gap at the top of her thighs and the treasure held behind a thin strip of cloth. The girl beamed as she waved and began pulling away, then her smile slipped as she caught me standing in the living room window watching.

After she drove off, Bryce slipped inside and flinched when he saw me standing there. “That was, Chloe.” He said lamely.

“I saw… she’s a beautiful girl.”

“Mhmm,” Bryce nodded, unable to meet my eyes as he slipped over to the stairs, intent on heading straight to his room instead of getting a snack like he always did.

“Bryce, honey, is everything alright?”

“I’m fine,” he said, his voice a little high pitched. “I have to study. I’ll be busy all night.”

“You need to eat, still,” I frowned. “I’ll bring you something later.”

He opened his mouth to object, then thought better of it and nodded in gratitude. I let him run upstairs and worried he might be getting on his computer to look at porn. Part of me wanted to sneak up and check on him, but that wouldn’t do. I trusted Bryce and had to keep faith.

A few hours later I’d finished making pasta and went upstairs to knock, but Bryce called that he wasn’t hungry yet. Feeling worried, I went back downstairs and ate. After an hour of TV and a glass of wine, I made up a plate and heated it in the oven.

Carrying it upstairs, I told myself I would end it with Bryce and let him be happy with Chloe. It was clear the kids had crushes on one another, and the last thing I wanted to do was come between him and love. That thought gave me a pain deep inside, but I pushed the feeling aside and knocked lightly.

“Bryce, honey… can I come in? I brought your dinner.”

There wasn’t a response, but the light was on under the door. I twisted the nob carefully, thinking he was asleep and not wanting to disturb him, and peeked my head in. Part of me expected him to be in his computer chair with the VR goggles on again, but instead I found him lying in bed, an arm thrown over his eyes and a set of thick headphones over his ears.

His eyes must not have been fully closed because when I peeked in, he picked his head up and frowned at me. There was so much frustration and anger in his expression, I almost recoiled back out and pulled the door closed, but I couldn’t have things fall apart now.

Fear gripping my heart, I pushed into his room, picking up a pair of discarded pants and setting them in the hamper, I pulled his chair over and set the plate down on his bedside table. Bryce pulled off his headphones and pulsing electronic music blared out before he turned it down.

“I just wanted to check on you… See how everything’s going,” the words weren’t out of my mouth before my son gave a loud snort, his lips curling in a sneer of anger or frustration, I couldn’t be certain.

“How are things going? Things are fucking terrible!” He threw the headphones down and frowned when they snapped. “Shit… I’m sorry I yelled… It’s just… Fuck!”

Seeing the agony written across his face, my heart went out to him and I was off the chair and pulling him into a tight hug in moments. Crushing my son against me, I felt him tense up and then begin to pull back, but I wouldn’t let him. Hands tightening on his back I gripped him close.

“Whatever it is, we’ll get through it together, Bryce. I love you so much.”

“I failed,” he sobbed, back shaking as the emotion poured out of him. “I broke down tonight… I couldn’t help myself… Jesus fucking christ, I’m such a loser. Chloe would never date a dude addicted to porn and I’m going to get kicked out of school and never see her again-.”

“Hush,” I said, pulling his head back down to my breast and stroking his hair. “Let’s talk this through… Like we used to when you had a problem on one of your teams, ok?” Bryce nodded and I tried to ignore the weight of him pressed against me, or how our bodies were situated on his bed.

We’d been here countless times, but that was years past when he was a young teenager and he’d come to me with his problems. Now that he was a man, and a handsome one, my body was finding it hard to ignore that fact, but I forced my thoughts away from the flashes of fantasy that tried to invade them.

“Now tell me what the problem is.”

Bryce was silent for a long time before he spoke, and when he did, his voice was hesitant, “It just… I can’t stop thinking about, you know… sex. Every minute of every day it’s on my mind, and I start to… hurt when it goes on for too long.”

“Like the other night?”

He nodded and went on, “I think it’s because I jacked off so much… now it’s like I’m backed up if I only do it once or twice a day.”

“And you need porn to… relieve yourself?”

“I don’t need it,” he frowned, “but I have some favorite videos that I know will get me off fast… sorry.”

He shrugged and tried to pull away, but I held him tighter against me.

“There’s nothing wrong with using it once in a while,” I said. “Even I watch it. But when it gets between you and… say a hot girl you’ve been tutoring and you going out on a date… or more. Then it’s an issue.”

He nodded, and I felt him relax against me. The tension that had been holding his muscles tight was finally releasing him from its grip.

“I know… it’s just hard.”

“You’re always hard,” I grinned, “not a bad thing.”

“Jesus mom, this is weird enough… What you did the other night… What happened with, Melissa,” he shook his head in awe and gave a little disbelieving laugh. “I could almost think they were dreams.”
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“H
 ow about this,” I said, knowing I couldn’t just head back to my room and ignore my son’s troubles. Not only did I want to help him, but Melissa’s words from earlier swirled through my head and my mouth watered at the thought. “Why don’t we watch one of these videos together?”

“Which ones…?” He asked hesitantly.

“Your favorite,” I said, shifting on the bed and pulling over his tablet. “I think it will help me get to know the issue more.”

I didn’t say that I wanted an excuse to see his beautiful dick once more, or even get my hands on it. The desire was powerful, but so was my curiosity. Melissa and I’d peeked at the list of videos he’d watched once, but I couldn’t wait to find out what he really got off to.

“Not my favorite,” he said with a firm shake of his head. “That would be too weird.”

“Why?” I grinned, swiping open the tablet and finding the browser app. “I bet you have it favorited in here-.”

“Don’t do that!” His voice rose an octave as he tried to pull the tablet from my hands.

Laughing, I held on and rolled away from him. He had to scramble at my back to try to pull it out of my grasp, but my fingers were faster than he was. Opening the browser, I had the bookmarks tab open and found a folder labeled ‘pr0n’.

“Don’t look at it, please,” the sincerity in Bryce’s voice, coupled with the shame, gave me pause and I stopped, my finger hovering over the folder, and I looked up, meeting his eyes.

“Bryce, nothing could ever make me think less of you… If you really don’t want to share this with me, I’ll understand… But I only want to help you, honey.”

He shut his eyes tight and slumped to the side, his back resting against the wall and letting out a long, resigned sigh, he nodded for me to continue.

A zing of pleasure shot through my core as the folder opened, and I saw three colorful thumbnail images. The porno colors were easy to see, hyper pinks, blues, and violets, with a pure white background behind the actors, or in one instance a pool scene.

Then my eyes focused on the titles and my heart thudded in my chest. I could feel Bryce’s eyes on me as I read them, and I prayed my thoughts weren’t easy to read on my face.

“Mommy.Blows.Better.7”, “Mothers.Helping.Hands.4”, “JAV.Schoolgirl.Reverse.Orgy”

I read them again and blinked. So many possibilities and thoughts raced through my head, but the first thing I did was memorize all three so I could look them up later. When I looked back over at Bryce, his face was buried in his hands, and I could almost feel him retreating into himself.

Shifting around onto my side, I lay with his legs bend over my thighs and tapped on the first video. His head shot up when the opening theme song of the porn company played, and he stared from the flickering images to me in shock.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m getting to know my son,” I said, unable to keep the heat from my voice as I shifted my hips until I was comfortable, or as comfortable, as possible.

I realized my blouse was pulled way down by the way I’d become twisted on the bed, giving Bryce a view of my braless breasts. As I was moving into a more comfortable position, I heard his sharp intake of breath when my shirt pulled out and he saw them hanging free.

The power I felt in that moment was intoxicating, but so was the knowledge that if he wanted to, my son could have me. In any way he wanted, and I’d wouldn’t stop him.

I was nervous as the video started up, not knowing what to expect, and soon lost myself in the awkward story and sexy actors. The actress was a dark-haired woman with large, surgically enhanced breasts that looked similar to Melissa’s, and the actor was a handsome young man.

“Isn’t this weird for you?” Bryce asked. The couple on the screen parted ways after a brief fight, the mom retreating to the yard and her stepson to his room.

“It’s kind of a turn-on,” I said, smiling when a grin broke out on my son’s face.

His eyes dropped to the shadow between my cleavage and I pretended not to notice his stare as I turned back to the video. The young man was staring out his window at his stepmom in her bikini, and touching the lump in his shorts. My breath grew ragged when he fell on his bed and pulled the dick out, and I let out a frustrated sound when it shifted to the woman getting up from her chair and heading inside.

“You like it?” Bryce asked in a startled voice.

“He has a nice cock,” I said, and when I felt Bryce tense beneath me, I grinned up at him. “But it’s not as big and beautiful as yours.”

“You said that before… Is it really… not gross?”

“Who told you that?!” I asked, sitting up on one elbow and ignoring how my heavy breasts nearly fell free of the low-cut top as it swung to the side.

“Just some guys in middle school… They used to make fun of me in the showers for it,” he shrugged. “And the first girl I ever made out with after prom…”

“You can tell me,” I said softly, resting my fingers on the back of his hand.

All the while the video played on the woman making her way upstairs, while the young man stroked that big dick of his.

“She flinched when she felt it and after that she took off.”

“I’m so sorry that happened to you, honey.” my heart went out to him and something fell into place. Such as why he’d withdrawn near the end of high school and probably when he’d began his obsession with these videos.

The videos screen flashed, and the woman gave a loud gasp when she glanced in the open door of her stepson’s room. The sound drew Bryce's and I’s attention and I nearly laughed at the bad acting from the young man when he gave a start of surprise and cried out: “Mom what are you doing?!”

The woman was a much better actress and sold the wanton cougar role perfectly. Eyes gazing at her stepson’s hardon like it was the greatest thing she’d ever seen, she bit her lip and slipped into the room, pulling the tie on her bikini top as she did.

“Would you like some help with that… big boy?” licking her lips, the woman stalked across the room as her stepson shifted back on the bed as if shocked.

The drama unfolding on the screen might have captivated me for longer if my own stepson’s cock hadn’t given a mighty lurch. I gave a start of surprise and my hand shifted from the back of his to the hardness tenting his shorts.

Turning my head and peering into my son’s eyes, I licked my lips and let my fingers run over the steely hardness coated in fabric. Bryce’s eyes locked onto mine and I saw him swallow hard, but there was no hesitation in his eyes, no doubt about what he wanted, and his lips curled into a smile of such hopeful joy I knew what I had to do.
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“W
 ould you like me to help you with this… big boy?” I whispered.

Bryce’s grin widened, growing a little crooked as he nodded eagerly. His eyes flickered to my covered breasts, and I knew what he really wanted, but also that if I let things go too far, I wouldn’t be able to control myself.

Even though I kept my shirt on, Bryce’s hands explored my body with growing comfort as I peeled off his shorts and took his throbbing manhood in my soft hands. Kneeling beside him, I tried to ignore the tingles of pleasure shooting through me every time he dug his fingers into my ass or pinched my nipples a little roughly.

Once I had my hands on his glorious cock, all the rest faded. I barely paid attention to the screen, the bright lights flickering in the corner of my vision, as I leaned forward, staring at Bryce’s throbbing erection in my hands.

I only made it a half dozen strokes before I couldn’t stand it anymore and pressed my lips to the velvety soft head.

“Oh god, mom,” Bryce moaned, sending a thrill of taboo pleasure through my being.

Moaning in response, I took him into my mouth, jaw creaking. I was like a starving woman with a feast before her. I couldn’t get enough. Running my tongue along the side, I looked up, meeting Bryce’s eyes and watching the pleasure fill his face.


I’m sucking my son’s cock!
 I thought to myself, feeling the thrill as a small orgasm hit me.

Trying my best to hide how much pleasure I was taking from the act, I realized after a few moments of hearing myself that I was failing. Giving up the attempt, I threw myself into the act.

Tongue flickering around the head, my fingers drew my saliva down his length with sloppy strokes. Then I slipped my lips down his length, feeling my throat stretch and forcing myself down. Straining, I nearly choked then hummed in joy as his hardness pushed past my tonsils.

Driving down, I took the length of him down to the root, loving the sounds he made as I did. I could only hold myself there for a few seconds before pulling up and leaving a trail of slick saliva behind.

“That was… Jesus fucking Christ, mom…”

“Anything for you, baby,” I purred, pressing myself up against him, desperate to feel this glorious beast inside me.

The video was forgotten as I took him back into my mouth, lips puffed out as I wrapped them around the head. My tongue teased the sensitive underside, and I felt his cocky throb. Desperate to feel him in my throat again, I drove forward, unable to savor the moment any longer.

That was too much for Bryce, and with a shake and a loud warning, his hips shook. The first powerful blast went straight down my throat as I pulled up and he fucked upwards. The next filled my mouth and drained down my chin and he continued to throb and unload his sweet cum in my mouth. I sucked it down, hungry to taste every drip of the illicit seed as a deep pleasant pleasure spread through my middle.

The euphoria faded from my son’s face to be replaced with the reality of what just happened. Feeling him tense dampened my own burning desire, and I sat up slowly.

“I hope this can tide you over for a while… but if you need anymore… help. You know where to find me.”

Feeling like a wanton harlot, I smiled lasciviously as I wiped a drop of cum from my cheek and sucked it off. As he starred at me as if seeing me for the first time, I rose and slipped from his room; the faint slobbering sounds still emanating from his tablet.

I couldn’t throw myself in the shower fast enough and get the massager working on my clit. The screams I let out minutes later were so loud I worried the neighbors might hear, but the fear wasn’t enough to keep me silent on the next two, before I passed out early in a sweaty heap.

Sunday morning, I woke before the sun rose and lay in bed for an hour thinking about what had happened the night before. Part of me wanted to be worried and ashamed, but I was getting over those feelings and the larger part of me was hungry to do more.

I had to make sure Bryce was ok with what happened and promised myself we wouldn’t go further until I was confident in that. Feeling better about things, I crawled out of bed and hit the gym before it got crowded. I returned home still covered in sweat and found Bryce in the kitchen.

The banging pots and soft curses drew me into the kitchen and I saw he’d pulled out eggs, bacon, potatoes and tortillas. My son was bent over in the fridge, his strong back and legs tense as he dug around in the drawer. My fingers itched to caress his firm buns, but I kept them to myself as I set down my keys.

“What are you up to?” I asked, enjoying how I’d surprised the boy.

Jerking up straight he beamed when he saw me, his cheeks shading the palest pink as he took in my sweat covered body.

“I wanted to make you breakfast… you know… as thanks for last night.”

“You don’t have to do that, honey,” I said, turning the oven on for him and pulling out a frypan for the bacon.

“I just wanted to do something nice for you,” he shrugged, “That was… it was the greatest thing that’s ever happened to me.”

“Don’t exaggerate,” I said, swatting his arm and unable to hide the grin that stretched my lips wide.

“Mom.” he snagged my wrist and held me there, those beautiful eyes of his burning with an inner fire as they stared into mine. I wanted to throw myself at his feet again and take that him into my mouth, but I held myself back. “I’m not exaggerating… My biggest fantasy has always been… and to have it come true…”

“It was a special night for me too,” I said, extricating my arm from his before I gave in to the lust filling me. “I think you should cook the potatoes in the microwave, that will be faster than in the pan. You can finish them off in some oil.”

His eyes flickered with disappointment and sadness when I changed the subject, and I noticed the lump soften in the front of his shorts, but I couldn’t trust myself to carry on the conversation for a second longer without throwing myself in my son’s arms and doing something we both might regret.

“That sounds good,” he said, turning and setting a pan on the stovetop to cook bacon.

The sadness lacing his voice tugged at my heartstrings, but I told myself I had to be strong, that this was the best thing for him. For both of us.

“Do you have a study session with Chloe tomorrow?” I asked, painting an excited grin on my face.

“Yea,” Bryce said with a shrug. “But I’m not sure if tutoring her is the best thing to do right now.”

“Why’s that?”

“I don’t know… things are just… complicated.”

He turned his back on me, and I felt the hurt rolling off him. Stepping up beside him. As he scrubbed two potatoes under the faucet, I rested a hand on his back and stroked it.

“I think it’s a great thing you have someone your own age you’re interested in. You’re young and should be out there having fun.”

“But I… I have feelings for someone else.”

He wouldn’t meet my eyes as he spoke, staring down at his hands. Pushing aside the flare of insecurity I felt, when Melissa’s perfect breasts and face flashed through my mind, I forced him to turn around and meet my eyes.

“Trust those feelings, but don’t throw away an opportunity to make a friend, because you’re too focused on something else. Ok?”

“Ok,” he said, his lips twitching into a weak grin.

“Good,” I nodded firmly, then stepped away from him, my heart racing after the close contact. “Why don’t you invite her over for dinner tomorrow? I’ll order Gugino’s and we can open a bottle of wine.”

“She’s only twenty,” he said with a chuckle, and when I raised an eyebrow, his grin widened and he nodded. “I’ll ask her, but I doubt she’ll say yes, the food might go to waste.”

