
        
            
                
            
        

    
Corrupting His Virgin Mom

Grace Onyx


Copyright © 2026 by Grace Onyx

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.


Contents


1. Chapter 1
2. Chapter 2
3. Chapter 3
4. Chapter 4
5. Chapter 5
6. Chapter 6
7. Chapter 7
8. Chapter 8
9. Chapter 9
10. Chapter 10



Chapter 1


The mountain road unwound beneath us, each switchback throwing Shelby against her door before the sway brought her back. I watched her in the rearview — the way her breasts shifted under that thin cotton shirt, how her hands gripped her own thighs like she needed something to hold. Every pothole felt like it went straight through the tires and into my cock, a dull throb that built with every mile we climbed into the pines.

Kevin sat beside me in the passenger seat, his bare feet up on the dash, humming along to some indie song I didn't recognize. He reached over and squeezed my thigh. "You good, babe? You've been quiet."

"Just taking in the scenery."

He laughed. "It's just trees, Ross. Lots of them."

I glanced in the mirror again. Shelby was looking out her window, her reflection ghosted against the glass, and I caught the way her lips parted when our eyes met for half a second before she looked away. She knew I'd been watching. She didn't say a word.

That silence told me everything.

The cabin came into view through a break in the pines — rough-hewn logs, a stone chimney, a porch that sagged just a little on one side. Woodsmoke from somewhere nearby hung thin in the air. I killed the engine, and the quiet rushed in, the kind of deep mountain silence that made you feel small and watched all at once.

"Finally," Kevin said, stretching his arms over his head. His sweater rode up, showing a strip of pale stomach. "I need to stretch my legs. Walk off the drive."

"You just sat for two hours."

"Exactly." He grinned and climbed out, already pulling his phone from his pocket to check for service he wouldn't find.

I got out slower. The cold hit me first, that pine-sharp air that tasted like damp earth and distance. I walked to the back of the SUV and popped the hatch, and by the time I was pulling out the first duffel, Shelby was already there, reaching for the cooler.

"I can get that," I said.

"I've got it."

She lifted it, and I watched the way her arms tensed, the muscles in her forearms showing beneath her rolled sleeves. She was stronger than she looked, that kind of wiry strength from a life of doing things herself. The cooler bumped against her hip as she turned, and her shirt pulled tight across her chest, and I let myself look for a second longer than I should have.

"Shelby."

She stopped, half-turned.

"I can grab the rest. You go on in."

"I don't mind helping." Her voice was soft, careful, like she was always apologizing for taking up space.

"I know you don't. But let me be useful."

She almost smiled — almost. It flickered at the corner of her mouth and then vanished. "Alright."

She carried the cooler up the porch steps, and I watched her go, the sway of her hips, the way her jeans hugged her curves. She was forty-five, and she moved like she'd forgotten she had a body at all — like no one had ever reminded her.

I wanted to remind her.

Kevin was already disappearing down a trail that wound through the trees, his hands shoved in his pockets, his hair catching the slanted afternoon light. "Don't have too much fun without me," he called back.

"We'll try to contain ourselves."

He laughed, and then the trees swallowed him.

I pulled out the rest of the bags — mine and Kevin's, Shelby's small duffel, a tote with groceries. The last thing was her overnight bag, a soft canvas thing with a worn strap. I grabbed it, and the weight of it surprised me.

Inside, the cabin smelled like old wood and dust and the faint ghost of someone else's fire. A single oil lamp sat on a rough-hewn table, casting long shadows across the walls. The furniture was sparse — a worn couch, a rocking chair, a kitchen with a propane stove, and a hand pump at the sink. Two doors led off the main room, both closed.

Shelby was at the counter, unpacking the cooler. She didn't look up when I came in.

"Where do you want your bag?"

"The room on the left is fine." Still not looking.

I carried it to the door and pushed it open. A narrow bed with a wool blanket, a small window that looked out at nothing but trees. A single hook on the wall. I set her bag on the bed and stood there for a moment, my hand still on the strap, feeling the ghost of her things.

When I came back out, she was opening a bottle of wine. Cheap red, the kind you bought in a plastic jug. Her hands were steady but slow, like she was thinking about every movement.

"Kevin went for a walk," I said.

"I saw."

"He'll be gone a while. He likes to explore."

She finally looked at me. Those green eyes, the color of moss after rain. "You know him well."

"I married him."

"I know that." A pause. "I still can't believe he found someone."

I moved closer, not fast, not slow. Just the steady approach of a man who knew how to fill a room without rushing. "What's that supposed to mean?"

She looked down at the wine bottle, twisted the screw cap off with a soft pop. "He was always so... restless. Always chasing something he couldn't name. I worried he'd never settle."

"He settled." I was close enough now to see the silver threads in her auburn hair, the way they caught the lamplight. "He settled good."

She poured two glasses, her hand only slightly unsteady. The wine was dark, almost black in the low light. She slid one glass toward me, and her fingers brushed mine when I took it.

Neither of us pulled away.

"To the mountain," I said, raising my glass.

She raised hers. "To the mountain."

We drank. The wine was rough, tannic, the kind that sat heavy on your tongue. I watched her throat move when she swallowed, the column of it pale and smooth in the lamplight. She set her glass down, and her fingers stayed wrapped around the stem, like she needed something to hold.

"You got quiet," I said.

"I'm always quiet. You just haven't noticed."

"I've noticed."

Her eyes met mine and held. Something passed between us — not words, but the shape of them. A question neither of us was ready to ask.

"Ross—"

"Shelby."

She stopped. Waited.

I took a step closer. Not touching. Close enough that I could smell her — lavender soap, a trace of woodsmoke, something underneath that was just her. Her breath caught, a tiny hitch that she tried to hide and couldn't.

"You've been watching me all day," I said, low.

"You've been watching me too."

I didn't deny it.

She looked down at her wine glass, swirled it, and watched the legs run down the inside. "This isn't—"

"I know what this isn't."

"Do you?" Her voice cracked, just a little. "Because I'm not sure I do anymore."

I reached out. Slow. Deliberate. My fingers found her wrist, light, barely there. Her pulse jumped under my thumb, a wild rabbit beat that told me everything her careful face tried to hide.

"Tell me to stop," I said.

She didn't.

The lamplight flickered. Somewhere outside, a bird called and fell silent. The cabin creaked around us, settling into its own quiet, and I felt the tension in her arm, the war she was waging with herself in the space between one breath and the next.

I didn't move my hand.

"Kevin is my son," she whispered.

"I know."

"He's my son. I adopted him when he was a baby. I raised him."

"I know."

"Then how—" She stopped, shook her head. The silver threads in her hair caught the light, and I watched her throat work as she swallowed. "How can you stand there and look at me like that?"

I didn't have an answer. Not one she'd understand. I only knew that when she'd bent to pick up the cooler, I'd seen the shape of her hips through her jeans, and I'd thought about what it would feel like to hold them. To feel her move under me. To hear the sounds she'd make when she finally let go of all that control.

I'd thought about it the whole drive up. Every curve of the road had been a reminder — her body swaying, her breasts shifting, the way she bit her lip when she thought no one was looking.

I wanted to be the one who made her forget to be careful.

"You're married," she said, her voice smaller now. "To my son."

"I know."

"And you're standing here. Touching me."

I let my thumb trace a slow circle on the inside of her wrist. Her pulse quickened. "I'm not asking for anything. I'm just..." I paused, felt the weight of the words. "I'm just noticing you. That's all."

"Noticing."

"Yeah."

She let out a breath I didn't realize she'd been holding. Her shoulders dropped, just slightly, and for a second she looked younger, softer, like the woman she might have been if someone had seen her twenty years ago.

"No one notices me," she said, barely audible.

"I do."

She looked at me then — really looked, like she was searching for the catch, the lie. But there wasn't one. I meant it. I meant the way my cock ached in my jeans, the way my hand wanted to slide up her arm, cup her jaw, feel her skin against my palm.

I meant all of it.

Her fingers loosened on the wine glass. She let it go. It sat on the counter between us, half-empty, forgotten.

"Ross." My name in her mouth was different now. Unsteady. A question wearing the shape of an answer.

"Yeah?"

She opened her mouth to speak, and then the cabin door swung open, and the cold rushed in.

Kevin stamped his boots on the porch, shaking pine needles from his hair. "God, it's beautiful out there. There's this little creek maybe a quarter mile down—" He stopped, looked at us. At the space between us. At the wine. At the way we were standing, not touching. "Everything good in here?"

Shelby stepped back. Just a step. But it was a canyon.

"Fine," she said, and her voice was steady again, the careful mask back in place. "Ross was just helping me unpack."

Kevin looked at me. His blue eyes, the eyes I'd woken up next to for three years, watched me with something unreadable. "Cool." He walked past us, shrugged off his jacket, and tossed it over the back of the rocking chair. "What's for dinner?"

"I was thinking stew," Shelby said, already turning back to the counter, already building the walls back up with her hands and her quiet and her careful distance. "I brought vegetables. We can use the camp stove."

"Nice." Kevin grabbed the wine bottle, refilled his own glass without asking. "Ross, you want more?"

I looked at my glass. Still half-full. "I'm good."

He shrugged, topped off Shelby's glass instead. She didn't look at me. She started pulling carrots and potatoes from the tote, her movements brisk and purposeful, and I watched the back of her neck, the tiny hairs that curled there, the way her shoulders had gone rigid again.

I took a step back. Then another.

I walked to the window and looked out at the darkening ridge, the pines going black against a sky that was bleeding gold into purple. My hand still tingled from where I'd touched her wrist. My cock still ached, a dull throb I couldn't shake.

Behind me, Kevin was telling a story about the hike, his voice bright and easy, filling the silence like he always did. Shelby was making quiet sounds of acknowledgment— and I could picture her without looking, the way her hands moved, the way her mouth pressed into a thin line when she was thinking too hard.

I wanted to turn around. I wanted to look at her. I wanted to—

I didn't.

I held my glass to the window, watched the lamplight bleed through the wine, and I waited.

The night was just beginning.


Chapter 2


After dinner, we carried our wine out to the back deck. The raw wood planks were warm under my bare feet, still holding the day's heat even as the mountain air cooled around us. Kevin dropped into one of the chairs around a circular table, his long legs stretched out, ash-blond hair catching the last orange light filtering through the pines. Shelby settled across from him in another chair, her wine glass held in both hands like she was warming them.

I took the last chair next to Kevin and right across from Shelby.

"God, this is nice," Kevin said, tilting his head back. "The air actually smells like nothing. No exhaust, no coffee shops, no—" he waved a hand, "—people."

"You're the one who wanted to come to the mountains," Shelby said. Her voice was careful, measured. She hadn't looked at me since we sat down.

"Yeah, but I didn't realize I'd forget what quiet sounds like." Kevin took a long sip of his wine. "Ross, remember that Airbnb in Portland? With the neighbor who played bagpipes at six AM?"

I laughed, low. "I remember you threatening to shove those bagpipes somewhere creative."

"They deserved it." He grinned, that easy grin that made me fall for him in the first place. "Anyway. This is better. Just us. No distractions."

Just us. The words sat in my chest, warm and wrong at the same time.

The tinny radio from the kitchen drifted through the screen door — some old country song I half-recognized. The lake below us was flat and dark, the last light bleeding out of the sky. Crickets started their evening chorus, a steady thrum that made the silence feel bigger somehow.

Kevin talked about work, about his boss who didn't understand deadlines, about the client who'd cried during a presentation. His voice filled the space the way it always did, easy and bright, bouncing off the pines. I nodded in the right places, laughed when he expected it, but most of my attention was on the woman across from me.

She was wearing loose linen pants and a simple cotton blouse — conservative, practical, the kind of clothes that hid her shape. But the evening light caught the curve of her shoulder, the hollow of her throat, and I couldn't stop looking. The way her fingers wrapped around the wine glass. The way she tucked a strand of auburn hair behind her ear, silver streaks catching the light.

Kevin stood up. "I'm gonna grab another bottle. Mom, you good?"

"I'm fine, sweetheart."

"Ross?"

"Yeah, I'm good."

He disappeared through the screen door, his footsteps fading toward the kitchen. The screen door slapped shut behind him.

And then it was just us.

The silence stretched. Shelby stared at the lake, her jaw tight. I watched her — the straight nose, the soft mouth pressed into a thin line, the way her chest rose and fell a little too fast.

