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10 STORIES OF MATURE WOMEN AND THE YOUNGER MEN WHO LUST FOR THEM







His Girlfriend's Mother






Synopsis


When 19-year-old Derek catches his girlfriend cheating on him, the only person he can turn to is Sadie, his girlfriend's 39-year-old mother. An experienced woman, Sadie knows exactly how to fix Derek's broken heart.

HIS GIRLFRIEND’S MOTHER is an explicit story featuring age gap seduction, graphic sex, and a surprising romance. 18+ only.





Sadie


Sadie waved from the porch as she watched the car pulling from her driveway. Her daughter Karen was at the wheel, carefully reversing the vehicle out on to the street, her face a study in concentration.





When she drives, she looks so much like her father


 
, Sadie thought.




Sadie's heart lurched a bit as she thought about her husband. It had been over a year since he had left her for another, younger woman, but the hurt was still there. She expected it would be there for some time yet.

Sadie's heart lurched for a very different reason when she looked at the young man in the passenger seat of the car.


Derek.


Derek and Karen had been dating for almost six months now. Nineteen years old like her daughter, Derek lived in a shared apartment near the community college he and Karen both attended. They had met in class and started going out immediately. Sadie could see why her daughter had chosen Derek. He was a handsome boy, tall and well muscled. Smart, kind, and thoughtful, he reminded Sadie of her husband when he was a young man.


But not the type to cheat, unlike my husband.


Sadie smiled sadly as the car pulled away. Derek and Karen were heading to a house party at the other end of town. Karen's friends had raucous parties and there would probably be lots of booze and pot available, but Sadie trusted Derek to take care of her daughter. She knew that Derek was a solid young man, one who would watch out for Karen. Derek had even volunteered to be their designated driver on the return trip home.

Karen was lucky to have a boy like Derek. Even though he was still a kid, Sadie could tell that Derek had a good heart. Sadie knew her husband's infidelity should have made her bitter towards the idea of marriage but it hadn't, not really. Despite everything that had happened, Sadie had to admit that she had often imagined Karen and Derek building a bright future together.

What Sadie would never admit, not to anyone but herself, was that she had also often imagined what Derek would look like naked. How his lips would taste pressed against hers. How heavy he would be while lying on top of her. How his cock would feel buried deep in her pussy.

Sadie shook her head.


Stop it! He's half your age and he's dating your daughter!


Sadie sighed and went back into the house, trying to keep her disturbing thoughts at bay. Sadie knew why she was thinking of Derek the way she was-- it was simple sexual frustration. Sadie had been celibate since her husband left, too wrapped up in the divorce to even consider seeing another man.


You're just projecting your unmet needs on to Derek. You know it's wrong. Besides, you are not really attracted to him, just desperate for sex. How could a thirty-nine-year-old mother want a nineteen-year-old boy? He can't even buy his own booze, for crying out loud!


Sadie had told herself this so many times that she almost believed it. Still, in the deepest corners of her heart, Sadie knew it was all just excuses. The truth was that she wanted Derek.

She wanted him badly.


Not that I will ever do anything about it. I love my daughter, even if she's not the nicest person sometimes. I would never cross the line and make a move on her boyfriend.


There was only one problem with this approach-- Sadie suspected that she wasn't the only one interested. A shy kid, Derek had always been polite when he was around Sadie. Still, there had been signs she couldn't help but notice. Sadie was a mature woman who was experienced with men, after all. No matter how hard he tried to disguise it, Sadie had seen the way Derek had looked at her when he thought she wasn't watching. She had seen the hunger in his young eyes.


He's dating my daughter but he's fantasizing about me.


The thought sent a delicious shiver up Sadie's spine. She knew she was still an attractive woman. Like her daughter, Sadie had bright blue eyes and silky red hair. Unlike Karen, however, Sadie was curvy and full breasted. Sure, the years had left her with some wrinkles at the corners of her eyes and a tiny bit of a tummy, but Sadie still turned heads wherever she went. That a young boy should pay attention to her was perfectly natural.


As long as it's just a fantasy on both our parts, one that we never act on or even acknowledge, then what harm can come from it?


Feeling better, Sadie went into the living room and turned on the television. Her favorite show was on her DVR, one that she had been waiting all week to watch.

As she sat on the sofa, however, Sadie felt a restlessness seize her. She looked around the house, suddenly aware of how big it was. After twenty years of marriage, being alone in the house was still something Sadie had not gotten used to.

But it was not just being alone that was troubling Sadie. Her thoughts kept returning again and again to Derek. She couldn't stop her fantasies about the boy from lodging inside her mind.

There was only one way that Sadie knew to get those thoughts out of her head.


I need to get off.


With a little giggle, Sadie began to strip off her clothing.


The nice thing about being alone in the house-- there's no one here to hide from.


Off came her blouse and then her bra, Sadie's full breasts swaying as she set her clothes on the sofa beside her. She wriggled out of her jeans and panties, setting them beside her blouse and bra.

Naked, Sadie flopped on the couch and set her feet on the coffee table, her legs spread wide. Her hand roamed her breasts, pinching her nipples and rolling them between her fingers. Slowly, her other hand went down her belly and then down to her mound, idly flicking through the coarse pubic hair V-ing between her legs.


Derek.





Sadie groaned as her fingers slipped between her wet lips, spreading her juices over her throbbing clit.

 
Grinning, feeling absolutely naughty, Sadie stroked herself faster and faster, savoring the orgasm building inside her. Her breath grew shorter and her legs tensed up. Throwing her head back, Sadie gasped as she climaxed hard.





Oh, Derek.


Feeling utterly relaxed, Sadie put her glistening fingers into her mouth. She sucked her juices, rolling them on her tongue, loving the way her pussy tasted.

Her body temporarily satisfied, Sadie turned on the television. She didn't bother getting dressed. It would be hours before her daughter and Derek returned from the party. Sadie knew that Derek would come to say goodnight before he went with Karen to her room.


Maybe I'll fall asleep on the sofa. Maybe I won't wake up when they come into the house. Maybe Derek will see me naked.


Sadie chuckled. It was just a silly fantasy. And fantasies were harmless.





Derek


Derek hated parties, especially the ones that Karen always wanted to go to. Since he started dating her, Derek had found himself increasingly spending his weekends is strange houses, his ears assaulted by music he did not like, surrounded by people he did not know. Karen was a social butterfly while Derek preferred more intimate, quiet gatherings. It was just one of the many differences between them.





It doesn't matter, though,


 
Derek thought.

 

I love her and she loves me. We'll work it out in the end.





The large house they'd come to was in a cul-de-sac of other large houses. Derek wandered aimlessly through the crowded rooms. Karen had told him that the house belonged to one of her friends from high school, a friend whose parents had gone away for the weekend. It seemed like a nice place, big and well furnished, but it was hard to tell. There were hundreds of people pressed together like sardines, drinking and screaming to be heard above the thumping music blaring out of the speakers mounted throughout the house, the air all fogged up by pot smoke.


Where the hell has she gotten to?


Derek checked his mobile phone, surprised to see it was almost midnight. Karen had left him to go visit with some of her old friends and Derek had been on his own for at least the last two hours. His head was pounding and he was getting nauseous from the reek of marijuana and booze that filled the place.

"Hey, man," a young guy in a baseball cap said as he pushed a bottle of beer at Derek. "You look dry as fuck. Have a beer."

Derek gently pushed the bottle away, trying to keep the grimace off of his face.

"Can't," he said. "Designated driver."

The young guy nodded gravely.

"Respect," he said. "I lost a bro to a drunk driver."

Derek shook the hand that was being offered to him. Maybe he had misjudged the guy with the beer. Appearances were often deceiving.

"You here alone?" the guy asked.

Derek shook his head.

"Came with my girl," he said.

"Looks like you lost her," the guy laughed.

Derek shrugged.

"Well, if you need anything just find me," the guy said as he swigged the beer he had offered to Derek. "This is my parent's place so I know where all the good stuff is at."

"I will," Derek said.

The young guy wandered off, swaying as he went. Derek watched him go, regretting that he couldn't take the beer. He could have used a drink.

Derek felt his bladder aching. He went looking for a bathroom, finding one in an out of the way corner near the kitchen. He shut the door behind him, savoring the quiet as the noise from outside muted slightly. Standing over the bowl, Derek unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock. He had drunk several Cokes over the course of the night. The relief at emptying his bladder was tremendous.

Derek was mid-stream when the door suddenly flew open and two girls stumbled in, giggling and clinging to each other.


Shit.


Derek knew he couldn't stop peeing or it would get all over him. There was nothing to do but carry on.

"Hi," said one of the girls, a tall brunette. Her eyes were locked on Derek's cock.

"Uh, hi," Derek said.

"Didn't know anyone was in here," said the other girl. She was blonde and slim and absolutely tiny, maybe 4'10" at the most. Like her friend, her eyes were locked on Derek's cock.

"Almost done," Derek mumbled.

"Take your time," said the brunette. She closed the door behind her. Derek could hear her latching the lock.


Should have done that myself.


The two girls were whispering to each other. Derek shook himself off, taking his time. After the initial shock of the two girls bursting in on him, Derek was beginning to enjoy their presence. Fantasies of fucking two girls at once were flooding through his head.

Derek took a deep breath, trying to calm himself.


Every man has that fantasy. Doesn't mean it's going to happen.


"You've got a big cock," said the tiny blonde.


Then again…


The two girls were grinning at him. Their eyes were shining and both were swaying as they stood there ogling him.


High or drunk, maybe both. And horny as fuck.


"Thanks," Derek said.

He grinned back at the two girls. The blonde girl was licking her pouty lips. Derek could feel his dick starting to tingle.


Karen. Remember her?


Derek shut his eyes, almost wincing.

"Pardon me," he said.

The two girls stepped aside as Derek went to the sink and began to wash his hands. He watched them in the mirror. They smiled at Derek as they wrapped their arms around each other and began kissing, their hands sliding under each other's T-shirts.


Karen.


Derek winced again as he dried his hands on the towel beside the sink. His girlfriend was somewhere nearby. Derek forced himself to focus on that fact, trying to ignore the two girls making out just a few feet away.


Go find your girlfriend.


"Have fun," Derek said softly.

The girls' eyes widened in surprise as Derek unlocked the door and swung it open. The music and the noise of the party slammed into Derek the moment he stepped out of the bathroom. He shut the door gently, catching a final glimpse of the two disappointed girls.


They can't believe I turned them down.


Derek could hardly believe it himself.


Where the fuck is Karen?


Derek wove through the crowd, looking for his girlfriend. He went upstairs, peeking into room after room but finding only more people drinking and smoking pot, couples fucking on the floor, threesomes fucking in beds.

Mentally exhausted, Derek went outside the house for some fresh air. He stood on the porch and took out his phone and texted Karen again, asking where she was. He waited for several minutes but no reply came.

"Shit," Derek sighed. Once again, he wished he could have a drink and, once again, he remembered he was Karen's designated driver.

Derek turned to go back into the house and resume his search, but the thought of reentering the party was just too much for him. He'd put off a night of studying to come with Karen to this party. Now he was wishing they'd stayed in for a late night with their textbooks. A quiet night, just the two of them-- he would always take that over a loud party.

Derek was frustrated but he was also starting to feel a little worried for Karen. She'd been gone for awhile and though she often left him to fend for himself when they went to these house parties, she'd never abandoned him for so long. Derek wanted to make sure his girlfriend was safe. He knew Karen's mother was counting on him.

"Damn it," Derek whispered.

Thinking about Karen's mother was the last thing he wanted to do. Ever since he had met Sadie, Derek had been fighting to keep fantasies about Karen's sexy mother from overwhelming his thoughts. It had been a losing battle.

Her full lips.

Her deep cleavage.

The way her hips roll when she walks.

Derek would never admit it, but Sadie was simply hotter than her young daughter. Her face was prettier, her body curvier, her demeanor more sexual and self-assured. Derek had noticed these things immediately. He had tried to keep them from his mind, to focus on the girl he was actually dating, but it was impossible. Being around his girlfriend's mother only heightened the differences between the two.


I love Karen. We're going to have a future together.


Derek repeated this to himself like some kind of mantra. Fantasizing about Karen's mother was something he absolutely had to squash as soon as possible. His relationship with Karen was at stake and he didn't want anything to jeopardize that.

Derek stepped off the porch and began pacing up and down the crowded driveway. He had thoroughly searched the house but not found a trace of Karen. She was still not answering his texts.


Something is wrong.


Derek could feel it in his bones. The whole situation had gone sketchy. He had to do something to fix it.


Maybe I should check the car.


Derek could think of no reason that Karen would be at the car but he also had no other ideas to follow. Stuffing his hands into the pockets of his jeans, Derek went down the driveway and on to the street. Karen had parked about a block away, the street and driveway already crowded with vehicles when they first arrived.

Trotting down the quiet cul-de-sac, Derek was disappointed when he got to the car. It was locked and dark. He pressed his face to the window to make sure no one was inside.

Derek noticed that the car parked behind Karen's vehicle had its windows all fogged up and was rocking on its shock absorbers. He could hear a woman moaning heavily from inside it. Derek shook his head ruefully.


At least someone is having a good time.


Taking out his phone, Derek checked for any messages from Karen then tried texting her again.

Derek froze when he heard the faint but unmistakable chime of Karen's phone. They were both fans of the circus and Karen had made his message alert tone the sound of a carousel's pipe organ. It was a tone Derek would have recognized anywhere.


She left her phone in the car. That's what I'm hearing.


Swallowing hard, Derek checked the car again, hoping to see Karen's phone inside, perhaps on the driver's seat, perhaps carelessly dropped on the floor. He didn't see it anywhere.

Derek had just leaned back from the window when there was a sudden light from the car behind Karen's car. Even through the fogged windows, there was no mistaking what it was-- the illuminated screen of a mobile phone.


Oh god no, please.


Derek could barely make out the shape of a woman tapping on her phone's screen before shutting it off.


It can't be--


Derek's phone suddenly vibrated in his hand. Trembling, Derek glanced down at the notification on his screen.

The message was from Karen.

"Hey," it read. "Just chatting w/ friends. C U in a bit."

Derek looked up from the phone. The car with the fogged windows was rocking again, even harder than it had been before. The woman's moans were louder, more urgent.


Please…


Slowly, Derek tapped out a reply on his phone. His finger hesitated for just a moment over the Send button, as if he were afraid of pressing it, of finding out something he didn't want to know.

Derek pressed Send.

The phone inside the car, the car where two people were obviously fucking, chimed loudly.

"God damn it!" said the woman.

Derek recognized the voice.


Karen.


Walking towards the car with the fogged windows was like being stuck in a nightmare, one where you want to stop but can't, where every footstep is like trudging through a field of quicksand.

At first, Derek could not make out what he was seeing. It was dark, the only light from the street lamp overhead, and the windows were blurred by condensation. Tilting his head, Derek slowly made out the form of a man lying across the back seat. Straddling him, grinding her hips back and forth as she rode his cock, was Derek's girlfriend.

"Your cock feels so good, baby," Karen moaned. Her voice was slurred, drunken, but still unmistakably hers. "Fuck me fuck me fuck--"

Derek spun on his heel and ran. His feet tangled and he stumbled and fell, skinning his knee on the asphalt. Staggering to his feet, Derek lurched back towards the party, his eyes fixed on the lights of the house as if they were some coastal beacon guiding a drowning man back to shore.





Sadie


Sadie was reading in bed when her mobile rang. Startled, Sadie checked the time.

12:45 AM.

Sadie picked up the phone. When she saw that it was Derek calling, her heart started racing with worry.

"Derek," she almost shouted into the mobile. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing, Mrs. Mathis," Derek said. "I'm just calling to see if you could pick up Karen and me."

Sadie's heart started slowing as relief washed through her.

"Pick you up?" she asked. "Is something wrong with Karen's car?"

"No," Derek said. "It's just, uh…"

Sadie waited. There was something off about Derek's voice. It almost sounded like he had been crying.

"Derek?" she asked.

"Sorry, Mrs. Mathis. It's just that Karen's kind of drunk and, uh, I've had a drink or two myself."

Sadie felt a surge of annoyance rushing through her. She had trusted Derek to take care of her daughter at the party. Having a drink when he had promised to be the designated driver was the dumb mistake of a child. She had expected more from Derek.


Was I wrong about him?


Sadie inhaled slowly, making sure her voice was calm.

"Of course I can pick you two up," she said. "Just tell me where you are."

Sadie typed the address Derek gave her into her phone's mapping program. The house was less than twenty minutes away.

"Okay," she said. "I'll be there in half an hour."

"I'm so sorry about this," Derek said.

"We'll talk when I get there," Sadie replied before disconnecting.

Hurriedly throwing on some clothes, Sadie went downstairs.

Half an hour later, she was helping Derek bundle a drunk Karen into the backseat of her car. Sadie was surprised when Derek, instead of getting in beside Karen, took the front passenger seat instead.

The drive home was silent except for Karen's heavy snoring. Back at her house, Sadie held the door open while Derek half carried a staggering Karen through the front door.

"Help me get her upstairs, please," Sadie said.

Together, Sadie and Derek managed to get Karen up the stairs and into her bed. Derek left Sadie alone to undress Karen and tuck her in.

"You silly silly girl," Sadie sighed as she stroked the hair from her daughter's face.

"Drank too much," Karen mumbled. "Sorry, Mom."

"Just get some sleep," Sadie said. "You're going to have a wicked hangover tomorrow."

"Maybe," Karen smiled. "But for now, I feel so good."

Sadie shook her head, then kissed her daughter goodnight.

Derek was sitting at the kitchen table when Sadie came downstairs.

"I'm making some coffee," he said.

"You look like you need some," Sadie said.

Derek shrugged. His eyes were red and his hair was mussed. He was hunched over the table, unable to meet Sadie's gaze.

"Want to tell me what happened?" Sadie asked as she slid into the chair beside Derek.

Derek shook his head.

"Just…"

"Just what?"

Derek grimaced, rubbing a hand over his face.

"I just was stupid," he said softly. "Really stupid."

The hitch in Derek's voice made Sadie frown. The annoyance inside her was quickly giving way to concern.

"What's wrong, Derek?"

Derek took a deep, shuddering breath.

"I saw Karen," he stuttered. "With someone… someone else."

It took a moment for Sadie to register what Derek was saying.

"Oh, god," she whispered.

Derek looked up at her for the first time since they had gotten back. His bloodshot eyes glistened.

"It's over," he said slowly. "Karen and me. We're done."

Sadie reached out for Derek. He flinched away at first, but Sadie moved closer until her arm was resting around his broad shoulders.

"Tell me," she said.

In a halting voice, Derek told her about the party, his search, what he saw going on in the car with fogged windows. Sadie listened in horror.

"Afterward," Derek said, "I just went back to the house and chugged a beer. When Karen came back, I acted like nothing had happened. I couldn't think of anything else to do. Except call you."


My poor, sweet boy.


Sadie wrapped her arms around Derek, holding him tightly. He let himself be held, his arms loose at his sides.

"I'm so sorry," Sadie told him. "Karen can be insensitive and self-centered. Believe me, I know how she is. But this sounds nothing like the girl I raised. It just doesn't. It must have been the alcohol."

Derek shrugged.

"Whatever it was, I guess it's better to find out now," he said, "before we got more serious."

Sadie rubbed the boy's back, trying to be comforting. Sadie could feel the hard muscles lacing his shoulders. A warm tingle suddenly rippled through Sadie.


What are you doing?


Sadie rested her head on Derek's shoulder, watching his face. She breathed in the smell of him.

"Mrs. Mathis?"

"Yes, Derek?"

"Um, can I still crash here tonight?" he asked. "On the couch or something? I don't think I can spend the night with Karen. Not now."

"Of course," Sadie said.

"Thanks," Derek said.

"I'll get you some blankets."


Karen mentioned you sleep in the nude. I wouldn't want you to catch a cold.


Sadie patted his knee encouragingly. Derek yelped and pulled away from her.

"What's wrong?" she asked.

"It's just my knee," Derek said. "I kind of fell and scraped it up."

Sadie looked down at Derek's knee. A dark stain had soaked through the thin denim of his jeans.

"Let me see," she said.

"It's nothing," Derek said.

"It's bleeding through your pants. Come on. Stand up and get those off so I can have a look."

"Really, it's no trouble, Mrs. Mathis."

"Derek," Sadie said. "Take off your pants so I can see how badly you're hurt."


Is that all you want to see?


Sadie fought down a grin as the boy squirmed in his chair.

"Um, I don't… I'm not wearing any underwear."

A sudden black thrill shot through Sadie's body. She'd been fantasizing about seeing Derek naked for a long time.


Are you really doing this? Now?


Sadie forced herself to stay composed.

"Just pull your shirt down," she said calmly. "I promise I won't peek."

She stared at Derek, her face both stern and amused.

"Okay, Mrs. Mathis," he mumbled.


Good boy.


Sadie stood and went to the kitchen pantry where she kept her first aid kit. Her back turned to him, Sadie listened as the boy slipped out of his jeans.

"Ready?" she asked.

"Yeah."

Sadie's heart was hammering as she turned around. Derek was sitting in the chair, his hands tugging the hem of his T-shirt between his legs. Sadie could see the deep crimson flush crawling up the boy's neck. His gaze was fixed firmly on the ground.

"Okay," Sadie said briskly. "Let's see what you've got."

Sadie knelt down in front of Derek, setting the first aid kit on the floor beside her. Derek's knee was bloody, the skin deeply abraded. Blood had smeared high up on his thigh and trickled down his shin.

"Oh dear," Sadie said. "Looks like you fell pretty hard, Derek."

Sadie opened the kit and took out some disinfecting wipes.

"I'm going to clean you up," she said. "It may sting a little."

Derek nodded, still unable to look at Sadie kneeling down in front of him. He tugged down his shirt a little tighter.


No need to be so modest, Derek.


Sadie began wiping Derek's knee. He inhaled sharply as the disinfectant worked.

