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The soft hum of chatter and the clinking of silverware filled the cozy local restaurant, serving as a gentle backdrop to the Jenkins' family dinner. Madison, the 22-year-old college student with a penchant for leaving hearts fluttering in her wake, had returned home for a brief weekend respite from the academic grind. Her mother, Stephanie, beamed with pride and a hint of nostalgia at the sight of her daughter. Madison's youthful beauty, a mirror of Stephanie's own in her prime, was a constant reminder of the fleeting nature of time. Trevor, the youngest at 17, and his best friend Grayson, a freshly minted 18-year-old, sat across from each other, their eyes darting over the menu, not quite sure what to make of the uncharted territory that lay before them. Both boys were typical teenagers, a whirlwind of hormones and unrequited lust, their awkwardness and inexperience a silent bond that only served to amplify their shared frustration.

The table was a canvas of intimate moments and subtle glances, the air thick with unspoken desires and the scent of sizzling steaks that seemed to mimic the unseen tension beneath the surface. Grayson couldn't help but steal glances at Madison, her laughter as intoxicating as the rich aroma of the food. He had always found her attractive, but tonight, with the candlelight playing on her delicate features, she was positively mesmerizing. Trevor, equally as smitten by his sister's charm, felt a peculiar twist of envy and longing for the kind of attention from the opposite sex that Madison seemed to effortlessly command.

Madison, oblivious to the storm of emotions swirling around her, regaled the table with tales of college escapades, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she recounted each juicy detail. Her stories painted a picture of a life that Grayson and Trevor could only dream of, one filled with excitement and the thrill of newfound freedom. They often talked about how once they got to college, the girls would be different and they'd get their chance to date some.

Phillip, Stephanie's husband, sat quietly at the head of the table, a man who had long ago resigned himself to the role of provider and chauffeur rather than the passionate lover he once was. His hair had thinned and grayed at the temples, and the lines around his eyes had deepened from years of stress and late nights at the office. The flaming spark that once ignited between him and Stephanie had been doused by the mundane responsibilities of raising a family and keeping up with the Joneses. The occasional family vacation and his children's successes had become the only real excitement in his life. The days of candlelit dinners and whispered sweet nothings were lost to the annals of time, replaced by a partnership that had become more about managing schedules than sharing passionate embraces.

Stephanie, however, was not entirely immune to the shifts in her life. Despite the comfortable monotony that had settled over her marriage, she found herself increasingly aware of the handsome young men that courted her daughter and when out with lunch with her friends a younger waiter or businessman at the restaurant might catch their eye and they'd share laughs and what if's.

Dinner ended, the family went back home and Grayson as usual stayed the night.  With Phillip watching TV, Madison now out with her friends, Trevor and Grayson were playing video games.  Grayson got up to go to the kitchen to grab a drink.  On his way back to Trevor's room he walked by Stephanie and Phillip's room.  Stephanie was changing for bed and the door was slightly cracked.  He couldn't help but peek.  She had her bare back to the door, her bra unclipped and sliding down her arms, she reached for her nightie and he caught a glimpse of side boob, it was quick but he couldn't help but feel a jolt in his loins.  He had never thought of her in that way before.  She was his best friend's mother, but she had always been so kind to him and always had a way of making him feel at home.  The sight was intoxicating, in that moment she wasn't Miss Stephanie but a real woman who he almost saw naked.  He felt his cock swell in his pants.

He went back to Trevor's room and sat down quietly and started to play the game again.  His mind  on what he had just seen, trying to process it.  He didn't say much, even when Trevor asked him what's wrong, he just kept pretty quiet and played the game.  He never realized that Miss Stephanie was so...well attractive.  The sight of her body awoke something in him that he hadn't felt before.

