
        
            
                
            
        

    
My Best Friend's MILF: Part One (A Harem Fantasy)

Neil Bimbeau
 Copyright 2021 Neil Bimbeau
 All Rights Reserved


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner.


All characters depicted are 18 years old or older. For adults only.


Remember: if you liked this hot story (or even if you didn't), remember to leave a review! I want to write what YOU want to read, and your feedback is the best way to help me do just that. Thanks!


Chapter One


"What the hell, dude?"


I took the bottle of whiskey out of Trevor's limp hand and watched him sprawl across the foot of the bed. My best friend was down for the count.


"You're such a fucking lightweight," I said, shaking my head. The bottle wasn't even half-empty. Weren't we supposed to be celebrating tonight? Shit.


He rolled over with a grunt, snoozing gently. I stared down at the bottle in my hand, the whiskey sloshing inside, and sighed. Today was my birthday, my big celebration of finally being able to drink, and instead of celebrating with me my best friend was snoozing on top of my bed. Great.


"Down the hatch," I muttered, tipping the bottle back. The liquor burned my throat like liquid lava, but I was definitely growing to like the way it made me feel. My chest and stomach were like a roaring fireplace.


"It's not that I'm not thankful, dude." I spoke to Trevor without looking at him, still riding the burn from the liquor. "Shit, I know I've plenty to be thankful for. Like, a lot. If it weren't for you and your Mom, I'd probably be living on the streets right now." I paused, shaking my head with a laugh. "You can't even hear me right now, can you?"


He snored in his sleep. Sighing, I took another long draw from the bottle and decided I needed some soda to go with the rest of it.


Don't get me wrong, I really was thankful. When my Mom went to prison, I wasn't old enough to look after myself - which meant that if Trevor's Mom, Yvonne, hadn't taken me in, I would've ended up in the foster care system. But she'd done it without a second thought. After all, I'd spent more time under her roof growing up than my own. My family had...well. They had problems.


I should've gone out tonight, I thought, stepping into the kitchen. I hoped nobody had touched the twelve-pack sitting in the fridge: it was the first alcohol I'd bought legally, with my own money. I'd be pissed if Trevor drank it all. I'm all grown up now: I ought to be acting like a man. Going out and partying with chicks, instead of staying at home playing video games, eating pizza and getting drunk...


I was fishing through the refrigerator when I heard a cough. "Excuse me?"


I turned - and felt a fist grip my chest. Yvonne stood in the doorway to the living room, wearing nothing but an old sweatshirt that went down to her knees. She'd put her blonde hair up in a ponytail, and was wearing way more makeup than I saw her in just lounging around the house.


As she smiled at me, a warm feeling spread through my stomach that had nothing to do with the alcohol.


It's not like I didn't know Yvonne was attractive. Ever since we were old enough to have crushes, the kids in school used to pick on Trevor having the 'hot mom' and the 'MILF'. But as I got older, that awareness had only deepened. Even pushing forty, Yvonne was a stone-cold fox.


She made women half her age feel insecure about her figures. When she jogged around the neighborhood in her form-fitting yoga pants and tight athletic top, you could practically hear every guy's neck snapping as she passed by.


"Aren't you going to say anything?" Yvonne asked teasingly.


I looked around. At the gleaming counters, the empty trash can, and the sink that was empty of dishes.


"Oh shit," I said, the realization hitting me. "You did all my chores."


Her smile grew wider. "Happy birthday," she said. Her gaze turned to the bottle in my hand and she cocked an eyebrow.


"Having fun?"


I felt a blush rise to my cheeks. "Uh, yeah," I said, giving the bottle a perfunctory little sip. "I'm sorry - this is allowed in the house, right?"


She laughed. "Uh, duh. You're legal now," she said, leaning forward a bit. "Honestly, Stephen, if you'd wanted to experiment with it a bit beforehand, it would've been no big deal. As long as you stayed safely under my roof."


"Oh, cool." I glanced back over my shoulder, as if Trevor was going to walk in and interrupt us.


What was I so nervous about? "Kind of a boring birthday, honestly. Trevor's already passed out. I should've gone somewhere..."


Yvonne cocked an eyebrow. "Seriously? My son passed out from-" she glanced at the bottle, "that much liquor?"


I held up the bottle and chuckled. "Actually, like half that," I said. "Less than half. I did most of the drinking."


She held out a hand, a sly look entering her eyes. "Let me try it," she said, flexing her fingers.


"Seriously?"


"I'm not totally inexperienced," Yvonne protested, crossing the short distance between us. "Here."


She took the bottle out of my hand and pressed it to her lips. Striking an exaggerated pose like a model on a billboard, she tossed her ponytail over one shoulder and winked at me as she drank deep. The muscles of her throat clenched as she swallowed, and suddenly my heart was beating very fast in my chest.


Yvonne's eyes widened. She pulled the bottle away, coughing. "Good Lord!"


"Are you okay?"


She made a face. "Where did you buy this?" she asked, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "Jesus, is this supposed to be whiskey?"


"Yeah," I protested, feeling a little foolish. "We got it from the store-"


"It's awful," Yvonne said. "Shit, it tastes like nail polish remover."


Before I could stop her, she poured the remainder of the bottle down the drain. My jaw dropped open as I watched it disappear, saw her slap the bottom of the bottle with her hand to get the dregs.


"Hey, that was mine!" I protested


Yvonne ran the water for a second and switched it off. "Come with me," she said, taking my hand. "I want to give you something."


Just the touch of her hand around mine was...electric. It's just the whiskey, I told myself. Fuck, I'm drunk. I'm thinking things I shouldn't. For God's sake, Yvonne is practically my Mom...