"Now some ointment and a bandage and you'll be all set."

Derek nodded as Sadie took a small bottle of ointment from the kit and smeared it over his knee. She fished out a large sheet of gauze and some tape and covered Derek's wound.

"Thanks, Mrs. Mathis," Derek said as Sadie secured the last bit of tape.

"You are very welcome," Sadie said. "After the night you had, it's the least I could do."


I could do more, though.


Sadie hesitated. She glanced up at Derek. He was looking down at her, his eyes narrowed. When he saw her looking up at him, Derek quickly looked away.

Sadie leaned forward and gently kissed Derek's bandaged knee. Turning her head, she rested her cheek on the inside of his thigh.

"There," she said softly. "All better."

Derek cleared his throat. His cheeks were bright crimson.

"Stay there," Sadie said.

She stood from the floor and took the kit back to the pantry. Sadie could feel Derek watching her as she fetched some paper towels and went to the sink. Sadie ran the hot water and soaked the paper towels before going back to Derek who was waiting patiently in the chair, his hands still tightly gripping the shirt between his legs.

Sadie knelt in front of Derek.

"There's still blood on your leg," she said. "Let me clean it for you."

"Okay," Derek said. His voice was hoarse.

Sadie began wiping away the dried blood from his shin, then moved up to his thigh. Slowly, she stroked the warm towels back and forth across his hard quadriceps, cleaning the inside of his thigh and then working higher towards his groin.

Derek swallowed hard and shifted in the chair. His hand twisted the fabric of his shirt, stretching it wider between his legs.


He's getting hard.


Sadie knew the effect she was having on young Derek. How could he not react? A sexy woman was kneeling in front of him, massaging his thigh with a warm, wet towel. The bulge he was trying his best to cover couldn't be more obvious.


He wants me. And I want him.


Suddenly, like a light switching on, Sadie knew that she was going to fuck Derek. He was no longer dating her daughter. Sadie's desire for the boy, her need for his body, was something Sadie no longer had to hide. Admitting it to herself was like a weight lifting off of her.


It feels so good.


"My daughter was lucky to have you," Sadie said as she continued rubbing his thigh. "I have to admit, I was even a little bit jealous of her, at times."

"Huh," Derek grunted. His breathing was growing shorter.

"A strapping young boy like you," Sadie said. "Karen's no virgin, but I always worried that she wouldn't know what to do with you. Were you good together, Derek? In bed, I mean."

"We… we did okay, I think."

"Hmm."

Sadie leaned over and kissed the inside of Derek's thigh. The boy flinched, startled at her warm mouth pressing against him. Sadie smiled, her tongue licking higher up his thigh as her hands gently pried his legs apart.

"Mrs. Mathis?" he gasped.

Sadie looked up at Derek. The boy was staring down at her, his eyes wide.

"You want me, don't you, Derek?" she asked.

"I… I…"

"You can tell me," she said softly. "I've seen the way you look at me."

"I'm… I don't…"

"I want you," she said. "I've wanted you for a very long time, Derek. Don't you want me?"

Derek licked his lips. His chest was heaving, his eyes glistening.

"Just tell me," she said. "Just say you want me."

Sadie waited, her face resting against his thigh as Derek's eyes darted.

"I… want you," the boy whispered.

"I know."

Sadie licked his thigh roughly as Derek shuddered.

"Let go of your shirt," she said. "Let me see it."

Sadie reached up and gently pried Derek's hands away from the hem of his shirt. The shirt rode up and Derek's cock sprang free, jutting lewdly at Sadie's face.

"Oh, Derek," Sadie sighed. "Your cock is so big."

Derek half chuckled, half sobbed.

"You're the second woman to tell me that tonight," he said.

Sadie raised an eyebrow.

"The second?" she asked.

Derek shook his head ruefully.

"It's a long story," he said. "You don't want to hear--"

Derek gasped as Sadie took his cock in her hands.

"I'm going to have so much fun with this," she said, smiling.

Sadie cupped Derek's balls as she stroked his thick shaft, loving the weight of his cock in her grip. Derek moaned as she ran her thumb across his swollen head. A single drop of precum glistened in his hole. Sadie scooped it out with her finger and brought it to her mouth. Derek watched as she spread his precum over her lips, making them glisten.

"Kiss me," she said.

Derek leaned over and took Sadie's upturned face in his hands. They kissed deeply, their tongues caressing.


He tastes so good.


"The bedroom," Sadie said.

She stood up and took Derek's hand. Sadie lead the boy out of the kitchen and through the living room into the master bedroom. She closed the door behind her, then guided him to the large bed that dominated the room.

"I've never been with anyone but my husband in this bed," she told Derek. "You'll be the first."

They kissed again, their arms wrapping tightly around each other.

"It's been so long since I've been fucked," Sadie murmured as she reached for Derek's hard cock.





Derek


Derek's whole body was shaking.


This is really happening.


He was sitting on the edge of Sadie's bed, watching as she stripped for him. Off came her blouse, Sadie's full tits cradled in a red lace bra, her nipples jutting against the thin fabric. Sadie reached behind herself and unhooked the bra, shrugging it off and tossing it aside. Derek watched, hypnotized by her breasts swaying before him. Sadie's nipples were thick and red, like strawberry gumdrops.

Sadie grinned at the look on Derek's face.


I must look like an idiot.


Derek didn't care. He drank in the sight of Sadie's tits, tits he had been fantasizing about since the day he first came over to meet Karen's mother.


Karen's tits are nice, but her mother…


Sadie shimmied her hips as she pulled down her skirt. She wasn't wearing panties. Derek licked his lips as he stared at the bright red hair V-ing between Sadie's legs. Even in the dim light, he could see drops of wetness flecking Sadie's mound.


Her pussy must be dripping.


As Derek stared at the woman standing naked in front of him, he couldn't help but compare Sadie to her daughter. Karen was thin and willowy, with small, perky breasts and a flat stomach. Sadie was much curvier, her tits full and lush, her belly soft, her hips wide. They were mother and daughter, but they were so different. Karen was a pretty young girl. Sadie, on the other hand, was lush and ripe, with a body built to fuck.


Screwed the daughter, now I'm gonna screw her mommy.


Derek knew how lucky he was.

Sadie stepped closer and Derek reached out for her. He ran his hands over her shoulders then down to her breasts, his hands cupping them while his thumbs scraped over her hard nipples. Derek leaned forward and kissed her tits, sucking on her nipple and running his tongue back and forth across it.

Sadie moaned softly as Derek sucked her tits, her hands roaming the top of his head and the back of his neck. She bent over and pulled the T-shirt off of Derek, tossing it into the pile of her own discarded clothing.

"That feels so nice," she said.

Derek moved lower, luxuriating in the plush softness of Sadie's belly as he kissed it. Sadie had a pierced belly button, something Derek never knew about.


How could I? It's not like she was showing her stomach off while I was around.


Derek tongued the stud in Sadie's navel, then moved lower, kissing her hipbones.

Sadie leaned over him, nuzzling his ear.

"I want to ride that face," she whispered.

"I'd love that," he whispered back.

Derek let Sadie push him back on to the bed. His heart was pounding. Karen had never liked it when he tried to go down on her, complaining that his skin was too rough against her pussy.


Mommy doesn't seem to mind.


Derek grinned as Sadie clambered on to bed, her pussy poised over his face. He could see her wet lips glistening. Her pussy smelled delicious, musky and sweet at the same time.

Slowly, her eyes locked on his, her legs pressing his shoulders down, Sadie lowered herself down on to Derek's face.

"Ooh," she moaned as she pressed her dripping cunt against Derek's lips. He opened his mouth and licked her, grunting and swallowing her juices, loving how hot and wet her slit was.

"Keep looking at me," Sadie gasped. She tangled her hands into Derek's hair as she ground against his eager mouth, her eyes narrowing and her breath getting ragged as she rocked back and forth, faster and faster.

Derek lapped furiously at Sadie's cunt as she rode his face, struggling to breathe as her pussy smothered him. He reached up and took her ass in his hands, reveling in the feeling of her ass cheeks flexing hard as she ground her hips. He pressed a finger against her asshole, pushing in past her tight ring until he was knuckle deep in her ass.

"Oh, fuck!" Sadie gasped.

Derek could feel her pussy suddenly opening up as Sadie climaxed, his tongue sliding deep inside her. Sadie bucked frantically against Derek's mouth, bouncing his head off the mattress as she came again and again, her juices flooding his mouth, Derek frantically licking and swallowing.


She tastes so fucking amazing.


With a final shuddering spasm, Sadie finally let go of Derek's head and lifted her sopping pussy from his mouth. Derek panted, trying to get his breath back, his face and neck smeared with Sadie's juices.

Sadie stared down at Derek's young face, her chest heaving. She smiled lewdly at the sight of the young boy gasping like a fish on her bed.

"Stand up, Derek."

Derek struggled to his feet. Sadie took him by the hips and turned him around to face her as she sat on the bed, Derek's cock jutting directly at her face.

Her eyes fixed on Derek's, Sadie took his cock in her hands and guided him into her hungry mouth.

Derek groaned as Sadie pulled him in deep until the back of her throat was flexing against his throbbing head. She gagged and pulled away, then pushed forward again, sinking Derek's cock even deeper down her throat.

Derek knotted his hands in Sadie's silky hair and guided her bobbing head as he fucked her face. He thrust down her throat, stopping for a moment when she gagged before thrusting in harder and deeper. Thick ropes of saliva drooled down Sadie's face and tears rolled down her cheeks as Derek slammed into her mouth, his cock probing her throat until his balls were slapping against her chin.

Derek stared down as he fucked Sadie's face, their eyes locked as he thrust into her mouth. He could feel his orgasm building.


No. Not before I get into that pussy.


Derek pulled out of Sadie's mouth, her saliva hanging in thick sticky strands from his shaft, dripping down his sack.

Derek gently pushed Sadie back on to the bed. He spread her legs and stepped between them. He took his cock in his hand and rubbed it up and down her pussy lips as Sadie groaned with pleasure.

"Can I fuck your pussy, Mrs. Mathis?" Derek asked, a grin creasing his face.

"Fuck it," she moaned. "Fuck it hard, Derek."

Derek leveled his cock at her opening and pushed in slowly. He could feel her pussy stretching to accommodate his girth.


Tight mommy pussy.


Derek almost laughed, the excitement of fucking his girlfriend's mother filling him with a wicked thrill. So many men dreamed of fucking a mother and her daughter. Derek was actually doing it.


The only thing better would be fucking them both at the same time.


Derek let the fantasy slip from his mind, putting it away for another time. Right now, he wanted to concentrate on the sexy older woman whose pussy he was stuffing with his thick cock.

"Shit," Sadie groaned as Derek thrust deep inside her.

Sadie flinched as Derek bottomed out in her pussy. Derek reached down and grabbed Sadie's legs, swinging them over his shoulders, lifting Sadie's pussy up towards him. He thrust in again, the new angle allowing him to sink deeper into her, filling her up until Sadie was squirming beneath him.

Wrapping his arms around her thighs, Derek began sliding his cock in and out of her pussy, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in as deep as he could go.

"Oh god," Sadie whimpered.

Sadie's eyes were wide and shining as Derek began thrusting faster and faster, his hip bones slapping against her ass.

"Fuck fuck fuck," she gasped as Derek slammed into her, rocking her whole body against the mattress. She reached between her legs and frantically rubbed her clit, her other hand pinching the nipples of her tits as they slapped up and down on her chest with each of Derek's powerful thrusts.

Suddenly, Sadie took in a sharp breath and held it, her head thrown back and her eyes squeezed shut. Derek felt her pussy spasming as Sadie came hard around his cock. He sped up, slamming into her cunt as fast as he could, making her cum so hard that her legs locked straight into the air, her toes curling as her whole body shook.

Derek could feel his orgasm building again. He was close.


Not yet.


Sadie exhaled explosively, moaning and sucking in huge gasps of air. Derek didn't give her a chance to relax, instead grabbing her hips and flipping her over on to all fours, her knees at the edge of the bed, lifting her ass up as he roughly pushed her head down on to the mattress.


I'm going to fuck her hard, the way I should have fucked her daughter.


Derek slapped her ass, enjoying the way Sadie whimpered. Roughly prying her ass cheeks apart, Derek slammed his cock back into her pussy. He pushed all the way in, going balls deep. Sadie flinched and pulled away, but Derek pulled her back.

"Does that hurt, Mrs. Mathis?" Derek asked. "Do you want me to stop?"

"No," she gasped.

Derek grinned. Sex with Karen had been nothing like sex with Sadie. Derek wondered why he had waited so long to give Karen's mother what she wanted.

Gripping her cheeks hard, Derek spread her as wide as he could as he pounded into Sadie's cunt, reveling in the way her lips stretched around his thick cock, clinging to it as he thrust in and out of her. Licking his thumb, Derek slid it into her asshole, pulling it open.

"Fuck!" Sadie gasped in a strangled voice, her asshole clamping down around his thumb as she rocked her hips back to meet his thrusts.

His finger hooked in her ass, Derek thrust faster and faster, loving the way Sadie was sobbing with pleasure as he fucked her. Sweat poured down his face and his breathing grew shallow.

Derek could feel himself getting close.


I'm fucking your mommy, Karen. And she's loving it.


Derek reached down and grabbed Sadie by her hair. He roughly pulled her head back, exposing her throat as he pounded her from behind.

Sadie whimpered, her head whipping back and forth, her hand tangled in the bedspread.

"I'm cumming!" she sobbed.

She took in another sharp breath and held it. Her body suddenly tensed, every muscle straining as her orgasm ripped through her.

Derek could feel Sadie's pussy shuddering around his cock, her asshole squeezing tight around his thumb. He sped up his thrusts, the sound of his hipbones slamming into her ass like the sound of someone clapping as fast as they can. The bedsprings squealed beneath them, the mattress bouncing as Derek pounded her as hard as he could.

Derek felt the pressure of his orgasm ready to explode inside of him.


Not. Yet.


Yanking his cock from Sadie's dripping pussy, Derek slid his thumb from inside her and leveled his cock against her twitching asshole. With a hard thrust, he slammed his cock into Sadie's ass as deep as he could go.

Sadie screamed. Her cheeks clenched and her asshole clamped down around Derek's throbbing cock. Grabbing her hips, he pounded in and out of her asshole, stretching it with each thrust, exulting in how tight she was.


Fucking mommy's ass, Karen.


Sadie's hand was back between her legs, rubbing frantically at her clit as Derek hammered her ass. Derek grabbed her hair again and yanked back her head.


Now.


With a savage groan, Derek thrust as deeply into Sadie's ass as he could and stayed there, his orgasm finally exploding as he pumped his cum deep into her asshole, spurting his hot sticky load inside her again and again, his balls emptying their load as her spasming asshole milked out every last drop, his cum filling her up until it leaked out of ass and dripped down her thighs.

Sadie screamed again, her entire body shaking wildly as Derek's cum pumped into her. Tears streamed from her eyes and drool trickled out of her gaping mouth as she crashed into her orgasm.

After what seemed like an eternity, the two of them finally collapsed on to bed, Derek lying on top of Sadie's back, his cock still buried deep in her ass. They lay like that for a long time, utterly spent, just trying to breathe again as the aftershocks rumbled through their exhausted bodies.

Derek groaned and slowly rolled off of Sadie, his cock sliding out of her twitching asshole, his cum leaking out of her on to the tangled bedspread. Sadie rolled into his arms and they held each other tightly, their sweaty limbs tangled together as the afterglow washed over them like a warm blanket.

Derek kissed Sadie, both keeping their eyes open as their tongues caressed.

"Did you like that, Mrs. Mathis?" Derek teased.

"Very much," Sadie said, grinning. "You're such a good boy, Derek."





Sadie


Sadie lounged in bed, her hands lazily stroking her tired body as she listened to the sound of the shower. Derek was in her bathroom, washing up before the two of them headed out to collect Karen's car. She watched the early morning sunlight leaking around the edges of the window.


That boy is more of a man than my husband ever was.


Sadie smiled. For the first time in a long time, her bedroom didn't feel as if it were missing something vital.

A soft knock at her door startled Sadie from her thoughts.

"Mom?" Karen called.


Shit.


Sadie had expected her daughter to still be sleeping off the alcohol she had drunk the night before. She and Derek had planned to fetch the car and be back before Karen even got out of bed.

Sadie glanced at her bathroom. She could hear the shower still running.

"Mom?" Karen called again.

The doorknob turned and the door slowly swung open. A bleary-eyed Karen peeked into the bedroom.

"Good morning," Sadie said.

"Where's Derek?" Karen asked.

Sadie nodded towards her bathroom. Karen frowned.

"Why's he showering in here?"

Sadie sighed. She sat up in bed and patted the mattress beside her.

"Come sit with me," she said.

Karen came into the bedroom and hesitantly sat beside her mother. She stared at the bathroom door, her face puzzled.

"How much of last night do you remember?" Sadie asked her.

Karen shook her head.

"Everything," she said. "I was drunk, but not that drunk."

"So you remember me picking you up?"

"Of course."

"And you remember why?"

"Because Derek drank after he said he would be my designated driver," Karen said. "Like I said, I remember what happened."

Sadie put her arm around Karen's shoulders.

"Do you also remember that guy you fucked in a car?" she asked gently.

Karen's eyes grew wide.

"Who told you that?" she whispered.

"Derek," Sadie said. "He saw you."

"Oh my god," Karen gasped.

"We need to talk," Sadie said as she held her trembling daughter.





Derek


Derek toweled off his body. His muscles were sore, his balls ached, and the scrape on his knee was still raw, but he had never felt so good in his life.





Sadie


 
, he thought.

 

One door closes, another opens.





He threw the towel over his shoulder and looked at himself in the fogged mirror.


The daughter, then her mother.


Derek shook his head, marveling at the fantasy he had just made real.

He glanced at the clock mounted above the mirror.


Still have time for a quickie before we have to go get Karen's car.


Grinning wickedly, Derek opened the bathroom door and stepped into Sadie's bedroom.

Derek froze.

Sadie and her daughter were sitting on the bed together, looking at him.

"Karen," Derek sputtered.

They smiled at him, both of them staring hungrily at his naked body.

"We've been talking," Sadie said. "Karen is sorry for what she did last night."

"I am," Karen said. "I'm so sorry, Derek."

"She wants to make it up to you, don't you Karen?"

"I do," she said.

"Make it up?" Derek asked, bewildered.

Sadie smiled. She stood, bringing her daughter up with her. The two of them crossed the room and stood close to Derek, their eyes bright and shining.

"She doesn't want to lose you," Sadie said. "Neither do I."

"We can work it out," Karen whispered.

"The three of us," Sadie said.

Derek slowly smiled. He nodded his head.

"Let's work it out," he said. "The three of us."

Sadie and Karen giggled as they moved even closer.

THE END
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Chapter 1


It was the first day of class and Jack was running late. He hurried through the crowds milling about the campus square, then jogged up the steps to Stillmann Hall. The class was on the third floor. Jack took the stairs two at a time, his backpack bouncing against him with each lunging step.

When Jack finally skidded to a halt in front of room 312, his heart was racing.





Lathered up and panting like a dog


 
, he thought

 

. Nice way to start your second year at college.





Taking a deep breath, Jack opened the door and stepped inside. The classroom was already filled, every available seat taken by other students. The front of the classroom was empty, however, and Jack breathed a sigh of relief. The professor had not yet arrived, which meant all his exertions had paid off.

Jack scanned the room for somewhere to sit. The only space left was a seat in the very front row. Jack hated sitting in the front, but it seemed he had no choice. Readjusting his heavy backpack, Jack made his way to the front of the room and settled heavily into the empty chair.

"What took you so long?" said Terri.

Jack glanced at the girl sitting to his right and grinned. Terri was his girlfriend Kara's roommate. The three of them had been friends since high school. It was good to see a familiar face, especially after the night Jack had gone through.

It had started well enough. Jack had gone over to Terri and Kara's dorm room to check on how they were settling in. Terri and Jack had shared a laugh when they learned they were both taking Human Sexuality: A Historical Survey.

"Maybe we'll learn how they did it in Outer Mongolia," Terri had joked.

"Lots of lonely yaks," Jack said.

"Gross!" Kara made a face. She didn't like sex talk, even when it was just her two friends joking around.

Jack had wrapped Kara in his arms and kissed the top of her head. She was a beautiful girl, blonde-haired and blue eyed, with a figure that drew stares everywhere she went. Jack loved holding her tight against his body.

Which is all he had ever done with Kara. They had been dating for two years, ever since they were seniors in high school, and Jack had never done more than kiss Kara.

"I just believe that marriage should come first," Kara had explained to Jack the first time he had tried to go further than kissing.

Jack respected Kara's beliefs. He didn't pressure her for sex and the two had kept their relationship chaste. Jack had never been with a woman and he wanted Kara to be his first.

Jack's body, however, had a different opinion of Kara. It ached to fuck her, to finally get inside Kara's warm pussy. Jack constantly struggled against the sexual yearning that howled inside him. He was a young man, after all, his hormones were raging and he was bursting at the seams to have sex. Tall and good looking, Jack had plenty of girls who were interested in him, girls who would go much further than Kara. Jack had resisted them all.





I only want Kara


 
, he'd told himself.

 

And she wants me. We'll be each other's first and last.





Last night, though, Jack's resolve had finally slipped. Sitting alone with Kara in her dorm room, listening to music as they sat on the edge of Kara's narrow bed, Jack had taken Kara's hand and placed it on his crotch. His cock was hard and he wanted her to feel it bulging against his jeans.

"What are you doing, Jack?" Kara tried to pull her hand away but Jack had held it there.

"I can't take it anymore, Kara," Jack said. "Being around you is driving me crazy."

"Jack, you know how I feel about you. And you know how I feel about… this."

"I know," Jack said, "and I've always honored your wishes. I've never tried to pressure you, have I?"

Kara had shaken her head. Was her hand starting to flex a bit? Was she starting to feel his cock? It felt so good to have her touching him, even if it was through his pants. Her fingers twitched. He wasn't just imagining it, was he?