As the weekend wound down and he went back to his own house his mind raced to that moment, when she was at home, when she might undress, when no one else was around, he thought of her in a way that was not just inappropriate but also taboo. The image of her half-nude form burned into his mind like a forbidden fruit he could never unsee.  The way her skin looked under the soft glow of the bedside lamp, the way her breasts hung slightly, the gentle curve of her waist that led down to her hips, the way she bent over to pick up her nightie.  It was like a scene from a movie, but it was real, and she was real.  The thought of her made his cock throb and he had to force himself to think of something else to stop from getting hard.

Later that week, he knew Madison was back at college, Trevor had to go to the basketball game for band, and he knew that Mr. Phillip was picking up Trevor.  He thought long and hard and decided to take the risk.  He went over to their house, the house he knew like the back of his hand.  He knocked on the door, and when Mrs. Stephanie answered, she looked surprised but welcomed him in.  "Hey Grayson, Trevor isn't back yet from the basketball game," she said.

"Do you want to wait in his room or out here?" she asked with a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. Grayson felt his heart racing, knowing that he was about to step into a realm that could irrevocably alter his relationship with the woman who had been like a second mother to him for so long. He chose the latter, his palms sweating slightly as he took a seat on the plush couch in the living room, the same one where they had watched countless movies and shared so many laughs.

She said, "Help yourself as always, I'll be in the back sorting some laundry." As she turned to walk away, Grayson couldn't help but watch her hips sway, the fabric of her yoga pants stretching over the curves that he had never noticed before. The image of her bare back haunted him, and now, the allure of what lay beneath those clothes was almost unbearable. His pulse quickened as he heard the sound of the dryer's muffled thud in the distance, signaling her solitary task.

He got up and walked towards the back of the house, she had taken some clothes to her bedroom to fold.  He walked in the room, "Uhh Miss Stephanie, I was wondering if...I could ask you something?" He stuttered.

She looked over her shoulder, her blonde hair cascading down her back, a hint of a smile playing on her lips. "Of course, Grayson. What's on your mind?"

"It's umm..about girls." Grayson began, his voice cracking slightly, his eyes darting around the room as if searching for the right words. He took a deep breath, his heart hammering in his chest. "I just, I don't know how to...how to talk to them, you know?" He finally managed to spit out, his cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

Stephanie paused, a pair of her husband's socks in hand, her eyes lingering on the young man before her. She could sense his nervousness, his vulnerability. It was a side of him she had never seen before. She set the laundry basket down, turning to face him fully. "What do you mean, Grayson?" she asked, her voice gentle, the tone of a mother coaxing a secret from her son.

"I want to...they just don't want to back..I haven't even..ummm really kissed..." Grayson stumbled over his words, his face burning red. He had never felt this way about someone he considered family, but the sight of her half-dressed had ignited a carnality in him that was now a ravenous beast demanding attention.

Stephanie knew her son wasn't confident around girls, she sort of figured Grayson was the same way but they never talked to her about it and would act embarrassed if she asked them anything about girls. She was a little concerned since they were going off to college after this semester and wanted them to enjoy the entire experience.

"Grayson, sweety, it's okay," she said soothingly, moving closer to him. Her hand reached out to pat his arm reassuringly. "I know it can be tough, but you're a sweet, funny, handsome boy, just try and be yourself and girls will respond. Maybe you're just intimidated, you know?"

He looked down, shaking his head in agreement.  "Why don't we pretend I'm a girl in your class and we are at a party?  How's that sound?" She suggested, placing the laundry off to the side.  Grayson nodded eagerly, his heart pounding in his chest.  "Okay, so I walk over to you and start a conversation," she began, her voice taking on a softer, more fun tone.

"Hi Grayson, I'm Stacy," she said, batting her eyelashes playfully.  His heart thumping in his chest, "Uhhh hi Stacy, ummm what do I do next?" he asked.  Stephanie said, "Sweety relax, just ask me something.  I mean Stacy something.  Girls like it when a guy is interested in them."

Grayson took a deep breath trying to compose himself, "Stacy, what do you like to do for fun?"