“Then we’ll have Melissa over to help us eat it,” at mention of my busty best friend, Bryce’s cheeks heated a bright shade of red and he nearly dropped the potatoes before putting them in the microwave. “She wanted to come over and layout by the pool with me anyway, so this works out.”
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I
 t was so adorable how Bryce grew nervous whenever I brought up my friend. The twinges of jealousy I’d felt in the beginning with Melissa were gone now, and as I thought about her with my son, I found myself growing more and more turned on.


Then why does the thought of him being with that 20-year-old irk me so much?
 I wondered.

The conversation moved to my work and the upcoming Crab Feed, and some of the other events I had planned. Bryce would work part time for me this summer, helping cater and set up, as he had in years past. Our conversations ranged all over the place as we sat at the table and ate cheesy egg and bacon burritos.

I waited for things to grow tense or uncomfortable, but they never did. It was like the old days, a couple of years before, when he and I were so close. We talked and laughed late into the morning, and I felt weight I hadn’t known was there lift from my shoulders.

Offering to clean up, I let Bryce take off when he got a message from a friend. I was happy to see he didn’t bury himself in his room all day and instead pulled on trunks and grabbed a towel before heading out to swim at his friends. Throwing on some music, I cleaned the house, filled with seemingly boundless energy.

I met Melissa for brunch at the Country Club and we sipped mimosas on the patio, while picking at a bowl of fruit salad. To all outward appearances we were a pair of upwardly mobile women, gossiping about our lives, and they would be correct. Only the thing we were gossiping about was so taboo we’d probably shock the gray out of their hair.

“What’s the deal with this girl, Chloe?” Melissa asked after we’d ordered our second mimosa.

“I think Bryce has a crush on her,” I said with a shrug. “It would be good for him to get out with someone his own age, and go on dates, fall in love.”

“Is that really what this is about?” Melissa asked with a shrew look. “Or are you trying to assuage your own guilt?”

I opened my mouth to object, but paused to consider her words before I did. Lips pressed together, I grimaced and had to admit some of what she said was true.

“He needs a girlfriend his own age,” I said firmly and Melissa raised an eyebrow but finally nodded in agreement.

“So what about me, then? Should I forget our plans?”

“No,” I said with a firm shake of my head. “It seems to be helping with his school and with his… addiction.”

“Tell me again about the videos you found,” Melissa grinned. “I want to go home and watch them.”

“Me too,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat a fiery red.

“It’s a plan then,” Melissa winked. “you’ll come over tonight and we can order in. I’ll open that bottle of Screaming Eagle I got in Napa Valley ten years ago.”

“You’ve been saving that for a special occasion.”

“If you spend the night, it will be.” Melissa’s eyes twinkled with suppressed emotion and the tightness around them softened when I grinned in response.

“Sounds like a perfect evening then.”

We sipped our drinks in silence, each of our thoughts following similar paths. Our budding relationship wasn’t defined, nor had either of us been prepared for it. All I could do was take each moment as it came and follow my heart. The possibility of ruining our friendship still existed, but I didn’t think either of us could go back to how things had been. Not after experiencing what we had in each other’s arms.

Bryce was still out when I returned home and hopped in the shower. There were butterflies in my stomach as I got ready, and it felt like I was heading out on a first date. I left him a note letting him know where I was, and throwing on a coat, drove over.

Things were a little awkward when I arrived, but once the conversation started flowing, our nerves settled down. It was exciting to be with my best friend and have that added layer of flirtatious energy added to the mix. We drank wine and laughed about past failures in dating and relationships while waiting for the food to arrive.

By the time it did, we were tipsy and Melissa was telling me about how she’d tried to get her ex-husband to sleep with one of her college girlfriends.

“The wimp couldn’t get it up when it came down to it,” she snorted a laugh. “Up til that moment it was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen.”

“You really get off on that?” I asked. “Seeing your man with another woman?”

“Mhmm,” she nodded, sipping her wine and staring off into the distance. “It took me years to get comfortable with my fetishes… I’m still not comfortable with all of them… But being cuckholded by a beautiful woman, who rubs my face in the shame… It does something to me that nothing else can.”

She gave a shiver and her cheeks heated as she dipped her head down to drink deep of her wine.

“I think I understand,” I said, nodding sagely. “Not the shame part, but wanting to see your man happy with another woman.”

“Is that really true?” Melissa asked, her eyes sharpening on me.

I opened my mouth to reply immediately, but paused to consider. Thinking through the complicated set of emotions tied up in all this, I considered every angle.

“I guess it’s not entirely true.” I shrugged. “She has to be someone I care about, and I know has Bryce’s best interests at heart. Then there’s no jealousy, only joy at seeing him happy.”

“I like the shame,” Melissa admitted with a sigh, “Heaven help me, I do.”

“Why don’t we pop on one of his videos and see what he’s been obsessing over all these months?”

Melissa’s morose mood changed, and she leaped from the table to get her computer. Closing the blinds and hooking it up to the TV, we refilled out wine glasses and slipped onto the couch.

“What should we watch first?” She asked, “How about Mothers Helping Hands? I’m not in the mood to hear a bunch of Japanese school girls fake moaning for what is this… 4 hours?!”

“That’s too long,” I nodded, my thighs clamped together in excitement as she plugged in the cable from her laptop to the TV.

Melissa settled in beside me, her hip pressed against mine and a warmth spread through me as I felt her snuggle close. We hadn’t touched since I’d come over, sounding each other out carefully. Once the porno began playing, and we watched in fascination as the mother sat on her stepson’s bed, stroking his erection, all hesitation went out the window.

Moments after the woman took the young man’s dick into her mouth, Melissa turned to me and whispered, “I wish I had your son’s cock to suck on right now.”

“Me too,” I husked, and without hesitation I pulled my new lover down against my lips.

Fingers sliding through her hair, we tumbled onto the couch, wine and video forgotten as our hands explored one another’s bodies. Stripping each other with giggles of delight, I soon had her wetness against my lips as she feasted on mine in a 69 embrace.

Those first orgasms were fast and hard, and when we collapsed on the couch sweaty and relaxed, there was no more tension between us. Turning off the TV, we made our way to Melissa’s large spa tub. As I filled it with hot, bubbly water, she lit tea candles and set them around the bathroom.

Slipping into the muscle melting waters, we held one another for hours, kissing, touching and caressing without inhibition or agenda. We were pruned and sated by the time we crawled into her enormous bed, and my heart was nearly full as I pulled Melissa into the circle of my arms and felt her head rest on my chest. Her long hair tickled my nose, and I couldn’t wait to wake up the next day, to see what it would bring us.
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M
 y dreams grew heated, and pulses of pleasure filled my body, resolving into my son, who spread my thighs and drove his cock deep inside me. Gazing up at him, I felt tears fill my eyes as a joy I’d never experienced swept through me. Then his images shifted, darkening and the world split on a horizontal axis, bright light invading my eyes and brain. The pleasure didn’t end when I woke, and I felt my thighs clap down around soft hair.

Looking between my naked thighs, I saw Melissa’s face buried in my pussy, and felt her tongue digging deep into my sex, finding all the sensitive places.

“Fuck!”

Back arching, my hands fisted in the sheets and I gripped them tight, pulling as my body twisted in orgasm. Then it was past, and I sagged back onto the mattress, unable to wipe the silly grin from my face as Melissa sat up and leaned forward to kiss me.

“That was the best wake up,” I purred into the kiss, then rolled my lover onto her back. “Let me return the favor.”

“I wish we had time, but I have to be in the office in an hour and I still need to get ready.”

“Oh shit, it’s Monday!” Hopping out of bed, I pulled on my clothes hastily. “I have to get the box truck and fill it with chairs for an event this afternoon. I’ll call you later about dinner, you’re still on for it, right?”

“Of course,” Melissa said, rising and resting her arms on my shoulders. “Relax, Bev. I know you’re going to second guess,” she waved at the bed in disarray, “all this. But I want you to know I’m done second guessing, ok?”

“OK,” I said, grinning and giving her a quick kiss.

Once I felt her soft lips against mine, I couldn’t part immediately. Eventually I slipped out of there and drove home.

It was a busy morning, and I didn’t have time to spend with Bryce like I wanted to, but he seemed focused on his studies. Spending all morning at the kitchen table with books spread out and a pile of notes before him.

“Chloe said she’s free for dinner tonight,” Bryce said, showing the first sign of nervousness all morning. “Are you really sure you want her to come?”

“Of course, honey, why wouldn’t I be?” Stopping beside him, I rested a hand on his shoulder and gazed down into those pale eyes of his. “I know with everything going on between us it might be confusing, but I only want you to be happy, Bryce. I’m here to help you be the best man you can be, and I truly think you will be, and happiest with someone you can relate to.”

There was conflict in his eyes, and my heart went out to him. But the words needed to be said.

“Then I’ll invite her… If it’s not going to be weird.”

“Melissa will be there, so I make no promises,” I laughed at his groan and kissed him on the cheek before heading out.

I wanted to kiss more than just his cheek, but knew that path would lead too quickly down a path that would confuse everything even more than it already was. Instead of stressing about what might be, I threw myself into my work.

The event was a small gathering, and simple to set up for. The only issue was lining up the catering so everything arrived on time, and securing staff to serve and break everything down after. Thankfully, all the kids the temp agency hired to cater arrived on time, and the party went off without a hitch.

Things dragged on, and I was late getting out of there, and the sun had already begun to set by the time we had the last of the chairs and tables packed away. I parked the large box truck beside my office and left the invoicing and paperwork for the next morning.

Hopping in my car, I hurried home and found the lights on in the kitchen and a black Jetta parked out front. Curious, I peeked into the car as I headed in, and found a typical college girls mess inside. Papers and books were scattered all over the back seat, along with workout gear and a basketball. A bag of makeup sat on the passenger seat, with mascara, eyeliner and foundation sitting in the middle console, like she’d gotten ready in a hurry.
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T
 he sound of laughter drew me to the house, and I peered into the window, feeling like a criminal as I crouched in the garden, but too curious to pass up the chance. I saw Bryce sitting at the kitchen table, his books spread out before him, and a wide grin on his face. There was an unmistakable twinkle in his eyes as he stared at the girl, and he seemed unable to tear his gaze away from her.

The girl sat with her back to me, and at first all I could see was her long, straight blonde hair. I could also make out the sound of her voice, which was deeper than I expected, but had the same lilting flirtation in it that Bryce did. When she turned and pulled over a book, I caught her profile and my throat dried up and heart thudded in my chest.

The college coed was an angel.

She had the long yet delicate features that you see in movies and magazines. Blue eyes that sparkled as they stared at my son, and a wide set, thick lipped mouth that smiled with authentic interest.

Despite her incredible beauty, she spoke in an easy manner, and sat with shoulders a little hunched like Bryce used to. There was a vulnerability to her expression I didn’t associate with someone as beautiful as she was. A niggling worry entered my heart until I stepped inside and Bryce and Chloe came to say hi.

“Hey mom, this is Chloe,” Bryce turned and introduced the girl as she stepped into the hall, then I saw the reason for her shyness.

The girl was tall, towering over me, and nearly the same height as Bryce. Things fell into place as she stepped forward to shake my hand, her cheeks blushing. I noticed the girl’s eyes resting on my bosom and hips, and her smile turned a little sickly as she gripped my hand.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Chloe. Bryce has told me so much about you.”

“He has?” She beamed a grin at Bryce and winked. “I hope it was all good things.”

“Umm, yea,” he grinned sheepishly and shuffled in place, then noticed the bag I was carrying and came forward to take it from me. “Let me help you with that… Does it go in the garage?”

“Yes, just leave it on the workbench and I’ll empty it later,” Bryce took the bag and headed down the hall with it as I drew Chloe into the kitchen.

“I hear you two have been studying together… How’s that been going?”

“Bryce has been a major help,” Chloe was obviously nervous as she followed me into the kitchen. Her hands stuffed into the pockets of her tight jeans and shoulders turned inwards, but her eyes never strayed from me, and I thought I caught a hint of jealousy or envy in the tightness around her eyes. “I was gonna have to ride the bench if I couldn’t get my grade up, and it’s a solid ‘B’ now.”

“Ride the bench?”

“Oh, sorry. Did Bryce not tell you? I’m a starter on the school’s basketball team.”

“That’s quite an accomplishment,” I said with genuine enthusiasm. “I played a little in high school but I was never good enough to play in college.”

“What position did you play?” She asked, her guard dropping a little as she rested against the counter.

“Point guard,” I laughed. “I’m too short to play anywhere else, and I wasn’t bad at dribbling. So our coach stuck me there. Do you want red or white?”

I’d pulled down three glasses and was peering into the small wine fridge, trying to choose. Looking back over my shoulder, I caught Chloe staring at my behind, and wondered if I sat in something earlier.

“Umm,” her cheeks heated a fiery red when I caught her staring and she turned half away as she answered. “I never drink wine… Mostly PBR or shots… I’ll have white?”

“Good choice.” I winked, pulling out a bottle and opening it.

The girl was an odd one, to be sure. I kept finding my gaze, seeking and tracing the lines of her elegant features and trying to reconcile her looks with her obvious awkwardness.

“Bryce has talked about you a lot, too,” Chloe said when I handed her a glass of wine, and I thought I detected a hint of accusation in her tone.

“All good things I hope?” She nodded and those brilliant blue eyes of hers met mine. I heard the garage door opening and knew we only hand another minute alone, so I stepped close, resting my hand on her forearm as I spoke softly.

“When Bryce said he’d made friends with the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen, I thought he was exaggerating, but he wasn’t.” My eyes hardened and spoke words I’d promised myself I wouldn’t. “If you’re toying with him, or playing games to break his heart, I’ll never forgive you.”

Chloe’s eyes widened, and her mouth gawped open, sputtering. The shyness vanished, and indignation flooded her features as she loomed over me.

“I would never-!”

Her words cut off when I pressed gentle fingers to her lips, silencing her with a wide smile. Her reaction was proof enough. That or she was an incredible actress.

“I’m sorry,” I said, hearing footsteps in the hallway and feeling my guts twist in knots at my impulsiveness. “It’s just…”

Chloe nodded, and her warm fingers settled on my wrist, pulling my hand away from her lips. The hand ran over her firm young chest and our breaths caught. The energy in the kitchen shifted from one extreme to another and for one charged second, I thought the teen might kiss me. But at the last moment we drew away from one another, retreating to opposite sides of the kitchen when Bryce entered.

“Everything ok?” he asked, picking up on the odd mood in the room and glancing from me to Chloe.

“Great!” Chloe beamed, her smile taking me in as well. “Beverley and I were just getting to know one another.”

“And I think we’ll get along just fine,” I said, meeting her bright blue eyes and feeling butterflies awaken in my belly. “Why don’t you kids get back to studying and I’ll order us some dinner. Don’t forget Melissa is stopping by in an hour.”

“Who’s Melissa?” Chloe asked, she kept her face light, but I couldn’t fail to notice the tightness around the girls’ eyes as she saw my son’s reaction to the reminder.

“I forgot to mention her,” Bryce said, and I saw Chloe’s eyes tighten further when she saw his reaction.

“Melissa’s my best friend,” I said, brightly. “She’s been helping Bryce with an issue and wanted to check in and see how he did on his latest test.”

“Oh, how did your test go? I heard it was insanely hard.”

“I got an A,” Bryce said with a bashful smile.

“That’s amazing!” I said, unable to hide my joy as I wrapped my arms around my son. “I’m so proud of you honey.”

“Thanks,” Bryce said, pulling away from me with an embarrassed glance at Chloe.

The girl had a curious expression as she glanced from me to Bryce and back again. I felt my own cheeks heat when her pale blue eyes watched me carefully, and knew I hadn’t done a good job in hiding how eager I had been, or how much I’d enjoyed pressing myself against my son.

Deflecting her attention, I asked Chloe about her team. In short order, the girl seemed to have forgotten her curiosity as she told me about their season. Bryce knew more than I’d have guessed, but it made sense on reflection, he was obviously attracted to Chloe, even if his flirtations were stilted and awkward.
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T
 he more I talked with Chloe, and the more the wine loosened her up, I began digging and getting a better sense of who she was. Bryce ordered dinner from Gugino’s website, as Chloe and I drank our second glass, and I peppered the girl with questions about her childhood in Indiana.

Growing up in a conservative household, she’d been a gangly, awkward youth. Sprouting like a weed her freshman year of high school, it was clear from what she didn’t say that she’d had a hard time of it. I could imagine what it must have been like for a stick thin, 6ft tall high school girl. Surrounded by boys who lacked the confidence to see past her height.

I didn’t press her about it, but I gathered she was a late bloomer, because she didn’t seem aware of how beautiful she was. As the wine worked its magic on us, I flirted with the girl; laughing at her jokes and touching her arm whenever I made a point, drawing her in closer and closer as I talked about my past and losing Bryce’s father.