"The thing is," Jack said, "even if we can't have sex, maybe you could still do things with me. Stuff that feels good, but that isn't sex. Not really, at least."

"Like what?" Kara asked. She was looking at her hand resting on Jack's bulging crotch.

"Like you could suck me. Or just use your hand. I need to get some release, Kara. It's been two years. Please. I'm tired of just masturbating, thinking of you the whole time. We'd still be virgins."

Kara licked her lips. Jack's heart was thumping hard, excitement surging through him.


She's going to say, Yes. I can see it in her eyes. A blowjob, even just a hand job-- I need it so badly.


Kara leaned forward and Jack held his breath. He shook with anticipation, imaging Kara's full lips wrapping around his shaft, the feeling of her tongue licking his head. He couldn't wait.

"No, Jack." Kara pulled her hand away and stood up from the bed.

"No?" Jack's voice was small, bewildered.

"You just want to play with semantics," she said. "It's still sex. I won't do it."

Jack cradled his head in his hands. His balls were already starting to ache with frustration. He knew he was in for a long night dealing with a severe case of blue balls.




"Okay, Kara," he

 
said, defeated. "I understand."




He stood. Kara gave him a soft hug, making sure their bodies didn't touch too tightly. Jack breathed in the smell of her hair, his eyes closing as he tried to relax.

"I love you," Kara said. "I just want our first time to be special."

"I know."

"Get some rest, Jack. You and Terri have an early class tomorrow."

But Jack hadn't gotten much rest at all. Back in his own dorm room, alone in his own narrow bed, Jack had felt his body screaming in frustration. Even after he masturbated, his cock had been unsatisfied, wanting more than just his own hand. He had tossed and turned all night, stumbling out of bed without even enough time to wash before his first class.

Now he was here, unshowered, and with balls that still ached.


Yeah, a really great way to start the year.


"You look pretty rough, Jack," Terri said to him.

"I had a bad night," Jack mumbled.

"Kara?"

Jack nodded. Terri offered him a wan smile. She was a friend to both of them. She knew the tensions between Jack and Kara.

"I'll buy you a cup of coffee after class," she offered. Jack was grateful for the consolation. Terri had always been a good pal.


Maybe I should have dated Terri. She's a sweet girl. And she puts out. I've heard her and her ex-boyfriend going at it plenty of times.


Jack sighed and shook his head, trying to clear the frustrations of the night from his groggy mind. The sooner this stupid class was finished, the sooner he could go back to his room and get cleaned up.


I'll need to jerk it one more time in the shower, too. My balls feel like they're full of lead.


Jack pulled his laptop from his backpack and opened it up. He could hear the door at the back of the class open. As he began preparing a fresh document for his class notes, crisp footsteps passed by him. A faint whiff of perfume caught his attention. The murmur of the class had suddenly died down.

Jack looked up from his computer.

His professor was standing at the head of the classroom.

She was absolutely stunning.

Tall, even in the flats she had on. Blonde hair cascading down her shoulders. Green eyes behind a pair of stylish glasses. Full lips, glossy and plump. She looked to be in her late thirties, a few fine lines creasing the corners of her eyes. Age had done nothing to diminish her looks, however, just as the conservative business suit she wore did nothing to hide the curves of her lush body.

Jack could feel his cock tingling.

Terri nudged him, hard.

"Close your mouth," she whispered. "You look silly,"

Jack closed his gaping mouth. The professor must have heard Terri whispering. She gave the two of them a smile.

"Good morning, everyone," she said. "I'm Anya Marikova. Professor Hayes is ill and I've been asked to take his place for this semester. Most unexpected, but here I am."

She spread her arms wide and gave a shrug as if to say, What can you do? The class tittered nervously.

"This class is Human Sexuality: A Historical Survey," Professor Marikova continued. "So, I hope everyone is in the right room. Yes? Macro-Economics 4120 is the next door over."

She had a slight accent, which made her husky voice even sexier. Jack listened closely as she explained the course objectives, the syllabus, the books needed.

"Today we begin at the beginning," she said, "which is always a good place to start. You and you. Please come and stand next to me."

Jack startled. Professor Marikova was pointing at him and Terri. Exchanging a baffled glance, the two of them rose from their seats and stood on either side of the professor. Jack scanned the eyes looking at him. He had always been uncomfortable standing in front of a crowd. He wondered what the hell he was doing up there.

"First and prime lesson," Professor Marikova said, "is sexual dimorphism. Here we have…"

She leaned close to Terri.

"What is your name, darling?" she asked.

"Terri."

"Here we have Terri and…?"

"Jack," Jack said.

"Terri and Jack. Very good. So the question is, What is the difference between Terri and Jack? Anyone?"

Jack breathed in the smell of the professor's perfume. She was standing close to him, her hand resting lightly on his lower back. He could feel the heat radiating from her body.

"One's a girl and one's a boy," someone called out.

"Very good," said Professor Marikova. "Most astute. We know this because they each manifest the traits of their respective genders. Despite their clothing hiding markers like genitalia or breast development, there are obvious differences between Terri and Jack. Height, bone structure, overall mass. These physical differences are what makes up sexual dimorphism, which is what we will be covering in depth today."

Professor Marikova gave each of them a small pat.

"Thank you both," she said, nodding for Terri and Jack to return to their seats. Jack felt relieved to be leaving the spotlight. He looked like hell to begin with-- having thirty fellow students eyeing him had not been pleasant.

Jack gave a startled flinch. Professor Marikova's hand, which had been on his lower back, had slid down to his ass, her fingers briefly cupping his cheek.

"Turn to page twenty-seven of your textbooks, please," Professor Marikova said to the class as Jack settled back into his seat.


What the fuck? Was that an accident? It must have been an accident. My professor did not just goose my ass, did she? Aren't there laws against that kind of thing? Not that I'm complaining.


He snuck a look at Terri. She cocked an eyebrow at him. Had she seen what just happened? Jack made a mental note to check in with her, to see if his sex-deprived brain was playing tricks on him.

Blushing furiously, Jack glanced up at Professor Marikova as he repositioned his laptop.

She gave him a sly smile.


I definitely did not imagine that smile.


Jack quickly averted his eyes, pretending to fuss with his computer.





Holy shit,


 
Jack thought.








Chapter 2


"That was so weird," said Terri. She and Jack were sitting at the student cafe, drinking coffee and going over their notes.

"Yeah," said Jack. "Weird."

"Professor Marikova is something else," said Terri. "I think half the boys in the class popped a woody the second she opened her mouth."

"Some of the girls, too," Jack laughed. "Be fair."

"Yeah, you're right. Look who's here."

Kara was coming towards their table, a stack of newly bought textbooks held in front of her chest. Jack stood and helped her set them down, glancing over the titles as he did so. Kara was a Psychology major. Her books all had titles like, "Psychopathy: Case Studies" and "Lying as a Social Construct." Jack let out a thin whistle.

"These look like they cost a small fortune," he said.

"Don't remind me," Kara sighed. She planted a kiss on Jack's cheek as she slid into her chair. "I swear they release a new edition every year just so they can jack up the price."

"Human Sexuality only has one textbook, thank goodness," said Terri. "The rest are handouts."

"How did that class go?" asked Kara.

Jack and Terri both laughed.

"Weird," Jack said.

"Very weird," Terri agreed.

"Our professor made Terri and I stand up before the whole class to use as examples of sexual dimorphism," Jack said.

"That does sound like a strange thing for him to do," said Kara.

"Her," said Jack. "Professor Hayes got replaced with a woman."

"One who looks she looks like she stepped out of the pages of Playboy magazine," Terri laughed.

"Did you notice anything… I don't know, kind of strange? When we sat down?" Jack asked. He was watching Terri's face closely, looking for any sign that she saw Professor Marikova touch him.

"Besides the perfume she was wearing? It was very chic. Why?"

"Oh, nothing."

"Well," said Kara as she took Jack's hand in hers. "Just don't let me catch you fantasizing about your new professor, Jack. You're all mine and I do not like to share."

"I'm all yours," Jack agreed.





Chapter 3


It was early November. It had been pouring rain the whole day, finally stopping just a few hours ago. Jack sat at his desk, idly staring out the window of his dorm room. The lights of the campus housing complex blurred and smeared in the rain splattered window pane.

Kara had just left his dorm room after spending less than an hour hanging out with Jack. She had come in drenched from the downpour outside, shaking out her raincoat and saying that she had gotten caught by the weather and decided to duck into Jack's place until it passed. Jack was grateful that she stopped by, he hadn't spent time with her in awhile. They had shared some pizza rolls that he nuked and then listened to some obscure pop music Jack had found online.

"I love the beat, but those flutes are hideous," Kara said as the tinny speakers of Jack's laptop blared.

"It's for Human Sexuality," Jack said. "Professor Marikova gave us an assignment to find love songs from other cultures that touched upon the erotic without actually mentioning sex."

"You're really enjoying that class, aren't you?"

Jack nodded. "It's fascinating, it really is. Professor Marikova did her research on the sexual practices of--"

"Professor Marikova, Professor Marikova," teased Kara. "You talk about her constantly, you know that?"

"I do?"

"Yeah. Terri does, too."

"Like I said, it's a fascinating class and she's a fascinating teacher," Jack said. "Here, let me play you this piece I found. It's from the Amazon basin--"

"I'd love to, hon," Kara said, standing up from the edge of his bed. "Rain has stopped, though, and I've got to go."

"Oh," Jack said. "Okay. Where are you headed? Maybe I can join you."

"No," Kara laughed. "You stay here. I need to really focus on my work."

"You sure?" Jack asked. "I'd love to hang out with you."

"I'm sure," Kara said. "I'll leave you to your music and your Professor Marikova."

Kara blew him a kiss as she walked out of his dorm room.

A couple of hours had passed since Kara left and Jack had done absolutely none of his classwork. His laptop was open and his cursor was blinking on an empty page, a page Jack was supposed to be filling up with a twenty-page essay on the myth of the succubus that was due the next day. Human Sexuality: A Historical Survey had proven to be no easy class. Professor Marikova was a demanding instructor and a tough grader.

Jack sighed and rubbed his face. He winced as he replayed the conversation he had just had with his girlfriend. Kara was right, he was constantly talking about Professor Marikova. For the last month, his mind had been completely distracted by thoughts of Professor Marikova. She wasn't easy to ignore.


Especially not for me.


After that first day in class, Jack had paid close attention to his interactions with his professor. When she gave lectures, Professor Marikova always seemed to find Jack in the room, directing her attention to him even as she spoke to the class as a whole. There was one time when Professor Marikova had been discussing the erotic practices of a sect in ancient Japan. She was graphically describing a ritual that would have made the most seasoned sex researcher blanch and the whole class was squirming uncomfortably. Throughout her discussion, Professor Marikova had kept her eyes locked on Jack, who had taken a seat at the very back of the room. As Professor Marikova described a young woman struggling to fit two men's penises into her mouth while being double-penetrated by two more men, Professor Marikova had directed small smiles and knowing smirks at Jack as he shifted uncomfortably in his seat, feeling the weight of her gaze pinning him down.

Then there were the little notes she would attach to his papers when she graded them.

"Go deeper on the social elements, Jack."

"Push harder, Jack, probe further on the economic factors."

"You need to take your time on your research, Jack. Slow down, explore all the avenues, tease out new ideas, then link them all together for a big culmination. It's hard and long, I know it is, but it's worth the effort, I assure you."

Jack had read those comments a dozen times each, wracking his brains to determine if he was just fabricating sexual intent where none might really exist. His class was about human sexuality, after all. Sex was the whole point.

It didn't help that his relationship with Kara had been stagnating. Since that night when he asked her to pleasure him, Kara had been extra careful about the time they spent alone. Jack could feel the tension inside her anytime he got close to her, her shoulders hunching when he gave her even the most innocent hug.

Not that he'd been hugging her much, either. Kara's course load kept her busy studying all the time, locked in her dorm room or at the library. Jack was lucky to spend an hour or two with her each week. Her surprise visit today had been a welcome break from the routine, one he was sure would not be repeated very often.

Even these limited interactions were frustrating, though. Jack's all-consuming need to finally have sex had only grown since school started, his body crying out for release. With Professor Marikova such a dominant figure in his head, Jack's masturbation sessions had grown more and more to focus on fantasies of his professor rather than his girlfriend. It was a development that really disturbed Jack.


I love Kara. I only want her. I can wait. We can wait. For each other.


Jack repeated this to himself multiple times per day, seeking to quell the burning hunger that was twisting him up inside. It didn't help much.

Jack turned back to his computer and started writing an outline for his paper. He glanced at the article he had just downloaded.

"The succubus is a demon in human form, one who takes the shape of an enticing woman in order to seduce her unwitting male victims. Many myths surround the succubus, the most common being her need to ingest the semen of young men in order to prolong her life. The semen of virgins is especially prized."


If I met a succubus, I'd feed her as much semen as she wanted. Not like I got anyone else to give it to.


After an hour of reading and listlessly tapping at the keyboard, Jack finally gave up and flopped on his bed.

Closing his eyes, Jack reached into his pants and began stroking his cock. He tried to visualize Kara's face as he masturbated, tried to imagine the moment he finally got into her sweet pussy. How tight would her virgin cunt be? How would she sound when he fucked her?

Thoughts of Kara didn't get him hard, though. It was like trying to get excited by a cloud of smoke-- there was simply nothing there for him to latch on to.

Defeated, Jack let his imagination fill with thoughts of Professor Marikova. Her body, her face. The way she bent over the lectern while she read from her notes. He imagined stripping off her business suit, pushing her to her knees, feeling those soft, pillowy lips wrap around his cock.

Jack grunted as he splashed his belly with a thick load of cum. After the initial euphoria had passed, he just lay where he was, staring at the ceiling.

His hand wasn't enough.

It hadn't been enough for a long time now.

Disgusted at himself, Jack wiped his belly clean with an old sock. He got up and went into the shared kitchen and nuked some more pizza rolls.

As he came back, Jack saw Kara's raincoat wadded up in a corner of his bedroom.


She must have forgotten to take it with her since it stopped raining.


Jack sat down at his desk and fired up his web browser. The forecast for tomorrow called for even harder rains lasting all day.

"Shit," Jack mumbled. He imagined Kara struggling to get to class in the downpour, getting soaked by the cold rain.

Jacked picked up his mobile phone and was about to dial Kara, but then he thought about how hard she was studying. Kara was probably at the library right now, and the library did not appreciate students' phones interrupting the quiet.


My busy busy girl.


Popping the last pizza roll into his mouth, Jack grabbed the raincoat and headed out the door. Kara's dorm was several blocks away, but the rain had stopped for now and his classwork wasn't going well anyway. Maybe a quick walk in the brisk autumn air would clear his head, get him ready for a long night of work.





Chapter 4


"Jack? What are you doing here?"

Terri was standing in the doorway of her dorm, her body blocking the entrance.

Jack held up Kara's raincoat.

"Kara left this at my place," he said. "I just want to pop in real quick and leave this for her."

"Kara's not here," Terri said. Her eyes were darting wildly.

"Is everything okay?" Jack asked.

"Of course! Just, just give me her coat. I'll see that she gets it."

Terri was acting really strangely. She was rocking from side to side as if she needed to pee. She kept glancing behind her, back towards the shared hallway leading to their bedrooms.

"That's okay," Jack said slowly. "Like I said, I'll just pop in and leave this in her room. I want to leave her a note, anyways."

"Give me the note, too. I'll give it to her. When she comes back. Because, you know, she's not here right now."


What the fuck is going on?


Jack craned his neck past Terri. He thought he could hear some muffled noises coming from inside. Terri was biting her lip, watching Jack with wide eyes.

"Terri," he said. "What is going on?"

Terri slumped. She looked scared and very sad. Taking a shaky breath, she took a step back from the open doorway.

Jack walked into the dorm room. He could definitely hear sounds coming from the bedroom.

Kara's bedroom.

Terri put a hand on Jack's arm.

"Don't," said Terri. "Just go home, Jack. You don't need to be here."

Jack gently pried her hand off. He began walking towards the shared hallway. Jack could hear the sounds getting louder, resolving into distinct noises vibrating through the thin dorm walls.

The creak of bedsprings.

The slap of flesh against flesh.

A woman moaning.

It was like being in a nightmare, the kind where you want to stop but can't, where everything is taking place in slow motion, each step like walking through a field of mud.

Jack stopped outside of the bedroom door. Not wanting to, but needing to, he leaned forward, pressing his ear to the door. The sounds were much clearer now, as were the words.

"Fuck me, oh fuck me hard, baby!"

Kara's voice.

Jack closed his eyes, letting the reality of what he was hearing sink in. His heart constricted, it felt like iron bands had clamped around it and were squeezing it tight. He tried to breathe but it was like sucking air through a straw. A sickening nausea was bubbling up inside him.

"Fuck me, baby. Ooh fuck me good."

Kara. The girl he had been with since his senior year in High school. The girl he had gone to prom with, the girl he had shared the last slow dance with. The girl he had altered his life to be with, turning down a full scholarship to an out of state University to go to the local U. All because of Kara, because she would be here.

"I'm cumming! Don't stop, don't stop! I'm cumming!"

Jack had waited, waited so that he could be her first and last.

"I'm cumming!"

He had planned to marry her and spend the rest of his life with her.

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"

Choking back tears, Jack hung the raincoat on the door handle and walked away.

Terri was waiting for him at the end of the hallway. Her eyes glistened.

"How long?" Jack asked her.

"Since the middle of Freshman year," she said in a tiny voice.


That long?


"You knew?" Jack asked.

Terri nodded.

"I thought you were my friend, Terri."

"I am," she said. "But I'm her friend, too. I just didn't want to insert myself where I didn't belong."

Jack stared at her, utterly dumbfounded.

"I'm so sorry, Jack."

Terri wrapped her arms around Jack. He let her hug him, his own arms held stiffly by his sides.

"Okay," he said. "Okay."

From the bedroom came the sound of laughter, muffled conversation. Jack winced at the happiness he could hear in those voices. Then the moaning began again and Jack just wanted to plug his ears.

With a final tight squeeze, Terri released him. She wiped her eyes and turned away.

Jack walked out of the dorm room. He went down the stairs and exited the building. Outside it was cold and windy. The rain was back, pelting down in icy drops. Jack walked through the downpour. Rain splattered against his ashen face, but Jack didn't feel a thing.





Chapter 5


Jack read the email again.

"Jack, I see that you did not turn in your essay yesterday. As you know, this essay counts for ten percent of your grade. It is crucial that you complete it if you wish to receive an A. I also notice that you were absent from yesterday's class. I am concerned about you. Please come see me in my office tomorrow."

Jack grimaced. Not only had he lost his girlfriend, he was about to jeopardize the 4.0 GPA he had worked so hard to maintain. A perfect storm of fuckery was being dumped into his lap.

Jack couldn't help but let out a bitter laugh. The last two days had been an utter shitfest. When he had gotten back to his dorm room, he had turned off his phone and shut his laptop. Stripping off his soaked clothes, Jack had climbed into bed and turned off the lights. Alone in the dark, he had finally let the sadness wash over him, huge wracking sobs shaking his whole body. He must have fallen asleep somehow because when he opened his eyes, daylight was bleeding around the curtains of his window.

For a moment, Jack thought it had all been a bad dream, some nightmare that had seized him and given him a good shake. He almost believed the last night had the never happened. A sense of relief flooded through him as he got out of bed.

Then he turned on his phone.

Kara had been texting him all night. At first, she was pleading, begging him to understand that what had happened had been a single fleeting moment of madness, one that she would never repeat because she loved him so much. As the night went on, her messages started becoming angry, accusing Jack of not loving her if he couldn't get past her "fling." Finally, Kara turned back to begging, asking for a chance to talk with Jack, assuring him that they could get past all this if he only gave her another chance.

Jack read every message before he deleted them.

His class was starting and his paper was due, but Jack had no intention of leaving his room. He showered and ate before returning to bed. He craved the numbness of sleep.

Jack woke up to the sound of Kara pounding on his door.

"Jack!" Kara yelled. "Open the door! Let's talk about this like adults!"

Jack got out of bed as Kara continued to hammer on his door.

"Baby, please," she said. "We can work it out, I promise you. Just open the door. Please."

Jack picked up his mobile phone and his headphones.

"Please, Jack? Just open the door, baby."

He got back into bed. He plugged in the headphones and put them on, making sure they were snugged tight. Then he turned on his music, jacking up the volume as high as he could stand it.

Hours later, when he finally opened the door to go to the bathroom, Kara was gone.

That was yesterday. He'd done nothing since, preferring his small bedroom to the world outside of it. He'd browsed the net, played video games. He even checked to see if he could somehow transfer to the college that had originally offered him a free ride.


No need to stay here. Not anymore.


The email from Professor Marikova was the last thing he wanted to see. Thinking of her now after what he had just gone through just made Jack sadder. Had he really believed his beautiful professor was sexually interested in him? It was all just a fantasy, just like his relationship with Kara had been.


What a fool I've been.


Still, he couldn't just ignore the email. If he really did want to transfer, keeping his GPA up was a necessity.

Reluctantly, Jack typed up a reply and hit Send.





Chapter 6


"Jack. Come in."

Jack stepped into the small office. Professor Marikova was sitting behind her desk. Papers were spread out in front of her. Outside her window, the campus was bustling with students rushing to classes, chatting in the square, making plans for the rest of the day. Jack envied them all.

"Sit down."

Jack took one of the chairs in front of the desk. He returned his attention to the woman in front of him. Once again, Jack was struck by her beauty. Professor Marikova was wearing her usual business suit, but she had undone the top two buttons of her blouse. The lacy edge of her bra peeked out, framing her deep cleavage.

"Jack?"

Jack tore his eyes away from her chest. Professor Marikova had taken off her glasses, her green eyes twinkling as she took in Jack's embarrassed gaze.

"Sorry," Jack mumbled.