She led me past Trevor's room and up the stairs. I could hear snoring as we passed. I shook my head and snickered, and Yvonne did the same.


"Lightweight," she mouthed, giggling. "Come in here with me. I've got something to give you.


Consider it a birthday present..."


She took me into her bedroom and had me sit on the bed. While I was getting comfortable, Yvonne popped open a drawer at the bottom of her nightstand, then fished around in it with both hands.


"Here we go," she said, bringing up a dark bottle. "This is something a little bit more appropriate for a special day." She smiled at me. "I didn't bring any glasses from downstairs - you wouldn't have a problem sharing with me Straight from the bottle, would you?"


"Not at all," I said quickly.


Yvonne giggled and tipped back a long draw of the rich, dark liquid. Afterwards she moaned, closing her eyes. "That's the stuff," she said, handing me the bottle. "Try that."


I did. The difference between it and what I'd bought with my own money was night and day.


Suddenly I understood what Yvonne had meant by comparing it to nail polish remover. I felt silly for ever buying it, and told her so.


"Oh, pssh," Yvonne said, taking the bottle back. "You didn't know. You're a young man - you've got to be allowed to make your own mistakes. It's the only way you can learn."


"Yeah," I said, feeling a little dizzy. Whatever brand of liquor this was, it was much stronger stuff than what I'd picked up at the store. "That's...that's really cool of you, Yvonne."


She scooted a little closer. "Actually, I'm really glad you stayed up," she said, lowering her voice. "There's something I've been meaning to talk to you about. Just you and me - no Trevor involved."


I stiffened. What could this mean?


Yvonne gave me a look that was half-cute, half-awkward. "I know we don't talk about your... family situation very often," she said, her voice open and full of sympathy. "But, well...this is hard to say..."


I thought about what I'd said in Trevor's room. "I am so grateful," I blurted drunkenly, taking the bottle back from Yvonne. I needed a little more liquid courage. "Seriously. If it weren't for you, and Trevor, I don't know where I'd be."


"You've been with us a long time," she said, putting a hand on my knee. Strange things were happening to me, and I hoped Yvonne couldn't see them. "I mean - and not to say anything bad about your birth mother, Stephen — but I'm the one who practically raised you. Isn't that right?"


I nodded along. It was hard to keep my eyes from roaming around Yvonne's body. That sweatshirt fit her so snugly in all the right places. "Yeah. Yeah, that's right."


"So I was thinking," Yvonne said quickly, "and if I'm overstepping my bounds, I want you to know I'm so sorry. But I was thinking, maybe...you don't have to call me Yvonne all the time, you know?" She squeezed my knee harder, leaning in so close our faces were nearly touching.


"It would be alright with me if you wanted to call me Mom. Or Mommy, even. You understand?"


I understand that I'm sitting on your bed and you're practically in my lap, I thought, the room growing warmer. Was this really happening? Or was I just horny and overthinking this? Please, I thought, my cock pushing against my boxers. Please let this be real...


"1... can definitely do that," I said, swallowing hard. My throat felt bone dry.


Yvonne brushed a lock of hair out of my face. She pursed her pouty lips. "I want to hear you say it."


"You're my Mom," I whispered, leaning in closer. "Mom. Mommy..."


She kissed me.


Chapter Two


Holy shit!


It was like every nerve ending in my body groaned in pleasure. Yvonne's hot, wet mouth covered mine, a groan leaving her lips as she pressed her body against mine. I was confused, a little frightened, but mostly I was so turned on. There was a gorgeous woman in my lap, kissing me, and it was the best birthday present ever.


After a long moment, Yvonne broke the kiss. I could tell she wanted to do more - was actively restraining herself from doing more. There was a feverish gleam in her eyes, and as she licked her lips she moaned with pleasure.


"That was bad," Yvonne whispered. "I shouldn't have done that. But I wanted it. God help me, I wanted it..."


"Mom," I said, trying out the unfamiliar word on my tongue. "That was really nice..."


A flush rose to Yvonne's cheeks. "Oh, I'm glad you think so, sweetheart. I wanted to, just...fuck! I wanted to give you something really nice for your birthday, because I know you've been working really hard with college and your part-time job and never seeing your family..."


So she gave me a kiss? It didn't make any sense. But I was too turned on to care.


"It was nice," I repeated, seizing the initiative. "Want to do it again?"


Yvonne looked like I'd asked if she wanted an all-expenses paid vacation around the world. "I'd like that very much, sweetheart," she purred, crawling into my lap. "Want me to go slower this time?"


"Sure," I murmured, just wanting the feeling of her lips on mine again. This time the kiss was longer, deeper. Before long, Yvonne's hands were under my shirt, and I was hesitantly sliding my own beneath the fabric of her sweatshirt. I could tell she didn't have a bra on underneath, and her nipples were so hard...


Yvonne's mouth moved from my lips to my neck. Her wet, open mouth felt so good that I couldn't help it - I cried out, arching my pelvis against my leg. She felt my erection grind against her, thick and throbbing, and something changed in her face.


She pulled back, glancing down into my lap. "Stephen," Yvonne whispered. "Fuck. You're really good at that!"


A burst of pride exploded in my chest. "Thanks! I...I really like it..."


Her face was beaming. "Are you a virgin, sweetheart?"


I glanced away, looking at the carpet. "Yes," I admitted, feeling more than a little ashamed of myself. "I'm not a loser, I swear! I've just been so fucking busy. I don't have time for a girlfriend..."


Yvonne's hands were on my cheeks, turning my face to hers. "Hey, hey," she said, staring into my eyes. "You are not a loser. You understand me? Hell, if it wasn't for you, Trevor would probably be in juvie right now. Don't look at me like that - you know it's true." Her jaw set into a firm line. "You've been a good influence on him, Stephen. On this family. I depend on you even more than you depend on me."