When Bryce sat back down with a full glass of wine and a silly grin on his face, Chloe pulled back from me, a guilty look on her face. But once she saw Bryce was oblivious in his drunkenness, she relaxed and let herself join the conversation more freely.

The girl was a riot when she let herself go, cracking jokes about their professors and other kids in their class that had my sides aching. When Melissa messaged that she was heading over, I told her to bring an extra bottle because I foresaw the night stretching on. When the doorbell rang, Bryce sat up straight and nearly tipped over his glass in his haste to greet Melissa.

“Now I’m extra curious to meet your friend,” Chloe said, and though I checked, I didn’t detect any jealousy in her tone.

“Melissa is a character,” I said, “You’ll love her.”

“There he is!” Melissa’s loud voice reached is in the living room. “Your mom texted me you got an ‘A’?! You know what that means… Tonight I finally get to feel it.”

The woman’s sensual growl reached our ears, and Chloe raised an eyebrow at me. I felt my cheeks heat, but rose to mask my embarrassment.

“Where’s this date of yours?” Melissa stepped into the kitchen and scanned the room, her eyes alighting on Chloe, who stared in. mixed shock and awe at the busty MILF.

Melissa wore a red silk blouse, unbuttoned down to her navel. Beneath it was a lacy black top that looked more like negligée than a blouse. When I noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath, I silently cursed the woman. With her enhanced bust, standing proud and firm, nipples pressing through both fabrics, she looked like a porn star.

The image was enhanced by the skirt she wore, tight around the hips and butt, then flaring wide to her knees. Whenever she turned, the skirt swung wide, tan legs flashing beneath while it clung to her firm ass. She looked incredible, and from Bryce’s eyes locked upon her body as he walked behind her, he agreed.

When I glanced at Chloe, my heart fell to see the girl drawing in on herself again. Her pale blue eyes were nearly as wide as my son’s as she took in the gorgeous older woman. They bounced from her too firm breasts to her perfectly painted face, and I saw her whisper something inaudible to herself.

“No wonder he never mentioned her.” Reading her lips, I felt my heart go out to the girl.

She was oblivious to the glances Bryce had given her through our conversation with similar of not more levels of heat in them. Mind whirling, I hatched a plan. But bless her heart, Chloe beat me to it.

“What reward are you giving Bryce for his ‘A’?”

“Excuse me, dear?” Melissa said, pressing a hand to her heart and taking Chloe in where she sat.

Put on the spot, I had to give the girl credit for drawing herself to her full height and meeting Melissa’s green eyed stare with a challenging one of her own. My friend grinned and turned to Bryce, tapping the cloth bag he’d taken from her.

“Bryce, dear, be a doll and open one of these for us, will you? It will need to breathe for a few minutes before you pour it.”

“Uhh, sure,” he said, glancing from Melissa to Chloe and back. “The food should be here any minute, anyway.”

“Thank you, Bryce,” I said, patting the chair he’d left between Chloe and I. “Come have a glass while we wait, Mel?”

Bryce headed into the kitchen while Melissa slipped into her seat, accepting a glass from me. She took a sip then turned to Chloe with a pleasant smile.

“What are your designs on our Bryce?”

Chloe’s eyes blinked at the blunt question, and she frowned.

“Our Bryce?” Her frown took me in, too, and she crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “You still haven’t answered my question. I guess you don’t have to, but I’m curious. How did the most awkward-hot guy in our class become the most desirable in a week?”

Melissa and I glanced at one another and nearly burst out laughing, only managing to stifle the sound at the last moment. Chloe looked offended and like she wanted to smack either or both of us, and I raised my hand, motioning for her to relax.

“I’m sorry,” I said, wiping a tear away. “We’re laughing in joy, not at you.”

“It really worked?” Melissa asked, glancing back over her shoulder to make sure Bryce wasn’t listening and reaching to take Chloe’s before leaning in with an intense expression. “I’ve seen the evidence around here, but at school, too?”

“Did what work?” Chloe asked, her expression growing slightly alarmed as she pulled back from Melissa’s intensity. “Is Bryce on some kind of new medication?”

“Nothing like that,” I said, trying to shush Melissa without alerting Bryce. She seemed to realize what she was about to reveal and pulled back, her expression closing.

“Yeah, it’s nothing, really. Just some therapy.”

Chloe grew suspicious, but the doorbell rang.

“Food’s here!” Bryce called.

When he headed down the hall, Chloe sat back and crossed her arms. Her suspicion shifting into certainty as she fixed Melissa with a hard grin.

“You’re fucking him, aren’t you?”

“What, of course not!” I blurted.

At the same moment Melissa said, “Not yet, but the nights young.”

Pressing my eyes closed tight, I hissed a curse, then glared at Melissa. My friend shrugged, giving me that devil-may-care grin of hers.

“What? She figured it out on her own, I’m not going to lie.”

“You’re serious?” Chloe said, looking more shocked than she had all night. “I was joking!”

“You aren’t mad?” I asked, fearing what would happen when Bryce learned we’d told her.

“Are you in love with him?” She asked Melissa.

“No, he’s like a son to me… A son with benefits.” The woman’s grin was positively wicked as she sipped her wine.

Bryce bustled through the living room with bags of food and I downed my wine, eager to be away but unable to leave the conversation.

“Anyone want to help me plate this up?” He asked, frowning around at the strange atmosphere he’d walked into.

“You can handle it, dear,” Melissa said, never taking her eyes off Chloe. “We’re getting to know one another.”

“Play nice, Melissa,” Bryce said, his tone light, but there was steel in his eyes as he passed the sexy brunette.

My friend and I glanced at one another, and I knew she felt the same pride filling her as I did. Hearing Bryce own his masculinity and set boundaries with the willful woman was a giant step forward.

“That’s what I’m talking about,” Chloe said when Bryce was in the kitchen, plates and bags covering our words. “You’ve done something incredible, and I want to be a part of it.”

Wine went down the wrong pipe when she said that and I had to cough it out. Setting the glass down, I stared at Chloe.

“You don’t know what you’re saying.”

“Maybe… but I’ll learn. Bryce, I’ll help you with that!”

The girl finished her glass and bounced to her feet, flashing a wink to us before she waltzed into the kitchen. I was worried, but Melissa licked her lips before rising to follow her.

Pausing at my chair, she leaned down and whispered in my ears, “Wouldn’t you just love to crawl between those long slender legs of hers?”

“Melissa!” I hissed, rising to follow her.

“I saw her checking you out when you weren’t looking,” she said, hooking her arm in mine. “She might swing both ways, if you know what I mean.”

“Everyone knows what you mean,” I said, rolling my eyes but unable to suppress the chuckle that escaped me.

The woman was outrageous.
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M
 elissa was on her best behavior while we ate, and so was Chloe, until the second bottle was opened. The pair kept the conversation moving and took pains to keep the conversations light and fun.

When I came back from opening the second bottle of wine, I found their talk had taken a different turn.

“I lost it in high school, to Billy Bollinger,” Melissa said, a far off look in her eyes. “He drove us to the edge of town in his pickup and laid a blanket in the back. I can’t say it was good, but he was a sweet boy.”

Bryce tried not to look envious, but I caught the expression flit across his face and so did Chloe.

“What about you, Bev?” Melissa asked me as I took my seat, “When did you have your first time?”

“How did you get on this topic?” I asked with a laugh.

“Don’t avoid the question,” Melissa said with a shrew grin. “Tell them about Herbert.”

“Herbert?” Bryce asked with a snort.

“Don’t make fun,” I admonished him with a sway on the wrist, but try as I might, I couldn’t hide my laugh. “It was a ridiculous name though… he was kind of a ridiculous boy, too.”

“Ohh, tell us Beverley,” Chloe said, sitting forward and resting her chin in a hand.

“He was a sweet boy, and we’d been dating all senior year when it finally happened,” I frowned at the memory, “I think it happened. It’s hard to say if that really was the first time because Herbert never quite made it in before he… you know.”

“He shot his load premature?” Chloe asked.

“The boy never lasted more than a few seconds, even when he got it in, did he?” I shook my head, feeling compassion for the boy I hadn’t as a horny young girl. “We’ll make sure Bryce doesn’t have the same pro… hic… blem, right?”

My best friend turned a predatory grin on my son, and I felt my insides warming at the prospect of what was to come. Then Melissa’s words registered, and I glanced at Chloe to see if she’d heard them and felt my stomach sink when I saw the triumphant grin on her face.

“I knew it.” Her pale blue eyes swung to me, and the sinking feeling in my belly turned to ice. “Bryce, is going to fuck his stepmom.”

“Wha-! What are you talking about?” Bryce asked, but his protests were weak, and the heat in his eyes when he glanced at me was plain even to me.

The girl’s grin only grew wider as she slouched down in her seat.

“I already figured out about Melissa here and the little deal she’s worked out with you. Sexual favors for good grades, right?” Bryce went stiff, and his face drained of color. But it was Melissa who responded.

“Not just grades.” She said with a glance at Bryce. The boy pressed his eyes closed, and I could tell he was wishing he could anywhere else right now, and I reached under the table and squeezed his thigh, giving him heart. When he opened them and looked at me, I could see he’d resigned himself to admitting everything.

“I was… or am… addicted to porn,” he hung his head, but picked it right up when Chloe began laughing. “What’s so funny? That wasn’t… hic… easy to admit.”

“I’m sorry,” she waved her hand. “I’m not laughing at you it’s just… I mean come on, isn’t every dude in our school addicted to porn? I think half the girls might be too.” She smiled at Bryce without guile or inhibition and his shoulders relaxed and he sat straighter as she went on. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of, it’s easy to have happen. I think it’s pretty awesome you’re trying to fix the problem.”

“Thanks,” Bryce said, and he reached for his glass, then thought better of it as he blinked owlishly. “I think I’m drunk.”

“No shit, sherlock,” Melissa laughed. “Let’s put on a pot of coffee, Bev. Bryce, why don’t you take Chloe into the living room and put one of your mom’s records on, we’ll be in in a minute.”

We gathered up the empty bottles and glasses and took them into the living room while Bryce and Chloe chatted awkwardly. The tension between the two was clear, and I didn’t know whether to be excited or nervous.

“I ruined our plans by inviting, Chloe,” I admitted to Melissa when we were in the kitchen.

“No!” she grinned, sidling up to me and slipping an arm around the small of my back as I set the glasses in the sink. “This is better than perfect. I’ll have an audience of two for the big show, and you know how I love an audience.”

“You’re still going to… but what about Chloe?”

“The girl’s hot for it,” she whispered the words in my ear, her hot breath tickling my neck. “And you’re going to put on your own show.”

A shudder went down my spine when she popped the top three buttons on my blouse. The fabric fell aside, revealing a wide expanse of pale flesh, and the deep shadow between as the curving slopes of my breasts met. The girl’s beautiful face, and tall, slender figure flashed through my head and I couldn’t help wondering how talented her long fingers were.

“We’re bad,” I said, turning in Melissa’s arms and kissing her.

The wine removed what little inhibitions we had, and we made out for a long minute, hands groping and caressing one another. Then the wet sounds of our smacking lips and tongues reached my ears and I pulled back, blinking rapidly.

“Think they heard us?” Melissa asked with a cocked eyebrow, then she frowned. “Or maybe it’s us who heard them?”

The sounds of making out didn’t stop and pulled Melissa and I, arms around one another’s lower backs, into the living room. There I found Bryce and Chloe pressed up against the wall near the old record player.

My breath caught when I saw the pair embracing, Bryce’s arm around the tall girl’s waist, pulling her tight against him, his other hand running gentle fingers down her cheek. Their kisses were soft, experimental, and made the hairs stand on the back of my arms when I felt the charged atmosphere.

I tried to pull Melissa back and give the couple their space, but the minx remained rooted in place. At first I was concerned she was jealous, but one glance at her face told me that wasn’t the case. Then I had to wonder at my own feelings. I was certain I’d be feeling jealousy at this moment, but my heart felt full of warmth at seeing my son getting the girl he wanted.

We must have made a sound to alert the couple to our presence, because they broke off the kiss. Chloe turning a prideful grin on Melissa and me.

“I wanted to stake my claim before you get to work.”

“We aren’t-.” Bryce said, but the girl cut him off with a finger pressed to his lips.

“My first time isn’t going to be with a virgin,” she winked, “And besides, you earned it, right?”

Bryce looked from the girl over to Melissa and me, swallowing hard.

“Is everything ok, honey?” I asked, and was pleased to see him smile and nod after sharing a look with Chloe.

“I think everything’s perfect,” he breathed.
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C
 hloe slipped from his arms, stealing a last kiss before joining me on the couch. I noted she sat on the middle cushion, instead of the opposite side, only a half foot away from me. The lights flicked off as Melissa made her way around the room, and a nervous tremor passed through me.

My fingers were trembling on my thigh, and I let out a sharp hiss of indrawn breath when Chloe reached over and rested her warm hand stop mine.

“Thank you for inviting me tonight.” the beautiful blonde’s eyes held me in place as she shifted closer, her smile turning conspiratorial. “When Bryce insisted it was you who asked for me, I thought your interests might lie… elsewhere.” Her eyes flicked up to Bryce and Melissa as the busty MILF pulled my stepson into a swaying dance to the beat of the jazz music playing. “But this is even hotter.”

I couldn’t speak, my eyes watching the pair as they danced, whispering to one another under the sound of the music. While my attention was pulled to Chloe’s fingers, tracing light circles on the back of my hand.

“Which part?” I asked, not realizing I’d voiced the thought aloud until Chloe responded.

“The stepmom and son kink,” the girl’s husky voice sent shivers down my spine, and I glanced over in shock. She didn’t look the least bit ashamed as she turned to regard me with a crooked smile. “It’s one of the biggest fantasies online and I’ve always loved all that stuff. But to know it’s really happening... wild.”

“Nothing’s happened yet,” I said, hating the qualifier I added, while flashes of memory reminded how much of a lie it was.

Chloe’s frown showed she didn’t believe me. But thankfully, Melissa let out a hiss of pleasure that drew both of our attention away. The unfolding drama didn’t leave room for conversation, as Chloe and I nestled down with wide eyes to watch.

Bryce lay Melissa down on the thick rug before the fire, his trembling hands peeling first her shirt, and then skirt off. Taking extra care as he drew the skirt off her legs to kiss his way back up each. When he reached the top of her second leg, his face dipped between her thighs and Melissa’s head fell back as a sigh escaped her lips.

“Mhmm… gentle… yes right there… steady, baby… Now your finger… yes… Yes!”

The sounds of Bryce’s tongue working in my best friend’s sex drove me wild, and I found my hand slipping between my thighs. Glancing at Chloe, I caught the teen doing the same. The girl had no shame about touching herself openly, as she slouched on the couch and popped the top button on her pants. I watched the material bunch and shift around her hand as it worked her pussy, and felt my chest tighten as I imagined my own hand touching the girl.

“No baby, let’s take our time…” Bryce was trembling as he crawled up the MILF’s body, but she pressed him back onto the rug.

The fire light illuminated her stunning curves as she sat up, running her hands up her sides and cupping her large breasts. Bryce watched in awe as the older woman slid down his body, her fingers pinching and pulling on her nipples as she licked her lips and bent down over his throbbing member.

“You made me cum so hard… Let me do the same for you.”

“Oh god, Melissa… you’re so fucking hot.”

“Mhmm, that makes me so happy, you think so,” she said with a wink, tossing her hair over one shoulder so Chloe and I had a clear view. “But I think you’re the hot one… and with suck a gorgeous cock.”

Chloe gasped when she saw his length come into view for the first time. Melissa took her time, running gentle fingers over its length, before sliding her tongue down the underside. My friend’s eyes shown with wicked joy when she looked over at Chloe and me. Her eyes strayed from me to the teen at my side and I saw a familiar prideful light enter them as she threw herself into worshipping my son’s cock.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Chloe breathed, and I nodded in agreement, not trusting myself to speak at that moment.

Bryce’s head was propped up on one arm, while his other hand cupped and massaged the MILF’s massive breasts. I could see his orgasm approaching, in his fixed expression and the tremble in his thighs. While my fingers of one hand ground little circles around my clit, drawing out my pleasure, my mouth salivated as Bryce’s pearlescent cum flooded Melissa’s mouth.

“Cumming!’ Bryce warned, at the same moment the MILF whimpered in desperate need.

“Nghh!”

I glanced over to see Chloe curling around her hand, face twisted with pleasure as she watched my best friend struggling to swallow my son’s cum. Turning back to watch the scene, my breath caught when I saw Melissa whip off her panties and throw a thigh over Bryce’s hips.

“I need it, please baby… I need it!”