"Perfectly normal," she said with a smile. "You're a healthy young man. Of course my breasts would draw your attention."

"Uh, yeah."

Jack didn't know how to reply to a statement like that. Instead, he locked his eyes on hers.

Professor Marikova smirked at the effort he was making. She stood and adjusted her skirt, pulling it down over her hips before coming around the desk and leaning against the front edge of it.

Jack looked up at his professor, trying to keep his eyes where they belonged, trying like hell not to stare at her body.

"I got your email," he said.

"Obviously," Professor Marikova replied.

"Sorry about the paper."

Jack could smell Professor Marikova's perfume. He shifted himself in the chair, trying to find a more comfortable position.

"What's going on, Jack? You've always been a good student. One of my best, actually. I've read your work with great interest. Missing class and a critical assignment doesn't seem in character."

Jack cleared his throat. His eyes had drifted back to Professor Marikova's chest. He couldn't help it, it was like a magnet he couldn't resist. When he looked up again, he saw that Professor Marikova had noticed. She didn't seem to mind.

"I've been having some personal issues."

She cocked her head.

"Want to elaborate?"

Jack shook his head.

"You need to help me understand, Jack. I can't help you if you don't tell me."

Jack squirmed. Sharing intimate details with a beautiful woman, one he had fantasized about for quite awhile, was incredibly awkward.

Professor Marikova was leaning back against the desk, her long legs crossed at the ankles. Jack noticed a small run in her stocking, right above her knee. He focused on it, trying to keep his thoughts steady. Jack took a deep breath.

"I broke up with my girlfriend," he murmured.

"I see. Why?"

"She was cheating on me."

Professor Marikova sighed. "How unfortunate."

"Yeah. No kidding."

"Well," she said. "Things always have a bright side. At least you found out before you married her or, god forbid, had a child together."

Jack let out a bitter laugh.

"Child? We haven't even had sex."

Jack winced as the words left his mouth. He couldn't believe he had just said that. Jack could feel his face turning red.

"How long have you been together?"

Jack looked up at his professor. She seemed genuinely concerned. The pressure of the last two days had built up inside Jack, like a lake overflowing its dam.

"Two years," he blurted. "We were supposed to wait for each other. We were supposed to be each others first and only."

Jack fought back tears. Professor Marikova said nothing, letting Jack collect himself.

"I'm so sorry, Jack," she finally said. "I understand your situation."

"Thanks," he said.

"Normally, I would never accept a late assignment. But I'm willing to make an exception for you. I'll be teaching an evening class tomorrow and will be returning to this office when I'm done, say about eight o'clock. If you meet me here with your paper, I will accept it with no penalty. How does that sound?"

"It sounds like I have a lot of work to do before tomorrow night. Thank you."

"You are very welcome. I enjoy having you in my class."

"I enjoy being in your class, Professor Marikova," Jack said.

"I know," she replied. "I've seen the way you look at me."

Jack swallowed hard. Professor Marikova was smirking at him, her eyes twinkling brightly.

"We… all of us look at you. Like that. The boys, at least."

Professor Marikova threw her head back and laughed. Her laughter was high and chiming.

"I know," she chuckled. "And I love it. Knowing you boys are staring at me. Wanting me. It makes me feel good and it's perfectly normal. Why should I deny it?"

Jack shrugged. She was leaning towards him now, her blouse hanging open.

"You can't stop looking at my breasts, can you, Jack?"

"I, uh, sorry Professor Marikova. It's just…"

"Relax, dear boy. As I said, it's perfectly normal."

Professor Marikova went to her office window and pulled down the shade. The room grew dim.

"There," she said. "Now you can look all you like. Go ahead, Jack. I don't mind."

Jack watched in stunned amazement as Professor Marikova unbuttoned her blouse, pulling it open.

"Come here," she whispered.

Jack stood. His knees were wobbly. He went and stood before her, his eyes drinking in her overflowing cleavage. Reaching into her bra, Professor Marikova pulled her breasts free.

Jack sucked in a sharp breath. Her nipples were like gumdrops, hard and thick, a dark red against her pale skin.

"You can touch them," she said.

Jack reached out and lightly stroked the tops of her breasts. He went lower, cupping them in his hands, feeling their weight. He dragged his thumbs across her nipples. They were hard and warm, a delicious combination that left Jack speechless. He had never touched Kara's breasts-- she had always pushed him away when he tried. Now he had his hands all over Professor Marikova's lush tits.

"Mmm, that feels nice. You have such strong hands, Jack. Pinch them, don't be shy."

Jack pinched her nipples, rolling them between his fingers.

Professor Marikova leaned close, her breath hot in his ear.

"Are you really a virgin, Jack? Don't lie to me."

"Yes," Jack said.

Professor Marikova reached down and began stroking Jack's cock through his jeans. He was rock hard, his cock straining against the denim. Jack gasped when she touched him.

"You're big," she cooed. "Big like the rest of you."

Jack leaned forward, aching to take one of her nipples into his mouth. Professor Marikova pushed him away.

"That's enough for now, Jack."

She stuffed her breasts back into her bra and began buttoning up her blouse. Jack stood there watching her, unable to say a word.

Fully dressed, Professor Marikova came and stood close to Jack. The nearness of her made him dizzy.

"I've wanted you from the first day I saw you," she said softly. "I've been sending you messages, not very subtle messages. What took you so long?"

"I… wasn't sure."

"Are you sure now?"

"Yes," Jack whispered.

"Bring your paper tomorrow," she said. She kissed him lightly on the forehead. "We'll take it from there."





Chapter 7


Jack stood outside the Humanities faculty building. The building was dark and locked tight, a few offices dimly illuminated by lamps that faculty had forgotten to turn off before leaving for the weekend. Jack had been standing outside the entrance for almost an hour, restlessly pacing back and forth as eight o'clock drew nearer. He'd watched as the last janitors packed their mops and garbage cans on to their carts and left for other buildings still in need of cleaning. Now he was alone, watching the bugs circling the light that hung over the entrance door of the building. They circled and bumped into the glass, irresistibly drawn to the illumination.

Jack could sympathize.

Jack had worked like a demon on his paper. Research, thesis, supporting quotes, outline, draft after draft after draft. His grade was on the line and so was his ability to transfer to another school. These were all important factors, but his main drive was much simpler.

Professor Marikova.

As he sifted through piles of books and online papers on the myth of the succubus, Professor Marikova was never far from his thoughts. The way she had exposed herself to him, how confident she was with her body, how she had whispered into his ear. Even as he was reading the most tedious examination of the succubus in popular culture, Jack had been thinking about Professor Marikova's tits. He could feel his cock tingling down the side of his leg.


She wants me. She said so. Holy fuck.


Jack worked through the night, stealing a few hours sleep at dawn before jumping right back into his paper. He had never worked so hard on one essay. Professor Marikova certainly knew how to motivate her students.

Now the paper was done, safely tucked into his backpack. It was the best thing he had ever written. All Jack had left to do was wait.


I'm good at waiting.


For the first time in a long while, Jack thought of Kara. She was still texting and trying to call. There had been a few times when Jack had been sorely tempted to reply, his finger hovering over the Send button, half-baked notions of reconciliation swirling about in his head.

All that had vanished once he met with Professor Marikova.


Her nipples, like red gumdrops.


Jack shivered. He glanced around, making sure he was alone, then slipped his hand into the pocket of his jeans. His cock was swollen, aching. It had been like that for awhile, his erection like a low-grade fever that clung to him through all the hours of his day.

Jack heard footsteps approaching, the sharp clip of women's shoes. Straightening his backpack and taking his hand from his pocket, he leaned against the entrance to the building, trying to look as casual as he could.

Professor Marikova rounded a corner. She had on a long overcoat and had a briefcase in one hand. Walking beside her was an older man in a suit. They were chatting amiably as they approached.


Who is he? What's he doing here?


Professor Marikova smiled when she saw Jack waiting for her.

"Jack," she called out.

"Hi, Professor Marikova."

"Have you been waiting long?"

"No," he lied.

Professor Marikova smiled brightly.

"This is Andrei," she said, gesturing at the man beside her. "My husband."

Jack felt his stomach lurch.


Husband?


"Andrei," she continued. "This is Jack."

"Ah, yes," said Andrei. He was tall and good looking, his refined features framed by thick hair gone gray at the temples.

"Anya has told me about you."

He held out his hand and Jack took it. Andrei's grip was very firm.

"It's nice to meet you," Jack said.

"You have your paper?" Professor Marikova asked.

"Right here in my backpack."

"Well, then. Let's go in, yes?"

Jack glanced at Andrei. Was he going to come in with them? Jack didn't know what having Andrei around meant. Had Professor Marikova changed her mind about… about whatever she planned for tonight?

Andrei must have seen the uncertainty etched in Jack's face. He grinned, clapped him on the shoulder and leaned close.

"You will never forget tonight," he said.

"Three hours, love," Professor Marikova chuckled.

"Three hours," Andrei repeated. Whistling, he turned and walked away, leaving Jack alone with Professor Marikova.

"I didn't know you were married," Jack said.

"My husband is very supportive of my work," she said as she unlocked the front door with her keycard.

Inside, the building was dimly lit by a few overhead lights. After Jack followed her in, Professor Marikova closed the door, testing to make sure it was locked.

"You're trapped in here with me now, Jack," she joked.

"Fine with me," he said.

Professor Marikova slipped her hand into his.

"You know the way to my office," she whispered.

Jack nodded. Hand in hand, they climbed the stairway to the second floor.


This is happening. This is real.


Jack stood silently as Professor Marikova opened the door to her office. She turned on the lights. Jack blinked at the sudden illumination.

"Have a seat, dear boy."

Jack sat in the same chair he had sat in the day before. Professor Marikova went to the window and pulled down the shade, blocking out the view of the campus below.


And blocking anyone from seeing in.


Jack's excitement was like an animal in his stomach, one that was clawing at him, trying to get out. Would Professor Marikova open her blouse like she did the day before? Would he get to see those luscious breasts swaying inside her suit jacket, ripe and ready for his touch?

Professor Marikova turned away from the window. Her face was stern.

"Paper," she demanded.

Jack blinked. Reaching into his backpack, he pulled out the twenty pages he had slaved over for the last thirty hours.

Professor Marikova took the paper from him. She took off her overcoat and lay it down on the empty chair beside Jack. She was wearing her usual business suit, the blouse properly buttoned all the way to the top.

Settling into her chair behind her desk, Professor Marikova began scanning the pages. Jack squirmed in his chair as the minutes rolled by.

Finally, Professor Marikova looked up from his essay.

"It seems in order," she said.

"I worked on it all night," Jack said.

"Do you often work all night?"

"I… I'm not sure. No."

Professor Marikova's smile sent a wave of relief washing through Jack. She came around the desk and sat in the chair next to him. She took his hand again. Jack swallowed hard as he stared into her brilliant green eyes.

"Your education is very important, Jack. You know this?"

"Yes."

"And I don't just mean your paper. There are so many things to learn in life, don't you agree?"

Jack nodded.

"What do you think happens next, Jack? Here, in my office. With me. Your professor. What shall we do?"

"I don't know."

Professor Marikova smiled.

"We educated, Jack. I teach and you learn."

Professor Marikova stood, pulling Jack up with her.

"Would you like to kiss me?"

Jack nodded. He leaned in, lightly pressing his lips to hers. They were so soft, so full. Jack could feel her lipstick smearing against his own lips.

Professor Marikova wrapped her arms around Jack, her hands stroking up and down his back. Jack held her tightly, pressing her to him. Her mouth opened and her tongue darted into his mouth, surprising Jack. Kara had never put her tongue in his mouth, never been so aggressive kissing him. It felt shocking to feel a woman taking the lead, hungering for him just as much as he did for her.

Professor Marikova pushed away from Jack. Her eyes glittered impishly.

"Undress me, Jack."

His hands shaking, Jack reached out and slipped the suit jacket from Professor Marikova's shoulders. He fumbled with the small buttons of her blouse, struggling to work them free. Professor Marikova watched him patiently, her hands gently stroking along the length of his arms.

Undoing the final button, Jack opened the blouse and pulled it off. Professor Marikova was wearing a pink see-through bra. Jack could see her dark nipples beneath the thin fabric. He took her breasts in his hands, cupping them while his fingers teased her nipples.

"Take my bra off," Professor Marikova said.

"I don't know how," Jack admitted.

Professor Marikova giggled.

"Oh, you sweet boy," she said. "What a delight you are."

Professor Marikova reached behind her back and undid the hooks of her bra. Shrugging her shoulders, the bra slipped away from her heavy breasts. Jack took them in his hands again, her hard nipples pressing against his palms.

"Suck them, Jack."

Jack leaned forward, taking her nipple into his greedy mouth. He flicked his tongue over the hard nub.

"Ahh," Professor Marikova sighed. Her hands were stroking his head, her fingers running through his hair. Jack pressed his face between her breasts, nuzzling her chest, loving the weight of her tits pressing against the sides of his face like two warm pillows. He could hear her heart beating deep inside her.

"Now my skirt," Professor Marikova said. "The zipper is at the back.

Jack reached around her, searching for the zipper. He tugged it down and the skirt fell to Professor Marikova's ankles. She stepped out of them, slipping off her flats at the same time.

Professor Marikova was wearing stockings that came up to her mid-thighs. She wasn't wearing panties. Jack stared at her bare pussy.

"You've never seen one before, have you?" Professor Marikova said softly into his ear. "In real life?"

Jack shook his head.

Professor Marikova lifted herself on to the edge of her desk. She spread her legs wide.

"Look at my pussy," she said. "Take it all in."

Jack knelt between her legs. Her pussy was smooth, her lips big. Juices glistened between her folds.

"I keep myself hairless because it feels better when I fuck," Professor Marikova said. "It also provides my partners with a good view. A teaching aid, so to speak. Do you like looking at my pussy, Jack?"

"Yes," he whispered.

"Yes, what?"

Jack hesitated. "Yes, Professor Marikova."

"Very good, Jack." She smiled at him. "Never forget that I am your teacher and you are my student."

"I won't."

"Now, can you smell my pussy?"

Jack took in a long, shaky breath.

"Yes," he said.

"That is my pussy lubricating itself. It means I am aroused. Aroused by you, Jack. Touch it. Run your finger over my lips."

Jack traced his fingers up and down Professor Marikova's pussy. His finger came away glistening.

"Taste your fingers."

Jack sucked hard on his fingers, savoring the musky taste of her.

"Lick me, Jack. Kiss me like you kissed my mouth."

Jack placed his hands on the insides of Professor Marikova's thighs and dipped his head between her legs. He ran his tongue up and down her thick lips, his mouth finding her hard clit and sucking it gently in.

"Ahh," she moaned. "Flick the tip with your tongue."

Jack did as he was told.

"Put your finger inside me. Lower, Jack, my hole is lower."

Jack found her entrance and slid his index inside her. She was so warm and wet.




"Feel upwards, hook your fingers like you're making the,

 

Come here


 
, gesture.




Jack hooked his fingers up and began stroking.

"That's right," Professor Marikova moaned. "Oh, you're doing me so nice, Jack. Add your other finger. Keep sucking my clit."

Jack slipped two fingers into Professor Marikova's dripping pussy, hooking his fingers and stroking her. He could feel her hips grinding into his face, her hands on his head, gripping it and pushing his face hard into her crotch.

"Oh yes," she moaned. "You are doing so well, Jack."

Professor Marikova's accent was thickening as her breath grew more labored.

"Don't stop," she said. "Don't stop. I'm cumming. Oh, I'm cumming."

Struggling to breathe with his face buried in her pussy, her legs clamping around his head, Jack sped up his fingers, his tongue rubbing her clit hard as he sucked her.

"Ahh, fuck!" she groaned.

Jack could feel her pussy suddenly open up, the back of it pushing hard against his fingers. Professor Marikova thrashed wildly on her desk, her hands jamming Jack's face hard into her heaving snatch. Jack rode her bucking hips, keeping his fingers going, his mouth clamped to her clit.

"Ooh," she moaned, her body shuddering as she leaned back on the desk. Her legs opened and her hand gently pushed against Jack's forehead. He looked up at her from where he knelt, his face shiny with spit and her pussy juices.

Leaning forward again, she took his face in her hands and kissed him deeply. Jack could feel her tongue probing his mouth, searching for her own juices inside him and greedily slurping them down.

"Mmm," she purred. "You taste so good."

Jack grinned. Professor Marikova was smiling, her eyes narrowed in satisfaction. Jack was pleased to have pleased her.

"Now you," she said. "Take off your clothes, dear boy."

As she watched, an impish smile on her face, Jack pulled his shirt out of his jeans and stripped it over his head. He could feel her eyes running over the hard muscles of his torso.

Reaching down, he unbuckled his belt and pushed his jeans down, stepping out of them. Naked, his cock jutting obscenely, Jack looked at his professor.

"Such a big boy," she murmured.

Professor Marikova slid from the desk and came to Jack. The scent of her pussy juices mingling with her perfume made his head spin.

Professor Marikova pulled Jack's head down for a kiss. He ran his hands through her hair, stroking her back, as their tongues darted. Professor Marikova stroked his chest, his abs. Jack shivered as her hands went lower, wrapping around the length of his throbbing cock.

"Ah, god," he groaned.

She left his mouth and began kissing his chest, her tongue circling his nipple. The feel of a woman's mouth on his nipple was thrilling, it was a sensation that caught Jack completely off guard. He'd never known he was so sensitive there.


What else don't I know? And what else will she show me?


Jack gasped as she went lower, her full lips kissing his stomach, her tongue licking his belly button. She moved down to his lower belly, her hot breath washing over his cock as her hand lightly stroked his shaft, her thumb rubbing slow circles on his swollen head.


Oh, god.


Professor Marikova's tongue flicked lightly over his cock. She kissed his head with her full lips, then took him into her hot, wet mouth. Jack grunted, seeing the glistening ropes of saliva hanging from his throbbing head as she pulled back, licking her lips, savoring the taste of him.


Oh, god!


Jack could feel his cock getting ready to explode. He clenched his teeth, willing himself to hold back. Professor Marikova felt the tremors rocking through his young body. She glanced up at him, taking in Jack's contorted face.

Quickly, she clamped her mouth around his cock, her hand rapidly stroking him as Jack threw his head back and gasped, his orgasm unstoppable now, thick jets of cum spurting into Professor Marikova's hungry mouth as she sucked hard, milking out every last drop, her throat working as she swallowed his heavy load.

"Fuck fuck fuck," Jack groaned. Shame mixed with incredible pleasure as Professor Marikova squeezed out his last shuddering ejaculation. She released him from her mouth and stood up, taking him in her gentle embrace.

"I'm so sorry," he whispered.

Professor Marikova stroked the back of his head.

"It's okay, my baby," she cooed.

She kissed him deeply, Jack tasting his own cum on her tongue.

"Just hold me," she said. "Catch your breath."

Jack wrapped her in his arms. The feeling of holding a beautiful, naked woman against him was bliss. He luxuriated in the warm, soft feel of her pressed against his own quivering body.

Professor Marikova led him back to the chair. Jack collapsed into it, happy to be off his wobbly legs. Instead of sitting beside him, Professor Marikova sat on his lap, facing him as she straddled him. Jack could feel her sopping pussy resting against his lower belly as she wrapped her arms around him, nuzzling her face into the neck.

"You smell so good, Professor Marikova," Jack said, his hands running up and down her back.

"Thank you, dear boy."

"Can… can I ask you a question?"

She leaned back, a small smile ghosting across her lips.

"Raise your hand."

Jack chuckled, raising his right hand.

"Yes? A question?" she teased.

"I just wanted to know, Why?"

"Why what?"

"Why me, Professor Marikova?"

She cocked her head, stroking Jack's face with her fingers.

"I love educating young men," she said. "Other teachers do it in other ways, but I like to think I make boys into capable lovers so that they can satisfy the women in their lives. I help them become better men. It's my way of making the world a little better."

"Oh," Jack said. It was crazy, but somehow made a kind of sense.

"I also love fucking young boys," she laughed. "They are so eager and I love teaching them. They please me greatly and they keep me young. When I saw you in my class, I knew immediately that you needed in-depth instruction."

"How did you know?"

"I've been doing this a long time, Jack. I just know. What I didn't know, what I couldn't know, was that you were a virgin. That makes you very special, Jack. When you told me you had never been with a woman, I knew I had to have you."

"But you're married. Your husband."

She giggled. Jack loved the sound of her laughter.

"My husband encourages me to do this. He is my husband, my lover, and my mentor. I owe him everything."

"You have an unusual relationship."

"What's so good about usual?" she asked him seriously. "Why be like everyone else, living lives of quiet desperation? Life is short, Jack. When you know what you want, you must pursue it. You owe yourself that, at least."

Jack nodded, pulling her close. It felt so good, so comforting to hold her.

"Come on," she said, getting off of Jack's lap. "Let me relax you."

Professor Marikova cleared her desk of papers, books. She took her long overcoat and spread it over the desk like a blanket.

"On the desk, my dear boy."

"Yes, Professor Marikova."

Jack climbed on to the desk, resting his back on the soft fabric of her coat. Professor Marikova opened a desk drawer and took out a small bottle of oil. She squeezed a dollop into her hands.

"You are so young," she said. "You are so resilient. This is a beautiful time for you. You must make the most of what you have now."

She leaned ever Jack's prone body, her breasts swaying as she began massaging his body.

"Youth vanishes so quickly," she said.

Jack sighed as she worked her hands over his chest. She was strong, much stronger than she looked. He could feel her digging into his muscles, kneading out knots he didn't know he had.

"Being with boys like you, especially ones who have never been with a woman-- it replenishes me."

Her hands were working the big muscles of his thighs. Jack could feel the blood flowing through him, circling down from his toes to the top of his head.

Professor Marikova took his flaccid cock in her hands. She cupped his balls as she massaged his shaft.

Jack groaned, arching his back as she massaged him. Her hands were warm and slippery and strong. He could feel his cock starting to awaken.