"You're staring," she said quietly.

"I know."

"You should stop."

"I know that too."

She didn't tell me to stop again.

I shifted in my chair, letting my foot brush against hers. Just barely. A question. Her breath hitched — a small sound, almost lost in the cricket song — but she didn't pull away.

"Ross—"

"I'm not going to do anything," I said, low. "Not with Kevin here. I just—" I let the sentence hang. Let her fill it if she wanted.

She didn't. But she didn't move her foot either.

Kevin came back with a fresh bottle of red, already uncorked. "Found this in the back of the pantry. Figured we deserved something decent." He refilled our glasses, his movements loose and easy, completely unaware of the tension crackling between the two people on the bench.

He sat back down, stretched his legs out, and launched into another story about his coworker's disastrous Tinder date.

I let my foot drift.

Bare skin against bare skin. My toes found her ankle, light as a breath. She went still — her whole body froze, wine glass halfway to her lips.

I didn't look at her. I kept my eyes on Kevin, nodding along to his story, my face easy and open. But my foot stayed where it was, resting against her ankle, and I felt her pulse hammering through the point of contact.

She didn't pull away.

Kevin laughed at something — I'd missed the punchline, but I laughed too, a beat late. He didn't notice. He was too busy gesturing with his wine glass, telling the story with his whole body the way he always did.

My foot moved higher. Along her calf. The skin there was smooth, warm, and I felt her muscles tense beneath my touch. A question. A test.

She set her wine glass down on the arm of the bench. Her hands were trembling.

"—and then he said, 'but I thought you liked cats,'" Kevin was saying. "And she just—"

My foot reached her knee. I traced the inside of it, a slow circle, and Shelby's breath caught. Audible. Sharp.

"Mom? You okay?"

She cleared her throat. "Fine. Just—tired. Long drive."

"Yeah, Ross drove like a maniac on those switchbacks." Kevin grinned at me. "Thought I was gonna lose my lunch."

"You said you were fine."

"I lied."

I laughed, easy, natural, while my foot slid higher. Past her knee. Along the inside of her thigh. Her linen pants were thin, and I could feel the heat of her skin through the fabric, the trembling of her muscles as my toes traced upward.

She pressed her thighs together. Trapping my foot.

I looked at her then. Finally. Her eyes were wide, her lips parted, her chest rising and falling in quick, shallow breaths. She looked caught. Desperate. Like an animal in a snare.

I held her gaze. And slowly, deliberately, I pressed my foot harder against her.

Her thighs tightened around it. Not pushing me away. Holding me there.

Kevin was still talking. Something about the cat story, about the punchline I kept missing. His voice was background noise, static, meaningless. All I could feel was the pressure of her thighs around my foot, the heat of her through the linen, the way her hands gripped the edge of the bench like she was holding on for dear life.

I curled my toes. Pressed them against the seam of her pants, right where I knew her cunt was. She gasped — a tiny, strangled sound — and covered it with a cough.

"You sure you're okay?" Kevin asked. "You sound like you're coming down with something."

"Just—" She swallowed. "Just a tickle. In my throat."

I pressed harder. She arched into it, just barely, a micro-movement that would have been invisible if I hadn't been watching for it. Her cunt was warm against my foot, pressing back, and I felt a surge of heat so sharp it made my cock throb.

"Maybe you should go to bed early," Kevin said. "Long drive and all."

"Maybe." Her voice was strained. "Maybe I should."

She didn't move. Neither did I.

Kevin drained his glass and stood up. "I'm gonna take a piss. Be right back."

The screen door slapped shut.

We were alone again. The crickets were deafening. The lake was black glass. And my foot was pressed against Shelby's cunt, her thighs locked around it, her breath coming in ragged, desperate gasps.

"Ross." Her voice was barely a whisper. "What are you—"

"Shh." I pressed harder. She bucked against my foot, a tiny, involuntary thrust, and I felt the heat of her through the fabric. "Just feel it."

"Kevin could come back."

"He'll be a few minutes." I moved my foot in a slow circle, pressing against her through the linen. Her breath caught. Her hands flew to my ankle, gripping it, not pushing me away. "You've been waiting your whole life for someone to touch you like this. Haven't you, Shelby?"

She didn't answer. But her hips started moving, a small, unconscious grind against my foot, her cunt seeking pressure. Seeking friction. Her eyes were closed now, her head tilted back, the silver streaks in her auburn hair catching the last light.

"That's it," I murmured. "Let yourself feel it."

She was rocking against my foot. Slow. Rhythmic. Her breath was coming in soft little gasps that she tried to stifle with her hand. The linen of her pants was damp now — I could feel the wet heat of her soaking through, the shape of her cunt pressing against my arch.

I watched her fall apart. Watched the mask crack and crumble. Watched the woman who'd spent forty-five years being careful, being proper, being invisible, grind against her son-in-law's foot on a dark deck while her son was twenty feet away.

"Ross." His name was a broken whisper. "Ross, I—"

"I know." I pressed harder, found the spot that made her gasp, and held it. "Come for me, Shelby. Come on my foot."

She shook her head — a denial, a protest, a last desperate attempt at control — but her hips kept moving, grinding against me, chasing the friction she'd never let herself have. Her grip on my ankle tightened. Her breath turned to whimpers, high and thin, barely audible over the crickets.

"I can't—"

"You can." My voice was low, steady, a command she didn't have to follow but couldn't refuse. "You've been holding this in your whole life. Let it go. Let me feel it."

She came apart.

Her whole body arched, her back bowing off the chair, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. I felt her cunt pulse against my foot — once, twice, three times — the muscles of her thighs spasming around my ankle as she rode out the wave.

And then she went limp. Slumped against the back of the bench, chest heaving, eyes glassy and unfocused. Her cunt was still pressed against my foot, still trembling with aftershocks, the fabric of her pants soaked through.

I pulled my foot back slowly. Let her feel the loss of contact. Let her feel empty.

She didn't look at me. She stared at the lake, her breath ragged, her hands shaking in her lap.

Kevin's footsteps approached from inside. The screen door creaked.

"You guys okay?" He stepped onto the deck, squinting at us. "You look like you saw a ghost, Mom."

She cleared her throat. "Just tired. I think I'll turn in."

"You want me to walk you up?"

"No." Too sharp. She softened it. "No, sweetheart. I know the way. Goodnight."

She stood. Her legs were unsteady. She walked past me without looking, her footsteps heavy on the wooden planks, and I watched her go. Watched the sway of her hips. Watched the damp spot on the back of her linen pants, dark and telling in the dim light.

The cabin door closed behind her.

Kevin dropped back into his chair. "She's been weird all night. You notice that?"

I took a long sip of my wine. "She's fine. Just tired."

"Yeah. Probably." He stretched, his long arms reaching for the sky. "You wanna head to bed too? I'm beat."

"In a minute." I stared at the lake, at the dark water swallowing the last of the light. "I'm gonna finish this."

He leaned over and kissed my cheek, warm and easy. "Don't stay up too long."

"I won't."

The screen door slapped shut. His footsteps faded. And I sat alone on the dark deck, the taste of wine on my tongue and the ghost of Shelby's cunt still warm against my foot, my cock aching and hard in my jeans.

I finished my wine. Stood. Walked inside.

Her door was closed. I could see a sliver of light underneath, hear the creak of floorboards as she moved around. Getting ready for bed. Trying to forget what she'd done.

I touched the doorknob. Just for a second. Then I pulled my hand back and walked to the bedroom I shared with my husband, my pulse steady, my hunger patient.


Chapter 3


The door clicked shut behind me. Kevin was already in bed, the sheets tangled around his slender frame, one pale arm thrown over his face. The lamp cast a golden wedge across his bare shoulder, the dusting of freckles there like scattered cinnamon.

The towel hung over the chair. The room smelled like his soap and the faint musk of the day's hike, and underneath it, something darker—my own arousal, still simmering from the deck, from her door, from the echo of her thighs trembling against my foot.

"Hey," Kevin murmured, not moving his arm. "Took you long enough. Thought you got lost."

"Just thinking." I crossed to the bed, the floorboards cool under my bare feet. I could still feel the doorknob under my fingers. The moment I'd pulled back.

Kevin shifted, letting his arm fall, blinking up at me with those blue eyes. Sleep-soft. Trusting. "You okay?"

I didn't answer. I leaned down and kissed him instead—slow, deep, my hand finding the curve of his jaw, tilting his head back. He made a small sound against my mouth, surprise melting into pleasure, his fingers finding my shirt, tugging.

"Someone's hungry," he breathed when I broke the kiss.

"Always."

I pulled my shirt off, the fabric catching on my shoulders. Kevin's eyes tracked down my chest, that familiar warmth in his gaze, and I felt a pang of something—tenderness, maybe. Guilt. But underneath it, the hunger was louder.

I wanted her.

But she wasn't here. He was. And he loved me, and he was beautiful, and I was going to use him to taste the edge of what I really wanted.

I crawled onto the bed, the mattress dipping under my weight. Kevin's legs parted automatically, making room, and I settled between them, my cock already hard against my jeans. I kissed his throat, his collarbone, the hollow above his sternum where his pulse flickered like a hummingbird.

"Lie back," I said, my voice low. "I want your mouth."

Kevin's breath hitched. He obeyed, sliding down until his head hit the pillow, his pale hair fanning out. I unbuttoned my jeans, the sound loud in the quiet room, and he watched me with half-lidded eyes, his tongue wetting his lower lip.

I freed my cock, already aching, the tip slick and swollen. I stroked it once, twice, watching his mouth part, and I thought of her. The way her breath caught when I touched her wrist. The damp spot on her linen pants. The way she'd looked at me over the rim of her wine glass, like a woman drowning, like she wanted me to pull her under.

"Open," I said.

Kevin opened.

I guided myself into his mouth, the heat of him—wet, eager, familiar. He knew me, knew what I liked, and he didn't wait. His tongue traced the underside, his cheeks hollowing as he took me deeper, and I closed my eyes and let myself drift.

Not Kevin's mouth. Hers.

I imagined Shelby on her knees. That auburn hair falling loose from its knot, her green eyes looking up at me, years of untouched hunger finally given permission. Her mouth—that soft mouth that had forgotten how to be kissed—wrapped around me, taking me deep, her hands gripping my thighs like she was afraid I'd disappear.

I groaned, my hips pushing forward, and Kevin took it, his throat working around me. I fisted my hand in his ash-blond hair, pulling gently, and he moaned, the vibration traveling through my cock like a current.

"Yeah," I breathed. "Just like that."

I opened my eyes. Kevin's freckled face, his lips stretched around me, spit-slick and willing. But I saw her cheekbones in the shadows, her silver-threaded hair in the lamplight.

I pulled out, my cock wet and aching, and Kevin gasped, a string of saliva connecting us. "Roll over," I said. "On your hands and knees."

He moved quickly, his limbs finding the familiar position—pale back arched, freckles scattered across his shoulder blades like a constellation. I knelt behind him, my hands finding his hips, the sharp jut of bone under my palms. He looked back at me over his shoulder, his blue eyes dark with want.

"You okay?" he asked, the same question from before, but softer now. Checking.

"Yeah." I leaned forward, pressing a kiss between his shoulder blades. "I got you."

The lube was on the nightstand. I squeezed a generous amount into my palm, coating my fingers, then reached between his legs. He spread wider, letting me find him, and I pressed one finger inside—slow, patient, feeling him clench around me.

"Ross," he breathed, his forehead dropping to the pillow.

I worked him open, adding a second finger, stretching him the way I knew he liked. His breath came in soft gasps, his hips pushing back against my hand, and I watched his pale skin flush pink across his shoulders.

And I thought of her.

Shelby's virgin cunt. Never touched. Never filled. The thought made my cock throb, a pulse of heat that ran through me like a current. I imagined her here instead—her curvy body on all fours, her practical pants discarded, her soft thighs trembling as I spread them. I imagined the first press of my cock against her entrance, the way she'd gasp, the way her untouched flesh would grip me so tight I'd feel every ridge, every pulse.

"Fuck," I muttered, pulling my fingers out.

I slicked my cock, the lube cold and familiar, and lined myself up. Kevin pushed back, impatient, and I sank into him in one slow, steady thrust.