Bryce’s head came back up, and the lassitude left his eyes as the busty MILF pressed his still hard cock to her dripping lips. His hand rose to her hips, and he watched as she fit the fat head of his cock into her tightness, eyes widening and mouth opening, an ‘O’ of pleasure as inch after thick inch disappeared into her.


“This is… jesus, this is really happening!”


Bryce's whisper barely reached my ears, over Melissa’s gentle whimpers and the wet sounds of my own sex, and I had to strain to hear my friend’s response.

“So big… so big… oh you beautiful boy… you feel better than I dreamed… stretching me… Oh god… cumming… already… Nghhk!”

Melissa's fingers gripped Bryce’s shoulders tight as she collapsed atop him. I could see the strain in his face as he held back shift to delight when he felt the MILF cum on his cock. Her fluids drained down his dick and when she shifted again, the lude sounds sent a thrill of pleasure to my pussy, and I felt the beginning tremors of an orgasm.

I felt eyes on me and glance to the side to find Chloe’s eyes shifting between me and the undulating couple. When I caught her watching, her pale cheeks blushed a pretty shade of red, but she met my eyes without shame. The girl licked her lips and shifted closer, her hand slipping from her jeans and edging over between us.

“Good boy… fuck me… fuck me!”

The slap of skin on skin brought our attention back to the couple, and I nearly came at the sight. Bryce had full control now, gripping Melissa’s slender waist in two strong hands as he drove up into her. His rhythm wasn’t perfect, but he seemed to be learning fast; matching the older woman as his hands slipped around to grip her ass.

“I can’t wait to watch you fuck him,” Chloe whispered in my ear, her fingers running down the back of my forearm.

“Oh god,” I breathed, my eyes locked on Bryce’s thick cock driving into my friend's pussy, her juices coating it and filling the room with the scent of her sex.

“Is this, ok?” She asked me. I nodded quickly, pressing my eyes shut as the girl’s hand slid atop mine and under my panties.

“Yes! Take me!”

My eyes snapped open at Melissa’s cry, and I watched Bryce roll her over, his arms hooking under her knees. A hiss escaped me, as Chloe’s fingers found my wetness, and my own gripped the girl’s wrist. As she touched me, I gripped her thigh and watched my son’s glistening backside as he hunched over my friend.

The sight before me was so wicked, added to the gorgeous girl’s hand teasing my pussy, that I couldn’t hold on any longer. Toes curling and fingers digging into her thigh and arm. My world exploded with pleasure.

“I’m… oh god!” My words barely escaped my lips as Chloe pressed close.

“Cum for me, Bev. You’re so gorgeous… Cum for me!”

Her hand gripped my breast, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, and the crest of my orgasm reached even greater heights. Muscles tightening, I curled around her hand, breath escaping in a hiss. My eyes met Bryce’s, and I saw his eyes widen when he saw where Chloe’s hand was. Then pleasure washed over him, and Melissa dragged his face back down to kiss him.

Turning, I met Chloe’s lips and pulled the girl against me, my heart hammering and breath coming in short gasps.

“That was… Jesus that was intense.” Pulling back, our eyes met, and I saw joy turn to shock as the realization of what we’d done swept over the girl’s face.

Blinking, she glanced around at Bryce and Melissa cuddling together in the wake of their mutual orgasms. I felt Chloe tremble and pull back from our embrace. Letting her arm slip away, I knew what she was experiencing. It was one thing to desire something, but it was something else to find yourself thrust into the center of your fantasies.

“I’m sorry… I-.”

“It’s ok,” I whispered, covering the girls hand in mine as I pulled away and siturated myself. “We can just say thing got out of hand.”

“No,” she said, her eyes fierce as she turned to me. “I don’t want to forget or dismiss this… I just need to process this.”

“Chloe, are you ok?”

In answer, the girl rose from the couch and I thought she might flee, but she bent low and kissed Bryce. A quick brush of her lips against his. As she rose, I caught her eyes taking in Melissa’s sweat covered nakedness with a look of mingled envy and desire. If I didn’t miss my guess.

“Thank you all for a lovely evening… Bryce, call me tomorrow?”

“I will,” he said, eyebrow turned down in a frown of confusion as he watched the girl’s long blonde hair flutter behind her as she fled out of the house.












Chapter 26











“I
 ’ll check on her,” I said, rising and ignoring the heat in my cheeks when my son’s eyes lingered on my twisted bra and skirt. “you two carry on.”

“Ok we will,” Melissa purred, Bryce jumping when her nails dragged along his cum slick but soft cock. “Unless you’re done with me?” Bryce shook his head, grinning, and the older woman chortled as his hand pushed her head down into his lap. “Good boy… take charge of me… Mhmmph!”

I fled the sound of Melissa going down on my son, my mouth salivating as I imagined joining her in the act. Finding the front door ajar, I pushed it open and found Chloe sitting on the patio bench, her phone in her hands but the screen dark as she stared at her feet.

“Chloe… are you, ok?”

She glanced up when I stepped outside, eyes dry but looking overwhelmed.

“I’m just waiting for my UBER,” she said with a half shrug. “I’m sorry I ran out like that… It was just too intense.”

“You have nothing to apologize for,” I said, slipping onto the bench beside her but careful to keep my distance. “I’m the one who should apologize for inviting you into all of this… It’s too much.”

“No!” Chloe said, turning and shaking her head. “It was the best night I’ve had since coming out here for school. Seriously. But… have you ever wanted something so bad… that when you finally get it you don’t know what to do with it?”

“I have some experience with that,” I said, and when her lips pressed into a knowing grin, I felt my cheeks heat but refused to drop my eyes or feel shame for my feelings, I was over that.

Headlights turning onto our street and Chloe grabbed her phone and rose, stuffing it into her pocket.

“Tell Bryce to call me tomorrow, and… thank you, for everything.”

She wrapped her long arms around me as I rose, and I did the same. The feel of her slender waist, and firm young breasts pressed against me had the simmering fire within raging once again, and I turned, kissing her before she could pull back. The girls’ surprised sigh deepened when our tongues slid along one another. Pushing her back. Before we could go too far, I glanced out to make sure the driver hadn’t been watching.

“Call me when you get home, so I know you’re safe.” I said it without thinking, my mom instincts kicking in. Chloe bit her lip, stifling a laugh, and waved as she ran to the car.

I watched the car drive off before heading back inside, grateful that I’d been open to a new opportunity. The fire burned in the living room, but Melissa and Bryce were nowhere to be seen. A few seconds later, the heavy thud of his headboard banging against the wall started up, and Melissa’s cries of pleasure rose with it.

I left the mess for morning and fell into bed with my favorite vibrator. Listening to the two of them fuck like wild animals for hours, I dreamed of a blonde co-ed, and all the wicked things I wanted to do with her. I came for the second time, to the fantasy that it was her cries of pleasure coming from Bryce’s room, and the image of the two beautiful kids writhing together.




I woke
 in the middle of the night when the mattress shifted, and my heart raced for a second when I pictured Bryce crawling into my bed. But I felt Melissa curl up against my side. The woman was slick with sweat and other fluids as she cuddled up close, and I could feel her great exhaustion in the weakness of her limbs.

“That boy, fucks like a god,” she murmured into my hair as I turned and ran a hand down her back. “Had to escape… gonna be bow-legged tomorrow… This was the best night of my life, thank you.”

“It sounded like you had fun,” I smiled, pushing her sweat matted hair back from her face.

“He’s afraid he scared off Chloe,” I shook my head, but before I could respond her eyes met mine in the darkness and I lost myself in them.

Her hand pulled me down and in moments we were kissing softly, our hands touching lightly, as sleep pulled us into its embrace. When I woke in the morning, I found Melissa sleeping on her stomach beside me and couldn’t help running my hands down her back and caressing her firm ass. Slipping my fingers between her thighs, I ran one gently along her swollen, puffy lips.

Melissa stirred and rolled against me.

“Mhmm, morning love,” when she smiled at me, all my doubts and worries melted away and I felt at home in her arms. “Last night was wild… ohh careful, I’m sore.”

“And I’m jealous,” I purred in her ear.

Melissa laughed and rolled onto her back, pulling me atop her, “You’ll get your chance, next. Unless you want to jump the gun.”

I shook my head, “I want to, but we should stick to the plan. He’s been doing so much better.”

“What about, Chloe? Did you have time to talk to her? I felt bad when she fled like that.” I told her about my conversation with the girl and Melissa listened with a knowing smile.

“I don’t know whether to be jealous or turned on that she got you off.”

I hadn’t even thought that Melissa might be jealous and opened my mouth to reassure her, but the woman barked a laugh and waved my protest away.

“Don’t be sorry, Bev. I’d have done the same thing. She’s a beautiful girl.”

“Mom? You alone in there?”

“No, honey,” I said, sharing a tight grin with Melissa as Bryce’s heavy footsteps approached. “Give me a minute and I’ll go down and make breakfast.’

Melissa’s grin grew wicked as she slipped the shoulder of my top-down one of my arms and revealed a massive breast. Lowering her head, she sucked hard on the nipple, drawing a loud gasp of pleasure from my mouth.

The bedroom door swung open at that moment and Bryce’s frowning face took in the scene on the bed and his eyes widened in shock. Melissa pressed herself between my spread thighs, hands cupping one breast as she suckled on it. My son stared at the woman who’d taken his virginity and his eyes fell to take in my half naked body, his chest rising and falling and the tent in his boxers rising too.

“What… this is…”

“We’re getting the reward ready for when you ace your mid-terms,” Melissa said, releasing my nipple and turning her head to take in my son.

“I can watch you two… together?” His awed expression sent a thrill down to my pussy, and I nearly called him over right then and there.

“Watch… join in…” Melissa’s smile went crooked when she saw the naked hope on Bryce’s face.

“You can have us any way you want, honey,” I could barely recognize my own voice, it was so rough and dripping with desire. “If…”

“I’ll get ‘A’s’.” Bryce nodded, “I promise… You’re really serious?”

In answer, Melissa shifted her hips to the side, bending her ass back as she ran a gentle finger up my panties. My breath caught, and a flush swept over my skin as I felt my son’s eyes follow her fingers as they pulled aside my panties. The MILF slipped first one, then two fingers inside me, drawing a gentle moan of pleasure from my lips that sent a shiver through Bryce.

His eyes met mine, and I nearly came on Melissa’s fingers when I saw the hungry desire in him. The taboo wickedness of the moment only added to the thrill, and I gave myself over to the pleasure as Melissa’s fingers touched and teased.

My own hands ran up my friends naked body, drawing her up so I could kiss her thick lips. Our tongues danced against one another, and I felt my pleasure rising, as her fingers worked in steady rhythm. One hand cupping her firm ass, my fingers slid into the crack and brushed across her tiniest hole.

“Hmmhmm,” Melissa hummed into our kiss, grinding herself against me as my finger continued to tease her.

I glanced over her shoulder and saw my son’s hand stroking his lengthy cock, and another thrill of pleasure shot through me. Things were heating up, and I sensed the three of us were about to lose control, but luckily Melissa showed more restraint that I was able to, as she rolled off me and gave Bryce a lascivious wink.

“I hope that preview can tide you over, because it’s all you get from us until you deliver those, ‘A’s’.”

“Mhmm,” I managed to get out in agreement, although it took all my willpower not to race over and jump atop my handsome son and his raging hardon.

“Jesus,” Bryce groaned, releasing his cock and staggering back. “I don’t know if I can wait that long.”

“Maybe Chloe can help you out,” Melissa purred.

“I think she hates me now,” he said, his expression falling and his dick drooping almost instantly.

“Don’t be too sure of that,” I said. “Go give the girl a call.”

“Ok,” he said, lingering in the doorway, eyes drinking in the last of Melissa and me before he let the door swing shut.

“This is going to be hard,” I groaned, rolling into Melissa’s arms.

“Not as hard as he’s going to be,” she laughed, and then I was moaning again as her fingers found my wetness, and she soon had me shivering and shaking in her arms as she whispered wicked things in my ears about all the things we would soon get to do with my son.
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W
 e passed out after, and I woke to the smell of bacon and coffee. Bryce had gone out, leaving a note that he’d be back in the afternoon, and Melissa and I had a lazy morning as we ate and drank coffee. She borrowed one of my suits and laid out by the pool with me, and that’s where Bryce found us late in the afternoon.

The three of us shared a meal together, the conversation flowing easily, and the flirtations flying. Melissa teased Bryce outrageously throughout the meal, flashing him her bikini covered breasts until he was shifting uncomfortably in his seat.

“I should head home,” she announced with a wink. “I need to take a shower and wash all this… sunscreen off me.”

The minx dragged a finger between her firm, sweaty breasts, right where Bryce's cock had lain the night before. Patting my son on the cheek, she brushed his lips with a kiss as his eyes remained fixed on her hanging breasts.

“Good luck with your studies.”

“Nnngh hnngh,” he nodded, the sound coming out more like a groan than agreement.

“Maybe if you’re a good boy, your mommy will take care of this for you,” she winked over at me, her long nails dragging over his tented shorts.

Bryce’s eyes met mine and my heart hammered in my chest when I saw the need in him. My heart went out, and I found myself nodding eagerly. Melissa slipped out of the house, but I barely registered her leaving.

Rising from my seat, I reached down and took Bryce’s hand and silently lead him upstairs to his room. The hairs stood up on the back of my neck as I stepped into his room and felt my son step up behind me. His large hands rested on my hips and I pressed my eyes closed, praying for the strength to hold myself back.

“Why don’t you… have a seat,” my voice came out weak and breathy as I pointed to his computer chair.

“No,” Bryce said, his voice surprisingly firm as his hand rose up my sides and circled around to the front. “I want to stand… and see you kneeling before me, mom.”

He whispered the last work in my ear, and I shivered. Hearing the wicked word pass from his lips in this situation had me on the verge of orgasm without touching myself. His fingered gathered up the bottom of the loose shirt I’d thrown over my bikini top and I raised my arms submissively as he pulled it over my head.

As the garment fell to the floor, and I turned, my skin pebbled with the chill as I under my son’s fiery stare. I’ve longed to be the object of desire to a powerful man my entire life, but never dreamed Bryce could become that man. Seeing the confidence in him as he reached out and cupped one of my massive breasts.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he whispered, and I felt my nipple harden as his thumb brushed over it. “Even Chloe couldn’t keep her hands off you.”

“Did you like that?”

Bryce’s smile grew crooked at his eyes met mine, and I breathed in a sharp breath, seeing the burning heat in him. It was clear from his expression that he’d liked it very much. His hand had slipped around my back, and I felt the strong of my bikini tugged free, as the two triangles of white material swung away, revealing the white curves of under-boob.

“Kneel.”

The command in my son’s voice wasn’t absolute, but it thrilled me to see him trying. Dropping to my knees, I ran my hands up his strong thighs and under his shorts until the tips of my fingers brushed his heavy balls.

“What else do you want mommy to do, baby?” I bit my bottom lip and pressed my arms together, feeling my heavy breasts press together.

“I want to cum on your gorgeous face,” Bryce breathed, his eyes widening as he heard the words passing from his lips.

“On my… face?” I breathed, licking my lips as they curled in a grin. “You’re such a naughty boy.”

Sliding my hands back down his thighs, I reached up and slipped the fingers into the waistband of his shorts. Slowly, I drug them down. When the first inch of his thick cock came into sight, Bryce ran his fingers through my hair and pulled my face forward. Whimpering with need, I pressed a kiss to the soft skin of his shaft, loving the steel pulsing beneath it. As each inch came into view, I kissed my way down, my whimpers growing ever more desperate.

Bryce took control of me and the situation, which surprised and elated me.

His thick cock pressed against my lips, and I opened my mouth, accepting his needy thrust. Relaxing my jaw, I felt it creak as he invaded my mouth. The scent of him and the taste discombobulated my thoughts, and I felt my breasts sway as my son began slowly fucking my mouth.

“Gluk Gluk Gluk!”

The illicit sound coming from the back of my throat reminded me of his porn movie, and I looked up to see Bryce’s face tight with strain. His balls slapped my chin, and I could feel his cock swell and throb against my tongue. The muscles of his thighs tightened, and I saw the pleasure sweeping over his face.

At the last moment, I remembered his demand and pulled back, my hands reaching up to stroke his glorious cock. Slick with the saliva from the back of my throat, they flew along his length as I watched the bloated head pulse and this slit wink.

“Cum for me baby… cum… on my face.”

The hot words sent a small tremor of pleasure sweeping through my sex as the first hot blast of cum splashed against my cheek.

“Ohhh goddd!”

Bryce’s moan reached my ears as if from a far off distance. My attention fixated on the wicked joy I felt as each thick spurt landed on my face. It was so wrong, so wicked and wanton, that I shoved a hand down my pants as the other pushed the last of his cum into my mouth. Sucking two fingers clean, I came hard as Bryce stared at me, legs trembling and face awed.

“That was…” he began, before trailing off, at a loss for words.