I blinked. "My Mom's a loser," I said. There. It was out there. A drug-addicted loser, in prison for who knew how long.


Yvonne shook her head. "Your Mom's right here," she said, taking my hand in both of hers and bringing it between her breasts. "Do I look like a loser?"


"No," I said without thinking. "Fuck, you look like a porn star!"


I regretted the words as soon as I said them. Yvonne's jaw dropped open, but the look on her face wasn't displeased. Not one little bit.


"So you watch porn under my roof?" she asked, grabbing the bottle out of my hands. This time, several fingers worth of the liquor was gone by the time she finished drinking. "Am I to understand that?"


"Everybody watches porn," I protested.


Yvonne smiled at me strangely. There were blossoms of heat on her cheeks, but both of us knew they were there from much more than the liquor.


"Maybe if you had something nice to look at," she growled, "you wouldn't need to watch so much porn. If you had someone taking care of your needs..."


Before I could stop her, Yvonne grabbed the hem of her sweatshirt and tugged it upwards. The fabric caught on the undersides of her breasts for a moment, giving me a half topless look at my adopted Mom before coming free completely. Without the sweatshirt, Yvonne was totally naked save for a pair of black, lacy panties. Her nipples were even harder than they'd looked beneath her shirt, stiff little nubs that ached for my touch.


"That's better," Yvonne purred, arching her back. "It's warm in here. Are you warm, sweetheart?"


"And getting warmer," I said, staring right at Yvonne's tits. How could I not?


Yvonne saw me watching her. She squeezed her breasts together with her hands, grinning lasciviously at me and licking her lips. "You like them, don't you, Stephen? My breasts?"


"Yes," I admitted. There was no reason to hide it now. "Fuck, you look hotter than any woman I've ever seen. Seriously - you know every guy in this neighborhood has the biggest crush on you, right?"


"Well, I'm only interested in one guy," she said, taking my hand. "You want to touch them, right, baby?"


I did. Holy fuck I did.


"Go ahead," Yvonne whispered, taking another swig from the bottle. "Actually..."


She titled the neck of the whiskey bottle over one tit and poured. Thick, dark liquid ran down Yvonne's breast, and I groaned with need. Before I knew what I was doing, it wasn't my hand there - it was my mouth. I pulled her nipple into my mouth and sucked, the salt tang of the red-hot MILF's skin mixing with the liquor to form an absolutely intoxicating combination.


"Good boy," Yvonne groaned, arching her back and pressing her tits into my face. "You're so good, Stephen. You're the man of the house, you know that, right? This is your castle now that you're old enough! Don't stop, baby, don't stop...!"


In the end, it was Yvonne who stopped me. She gradually helped me off her nipple, handing me the bottle. There was only one pull left, and I drank it all. By the time I was done, her hands were at my belt.


"Happy Birthday," Yvonne said, slurring her words gently. She unfastened my belt, then unzipped my pants. My cock sprang free, thick and hard and dripping with precum. I watched her eyes go wide at the sight of it, her pupils dilating like she'd just been given a hit of some expensive drug. I felt proud of myself that my cock could give her that kind of reaction.


All of a sudden, a cloud passed over her expression. "You cannot tell Trevor about this," she whispered, sinking to her knees next to the bed. "You understand? If he ever found out what we were doing together..."


I thought of my best friend, snoring away downstairs. "I won't say a word," I told Yvonne, meaning it. "This is just between me and you."


Yvonne let out a relieved little sigh. I wondered if she was actually worried that I might blab something to Trevor. Or maybe she thought I wouldn't be able to keep my mouth shut around my other guy friends.


"I know how young men are," she said, gripping the base of my cock. "You get a little pussy, the first thing you want to do is brag about it. But you'd better not. If anyone found out..."


I looked down at her. There were the beginnings of tears in her eyes.


"It would ruin me," Yvonne finished, confessing her fear. "That's how you know I love you so much, Stephen. Because I'm doing something that could totally destroy my life, fuck it up forever! And I can't stop. I want this so much. I want you so much I'm willing to risk everything for it..."


Feeling bolder than I had in my entire life, I grabbed a handful of Yvonne's hair and wrapped it around my fingers.


"I won't tell a soul," I said, my voice crackling with excitement. "But Yvonne, if you don't do something to my cock soon, I think I'm just going to bust all over myself. I can't fucking take this..."


She tossed her head back and laughed. "Well, it's your birthday," she purred, her voice rich and smoky. "You call the shots, sweetheart. Just tell me what you want me to do."


I felt my eyebrows shoot to my hairline. "Anything?" I asked.


In response, Yvonne pulled one of my fingers into her mouth. She sucked it greedily, going all the way down until it was buried in her throat. Then she pulled off with a wet little pop, looking proud of herself.


"Anything," she growled lustily. "I'm yours, sweetheart - your porn star. Order me around however you want!"


I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Maybe I was the one who'd drank too much and passed out. But no. This was real. So real. And wonderful.


I thought of all the things we could do, all the things I wanted. Then I made a decision.


"want a blowjob," I growled, guiding Yvonne's mouth to my cock. "I want you to suck me off..."


Yvonne lowered her face to my balls and pressed her head against my whole shaft, inhaling deeply. She stuck out her tongue, running it from the base of my cock to the tip, then touched it to that spongy, super-sensitive spot beneath the crown.


"Of course, my good boy," Yvonne purred, giving the head of my cock a kiss. "Is this your first blowjob?"


I nodded.


"Wonderful," she said, winking up at me. "Just relax and enjoy this, okay? Don't worry about how fast you cum or how long you last. When it feels really good, just go ahead and shoot in Mommy's mouth. You don't even have to warn me. Trust me, I'll know when it's about to happen..."