He cried out—sharp, breathless, his hands fisting the sheets. I held still, feeling him adjust around me, that familiar heat and tightness. It was good. It was always good with him.

But it wasn't her.

I started moving, slow at first, deep strokes that had him moaning into the pillow. The bed creaked under us, the rhythm building, and I let my eyes drift closed.

Her cunt. I imagined her cunt, tight and wet and untouched, gripping me like a fist. I imagined the sounds she'd make—that soft mouth gasping, her green eyes wide, her silver-streaked hair spilling across the pillow. I imagined the word mom falling from my lips, the taboo of it, the wrongness that made it so fucking hot.

Kevin's ass clenched around me, and I groaned, my pace quickening. I grabbed his hips harder, my fingers digging into the pale skin, and I thought of her. Her thighs. Her cunt. Her untouched virgin cunt that I was going to fuck until she couldn't remember the years she'd spent waiting.

But not yet. This was practice. This was hunger deferred.

"Harder," Kevin gasped, his voice breaking. "Please—Ross—"

I gave it to him. I fucked him harder, faster, the slap of skin filling the room, the bed frame knocking against the wall. Kevin's moans pitched higher, desperate, and I thought: Louder. She needs to hear this.

I leaned forward, my chest against his back, my mouth at his ear. "You like that?" I growled. "You like my cock inside you?"

"Yes—fuck, yes—"

"Tell me." I drove deeper, hitting that spot that made his whole body seize. "Tell me how much."

"I love it—I love your cock—please don't stop—"

His voice cracked on the last word, loud enough to carry through the thin cabin walls. I felt a savage satisfaction—not cruelty toward him, but toward her. She was listening. She had to be. Her bedroom was just down the hall, and the cabin wasn't built for secrets.

I imagined her lying there, her hand between her legs, listening to me fuck her son. Imagined her wet and aching, knowing what I could do to her, knowing what I would do.

I groaned, my rhythm faltering. I was close, the heat building low in my gut, and I pushed deeper, harder, chasing the edge.

"Where?" Kevin gasped. "Where do you want—"

"Inside." The word came out rough. "I want to come inside you."

He moaned, a broken sound, and his hand reached back, finding my hip, pulling me deeper. "Yes—come inside me—please—"

I fucked him through it, my hips pounding, the bed shaking, and I thought of her. Her virgin cunt. Her untouched body. The way she'd look when I finally claimed her.

I came with a groan, my release hot and deep, my cock pulsing inside him. Kevin cried out too, his body tensing, and I felt his orgasm ripple through him, heard his strangled gasp as he spilled into the sheets.

I held still, breathing hard, my forehead pressed between his shoulder blades. His body trembled under mine, his breath coming in ragged pants, and I felt a wave of tenderness that surprised me.

I pulled out slowly, watching my seed leak from him, and lay down beside him. He turned into my chest, his face flushed, his eyes wet with overstimulation.

"Jesus," he whispered. "You were something else tonight."

I kissed his forehead, the salt of sweat on his skin. "You okay?"

He laughed, breathless. "I think you broke me."

I held him, my hand stroking his hair, my heartbeat slowing. But my mind was already drifting, down the hall, to the door I'd touched and pulled back from.

Tomorrow.

The cabin settled around us, the wind picking up outside, the trees sighing against the roof. I listened, past Kevin's steadying breath, past the creak of old wood, for any sound from her room.

Silence.

But I knew she'd heard. I'd made sure of it.


Chapter 4


The cabin was quiet when I woke. Gray light through the window, still early, the kind of mountain morning where the air holds its breath. Kevin was curled against my side, ash-blond hair spread across my shoulder, one hand splayed over my chest like he was still holding me even in sleep.

I lay there for a long moment, feeling his heartbeat against my ribs, slow and trusting. Last night floated through me — the sounds I'd made him make, the way I'd pushed him loud enough for her to hear. My cock stirred at the memory, at the thought of her lying alone in her room, listening to me fuck my husband while I imagined it was her.

I eased out from under Kevin carefully and watched him roll into the warm spot, still dead asleep. Pulled on my jeans from last night, left my flannel unbuttoned, and padded barefoot down the hall.

She was in the kitchen.

Shelby stood at the counter with her back to me, pouring coffee into a chipped ceramic mug. She wore a thin, pale blue robe tied loose at her waist, and her auburn hair was down, spilling past her shoulders in silver-shot waves I hadn't seen before. Always in that practical knot. Always hidden. But this morning it was loose, and I stood in the doorway and watched her, the curve of her hip, the way the robe clung to her ass, the softness of a woman who'd never been touched the way she needed.

She heard me. Her shoulders went tight, just a fraction, before she turned.

Her green eyes met mine, and something flickered there — fear, hunger, shame. She knew I saw it. Her mouth opened, closed, and she lifted the mug like a shield.

"Morning," I said. Low and easy. Let it sit.

"Morning." Her voice cracked on the second syllable. She cleared her throat, turned back to the counter, and poured a second mug without asking if I wanted one.

I crossed the kitchen slowly, let my footsteps land heavy on the worn floorboards so she'd feel me coming. Stopped behind her, close enough that my chest almost touched her back, close enough that she'd feel the heat off my skin.

"You sleep okay?" I asked.

Her hand trembled as she set the pot down. "Fine."

"You sure?" I reached past her for the mug, let my forearm brush her elbow. Her skin was warm. "You look tired."

She said nothing. Stared at the window above the sink, at the green wall of pine and the gray sky beyond. Her jaw was tight.

I took the mug, wrapped my hands around it, and leaned my hip against the counter beside her. Close. Too close. She didn't step away.

"I heard you last night."

The words came out flat. Not accusatory. Just fact. She stared straight ahead, her knuckles white against her own mug.

I took a slow sip of coffee. Bitter. Hot. Let the silence stretch until it ached.

"I know," I said.

She blinked. Swallowed. "You wanted me to."

"Yeah."

Her breath caught. That sound — that small, broken hitch — went straight to my cock. I set the mug down, turned to face her fully, and she still wouldn't look at me.

"Shelby."

Nothing.

"Look at me."

She did. Slow. Her green eyes were glassy, her lips parted, and I saw it — the wall she'd been building since I met her, cracking at the edges.

"I meant every word I said last night," I told her. "My cock aches for you. I think about your cunt when I'm fucking my husband. I think about making you moan, making you come, making you feel what you've been missing for forty-five years."

Her breath was shallow, quick. Her chest rose and fell beneath the thin robe, and I watched her nipples harden against the fabric.

"I want to touch you," I said. "Right now. I want to put my hand down the front of that robe and feel how wet you are, just from me talking."

She didn't move. Didn't tell me to stop.

I lifted my hand slow, let her see it coming, let her have every chance to pull away. My fingers found the lapel of her robe, the edge where the fabric crossed over her chest. I traced it down. Felt her tremble.

"Ross — "

"Shh."

I eased the robe open, just enough. Her breasts were full, pale, the nipples dark and hard against the morning light. I'd never seen them. She'd never let anyone see them. And here she was, standing in her kitchen, letting me look.

I touched her. My thumb brushed her nipple, feather-light, and she gasped — a sharp, ragged sound that she tried to swallow.

"When's the last time someone touched you here?"

She shook her head. Couldn't speak.

"Ever?"

A tear slid down her cheek. She wiped it away with the back of her hand, embarrassed, but she didn't cover herself. She let me keep looking. Let my thumb circle her nipple, feel it harden further under my touch.

"I think about you every night," I said, low. "I think about your mouth. Your thighs. The sound you'd make when I finally pushed inside you."

Her hand found my wrist, but she didn't push me away. She gripped me, her fingers digging into my skin, like she needed something to hold onto.

"Tell me you want this," I said.

"I — " Her voice broke. She tried again. "I can't."

"You can. Tell me."

I rolled her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, a gentle pressure, and her knees buckled — just a fraction, just enough that she leaned into me for support.

"Yes," she breathed. "God, yes."

I kissed her.

Not gentle. Not slow. I took her face in my hands and pressed my mouth to hers, felt her gasp against my lips, felt her body stiffen and then melt, her hands coming up to grip my open shirt. She tasted like coffee and something else — something untouched, something that had been waiting so long it had forgotten how to be wanted.

I slid my hand down, over her stomach, over the tie of her robe, and she arched into me, her breath hot against my mouth. I found her through the fabric, the soft mound of her cunt, and pressed my palm against it.

She whimpered.

"That's it," I murmured against her lips. "Let me feel you."

She was wet. Even through the robe, even through whatever she wore beneath, I could feel the heat, the dampness soaking through. I pressed harder, rubbed my palm against her in a slow circle, and she bucked into my hand, her head falling back, her mouth open.

"Ross — "

"I know. I know."

I slipped my hand beneath the robe, found the waistband of her panties, and slid my fingers under them. She was slick, hot, her folds parting easily as I traced them, found her clit, swollen and desperate.

"Fuck," I breathed. "You're so wet for me."

She bit her lip, nodding, her eyes squeezed shut.

I circled her clit with my thumb, pushed one finger inside her, and she cried out — a broken, shameless sound that she muffled against my shoulder. She was tight. Unbelievably tight. A virgin cunt that had never been filled, clenching around my finger like it was starving for it.

"That's it," I whispered. "Let me feel you."

I worked her slowly, one finger, then two, feeling her stretch, feeling her body surrender to something it had never known. Her hips moved against my hand, small, desperate thrusts, and I watched her face — the flush on her cheeks, the way her teeth sank into her lower lip, the tears leaking from her closed eyes.

"More," she gasped. "Please — more — "

I kissed her again, deep, swallowing her sounds, and I was about to push her onto the counter, about to take her right there in the kitchen of this cabin with my husband asleep down the hall —

And then a floorboard creaked.

She froze. I froze. We both turned our heads toward the hallway, and there was Kevin, leaning against the doorframe, rubbing sleep from his eyes with the heel of his hand, his hair a tangled mess.

"Morning," he said, yawning.

My hand was still inside Shelby's panties. Her robe was still open. We had maybe a second, maybe less, before he opened his eyes fully and saw what was happening.

I pulled my hand out slowly, as casually as I could manage, and Shelby's robe was closed again, her back turning to the counter, her face angled away, hiding. I stepped sideways, put myself between them, blocking his view.

"Morning, baby," I said. My voice was steady. Calm. Like my hand wasn't slick with his mother's arousal. "You sleep okay?"

"Like the dead." Kevin stretched, long and lean, his sweater riding up to show a sliver of pale stomach. "What's for breakfast?"

Shelby made a sound, something between a laugh and a sob, and turned to the cabinets. "I'll make pancakes." Her voice was too bright, too high. "Kevin, grab the blueberries from the cooler."

Kevin shuffled past me, still half-asleep, and I caught Shelby's eye for just a second. Her face was flushed, her lips swollen, her hands shaking as she pulled a mixing bowl from the shelf. She looked at me — just a glance, just a fraction of a second — and I saw it.

Hunger. Terror. Want.

I smiled at her. Small. Private. Just for her.

She dropped her gaze and started cracking eggs.

Breakfast was a masterclass in pretending.

Kevin talked through a mouthful of pancakes about the hiking trails, about a waterfall he'd read about, about how we had to see it before the weather turned. Shelby laughed at his jokes, pushed food around her plate, and didn't look at me once. I ate three pancakes and watched her over the rim of my coffee mug.

"So," Kevin said, wiping syrup off his chin, "morning hike? There's a trailhead like a quarter mile down the road. I saw it when we drove in."

"Sounds good," I said.

Shelby nodded, still not meeting my eyes. "I'll clean up and change."

"I'll help," I said.

She froze. Kevin was already heading toward the bedroom, talking over his shoulder about grabbing his boots. Shelby stood at the sink, her back to me, her hands gripping the edge of the counter.

I stepped up behind her, close enough that my chest brushed her shoulders, and leaned in to murmur in her ear.

"I'm not done with you."

She shivered.

I picked up a plate, carried it to the sink, and let my hand brush her hip as I set it down. "Get dressed. I'll be waiting."

She escaped to her room. I stood in the kitchen, alone, and licked my fingers clean. She tasted like salt and woman, like the promise of something I was going to take.

—------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The trail was narrow, winding through pines so thick they blocked the sky. Kevin led the way, his voice bouncing off the trees as he pointed out bird nests and moss patterns, his enthusiasm filling the silence. I was grateful for it.