Jack gasped when he felt Professor Marikova lightly stroking his asshole.

"Shh," she soothed. "So many men ignore this part of themselves. Relax and let me educate you."

Jack took a deep breath, trying to relax as she gently but insistently worked her finger past the tight ring of his asshole. He inhaled sharply as she finally pushed past his resistance, her finger slipping deep inside him.

"There," she cooed. "You see?"

Jack's cock jutted up from his crotch, the swollen head bobbing up and down as Professor Marikova stroked him.

"So much to learn," she sighed.

She leaned over and guided him into her mouth. Jack groaned as she went all the way to his base. He could feel his cock pressing hard against the back of her throat, he could feel her neck muscles spasming as she swallowed him down. He took her by the back of her head, bucking his hips up and down, driving his cock into her mouth, down her throat, loving the feel of her tits brushing against his belly as he fucked her beautiful face.

"Gah gah gah…" she gasped as he thrust into her. Thick strands of spit spilled from her mouth, coating his cock and balls, dribbling down to her finger still working his asshole.

Jack watched, drinking it all in, his eyes wide. It felt amazing to be fucking her face, but he felt totally in control, enjoying her hot, wet mouth secure in the knowledge that he would not cum too early.

"Lie still," Professor Marikova choked out as she pulled her head off his cock. Tears were running down her face, smearing her makeup. Spit dribbled from her smiling mouth.

Climbing on to the table, she straddled Jack. Reaching between her legs, she took his cock and pressed it against her wet hole, rubbing it back and forth against her lips.

"Now you fuck a woman," she smiled. "Now you become a man, Jack."

"Yes," Jack gasped.


I'm ready. So. Fucking. Ready.


Professor Marikova slowly lowered herself on to Jack's twitching cock. Jack grunted as he slid inside her. She was so warm, so wet. Fucking a pussy felt so different from his own hand.

"Ahh," Professor Marikova sighed as she sat on the full length of his cock, his balls pressed tight against her ass. She began rocking her hips back and forth, grinding her hungry cunt on Jack's cock. Jack listened to her pussy squelching wetly as she rode him. He reached up and took her swaying tits in his hands, thumbing her nipples.

"Ooh," she purred. She began rocking faster, then bouncing up and down, plunging his cock deep inside her, her ass slapping hard against him as Jack took firm hold of her tits, kneading them and hanging on as she bounced on his cock faster and faster.

"I'm cumming," she moaned.

Jack bucked his hips up, adding his motion to her own frenzied grinding. Professor Marikova clamped her hands over his, grabbing his wrists like they were the reins of a wild horse, her head thrown back as her orgasm ripped through her.

"Fuck! Fuck!" she cried out, her head whipping back and forth as she came hard, her pussy clamping down on Jack's thick cock.

Professor Marikova collapsed on to Jack's chest. Her breathing was ragged, her body twitching as aftershocks rumbled through her. Jack embraced her, loving the feel of his hard cock still buried inside her, wrapped tight in her pussy.

Jack sat up, lifting Professor Marikova with him. He swung her leg over him and slid out from under her, getting off the desk. Taking her by the hips, he turned her so she was draped over the desk, her ass raised high.

"Oh, Jack," she whispered. "You are such a fast learner."

Jack grinned, prying her cheeks apart and leveling his cock at her wet hole.

"Fuck me," Professor Marikova groaned. "Oh, fuck me hard."

Jack thrust into her, pushing deep. She groaned as he pulled out only to slam back in.

"Put your finger in my ass," Professor Marikova begged.

Jack roughly jabbed his finger into her twitching asshole, loving how she squealed with pleasure. He could feel his cock through her thin skin, his swollen shaft ramming fast and deep inside her.

Reaching over her, Jack grabbed a fistful of Professor Marikova's hair and pulled her head back. Pulling her hair, his finger in her asshole, Jack pounded her pussy as hard and as fast as he could, his hipbones slamming into the firm flesh of her ass.

"Oh god," Professor Marikova shouted. "Fuck me, Jack."

Jack threw his head back. An animalistic growl welled up from deep inside him. He lost himself in the pleasure of fucking his professor, bending her over her own desk in her own office, working the pussy of a woman old enough to be his mother, making her squirm and moan as he slammed his cock into her dripping cunt.

"AH FUCK!" Professor Marikova screamed, her body convulsing with her orgasm.

Jack rode her, thrusting hard and fast, bringing her back again and again as she thrashed against him, her pussy spasming around his cock, her asshole clenching around his finger as her orgasm tore through her in wave after wave of pleasure.

Professor Marikova's body was just starting to relax when Jack felt his own orgasm about to crash through him.

"I'm cumming!" he groaned.

Professor Marikova pushed him roughly off of her, turning and dropping to her knees, grabbing his hips and jamming his cock down her throat. Staring up into his eyes, a wild desperation twisting her face, she pumped her head up and down, her hand massaging Jack's balls.

"UGHH!" Jack groaned as he spurted deep inside her throat, unloading jet after jet of hot, sticky cum inside her, staring into her eyes as she swallowed his load, her hand squeezing his shaft, milking him again and again, hungry to swallow everything he had.

Jack's exhausted balls retracted up into his sack, utterly depleted, but still his orgasm continued, years of frustration finally released until he was dry heaving into Professor Marikova's mouth, pain mixing with pleasure as he came again and again.

Just when he thought it was finally over, that he was drained completely, Professor Marikova thrust her finger deep into his asshole and began massaging him inside. It was like an electric shock suddenly sizzled through his aching balls and Jack screamed as he started cumming again, cum pulled from somewhere deep inside him exploding out in spurts of pain and pleasure, the two mixing together until they were the same thing, Jack's whole body turning into a single clenching muscle as he came again and again and again.

With a final shudder, Jack fell back into his chair, his exhausted cock reluctantly slipping free of Professor Marikova's sucking mouth. He slumped in the chair, sweat pouring from his forehead into his eyes, his chest heaving, his cock twitching uncontrollably, hyper-sensitive from so much fucking. He had a hard time breathing. His head was spinning.

A long time passed before Jack could finally sit up straight.

"Oh, Jack," said Professor Marikova.

She was standing against her desk, her ass pressed against the edge, her arms folded under her lush breasts.

"You've learned so much tonight."

"I have. Thank you."

She shrugged.

"I'm an educator. It's what I do. And your lessons are far from finished, young man."

Jack looked up at his professor. He managed a weak grin.

"Yes, Professor Marikova," he said.





Chapter 8


It was the last day of class and Jack was fucking Professor Marikova's ass. He had her bent over the faculty toilet, his cock buried deep in her asshole, loving the way she stretched every time he thrust into her.

"Fuck my ass, Jack!" she urged him. Her hand was between her legs, frantically rubbing her clit.

Jack sped up, fighting against the tight clenching ass cheeks of his professor as she orgasmed, thrusting deep into her asshole until his own orgasm seized him.

"I'm cumming," Jack groaned.

As she always did, Professor Marikova turned to him and opened her mouth like a baby bird begging for food. Jack aimed his cock and let loose, filling her mouth with his thick, hot cum. She swallowed his load, licking the stray drops from her lips.

"Oh, Jack," she moaned.

After they cleaned up and had gotten dressed, Jack and Professor Marikova returned to her office. Outside her window, the campus was bustling with students eager to leave for Winter break.

"I enjoyed your final paper," Professor Marikova said. "The way you expanded on your earlier essay was excellent. I thought you went really deep into the complexities of the succubus mythology."

"I love going deep for you," Jack joked.

Professor Marikova was not amused.

"Be serious, Jack. Your education is no laughing matter."

Jack cleared his throat. He had been balls deep in her ass just a few minutes earlier and her belly was full of his cum, but Professor Marikova was back to being the strong teacher she had always been.

"I still think you shouldn't have been so harsh in your treatment of the succubus, however," Professor Marikova said. "Not all of them are bad."

She had been oddly insistent on this point. Jack couldn't understand why it was so important to her.

"Regardless, you'll be happy to know that you have earned an A," she said, her tone softening. "One of only six A's in the entire class."

"Thank you, Professor Marikova."

She nodded briskly.

"Professor Marikova?"

"Yes?"

"What… what happens now? Now that class is over?"

She cocked her head in the way that had become so familiar to Jack over the last month.

"Now? Now you go on. You learn new things, tackle new challenges."

"But… what about us?"

Professor Marikova sighed. She came to Jack and took his face in her hands.

"Now it's time to take what you've learned and apply it in the real world," she said.

"So, we won't see each other any more?"

She shook her head.

"I've enjoyed teaching you, Jack. God, I've enjoyed it. But now it's time for you to move on. I have my husband and my teaching. I love them both. You need to find what you love."

"Thank you," Jack said. "For everything."

She kissed him on the lips, a firm final kiss goodbye.

"Enjoy you break, Jack," she said.

Jack collected his backpack and made for the door of her office.

"Jack?"

Jack paused, his hand on the doorknob.

"Remember what I told you the first time. Life is too short to wait. When you know what you want, you must pursue it. More than anything, that is the lesson I hope I have taught you."

Jack nodded slowly.

"Goodbye, Professor Marikova."

"Goodbye, dear boy."

Jack left the office and rejoined the crowds milling about campus. The air was crisp and the campus alive with the sounds of young people laughing and talking and arguing. Jack let it all wash over him, feeling the energy of where he was, of who he was, fill him up until he felt like he would burst with happiness.


Life is too short to wait. When you know what you want, you must pursue it.


Professor Marikova's parting words echoed in his ears.


What do I want?


Jack looked into himself, going over the months that had passed, months filled with both sadness and joy. Through it all, one face kept returning, a face that was so familiar but one that felt, now, like he was seeing it for the first time.





Epilogue


"Jack? What are you doing here?"

Terri stared at him from the doorway of her dorm room.

"I needed to come by," Jack said.

"Kara's not here," Terri said.

Jack shook his head.

"I'm not here for Kara," he said.

"What… what do you need?"

Jack swept Terri into his arms, pressing his lips to hers. Terri stiffened, shocked at what he was doing. Jack didn't let up.


Life is too short to wait. When you know what you want, you must pursue it.


Slowly, Terri relaxed into Jack's embrace, her mouth opening to his, their tongues meeting, caressing.

Terri pulled away, breathless as she stared into Jack's shining eyes. Jack smiled at her and Terri smiled back. They both started giggling, the delight between them contagious. Terri wrapped Jack tight in her arms, pressing her face into the crook of his neck.

"What took you so long?" she whispered.

THE END





His Best Friend's Mother






Synopsis


When 20-year-old Chris catches his girlfriend in bed with his best friend Mike, Chris decides the best way to get even is to seduce Mike's mother. Laura is 39, newly divorced, and very lonely. When Chris shows up at her front door, she knows he has only one thing on his mind. Will Chris get his revenge? Or will revenge give way to something even sweeter?

HIS BEST FRIEND’S MOTHER is an explicit story featuring age gap seduction, graphic sex, and unexpected romance. 18+ only.





Chapter 1


Chris was halfway to class when he realized he had left his textbook back at his girlfriend Tricia's dorm room. Turning around, Chris began jogging back the way he had come. Tricia's dorm was several blocks away and Chris was already running late.





Damn it


 
, he thought.

 

This morning has not gone well.





Chris had just spent the last two hours trying to make breakfast for Tricia and her roommate Janet. Chris was not a good cook, almost setting the dorm on fire when he spilled bacon grease all over the stove. He'd finally given up when he dropped the bowl of pancake batter on the floor, the two girls giggling and rolling their eyes.

Chris's disastrous attempt at breakfast was his way of making up to Tricia after the fight they had the night before.

Chris had been hanging out in Tricia's room, listening to music. One thing led to another and they had ended up making out on her narrow bed, kissing and running their hands over each other's bodies. As always, Chris had wanted to do more than just kiss. He had tried to take Tricia's shirt off but she had pushed his hand away.

"Stop it, Chris," she said.

Tricia had pulled away from Chris, getting out of bed and straightening her clothes.

"Tricia," he sighed. "We've been dating since our senior year in high school."

"I know," she said irritably.

"So how much longer?" Chris said.

"You know how I feel," she told Chris.

"But if we're going to get married anyway, why wait?"

Chris had given her a ring just a few months before their second year at college began. Chris wasn't rich and the ring wasn't very expensive, but Tricia had been proudly wearing it since the day he had gotten down on one knee and proposed.

"Because I want our first time to be special," she pouted. "Not like you and Kara."

Kara was the girl who took Chris's virginity in high school. Before he started dating Tricia, Chris had bedded many of his classmates, his good looks drawing girls like moths to a flame. All that stopped when he and Tricia got serious, but Tricia never let him forget that she was still a virgin while he was not.

Chris had slammed his hand on her bed, angry that she wouldn't let it go and frustrated by the sexual desire roiling inside him.

"Damn it, Tricia!" he shouted. "How long are you going to hold that over my head?"

They had argued fiercely, going over the same ground they always did when Chris tried to push Tricia for sex. In the end, he'd stormed out of her room, only to come back meekly the next morning, offering to cook breakfast as a peace offering.


Look how well that turned out.


Chris shook his head as he trotted up the stairs to Tricia's dorm room. She didn't have class today so Chris knew she would still be inside. He knocked on the door and waited impatiently.


If I sprint the whole way, I might just make it into class before the professor starts his lecture.


The door swung open and Tricia's roommate Janet looked out at him. Her eyes were wide.

"Chris?" she said. "What are you doing back here?"

"I left my textbook in Tricia's room," he said. "I'll just pop in and grab it."

Chris tried to slide by Janet but she blocked his way.

"Tricia's not here," she said. "She went to the library after you left."

Chris had left their dorm less than twenty minutes ago. Tricia had still been wearing her pajamas when Chris had left. There was no way she would step foot outside without getting dressed and putting on her makeup.

"She left?" he asked suspiciously.

Janet nodded, her eyes darting.

"Then what's her bike doing here?" Chris said, pointing at Tricia's bicycle leaning against the wall. Tricia always rode her bike when she went to the library.

"She… she's not feeling well," Janet stammered. "She doesn't want to be disturbed."


What the fuck is going on?


Chris could feel his stomach starting to sour. Something was wrong. He could feel it.

"Out of my way, Janet."

Chris pushed by her, heading straight to the hallway.

"Chris, wait!" Janet shouted loudly.


Why the hell is she yelling?


Chris swallowed hard.


Unless she's trying to warn Tricia.


As Chris approached Tricia's door, he began hearing muffled noises coming from her room. His heart started beating faster, his mouth drying up.


Oh god, no. Please.


Chris stopped outside Tricia's bedroom door. The noises were louder. There was no denying what he was hearing.

Tricia was having sex.


Maybe… maybe she's just masturbating.


A sudden relief washed over him. Tricia never talked about masturbating, but Chris knew that she did. He had found her Magic Wand under her bed when they were still in high school.

Grinning, Chris pressed his ear against the door. He was already thinking about how he would tease Tricia about her pleasuring herself.


Lord knows I've masturbated often enough, especially since Tricia won't open her legs for me.


The grin on Chris's face evaporated when he heard what was going on inside Tricia's room.

The rapid creaking of her bedsprings.

The sound of flesh slapping against flesh.

Tricia moaning.

A man's heavy breathing.

"You like that?" a male voice asked.

"Yeah, baby," Tricia moaned. "Fuck me hard."

Chris squeezed his eyes shut.


She told me she wanted to wait. She told me that so many times.


Chris felt like his guts were filling with molten lead. Turning his back to the door, he slumped down to the floor. Tears blurred his vision.


Lies. All lies.


Chris leaned the back of his head against the door. He listened to his fiancée as she fucked another man.


Listen. Get a good earful. Her moaning is the truest thing that's ever come out of her mouth.


Chris struggled to breathe, his breath hitching in his chest.

"I'm so close, baby," Tricia moaned from behind the thin door.

The bedsprings creaked even faster, the slap of flesh against flesh getting louder.

Janet knelt down beside Chris. She looked at him, worry etched on her face.

"You're not going to do anything stupid, are you?" she asked.

Chris shook his head. All he wanted to do was listen, to hear it finally end.

"I'm cumming," Tricia moaned. Chris could hear the man grunting.

Janet put a consoling hand on Chris's shoulder before standing up. Chris watched Janet grab her bag and leave the dorm, closing the door quietly behind her.

The noises from Tricia's bedroom had subsided, replaced by heavy panting. Tricia giggled at something the man said.


I let them finish, at least. Can't accuse me of being impolite. A fool, but not impolite.


Chris stood, his legs shaky. He brushed the tears from his eyes and wiped his nose on his sleeve. Taking a deep breath, he knocked firmly on the door.

"Tricia?" he called, making his voice as cheerful as he could. "Can I come in?"

The bedroom went silent. Chris let a bitter smile twist across his lips.

"Chris?" Tricia called. "What are you doing here?"

"I left my textbook in your room," he said. "I need it for class."

Chris heard frantic shuffling, whispers.

"I… I've got it. Hold on while I get dressed."

"Take your time," Chris said.


You've got all the time in the world.


More shuffling, more whispers.

The door opened a crack and Tricia peered out at him. Her hair was mussed, her brow sweaty.


Damn it, she's still so beautiful.


Chris pushed the thought away. He forced himself to smile.

"Hi," he said.

"Here," Tricia said.

She thrust the book at him, then quickly tried to shut the door. Chris jammed his foot inside, blocking her. Tricia stared at him, her mouth agape.

"Chris, I…"

Chris pushed open the door and stepped inside. Tricia had hastily tied on a bathrobe. The neck was askew and Chris could see the pale pink edge of Tricia's areolas.


That's the most I've seen of her tits since we started dating.


Chris looked at her narrow bed. The blankets and sheets were all tangled.


We were kissing on that bed just last night.


Chris glanced at the closet. The door was closed. Tricia never closed her closet door. She said she was afraid of monsters hiding inside it.


I wonder if that was a lie, too?


"I really need to get dressed," Tricia said. "I'm heading out to the library so… so… maybe you could like wait outside while I put some clothes on?"

Then Chris saw it. A boot shoved under Tricia's bed, just the toe of it barely visible. A green Doc Marten boot.

Chris knew of only one person who wore green Doc Martens.

Mike. His best friend from childhood.

What was left of Chris's heart tore in two.

"Come out, Mike."

Chris waited.

"Just come out, Mike. Don't make me open that door."

The closet door slowly swung open. Mike stepped out of it. He was naked, one of Tricia's coats pressed to his crotch.

Chris stared at him. The guy he grew up with, the neighbor kid who'd become his best friend.


He was going to be my best man.


Chris looked away. There was nothing to say.

"Chris," Tricia stuttered, "this is not… I don't want you to think that…"

Chris calmly took his textbook from Tricia's hand and walked out of the room, closing the door behind him.





Chapter 2


"So, can you do it?"

Chris held his mobile to his ear, his other hand rubbing at his temple.

"Sure," he said.

"Great! Thanks, son. You know where the keys will be."

Chris's father had called to ask if he could house sit over Spring Break while he and Chris's mother went to visit relatives. An aunt Chris had never met had died and his parents wanted to go to the funeral. The problem was that Chris's parents owned a pair of expensive parrots that couldn't be left alone for extended periods of time. Their neighbors were all busy, his father explained, and there was no one else to look after them. Chris had agreed because he had no plans for Spring Break, not after finding out his best friend was fucking his fiancée.

A week at home sounded pretty good after that.

Chris disconnected. His head was throbbing. He slumped in his chair, his feet on his desk as he browsed the web on his laptop computer.

A week had passed since he had last seen Tricia. She had tried calling and texting him, begging Chris to talk with her. He had ignored every text, blocked every call.


So many lies.


Mike had tried to contact him a few times before finally stopping. Chris knew Mike as well as he knew himself. He knew Mike would wait until Chris was ready to talk. It was one of the things about Mike that had made him such a good friend.

They had met when they were just twelve years old, Mike moving in next door with his family. The two had quickly become inseparable, sleeping over at each other's houses, sticking together at school, even double dating while in high school. It was Mike who had introduced Chris to Tricia. They had even planned to be roommates in college, so Chris was surprised when Mike chose to live in another dorm.


Now I know why.


Chris had been fucking Tricia for a long time, Chris had discovered. Probably since their senior year at high school.

"But I want to marry you," Tricia had said in one of her voicemails. "Mike is just practice."


What did I ever see in her?


Chris brought up his Facebook page, wincing when he saw his timeline littered with posts from both Tricia and Mike. He quickly Unfriended Tricia and blocked her from contacting him.

Chris visited Mike's page. He scrolled idly though Mike's timeline, taking a final look at the posts he had made on his best friend's page.

Mike's betrayal hurt far more than Tricia's did. After a few days of despair, Chris had come to feel a sense of relief that he had discovered what kind of a person she was before he married her. All the lies, the frustrations, the fighting-- at least that was all over now.

But Mike was different. As the days passed, his anger at his friend only grew. Fantasies of beating the shit out of Mike ran through Chris's head. A few times, Chris almost headed over to Mike's dorm room, ready to bash his face in. Chris was 6'2" and weighed close to two hundred pounds while Mike was just 5'8" and skinny as a weed. Chris had always been bigger and stronger, keeping Mike safe from the bullies at high school.


Should have let them have you.


In the end, Chris had left Mike alone. No good would come out of beating him up. In a way, Mike had done him a favor by showing Chris who Tricia really was.

This did little to soothe his feelings toward Mike, however.

As he scrolled through Mike's timeline, Chris noticed more and more odd posts from Mike's mother. She was posting sappy inspirational memes, stuff like kittens hanging on to branches beneath a caption "Hold On! Things WILL Get Better!"

Chris had always had a crush on Mike's mother. She was a beautiful woman, with bright blue eyes and strawberry blonde hair. She kept herself fit and had luscious curves. Chris had always loved being around her, had even fantasized about her when he was a teen. Not that he had ever told Mike about it, of course. Some things even best friends couldn't share.

As he read more of her posts, Chris teased out what was going on. Mike's mother had divorced Mike's father almost six months earlier. Mike had never mentioned it to Chris.