I trusted her, alright. As Yvonne opened wide, enveloping my cock in wet, slick heat, I was in heaven. I groaned, my fingers tightening in her hair as she made a tight seal with her lips, working down my shaft inch by glorious inch.


"Oh fuck yes, Mom," I panted, using the M-word freely now. "Holy shit that feels so good. You really are like a porn star...fuck, look how deep you're taking me..."


Yvonne bobbed up and down on my shaft like a cork - like the words gag reflex were completely foreign to her. She swallowed me down, swirling her tongue around my shaft as her lips went all the way down to my balls.


I put my hands on top of her head — hesitantly at first, then with more confidence when she nodded and guided my hands into her hair. The pressure let me go even deeper, let me fill her throat in ways I'd never dreamed a woman could before. The mattress squeaked beneath me as I thrust into her mouth, using her like my personal sex toy.


"Fuck, yeah, holy shit," I panted, going faster and faster. Yvonne sucked and slurped me gamely, clearly willing to take everything I wanted to dish out. Every time I thought her lips were as tight around me as they could get, she leveled up and threw sparks around my cock.


It wasn't long at all before I felt the familiar tingle rush up my shaft. It was so much stronger and faster than when I jerked off, so that all I could do was hold onto the back of her head and upthrust into her.


"Mom, oh fuck Mommy yes...!"


The world came apart. Bombs went off behind my eyes, spraying colors I'd never seen before as the dam inside of me burst. My cock jerked against the back of Yvonne's throat, shooting rope after thick rope of hot cum right into her mouth. She kept right on sucking, moaning and humming as the taste of my seed coated her tongue.


As the flow began to ebb, my grip on her hair went limp. Yvonne pulled back, gasping, and stroked the last few jets of my seed all over her tits. She squeezed them together with her elbows, letting me paint her big, sexy orbs with my load. I'd always heard that women didn't like cum, but Yvonne seemed like she wanted to bathe in it. She was so proud that I was shooting all over her, that she'd made me cum so fucking hard.


"Look at that," she whimpered, gazing down at her glazed tits when I was done. "You coated me, sweetheart! I don't think I've ever had a man shoot so much semen on my tits. And I swallowed half of that before I let you spray me down. God, you're such a good boy..."


"It was a lot," I agreed, rocking back on my ass. A warm, wonderful sensation spread through my body, the room growing fuzzy and spinny. I blinked slowly, coming back to myself, and gazed down at the gorgeous woman on her knees before me. "Holy fuck that was amazing."


Yvonne winked and kissed the head of my cock. "Happy birthday, sweetheart. Can I tell you a secret?"


I couldn't help it - I laughed. "It would be pretty fucked up if you couldn't," I said, shaking my head. "Look at us."


She smiled. "I'm actually glad you haven't had a serious girlfriend before now. I'm proud I could be your first. Because you deserve this."


The compliment hit my bloodstream like an expensive drug, and I felt ten feet tall.


"You deserve a woman," she purred, running her hand up and down my shaft. "Not some girl who doesn't even know how her own body works. Trust me, none of those little skanks could have used their mouth on you like I just did." Her eyes shined as she looked up at me. "You're such a good man, Stephen. You deserve all the pleasure you want, whenever you want it..."


My cock stiffened rapidly between her hands. Yvonne noticed.


"My goodness," she groaned, "I'd forgotten what it's like to be with a young man. Such stamina. You're already so hard for me, and you just came..."


"I can't help it," I said, not even thinking about it. "You're fucking beautiful. I look at you and I just... nghhh..."


Yvonne laughed. "I understand completely, sweetie. Would you like more? She glanced past me at the bed. Would you like to lose your virginity tonight, sweetheart? You want to come inside me?"


Oh fuck. I thought of her tight, wet cunt riding me - or taking her from behind, pounding her into the mattress with hard, driving strokes. I'd always hoped to lose my virginity during college, but sex with Yvonne would be so much better than some fumbling, awkward encounter between me and a coed. There would be no bullshit. Just pleasure.


"Yeah," I said, and the look on my face must have been something because she broke out in giggles. "I, uh...I have some condoms downstairs. I could sneak down there-"


Yvonne shook her head. "You don't need to worry about that," she purred, her eyes shining. "I'm proud of you for thinking of it, though."


"Cool." Relief flooded me. I didn't want my first time to be inside some shitty piece of plastic. I wanted to feel Yvonne's pussy. "That's way better anyway..."


I took her hand and helped her to her feet. "Lay down," she said, pointing at the pillows. "Unless you'd like to be on top your first time?"


I thought it over. "Let's do it like before," I said, hoping I was saying the right thing. "I just kind of lie back and relax?"


Yvonne beamed at me. "Sure. We can do more complicated stuff later, no worries."


My heart jumped into my throat. Later!? Meaning she wanted to do this more than once?


I wanted to ask, to clarify that this was really going to happen between us again — but the thought filled me with trepidation. Maybe it was just the booze, or maybe all this was just a momentary fling that Yvonne would call a mistake tomorrow. Either way, I didn't want reality intruding in this wonderful, incredible experience. Instead, I was going to enjoy it.


Yvonne climbed on top of me, straddling my cock with her strong, sexy legs. She grabbed the base of my cock, guiding the head of my cock upwards into her soft, silky folds.


"Are you ready, baby?" She let the tip of me enter her, the warmth and tightness so sweet I nearly screamed. "I can't hold back much longer - I can feel how big and hard you are. I know you're aching to get inside of me, and I want it so badly!"


We hung there on the precipice. There was still a chance to go back — we hadn't gone all the way yet. A normal relationship between the two of us was still possible. But what was about to happen couldn't just be written off as a drunken fling, and both of us knew it.