I walked behind him. Shelby walked behind me.

Every few steps, I let my pace slow just enough that she'd catch up, that her shoulder would brush mine, that I'd feel the heat of her body before she dropped back again. The trail curved, and Kevin disappeared around a bend, his voice growing distant as he called out about a fallen log.

I stopped.

Shelby nearly walked into me. She looked up, startled, her green eyes wide.

"Kevin," I called, loud enough to carry. "Go ahead, we'll catch up. I gotta tie my shoe."

"Okay!" His voice floated back, already farther away. "Don't get lost!"

I didn't tie my shoe.

I took Shelby's wrist and pulled her off the trail, into the trees, behind a thick pine trunk wide enough to hide us both. She gasped, stumbled, and then her back was against the bark, and I was in front of her, my hands on her hips, my mouth an inch from hers.

"What are you — "

I kissed her.

Hard. Deep. My tongue in her mouth, my hands sliding down, gripping her ass, lifting her until her legs wrapped around my waist and her back scraped against the rough bark. She moaned into my mouth, her fingers tangling in my hair, pulling me closer.

I ground against her, let her feel what she did to me, the hard length of my cock pressed against her through two layers of fabric. She bucked against me, desperate, shameless, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"Shelby." I pulled back, just enough to look at her. Her lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed, her chest heaving beneath her hiking shirt. "I need to hear you say it."

"Say what?"

"That you're ready. That you want me to take you. That you want me to be the first man to fuck you."

Her eyes closed. A tear slipped down her cheek. But when she opened them, there was nothing but hunger left.

"Yes," she whispered. "I'm ready."

My hand slid down her stomach, found the waistband of her hiking pants, and slipped beneath them. She was already wet. Slick and hot and hungry for me. I pressed my palm against her cunt, felt her clench against nothing, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan.

"Tonight," I said, low, my fingers circling her clit. "After Kevin falls asleep. You're going to come to my room."

Her breath hitched. "But — Kevin — "

"He'll be asleep. I'll make sure of it." I pressed harder, watched her eyes flutter. "And then I'm going to take you apart. I'm going to fuck you so slow and so deep that you forget your own name. I'm going to make you feel what no one else has ever made you feel."

She was trembling. Her hands gripped my shoulders, her nails digging in, her hips rocking against my hand.

"Do you understand?"

"Yes."

"Say it."

"I'll come to you tonight."

I kissed her one last time, slow and deep, and then I pulled my hand from her pants, let her see the evidence of her desire glistening on my fingers. I brought them to my mouth, licked them clean, and watched her eyes darken.

"Good girl."

I stepped back. Straightened my shirt. She stood against the tree, legs shaky, chest heaving, her body still humming from my touch.

"Let's go find Kevin," I said, and held out my hand.

She took it. Her palm was warm and damp and trembling.

We walked out of the trees together, back onto the trail, and I let go of her hand just before Kevin's voice drifted back to us, calling out about a stream crossing.

I fell into step behind her, watching her hips sway, smelling her on my fingers, counting the hours until nightfall.


Chapter 5


The steam hit me first — thick and mineral-sharp, curling off the churning water like the cabin was breathing. Cedar planks slick under my bare feet, the air so heavy I could taste it. Chlorine and pine and something else. Something waiting.

Kevin was already lowering himself in, his pale body disappearing into the roiling surface with a satisfied groan. "God, this is exactly what I needed." His ash-blond hair darkened instantly, clinging to his temples. "My legs are fucking shot from that hike."

I stood at the edge, towel slung over one shoulder, watching Shelby hesitate near the door. She'd changed into a dark blue one-piece that covered more than it revealed, but the water beading on her collarbone, the way her fingers pressed against her own thigh — she knew what this was. What I'd told her on the trail. What she'd agreed to.

"You coming in, Mom?" Kevin called, his voice echoey off the cedar walls.

She nodded, too quickly. "Yes. Just — the cold."

It wasn't cold. The steam was a fog bank. But I let her have her excuse.

I stepped down first, the heat wrapping around my calves, my thighs, my balls like a second skin. Found my seat on the submerged bench, water lapping at my chest. Kevin settled beside me, his knee finding mine under the surface. Affectionate. Trusting.

Shelby lowered herself in across from us, her movements careful, controlled. She sat with her back against the opposite wall, arms crossed over her chest, knees pressed together. Closed off. Guarded. The steam curled around her face, catching the silver threads in her auburn hair.

"This is nice," she said, and her voice was too bright. "The cabin has excellent amenities."

Kevin laughed. "Mom, you sound like you're reviewing it on a website. Just relax."

"I am relaxed."

She wasn't.

I could see it in the way her toes curled against the submerged bench. The way her jaw worked slightly, like she was chewing on words she wouldn't say. The way her eyes kept flicking to mine, then away.

Kevin launched into a story about the trail — something about a bird he'd seen, a waterfall we'd almost missed — and his voice filled the space like it always did, warm and easy and unguarded. I nodded along, made sounds of acknowledgment, but my attention was already under the water.

Her leg was right there. A foot away. Maybe less.

The water churned, bubbled, hid everything below the surface. Kevin kept talking, gesturing with his hands, the water sloshing against his chest. Shelby responded in monosyllables, her posture slowly loosening as the heat worked into her muscles.

I let my hand drift down, casual, like I was adjusting my seat. Found the bench with my palm. Waited.

The jets kicked on, a low thrumming vibration that shook the water, and I moved.

My fingers found her ankle. Light. Barely a touch, a brush of skin against skin in the churning water.

She went still.

Kevin was still talking — something about the fire pit, whether we should build one tomorrow — and I kept my face neutral, interested, and nodded at the right moments. But under the water, my hand was sliding up her calf. Slow. Deliberate. The water made it easy, the heat making her skin slick, my fingers tracing the curve of her shin.

"—and I think we should definitely do s'mores," Kevin said. "Ross makes the best s'mores. It's the ratio of chocolate to marshmallow. He's an artist."

"Is that so?" Shelby said, and her voice was higher than before. Thinner.

"It's all about the ratio," I said, my voice steady, while my fingers found the back of her knee. Felt her jump. Felt the muscle twitch under my touch.

She didn't pull away.

Kevin laughed, reached over, and squeezed my thigh above the water. "See? Artist. He takes his campfire desserts very seriously."

"I take everything seriously," I said, and I was looking at Shelby when I said it.

She looked away, but her legs parted slightly. Just a fraction. An invitation.

My hand slid higher.

The water was warm, but her skin was warmer. The inside of her thigh was soft, giving under my fingers, and I felt her breath catch when I reached the hem of her swimsuit. The fabric was taut against her hip. I traced the edge of it, slowly, watching her face.

She was staring straight ahead now, at the steam, at the wall, anywhere but me. Her lips were parted. Her chest rose and fell too fast.

"You okay, Mom? You look flushed."

"Hot tub," she said, and the word came out breathy. "It's — very hot."

Kevin grinned. "That's the point."

I slid my hand between her thighs.

Her breath stopped. I felt it — the whole body freeze, the way her hands gripped the edge of the bench, the way her thighs tensed around my wrist. But she didn't close them. Didn't push me away.

The water churned around us, hiding everything. Kevin leaned back, eyes closed, letting the jets massage his shoulders. "This is the life. Cabin in the mountains. Hot tub. Good company." He sighed happily. "I could stay here forever."

"Yeah," I said, and my fingers found the seam of her swimsuit, the fabric pressed against her cunt. "I could stay here a long time."

She was soaked. Not from the water. The fabric was slick with her, a wetness that had nothing to do with the jets, and I pressed against it, felt the shape of her through the thin material. She made a sound — quiet, swallowed — and her hips shifted toward my hand.

"Mom, you should try the jets on your lower back. They're amazing." Kevin twisted to point at the controls. "See that dial? It changes the pressure."

"I'll — try that." Her voice was strangled. "Later."

My thumb found her clit through the fabric. A firm circle, deliberate, and her whole body jerked like I'd touched a live wire.

Kevin didn't notice. He was fiddling with the dial, adjusting the flow, talking about the pressure points in his shoulders from carrying the hiking pack.

I pressed harder.

Shelby's head fell back against the cedar wall, her throat exposed, her mouth open. The steam curled around her face, and her eyes were squeezed shut, and every muscle in her body was taut with the effort of staying silent.

I worked her slowly. Circles, then pressure, then circles again, feeling her respond to each touch, learning the rhythm she liked. Her hips moved against my hand in small, desperate rolls, and the water hid everything — the way her thighs spread wider, the way my fingers pressed deeper into the soaked fabric, the way her cunt pulsed against my palm.

"You know what we should do?" Kevin said, turning back to us. "We should play a game. Like, a road trip game. Twenty questions or something."

"Maybe," I said, and my fingers hooked the edge of her swimsuit, pulled it aside. Found her bare underneath. Slick. Hot. Open.

Shelby made a sound — a whimper she tried to turn into a cough.

"You okay?" Kevin leaned forward, concerned.

"Water — went down the wrong way." Her voice was wrecked. "I'm fine."

My middle finger slid into her.

God. She was tight. So tight my finger barely fit, her walls gripping me like she'd been waiting her whole life to be filled, and I pushed deeper, felt her stretch around me, felt the heat of her pull me in.

Her hand found mine under the water, gripping my wrist, but she wasn't pushing me away. She was holding on. Anchoring herself.

"Well, be careful," Kevin said, leaning back again. "I don't want you drowning before s'mores."

"Wouldn't — dream of it."

I added a second finger.

She gasped, sharp and short, and Kevin looked at her again. "Mom, seriously. You're really flushed. Maybe you should get out for a bit."

"No." The word came out too fast. "I mean — I'm fine. Really. It's just — relaxing."

"Okay," Kevin said, drawing the word out, but he let it go. Settled back. Closed his eyes.

My fingers were buried in her cunt, and her son was three feet away, trusting, oblivious, and the wrongness of it made my cock ache against my thighs. I curled my fingers, found that spot inside her, and her hips bucked against my hand.

"Ross," she breathed, and it was barely a sound, a prayer.

"Shh," I said, and my thumb found her clit again, pressing firm circles while my fingers worked her open.

She was shaking. Her whole body trembled under the water, and I watched her face — the way her lips were parted, the way her eyes were glazed, the way she was fighting to stay quiet, to stay composed, while I pulled her apart from the inside.

Kevin shifted beside me, and I felt his foot brush my calf. I didn't move my hand from Shelby — kept working her, kept pushing her toward the edge — but I shifted my leg, let my foot find his. Friendly. Casual. His toes curled against mine, affectionate, and I pressed back.

Footsie. Like teenagers. While my fingers were buried in his mother's cunt.

The absurdity of it — the sheer, impossible wrongness — made me harder.

I worked her faster. Two fingers fucking her under the churning water, my thumb grinding against her clit, and she was close, I could feel it — the way her walls fluttered, the way her breath came in shallow gasps, the way her nails dug into the bench.

Kevin hummed something, a song I didn't recognize, his foot still touching mine. Content. Happy. Trusting.

Shelby's back arched.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave — her whole body convulsing, her mouth open in a silent scream, her cunt clenching around my fingers so hard I felt it in my wrist. She bit her lip, hard, and I saw a bead of blood bloom where her teeth broke skin.

I kept working her through it. Gentle circles now, easing her down, feeling every flutter and pulse of her release.

Kevin stretched, his arms above his head. "I'm getting pruny. Might head in soon."

"Give us a few more minutes," I said, my voice easy. "The jets feel good."

He grinned. "Okay. I'll go start the fire. You two relax."

He climbed out, water streaming off his pale body, and grabbed his towel. "Don't stay in too long. You'll get dizzy."

"We won't," I said.

The door slid shut behind him.

For a long moment, neither of us moved. The water churned. The steam curled. Shelby's body was still trembling, her chest heaving, her eyes closed.

I pulled my fingers out slowly, felt her grip me one last time before I left her empty.

She opened her eyes. Looked at me. Her face was flushed, her lips parted, her hair escaping its knot in wet strands.

I brought my fingers to my mouth. Tasted her on my tongue. Salt and heat, and the clean mineral taste of her arousal.

I climbed out of the hot tub, water sluicing off my body, and grabbed my towel. Walked toward the door. Paused.