“That was my pleasure,” I said, wiping a glob of cum off one breast and licking it off my fingers.

Bryce’s cock bounced, rising before me, and my fingers itched to reach out and grasp it, my cunt hungry to feel its thickness spreading me, but I rose on unsteady legs and gripped the bikini to myself.

“I want you,” my son husked, stepping one dangerous step towards me.

“And you’ll have me,” I promised, retreating from him, and edging around the room. “Just… give me time. I need to know you’re on the right path… that things are better.”

“Haven’t I done enough to prove to you?” His eyes burned with intensity as I reached behind me, hand searching for the doorknob.

“What about, Chloe? Don’t you care about her?” His lips pursed in a troubled frown, but the intensity never left his eyes.

“I don’t know what to think about, Chloe… until yesterday she was a crush, and I didn’t think there was a chance… And it’s different with you, mom.”

“I know,” I breathed, knowing exactly what he spoke of; the deep connection between us, more profound than the love between a couple, and richer than familial. I’d known it since that first night I’d watched him masturbate.

Stepping back, Bryce’s expression relaxed, and he nodded gently, “Mid-terms are next week. When I get straight A’s, I expect you to be waiting for me, right there,” he pointed to his bed. “Melissa can wait till later… The only thing I need
 , is you.”

I nodded, my mouth dry and a heavy bead of my juices tracking a line down my thighs. The door opened under my fumbling hand, and I fled down the hall, the image of my son’s confident smile as he hefted his cock to me in farewell, filling my head.

The neighbors certainly heard my screams as I sat beneath the pulsing showerhead. I wanted my son, but perhaps not as much as he wanted me, and one way or another he was going to have me. The talk about grades and ‘A’s’ were a pretense, nothing more, because I couldn’t cross that final threshold.

Yet.
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T
 he next week was a busy one at work, and I didn’t spend much time at home. Whenever I popped in, I could find Bryce at the dining room table with his books and notes spread before him. Melissa messaged me every day, and kept me on a low simmer, when added to my own fantasies.

I told her about my promise to Bryce and she was enthusiastic, but made me promise we could spend some time together before his mid-terms. It was an easy promise to keep, and I made reservations for the two of us at Gugino’s for Friday night.

Bryce called Chloe, and the two of them went out that weekend. I helped him pick out a nice shirt and hovered around as he got ready, ready in case he asked for my ‘help’, but he never did. I watched him hurry to his car with a bitter-sweet feeling in my stomach.

It was wonderful to see him getting out and taking charge of his life again, but things hadn’t been a hundred percent comfortable with us since our last night together. I could feel him pull back whenever he hugged me, and he’d been keeping his eyes to himself, mostly.

Dinner with Melissa was a fun time. The two of us arrived dressed to the nines, and attracting every eye in the place as we took our seats. The wine flowed and so did the laughter, and indeed the bawdy conversation.

We ended up back at my place, and I was surprised to find Bryce’s car still gone. Melissa and I entertained many fantasies about what he and Chloe were getting up to as we fell into my bed.

We took our time that night. Neither of us in a hurry and still thrilled by the newness of this. My friend had gotten waxed, and she shone under the starlight as I kissed my way between her thighs. My own orgasm came when Melissa brought my favorite toy into the mix, pressing its vibrating tip against my ass as she sucked hard on my clit.

Dozing in each other’s arms, we spoke of our dreams and hopes for the future.

Melissa had lived a full life, and much like me, was happy in her friendships. What we both wanted was what we’d so recently discovered. Intimacy, and a further delving of our darker desires.

“There is so much I want to do… But I could never trust my partner not to hurt me or think I’m sick.” She admitted to me, as we lay pressed together in the early morning hours.

“I would never do that.”

“I know,” she said, reaching up to caress my cheek. “I love you, Bev. Like a sister… and more. But I’m also… I don’t know how to say it-.”

“You’re falling for Bryce,” I said, stilling her words with a kiss and easing her fears with a smile. “You’ll have to work that out with Chloe, I think she’s deeper in it than you are. But you’ll get no arguments from me. I think you’re good for him.”

“You mean it?” She asked, her bottom lip trembling. “I know how you two look at each other… I thought maybe once you and he… That my time with him will be over.”

“No! It’s not like that, truly,” I pulled her head into my breast, “I don’t know if I can explain it… But our love isn’t something that’s covetous… If that makes sense.”

“I think so,” she said with a tremulous smile. “But what’s he going to say, Bev? I’m just some silly old woman.”

“You know that’s not true,” I chided her gently.

Melissa would often fall into these morose moods, but a little tough love and some compliments were enough to get her out of it. I found kisses to work better than compliments and soon found myself at the mercy of a grateful temptress with a passion for making me cum.

I woke late the next morning to find Bryce still hadn’t come home and a note from Melissa thanking me for a great night. I pressed the note between the pages of my favorite book and slipped it into my Hope Chest and went about cleaning the house while I played music and sang.

I couldn’t remember being in a better mood.

That’s how Bryce found me when he slouched in, his face bleary and green, with dark circles under his eyes. He winced at a particularly high pithed note from the BeeGee’s and I hurried over to turn the music down.

“Looks like someone might have had too good of a time,” I said with a grin as he pulled open the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water. “Let me get you some Tylenol.”

“Thanks,” he said, when I pulled down a bottle and pushed two pills into his hands. “Last night was… wild.”

“Tell me about it,” I inquired, patting the stool and putting on a pot of coffee.

“I took Chloe to dinner and afterwards we went to a club to go dancing. That’s when things started getting crazy. A bunch of her teammates showed up and those girls like to party.” he accepted the cup of coffee I made with a grateful nod and took a large sip and sighed in pleasure. “I wasn’t that drunk, until they started ordering shots, and after that the nights a little blurry.”

“Where did you end up sleeping?”

He blushed but met my eyes as he answered, “In Chloe’s bed. We got an UBER back to her place when the club closed down. I was too drunk to drive and Chloe insisted…” he blushed but I smiled reassuringly and motioned for him to continue. “We didn’t… you know what… but I guess we did everything else.”

“I’m glad you two had a good time.” I said, sipping my coffee. “Chloe wasn’t upset by the other night?”

“No,” he said with a laugh. “The opposite, in fact. She wouldn’t stop talking about it and made me promise she could come over again if we… you know.” He shifted in his seat and I could tell he wanted to say something but wasn’t sure if it was going too far, but his desire to tell me won out and he grinned. “She likes being watched… She has two roommates and didn’t bother closing her door when we… fooled around.”

“That’s good to know,” I said with a wink, loving how Bryce’s cheeks heated, but he still met my eyes as his confidence was growing more and more.

“I invited her over tomorrow after class. We’re going to study and watch a movie.”

“I’ll stay out of your hair.” I winked.

“No, that’s the point… Chloe wants you to be here.” He fidgeted with the coffee cup, “She wanted me to make sure you’d be around.”

“Then I’ll be here.” I smiled at my son, but felt a burst of butterflies swirling around in my stomach.

Images of the beautiful blonde danced in my head, along with flashes of the other night, when her long fingers had touched my most sensitive parts. I wasn’t sure what the minx had in mind, but I knew I wanted to get my hands on her again and return the favor.
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T
 he night couldn’t come fast enough for me, and I counted down the hours when the day finally arrived. Melissa was excited when I told her about it and managed to refrain from inviting herself over. I could see she wanted to, but she was a good friend and could tell this was something I had to do on my own.

Right as I was about to leave, the chef in charge of catering the crab feed called me and said he’d been rushed to the hospital for an emergency appendectomy. I spent two hours scrambling, trying to find another chef who could fill in the last minute. When I finally got someone, I had three messages from Bryce asking when I would be getting home.

I responded as I hurried out to the car, telling him I was on my way. The message never got read, and Bryce didn’t respond before I arrived home and I worried they’d left to go party with her fun team mates.

My heart fell when I saw the driveway empty, and I schlepped my bag up to the house as I typed out a message to Melissa when a faint cry reached my ears.

“Yes!”

The hairs rose on the back of my neck as I recognized the voice, and I scrambled my keys in the door. My exhaustion and frustrations fled as I entered the house, and Chloe’s naked cries of pleasure reached my ears. In a trance, I followed them up the stairs and halted halfway down the hallway when I saw Bryce’s door wide open.

The wet slap of bodies, added to the whimpers and groans of the beautiful teen, sent a flood of wetness to my sex, and pulled me forward until I stood in the doorway, staring at the most gorgeous sight I’d ever seen.

Chloe was on her hand and knees, naked body glistening with a thin sheen of sweat. Part of her long blonde hair hung down in sweat matted chunks, while the rest was gripped in Bryce’s strong hand as he pulled it straight back. Her gorgeous face was twisted in pleasure, mouth open and grunt escaping it with each thrust from Bryce behind her.

My son’s naked torso glistened with sweat too, and his face wore such fixed concentration, I knew he must be staving off an orgasm. His eyes were closed, and he didn’t hear the creak of floorboards as I moved into the doorway, but the girl did.

Chloe’s eyes locked on mine, and her whimpers of pleasure grew fiercer. A flush of embarrassment swept over the girl’s face, followed quickly by pleasure as her hands fisted in the sheets and her slender back bowed down.

As much as my son’s nakedness excited me, and I yearned to feel what Chloe was at that moment, it was the girl’s naked body that trapped my attention. Her legs were long and slender, and her ass round and firm. Her waist was slender, and the dimples at the base of her back winked at me as her ass rolled with every thrust of my son’s giant cock. Her high, firm breasts bounced, their pale, pink nipples coming to hard little points that my lips ached to latch onto.

As her eyes met mine, her pupils swelled wide, and her mouth dropped open into a long, “Ooooohhhhh!” of pleasure.

“I can’t… going to cum,” Bryce huffed out.

“Cum in me, baby,” Chloe growled, throwing herself back, body elongating as she arched into my son.

Arm circling his neck, she kissed him and turned her cheek against his. Bryce’s eyes widened when he saw me standing in the doorway, one hand pressed between my thighs and the other massaging a breast.

“Fuck!” He hissed in pleasure, and I saw his hips lose their rhythm as he gave the teen one final thrust, deep into her pussy.

Chloe’s eyes widened, and I saw her fingers trembling and a frothy liquid gush around his cock as she came for a second time. The beautiful couple fell into each other’s arms, laughing and kissing, their love obvious.

I fled from the scene and threw myself in bed. Stripping out of my work clothes, I found my favorite vibrator and pressed it between my legs. That’s where Chloe found me five minutes later, when the girl strolled in, nude.

“I wondered where you got off to,” she said with a crooked grin as she took in the sheet tented over my bent and spread knees.

Cheeks heating in pulled the covers up to my chin and pressed my legs together, thankful I hadn’t started up the vibrator before she walked in.

I opened my mouth to tell her I was giving them their space, but she surprised me by continuing forward and crawling atop my bed, “What are you doing?”

“You got to watch us… right?” Her pale blue eyes sparkled with amusement as she pulled the sheet out of my hands gently. “And you took away his porn, so it’s only fair he
 gets to watch you and I… act out one of his favorite scenes. Wouldn’t you agree?”

I nodded quickly; the sheets still clutched against my breasts as I took in the beautiful teen crawling slowly up the bed. My eyes flickered over to Bryce, taking in his burning eyes and the throbbing cock held lightly in one hand as he stroked it. Then they were pulled back to Chloe as the girl ran gentle fingers along my jawline, tilting my head back.

Her kiss released the dam of my desire, and I pulled her tight against me. Heedless of the toy that slipped from between my legs, I rolled her to the side, hand sliding up to cup her perfect breast.

Chloe’s own hands slid under my shirt and bra, dragging them over my head and tying up my hands above my head. I drew in a sharp hiss of pleasure when the girl’s lips found one soft nipple and her fingers pulled on the other. My hiss turned into a moan as she rolled it between her lips, tongue teasing the flesh firm, as her fingers twisted the other nipple hard.

The hand left my breast and instead of slipping between my legs as I thought I heard my toy buzz and my cheeks flushed red. Whipping the shirt and bra the rest of the way off, I reached down to place a hand on her arm, but the girl was inexorable. Her lips found my neck, and the protests died on my tongue.

Arm relaxing, I drew her hand down between my thighs, guiding it as she ran the buzzing tip over my sensitive lips. The feeling of her soft body pressed against mine, herbal scented hair curling around my cheeks and hot lips on my neck would have been enough to send me over the edge.

But my eyes found Bryce leaning against the doorframe. The boy’s eyes burned with an intensity I’d never seen in them, as his hand fisted that glorious cock of his.

Slipping my fingers in between Chloe’s as they gripped the vibrator, I drove it in and out of my aching pussy in time with his stroking hand. Chloe huffed when she turned to see what I was staring at, and I felt her lips curl into a lascivious grin.

“Cum for him, baby… cum for your son!”

“Oh god! I’m cumming…. Cumming!” The words were ripped from my throat, as my toes curled, and fingers sank into the sheets and Chloe’s ass where I held her close.

Thick ropes of cum flew from Bryce’s cock as he watched me orgasm, the euphoria sweeping over his face, sending me into another rolling orgasm as Chloe teased my outer lips and clit lightly with the vibrator. My son’s eyes were locked on my body, his chest heaving, and I could see he was thinking the same thing I had been a moment before, but in the wake of my orgasm, I wanted to give this beautiful young soul as much pleasure as she’d given me.

Filled with renewing energy, I rolled my hips, flipping Chloe onto her back. The girl let out a yelp of surprise, eyes widening as I pinned her wrists above her head. Then ‘O’ of shock turned into a moan of pleasure as I found first one pink nipple, then the other. Sucking hard, I let my teach brush the sensitive flesh, and felt the girl shiver beneath me.

“My son is now going to watch as I devour this sexy body of yours,” I purred, grinning wider at the surprised look on the girl’s face.

Running my hands down her sides, I kissed my way around and down her perfect breasts, then down her firm stomach. Taking time to tease her elongated bellybutton, as I spread her thighs wide. Chloe drew in an unsteady breath and I glanced up, meeting the girls’ eyes. They were nervous, but excited, and her fingers slipped into mine, where they gripped her hip and squeezed tight.

Dipping my chin down, I inhaled her sweet aroma and took my first taste. She tasted different from Melissa, lighter and more refreshing. Digging into her pussy, I drove my tongue in deep, then pulled it up and ran the tip up and down her hard little clit.

Taking my time, I learned what drove the girl wild. First slipping one, then two fingers into her pussy, while keeping the motions on her clit steady. That send her to the edge in minutes, and I backed off, teasing and drawing it out. When I dropped a wet fingertip to brush her puckered little opening, Chloe threw her head back and screamed to the heavens in shocked pleasure.

I’d found her secret button, and with Bryce watching on, his cock throbbing in his hand once more. I drove the girl to the heights of orgasm and over the screaming edge.

The one thing I wasn’t ready for was her athletic thighs clamping down around my head. For a few seconds the world was muffled, and I was at the girl’s mercy. A sharp twist of her hips might have wrenched my neck. Then she relaxed, legs parting, and I could draw in a breath of fresh air, only to find her strong hands pulling me up her torso.

“That was… oh my god, Chloe, that was so intense… I’m still shaking!”

The girl laughed as she pulled me close, her lips finding mine, and when I broke the kiss and turned to look, Bryce was gone from the doorway.

“You better go see to him,” I said with a grin.

“I’m not going to be able to walk tomorrow,” Chloe laughed lightly as she rose from my bed, pausing to bend down and give me a last kiss, my hands lingering on her naked back. “I’ll never forget tonight though, thank you.”

I wanted to tell her I thought this was just the beginning of what was to come, but the girl turned and hurried back down the hall. I heard her call that she was getting more wine, and Bryce’s heavy footsteps hurrying down the stairs after her. My last thoughts as blissful exhaustion pulled me under, and the rattle of furniture started up downstairs, was I hoped they thought to throw down a rug or towel beneath themselves.
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I
 ’d like to say I was calm, cool and collected in the day leading up to Bryce’s mid-terms, but I was a nervous wreck. The only thing that kept me busy enough to draw my attention away from it was the upcoming crab feed.

It was the Friday after the last of his exams, and Bryce had invited Chloe to attend. The tickets were nearly sold out, and I was forced to find a second supplier of wine and beer to make sure we had enough for everyone.

Bryce was buried in his books, but less than I might have thought, which is what had me so on edge. Every other night, he’d go out with Chloe for a few hours. To grab coffee or dinner, or just walk in the park. I knew they were getting up to more than holding hands and kissing, but so long as his grades didn’t suffer, I couldn’t see a reason to complain.

On the morning of his first test, I made him breakfast and a bag lunch filled with his favorite sandwich and snack bars. Before he left that morning, I stopped him in the foyer and silently dropped to my knees before him. With calm, almost serene motions I pulled his thickening cock free and took it into my mouth. My fingers undid the buttons running down the front of my blouse and once his dick was slick with saliva, I sat up and wrapped the heavy mounds of flesh around him.