More secrets.


An idea gradually began to form in Chris's mind, an idea that made him shiver.


Mike's mom has just gotten divorced. I'll be back at the house for a week, right next door to her.


A grin began to spread across Chris's face. He pounded his fist into his open palm, the dull smack getting louder as his excitement grew.

Finally, unable to contain it any longer, Chris threw his head back and laughed.


Payback is such a bitch.


Beating up Mike was nothing compared to what Chris had just thought up.





Chapter 3


Chris rang the doorbell. He listened to the footsteps approaching, the locks being undone.

The door swung open.

Mike's mother Laura was standing in the doorway. Her face lit up when she saw Chris.

"Hey, you!" she cried, rushing forward and sweeping Chris into her arms. Chris hugged her hard, loving the way she pressed so tightly against him.

"Hi, Laura," Chris said.

He ran his hands up and down her back, noticing that she wasn't wearing a bra beneath her T-shirt.

"Come in," Laura said, ushering Chris into the house.

Chris looked around the familiar living room. He and Mike had spent so much time in each other's houses that it was almost like stepping into his own living room. Things had changed since he had last been there, however. Most of the furniture was covered with dust sheets and large cardboard boxes were stacked along the wall.

"Let me take a look at you," Laura said as she stood in front of Chris.

Chris let her look him over, doing the same to her. At thirty-nine, Laura was still as beautiful as she ever was. She was dressed in a T-shirt and sweat pants, a handkerchief tied around her hair. Chris could see her nipples pressing against the thin material of her shirt. Normally he would have quickly looked away. This time, he let his eyes linger.


You look delicious, Laura.


Laura cocked an eyebrow at how Chris was looking at her. She seemed amused.

"How long has it been?" she asked.

"Almost two years," Chris replied. "I worked last summer and didn't get a chance to come home."

"Two years," Laura marveled. "You've grown some, I think."

Chris shrugged, smiling happily.

"It's good to see you," he said.

Again, Laura cocked an eyebrow. Something in his tone must have struck her as… different. She had known Chris for most of his life, had watched him grow up.


I'm still the neighbor kid, in her eyes. Her son's best friend. But things have changed, Laura. They've changed a lot.


"I'm sorry about your divorce," Chris said softly.

Laura sighed.

"It's all for the best," she said.

"You doing okay?"

"Some days better, some days worse," she said. "I've just been packing some things away. We're going to be selling the house."

"That's too bad," Chris said. "This place must have a lot of memories."

"It does," Laura said. "Guess it's just time to make some new ones."

They stood in silence, just looking at each other.

"So," Chris said, "you're all alone here now?"

"Yeah," Laura said. "Mike's in Florida for Spring Break, so it's just me for now."


Mike's in Florida with my ex-fiancée.


"Hope he has a good time," Chris said. "Have you talked to him lately?"


Has he told you about me?


Laura shrugged. "Just online. He's so busy, no time for his old mom."


He's busy fucking my girl. Guess he didn't tell you that.


Somehow, though, standing in the familiar living room with a woman he had known since he was a kid, the thought of Tricia and Mike didn't sting as much as it used to.

Chris again let his eyes wander down Laura's body. When he looked back at her face, he saw a faint smirk on her lips.

"So, Laura," he said cheerfully. "I'm here for the week. What can I do for you?"

"Do?"

"Around the house. You said you were packing. Let me help."

"Oh," she said, flustered. "Okay. Well, um, you could help me move some boxes down from the attic. I hate going up there because of all the spiders."

"No problem," Chris said. "Show me the way."

"You really don't have to," she said. "I can manage on my own."

"I know you can," he said. "But why? I'm here and I want to be useful. After all you did for me growing up, it's the least I can do."

She patted Chris on the back, her hand lingering as she touched him.

"That's very sweet of you, Chris," she said.

"No big deal," he said. "Besides, I've always enjoyed your company."

Laura glanced up at him, almost shyly. She saw him grinning and couldn't help but grin in return.

"Come on," she said. "You've got some boxes to shift."





Chapter 4


Chris spent the whole day helping Laura pack, moving furniture for her, helping her take heavy cardboard boxes full of crockery down into the basement.

The sun was low when Chris and Laura finally took a seat on the steps of her front porch, sharing a beer together.

"I know you're not old enough," she said as she handed him the bottle, "but you've worked so hard."

They passed the bottle between them as they relaxed in the deepening shade. The day was warm and Chris's shirt was sweaty. He stripped it off, loving the way the air felt against his skin. He caught Laura staring at his muscled torso. She looked away quickly, pretending to watch the setting sun.

"I remember sitting here and watching you and Mike wrestling in the front yard," Laura said.

"We used to wrestle a lot," Chris said.

"And you would always win."

"Not always," Chris protested. "I let Mike win a few times."

"And he knew when you did," Laura said. "You were always so much bigger than him."

"I guess," Chris said.

He put his arms above his head and stretched his back, his spine crackling. Laura watched him out of the corner of her eye.


You've been watching me all day, Laura. Don't think I haven't noticed.


"Still have to feed the damn parrots," Chris groaned.

"Bonnie and Clyde?" Laura laughed. "I told your parents I would feed them, but they declined."

"Bonnie and Clyde hate you," Chris said.

It was true. For whatever reason, the two parrots had taken against Laura over the last few years. She used to feed them when Chris's parents were away, but that had all stopped when Bonnie nipped Laura's finger so hard she had to get stitches.

"You still have the scar from Bonnie?" Chris asked.

Laura chuckled, passing the bottle of beer to Chris and letting him take her hand. Chris traced his finger along the faint scar running down her index finger.

"I can barely see it," he said.

He kept stroking her finger, his hands gripping hers gently. Laura watched him, her eyes narrowed, her lips half parted.

Chris lifted her finger to his lips and gave it a soft kiss.

"There," he said. "All better."

Laura frowned as his lips pressed to her finger.

"Chris…" she said softly. "Why are you here?"

Chris raised an eyebrow theatrically.

"House sitting those damn birds. Why else?"

He released her hand and stood, stretching one more time, letting her see his bare chest flexing.

"Speaking of which," he said, "I need to go give them their seeds."

"You're going? Already?"

"If I don't, they're going to be squawking loud enough to wake the dead."

"Well, uh, what are you doing tonight?" Laura said. "For dinner, I mean?"

Chris shrugged. "I got some frozen burritos, I think. That and ramen are sort of college staples."

"Oh, no way," Laura said. "No more garbage for you. You are coming over for dinner. I'll whip up something much nicer than frozen burritos."

"I'd love that, Laura," Chris said. "As long as it's no trouble."

"It's the least I can do after all you've done for me today. Just going into the attic has more than earned you a good meal."

"Those spiders were pretty big," he said.

"It's settled then," Laura said happily. "Come over around seven."

"See you then."

Chris strolled across the yard, back to his house.

He could feel Laura watching him the whole way.





Chapter 5


Chris leaned against the wall of the shower, letting the hot water cascade over his aching body.


It's working.


Chris had approached the day with a plan. He knew Laura would invite him in, that she would accept his offer to help her. Why wouldn't she? They had known each other for years, she had practically raised him, just as his parents had treated Mike like their own son. As boys, Mike and Chris had been as close as brothers. Of course Laura would welcome him back.

What Chris hadn't wanted was for Laura to treat him like she always did-- as her son's best friend. He wanted to make it clear that he was more than that. He wanted her to see how much he'd grown.

He'd been successful so far. The way she had looked at him was all the proof Chris needed.

The next step was simple:

Fuck Laura and make sure he got it all on camera.

The idea had taken root inside Chris as he scrolled through her posts on Mike's page. He could sense how lonely she was, how alone she felt living all by herself for the first time in decades. There had been a neediness in her posts that had only been confirmed by the way she had acted with him today. Chris could almost feel the desire radiating off her in waves.

The best part was how much Chris wanted Laura. He'd fantasized about her for years, masturbating as he imagined touching her lush body. Now, finally, he was going to make it happen.

Chris hadn't realized how much the idea of bedding his best friend's mother turned him on. He could feel the anticipation buzzing through him, electrifying his whole body.

Getting Laura in bed was only half the plan, however.

Chris savored the idea of recording himself fucking her as hard and as dirty as he could, capturing it all on video then sending the video to Mike. His so-called best friend would get a taste of what it had felt like when Chris had sat outside Tricia's door, forcing himself to listen as Mike rammed his cock into Chris's fiancée, a girl who had denied him her body while freely giving it to his best friend on the sly.

Chris nursed the idea of paying Mike back, of making him suffer as Mike had made him suffer. He stoked his anger until it blazed high and hot, a rage that could only be soothed when Mike had been served what he had earned.

The one thing that Chris hadn't anticipated was the tenderness he was feeling for Laura. Yes, he wanted to fuck her, and yes, he wanted to use her for revenge. But there was also another side of Laura that drew him in, the side he had always cherished when he was a kid.

Laura was as sweet and as gentle as Chris had always remembered her to be. She was the same woman who had helped him with his homework, who had cooked him pizza when he stayed over at night, who had showed him how to put on a tuxedo for prom and then driven both he and Mike (and Tricia, her too) to the hotel, reading in the lobby while they all went inside to dance.

Laura was still that person and Chris still felt deeply about her. As he had gone about his plan, calculating how and when to press his advantages, Chris had gradually felt a nagging sense of doubt creeping into him. As he watched Laura smiling and teasing, he felt all the old affections they had shared rising up inside him.

Could he really use her the way he was planning to?


Cut the shit. Remember what Mike did to you.


Chris shook his head, clearing away the thoughts distracting him. He had come home with a plan and he was going to stick to it. Sentiment would not keep him from getting his payback.

"You did this, Mike," Chris said aloud. "You."

Whistling a jaunty tune, Chris shut off the water and stepped out of the shower.

He felt utterly refreshed.





Chapter 6


"That smells really good," Chris said as he hugged Laura.

"The lasagna is almost ready," Laura said. "Just a few more minutes."

She moved to break the hug, but Chris held her just a moment longer.

"I meant your perfume," he said softly. "You smell amazing."

"Oh, that," she stammered. "It's just a little something I found while packing. An old gift from…"

She trailed off, looking slightly dazed. Chris let her slip from his arms, enjoying the flush that had started to creep up her chest.

Laura had put on a simple summer dress, brightly colored and cut low in the front. As he hugged her, Chris had again checked to see if Laura was wearing a bra. She wasn't.


I wonder if she has panties on?


Chris made a mental note to check for panty lines when he could. The easiest way would have been to simply stroke her ass, but Chris knew she wasn't quite ready for that yet.


Soon, though.


"Come on," she said. "I've got the table set."

Chris followed her into the dining room, enjoying watching her ass wrapped tightly in her dress. Laura was wearing panties, the outline visible through the thin fabric.


A thong. Laura, you naughty girl.


The table was set with a bowl of salad and some toasted bread. Laura dished out the mixed greens as Chris settled into his chair.

"I lucked out yesterday at the market," Laura said. "They had just gotten in a fresh supply of organic arugula. It's delicious, I had some yesterday."

Chris listened to her chatting as she filled their salad bowls. Laura looked amazing, her strawberry blonde hair tied back with a simple ribbon. She had showered and her hair was still damp. She had put on some light makeup, her lips glossy and plump.


She made an effort to look good tonight. For me.


Chris smiled, watching Mike's mother fuss with the silverware before finally settling into her chair.

The two stared at each other across the table, an awkward silence suddenly descending. Laura smiled at Chris, holding his gaze briefly before looking away. Chris could sense how nervous she was.


This is the first time we've sat down to a meal without Mike or her husband present. We're alone together in her house. She's feeling how different things are.


Chris was feeling it, too. The reality of where he was and who he was with came down on him suddenly. His heart was beating rapidly and his mouth had gone dry.

Trying to cover up his own nerves, Chris began picking at his salad.

"Tasty," he said, gesturing with his fork.

"Fresh, just the way I like it."

Laura poured herself a glass of wine.

"Would you like some?" she asked. "It's a nice chianti."

"Absolutely," Chris said.

She filled his glass then set the bottle aside. Chris raised his wine glass high.

"To new beginnings," he said.

Laura giggled. Chris loved the sound of her laughter. He had heard it so many times growing up.

"And to old friends," she said as they clinked their glasses together.

"Not too old," Chris joked.

"Old enough," Laura said, grinning.

The rest of the meal went smoothly, the two of them growing more comfortable with each other as the night progressed. The food Laura had made was simple and delicious. Chris realized how much he missed home cooking after two years of ramen and cafeteria food.

They chatted about school and the books they were reading, the television shows they both liked, the movies they had seen. Laura grew more and more animated as she talked, the wine bottle emptying as she refilled her glass several times.

"Do you remember that time you plugged up the toilet?" she asked.

"Oh, god," Chris groaned. "Don't remind me."

Laura laughed loudly, her head thrown back. The wine had given her chest a pretty flush, accentuating her deep cleavage.

"The look on your face when I went in there to use the plunger!" she giggled.

"I didn't want you to see the mess in the toilet bowl," Chris said.

"It was pretty gross."

They reminisced as Laura served a dessert of strawberries and cream. Chris savored the plump, sweet fruit as he ate.

"Another lucky find," Laura said.

She speared a strawberry and held it up, licking the cream off.

"Mmm," she sighed, her eyes narrowing.

Chris watched her, a grin on his face.

Laura suddenly realized how she must look to him. Embarrassed, she shoved the strawberry into her mouth and took another sip of her wine. When she refilled her glass, she seemed surprised that the bottle was empty.

Chris helped Laura clear the table and insisted on helping her with the dishes. They stood side by side at the kitchen sink, passing each other plates and silverware, their hands soapy and warm from the water filling the basin.

Laura chatted happily about her plans to find an apartment closer to the city. Chris listened closely. He made sure to touch her hands as often as he could while they worked.

The dishes stacked in the drying rack, Chris wiped his hands with a kitchen towel. He took his time, trying to think of a way to prolong the night.


Is there anything on TV we can watch? Maybe I could find some music we could listen to?


Laura saved him the trouble of coming up with an excuse to stay.

"Come sit with me in the living room," she said. "I've got something to show you."

Chris went into the living room while Laura went upstairs. He could hear her rummaging about in one of the cardboard boxes still up there.

"Need some help?" he called up to her.

"I'm good!" she called back.

Chris sat down on the sofa. He relaxed into the familiar cushions, remembering how many times he had fallen asleep on the sofa while he and Mike watched horror movies on TV.

The memory of he and Mike as kids made Chris wince. He pushed aside his nostalgia and tried to focus on where he was, what he wanted.


Fuck her and film her.


Chris took a deep breath. The plan was still in motion. He didn't need anything else to distract him.

Laura came down the stairs looking giddy. Several photo albums were tucked under her arm.

"Look what I found," she said, smiling happily.

Laura came to where Chris was sitting. For a moment she hesitated, looking at the armchair beside the sofa. Chris could almost see the wheels spinning in her head.

Chris patted the cushion beside him. After another brief pause, Laura sat down next to Chris on the sofa. They were so close, their arms were touching.

"I found these while I was packing," she said.

Laura opened the photo album, laying it across her knees. Chris turned towards her, leaning close to peer down into her lap. He rested his arm behind her as they leafed through the album.

Laura laughed and pointed at the pictures while Chris shook his head, smiling ruefully. They talked about the moments captured in the photos, reminiscing about the years Chris and Mike had spent together, growing up as best friends.

"Look at your hair!" Laura giggled.

The picture was of Mike and Chris in their prom tuxedos, Tricia standing between them looking lovely in her gown. The sight of the three of them together made Chris's chest ache.

He pressed his feelings down, putting on a smile for Laura. She was talking animatedly as she looked at the pictures. Chris could smell the wine on her breath mixing with the perfume she was wearing and the good, clean smell of her skin.

Chris crossed his legs. Being this close to Laura was making his cock tingle like crazy.

Laura finally set aside the last album, closing it and putting it on the coffee table. She leaned back into the sofa. Chris kept his arm where it was, resting on the cushion just behind her shoulders.

They sat in silence, their heads overfilled with memories. Chris marveled at how beautiful Laura was, her blue eyes sparkling even in the dim light.

"Have you been doing okay?" he asked her softly. "Since the divorce?"

Laura shrugged. "Like I said, good days and bad."

She smiled brightly at him, but Chris could tell it was not a genuine smile. He slid his arm down, resting his hand lightly on her shoulder.

"So you're okay?" he asked gently.

Laura's smile faltered. She looked away.

"Define 'okay'," she whispered.

Chris began gently caressing her shoulder.

"Laura…" he said.

Laura's body quivered. At first, Chris thought she was laughing again. Then she covered her face with her hands.

Chris held her as she sobbed, not speaking, just letting her work through it.

"It's been hard," she said as she wiped the tears from her face.

"I figured it must be," Chris said. "You were together for over twenty years."

"We married when I was just eighteen," she said. "I haven't been alone like this before. It's just… hard. I've been so lonely."

"You'll get past this," Chris said. "I know you, Laura. You'll get past all this and come out even stronger than you were before."

Chris meant what he was saying. He knew Laura. He knew the kind of woman she was.

"Thank you, Chris," she said softly. "Hearing that from you means a lot to me."

She turned her tear stained face up to Chris, a sad smile on her lips. Chris smiled back, stroking her shoulder.


Do it.


Tilting his head, Chris leaned close. He held his face near her, waiting for her to make the decision. Would she move forward or push him away?

Laura moved forward, eagerly pressing her lips to his.

They kissed deeply, their tongues dancing. Chris wrapped his arms around Laura, holding her tightly. It felt so natural, so right.

Laura broke the kiss, holding Chris's face as she stared into his eyes.

"Should… should we be doing this?" she asked. Her voice was shaky.

"We already are," Chris replied. "But you can stop if you want to. Do you want to stop?"

Laura shook her head.

"No," she whispered.

"Neither do I," Chris said.

They kissed again, harder. Chris let his hands roam Laura's back as she ran her hands through his thick hair. Chris slid his hand under her dress, stroking her smooth thigh.

"The bedroom," she said into his ear.

They stood up from the sofa. Taking his hand, Laura led him up the stairs and into her bedroom.

Chris looked around. The master bedroom was the only room in the house he had never visited before. He took in his surroundings, focusing on the king sized bed that dominated the room.

"I'll be right back," Laura said.

She went into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her.


The plan. Stick to the plan.


Chris took his mobile phone from his pocket and thumbed on the camera app. He'd bought a storage card before he came home. There would be plenty of space for his recording.


At least an hour and a half, full HD. Just need to make sure the lights stay on.


Chris set the phone on the dresser that faced the bed. He wedged it behind a box of tissues and some bottles of skin cream, hiding it so only the camera lens was visible. Stepping back, Chris checked the angle he was recording.


Enjoy the show, Mike.


Chris sat on the bed, grinning at the camera. He took his shoes off and set them aside. Then he just waited.

The toilet flushed and Laura returned from the bathroom. She looked a little dazed, uncertainty beginning to creep across her lovely face.


No second thoughts. Not now.


Chris stood and went to her, sweeping her into his arms. She tensed for a moment, then relaxed into his embrace. They kissed again, hungrily.

Laura slipped her hand under Chris's shirt, running her fingers across his muscled torso. Chris pulled his shirt off and reached behind Laura, tugging down the zipper at the back of her sundress. The dress fell away and Laura stepped out of it.

Chris pulled back, holding Laura at arm's length as he drank in the sight of her body.

Her tits were full, her nipples big and red, her areolas tight circles. Her belly was smooth and warm with just the hint of a tummy around her belly button, a few stretch marks across her thighs. Through her sheer panties, Chris could see the dark V of her pubic hair.

Chris sucked in a sharp breath.


At last. After all these years.


"You're so beautiful," he said.

Chris got to his knees in front of her. He pressed his face to her crotch, rubbing his cheek against the soft fabric of her thong.

Laura shimmied her hips as he pulled her panties down and threw them aside. She spread her legs, her hands caressing the top of his head.

Chris reached around and took a firm grip of Laura's ass as he leaned forward, nuzzling against her coarse triangle of pubic hair.

"Your pussy smells so fucking good," he sighed.

Chris licked her pussy lips, probing for her entrance. Laura was wet, her juices musky and sweet. Chris moved up to her clit, sucking it in and gently stroking it with his tongue.

"Oh, that feels so nice," Laura moaned.

Chris licked and sucked, sliding a finger inside her. She was so wet and warm.

Laura pulled him back up, guiding him to the bed. She lay down on it with her hips at the edge of the mattress. Chris stared down at her, loving the way her body looked sprawled out before him.

Spreading her legs, Chris pressed his body on to hers. He kissed her deeply, letting Laura taste her own juices on his tongue.

He moved down to her throat, kissing the sensitive skin there, making Laura gasp.

He kissed her breasts, taking her stiff nipples into his mouth. He licked between her tits as Laura pressed them against the sides of his head, like two firm pillows against his cheeks.

Chris began kissing Laura's belly, swirling his tongue around her navel, licking her hip bones.

Kneeling between her legs, Chris kissed her thighs, nipping lightly at her skin.

"Oh…" Laura moaned.

Chris started licking her pussy with long, slow strokes.


She's fucking dripping.


He slipped his tongue into her entrance, probing deep and lapping up her juices.


God, she tastes so clean.


He moved up to her clit, flicking it with the tip of his tongue then sucking it between his pursed lips.

"Ahh," Laura moaned as he licked her clit.

Sliding two fingers into her pussy, Chris reached up for her G-spot and began stroking it as he sucked her.

Laura's hands tangled in his hair as she ground against his face. Her legs clamped tightly around his head.

Chris increased the speed of his fingers, the pressure of his mouth. He rode her bucking hips as her orgasm grew closer and closer.

Laura sucked in a deep breath and held it, her whole body tensing as her climax rippled through her. Chris kept going, feeling Laura's pussy opening up as she came hard.

"Fuck!" she groaned, exhaling explosively.