"Well, I like to go to the movies, hang out with friends, and I love to dance," Stephanie responded, her voice lilting into a higher pitch. She began to sway her hips slightly to the rhythm of an imaginary song, her body moving in a way that was both innocent and seductive.

"Do you like to dance?" she countered, "Umm I don't really know how..but I like music." Grayson replied, his eyes glued to the subtle movements of her body. "Why don't we practice then?" she suggested, moving closer to him, the proximity making him dizzy with anticipation. She placed her hand on his shoulder, guiding him gently into the rhythm. His hands hovered in the air, unsure of where they should rest. She chuckled, "You're so tense, Grayson. It's okay, let loose," and she placed one of his hands on her hip, the warmth of her skin searing through the fabric of her yoga pants.

"Grayson, most girls I know like to dance, so you really should learn. It will help you attract girls, trust me.  Madison talks about it when she meets a guy." she said letting him know it's a skill he should work on. "Ok..but I need help...I've never really danced with a girl before." He replied, his voice betraying his nerves.

"Keep your hand there and just sway" she had both of his hands on her hips now, "You need to look into the girls eyes, they like it when you are paying attention to them.  Wait, let's actually put some music on so we can make this real."  she reached for her phone and began playing some slow music and resumed the position.  She had her hands around his back, she moved one of his hands on her hip and the other on her back.  "Now just follow my lead."  She whispered into his ear.

Her warm breath sent shivers down his spine, as she began to move to the music.  Her hips grinding gently against his, the friction causing the beginnings of an erection in his jeans.  He felt her breasts press against his chest as she leaned in closer, her movements becoming more deliberate, more sensual.  The scent of her perfume filled his nostrils, a sweet floral aroma that was now mixing with the faint scent of her arousal.

He was looking at her, she smiled "Good like that.  Does it feel ok?" she said softly.  He nodded nervously, "Does...uhhh..the girl...does she..uhh..like it when you touch her?"

"Most girls do," she said, "but always ask for permission first."  She leaned back slightly, "But if she does, yes, you can touch her like this."  She took his hands wrapping them around the small of her back.

They swayed, "This is nice Grayson, I haven't danced in a long time like this.  I forgot how much I missed it." she whispered, her voice filled with a yearning that made his heart ache.  The room felt hot, the air thick with something more than just the warmth of the music.  He could feel her breath on his neck, her chest rising and falling with each beat of the music.

In that moment he didn't know what came over him, the touch of her body, the vision of her the other night undressing, the erection in his pants, whatever it was he leaned in and kissed her.  It was gentle, his hands sliding down from the small of her back to her ass, pulling her closer to him.  She gasped in surprise but didn't pull away.  He felt her tense up, but she didn't push him away.  The kiss grew more intense, his tongue tentatively touching hers.  His hands squeezing her ass cheeks, he heard her moan softly and felt her body relax into his.

The kiss broke, "Grayson!" she gasped and he went back for more, his lips meeting hers while his fingers dug into her ass cheeks, pulling her closer to his growing erection.  She didn't fight him off, instead she leaned into it, her body responding to the passion he was giving her.  Her hands had been on his shoulders but now they were around his neck, her fingers playing with his hair as their kiss grew deeper.

They slowly broke apart and he began unbuttoning her blouse, she looked at him in disbelief but didn't protest, her eyes filled with a mix of shock and desire. The first three buttons came undone easily, "Grayson" she whispered but didn't push his hands away. He reached inside her blouse and cupped her breasts, feeling the soft mounds of flesh, her nipples hardening under his touch. 

She began undoing the other buttons now, her own hands trembling slightly as the fabric parted to reveal the creamy expanse of her chest, her bra a scant barrier to the young man's hungry gaze. Grayson's eyes widened as he took in the sight of her, his thoughts racing with a mix of lust and disbelief. He had never seen a woman's breasts up close before.