“I thought I’d do something to help you focus… take the stress off.”

“It only makes me want you more,” he hissed, reaching down to run a rough thumb over my lips before gripping the sides of my breasts tight around his cock.

“Tomorrow… I promise… no matter what, I’m yours.”

I couldn’t last another day beyond that, not with this throbbing desire built up between us. His eyes flared at the words, and with a sharp nod, I felt his cock pulse. Then hot cum splashed across my chin and neck. Dipping my head down, I let the next two blasts hit my cheeks and lips.

Sagging back, I felt like a wanton whore, with my son’s cum coating my bare breasts and face in pearlescent lines. Bryce stared down at me, his chest heaving and with a will power I doubt I could have matched, pushed his slick cock into his pants and strode out of the house.

Melissa arrived twenty minutes later and joined me in the shower. We planned for the next evening, and I had to promise the woman she would get her chance to confess to Bryce.

“I know,” I reassured her as we toweled off. “But he’s been working so hard, and I really want this night to be about him. You’re coming to the crab feed, right? Can you do it then?”

“You’re right,” she nodded, pulling on the bikini she’d brought over. “I can wait till then.”

She put on a brave face as we headed to the backyard, but I knew how nervous she was. What had been a fantasy and a flirtation had become more to the lonely older woman. And she feared the young man saw her as nothing more than a masturbation toy. She wanted more, but would he be open to it?

“Have you talked to Chloe, yet?” I asked, as the sun warmed out skin.

“No… what do I say?”

I pulled out my phone and typed a message to the girl and hit send. The read receipt popped up and a second latter three dots appeared. She sent back her response with several exclamation points and a splash emoji that make me shift in my seat.

“There, you two are having lunch the day of the crab feed.”

“Oh god, now I have
 to figure out what to say.”

I looked at my friend, usually so confident and poised, and marveled to see her so out of sorts. The woman was a character, but not one for deep feelings, and I sensed they were even deeper for my son than she guessed.

Friday couldn’t come fast enough for any of us, and when it finally arrived, the morning and early day flew by faster than I was ready for. I was racing around the fairgrounds, making sure everything was done for the crab feed that evening when I got a message from Bryce saying he was heading into his last midterm. I wished him luck and grabbed one of the girls helping me set up.

Everything was on schedule and there weren’t any issues, but I told her I had an appointment and wouldn’t return for a couple of hours. The girl seemed confident, with everything in order, and after checking with the chef that he had everything he needed. I slipped out of there and raced home.

Bryce was planning on coming home to change before heading to the crab feed, and I wanted to surprise him when he arrived, so I parked around the block where he wouldn’t see when he drove home. I was trembling with excitement and nervousness as I stripped out of my clothing and hopped into the shower. After rinsing off, I took extra care with my makeup and hair, making sure I looked my best.

I was about to slip into his room in the buff, as he’d demanded, but when I passed my closet, I got a better idea. It had been ten years since I bought the negligee, and I’d never cause to wear it for anyone else. Sheer white silk and lace was woven through with baby blue ties that knotted in the front, just beneath my breasts.

Taking a moment to check my appearance in a full-length mirror, my breath caught when I took myself in. My breasts were pressed together and thrust forward, their massive size looking even bigger in the supportive negligee. The white silk parted beneath my breasts, revealing a smooth, slightly rounded stomach that fell to the small gap between my thighs.

A message arrived on my phone from Bryce, and a thrill of excitement shot through me when I saw the notification. Opening it up, I read the message quickly.


Bryce:
 I won’t know the last grade until tomorrow, but I got A’s on my first three! I’m gonna head home and change, then I’ll be there to help you set up.


Me:
 I’m so proud of you! Congratulation ;)

The three dots of his response appeared several times before disappearing, and I smirked, knowing the boy was thinking about only one thing right now. Messaging Melissa, I told her the good news, then I hurriedly turned off all the lights and slipped into my son’s room.
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I
 t didn’t take long for him to arrive. When his car pulled to a stop outside, I felt a line of wetness track down my thighs and reached down to touch myself.

When Bryce threw open his door, in a hurry to get ready for the crab feed, he froze in place, his eyes widening as they took me in.

“Holy… shit,” he breathed, his fingers reaching for and fumbling free his belt. “You look fucking gorgeous.”

“Mhmm, I need you baby,” my voice barely sounded like my own, so raw and hoarse with need. “Mommy needs you inside her… fucking me with that big hard cock of yours.”

“Jesus,” Bryce moaned, his pants hitting the floor as he flung away his shirt and staggered forward.

I wasn’t prepared for my son’s overwhelming desire as he crawled atop his bed and grabbed my thigh, yanking me down beneath him.

“Eeep!”

Feeling like a delicate flower in his big, strong hands, I spread my legs as he slipped between them. His eyes rose from the negligee hiding my treasures, to my eyes and I saw the same passion and love in him, that filled me.

“I love you, mom,” he whispered, his lips brushing mine.

“I love you too, Bryce… I need you, baby… Mommy needs you!”

His lips met mine, and the world faded for a second, as the swirling butterflies in my stomach settled down and warmth filled me. It shouldn’t have been the case that I felt more like a mother who properly cared for her son, as his thick cock pressed against my pussy. But that was the case. As Bryce’s hips hunched upwards, and I felt the fat head of his cock spread my wetness and invade my depths, it felt like my boy was finally coming home.

“Yes!” My back arched as I clung to his strong back, my scream echoing around his childhood bedroom as I felt his massive cock sink deeper and deeper within me. “So big… oh god, Bryce… I’m already… Oh baby!”

“Oh god mom…” he huffed, his face tight with pleasure and strain. “You’re so tight… I can’t believe this is happening.”

He nestled fully within me and I felt his cock touch places that had never been touched before. Legs weak, I hooked my ankles around his thighs, holding him inside me as I adjusted to his girth. All the while, my pussy quivered as an orgasm rolled through me.

Blinking my eyes open, I took in my handsome son’s face, and ran my hands up to cup his cheeks. Our eyes met and I saw the awed pleasure in him, and my pussy quivered, eager to give him what he wanted.

“Fuck me Bryce… Fuck me, hard.”

Bryce’s eyes widened and it was like the spell had been broken. Pulling his hips back, until the tip of his cock rested inside me, he drove forward with a powerful thrust. My mind went blank with pleasure, and I heard incoherent sounds escaping my mouth as His fingers dug into my ass, as his other hand gathered up one massive breast. After kissing me fiercely, he sucked hard on the nipple, which sent another zing of pleasure to my pussy.

I’d planned on dancing and sucking him off before we got down to the nitty gritty, but our overwhelming desire for one another made that impossible. Desperate to slake our hunger, we fucked with an almost wild, animal like intensity.

There were no words. As Bryce pounded me down into his mattress, only his grunts and my high-pitched screams of pleasure. We clung to one another, our arms wrapped tight around the other’s back, or shoulders, and our bodies mushed together, only our hips withdrawing and meeting again in a desperate frenzy.

“I’m…” Bryce began to warn me, and I noticed the loss of rhythm in his fucking, and I pressed my lips to his, hissing as my fingers reached down to pull his ass into me harder and harder.

“Hold out… oh god Bryce, mommy’s almost there…” the strain in his face was obvious, but so was the joy when he heard he was about to make me cum.

Young men are the most generous and eager lovers I’ve come to learn.

Bryce somehow held off his own orgasm, sweat dripping off his nose as he strained. My orgasm hovered on the edge, his hard pounding leading me right up to the brink before the sweet relief swept through me. More powerful than anything I’d felt with Melissa or Chloe. I almost passed out and only managed to keep my grip on reality when Bryce’s orgasm began. The fool boy tried to pull out, but I locked my ankles, burying him in me until I felt him brush against my cervix. The fiery blasts of his cum sending me to even greater heights.

“Fill me… oh god it’s so hot… Mhmmm, good boy.”

“That was…”

“Just the start,” I purred, kissing his cheek and down to his neck.

Rolling to the side, I pressed my stepson down onto his back and pushed myself up, letting my heavy breasts sway beneath me as I crawled down his body. Bryce drew in a hiss of surprise when I wrapped my lips around his deflating cock, and I felt his muscles tense.

Knowing how sensitive the tip was, I licked and sucked gently on him before moving down his shaft. I swung my hips around and let him have a splendid view of his mom bent over and cleaning his cock of her cum. Tasting myself on his hardening dick only served to drive me even wilder, and instead of riding him like I’d planned, I stayed between his thighs, sucking and licking for long minutes until he flooded my mouth with another load of cum.

“I love tasting you,” I said with a grin as I rolled his seed around on my tongue and swallowed it down.

Bryce had watched me going down on him with a gleam in his eyes. He’d relaxed and let me take control of his cock, but when he wanted something, he didn’t hesitate to tell me, or even direct me with his hands. Such as when I’d teased him stiffly, and he wanted to feel the back of my throat again. Instead of asking, he ran his fingers through my hair and guided me down.

Seeing Bryce becoming the man I knew him to be, filled me with more pride than anything else. But having a handsome young man who knew what he wanted, and wasn’t afraid to take it from my body filled the other half of my soul.

If I thought our afternoon delight was over, Bryce disabused me of the notion as I swallowed the last of his cum. The teenager flipped me onto my back and took his time stripping the negligee off me. I was all too happy for the attention, but when his tongue and lips met my pussy, I was reminded that he couldn’t compete with Melissa in that regard. Not yet.

Thinking of my friend turned me on further, and I was gushing by the time Bryce pulled me up and bent me over his desk. The hair on my neck and the back of my arms stood on end when he moved his computer chair and stepped up behind me. He was in the exact same place as he had been that first night. Only instead of sitting in his chair with porn and a sex toy, he had mastered a woman’s body, and she was begging him to fuck her.

The fact I’m his stepmom only made it hotter as I turned my head and met his eyes over my shoulder. Bryce had yanked down the thin, frilly panties I’d worn, and was licking his lips as he took in my wide hips and round ass. I shivered when his hands fell onto my hips, and one ran down to cup a cheek, and the other up to cup a breast. The fingers of both hands sinking into the flesh in a way that told me I was his.

Hissing in a breath, I could only stand there as his hands romanced my body, and that thick, hard cock of his rose between my thighs. Once he was done exploring my naked body, taking special care with my breasts and ass, he pushed me down, pressing me against the desk, and took his cock in one hand.

“Oh god!” I moaned when I felt the fat head push against my lips.

I was still sore from the first pounding he’d given. It had been too many years to count since I’d had a man inside me, let alone one as big and hard as my son. Blessedly, he eased himself into me and took his time. Fucking into me from behind with slow, steady strokes.

Feeling every inch of his throbbing cock inside me was heaven, and I lay there, biting my bottom lip as I took him inside me again and again. Minor explosions of pleasure began nearly at the start and grew in frequency and strength until my pussy tightened around Bryce’s cock so hard he could barely pull out.

“Holy fuck… mom I’m cuming!”

“Inside me, fill me again!”












Chapter 32











A
 s we staggered to the bathroom, his cum draining down my thigh in thick streams, I clung to his arm. Neither of us seemed able to believe what we’d just done, nor could we stand to be parted. Hands never leaving each other’s skin, we soaped up and cleaned off. There was little spoken between us, but many lingering glances and random giggles that grew until we stepped out of the shower.

Bryce was throbbing again, but I danced away from him when he tried pulling me close. His frown of frustration grew, and he stepped up against me.

“You can have me again now… Or you can save, this,” I tapped his erection with a long nail. “For later, when Melissa spends the night.”

“Melissa’s… you’re serious?”

“We told you we were,” I wink up at him and slipped out from between him and the sink, hurrying to get ready. “We don’t’ have long before it starts up and I need to give a speech at 7pm so hurry up.”

He frowned at me, almost offended I was rushing him after spending such a wonderful and languid afternoon together. Walking over, I threw my arms over his shoulders and pulled him into a long kiss, then released him.

“Sorry to be, mom so soon after… I just want tonight to go perfectly.”

“You never have to apologize for that… I don’t want to lose my mom,” his cheeks heated a faint shade of red and I kissed him again.

“Good,” I beamed at him. “Because you won’t. Now go get ready so we can go!”

He gave me one of his crooked smiles and headed to his room to change and do his hair. I took longer, but was ready with time to spare. I found Bryce in the kitchen making a cup of coffee and I stole the mug from him and downed half before handing it back.

“You’re welcome,” he laughed. “I have a ride coming for us in a couple minutes. Guessing we won’t be safe to drive after the Crab Feed.”

“That’s a good guess,” I grinned.

I couldn’t stop smiling and staring at Bryce, nor he at me as we stood in the kitchen. Eventually we made our way over to one another and his hands slid down my silky black dress.

“Don’t muss me up again, remember?” His eyes burned with the same desire flowing in me and I gave in to him, letting him spin me around and flip the black dress up.

Hooking a finger in my g-string panties, I had them pulled aside in a second and my son was sliding deep inside me.

“Ohhh god baby… You feel so good!”

“Not as good as you do, mom,” Bryce’s breath was hot on the back of my neck and I nearly came when his strong fingers dug into the crease at the top of my thigh, and his other groped one heavy breast. “God… I can’t take it… I’m going to…”

“Yess!” I hissed, reaching back and pulling his lips to mine.

Our tongues slid alongside one another as I felt his thick cock throb within me and a hot splash of his seed fill my womb. The sensation of being filled with so much cum, after so long, awoke a forgotten desire, and I reached down to cradle my belly as we stepped away from the counter.

Bryce saw the motion, and I heard his breath catch, but he said nothing as we grabbed our things and headed out to the car. His hand found mine, and I was happy to see there was no anxiety or fear in his expression, only love and gratitude as the car drove us across town.

The Crab Feed was already popping when we arrived. The scheduled start time wasn’t for another thirty minutes, but with all the kids volunteering to serve buckets of crab, salad and garlic bread, their parents had come early. I was about to leave Bryce with some of the staff and check with the chef and vendors when Bryce spoke up.

“I wonder where Melissa is… never mind,” his expression was awed, and I followed where his gaze was locked to see dozens of heads already turned. They tracked the raven-haired beauty as she made her way through the crowd in our direction.

My friend is well known in the town’s social circles, but something about her confident strut kept those who might have stopped her to chat from doing so. Added to the skin tight red dress she wore, cut low enough in the bust to threaten exposing her nipples if she turned to sharply or bent over, the woman had every man’s attention and most of the women’s envy.

As her six-inch heels click-clacked towards us, I saw her put a little extra bounce in her step when she spotted Bryce. Those juicy, thick red lips of her curled in a grin that was almost girlish as she flounced over.

“There you two are!” She gave Bryce a warm hug that lingered for a few seconds longer than necessary.

Several of the men frowned at my stepson, or snorted in disgust, but I noticed many of the women and no small number of girls running around with buckets of food, take a second or even third glance at my tall son.

He stood with a relaxed confidence and didn’t seem to notice or care about the teenagers swirling around him with their young bodies of full display. Just a month before he would have been nervously glancing around, aware of every girl in the place, but now he didn’t seem to care, and that made him all the hotter to them.

“I have to get ready for my speech, but once that’s done, I’m free. Assuming there aren’t any issues,” I said.

“Everything will be fine. Go get ready. I’ll keep your handsome son entertained.”

“Ok, be right back,” I took a half step forward, and Bryce half reached up, as if to pull me close for the kiss I unconsciously went for.


This will take some getting used to
 , I thought with a grimace as I slipped away from the pair.
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M
 elissa’s eyes sparkled as she watched me walk away, and I knew she would have the details of our afternoon out of him in no time. Then I spotted a stunning blonde enter the hall. She stood head and shoulders over the other women, and most of the men, drawing even more stares than Melissa had.

Chloe had taken special care with her makeup, and from the golden highlights in her hair, she’d gone to a stylist. For a girl who always wore jeans and a t-shirt, she cleaned up well when she wanted to.

Blonde hair tied back, thick chunks hung down to frame the sides of her face, while the rest was tied in an artful bun, festooned with pearls. She wore a pale blue dress that contrasted with her tan skin perfectly.

Unlike Melissa’s dress, Chloe’s had a more conservative collar, matching mine. But the cut let little to the imagination. Her slender, athletic frame looked incredible in the tight dress, and it accentuated the flare of her hips. The dress ended at mid-thigh, which for Chloe left a stunning length of toned legs open to the eyes.

Men’s jaws dropped, and their wives forgot to admonish them as they stared at the stunning young woman. Chloe was shocked by the attention she received, but before she could turn inwards and let her shoulders slump, Bryce called her over. Her blue eyes shone when she spotted my son, and I was certain of the girls’ feelings when I saw her reaction.

The rest of the room did too, and sour grimace and nods of understanding followed. Putting the kids out of my head for now, I reviewed the speech I was about to give, and went down the line of silent auction items, verifying them against our agreements.