Looked back at her — still sitting there, still trembling, her thighs pressed together like she was trying to hold onto what I'd given her.

I left her in the steam, wet and aching and counting the hours until dark.


Chapter 6


Istood in the bedroom I shared with Kevin, the cabin's thin walls doing nothing to muffle the sounds drifting up from the yard — his footsteps on the gravel, the clink of kindling, the low murmur of him talking to himself the way he did when he thought no one was listening.

I'd heard the shower stop ten minutes ago. Heard her footsteps pad down the hall to her room. Heard her door close, then the soft click of the lock — a habit born of forty-five years of sleeping alone, of never trusting that the world wouldn't push its way in while she slept.

I pulled on clean jeans and left my flannel unbuttoned. My heart was a steady drum in my chest, patient and sure. I'd waited long enough. Touched her enough. Fingered her to two orgasms while my husband sat beside us, and still I hadn't tasted her. Hadn't felt her come apart on my tongue.

The hallway was dim, lit only by the last of the evening light bleeding through the windows at either end. Her door was closed. I didn't knock. I just turned the handle — the lock clicked as it gave, the cheap mechanism no match for the force I put behind it — and pushed it open.

The bathroom door was cracked, steam spilling out in lazy curls. I could see her through the gap — her back to me, naked, one hand braced on the sink, the other reaching for a towel. Her skin was flushed from the heat, water still beading on her shoulders, sliding down the curve of her spine, tracing the dip of her lower back before disappearing between her thighs.

She heard the door open. Her hand froze mid-reach.

"Ross—" Her voice cracked on my name, caught somewhere between shock and something deeper, something she was already trying to swallow.

"Don't," I said, my voice low and calm. "Don't cover yourself."

I crossed the room in four steps, my boots heavy on the worn floorboards. She turned to face me, the towel clutched to her chest now, her green eyes wide and wild, her auburn hair — loose from its knot for the first time — hanging in wet strands around her shoulders.

She was beautiful. More beautiful than I'd let myself imagine. Her breasts were full and soft, the nipples dark and tightened from the cooling air. Her stomach curved gently, a body that had carried her through decades of waiting. And between her thighs, that dark thatch of hair I'd felt through her pants, already damp from the shower, already slick with heat I hadn't touched yet.

"Kevin's outside," she whispered, her voice trembling. "He'll—"

"He's making a fire." I stepped closer. "He won't come looking for us for at least twenty minutes."

I reached out and took the edge of the towel, pulling it slowly from her grip. She let it fall. Her breath caught as the fabric dropped between us, leaving her bare in the steam-fogged light.

I dropped to my knees.

The sound of my knees hitting the tile was loud in the small room. She gasped, her hands flying to my shoulders, not to push me away but to steady herself as her legs buckled almost immediately.

"Ross—"

"I've waited all day," I said, my voice rough, my hands finding her hips, thumbs tracing the soft skin above her pelvis. "I've thought about this since the first time I touched you. Since I felt you grind on my foot at the table. Since I tasted you on my fingers in the hot tub."

Her fingers dug into my shoulders. Her breath was ragged, uneven, each exhale a half-moan she couldn't quite hold back.

"I need to taste you, Shelby." I looked up at her, meeting those green eyes that were glistening now, wet with something that might have been tears or might have been the steam. "I need to feel you come on my tongue. Can I do that?"

She nodded, a jerky, desperate motion. "Yes. God, yes."

I pressed my mouth to the inside of her thigh. Her skin was still warm from the shower, tasted of soap and salt and something deeper, something that was purely her. She shuddered, a full-body tremor that started in her hips and rippled outward, and I felt her fingers tighten in my hair.

I kissed my way up her thigh, slow, deliberate, taking my time. The steam clung to my skin, condensing on my shoulders, dripping down my neck. The only sounds were her breathing and the distant crackle of the fire Kevin was building outside, completely unaware that his husband was on his knees in his mother's bathroom, about to taste her for the first time.

When I reached the junction of her thighs, I paused. I could smell her — that musky, intimate scent that had been haunting me for days, the same scent I'd licked from my fingers in the hot tub, concentrated now, raw and real and right there in front of me.

She was already wet. I could see it — the glisten of her arousal, the way her folds parted slightly, swollen and waiting. I exhaled, a shaky breath, and her scent flooded my senses.

"Please," she whispered, and the word broke in her throat. "Oh God, please, Ross."

I didn't make her wait any longer.

I pressed my mouth to her, open and hungry, taking her clit between my lips and sucking gently. Her hips bucked forward, a desperate, involuntary thrust, and I heard her palm slap against the bathroom wall as she braced herself.

The sound she made — a high, keening moan that she immediately tried to stifle with her other hand — was the most beautiful thing I'd heard all trip.

I licked her slowly, savoring her, learning the shape of her with my tongue. She was soft and slick and so responsive, every flick of my tongue drawing a new sound from her throat. I parted her folds with my thumbs, opening her to me, and buried my face deeper, tasting her in full, her arousal coating my lips and chin.

Her thighs trembled on either side of my head. Her grip in my hair was almost painful, pulling at the roots, but I didn't care. I wanted her to hold on. I wanted her to know I was real, that this was happening, that I wasn't going to stop until she came undone.

"You taste so good," I murmured against her, the words vibrating through her clit. She cried out, a sharp, broken sound, and her hips began to move in a rhythm, grinding against my mouth, chasing the friction she'd been denied for forty-five years.

I let her take what she needed. I opened my mouth wider, pressed my tongue flat against her, and let her ride my face, her slick heat sliding across my lips and chin, her moans growing higher and more desperate with each pass.

"That's it," I said, pulling back just enough to breathe the words against her. "Take what you need, Shelby. I've got you."

I wrapped my arms around her thighs, pulling her closer, my hands gripping the soft flesh of her ass as I dove back in. I found her clit with the tip of my tongue and traced circles around it, slow and firm, feeling her whole body tighten like a bowstring.

"I'm—" she gasped, her voice cracking. "Ross, I'm going to—"

"Yes," I said, and I pressed my tongue harder, faster, matching the frantic rhythm of her hips. "Come for me, Shelby. I want to taste it."

She came apart.

Her body arched, her back bowing as a cry tore from her throat, raw and animal and completely unrestrained. Her cunt clenched against my tongue, her release flooding my mouth — warm, salty, perfect — and I drank it down like a man dying of thirst, moaning against her as she shuddered through wave after wave of pleasure I'd given her.

Her legs gave out. I caught her, easing her down until she was kneeling on the tile in front of me, her forehead pressed to my chest, her breath coming in ragged, broken sobs. Her hands were trembling, fisting in the fabric of my unbuttoned flannel like she was afraid I'd disappear if she let go.

I wrapped my arms around her, pulled her close, and felt the rapid flutter of her heartbeat against my chest. Her skin was slick with steam and sweat, and she smelled like the shower and sex and the primal scent of her arousal still on my face.

"Oh my God," she whispered into my chest. "Oh my God."

I kissed the top of her head, her wet hair clinging to my lips. "You okay?"

She laughed — a broken, disbelieving sound. "I don't know what I am. I don't think I've ever been whatever this is."

I pulled back just enough to look at her. Her green eyes were glassy, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted and swollen from where she'd bitten them. She looked wrecked. She looked beautiful. She looked like a woman who'd just had her first orgasm from another person's mouth, and I felt a surge of possessive pride so fierce it almost knocked the breath out of me.

"That was the first time anyone's ever—" She stopped, swallowed, tried again. "I've never—"

"I know," I said, and I kissed her forehead again. "I'm glad it was me."

She looked up at me, her gaze searching my face. "Why, Ross? Why do you want me this badly?"

I could have told her the truth — that I missed the feel of a pussy, that I'd been dreaming of her cunt since the first time I saw her bend over to pick up a suitcase. But looking at her now, trembling and vulnerable and so hungry for a reason to let herself want this, that wasn't what she needed to hear.

"Because you've been waiting your whole life," I said, and I meant it. "And I want to be the one who shows you what you've been missing."

Her eyes welled with tears. She blinked them back, but one escaped, sliding down her cheek. I caught it with my thumb, wiped it away, and kissed her, soft and slow, letting her taste herself on my lips.

When I pulled back, her breathing had steadied, but her hands were still trembling against my chest.

"Tonight. After Kevin's asleep. You come to my room, and I'm going to fuck you slow and deep, and I'm going to be the first man to fill that tight little cunt."

She nodded, her teeth catching her lower lip, her body already responding to the words. "I'll find you."

"Good girl."

I stood, my knees damp from the tile, my face slick with her. I didn't bother wiping it off. I wanted to carry her scent with me, wanted to taste her on my lips when I sat across from Kevin and pretended everything was normal.

I left her there, still on her knees in the steam-fogged bathroom, her hair a wild tangle around her shoulders, her body still humming from my mouth. I pulled the door closed behind me and walked back toward the bedroom, my heart pounding, my cock straining against my jeans, the taste of her coating my tongue.

I close the door behind me.

Outside, Kevin's voice, cheerful and oblivious, called out. "Hey babe! Found the perfect sticks! You coming out?"

I took a breath. Smiled. Headed toward the door.

"Yeah, baby. I'm coming."


Chapter 7


The fire had burned down to embers, orange ghosts pulsing in the dark, and I couldn't stop watching her. Shelby sat across the fire pit, knees pressed together, auburn hair catching the last light, and I kept imagining what her cunt would feel like wrapped around my cock. Tight. Virgin-tight. Never been touched the way I was going to touch her. The thought made my dick ache in my jeans.

"Babe, you okay?" Kevin's voice cut through, light and concerned. He was leaning against my shoulder, face pale in the firelight. "I got a hell of a headache coming on."

"Yeah, I'm fine," I said, but my eyes stayed on her. She looked up, caught me staring, and her breath hitched. That small sound — I felt it in my balls.

Kevin groaned, rubbing his temples. "I think I need to crash. Got any of those sleeping pills left from the drive?"

"In my bag. First aid kit." I kept my voice casual, even as my pulse hammered. This was it. The night I'd been building toward since the drive up.

We doused the fire, scattered the coals. The cabin loomed dark and warm, windows bleeding lamplight. Kevin shuffled ahead, already squinting against the glare, and Shelby followed behind him, her footsteps quiet on the pine needles. I caught her wrist as she passed — just a brush, just a whisper, but she stopped.

"Tonight," I said, low enough that Kevin wouldn't hear.

She nodded once, eyes wide, and pulled away to follow her son.

Inside, Kevin fumbled with the pill bottle, swallowing one dry. He was already undressing, dropping his jeans onto the floor of our room, collapsing onto the bed in his boxers. "Fuck, that hit fast. Don't let me sleep through breakfast."

I sat on the edge of the bed, rubbing his back through the thin cotton of his shirt. "You rest. I'll take care of everything."

He smiled, already drowsy, eyes slipping closed. "Love you."

"Love you too."

I waited. His breathing slowed, deepened, the rhythm of sleep settling into his chest. I counted his breaths — twenty of them, thirty — until I was sure he was under. The sleeping pill plus the whiskey meant he wouldn't stir for hours.

The door to our room was cracked open. I could see the hallway, the faint light from the bathroom at the end. Her room was three doors down. I lay back on my elbows, heart pounding, and waited.

Minutes passed. Five. Ten. I started to think she'd chickened out, that the weight of it had crushed her resolve. Then I heard her door open — a soft click — and footsteps on the creaky pine floorboards.

She appeared in the doorway, a shadow in a thin nightgown. White cotton, knee-length, with lace at the collar. Her hair was loose, falling in silver-streaked waves past her shoulders, and she was trembling.

I stood, crossed the room in two steps, and took her hand. Her fingers were cold, slick with nervous sweat. "You came."

She nodded, swallowed. "I — I don't know if I can —"

"Shh." I pulled her into the room and closed the door behind her with a soft click. Kevin's breathing was a steady, slow rhythm from the bed. "You can. You trust me?"

She looked at Kevin's sleeping form, then back at me. "Yes."

"Then lie down next to him."

She hesitated, then slipped onto the bed, positioning herself beside Kevin, her body stiff, her hands gripping the sheets. Her eyes were wide in the dim light, fixed on me.

I stood over them both — my husband, pale and breathing slow, and his mother, trembling and untouched. The wrongness of it made my cock throb. I pulled off my shirt, dropped it to the floor, then shucked my jeans and boxers. I was already hard, thick, and aching, the tip glistening in the low light.