I grabbed her ass with both hands and tugged. "Let me feel it, Mommy." I said the word she was waiting for, and she nearly unraveled just from the tip of my cock against her clit. "Let me feel all of it. Make me a man!"


Yvonne groaned as she slid down my cock, impaling herself on my thick rod. I couldn't help myself - I roared with pleasure, thrusting deep. I'd thought her mouth felt good — holy fucking shit! Her walls were so tight and wet, like they'd been waiting for me all my life. They gripped me like a hug, welcoming me into my home. Waves of bliss coursed through me as she bounced on me again and again, testing this angle and that.


"Holy shit you're so fucking big," Yvonne panted. "I knew when I stroked you, of course, that you were above-average. But fuuuuuck..." Her face flushed crimson, her eyes nearly going crossed. "You're stretching me out! You're stretching my tight little pussy and making me feel so good...!"


Yvonne tossed her head back and howled with bliss as her orgasm hit her, rolling over her body like a thunderclap. Her inner walls clenched around me tightly as she trembled, milking my cock in ways that completely blew my mind. Slowly she relaxed, moving from a laying down position to one where she was straddling me, riding me cowgirl.


She bounced up and down on my cock, the biggest smile on her face. It was like orgasm had knocked out the last bits of her resistance - she was loving this. I upthrust hard into her, exploring the soft ridges of her pussy. Her tits bounced up and down as we fucked, still coated in my drying seed. The sight of it made me think of porn, and how much hotter the real thing was.


Yvonne noticed me noticing her. "You know why I didn't clean my tits off before I fucked you?"


I shook my head.


"Because I wanted to do this," she growled, "while I ride you..."


She grabbed one semen-coated breast and brought it to her lips. Her soft pink tongue shot out, lapping up my seed like it was ice cream. I watched Yvonne taste my cream, her hips slamming down on me harder and harder, and knew it was going to be no time at all before I lost myself inside of her.


"Don't hold back," she said, her eyes flashing with need. "Go ahead and pump Mommy full, baby! Pump my hot, wet pussy full of your load! Claim my pussy the way nobody's been man enough to do for years and years, make it your pussy!"


Grabbing her hips for more leverage, I buried myself as hard and deep inside of Yvonne as I could. The two of us moved like one person, her walls grinding around me as I thrust all the way to her core. Our eyes met, hers begging mine to come, and it was the hottest, most intimate feeling of my life.


She moaned as the first hot jet of my seed splashed against her walls. Even though I'd just come, it felt like my balls hadn't been emptied in days. The pleasure crested and crested as I shot, pumping her channel to the brim and then some. Yvonne rocked her hips in a slow circle as I rode out my peak, her hands on my shoulders. She leaned over and kissed me deep, babbling about how much she loved me as I put my cum inside of her.


When it was finally over, she pulled off me and tugged the covers up over both of us. I tried to protest - we couldn't wake up in the same bed tomorrow, Trevor would find us - but Yvonne's finger covered my lips.


"Shh — I've got everything covered," she panted, her eyes shining in the dim light. "Trust me - I've been planning this for a while, sweetheart. You and I are going to have so much fun from now on..."


I was so tired. The alcohol and the rush of hot, primal sex mingled in my brain, and Yvonne's arms were so warm. I pressed my face between her now-clean breasts, nuzzling up against her. It was perfect.


I was out like a light before I knew it.


The next day, the most exciting chapter of my life was about to begin.


Chapter Three


The morning after my hot, taboo night of passion with Yvonne, I woke up alone in her bed.


For long, languid moments, I wondered if it had really happened. Had I actually spent my birthday getting drunk with the woman who'd taken me into her home and raised me? It seemed crazy. Even crazier that she'd confess she loved me, that she wanted to take my virginity, or that she wanted to repay me for all my help and kindness by becoming my personal porn star. That definitely felt like a dirty dream I'd had after drinking too much whiskey.


Slowly I peeled back the covers of Yvonne's bed. What I saw left very little doubt. I wasn't wearing boxers, and my cock was coated in a mixture of my cum and a woman's juices. I stared at it for a long time, stunned beyond belief.


My heart skipped a beat as the memories of hot, primal sex flashed through my head. Yvonne's tight cunt riding me, making me feel like a man as I grabbed her ass and thrust as deep inside of her as I could. Her body unraveling, screams of pleasure filling the bedroom as she came apart on top of me. The wave of intense, amazing pleasure as I unloaded inside of her with no protection, just the way nature intended.


"Holy shit," I whispered, my voice both excited and horrified. "It was real..."


"What was real?"


I jerked upright, hiding my cock beneath the covers. The bathroom door was open and Yvonne stood in the doorway, her voluptuous body wrapped in a thick white towel. She bit her bottom lip, giving me a naughty wink as she closed the door behind her. She was fresh from the shower, and her long hair was still slightly wet.


"Yvonne. We-" My eyes shot to the door. "Oh shit, is Trevor up...?"


Yvonne started to laugh. "I told you I had everything under control," she said, letting the towel fall from her body. Underneath she was naked, and spectacular. "Don't worry. Your best friend doesn't suspect a thing."


"What?" It was hard to think with Yvonne's sexy-as-hell body just... there in front of me. "How is that possible?"


She wrapped a long, wet string of hair around her finger and twirled it, giggling. "I got up early this morning and laid down on the couch before Trevor woke up," she explained. "When he finally arose from his stupor - hungover as hell, I might add - I told him quite the story."


"What did you tell him?"