He kissed her again as his body weight pushed her onto the bed, the softness of the mattress cushioning their descent. "Grayson...maybe we.." and she was cut off by his lips meeting hers again, his hands removing the shirt completely from her body.  She felt the weight of his body on top of her, the warmth of his skin searing into hers.  "Sweety...I'm not.." while she was trying to calm things down he pulled the cup of her bra down, revealing her areola.  He took her nipple into his mouth, sucking gently, his tongue flicking over the sensitive flesh, eliciting a low moan from deep within her.

She and Phillip hadn't gone this far in over a year, the feeling of Grayson's lips covering her nipples was nearly foreign to her these days.  "Oh shit Grayson" she moaned, her hand involuntarily moving to the back of his head, her fingers tangling in his hair as she pushed him closer to her chest.  His teeth grazed her nipple, sending a bolt of pleasure through her body, making her arch her back off the bed.

Nearly instinctively she pulled his shirt over his head while he continued to suck on her tits, his tongue swirling around her nipples and his teeth gently nibbling at her areola.  The warmth of his mouth on her skin sent shockwaves through her body, making her wet with a desire that had been buried deep within her for so long.

He reached for the waistband of the yoga pants and she lifted her hips allowing him to slide them down her legs, revealing a matching pair of lacy panties.  He kissed his way down her stomach, feeling the softness of her skin beneath his lips, the trail of her belly button ring tickling his nose.  She took his head in her hands and pushed him down, guiding him to the place she wanted him to be most.

She moaned, "Dammit Grayson..why" as he kissed her inner thigh, pulling her panties down her legs now.  He had seen enough porn to have a semblance of an idea of what to do.  His heart was racing, but his body had taken over.  He kissed her pussy, the sweet musky scent of her arousal filled his nostrils.  She squirmed as his tongue traced the folds of her pussy, his inexperience a thrilling novelty to her starved body.  He felt her hand on the back of his head, guiding him, urging him deeper.

Her moans filled the room, the music still playing while she received oral for the first time in over a decade. Her hand tightened around the back of his head, urging him to explore deeper. His tongue found her clit, flicking and circling, her hips moving in rhythm with his ministrations. He tasted her, sweet and salty, a heady cocktail of lust that he had never experienced before. His cock strained against his jeans, begging for release, but he remained focused on her pleasure, eager to claim the next taboo milestone.

She bucked her hips feeling the pressure mounting and ready to erupt. "Grayson, you're so good, oh god," she gasped as his tongue flicked against her clit, her breath hitching in her throat. His mouth was a masterpiece of teenage desire, eager to learn and explore every inch of her. He sucked her clit, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud, and she couldn't help but let out a loud moan, her back arching. The tension grew, coiling tighter and tighter within her until she couldn't hold back anymore, her body convulsing as she reached the peak of her orgasm, her juices flooding his mouth, "Oh fuck, yes!"

Her breathing was intense, "Hurry...get your jeans...take them off now.." she said urgently, her voice a mix of want and need. He didn't need a second invitation, fumbling with his button and zipper until his erection sprang free, his boxers stretched tight over the head of his cock. He watched as she took him in, her eyes widening with a mix of surprise and lust.

"Get those off..hurry." she urged, her voice thick with desire, as she watched him take his boxers off his dick now free.  She stared at it, his cock was longer and thicker than she expected.  "Mrs. Jenkins...I mean..Stephanie, I don't have a condom." He said, his voice shaking with excitement and fear.

"Don't worry about that..just come here" she panted with her arms stretched out, legs spread inviting him to get on top of her.  Grayson wasted no time, his cock pointing straight at her dripping pussy.  He hovered for a moment, the tip of his cock touching her wetness.  She grabbed his shaft and guided it inside of her, the feeling of her tightness around him was like nothing he had ever felt before.  She grabbed his hips and pulled him into her, she hadn't had another man's cock inside of her since she began dating Phillip, 28 years ago.