Chris took his mouth off her clit as she twitched violently, sensing how sensitive she was there, letting his fingers stay inside to give Laura something to clamp down on as she came.

Laura's legs relaxed and opened, releasing Chris's face. He climbed up and kissed her, putting his sticky fingers in both their mouths, the two of them sucking her juices.

Laura stared deep into Chris's eyes. The hunger he saw inside them made his heart gallop.

"My turn," Laura said.

She pushed Chris off of her. He stood before her, Laura sitting on the edge of her bed. She kissed his chest, flicking his nipples, before working down to his belly.

Laura swiftly undid his belt and unzipped his jeans, pulling his pants down around Chris's narrow hips.

His cock sprang out, jutting up toward his belly.

"Oh, my," Laura sighed as she gazed admiringly at his thick cock.

She wrapped both hands around his shaft. A single clear drop of precum glistened in his hole. Leaning forward, she scooped it out with the tip of her tongue.

"Mmm," she moaned as she swallowed it down.

Her eyes locked on Chris's, Laura began licking the head of his cock. She dragged her wet tongue over his frenulum, then swirled it over the top of his swollen head.


God, she looks so fucking hot doing that.


"That feels amazing, Laura," Chris said.

"You're so big," she said softly, opening her mouth wide as she wrapped her pillowy lips around his head, her tongue swiping back and forth.

Chris groaned as she took as much of his rod into her mouth as she could, her head bobbing up and down as she sucked his cock, her cheeks hollowing, her hand cupping his aching balls. Chris knotted his fists in her silky hair, guiding her head as he thrust into her mouth.

Chris turned to look at the camera hidden on the dresser. He stared into the lens, a grin plastered on his face.


Enjoying this, Mike? Enjoying watching me fuck your mom's face?


Chris began thrusting faster and deeper, going until Laura began to gag. He stopped thrusting, allowing her to control how much she could take in.

"Your mouth feels so good," he said.

Chris could feel himself getting close to cumming. He slowed down, reluctantly pulling his cock from Laura's hungry mouth.

"Lie back," he said, gently pushing Laura back on to the bed.

Spreading her legs wider, Chris leveled his cock at her pussy, stroking his head up and down her wet slit. He pressed against her opening, letting his cock rest against her as he stroked her clit with his fingers.

"Fuck me, Chris," Laura begged.


You hearing that, Mike? You hearing her begging for my cock?


Chris pushed forward, sliding his cock into Laura's tight pussy. Her lips stretched around his girth, clinging tightly as he went deep inside her.

Laura flinched when he bottomed out.

"Fuck me," she begged.

Chris swung her legs up over his shoulders and wrapped his arms around them. He began thrusting into Laura's pussy, loving how tight she was, loving the squelching sounds her pussy made as he fucked it.

Laura reached down and stroked her clit as Chris pounded into her, his hipbones smacking loudly against her ass. Her other hand was jammed into her mouth. She sucked frantically on her fingers, groaning with pleasure as Chris fucked her hard.

The bedsprings squealed as Chris sped up. Laura's back was arching, her head thrown back.

"Ah, fuck," she groaned as she crashed into her orgasm.

Chris kept pounding her, savoring the feeling of her pussy pulsing around his hard cock as she came. He gripped her legs tightly as his hips slammed forward and back, forward and back.

Laura let out a strangled gasp as her orgasm crested. She panted breathlessly, her head rocking from side to side as waves of pleasure rippled through her body.

Chris felt her relaxing. He let her legs slide off his shoulders and bent down, grabbing her by her hips and roughly flipping her over on to her stomach, her knees on the floor.

Prying open her cheeks, he jammed his cock back into her sopping wet pussy and thrust in as far as he could go. Laura squirmed beneath him, clawing at the bedspread as she groaned with pleasure.

Chris reached down and twisted her hair in his fist. He pulled her head back, exposing her throat.

"Fuck me, Chris!" Laura cried out, her voice hoarse with desire.

Chris slammed into her, plunging his cock in and out of her pussy, pounding her so hard her whole body bounced off the mattress.

Licking his thumb, Chris began rubbing Laura's asshole. She squealed and shivered as he slipped his thumb inside her tight ring.

"Oh fuck," she gasped.

Chris shifted his hips, going into her at angles, stretching her pussy with each thrust. He could feel Laura's pussy beginning to spasm again, her asshole clamping down on his thumb as she began to cum. Chris was struggling to breathe, his thrusts getting even faster, harder, more frantic as his own orgasm built inside him.

"I'm cumming," Laura sobbed. "I'm cumming…"

Her moans trailed off as she sucked in a breath and held it.

His thumb buried in her ass, Chris thrust deep into Laura's pussy and stayed there.

"Fuck!" he groaned.

Laura's whole body had gone tense, every muscle straining as she climaxed. As her pussy spasmed around his cock, Chris unloaded inside her, spurting his hot cum deep into her greedy cunt, his balls aching as he emptied himself, his orgasm continuing even after he was drained, his cock dry heaving inside her as Chris came again and again.

Chris collapsed on to Laura's back, his cock still buried inside her. He rested his face against her neck as he tried to catch his breath. With a groan, he finally rolled off of her, his cock sliding out of her exhausted pussy.

Laura got off her knees and climbed on to the bed, pulling Chris up with her. They snuggled together, their sweaty bodies tangled together. Chris held Laura tight as she nuzzled against the crook of his neck.

They held each other for a long time, not saying anything, just letting the afterglow wash over them. Chris kissed Laura's damp forehead and she turned her face up to his. He was shocked to see tears in her eyes.

"What's wrong?" he asked.

She shook her head, smiling.

"Nothing," she said. "It's just been so long since I felt this good."

Chris stroked her hair as she rested her head against his chest, listening to his heart beating in his chest.

Chris glanced at the dresser, looking at the camera hidden there.


All on video. All for you, Mike.


But Chris didn't feel the triumph he had expected to feel after filming himself fucking Mike's mother. Instead, he suddenly felt a protective concern for the woman he held in his arms.


You're still following the plan, though? Right?


Chris blinked, sucking in a ragged breath.

He was still following the plan.

For now.





Chapter 7


Chris was in his bedroom, sitting on the edge of his bed, his phone in his hands. He was rewatching the video of him and Laura fucking. The video was very clear, the details crisply rendered. The sounds they had made were all there too, every moan captured in high quality audio.

Chris had uploaded the video file to a private web server. He'd copied the link and pasted it into a text message addressed to Mike.

Chris held his finger over the Send button.


Am I really going to do this?


Chris frowned. He had come home with a plan and he had executed it. Why was he hesitating now, at the final step?


I want to hurt Mike like he hurt me. That's what this was all about, wasn't it?


But Chris wasn't so sure anymore.

After they had fucked, Chris and Laura had showered together, giggling as they soaped each other's bodies. Showering with Laura, lathering her and rinsing away the sweat and cum from her body had been so intensely intimate that Chris had almost flinched away, even as they held each other under the streaming hot water.

As they kissed, Chris had looked deep into the Laura's eyes. He saw his own face reflected in her pupils. A shiver had run all through his body.

Laura had asked him to spend the night, but Chris had declined, making an excuse that he needed to be home to finish up a few tasks before bed. Laura had been disappointed, kissing him hard before he left.

Chris had spent the last two hours with his laptop, rendering and uploading the video file.

Everything was ready.

He just needed to press Send.


What am I waiting for?


Chris thought about the woman next door. The woman who had been like a mother to him. The woman he had desired for so long.

Chris wanted to hurt Mike, to pay him back for what he had done with Tricia. Fucking Mike's mother was the best way to do that.

Thinking of Tricia and Mike brought back all the cold anger inside of Chris. He remembered slumping against the door of her dorm room, listening as his best friend fucked the girl Chris loved, the girl he planned to spend the rest of his life with.

Laura would be hurt by what Chris was about to do, but that didn't matter. All that mattered was getting payback on the friend who had betrayed him.


Fuck Tricia and fuck Mike and fuck his mother, too.


Chris lifted his finger, ready to jab the Send button.

The phone buzzed in his hands.

Startled, Chris almost dropped the phone. He fumbled with it, seeing a text had just arrived.

It was from Laura.

"You still up? I see your light on," she wrote.

"Still up," he typed. "Still thinking about you."

"Me too. Next time, stay over."

"Next time?"

There was a long pause before she texted him again.

"Don't you want to?" she wrote.

Chris thought about the message to Mike he had prepared. Once he sent it, he would probably never see Laura again.


Do I want that?


Chris massaged his forehead, struggling with the thoughts churning inside him.

His phone buzzed.

"?" Laura wrote.

Slowly, Chris tapped out his reply.

"I want to see you again," he wrote. "As often as possible."

Another long pause before she texted back.

"Me too," she wrote.

"Good night," Chris wrote.

"Good night, Chris" she texted. "And thank you. For everything."

Chris set the phone down on his desk.

He glanced out his window at the house next door. A single window was lit. He thought about the woman behind that window.

Chris switched off his bedside lamp.

The room fell into darkness.





Chapter 8


Chris plunged his cock deep into Laura's quivering asshole, groaning as he pumped her full of his cum. Laura was squirming beneath him, her own body shaking from her climax.

They were in Laura's bathroom. Laura was on her knees, hugging the toilet, Chris straddling her from behind.

"Oh, Chris," Laura moaned as he bucked against her.

Spent, Chris sank to the floor beside Laura. The two held each other, their bodies exhausted after another marathon session of fucking.

"Shower," Laura gasped.

They climbed into the shower, luxuriating in each other's bodies as the hot water cascaded over them.

Afterward, they lay in bed holding each other and kissing gently. They talked for a long time, the night deepening around them.

Laura had just taken Chris's stiffening cock in her mouth when he gently pushed her away.

"What's wrong?" she asked, seeing the frown on Chris's face.

"Come here," he said, pulling her back up to snuggle against him.

Chris stroked her hair, breathing in the smell of her. Everything about Laura was so familiar, yet now, everything about her was so brand new. Chris reveled in the feeling, loving how his desire for the woman whose body he was still discovering mixed with his affection for the woman he had known for so long. Laura was his new lover and his old friend, all at the same time. He never wanted that feeling to end.

There was only one thing left to do.

"I have to tell you something, Laura," he said.

Laura listened as Chris told her everything. A silence fell over them when he finished. Chris waited, letting Laura decide what she wanted to do.

"The video?" she asked.

"Erased," Chris said.

"Are you planning on telling Mike?"

Chris shook his head.

Laura rolled away from Chris. She lay on her side of the bed, staring up at the ceiling.

Another long silence.

Chris waited.

"Do you want me to leave?" he finally asked.

Laura rolled on to her side, her head propped on her elbow as she looked at Chris. He held her gaze, staring into her clear blue eyes.

"I want you to stay," she said.





Epilogue


Chris walked across campus, his phone in his hand. Laura had just texted him a picture of her in her new apartment. She was standing in her new living room, taking a selfie while wearing nothing but high heels.

Chris grinned as he typed up a reply.

"Hey, Chris."

Chris startled. Mike was standing in front of him. Chris quickly locked his phone screen.

"You gonna punch me?" Mike asked.

Chris shook his head.

"I'm not going to punch you," he said.

It had been over a month since Chris had gotten back from Spring Break. He'd seen Mike and Tricia on campus but hadn't spoken to either one.

"So, no hard feelings?" Mike asked.

"Oh, there's still hard feelings," Chris replied. "Just none worth fighting over."

Mike looked crestfallen. He nodded slowly.

"Okay," he said. "Sorry, man."

Mike held out his hand. Chris took a deep breath. He took Mike's hand and gave it a brief shake.

The two stood awkwardly in the middle of campus. They had known each other for years but now neither knew what to say.

"You still seeing Tricia?" Chris finally asked.

Mike shook his head.

"No," he said. "We never did get along."

Chris nodded. He knew how much maintenance a girl like Tricia required. He almost felt sorry for Mike. Almost.

"So," Mike said, "you got plans for the summer?"

"I'm spending it with a friend," Chris said.

Mike noticed the wide smile spreading across Chris's face.

"A girl?" he asked.

"A woman," Chris replied.

"Good for you," Mike said. "I'm happy for you, man. I really am."

"Thanks. What are you doing for summer?"

Mike shrugged.

"Going to spend it with my mom," he said. "She just got a new apartment."

"Did she?" Chris asked innocently.

"Yeah," he replied.

Another silence. Mike shuffled his feet awkwardly.

"Well," he said, "I guess I'll be seeing you."


I guess you will.


"See you around," Chris said.

Chris walked away, heading towards class. He took out his phone as he walked, smiling at the text he had received.

Laura had already told him how she wanted to break in her new apartment, what they would do in each and every room.

Chris started whistling as he walked, his face plastered with a happy grin.

He was already counting the days to Summer vacation.

THE END





The MILF Babysitter






Synopsis


For years, 22-year-old Jack has fantasized about the girl who used to babysit him. Sarah was ten years older than Jack, a sweet neighbor girl with a playful personality. Sarah moved away to get married when she was just 18, but now she’s come home. Divorced, gorgeous, and right next door, there is no way Jack can let her get away a second time.

THE MILF BABYSITTER is an explicit story featuring age gap seduction, graphic sex, and second-chance romance. 18+ only. (Cover was adjusted and the text reformatted in 2022)





Chapter 1


"Oh, I almost forgot," Mom said.

I had just gotten home and we were having a late supper.

"You remember Sarah Jenner? The girl from next door who used to babysit you? She just moved back in a few days ago. Her mother is away for the summer, so Sarah is going to be house sitting. Sarah's divorced now, poor girl. You should go over there and say hello. It might cheer--"

I spluttered and almost dropped my fork. My mother, who was sitting across the dining room table from me, looked alarmed.

"Jack? What's wrong, honey?" she asked.

I cleared my throat, trying to cover up my surprise.

"Nothing," I said. "Some food just went down the wrong way."

"Oh, no. Let me get you something to drink."

As my mother went to get a glass of water, I stole a glance through the kitchen window at the house next door.





She's there,


 
I thought.

 

Right now. The girl I've always wanted. The girl who got away.





"Here you go."

I emptied the glass in a few large gulps, wiping my mouth on my sleeve.

"Can I have another, please"

My mother took the glass from my hand. I hoped she didn't notice how unsteady my grip was.

"You must be really thirsty," she said.

Mom was right. I was thirsty.

But not for water.





Chapter 2


After supper, I went up to my room and lay down on my bed. It felt good to be back in my old bedroom. After three years away at college, sleeping in a dorm room the size of a walk-in closet, the bedroom I had grown up in felt enormous. Mom had kept the place just as I had left it. The same rock posters on the walls, my swimming trophies neatly placed at the top of my dresser, my action figures at the edge of my computer desk-- all the same as the day I left. Even the smell was the same. If I closed my eyes, I could almost imagine myself a kid again. Saturday pancakes and cartoons. World of Warcraft raiding marathons. Trying to figure out how to put on the cummerbund that came with the tuxedo I rented for prom. All those memories contained within these four walls.

Not that college was bad. In fact, I loved it. The studying was hard, the cafeteria food stank, and swimming practice left me so exhausted my muscles twitched. But there were also the friends I had made, the long philosophical conversations we had while stoned out of our minds, the crazy parties every weekend.




And then there was the girls. Hundreds, no,

 

thousands


 
of fresh faced lovelies everywhere you turned. It was like a smorgasbord of delicacies, each dish just waiting to be devoured. When my mother asked why I hadn't gotten a steady girlfriend yet, I breezily explained that I had too many options, too many possibilities, to tie myself down in a long term relationship.




I wasn't bragging, just being truthful. Within a week of landing on campus as a freshman, I was fucking three different girls. More followed, enough coeds sneaking into my dorm room that I eventually had to cut down my rotation just to get some sleep and to keep my grades from slipping. There was no mystery to my success. I knew I was a good looking guy: 6'4", blue eyes and curly brown hair that drew looks wherever I went. Years of competitive swimming had given me a lean and tight body that girls never seemed to tire of touching. I was also confident and genuine, attributes that I credited to my mother. After my father, shit bastard that he was, left us for some bimbo he met at a bar, Mom had done everything to raise me right. I think girls could recognize that I appreciated women.

It also helped that I had a huge cock. One of my college fuck buddies, the first time she saw it she immediately christened it, "The Hog." Her name was Tiffany. She was a tiny girl, barely 5 feet tall. Slim and small breasted, she wore her blonde hair in a pixie bob cut that drove me wild. She dressed like a teeny bopper on purpose, playing up the whole Lolita image to devastating effect. Her best feature, though, was her lips. Full and sensual and glossy, they made any man who saw them imagine what they would feel like wrapped around his cock.

Tiffany was sitting on the edge of my narrow dorm bed, still breathless from the orgasm I had brought her to with my mouth and hands. She watched as I licked her juices from fingers, her eyes glistening with delight.

"Time for me to return the favor," she purred. Rubbing her nipples with one hand, she slipped her other hand down my sweatpants.

"Oh my god," she gasped when her tiny hand found my erection. Her face lit up like a kid opening presents on Christmas day. She roughly tugged down my sweatpants and my cock sprang out, the head bobbing inches from her flushed face. Her eyes went wide, her luscious lips puckering into an "O" of surprise.

"Like what you see?" I was used to girls reacting the first time they saw my rod. I reached out and knotted my fist in Tiffany's hair, gently pulling her towards me, but she put her hands on my thighs and pushed back.

"Wait," she said. "Give me a second. I just want to look at it for awhile. Oh. My. God."

I let her take in the sight of my cock, her eyes absorbed in its length, its thickness. She reached out with her index finger and gently wiped a drop of precum that was glistening at the tip. Never taking her eyes from my member, she brought her finger to her lips and licked my juice from it. Her eyes narrowed with pleasure, as if she had tasted sweet honey.

"Look at the hog on you," she whispered.

I laughed out loud. I'd never heard it called that before. I was about to ask her if she was from the South, like maybe it was a regional thing, but then her sweet mouth was stretching wide, swallowing my swollen head, her tongue soft and wet rubbing against my frenulum and I realized I didn't give a shit about regional colloquialisms.

Tiffany was a sweetheart. She loved it doggie style, the only way I could go balls deep on her, and she liked it when I was rough. "A lady in the street, a whore between the sheets," is how she phrased it. Tiffany taught me more about sex and what women wanted from a man than any of the other girls I had been with.

She also must have been the kind of girl who shared her private life with her friends because after we started fucking, I noticed lots of girls giggling and whispering to each other every time I passed by.

My suspicions were confirmed a few weeks later by an Asian girl who got on her knees for me in the swimming pool's parking lot.

"Oh my god," she whispered when my cock pulled free from my jeans. "Hog was definitely accurate."

Her name was Amber. I saw her several times after that. She was a serious, smart girl who loved it up the ass.

Not that having a huge member was all good. One girl in high school, a girl I had really fallen for, broke up with me when she saw it. "It would hurt too much," is how she explained it.

It wasn't until my sophomore year that I got laid by Megan Grotowski. She was dating some meathead senior on the football team at the time. I'd heard he had been griping that Megan wouldn't put out for him. For the rest of the year, every time I saw him walking with his arm around her like some caveman, I couldn't help but smirk, knowing the things Megan and I had done beneath the bleachers.

After Megan, my conquests came a lot more easily. Virgins still avoided me, worried by rumors about my size. More experienced girls, however, eagerly sought me out. By my senior year, I had done so many of my classmates under the bleachers that I eventually started hiding a blanket there just so I wouldn't have to haul it from my house every time I took a girl for a ride.


You should visit the old high school now that classes were out. Walk around campus, relive some memories. You got the whole summer, Jack.


I stretched out on my bed, grinning at the way it creaked beneath my body. Like I said, being home was great. The last two summers, I had chosen to stay at college for Summer Quarter, hoping to graduate a year early so I could get an edge on Law School. This summer, I needed a break. I'd been looking forward to lazing around for a couple months, not doing much of anything but catching up on my LSAT studies.

That was before I heard Sarah was back.

Ten years older than me, she had been my babysitter when I was just kid. I had so many memories of her, memories that I had carried with me for a long time.

One of the most vivid was how we use to play hide and go seek, Sarah counting to ten while I ran to the the closet in the spare bedroom of our house. I always hid there, but Sarah would make a great show of wandering from room to room, looking behind furniture, opening cabinets, peeking behind the shower curtain in our bathroom.

"Jackson?" she would call out. "Oh, Jackson? Where are you, Jackson? I'm going to find yooooouu!"

Stifling my giggles, I would wait as she got closer and closer to my hiding spot. The best part was when she would stand just outside the closet.

"Oh, Jackson! I can't find you! You must have disappeared! I'm sooooo sad!"

That was my cue to burst from my hiding spot.

"Here I am!" I would shout. "Don't be Sad Sarah! Be Happy Sarah!"

"Oh, Jackson! You're here! I'm so happy!"

Squealing with delight, I would jump into her arms and she would rock me back and forth.

"Happy Sarah! Happy Sarah!" I would yell. "When I'm big, I'm gonna marry you and take you to my castle and make you be my princess!"

"I'll be your princess," she would say. "Now come on, let's get you some dinner before your mom gets home!"

It's funny the things that stay with you through the years. One thing that I never forgot was that Sarah always wore this fuzzy pink bathrobe when she babysat me. The memory of its softness as I hugged her and the smell of Sarah, clean and soapy and warm, were indelibly impressed in my mind. So too was the feeling of safety and comfort the enveloped me when she held me in her arms.

I was eight when she stopped babysitting me. By then we no longer played hide and seek. I was too old and too cool for baby stuff like that. Instead, we would sit on the couch and play video games. Sometimes Sarah would be on the phone talking to some boy, but I didn't mind. Just being close to her was enough.

When Sarah, only eighteen, moved away to get married, I was devastated. The new sitter was a nice old lady named Mrs. Blaine, but I missed Sarah terribly.

As I grew older and my body changed, the memories of Sarah changed with it. Gradually, I stopped thinking about the softness of that pink bathrobe when she hugged me. Instead, I started dreaming of what was under that bathrobe.