"That after he passed out, his best friend got way, way too drunk. I told Trevor that when I got done cleaning and went upstairs, you'd somehow managed to get into my bed and fall asleep. So I bunked downstairs on the couch." Her smile widened. "He bought it: hook, line, and sinker. I mean, why wouldn't he? You were both sloppy as hell last night off that whiskey - and who would ever think anything else happened?"


"Something did happen," I said, staring at her. "We fucked." Yvonne let out a giggle. "I know. Want to do it again?"


My jaw dropped open. Yvonne spread her legs in a slightly wider stance and slid her hand between her thighs, palming her mound. I gasped - she was completely bare. She'd shaved while she was showering, and her pussy was now hairless and shining with juice.


"You felt so good inside of me last night," she groaned, spreading her pink folds with her fingers. "It's been so long since I had a big, hard cock stretch me out that way. I haven't been fucked that way in years - not since Trevor's Dad left." She grinned at me, her eyes filling with wicked intent. "You want to know something totally fucked up?"


I couldn't tear my eyes off her perfect, pink pussy. "Yeah," I groaned.


"It was even hotter," Yvonne whimpered, crawling onto the foot of the bed, "because I know you so well. I mean, we're not related - but I practically raised you myself. We're almost family. You're my son's best friend."


"Not much of a friend," I said, watching Yvonne crawl closer. My cock had stiffened back to full-mast, throbbing against my thigh. "After all, I'm fucking his Mom..."


Yvonne giggled. "Oh, you're a very, very good friend," she said, putting a hand on my chest.


"The fact that we both knew exactly how wrong last night was made it even hotter. The whole time you were inside me, I kept thinking that I was taking such good care of you! You're a man now, and my tight, wet body is giving you exactly what you need." She gazed down at me, her eyes filled with love and devotion. "It makes my heart glad that we're so close now, Stephen. I love you, sweetheart."


I swallowed hard. Yvonne was right in my lap, her heat inches away from mine. I wanted to sink inside her so badly.


"love you too, Yvonne," I said, grinning at her. "You know I do."


A naughty look stole over her face. "Now now, young man! Just because you fucked my pussy last night does not mean you stop calling me 'Mom'. In fact, I want to hear you say it right now. You're not going to get anything from me until you do...!"


Suddenly she was writhing in my arms, playfully fighting me. I tickled her sides, grabbing full handfuls of her soft tits and round ass as we groped each other. Finally I couldn't take it anymore.


"Fine, fine!" I blushed gently and gave her a quick peck on the cheek. "Ride my morning wood, Mom!?"


She lowered herself onto me, grabbing my cock around the base and guiding the swollen head into her folds. "Of course, sweetheart - that's all you had to say," she whispered, sinking down onto me. Her mouth opened wide as I pushed into her tightness, stretching her walls around my tip. "Holy fuck you're so big...!"


No matter how many times she said it, I never failed to be proud as hell when she complimented my size. I swelled up even bigger and thicker inside of her as she impaled herself on me, going all the way down to my balls in one perfect stroke.


"You felt so good inside me last night," Mom groaned, beads of sweat forming on her brow. She bit her bottom lip and looked away from me for a second. "It had been so long since I'd been with a man...honestly, I was a little nervous."


I grabbed her hips and laughed, thinking of my own reaction. "You were nervous!?"


"I wasn't sure I still knew all the steps," she whispered. She leaned down and kissed me slow, her tongue sliding into my mouth as she rolled her hips upwards and back down, grinding her walls around me tight. "And I've definitely never been with a guy as young and sexy as you.


That's enough to put a few butterflies in any woman's stomach, son."


I beamed up at her. Every word out of her mouth made me feel more confident and awesome.


"You're so good," I groaned, leaning back and watching as she rode me. "God, your cunt feels so good, Mom. So tight and wet around my dick..."


She giggled in a very un-maternal way, her hips picking up the pace. "I should be the most turned on by the words cunt and tight and wet," she groaned. "But I'm not. You know what word in that sentence really gets my motor running, son?" I could guess. "Mom," I whispered.


Yvonne's head lolled back on her shoulders. She shuddered, a tremor passing through her as her tight walls clenched around me. Suddenly she was so tight around my cock that it was hard to tell where she ended and I began. Fuck that felt amazing!


"It's so wrong," she muttered, sounding like she was talking to herself. "But it's so fucking hot. I've never been this turned on before, young man - nobody but you has ever made me feel like this..."


I watched her, riding me. And then decided I wanted to do more than just letting her ride me. I wanted to blow her fucking mind.


"I'm so glad I lost my virginity to you," I growled, locking eyes with the woman who had raised me. "This is so much better than it would've been with anyone else. I don't feel awkward, or fumbling, or any shit like that. I'm totally comfortable. Which is why I'm doing this-"


Before Yvonne could protest, I raised myself up to a sitting position and flipped her around. She went down on her knees, facing the foot of the bed with her ass raised up in the air. Her face was pressed against the covers for a moment, then she turned to the side and looked back at me with the sexiest fucking look I'd ever seen.


"Holy shit," Yvonne purred, arching her back more. "You're really not afraid to take control, are you, baby?"


In response, I grabbed the small of her back with both hands and rammed myself into her. Her tight, wet slit was already primed for my cock, my balls bouncing against the backs of her thighs as I went hilt-deep into her tightness.


"There we go," I grunted, holding on for all I was worth. "I was hard all fucking night thinking about taking you from behind. You've got such an amazing ass, Mom..."


Her moans hit a whole new pitch and timbre as I fucked her from behind. I lifted one leg over her ass, going onto my knee with the other so I could thrust as hard and deep as possible into her.


My cock slammed into something soft and spongy on every thrust, and suddenly Mom's eyes were all the way in the back of her head. She trembled beneath me like I'd hit her with a fucking taser, juice coating the insides of her thighs.