She held his hips setting the pace she wanted, her body adjusting to the girth of his cock. The sensation was overwhelming, and she couldn't help but moan with each stroke. Grayson watched in amazement as his cock disappeared into her, her pussy lips wrapping around his shaft like a glove, her juices coating him. He couldn't believe he was doing this.

He started to get the hang of it, her hands loosening on his body, "Oh..Oh god...right there," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the music.  His hips moving in a rhythm that was all instinctual, the feeling of her wetness enveloping him driving him closer to the edge.  He watched as her breasts bounced with each thrust, her eyes closed, her mouth open in a silent scream.  He knew he wouldn't last long, his body was new to this kind of pleasure, but he was determined to make it count.

"Don't go...until I tell you it's ok.." she moaned, her nails digging into his back as he pumped into her with increasing vigor. Grayson's eyes glazed with pleasure, sweat starting to form on his brow. The sight of her taking his cock was too much for his teenage mind to handle, and he could feel his balls tightening, the pressure building up.

"I think I'm gonna..." he panted and she cut him off, "No..not yet...it feels too...no Grayson" she gasped.  He felt himself swell inside her, the heat of her pussy tightening around him, the sound of their bodies slapping together echoing through the room.  He was trying to do as she asked, he was concentrating so hard on holding off his orgasm that he didn't realize he was grinding her clit with each thrust.

Her eyes snapped open, locking onto his, and she whispered, "Do that again...right there."  He nodded, his movements becoming more deliberate as he focused on her pleasure.  Each thrust was met with a whimper, a gasp, a moan, her body tensing around him like a vice.  He felt her pussy start to quiver, the walls contracting around his cock, and knew she was close.

She reached up clawing at his chest, her head tilted back moaning as she felt it approaching, "

Oh fuck Grayson...it's...it's...yes!" she screamed as her orgasm washed over her, her pussy clamping down on his cock, her juices coating him.  He couldn't hold back anymore, his body jerked forward as he released himself inside of her, his cum filling her with a warmth she hadn't felt in so long. "Ahhhhhh" he said as he let it all out, collapsing on top of her, his cock still twitching.

They both were breathing so heavily, the music still playing in the background they hadn't heard the front door open.  "Maa, we're home" Trevor called out, his voice echoing through the hallway.  Panic shot through Stephanie's body, "Oh no, Grayson, get off me!" she whispered urgently, pushing him away.  He quickly pulled out of her, his cock still half erect, cum dripping from her pussy.

"Go..into the hall bathroom" she whispered frantically, pushing him off her. Grayson's legs wobbled as he tried to stand, his knees weak from the intensity of his first sexual experience. He stumbled out of the room, grabbing his clothes and shoes from the floor.  She hurriedly picked up her clothes and sprinted into the master bathroom, shutting the door behind her.

She looked in the mirror, exhaling and thinking about how good she just felt.  She began to compose herself and get dressed.  Trevor's voice called again this time closer in the hallway, "Maa we're home." walking down to his room.  He heard the toilet flush and out walk Grayson from the hall bathroom, "Oh what's up?  I didn't know you were here." he told Grayson.  "Yea I was waiting for you, figured we could play some video games." and they walked into Trevor's room.

Stephanie got dressed and came out to strip the bed so there wouldn't be any evidence of cum or any other bodily fluid that spilled out.  She told Phillip hi, then walked into Trevor's room to see him.  "Hey son, how was everything at school?" she said.  "Good, Grayson's gonna stay for dinner, is that ok?"  She looked at Grayson, "Of course, I thought we could make this a weekly thing.  Grayson coming over on a Wednesday and waiting for you and your dad to get home."  Grayson looked at her in surprise and she added, "How does that sound to you sweety?  Want to do this every Wednesday?"  He nodded, "I'd love that!", knowing she was talking about a weekly session of sex, something he was not going to pass up after experiencing what he had just had..
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 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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