"Ross —" she whispered, voice breaking.

"I know." I knelt on the bed beside her, my weight dipping the mattress. "I'm going to be gentle. I'm going to be slow. But I'm going to take you, Shelby. I'm going to fuck you, and you're going to feel me for the rest of your life."

Her breath came in short, shallow gasps. Her hand found my arm, nails pressing into my skin. "I've never —"

"I know." I leaned down, kissed her forehead, her temple, the corner of her mouth. "I'm going to make it good. I'm going to make it something you never forget."

I slid my hand down her body, over the cotton nightgown, feeling the curve of her hip, the softness of her belly. She shivered. I pushed the hem up, baring her thighs. She was pale in the darkness, her skin smooth, untouched. I ran my palm up her inner thigh, felt the heat of her, felt her legs fall open.

"Look at me," I said.

She did. Her eyes were wet, full of fear and want.

"This is what you want. Say it."

"Yes." Her voice was a thread. "I want this. I want you."

I slid my fingers down, found her cunt. She was wet — soaking, slick, her folds swollen and ready. I pressed two fingers against her opening, felt her clench around nothing, heard her gasp.

"You're so tight," I murmured. "I'm going to fill you up."

I positioned myself between her legs, my cock brushing against her thigh. She jerked, a small sound escaping her throat. Kevin stirred beside us, mumbled something in his sleep, then settled. We both froze, breaths held, hearts hammering.

The moment passed. I looked down at her, at the woman who'd raised my husband, who'd never known a man's touch, who was lying beside her sleeping son, waiting for me to take her.

I pressed the head of my cock against her entrance. The heat of her, the wetness — I had to stop, had to breathe. This was the cunt I'd been dreaming about. The tight, virgin cunt that had never been filled.

"Ready?"

She nodded, gripping my forearm, her knuckles white.

I pushed.

The first inch was heaven — tight, impossibly tight, her walls gripping me like a fist. She gasped, a sharp cry that she bit off with her hand. I stopped, letting her adjust, feeling her clench around me.

"Breathe," I whispered. "Just breathe."

She did, a shaky exhale, and I pushed deeper. The resistance was there — her virginity, the barrier I was about to break — and I paused again, letting her feel me, letting her know what was coming.

"I'm going to push through now," I said, low and steady. "It'll hurt. But it'll pass. And then I'll be inside you, and you'll never be a virgin again."

She squeezed her eyes shut, tears leaking from the corners. "Okay."

I thrust forward, a single, firm push, and felt her give way. She cried out, a muffled sob into her own hand, and I buried myself to the hilt. Her cunt clamped down, spasming around me, hot and tight and perfect. I stayed still, letting her adjust, feeling her body accept me.

"You're not a virgin anymore," I breathed. "I'm the first man to fuck your cunt."

She opened her eyes and looked at me. There was pain there, but also wonder, awe. "I feel you," she whispered. "So deep."

I started to move. Slow, gentle thrusts, pulling out almost all the way, and sliding back in. Her body responded instinctively, her hips tilting, her legs wrapping around my waist. The bed creaked, but Kevin didn't stir. The world narrowed to the heat between her thighs, her soft gasps, the slick sound of my cock sliding into her.

"Look at him," I said, nodding toward Kevin. "Your son. He's right there, passed out, and I'm fucking his mother."

She whimpered, but she looked. Her eyes found Kevin's sleeping face, and I felt her cunt clench around me.

"Does it turn you on?" I asked, my voice a low growl. "Knowing he's right there? That he could wake up any second?"

She didn't answer, but her hips bucked, meeting my thrusts. I leaned down and pressed my mouth to her ear.

"You're mine now, Shelby. I'm the first man to fill this tight cunt, and I'm going to fill it again and again."

I picked up the pace, fucking her harder, the slap of skin muffled by the rough wool blanket. She was moaning now, small, desperate sounds that she tried to hide in the pillow. I grabbed her hips, pulled her against me, and drove deeper.

"You're going to come," I said. "You're going to come on my cock, and you're going to do it quietly."

She nodded frantically, her fingers digging into my back. I reached down, pressed my thumb against her clit, and that was it. Her back arched, her cunt clamped down, and she came — a silent, shuddering orgasm that rippled through her body, her mouth open in a soundless cry.

I kept moving, riding her climax, feeling her milk me. I was close, so close, the tight heat of her pulling me deeper.

"Where do you want it?" I asked, my voice ragged.

"Inside," she breathed. "Fill me. Please."

I came with a grunt, burying myself as deep as I could, pumping my cum into her virgin cunt. She gasped as she felt it, the warmth spreading through her. I stayed there, pulsing inside her, my forehead pressed to hers, both of us breathing hard.

Kevin mumbled again and rolled over. We froze. But he didn't wake.

I pulled out slowly, watching my seed leak from her. Her thighs were slick, stained with our mingled fluids. She looked up at me, face flushed, tears staining her cheeks, and smiled — a small, broken, beautiful smile.

"Thank you," she whispered.

I kissed her, tasting her tears, her breath, the salt of our sex. "Go back to your room. I'll find you tomorrow."

She slipped out of bed, pulling her nightgown down, and left without a word. The door clicked shut.

I lay back, staring at the ceiling, still hard, still aching. Kevin breathed beside me, peaceful and oblivious. I closed my eyes, and all I could feel was her — the ghost of her tight cunt, the heat of her, the way she'd looked at me when I filled her.

Tomorrow, I'd do it again.


Chapter 8


The morning light was soft and gray through the cabin's dusty windows, and I found her exactly where I knew she'd be—on the worn leather sofa, her robe pulled tight around her, auburn hair loose around her shoulders instead of in its practical knot. She looked up when I stepped into the living room, and something in her green eyes caught—relief, hunger, the kind of anticipation that made her breath come shallow before I'd even touched her.

"Morning," I said, and my voice was low, still thick with sleep, but I let her hear what was underneath it.

She didn't answer. Just watched me cross the room, her hands gripping the edge of the sofa cushion like she needed something to hold onto. I sat down beside her, close enough that my thigh pressed against hers through the thin fabric of her robe, and I let the silence stretch until I felt her start to tremble.

"Couldn't sleep?" I asked, and my hand found her knee—resting there, light, not pushing.

She shook her head. "I—" Her voice cracked, and she swallowed. "I couldn't stop thinking about it. About you. About—"

"About this?" My hand slid up her thigh, pushed through the gap in her robe, and found her bare skin underneath. No panties. I smiled, slow and dark. "You knew I'd find you."

"Yes." The word came out as a breath, almost a whimper. "I've been—Ross, I've been so—"

I didn't let her finish. My fingers slid higher, found the wet heat between her thighs, and she gasped, her hips jerking toward my hand before she could stop herself. She was soaked—had been sitting here, waiting, growing wetter with every minute I didn't come.

"All night?" I asked, and my thumb found her clit, pressed in slow circles.

She moaned, her head falling back against the sofa cushion. "Yes. God, yes. I lay awake thinking about your hands. Your mouth. What you did to me."

I pushed two fingers into her cunt, and she was so slick that they slid in to the knuckle without resistance. She gasped, her body arching, and I watched her face—the way her mouth fell open, the way her eyelids fluttered, the way she looked at me like I was the first thing she'd ever truly seen.

"You want more?" I asked, curling my fingers inside her, finding that spot that made her moan. "Tell me."

"I want—" She bucked against my hand, her hips grinding down on my fingers. "I want you. I want everything. I want you to fuck me again, Ross. Please. I've never—I've never felt anything like that. I need it."

"You'll get it." I fucked her with my fingers, slow and deep, my thumb pressing her clit with each stroke. She was already close—I could feel it in the way her cunt clenched around me, the way her breath came in short, desperate gasps. "But first, I want to feel you come on my hand. I want to taste it."

"Ross—"

"Come for me, Shelby." I pressed deeper, curled harder, pushed her over the edge. She cried out, a sharp, broken sound, and her body convulsed against my hand, her cunt milking my fingers as she rode out the orgasm. I watched her—her face, her throat, the way her hands clawed at the cushion—and I felt my cock harden in my sweatpants, aching to be inside her.

When she finally stilled, trembling and gasping, I withdrew my fingers and brought them to my lips. I held her gaze as I tasted her, slow and deliberate, and the sound she made—a low, desperate whimper—told me everything I needed to know.

"Stand up," I said, and she obeyed, her legs shaky.

I stood with her, hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my sweatpants, and pushed them down. My cock sprang free, hard and leaking, and I saw her eyes drop to it, her pupils dilating.

"Kneel on the couch," I said. "Face the back."

She turned, her hands gripping the top of the sofa, and climbed onto the cushion. Her robe had fallen open, and I could see the curve of her ass, the slick evidence of her arousal on her thighs. I stepped behind her, ran my hands over her hips, and pulled her back toward me.

"This is what you wanted?" I asked, pressing the head of my cock against her entrance, not pushing in, just letting her feel the pressure. "Tell me."

"Yes," she breathed. "Yes, please, Ross, I need you inside me—"

I thrust home in one smooth motion, and she cried out—a sharp, desperate sound that she tried to muffle with her fist. Her cunt was so tight, so hot, gripping me like it was made for me, and I had to pause, had to breathe, had to remind myself not to come right there.

"Fuck," I muttered, gripping her hips. "You feel so goddamn good."

I started to fuck her, slow at first, letting her feel every inch of me sliding in and out. She was moaning now, a low, rhythmic sound that matched the pace of my thrusts, and her head was pressed against the back of the sofa, her eyes closed, her mouth open.

And then I heard it.

A door creaking open somewhere behind me. Footsteps. A voice, rough with sleep.

"Babe?" Kevin's voice, from the hallway. "You up?"

My blood went cold and hot at the same time. Shelby stiffened under me, her eyes flying open, and I saw the panic flood her face.

"Don't move," I whispered, and I pulled out of her, grabbed her by the waist, and sat down on the sofa, pulling her onto my lap. The blanket draped over the back of the couch—I yanked it down, covered us both, just as Kevin shuffled into the living room.

Shelby was on top of me, my cock still hard and pressed against her thigh, the blanket hiding everything. She was trembling, her hands gripping my shoulders, her face buried against my neck.

"Hey," I said, and my voice came out casual, warm. "Morning. You feeling okay?"

Kevin blinked at us, his blue eyes still heavy with sleep. He was wearing his loose sweater, his hair a tangled mess, his movements slow and uncoordinated. "Yeah. Barely. That sleeping pill knocked me out like a truck." He shuffled over to the other end of the sofa and collapsed onto it, sprawling out with a groan. "What time is it?"

"Early still." I kept my voice steady, my hand resting on Shelby's hip under the blanket. "You want coffee?"

"In a minute." He yawned, rubbed his face, and leaned his head back against the cushion. "Just wanna sit here for a second. God, I'm still so drowsy."

I felt Shelby shift on my lap, and I tightened my grip on her, warning her to stay still. But she wasn't trying to move away—she was pressing closer, her hips rolling, just a fraction. Under the blanket, she was positioning herself over my cock, and when she lowered herself, I felt the head press against her entrance again.

I looked at her—her face, flushed, her eyes half-lidded, her lip caught between her teeth. She was going to do this. Right here. With her son three feet away.

She sank down onto me, slow and deliberate, taking me inch by inch until she was fully seated in her lap. Her cunt gripped me, hot and slick, and I had to clench my jaw to keep my face neutral. She started to move—tiny, almost imperceptible shifts of her hips, grinding against me, riding me under the blanket while Kevin yawned and scratched his cheek beside us.

"That hike yesterday wrecked me," Kevin said, his eyes drifting closed. "My legs are still sore."

"Yeah?" I said, and my voice was steady, but my hands were gripping Shelby's hips, guiding her, helping her find the rhythm. "We should take it easy today."

"Definitely." He stretched and yawned again. "Mom, you sleep okay?"

Shelby's breath hitched, but she managed a sound that could have been an affirmation. Her hips were moving faster now, more desperate, and I could feel her getting close, feel the flutter of her cunt around my cock.

"She's still half-asleep," I said, covering for her. "I found her on the couch, staring at the wall."

Kevin laughed, a soft, sleepy sound. "Yeah, she does that. Morning person, my ass."