"You okay?" I asked, half-jokingly. I was actually a little bit worried. "We can go a different way if you want-"


She grabbed my wrist so tightly it hurt. "Don't. Fucking. Stop!" she growled, sounding like a she-cat. "That right there is the spot I want you to hit, son. I want you to keep on hitting it with your cock and don't stop for anything until you feel Mommy cum! I'll do anything you want me to do, anything, just please don't stop...!"


I grinned. How the fuck had I taken control of this situation so fast? "You'll do whatever I want anyway," I grunted, giving her ass a slap. "But I'll Keep going, Mommy. I want to feel you cum..."


She arched her back like a fucking bow, putting her ass as far as she could in the air. I wanted to grab her hair and tug the way I had the first time we'd had sex, but her face was buried in the covers as she went full-on 'face down, ass up' for her adopted son. It was just as well - the sounds Mom was making as I hit that special spot inside of her with my cock were unreal. If she wasn't muffling herself with the thick bed sheets, Trevor would probably have run in here thinking something was wrong...


The thought of my best friend sent a stab of guilt through me, but it melted away quickly. Every thrust inside of Yvonne's tight, wet cunt felt better than the last. It was hard for any man to feel too guilty with his cock inside a woman like that!


I kept on slapping her ass as I fucked her. It felt so great to use her body, to get rough with it the way I'd seen in the porn movies I'd jerked off to as a teenager. I loved that Mom was into it - that she wanted to get kinky and freaky with me. When she said she'd do anything for me if I made her cum, I hoped she meant it.


My hand came down on her ass one more time, leaving the already red flesh even more bruised.


My thumb slid between her cheeks, pressing gently against her pucker, and I got an idea. I lowered my hand between us as I pumped, getting my thumb and fingers soaked in a mixture of mine and Mom's juices. Then, with my other hand on her ass for leverage, I reached down to that tight hole and slowly stretched it around the tip of my thumb.


Mom stiffened. For a moment I thought she was going to tell me to stop - then a moan like nothing I'd ever heard broke from her throat. Holy shit!


My thumb went deeper and deeper, stretching out her asshole. Fuck, it was so tight. Had Yvonne ever had a cock back here? The wrongness of what I was doing made it even hotter, and my cock swelled bigger and harder inside of her.


I could feel her getting ready to come. Her cheeks were red and ruddy as apples, and she was clinging to the covers like she was afraid she might fall off them at any moment and go flying into the sky. Her walls hugged me tight, welcoming me into the deepest part of her core, and I knew I wasn't going to last much longer, either.


"Cum for me, Mom," I panted, emphasizing the forbidden word for maximum hotness. "I want to feel you come all over my fucking cock! Then I'm going to finish inside of your ass...!"


Her pleasure hit the stratosphere. Mom bit down on her hand as she buried her face in the covers, but the scream of pleasure that left her as she came was still enough to shake the walls. I felt a momentary panic, but the pleasure was so fucking good I couldn't stop. Orgasm made her walls wetter and tighter, the friction so strong that it was a struggle to hold back my load. I almost wanted to just erupt inside of her - but after making a boast like 'I'll finish in your ass,' what kind of man would I be if I shot too early to achieve it?


As Mom came down from her peak, she pulled her head free of the sheets with a gasp. There was a naughty look in her eyes as she watched me over her shoulder, her face covered in a faint sheen of sweat.


"No one has ever fucked me like that before," she said, shaking her head in amazement.


Pride filled me. "Yeah?"


She nodded. "I'm glad you like fucking me from behind," she said, some of the pre-sex, teasing Yvonne entering her voice as she grabbed my wrists. "Because that just became my favorite position..."


Mine too, I thought. Slowly, I pulled my cock out of her tight little slit - and pressed the swollen crown against her pucker. There was no question of needing to lube it up; I was dripping from Mom's hot orgasm all over my dick.


I pushed, and she groaned in mingled pain and pleasure. "You really want that, don't you?" she panted, her knuckles going white as she gripped the covers.


"I want every inch of you," I said, grabbing the small of her back and staring into her eyes. "I love you, Mom."


She melted for me. "I love you too, sweetheart," she said, looking at me the way you might look at a winning lottery ticket. "I just...Mommy's never had anyone back there before!"


My mouth dropped open. "Yvonne. Are you telling me you're an anal virgin?"


She made one of those maternal faces, like she wanted to chide me for my language - then realized she was naked underneath of me and laughed. "I mean, I've done a little," she said, glancing from side to side. "With my fingers. I might have put a toy in there once - but getting fucked in the ass? No, son - never."


My grin grew wider. "So what you're saying," I said, nearly laughing myself, "is that you took my virginity last night - and now I'm going to take yours?"


She bit her lip, thinking it over, then nodded. "Yeah, okay. Go for it, just...just go slow at first, okay, baby? It's not very often you're going to see Mommy nervous about doing something sexual, so you'd better savor that experience while you can."


"Don't worry, Mom." I smiled down at her and took her hand in mine. "The last thing I want is to hurt you."


She glanced at the bruises on her ass from where I'd slapped her and cocked an eyebrow.


"That's different," I said.


She grinned. "I know. Don't get me wrong, I like how rough you are with me. I didn't know you were going to transform like this, literally overnight. I just..."


As she trailed off, I pushed into her tightest, most private channel.


My head rocked back on my shoulders and I groaned. Holy. Fucking. Shit. Mom's ass was so much tighter than her pussy. It was soft and silky where her inner walls were ridged and rough, the grip around my cock so skintight that I had to slow down to keep from exploding in one thrust.


Finally I was all the way inside of her. My balls gently swayed against the swollen lips of Mom's sex as my cock bulged inside of her, stretching her virgin asshole. She stared at it open-mouthed, her face scrunched up in concentration as if every cell inside of her were focused on making it as good for me as possible.