After checking on with the catering staff to see how the food was coming and the bars were flowing. I turned on the loudspeaker and hopped on the microphone.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, thank you for coming out to the annual fundraiser. This year we have an excellent array of prizes in our silent auction. From a hot air balloon ride for two, to a year’s supply of fine wines…”

I don’t love speaking in front of crowds but being able to glance over at Bryce and Melissa’s smiling faces made it easier. After letting everyone know where the bathrooms, and bars were, I ended my speech and let the party begin.

Drink tickets were used to serve alcohol, and the bars were packed that first hour, as everyone worked hard to get tipsy as soon as possible. I floated through the crowd, catching up with friends and checking on tables. I found everything was running smoothly and made my way back to our table.

Melissa and Chloe were gone, probably to the bathroom, and I found a gaggle of high school girls who were volunteering to help serve gathered around our table.

“Are your classes really that tough? My sister majored in Film, and she said it was a cake-walk.”

“It all depends on your major-.” Bryce was interrupted by another girl, and in noted he was trying hard to maintain his patience, as he turned a polite smile on her.

“Is there a quad where everyone hangs out? I mean, where do you meet up with friends and stuff?” Said the interrupter, a pretty little brunette who couldn’t take her eyes off Bryce as she twisted her hips, making her cheerleading skirt flare.

“Mostly off campus or in the library,” Bryce said, frowning around at the gathering of girls. He stood head and shoulders above them, his dark hair slicked back and a look of vague disinterest in his expression that only made the girls more interested. He noticed me approaching, and his eyes lit up. “Mom, there you are.”

“Where is Chloe?” I asked, unable to meet any of the teenager’s eyes as I frowned around at the group. The least confident slunk away, disappearing into the crowd. But I noticed the cute cheerleader and a couple of others who were more determined.

“They went to the bathroom,” he said, frowning around and confirming my suspicions. “Should have been back by now.”

“Who’s Chloe?” Asked the brunette, her rose-bud shaped curling down at the corners. “Is she your girlfriend?”

“Nothing’s official,” Chloe said, stepping from the crowd with Melissa behind her. My friend’s eyes brightened when she saw me, and she waved an extra glass of bubbles in one hand, but hesitated before walking over as she watched the little drama play out before her. Chloe slipped her arm over the small girls’ shoulders and leaned in conspiratorially. “I haven’t hooked him yet, but if you have a spare uniform, I bet the two of us could give him the night of his life… What do you say?”

The high school senior sputtered, her face whitening and then flooding with color when the other teenagers began snickering. Bryce frowned at Chloe and opened his mouth to object to her teasing, but the cute girl drew herself up to her full height, delicate chin thrust forward as she looked up at Chloe.

“I don’t appreciate you making fun of me-.”

“I wasn’t making fun, love,” Chloe purred, and I felt my own cheeks heat when she ran a light finger under the girl’s chin. “You’re a peach I’d like to nibble on.”

The girl’s mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water, her eyes wide with shock. I wanted to laugh out loud at the reaction, but stifled the impulse and moved forward.

“I think we’ve kept the kids from their duties for too long already.” Nodding to the cheerleader and the others who were trying to fade back into the milling crowds, I said, “Why don’t you see if the chef’s ready to serve the salad course. I’m think we should get food in bellies before they drink too much more.”

The girls left, but the cute one lingered for a long second, trading a meaningful glance with Chloe before she left. Melissa cackled like a fiend when they were gone, joking with Chloe that she was becoming worse that herself.

“As long as it’s fun, and no one’s feelings get hurt. Why not?” Chloe said, grinning at Bryce, who chuckled and shook his head.

I downed that first glass of bubbles and took my time with the second as the salad and garlic bread were served. The conversation was easy and flirty until the other end of the table filled, and we stayed on our best behavior.
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T
 here were a few amusing moments when the two men sitting with the other party couldn’t keep their eyes off Melissa, Chloe and me. They took every opportunity to join our conversation, to the annoyance of their dates. Dealing with them grew tedious, and I could see Bryce struggling not to say something, so I slipped away and found the DJ.

“I think we should start the music early,” I said to the man as he was trying to chat up one of the prettier teachers. “People have been drinking for two hours now and are getting loose.”

“I didn’t agree to start until ten,” he said with a sour frown.

“Can I stand up there and watch you spin the records?” The teacher asked, pressing her sizable bosom together.

I could have kissed the woman, right there. It was clear she wasn’t interested in the slimy DJ, but she saw my need and her flirty comment was as it took for the man to agree. With a lascivious glance down my body, he sauntered up to the DJ table and clicked on the microphone. After gripping the teacher’s hand in silent thanks, I returned to our table to find Melissa and Chloe practically hanging all over Bryce.

Now it was the two men’s dates who were staring at the girls, and I could see them whispering and giggling as the men’s faces grew redder and redder.

“Is the music on?” Melissa asked with a slightly crooked grin. “I want to dance!”

“Me too,” Chloe grinned, standing and pulling Bryce to his feet along with her.

“I’m not a dancer,” my son said, glancing at me helplessly as the two women drug him to the slowly filling dance floor.

“Could have fooled me,” Melissa purred, standing a little unsteadily and giving the two women at the end of the table an obvious wink. “Cause you dance like a god between the sheets.”

The pair snorted in laughter as I fled after them, my cheeks heating.

“Melissa, how many glasses have you had to drink?”

“Too many, probably,” she said with a wide grin. “But you only live once, right? Come on,” she snatched my hand and pulled me after Chloe and Bryce. “You know I’ll dance it off!”

Parents, faculty, and boosters flooded onto the dance floor when the first song ended, and the DJ put on a banger. In moments everyone was jumping to the beat, throwing their hands up and singing along with one another.

“So tonight, we’re gonna party like it’s 19-99!!”

Bryce wasn’t as bad of a dancer as he made himself out to be, he just didn’t have a lot of practice. He was brought up to speed quickly with Chloe and Melissa swirling around him. The pair took turns dancing with him, hand in hand, and even grinding when the right song came on. Everyone was so drunk as the night progresses, drink tickets flying around, that I wasn’t worried about them getting carried away. Even when the couples we’d eaten next to danced beside us, the atmosphere was so joyful, no one seemed to care.

I still had work to do, so kept my own drinking to a minimum. As the night wore on, I slipped away from my friends and Bryce to pay the chef and caterers and let the kids head out for the night. The cleaning crew was arranged, and the city would lock the fairgrounds down in the morning, so with the last things taken care of, I grabbed another glass of bubbles and hurried back onto the dance floor.

Bryce and Melissa were dancing with a large group of wildly drunk parents and teachers. It was amusing to see couples coming together on the dance floor, whether in genuine attraction, or simply for a drunken night of fun. The teacher I’d seen flirting with the DJ was now dancing with a single dad, the man wild eyed as he held the hips of a woman probably out of his league on another night.

“Where’s Chloe?” I asked Melissa when I got close enough to shout over the music.

“She went home,” my friend shouted back, her face hidden from Bryce as she winked and pressed close to whisper quickly in my ear. “She’s waiting for us at your house.”

“That’s too bad.” I frowned, matching Bryce’s expression. “Maybe we should call it a night, too? I’m pretty exhausted.”

“Sure,” Bryce said, his frown deepening even more when he glanced around at the wild time just getting into full swing around us. “I’ll go get the car. We had to park at the end of a field.”

“We’ll come with you,” Melissa said, hooking her arm in mine as we steered out way through the crowd. “I could use the fresh air. I drank way too much tonight.”
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B
 ryce’s shoulders slumped even more, and Melissa's eyebrows waggled as she suppressed a grin. When his back was firmly to us, she raised a hand and pointed at me, then herself. Then she made the international blowjob sign, of holding an invisible cock and pushing it into her open mouth, while poking her cheek with her tongue.

Glass shattered, and we all turned to find the cute cheerleader standing in a shadowed corner, where she’d been sneaking a glass of champagne off a table. The girl stared at Melissa and me in shock, and I pressed a finger to my lips quickly, before Bryce could turn around and notice.

“Caught you,” I said with a frown I didn’t have to force. “You two go ahead. I’ll deal with her.”

“Don’t be too harsh,” Bryce said with a good-natured chuckle. “She’s just braver than the others, who all probably wanted to do the same thing.”

I motioned them off and stopped near the girl, who stared after Melissa and Bryce for a long second before looking up at me.

“Aren’t you, his stepmom?”

“And?” I asked, raising one eyebrow and planting a hand on my hip. The girl swallowed hard and slowly raised her eyes to meet mine. I was pleased to see her confidence falter when she took in my figure and face, but she was a brave one, and mustered the courage to speak.

“And I think that’s hot.” Her pale cheeks turned a pretty shade of pink and I found a smile working its way onto my lips.

Reaching into my purse, I pulled out my card and gave it to the girl.

“Call me when you graduate.” I left her with a wink, and this time it was my turn to take in another woman with a lascivious stare.

The girl was adorable, with her big round eyes and dimpled cheeks, and I couldn’t wait to peel the cheerleading uniform off her. Or, better yet, have Chloe doing it with me. That thought sent me skipping across the field as I hurried to catch up to Bryce and Melissa.

Melissa hooked a finger at me when the pair turn into a narrow, dark space between cars, and I slipped in after them. My friend pressed Bryce up against her car, keys jangling as she dropped her purse and ran a hand up his chest.

“We promised you a reward tonight,” Melissa purred.

“It’s ok,” he said, “I know you’re drunk-.”

He cut off when Melissa’s kiss stole his breath and the MILF pulled back to enjoy the look on his face as I moved up beside her.

“I was teasing, big boy…” the sound of his zipper being pulled down was clearly audible. “I wouldn’t get too drunk and miss this for the world.”

Her eyes met mine, and I leaned in, kissing the lips that had just kissed my son. Bryce’s eyes were hot on us, as our tongue danced together. Then I pulled him into the kiss. Turning, Melissa and I’s lips met his in a three-way kiss.

Then his hot cock was free, and my friend and I had the same thought. Ripping open the car door, we pushed my son into the back seat, giggling like schoolgirls as we piled in behind him. The space was tight, but that made it all the hotter as we pushed him down onto the bench seat.

Hitting a button on the roof, the seat rolled back, and then Melissa pulled me into the space beside her. Bryce sat with his legs spread, cock rising from his dress pants, a glorious staff of hard flesh as he watched us move into position.

Looking up his torso, I met my son’s eyes and felt my heart flutter. There was so much love and gratitude in his eyes, I couldn’t help moving up and stealing a kiss from him. Loving the feel of his steely hard cock nestled between my breasts.

“This is a dream come true,” he breathed when I moved down to rejoin Melissa.

“We’ll be sure and take our time,” Melissa purred before pressing her thick lips to the side of his shaft.

There was hardly any room to maneuver around, but I had enough to unbutton and open my shirt, popping free my bra and letting is slip to the car floor. While Melissa’s tongue ran down my stepson’s cock, his eyes were locked on my breasts as they came into view. Taking a moment to caress them, I saw his lips curl into a grin, then an ‘O’ of shock when I pulled first one nipple to my lips, then the other, and sucked them hard.

“My turn,” Melissa grinned as she moved back and made way for me on the dick.

Slipping my hand around the base, I took over, licking his dick with light, teasing touches as I felt the woman pulling down the top of her dress. Turning my head, I caught the dark-haired beauty cupping her perfect tits together and kissing the firm flesh before leaning forward and offering Bryce a nipple to suckle.

“Mhhmmph!” The boy looked in heaven as my lips pressed to the head of his cock, his face surrounded by breast flesh.

Melissa couldn’t keep away from the drooling cock for long, and I was pressed against Bryce’s leg again as she slipped down beside me. Our eyes met, and I angled the spongy head of his cock over to her lips, but the minx had other ideas.

Pulling me close, her lips found mine, and we made out around Bryce’s hardness. Our tongues danced together, and then we turned as one, running our lips over the head and down either side as we sucked hard. I could feel her firm nipples pressed against me as we held each other close. My son’s heated words adding fire to our already burning need.

“Yesss… Fuck! Just like that… Suck me!”

My best friend and I moved as one up and down the shaft. Then Melissa’s tongue slithered down and she took one of his heavy, cum-filled balls into her mouth and sucked gently as I moved back up to the tip. Relaxing my throat, I took him into my mouth, tongue teasing the underside as the head nestled against my tonsils.

Glancing up, I nearly came when I saw the ecstasy and awe written across my son’s face. I’d never seen him more elated, and a deep warmth spread through me as I thanked god I could be the one to give him this gift and with a woman I loved more than a sister.

Bryce’s groans grew sharper, and I felt the shaft of his cock throbbing, and pulled up off him. Changing places with Melissa, the MILF took her time. Flicking her tongue lightly around the head as stroking his with delicate fingers, she drew out his pleasure. Finally, taking him into her mouth, I watched her technique with interest.

She did a twisting motion with her hand as she sucked him deep, that never failed to make Bryce’s toes curl and a groan escape his mouth. Filing it away for later, I moved down from his sensitive balls, and lifted one of Melissa’s perfect breasts and sucked hard on the nipple.

“Watching you two together is so fucking sexy,” Bryce breathed, his eyes tracking my hand as I slipped it between the other woman’s thighs.

He couldn’t see what I was doing because of the angle and dim light in the car, but Melissa’s whimper of pleasure told him all he needed to know.

“You mommy is going to make me cum, baby,” Melissa huffed, her hand still stroking his cock, but her focus was elsewhere as I found and pushed her buttons. “Oh… fuck!”

“Cum for me,” I purred in my friend's ear, loving how Bryce’s cock jumped when he heard the wicked words pass my lips.

“You slut,” Melissa huffed as her shaking subsided. Swinging her sweat slick hair back, she fixed me with a hungry stare. “Two can play at that game.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but that was the wrong move. The MILF’s fingers slipped into my hair, and I was pushed down, Bryce’s cock filling my mouth, and a whimper of pleasure in my throat as her fingers found my clit.

“Fuck your mommy’s mouth, Bryce… fuck this sluts’ face good and hard… but don’t cum, yet.”

My son’s eyes burned with desire, and I could feel it throbbing in my mouth. Nodding eagerly, I gave myself over to his control as his hands replaced Melissa’s, gripping my head on either side. Once he saw the eagerness in my eyes, there was no hesitation on his part and I felt another thrill to see the strong, confident man I knew him to be, fully emerged.
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I
 ’d never experienced such total submission before, and I found myself alive in a way I couldn’t remember being. As Melissa’s fingers teased and slipped inside me, my son's cock drove into my mouth, fucking it like a pussy. The wicked sounds filled the car, and I heard my own slobbering moaning and grew even more turned on. The orgasm came quick and hard, and I felt Bryce’s cock throbbing as his own approached.

“Quick baby, cum on our faces… Yes, Bryce... Cum for us!”

Pulling up and off his cock, Melissa’s hand joined mine as we stroked him quickly. Her soft cheek pressed against mine and I felt her tongue touching mine as we teased the sensitive spot under the head of his cock.

Bryce’s eyes were locked on us, his breathing rapid and body tight as I felt the first pulse of cum shoot up his cock. The hot seed splashed across my tongue and lips, then the Melissa’s, and soon we were whimpering as both of us struggled to suck down every drop. Bryce hissed when our lips found the too sensitive tip of his cock, but he tasted too good we couldn’t stop.

Finally, my boy pulled us up with rough hands, his lips finding ours as we clung to one another.

“That was… incredible… thank you.”

“Thank you,” Melissa sighed. “I’ve always wanted to do that for a man, and I can’t think of anyone else I’d rather be with than you two.”

“Ditto,” I grinned, kissing her deeply. “But I think we should get going. It’s a miracle we haven’t been caught yet.”

It took a few minutes in the tight confines to pull on our clothes, and I felt Bryce’s hands on my naked bits far more than was necessary. Melissa and I kept up our teasing and flirting, but wouldn’t let things progress past that. My friend mentioned being tired and wanting to get to bed, while throwing me a wink behind his back. And Bryce sighed and agreed to drive her home.

The two of us stayed in the backseat while he drove, whispering and giggling about our plans. I could see Bryce’s eyes watching us in the rearview mirror and could see the disappointment in his eyes that our fun had ended for the night.

“Is there a light on in your place?” Bryce asked as he pulled onto Melissa’s street.

“There shouldn’t be… Oh no!” she exclaimed, while offering me a conspiratorial grin. “Do you think it could be a break in?”

“Your doors open,” he said in a tense voice as he parked out front.

Staring at the house in worry he pulled out his phone, “I’m calling the police-.”

“No!” Melissa and I said at the same moment, reaching forward and stopping him before he could dial 911.

A frown grew on Bryce’s face when he glanced from us to the large house. The front door was open, and there was a light in somewhere inside the house, and we could hear music playing faintly.