Under the blanket, I pressed my thumb against Shelby's clit, and she bit down on my shoulder to stifle her moan. Her body convulsed, her cunt clenching around me, and I felt my own climax building, felt the heat coiling in my spine.

"I'm gonna shower," Kevin said, and he stood up, stretching his arms over his head. "Let me know when there's food."

He shuffled out of the living room, his footsteps slow and heavy, and I heard the bathroom door close. The sound of water running.

Shelby collapsed against me, her whole body shaking, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "Oh my god," she whispered. "Oh my god, Ross—"

I flipped her off my lap and onto the sofa, yanked the blanket away, and pushed her forward over the arm of the couch. She gasped, scrambled for purchase, and I didn't give her time to catch her breath. I drove into her from behind, hard and fast, the sound of my hips slapping against her filling the room.

"You're my good little slut," I said, my voice low and rough, and she moaned, her fingers clawing at the leather. "Coming on my cock while your son sits next to us. You love this, don't you?"

"Yes," she gasped. "God, yes—"

"Say it." I pounded into her, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "Tell me what you are."

"I'm your slut. Your good little slut." Her voice broke on the last word, and I felt her climax ripple through her, felt her cunt squeeze me like a fist. I followed right after, my release flooding her, my cock pulsing as I emptied myself into her.

I stayed inside her, breathing hard, my forehead pressed against her back. The water was still running in the bathroom. We had time.

"Good girl," I said, and I kissed her shoulder, her neck, the curve of her spine. She was still trembling, still gasping, and I felt her collapse against the sofa, spent and satisfied. I pulled out slowly, watched my seed leak from her, and reached for the blanket to clean her up.

"More," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "Please, Ross. More."

I smiled, dark and satisfied. "We've got all day."


Chapter 9


The trail to the lake was narrow, roots twisting across the path like veins under skin, and I led the way with the cooler slung over one shoulder while Kevin shuffled behind me, still blinking slow from the sleeping pill that hadn't quite burned off.

"I'm telling you, I'm fine," he said, but his voice was thick, and when he stumbled over a root I caught his elbow and steadied him. "Just didn't sleep great."

"You slept like the dead," I said, keeping my tone light. "Took me ten minutes to wake you for breakfast."

Shelby walked behind him, a blanket tucked under her arm and a canvas bag with towels and sunscreen, and when her eyes met mine over Kevin's head, there was something electric in them — anticipation, hunger, the same heat that had been building since the couch.

The lake opened up through the trees like a secret. Blue-green water lapping at a weathered dock, the surface so still it reflected the sky in broken pieces. Pine needles carpeted the shore, and the sun was warm on my shoulders, the kind of warmth that promised to stick around all afternoon.

Kevin dropped onto the grass near the shore and spread the blanket without being asked. "This is perfect," he said, already pulling off his shoes and stretching out on his back, his ash-blond hair fanning across the fabric. "Wake me when it's time to swim."

I watched his eyes flutter closed, his breathing evening out almost immediately. The pill was doing its work. He'd be under for an hour at least, maybe two.

Shelby stood at the edge of the blanket, uncertain, watching Kevin sleep like she was trying to figure out where she fit.

I didn't give her time to decide.

I crossed the grass and took her hand, pulling her toward the tree line. "Let's give him some quiet," I said, my voice low enough that it wouldn't carry. "He needs the rest."

She followed without a word, her fingers trembling in mine, and when we reached the first thick pine — its trunk wide enough to hide us from the shore — I turned and pressed her against the bark.

"You've been thinking about it all morning," I said, my mouth close to her ear. "Haven't you?"

She nodded, her breath catching.

"Say it."

"Yes," she whispered. "All morning. Since you — since the couch."

I kissed her then, slow and deep, my hand sliding up her thigh under the hem of her sundress. She was already warm through the thin cotton of her underwear, and when I pressed my palm against her, she gasped into my mouth.

"I want your mouth on me," I said, pulling back just enough to meet her eyes. "Right here. Where he could wake up any minute."

Her pupils blew wide, but she didn't hesitate. She dropped to her knees in the pine needles, her hands already reaching for my belt, and the sight of her there — silver-streaked auburn hair catching the light, green eyes looking up at me with desperate hunger — made my cock ache.

She freed me from my jeans, her fingers cool against my skin, and when she took me in her hand, I felt the slight tremble. Not fear. Anticipation.

"Open your mouth," I said softly.

She did.

I guided myself to her lips, watching her tongue dart out to wet them, and when she took me in — slowly, deliberately, her eyes never leaving mine — I had to brace my hand against the tree trunk behind her.

Her mouth was hot and wet, and she learned fast. Her first few strokes were tentative, exploratory, but when I groaned, and my hips pushed forward without my permission, she understood. She took me deeper, her tongue working the underside, her hand wrapped around the base where her lips couldn't reach.

I looked past her, through the gap in the trees, and I could see Kevin stretched out on the blanket. Still asleep. One arm thrown over his eyes, his chest rising and falling in the steady rhythm of deep rest.

"That's it," I breathed, my hand finding the back of Shelby's head, fingers tangling in her hair. "Right there. Look at him. Look at your son sleeping while you suck his husband's cock."

She moaned around me, the vibration traveling through my entire body, and she doubled her efforts. Her head moved faster, her lips tight around my shaft, her tongue pressing against the sensitive ridge just below the head.

I watched her work. Watched the way her throat moved as she took me deeper, the way her free hand had slid between her own thighs, pressing against herself through her dress. She was getting off on this. On the risk. On the wrongness of it.

"I'm close," I said, my voice rough. "Where do you want it?"

She pulled back just enough to gasp, "In my mouth. Please. I want to taste you."

That was all I needed.

I held her head still and fucked her throat in short, shallow thrusts, feeling the pressure build in my balls, the heat coiling at the base of my spine. She didn't resist. She took it, her eyes watering, her hands gripping my thighs, and when I came — hot and thick, spilling down her throat — she swallowed around me, her throat working to take every drop.

I stayed there, buried in her mouth, until I was empty, and when I finally pulled back, she looked up at me with wet lips and a dazed, satisfied expression.

"Good girl," I said, tucking myself back into my jeans. "Taste good?"

She nodded, licking her lips, and I helped her to her feet. Her legs were shaky, her dress dusted with pine needles, and she was looking at me with that same desperate hunger that had been there since the couch.

"More," she whispered. "Please, Ross. I want more."

I kissed her forehead, then her lips, tasting myself on her breath. "What do you want?"

She hesitated, her cheeks flushing, and for a moment I thought she'd lose her nerve. But then she met my eyes, and her voice was barely a whisper. "I want you to fuck my ass."

The words hit me like a physical blow. I felt my cock twitch back to life, still sensitive from just coming.

"You've never done that," I said. It wasn't a question.

She shook her head. "I've never done anything. Until you."

I ran my thumb across her cheek, feeling the heat of her skin. "It's going to hurt. At first. You know that?"

"I don't care." Her voice was firm now. "I want you inside me. Everywhere. I want to feel you for days."

I looked toward the lake. Kevin hadn't moved. Still asleep, still dreaming whatever dreams the pill had given him. The sun was climbing higher, and the water was still and inviting, but I had no intention of swimming.

"Come here," I said, leading her to a wider pine, its trunk scarred and ancient, the branches starting high enough that we had room to move. "Turn around. Face him."

She turned, her back to me, her hands braced against the bark. I pulled the water bottle from my bag and unscrewed the cap.

"Lift your dress," I said.

She pulled it up, bunching the fabric around her waist, and I hooked my thumbs into her underwear and slid them down her thighs. She stepped out of them, and I stuffed them into my pocket.

The sight of her — bent forward, ass bare and waiting, the curve of her hips catching the afternoon light — made my mouth water. But I had work to do first.

I knelt behind her and spread her cheeks gently, exposing her. She tensed when the cool air hit her, and I heard her breath catch.

"Relax," I said, my voice low. "I'm going to take care of you."

I uncapped the water bottle and brought the opening to her ass, pressing it gently against her. "This is going to be cold. Tell me when you can't hold it anymore."

I squeezed, and the water flowed into her, cool and strange. She gasped, her hands clenching against the bark, but she held still. I counted slowly in my head. Five seconds. Ten. Her muscles were clenching around the pressure, trying to push it out.

"I can't — " she started.

"Hold it," I said. "A little longer."

She whimpered, but she held. I counted to fifteen before I pulled the bottle away and pressed my palm flat against her opening.

"Okay. Let it go."

She relaxed, and the water rushed out of her, splashing against the pine needles between her feet. I waited until she was empty, then I filled her again. This time she was ready for the cold, and she held it without complaint. I did it a third time, wanting her clean, wanting to make sure there was nothing to get in the way of what I was about to do to her.

When she was empty and trembling, I capped the bottle and set it aside. She was still bent over the tree, her breath coming in shallow gasps, her body waiting.

I knelt behind her again, but this time I didn't spread her cheeks with my hands. I used my mouth.

She cried out when my tongue pressed against her — a sharp, surprised sound that she quickly muffled with her hand. I licked her slowly, circling the tight ring of muscle, feeling her clench and flutter under my tongue. She tasted like water and skin and the faint musk of her arousal, and I couldn't get enough.

I pressed my tongue flat against her, then pointed it, pushing gently against her opening. She was so tight, so impossibly tight, and when I breached her with my tongue she let out a sound that was half sob, half moan.

"Oh God," she whispered. "Ross — "

I worked my tongue into her, fucking her with it, listening to the way her breath hitched and stuttered. Her hips pushed back against my face, chasing more, and I gave it to her. I pulled back and pushed in again, deeper this time, my tongue curling inside her until she was shaking.

When I finally pulled away, she was dripping, her thighs glistening, her whole body trembling with need.

I stood up behind her, my cock hard again, pressing against her slick skin. I reached around and found her clit with my fingers, rubbing her slowly while I positioned myself at her other entrance.

"Look at him," I said, my lips against her ear. "Look at your son."

She lifted her head, and through the gap in the trees, Kevin was still there. Still asleep. Still oblivious.

"He has no idea," I whispered, pressing the head of my cock against her ass. "No idea his sweet little mom is about to take his husband's cock in her virgin ass."

She whimpered, her fingers clawing at the bark.

"You want this?"

"Yes. God, yes. Please, Ross."

I pushed.

Just the head, and she gasped, her body tensing around me. She was so tight I could barely move, every muscle clenched against the invasion. I held still, letting her adjust, my thumb still circling her clit in slow, steady strokes.

"Breathe," I said. "Push back against me."

She tried, taking a shuddering breath, and I felt her relax by a fraction. I pushed deeper, another inch, and she cried out, her forehead dropping against the tree.

"That's it," I said, my voice rough. "Taking it. Taking all of it."

I worked myself into her slowly, inch by inch, feeling every ridge of her clench around me. She was so hot inside, so impossibly tight, and when I was finally buried to the hilt I had to stop and breathe, my forehead pressed against the back of her neck.

"Feel that?" I whispered. "Feel how deep I am?"

She nodded, her voice gone, her whole body shaking.

I started to move.

Slow at first, shallow thrusts that let her feel every inch of me sliding in and out. She gasped with each one, her hands flat against the bark, her knees threatening to buckle. I wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her back against me, taking her deeper.

"Look at him," I said again, my mouth against her ear. "Look at your son while his husband fucks your ass."

She lifted her head, her eyes finding Kevin's sleeping form through the trees, and I felt her clench around me. She was getting off on it. The wrongness. The taboo. The fact that her son was twenty feet away, asleep, dreaming, while his mother took his husband's cock in a place no one had ever touched.

"You're so fucking tight," I groaned, picking up the pace. "Your ass was made for this. Made for my cock."

I fucked her harder, the slap of skin against skin filling the air between the trees. She was moaning openly now, not caring who heard, her hips meeting my thrusts.

"Whose ass is this?" I demanded.

"Yours," she gasped. "It's yours."

"That's right. And whose cum is going to fill it?"

"Yours. Please, Ross. Please."

I reached around her and found her clit again, pressing hard, rubbing her in time with my thrusts. Her legs were shaking, her breath coming in desperate gasps, and I knew she was close.

"Come for me," I said. "Come on my cock. Now."

She shattered.