"You're all the way in," she whispered. She looked awestruck as she wiggled her butt back and forth, changing the angle in ways that made me moan. "God, the look on your face is so cute right now!"


"look cute?"


Mom rocked her hips back on me, impaling her ass on my cock. "You look like you are trying to think of anything in the world except how good your dick feels inside my tight little ass," she said teasingly. "I want you to think about it, sweetheart. I want you to cum inside it. I want you to be the first and only man to own my tight little asshole..."


I couldn't hold back any longer. Despite Yvonne's instructions, I grabbed her by the hips with both hands and thrust into her tight pucker, hard. It felt so incredible that my control slipped, my inner world shaking apart as my balls pulsed and throbbed.


Mom's hand slid between her legs, stroking her swollen clit. "Go for it baby, go hard," she panted, the side of her face pressed against the covers. "Don't hold back! Fuck me hard, fuck me the way you want to..."


I was. I pounded Yvonne into the mattress, my cock pumping inside of her tight ass like a piston.


The pleasure built and built until it was unbearable, until it felt like I would burst a blood vessel if I didn't pump her backdoor full of my seed.


She clutched the covers to her face, her hand a blur between her legs. "I'm such a whore," she squealed, the high note in her voice letting me know she was about to come again. "I'm such a dirty fucking slut for that dick! You're fucking me in the ass! I'm letting you pound my asshole and I like it! Fuck, oh fuck baby don't stop don't fucking stop...!"


Yvonne's orgasm hit a moment before I sailed over the edge. Her ass cheeks clenched around my cock as she came, her whole body losing control as the pleasure in her pussy and ass sent her into a state of primal, feral pleasure. She twerked on my dick as she rode out her pleasure, doing things to my rod I didn't even know women were capable of. When she looked over her shoulder, the covers clenched in her teeth to muffle her cries, I'd never seen a look of such pure love and devotion before.


I couldn't hold it in any longer. One more hard thrust and I erupted, hot ropes of cum filling Mom's virgin asshole as I shot. I pumped her tightest, most off-limits channel full of my thick cum, my balls pulsing with every burst until her ass and thighs were coated with my seed.


Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I gripped Mom's ass tight enough to bruise, keeping her tight ass exactly where it belonged as my balls drained into her. When it was over I kept myself buried there for a long time, savoring each tiny contraction of her backdoor around my shaft.


Finally Mom scooted off me and rolled to the side. A thin ooze of my seed dripped from her pucker, but it was so tight that there was much less than there would've been from her pussy. As I watched, spellbound, she spread her legs and played with it a bit. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. It was like she wanted me to know what a little whore she was for me.


"Was that everything you could've wanted?" she asked, her eyes gleaming. "Did you enjoy taking Mommy's anal virginity, sweetheart?"


I stared down at the grinning, come-soaked, freshly-fucked form of the woman who had raised me. What on Earth could be better than this?


For a moment, I didn't know. Then, suddenly, I had the answer.


"It was great," I said, leaning down and kissing her. "I think I need a shower now. You want to join me, Mom?"


She bit her lip, thinking it over, then shook her head. "Nah. I'm going to keep your cum right where it is, baby. I want to feel it the whole rest of the day, and remember the filthy things we got up to this morning. Speaking of which..."


Mom rolled onto her stomach, giving me a glorious view of her bare back and spanked ass. My hand prints were clearly visible on her supple flesh, the red already darkening to the black of a bruise. She nodded towards the closed bedroom door, a wicked expression on her face.


"I really hope Trevor didn't hear any of that," she purred.


Shit. The thought of my best friend finding out I was banging his Mom was just about the worst thing in the world. Even through the amazing afterglow rush of shooting my load, it gave me pause.


"I'm just kidding," she giggled, rolling onto her back. "Trevor left a while ago. You think I would've screamed like that if I knew he was right downstairs?"


The knot in my stomach unlaced. More than anything else, that reveal gave me the courage to do what I did next.


"Yvonne," I said, rising from the bed. I was going to shower in her bathroom, as a way of solidifying the new arrangement between us. "I want to get to know you better."


She cocked an eyebrow. "Better? Sweetheart, I practically raised you-"


"Not like that," I said. I wasn't about to let her rattle me. I stood firm. "I know you as a Mom, sure - but not as a woman. If we're going to keep doing this, and hide it from Trevor, I...I want to get closer to you."


She was so startled she sat up. Perched on the edge of the bed, naked and dripping, she looked like an underwear model without the underwear.


"Sweetheart. Are you telling me you want to go on a date?"


"If you want to put it that way," I said with a shrug. "That might be a little odd..."


"I know," Yvonne said, showing her white teeth. "It's totally backwards. Usually you go on a date with someone, then you have hot monkey sex with them for hours."


Both of us started to laugh. "Either way," I said. "I man, I can just keep banging your brains out if that's what you want..."


Mom's mouth formed a shocked little 'o'. "I...let me think about it," she said, rising smoothly from the bed. "I don't see any reason why I wouldn't like to get dressed up and go for a night on the town." Mom gave me a peck on the cheek as she reached for her clothes. "As long as we make sure we don't run into Trevor..."


She was right. Anything we did had to be behind his back. If we got caught...it was game over.


A few minutes later, as the hot shower ran over me, I thought about that. Whether I was being a bad person by repaying my friend's hospitality with hot, filthy sex with his gorgeous MILF Mom. I thought about our date - about having that hot babe on my arm during a night on the town. The things we'd get up to...


I didn't care if it betrayed Trevor. I was going to have as much fun with Yvonne as I could.


I was already dreaming about how much fun our first date would be.
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