“You live in a gated community…” Bryce said, his expression growing suspicious. “And why would a robber leave the door open and music playing?”

“Maybe you should go in, and see?” I asked, my cheeks heating when he turned his suspicious eyes on me.

“What aren’t you two telling me?” He asked.

“We would be here all night if we told you everything. We know you don’t,” Melissa chuckled, unaffected by my son’s frown. “Go inside Bryce, you’re ruining the surprise.”

His suspicion shifted to curiosity and then excitement as he stepped out of the car and started up the walkway. Melissa and I hurried after him, and I made sure she saw my shaking head. This had been her idea, and I’d been nervous about it from the start, but watching the hop in Bryce’s step as he hurried into her house, I couldn’t be too upset. Besides, I was looking forward to the rest of the night as much, if not more, than anyone else.

“The surprise didn’t go as planned,” my friend whispered to me, her arm hooked in mine as Bryce entered the house ahead of us. “But I think the rest of the night should be perfect.”

“Did you get the outfits?”

“They’re right here,” she said, glancing down the hall to where Bryce had followed the flickering light, and pulling open the closet door in her foyer. Inside were two sets of lingerie fitted for each of us.

Scrambling out of the clothes we’d worn to the crab feed, we pulled on the lingerie in a matter of seconds and hurried down the hall on bare, silent feet. Melissa poked her head in a dark room and I caught movement in the back corner.

“I saw him walk past,” whispered an excited voice. “Did you tell him?”

“No,” Melissa grinned, “but he almost called the cops when he saw the lights on and the door open.”

“Sorry,” Chloe said, chagrined. “I thought he might charge in when he saw the door open.”

“He’s too smart for that,” I said, licking my lips as I took in the tall teen in her matching lingerie.

Slipping her arm around my waist, as she stood on one side, Melissa did the same on the other and the three of us stepped into her den where a fire burned merrily. Bryce was standing before the low table where a large platter of cheese, meats and bread sat, along with an open bottle and four empty glasses.

The furniture had been rearranged, so most of it sat back near the book lined walls, except for the table, and a cushioned stool. Pillows and blankets had been artfully arranged before the fire. He must have sensed our presence because he turned slowly the confusion on his face melting into awe as he took in the three of us.
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T
 he three of us stood, Chloe on my right, and Melissa on my left, in matching sets of lingerie. Melissa was in a lacy black bra and G-string panties that hugged her bare sex. Chloe wore red. The lace standing out against her pale skin, and I wore white. The cups of my bra barely contained my breasts, and the panties rode up my rear, but it was worth it for the look of awed pleasure spreading on my son’s face.

“Congratulation, Bryce,” I breathed, my heart racing as I felt his eyes taking the three of us in. “On your grades and breaking your addiction… I’m so proud of you.”

“Me too,” Melissa said, and I felt her arm tense around me and I gripped her back, encouraging her as she drew in a deep breath. “You’ve done everything we asked of you. You’re an amazing young man Bryce and… and I want you to know how I feel…”


“Go to him,”
 I whispered in her ear, and she didn’t hesitate before breaking away from me and walking forward with slow steps.

“I’ve come to care for you more than I thought I would,” my friend said in a quavering voice, Bryce lost in her eyes. “I… I can’t imagine a future with you, or your mom in my life. I love you, Bryce.”

His eyes widened further and he glanced up at Chloe. I looked up and saw a knowing smile on the girl’s lips as she nodded gently. With her approval, he grinned down at Melissa and swept her up into his arms. My friend yelped in surprised, then moaned into the kiss as he held her tight.

“I love you too,” he breathed. “And I thought I was an asshole for my feelings… I care about you all.”

He looked up and Chloe and I raced forward into his open arms, and he pulled us tight.

“I’m shouldn’t-.” He began, but I stopped him from saying more, pressing my fingers over his lips.

“You shouldn’t what? Care about us, as no other man has? You shouldn’t want what we also want?”

“Stop thinking so much,” Chloe purred as she slipped a hand down into his pants. “And be in the moment.”

Bryce’s gaze dropped as the tall blonde dropped to her knees before him. Turning my head, I pressed my lips to Melissa’s slender neck and let her pull me down to the blanket strewn floor. My friend and I knelt, hands lightly tracing each other sides, and we kissed.

“Jesus, that’s fucking hot,” Bryce breathed, and I heard Chloe chuckle.

“They’ll do anything you want, baby… Anything.”

Melissa and I looked up into his blue eyes and he saw the truth. Chloe had his pants down and was pulling them off his ankles, his boxers tented obscenely as he licked his lips.

“Take off each other’s bra’s… slowly.”

Our lips curling into an eager grin, I felt her fingers slid up my sides and slowly unhook my bra. Drawing the straps over my shoulders, she let the cup remain in place, barely held in place by my massive breasts. As I reached around her back to do the same, taking my time, Chloe had his glorious cock free and was running long fingers along its length.

“You could have been a porn star,” Chloe said with an awed grin. “Seriously, your dick is gorgeous, baby… mmhmmph!”

My mouth salivated as the teen took him into her mouth, and I imagined I could still taste his cum from earlier on my lips as I licked them. My son’s eyes were locked on Melissa and I, as we dropped our bra’s as the same moment.

“I want to see you make each other… cum… mmhmmm… Fuck, Chloe, right there!”

The girl had taken his cock all the way to the base, her eyes red, but lips curling at the corners. Impossibly, her tongue was extended out her bottom lip and was sweeping side to side on his heavy balls as her throat convulsed around the head of his cock.

Melissa and I were impressed and couldn’t keep out eyes off the girl as she pulled back, thick ropes of saliva extending from her lips to his cock. Gathering them in her hands, she stroked him before diving forward again, tongue extended.

I hissed in pleasure as my friend’s fingers found my pussy, and the wet sounds joined that of her own as I teased her. The pair of us were on the verge already, keyed up from sucking him in the car and watching Chloe suck his cock. It only took a minute of gentle touches before Melissa gripped me tight and groaned out, “Cumming… fuck!”

Bryce watched, eyes riveted on the woman as she convulsed in orgasm. Then my own hit me, and it was my turn to curl around her hand. The orgasm was small, but being watched by my son, as I performed like a porn-star for him, added to the thrill and I felt my juices coat Melissa’s hand.

“Bend over,” Bryce growled gruffly.

Neither of us was sure who he was talking to, and with shaky limbs, we started to turn around. But I was too slow for the boy, and felt his rough hands on my hips, pulling be back into him. A second orgasm swept through my body, when I felt my son man-handling my body, and my cheek smacked onto a pillow as my arms gave out.

“Fuck her, baby, fuck your mom’s tight pussy!”

“Oh god!” I moaned, as I felt the fat head of his cock pressing against my panties.

With a flick of his wrist, he pulled them aside and invaded my depths. Strong hands gripped my hips, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh of my ass, and with a single powerful thrust, buried himself in my pussy. The orgasm was still reverberating through my body, and I was driven to the heights of pleasure again as Bryce fucked me with single-minded determination.

Hands gripped my swinging breasts after I picked myself up on weak arms, and Chloe’s lips met mine. The girl groaned into the kiss and my eyes opened, and I looked down at her slender body to find Melissa’s head between her thighs. The girl shuddered on her back, and gathering one of my breasts, moaned as she clamped her lips on the large nipple.

I was in heaven.

Fucked from behind by my son, and suckled by his girlfriend, I felt like a slut and reveled in it. The grunts of Bryce as he took me from behind rose in pitch, and I felt his hips lose their rhythm and I arched my back, reaching behind me and pulled his head close to mine.

“Fill mommy, baby. Fill mommy’s pussy!”

The first blast of hot cum in my depths sent me over the edge again, and the world turned hazy white, as Chloe’s fingers pressed against my clit. The girl sent me into the stratosphere, and when I came down I lay on my side, panting and coated in a thin sheen of sweat.
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B
 ryce’s hair was slick with sweat as well, but he grinned like a kid in a candy store as he knelt above Melissa. My friend’s head was propped on a pillow and a gleam in her eyes as she wrapped her perfect tits around his slick cock. With Chloe pressed to his back, her hands on his stomach and her lips on his neck, the girl thrust forward, guiding his cock as he fucked the MILF’s tits.

“How was it… breeding your mommy?” Chloe purred, earning a grunt from Bryce. “These balls are so heavy with cum… How much do you have for us tonight, baby? Are you going to coat Melissa’s pretty face? Or fuck her tight pussy?”

“Oh fuck,” Bryce moaned.

I rolled over and pulled myself close to Melissa. She turned her head, kissing me and Bryce’s cock head brushed our lips. I heard Chloe cackle in delight, and my son groan as we turned our heads and licked all around the head.

“I need you,” Bryce growled, dragging his cock from between her tits and pulling her legs up over his shoulders.

“Yes baby, fuck me!”

Melissa’s scream of pleasure reverberated off her ceiling as Bryce drove into her. Laying pressed to her side, I had a perfect view of his thick cock spreading her pussy. The black panties were pulled to the side, their lace digging into her thigh and her firm breasts jiggling, as he took her with long slow thrusts.

Chloe moved in on the MILF’s other side, and we shared kisses with her and Bryce as he hunched over her. The woman’s legs gave out after a few minutes and he released them, her ankles hooking around his back and pulling him deep within her.

“I’m gonna…” Bryce panted, sweat dripping from his nose as the wet sounds of their fucking filled the room.

“In me, baby,” Melissa purred, her hands cupping his cheeks. And as the pleasure swept over his face, she whispered two words that made his eyes widen in shocked joy, “I’m ovulating.”


He couldn’t pull his hips back, with her ankles locked behind his back, and falling atop her, lips crushing hers, he drove deep, flooding her womb with his young seed.

Sticky with sweat and our juices, I opened a bottle of wine and poured four glasses. We lounged before the fire, holding one another as we drank, fingers tracing skin. It wasn’t long before I saw my son’s cock twitching as his hand cupped Chloe’s tight teen ass.

Sharing silent smiles, the three of us crawled around Bryce. Melissa plucked the glass from his hands and we downed the last of our own, before setting them aside. It took a few second to figure out the geometry, but once we had it, all three of us were able to run our tongues up the side of his steel hard cock at the same time.

The three of us worshipped his cock as one. Our tongues touching one another’s as we moved up and down. Our position had the added benefit of letting us look at one another, and I could see the other two grin whenever Bryce let out a particularly deep groan of pleasure.

All the while, his hands roamed our bodies, teasing our pussies, and even our asses. I made certain to offer up my breasts to his strong hands, loving it when he pulled on the nipples.

The gentle licks shifting into each of us taking turns sucking the head, as the other two licked and sucked along his shaft. It didn’t take long for that to drive Bryce crazy and he pressed Chloe atop me. Her legs hunched forward, pulling mine up and I felt her pussy press down against me, our juices mingling.

Bryce pressed on the teen’s ass as he pulled Melissa against his side. I had a perfect view as he gripped my friend’s firm ass and kissed her. While sliding his dick between Chloe and my smushed pussies. The feeling of his cock grinding against my clit as the girl clung to me was wild, but got even wilder when I saw him slip a thumb into her tight little hole.

“Ohhh, god!” Chloe cried, and soon she was coming on his cock, her juices flowing down my ass, and I felt him withdraw.

“Be gentle,” Melissa purred, and we turned to find her bent over, ass pushed back and Bryce’s eyes a little wild as he pushed the head of his cock into her ass. “Oh god, baby you’re so big…. So big… YESSSS!”

He gave a start as the head disappeared within her, and then he was slowly sinking deep as she pulled on his hip. Chloe and I clung to one another, a little in awe of Melissa as the giant spear of flesh disappeared within her.

Breathing slowly, Bryce struggled to control himself as he pulled out of her and pushed back in with deliberate slowness. Melissa wasn’t having any of it though, and slammed her ass back into him, taking all of him in one go.

“Fuck it, baby. Take me!”

The shackles were released and fuck her; he did. The slap of his hips on her ass came hard and fast, and I watched Melissa’s face go from tense to euphoric within moments. Wetness drained from her lips, coating her thighs as his thick cock invaded her bowels.

When he came it was with a barreling roar, and I was happy to see he didn’t bother warning the woman or attempting to pull out. Instead, he thrust in deep and groaned, Melissa’s back arching and a hiss escaping her throat, before she collapsed atop the blankets in a sweaty heap.

The four of us cycled through the shower after that. We tried to all fit in together but there wasn’t room, sadly. Chloe, Melissa and I did enjoy another load of Bryce’s cum before we passed out, taking our time and worshipping him again with our tongues, but this time to completion. I fell asleep in Chloe’s arms, with the taste of his cum on my grinning lips. Behind me, I could feel Melissa snuggle tightly into Bryce’s arms. All was right in our world, and I couldn’t wait to wake up and do it all again.












Epilogue











S
 ummer couldn’t come fast enough for our little foursome. Bruce finished his semester with straight A’s and his counselor commented on how much he’d improved.

I couldn’t be prouder of my stepson, or his girlfriend who ended her season with a winning record. Her team went to the state tournament but ended their run in the second round. The weekends we spent at the gymnasium watching them compete were some of the most exciting of the year. Not to mention the shenanigans we got up to in the hotel room after. Chloe needed consolation, and we were all too happy to provide it.

Bryce and Chloe got up to all sorts of fun on their own during those spring months. Chloe never forgot the cheerleader from the crab feed and I came home one afternoon to find the eighteen year old pressed between her and my son. The girl nearly had a heart attack when I poked my head in his bedroom and caught them. But she turned out to be even wilder than Chloe when I let Bryce entice me to join them.

Melissa and I rented a house at the lake for a month and cleared our schedules. We’ll pack the fridge full, stock the bar, then spend every morning on the water, afternoon cooking, and evening exploring the boundaries of each other’s sensuality.

It’s going to be incredible.




THE END













Authors Note










Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review.



To find more stories I’ve written, check out the links below.



You can sign up to my website
 , and you’ll get access to my newsletter, which I send out once a month (or so), with information about new releases and the occasional free story.



Best regards,

Nick Storming


www.nickstorming.org














 Twitter
















ALSO BY NICK STORMING











Series: Fae King's Harem




Coven Master: Book One





Coven Master: Book Two





Coven Master: Book Three





Coven Master: Book Four






Series: Harem World




Harem World: Book One





Harem World: Book Two





Harem World: Book Three






Series: New World Alpha




New World Alpha: Book One





New World Alpha: Book Two





New World Alpha: Book Three






Series: Mountain Man's Harem (A Western Harem Fantasy)



Complete (1-7)




Mountain Man's Harem - Part One: Strikin’ It Rich





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Two: Laying Claim





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Three: Mountain Wolves





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Four: Into the Valley





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Five: Frisco Fling





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Six: Northern Rush





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Seven: Dogs of War






Series: Vox-AI: The Simulation




Vox-AI: The Simulation - Book One: A Space Harem






Series: God-Kings Harem (A Taboo Magical Harem Fantasy)



Complete (1-8)




Crowning of the King





Drums of War





Assassin’s Gamble





A Noble Mount





Birth of an Empire





Enemies & Allies





Sword & Plow




Prophecies End





Series: The Golden Age



The Golden Age: The Novel (Bundle)




The Golden Age: Part One





The Golden Age: Part Two





The Golden Age: Part Three






Series: MILF Neighborhood




MILF Neighborhood: The Novel (Bundle)





MILF Neighborhood: Part Two





MILF Neighborhood: Part Three





MILF Neighborhood: Part Four





MILF Neighborhood: Part Five






Series: Summer of MILFs




Summer of MILFs: Part One





Summer of MILFs: Part Two





Summer of MILFs: Part Three





Summer of MILFs: Part Four





Summer of MILFs: Part Five






Series: Lost at Sea




Taboo Family Crusoe: Part One





Taboo Family Crusoe: Part Two






Other works by Nick Storming





Stand Alone Novels




The Power - Taboo Harem Fantasy





MILF Apartments - Harem Fantasy





Rockstar Harem - Harem Fantasy





The Species Imperative - Post-Apocalyptic Harem Fantasy





Harem on the Prairie - Taboo Harem Fantasy






Stand Alone Novellas



Snowed In: Taboo FFM Fantasy




Mommy’s All-Star: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Magic Seed: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Taboo Foreign Exchange: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Mother’s Helping Hands: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Taboo Cabin Fever: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage!: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Mommy’s College Prep: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Sinful Seduction – Taboo MILF Romance





MILF Mansion Inheritance – MILF Harem Fantasy





Mother-In-Law’s Ménage – Taboo FFM Fantasy
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Short Stories




The First Subject’s – Part One





Mother’s Motivation





Mourning Father – Family FFM, Step Fantasy





Taboo MILF Blackmailed! – MILF, Step Fantasy





The Man Next Door – Mom Daughter FFM, Step Fantasy
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Summer Fling – Sister Brother, Step Fantasy
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