Her body arched, her head thrown back, and I felt her climax ripple through her, her ass clenching around me so tight I couldn't move. I kept thrusting through it, watching her fall apart, feeling every wave of her orgasm milk my cock.

When she came down, still trembling, I pulled out just enough and then thrust back in, hard, chasing my own release.

"Where?" she gasped. "Where do you want to — "

"Inside," I said, my voice barely a growl. "I'm coming inside your ass."

I felt the pressure build, felt the heat coiling at the base of my spine, and I drove into her one last time, burying myself to the hilt as I came. My release flooded her, hot and thick, and I held her against me, grinding my hips against her as I emptied myself into her.

We stayed like that for a long moment, both of us breathing hard, my cock still buried in her ass, my cum already starting to leak down her thigh.

I pulled out slowly, watching the proof of what we'd done slide down her skin. She was still braced against the tree, her legs shaking, her dress bunched around her waist.

I turned her around, kissed her softly, tasting the salt on her lips. "You okay?"

She nodded, her eyes still dazed. "More than okay."

I helped her straighten her dress, used the water bottle to clean her up as best I could, and tucked myself back into my jeans. Through the trees, Kevin was stirring, rolling onto his side, and I knew our time was almost up.

But as I led Shelby back toward the blanket, her hand in mine, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright, I knew this wasn't the end. She'd asked for more before. She'd get it.


Chapter 10


Ileaned back against the cedar planks, the hot water churning around my chest, steam rising in thick curls that caught the cabin lights and turned them gold. Kevin sat between my legs, his back against my chest, his head lolled back on my shoulder, eyes half-closed, a lazy smile on his lips as he traced patterns on my thigh underwater.

"Last night," he murmured, his voice dreamy. "Gonna miss this tub."

I hummed, my eyes on Shelby. She sat across from us, arms wrapped around herself, the water line lapping at her collarbones. Steam beaded on her skin, slid down the curve of her throat, pooled in the hollow above her breasts. She wouldn't look at me. Kept staring at the steam, at the trees beyond the glass, at anything but me.

"We should do a fire tonight," Kevin said. "Last hoorah. Roast some marshmallows, burn some stuff."

"Sure, babe."

He twisted to look up at me. "You okay? You're quiet."

"Just soaking it in." I kissed his temple. "Go start the fire. I'll clean up the tub and join you."

He grinned, kissed my jaw, and pulled himself out of the water. Water sluiced off his pale, lean body, and he grabbed a towel, rubbing it through his wet hair. "Don't take too long."

"Wouldn't dream of it."

He padded inside, and the door clicked shut behind him.

The silence settled like the steam—thick, warm, charged.

Shelby still hadn't looked at me. Her breath came shallow, her fingers pressed white-knuckled into her own arms.

I moved.

Water sloshed as I closed the distance between us, the jets still churning. I settled beside her on the submerged bench, close enough that my thigh pressed against hers. She flinched. A tiny thing. Then she didn't pull away.

"Look at me."

She did. Those green eyes, wide and dark and full of everything she'd never said.

I reached out, slow, and brushed a strand of wet auburn hair from her cheek. My thumb traced her jaw. She shivered, goosebumps rising on her shoulders despite the heat.

"I've been thinking about you all day," I said, low. "All through dinner. All through Kevin's talking. All through the hike back. Your face. Your body. What it feels like when you're inside me."

Her lips parted. A shaky breath escaped her.

"I want to feel you again," she whispered. "Please."

I hooked a hand behind her neck and pulled her into a kiss. Deep. Slow. My tongue slid against hers, and she made a sound—a broken little moan—that went straight to my cock. My other hand found her thigh under the water, slid up over the curve of her hip, across her belly.

"Stand up," I said against her mouth.

She did. Water streamed off her, the surface settling around her waist. Her breasts swayed, full and heavy, the nipples tight from the steam. I leaned forward and took one in my mouth.

Her hand flew to my hair, gripping, as I sucked her nipple deep, my tongue circling the hard peak. She gasped, a high, breathy sound that cut through the churn of the jets. I moved to the other, giving it the same attention, biting down gently, feeling her shudder.

"Ross," she breathed. "I—God."

I pulled back, my hands on her hips. "Ride me."

Her eyes widened. "Here? What if Kevin—"

"He's getting the fire ready. He'll be a while." I guided her to straddle me, her knees on either side of my thighs. "I need to feel you. Now."

She lowered herself, hesitant, her thighs trembling against me. I felt the head of my cock press against her opening, felt her slick heat, the way she pulsed against me. I gripped her hips and pulled her down.

She gasped, a sharp cry, as I filled her. Her head fell back, her mouth open, steam curling around her wet hair, her throat exposed and vulnerable and beautiful. I held her there, buried deep, letting her feel the stretch, the fullness.

Her cunt gripped me. Tight. Hot. Perfect.

"Look at me," I said.

Her eyes found mine, glassy, lost.

"Ride me."

She rose up, slow, agonizing, until only my tip was inside her, then sank back down with a shudder. Her hands found my shoulders, gripping, nails biting into my skin. She found a rhythm—tentative at first, a rocks and a pause, then building, her hips rolling, her breath coming in short, hitched gasps.

I leaned forward and took her nipple in my mouth again. Sucked hard. She cried out, her rhythm faltering, and I bit down gently, tugging, tongue circling the tight bud.

"Oh fuck," she whimpered. "Oh fuck, Ross, that feels—"

"Keep going."

I sucked the other, my hands gripping her ass, guiding her pace. Water splashed around us, the jets churning, steam rising, her body rising and falling on mine. I could feel her cunt tightening, clutching, getting wetter with every thrust.

"You're close." A statement, not a question.

"Yes," she gasped. "Yes, Ross, please, I—"

"Come on my cock."

I pressed my thumb to her clit, rubbing in tight circles, and she shattered. Her body arched, her cunt clamping down on me in waves, a cry torn from her throat that she barely muffled against my shoulder. I held her through it, feeling her pulse around me, her thighs trembling, her breath ragged against my skin.

She collapsed against me, her forehead on my shoulder, her body shaking.

"That's one," I murmured, kissing her wet hair.

She lifted her head, dazed. "One?"

I hooked a hand behind her knee and shifted her angle, pulling her closer, deeper. "One more. Then we go inside."

I started thrusting up into her, fast, hard, water slapping against our bodies. She gasped, gripped my shoulders, and I found her nipple again, sucking, biting, while my cock drove into her cunt with wet, rhythmless hunger. She was so tight, so hot, and I could feel her second orgasm building, her breath hitching, her cunt fluttering.

"Ross, Ross, I'm gonna—"

"Come." I bit her nipple, hard, and she did. Her body convulsed, a moan ripped from her throat, her cunt milking me, and I felt my own control fraying at the edges. I wanted to come inside her, wanted to fill her up, but I held back. Not yet. Not here.

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her tight against me, feeling her tremble as the aftershocks rolled through her. "Good girl," I breathed. "So good."

She clung to me, her face buried in my neck, her breath hot and uneven.

"Can you walk?" I asked.

"I don't know." A shaky laugh. "Maybe."

I lifted her off me, a soft, wet sound as I slipped out. My cock throbbed, aching, slick with her. I grabbed a towel, wrapped it around her, then one around myself.

"Inside," I said. "I'm not done with you."

I took her hand, led her out of the hot tub, across the deck, through the sliding door. The cabin was quiet, warm, lit by the fireplace. Kevin was outside, I could see him through the window, crouched by the fire pit, arranging logs.

I pulled Shelby past the couch, past the kitchen, into the hallway. Into the guest room. Her room.

I pushed her gently onto the bed. She landed on her back, the towel falling open, her body wet and glistening in the dim light. Her thighs were still slick, her cunt pink and swollen, and I could see my cum leaking from her, a thin white trail mixed with the lake water.

I dropped my towel and knelt on the bed. "Roll over."

She did, slow, deliberate, presenting herself to me on her hands and knees. Her ass was round, wet, the skin flushed from the heat. I spread her cheeks with my thumbs, exposing her, and she gasped.

"Please," she whispered. "I need you inside me again."

I spit into my hand, coated my cock, and pressed the head against her asshole. She was tight, so tight I felt the resistance, felt her clench against me. I pushed, slow, steady, watching her body take me inch by inch.

"Fuck," she breathed, her voice breaking. "Oh fuck, Ross."

"Shh. Breathe."

I sank deeper, feeling her stretch around me, feeling the heat of her, the grip of her. I bottomed out in her ass and held still, letting her adjust. Her back was arched, her face pressed into the pillow, her hands fisting the sheets.

"Okay?" I asked.

"Yes. God, yes. Move."

I did. Slow at first, a deep, grinding rhythm that pulled a low moan from her with every thrust. I watched my cock disappear into her, watched her body take it, watched the way her ass clenched around me when I pulled back. I reached around and found her cunt, hot and wet, and slid two fingers inside her.

She cried out, her body shuddering.

"Come for me," I said, my voice low, rough. "Come on my cock again."

I fucked her harder, fingers buried in her cunt, rubbing her inside, and she came with a broken sob, her body convulsing, her ass clamping down on me so tight it forced a groan from my throat. I kept thrusting through it, chasing my own release, feeling that edge approaching, the heat building low in my spine.

"I'm coming," I growled. "I'm coming inside your ass, Shelby."

"Yes," she gasped. "Yes, fill me, please, Ross—"

I came. A white-hot surge, my cock pulsing, emptying into her, wave after wave. I fucked her through it, feeling the spill of my cum leak around my cock, feeling her body milk me dry. I collapsed over her, my chest against her back, my breath ragged in her ear.

We lay there, tangled, breathing, the only sound the crackle of the fire and the distant, rhythmic scrape of Kevin arranging logs outside.

I pulled out slowly. My cum leaked from her ass, a thick white trail down her thigh. I grabbed a towel, pressed it between her legs, and she sighed.

"Stay here," I said. "I'll get you something to drink."

I pulled on my shorts, walked out of the room, barefoot, still raw and buzzing. I turned the corner into the living room—

Kevin stood by the door.

Hands in his pockets. Sweater loose over his thin frame. Hair still damp. Eyes on me.

I stopped. My heart slammed against my ribs.

"Kevin."

He didn't look angry. Didn't look hurt. He looked... calm. A soft, tired smile tugged at his lips.

"The door was open," he said. "I came in to get more matches."

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

He crossed the room slowly until he stood in front of me. He reached up and touched my cheek, his fingers cool against my flushed skin.

"I saw," he said quietly.

The words hung between us. I felt the world tilt, shift, settle.

"Kevin, I—"

"Don't." He shook his head, that sad, gentle smile still on his face. "Don't apologize. Don't explain."

He let his hand fall, but he didn't step back. He looked at me with those blue eyes, bright and sharp, seeing everything.

"I know you love me."

"I do." My voice cracked. "Kevin, I love you more than anything."

"I know." He glanced toward the hallway, toward the guest room. Toward his mother. "She's been alone her whole life, Ross. I always knew that. I just didn't know how to fix it."

He met my eyes again.

"You gave her something. You made her feel... seen. Wanted." He swallowed. "I saw her face when you were looking at her. I've never seen her look like that. Not once. Not in twenty-two years."

I didn't know what to say. I just stood there, my heart still pounding, my hands trembling.

"She deserves love," Kevin said, his voice barely a whisper. "Everyone deserves love. Even if it's... like this. Even if it's us."

He took my hand, squeezed it.

"I'm okay with it."

"You are?"

"I am." He stepped closer and pressed his forehead to my chest. "She's my mom. And you're my husband. And if you can make her happy, make her feel like a woman for the first time in her life..." He looked up at me. "Then I'm okay with it."

I wrapped my arms around him, pulled him tight against me. He fit there, small and warm and familiar, and I buried my face in his damp hair and held him.

"Thank you," I breathed.

He pulled back, wiped at his eyes with the back of his hand, and laughed—that bright, teasing laugh I knew. "Just don't make it weird at Thanksgiving, alright?"

I laughed too, a broken sound, and kissed his forehead.

He turned toward the guest room. "I'm gonna go check on her. See if she's okay."

"Kevin."

He paused.

"I love you."

He looked back at me, and his smile was soft, real, full of something I didn't deserve. "I know, babe. I know."

He walked down the hall, and I stood there in the amber light of the fire, the cabin warm and quiet around me, and for the first time in days, the ache in my chest eased into something like peace.
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