These thoughts about Sarah took hold of me and didn't let go. While other boys talked dirty about Jennifer Lopez's ass or Angelina Jolie's tits, I would masturbate to the fantasy of slipping my hands into Sarah Jenner's bathrobe, unknotting the floppy belt around her waist, sliding the robe off her shoulders. Of caressing her big breasts and wide hips, so unlike the high school girls who were drawn to me like nails to a magnet. I dreamed of all the ways I would play with Sarah's body, the positions I would put her in, the way she would groan as I pushed into her.

Despite all the years that had passed, despite all the girls I had bedded, Sarah still occupied the entirety of my sexual fantasies. It was a disturbing realization for me that one woman could so dominate my desires. But once I admitted it to myself, I knew that it was true.

Sarah Jenner was princess, my unicorn. Just thinking about her got me hard.

And now that she was back, divorced and right next door, there was no way in hell I was letting her get away a second time.





Chapter 3


I got up early the next morning. I needed to clear my head before I did anything about Sarah. I put on my compression pants and a tank top, laced on my sneakers and put on my mirrored sports sunglasses. Throwing a microfiber towel over my shoulder, I headed downstairs.

"I'm going for a jog!" I called out.

My mother was in the kitchen preparing breakfast. She peeked around the doorway. Her face was puzzled.

"You're running?" she asked. "I thought you hated running?"

"I do. This is just some cross-training."

"Okay," she said. "Breakfast will be on the table when you get back."

"Thanks."

"Do you have your house key? I'll be at Mrs. Harrison's place until the afternoon. I can leave the door unlocked if you'd like."

"No, I have a key. I'm good." I was eager to get going.

"Jack?"

"Yeah, Mom?"

"Do me a favor, hon?"

"Sure."

"Untuck your shirt. Please."

There was real concern in her voice. She was standing with her arms across her chest, gnawing on a knuckle. Her eyes were on my crotch, her face disapproving. When I looked down, I could see that even under the heavy lycra, the bulge between my legs was very noticeable.

"Ah," I said.

I pulled the shirt from inside my lycra pants' waistband and let it hang, covering myself. The bulge was still apparent, but not so "out there" so to speak.

"Thank you," she said.

I could sense the conflicted emotions inside my mother. She must have found it hard to look at me and not see the little boy she had raised on her own. For years we had barely gotten by, struggling day to day to pay the bills. She had been away a lot, building her career. Mom had long established herself as a successful woman but I knew she sometimes regretted not spending more time with me as a child. I had told her before that I didn't resent the time away from me, that I knew the sacrifices she had to make to keep our little family together. I'd told her I was so proud of her and that I knew she was proud of the man I had become. Still, even with all that said, seeing her son as an adult must have tugged at her heart.

Crossing to her in a few long strides, I took my mother in my arms.

"It's good to be home, Mom."

At first, she was tense. We had never been overly demonstrative with each other and a hug out of the blue must have surprised her. After the briefest of hesitations, I felt her relax as she hugged me back.

"It's good to have you home, Jack."

I gave her a quick peck on the cheek.

"I love you."

She nodded and stepped away. She tried to hide the tears in her eyes.

"I hope you have a nice run."





Chapter 4


I jogged slowly past the Jenner house. A Toyota minivan with out of state license plates was parked in the driveway. I had noticed it yesterday when I first got home, but thought nothing of it. Now it was proof that my goal was nearby. Looking up at the windows of her house, I couldn't help but wonder if Sarah was up yet, if she was moving through that house totally unaware that the guy jogging past was aching to fuck her.

I had already planned my route-- down to the crosswalk by the elementary school, a left towards the high school, then another left on Oakpark Street and another left on Mallard Avenue before heading back. Taking Mallard Avenue made for an awkward "P" shaped route, but it was the best way to avoid the busy main road. It would be a nice, easy five mile run that would take me past the Jenner house both coming and going.

As I built up speed, I could feel my breath coming harder. My muscles had warmed up and now the blood was flowing. No burn yet, since I was still in top shape from all the swimming competitions at college.

It was a warm day and the sky was clear. I let the early morning light wash over my skin and sucked in the fresh air. Life in the dorms was like living in an airplane. Cramped quarters, everyone breathing the same stale air. Just being out in the open, even if it was just the suburban street of my hometown, felt as invigorating as swimming a dozen laps in the pool.

My mother had taught me how important it was to take care of your body. She had always kept herself fit and she made sure I did not skip my swimming practices. It had paid off with a partial scholarship to college and instilled in me a drive to always be as fit as possible.


You're lucky as hell to have a mother like her, Jack. She did her best to give you the best life she could. So many dudes at college hate their parents. You are one of the fortunate ones.


I knew how fortunate I was. And I was grateful.

As my breath grew labored, I let thoughts of my mother fade away and concentrated on more carnal matters.


Sarah Jenner. Next door. Alone.


At the fourth mile, I was thoroughly lathered. My breath was ragged and my legs were burning. Running worked different muscles than swimming did and I was definitely not used to it. I started to slow my pace, letting my heart rate and breathing cool down for the last mile.


You aren't really going to pass her house again without doing anything, are you? Jesus, Jack! Thirteen years and you're gonna jog past her house? Twice? What the fuck is wrong with you?


The thought was a punch in the gut. Was I wasting time, putting off the thing I had been dreaming of for the last thirteen years? Now that the opportunity was finally here, why was I hesitating to take it?


Stop dicking around. DO IT.


Sometimes my inner monologue sounded like my swimming coach. It could be irritating and blunt, but it was usually correct. I decided to stop dicking around.

By the time I reached our block, my breathing was easy again and my heart rate was steady. I stopped and toweled off as much of the sweat as I could. My shirt was soaked through but that was fine. Tiffany had often told me I "looked yummy" in a wet tank top.

"And you smell so good when you've been sweating," she'd said as she rested her head on my chest after a long session in my dorm room.

Walking easily now, I turned on to our block and headed for the Jenner house. In the driveway, I trailed my hand across Sarah's minivan as I walked past, my fingers sliding over the curves of the vehicle.


Damn, you're getting turned on by touching a car?


It was weird but knowing the minivan was Sarah's, that it had carried her here to me, made touching the car seem almost like touching Sarah. I glanced at the front seat, wishing I could open the door and smell the seat that had cradled her ass as she drove here. I wanted to see if it smelled like her pussy.


It's only been three days since you were getting sucked off by Candy or Cindy or whatever her name was, the girl with the glasses. Now a minivan is getting you worked up?


Her name was Cynthia and she had been following me around campus for weeks, too shy to actually approach me. Not my type, but still pretty. I had gone to Burger King to meet a friend. When I saw her there I decided to kill some time chatting with her. We had ended up in the handicapped stall of the men's bathroom. She still had braces but she was very good with her mouth. She swallowed every drop and then licked my balls clean of the come she had let spill. For a mousy, nerdy looking chick, Cynthia had been a real surprise. Lots of girls who seemed innocent at first, turned out to be insane cock demons once you get them out of their pants. College girls had taught me a lot.

But Sarah Jenner was no college girl. She was the girl who had given me piggy back rides when I was a kid. As pretty as the chicks at school were, none of them could arouse the kind of forbidden desire in me that Sarah Jenner could.

Taking a deep breath, thrilled to be taking action instead of hesitating, I bounded up the three steps to the front door of the Jenner house. There was a doorbell, but I never used doorbells. Too wimpy. Too much like pleading. Instead, I gave the door three firm knocks and took a step back.

I heard footsteps making their way to the the door. Suddenly I became aware of a strange sensation bubbling up from the pit of my stomach.


Is that nerves you're feeling? You're acting like some geek hoping to score a grope on his teeny bopper girlfriend.


I gave myself a mental slap.


Get with it, Jack. You're here to do what you need to do to get what you want to get. There's an itch you need to scratch and, damn it, you are going to get some satisfaction. As much as you've mooned over her for the last thirteen years, she's still just a woman. You know how to handle women, SO MAN THE FUCK UP.


I let a smirk settle on to my face. I did know how to handle women. Sarah Jenner was going to be mine.


Just hope your princess hasn't turned into a toad.


The thought had occurred to me before. Thirteen years was a long time. People changed, they grew into different people. Would Sarah be one of those? Would I even recognize her after all these years?

I could sense someone was looking at me through the door's peephole. I put on my lopsided smile, the one that made girls swoon.


Even if she's not the same girl I've fantasized about, even if she's completely different, it doesn't matter. The fact that she is Sarah Jenner is all that matters to me. I've wanted her pussy so badly for so long, that it doesn't matter what she looks like. I'm just here to finally carve the biggest fucking notch in my bedpost. Once I get in Sarah Jenner's pussy, she'll get out of my mind forever. Then I'll be done.


The locks slotted back and the doorknob turned.

I took a steadying breath, ready to turn on the charm that made so many women fall into my arms and open their legs.

The door swung open.

Sarah stepped into the doorway.

My heart fell into my stomach.





Chapter 5


"Can I help you?"

I opened my mouth but nothing came out. I was glad that I was wearing sunglasses. If Sarah had seen how dilated my eyes had grown, she might have thought I was some kind of a meth head.

Despite over a decade having passed, I instantly recognized my Sarah. Her face was a little fuller, her hair was a little longer. Her breasts had swelled and her hips had widened.

If anything, the years had made Sarah Jenner even more desirable. Where before she had been a girl just edging into womanhood, the Sarah standing before me was in full bloom. She was absolutely lush.

But it wasn't just these changes that left me speechless.

Sarah was wearing her bathrobe.

Her pink bathrobe.

Again, I was glad for my sunglasses as I let my eyes caress her body. The bathrobe looked like it had been hurriedly thrown on. The belt was loosely tied and the edges of the robe bellowed out, allowing me a perfect view of Sarah's deep cleavage. She wasn't wearing a bra and I could just make out the faint edges of her areolas, her nipples tantalizingly hidden from view. Below the belt, her robe hung askew. Sarah was wearing lacy black panties that hugged her pussy tightly, the outline of her lips and clit maddeningly visible within the terrycloth folds of her robe.

Tearing my gaze away from her curves, I looked up into the same green eyes I remembered sparkling with laughter when we wrestled on my living room floor, the same snub nose she had pushed up to make me laugh, the same full lips that kissed my cheek when my mother had come home and it was time for Sarah to go back to her own house.

I swallowed hard. My mouth had gone dry.

Sarah's hair was wet and her skin was flushed, as if she had just gotten out of the shower. The thought of her under a steaming stream of water, lathering herself, made my cock twitch. I mentally thanked my mother for asking me to pull out my shirt so that my groin was at least somewhat covered.


Maybe you shouldn't hide it. Maybe you should just let her see how excited she makes you.


I pushed the thought aside. The look on Sarah's face was wryly amused, as if she could tell what my eyes were doing behind my dark sunglasses.

"Sarah?" I was surprised at how steady my voice was, as if my body had kicked into muscle memory, reacting the way I always did when facing a woman I desperately wanted.

"Yes?"

"It's me. Jack."

She cocked her head. Her brow furrowed.


Sunglasses! She doesn't recognize you!


I reached up and took off the sunglasses and took the moment to wipe some sweat from my brow.

"Jack McKenzie. From next door."

It was like watching a key slot into a lock. Recognition flowed across her face and she broke into a wide grin.

"Jackson!" she laughed. "Oh, wow!"

And then she was moving towards me, her arms outstretched. I wrapped her in my embrace, her head tight to my sweaty chest. I let my hands stroke the robe covering her back, the sensation just as I remembered it.

"It's so good to see you! I've been thinking about you."

"And you," I said. "I've been thinking about you a lot."

Sarah must have recognized the need that roughened my voice. The way she held me changed. I closed my eyes and breathed in the clean smell of her wet hair, her skin. I let my mind go blank, drowning in the heat radiating from her body.

We had been hugging for a while. A long while. Long enough that friends, even ones who hadn't seen each other in thirteen years, would have let each other go.

I could feel her hands around my waist. They had loosened, expecting me to release her.

I didn't.

Instead, I held her more tightly, pressing her to me. I could feel her breathing starting to hitch as she teetered on the edge of pushing me away or returning what I was giving her. It was a gamble, but I was willing to take the risk. If she pushed me away, I would reset my approach, recalibrate my tactics. The only thing I would not do is give up. Not now. Not after thirteen years.

I held on.

"You're wearing it," I whispered into her ear. She shuddered as my breath washed over her.

"Wearing what?" she said. Her voice was small. Husky.

"The pink bathrobe," I said. I traced my fingers down the curve of her spine. I could feel her grip tightening on my back. Her hands were sinking lower. We were at the edge of something, I was sure of it. Just a little push and we would tip over into it.

I pulled away from her. Her hands came away reluctantly. When she looked up at me, her eyes were wide, confused. As if she had been startled from a dream.

"I always loved the way you looked in that bathrobe."

An idea was creeping into my head, a wild idea that made my heart race. In the split second before I acted, I knew that I was about to do something that could blow my chances with Sarah out of the water. My brain was screaming at me not to risk losing what I had craved for thirteen years. But when I saw the look in Sarah's eyes, I knew I couldn't resist taking the chance to show her what I was feeling, what I wanted.

Keeping my eyes locked on hers, I turned my body so that my crotch pressed against Sarah's hand. Her hand was limp, unresponsive, but she didn't pull it away. That gave me hope. I stared into her eyes, trying to show her how much I wanted her. Her eyes had gone unfocused. She blinked and bit her lips.

That moment was like the instant just before the starting buzzer sounded, the instant before I threw myself from the starting block into my swimming lane. Every muscle in my body was coiled, every nerve thrumming, straining for the signal that would set everything in motion.

I waited, holding my breath.

Slowly, Sarah's hand started caressing me, cupping my cock through the thick lycra.

My gamble was paying off.

"Jack…" she whispered.

"WHO ARE YOU?"

Sarah snatched her hand away and spun around. A little boy was standing behind her. Six, maybe seven years old.

"Karl! I didn't know you were awake."

Sarah bent down and began fussing with the boy's unbuttoned shirt.

"Breakfast is in the kitchen," she told him.

"Is it cereal?"

"Cereal and toast. Go on now."

"Who's he?"

I grinned and squatted down so I was on the boy's eye level. I'd always liked kids.

"I'm Jack," I said. "You're mother is an old friend of mine."

The boy looked me over, his face skeptical.

"Are you Spiderman?" he asked.

At first I had no idea what prompted the question. Then I looked down at the compression pants I was wearing. A pattern of bright red spider webs decorated the thighs.

"Naw," I said. "Spiderman just let me borrow this for awhile. I have to give them back soon."

"You know him?"

I shrugged. "A little."

"Come on, Karl. I'll get you your breakfast."

"I'll wait here," I said.

When Sarah looked at me, I could see the doubt that had crept into her eyes. She knew what I felt for her. She didn't know the depth of it yet but it had drawn her in. Now her son had interrupted us and she wondered if I was still interested.

I was.

"Do you have a towel?" I held up the one I was carrying. "I'm still pretty wet."

"Sure," she said. A bright flush was creeping up her throat. "Once I get Karl set, I'll bring you one."

"Better get one for yourself," I said with a smirk. "I think you're pretty wet as well."

Sarah's mouth gaped for a moment, then turned into a sly grin.

"Come on, Karl."

I waved as the two went into the kitchen. I listened to her pouring his cereal as Karl asked questions about "Spiderman's friend."


Sarah has a child. It made sense. She was thirty-two and married, until recently. A kid was to be expected. Not that it matters. I'm not planning some long term thing with her, for crying out loud. I just want to fuck her. Why was I even thinking about her situation? It was her business and her's alone.


Sarah was a mother. I weighed the desire inside me. It was still there, still burning. If anything, it seemed to have increased.


I just want to fuck her. I just want to fuck her.


I didn't know why I kept repeating this to myself. Who was I trying to convince?


I just want to fuck her.


I clenched the towel in my hand.




Chapter 6


I stood in the shower for a long time, letting the hot water wash away the sweat from my run. My mind kept replaying the events of the last two hours. From the moment she answered the door to the moment I left.

After she'd got Karl eating his breakfast, Sarah had come back to the open front door. I had taken a seat on the steps, watching the shadows creep across her lawn.

I could feel her standing on the threshold. She was looking at me sitting there, my legs extended, leaning back with my arms gripping the step behind me.

Sarah was weighing her options. I could almost hear the gears whirling inside her head.

"It's a beautiful day," I finally said. "Come sit with me."

She hesitated, then came and sat on the step beside me. I noticed that she kept some distance between us, as if she did not want to be too close. When I looked over at her, she would not meet my eyes.

"Here," she said. She handed me a kitchen towel. I took it from her and began wiping my legs. I could see her watching me out of the corner of her eye.

"How's Karl?"

"He's eating and watching cartoons on the kitchen TV."

"He seems like a good kid."

"He is."

We sat there for awhile, neither of us speaking. Being so close to her was driving me crazy and it was a struggle to stay calm. Behind me, I could hear the muted sounds of the television.

"So. The prodigal son returns. How long have you been back, Jackson?"

Her voice was light and playful, but there was unmistakable strain to her voice.

"Yesterday," I said.

"How long are you staying?"

"The summer."

"The whole summer?"

"Yeah. I needed a break before my final year. How long are you here?"

"Until the end of summer, like you. Once my mom gets back, I'm moving to start a new job."

"I'm sorry about your divorce," I said.

"Don't be. He was a cunt."

Hearing Sarah say the word "cunt" sent a shiver through me. I couldn't believe we were sitting together, making small talk, when just a few minutes before she had been fondling my cock. It seemed surreal.

I shook my head and leaned forward, resting my forearms on my knees. Small talk was the last thing I wanted. Now that she was sitting next to me, I couldn't stand to waste another minute.

"Sarah, I don't want to talk about my classes. I don't want to talk about your ex. I don't want to talk about the weather, or your mother, or my mother, or the state of the goddamn economy."


Do it, Jack. No more bullshit.


I took a deep breath.

"I want you, Sarah. I've never wanted anything so badly in my life."

"You say that to all the girls?"

"I've never said that to anyone in my life."

"I don't believe that for a second."

"Yes. You do."

"Oh fuck off, Jackson."

She chuckled. I didn't. She turned to look at me for the first time since she sat down. Searching for a clue to the game I was playing. I held her gaze, then let my eyes slide down her body. She had not tightened her robe. Sitting down, it had bloused open. I stared at her thick nipple. It jutted out from the high swell of her breast.

"I want to bend you over right now, Sarah. I want to take you right here on these steps."

Sarah took in a sharp breath. I waited, patiently allowing the silence to thicken. I never approached girls this way in college. I was usually much smoother, more sly when I was gaming them. With Sarah, all my old tricks felt just like that-- tricks. Saying nothing after I had laid my cards on the table, no pretense, no bullshit, was the only thing I could think to do. She knew what I wanted. All that remained was to see if she wanted it as well.

Sarah saw me staring at her chest. Her hand fluttered to the front of her robe.

"Don't do that," I said. "Don't hide yourself from me."

Now it was her turn to smirk. Instead of closing her robe, she tugged it open just a bit and leaned back, angling herself so that I could see the full expanse of her breast.


Holy shit. Maybe you underestimated her, Jack.


"It feels so nice to have the breeze blowing across my skin," Sarah said. "Morning, Mr. And Mrs. Clemmons!"

"Good morning!" An elderly couple waved to us as they walked their poodles.

Sarah returned their wave. She made sure to use her left arm, waving energetically so that I could see her breast bouncing inside her robe. As she did so, she lifted her left leg and hugged her knee. The robe rode up, exposing her crotch. Sometime before she had come to sit with me, Sarah had taken off her panties. I looked down at her bare pussy. Her lips were slightly parted. I could see them glistening in the sunlight.


Goddamn, you did underestimate her.


Sarah watched the Clemmonses amble down the lane. The way we were positioned, anyone passing by would have just seen two people sitting together, chatting amiably in the morning sun. From the way Sarah was smiling, she was thrilled to be outside, in plain sight, no one suspecting the view I was enjoying.

I lost myself studying Sarah's wet slit. For thirteen years I had imagined what it would look like, what it would taste like, how it would feel gripping my cock. I was getting hard, the heavy lycra straining to contain my swelling member.

"I've been following you on Facebook," Sarah said. "Never Friended you but your page was open. I've checked in on you every so often."




I blinked, confused by what she was saying.

 
Sarah had been following me online? What the hell?




"At first," she continued, "it was just a way to catch up with the kid I used to babysit. But as I saw the pictures you posted, I started to think about you differently. All those shots of you in your swim trunks. You were definitely not the little kid I remembered."

She slid her hand into her robe and began playing with her nipple. I watched, hypnotized.

"My marriage was falling apart and I was alone a lot. Reading about you and seeing how you were doing cheered me up. And… it turned me on."

The thought of Sarah following my stupid Facebook posts, getting turned on by my pictures, stunned me.

"After the divorce was finalized, I could have started my new job immediately. Instead, when my mom asked me to house sit, I jumped at the chance. I'd read your post about coming home for the summer. The thought of being with you got stuck in my mind and wouldn't leave me alone. So I came back."

She grinned at me, her eyes gleaming wickedly.

"I came back because of you, Jack."

"I… I had no idea." My mind was in a tailspin.

Sarah smiled at me. "Did you really think all that back there, the hug, the way I touched you, was some kind of game you had run on me?"

"I… no…"

She laughed softly. "You thought I was some innocent MILF you would have to charm into bed, didn't you?"

"I… I mean… You didn't even recognize me at first."

She threw her head back and laughed. I stared at her breast jiggling in her hand.

"Don't you remember how we used to play pretend when you were little? You used to believe that I was scared of the toilet plunger, that I ate cotton candy for dinner every night, that I had a magic ring that could make me fly."

Sarah shook her head ruefully.

"It's good to see you're still the boy I knew," she said. "A little bit, at least."

"Maybe," I conceded. "But that's just with you. I'm not like that with other women."

"Oh, I know. I've seen the selfies those college girls love to post. I know how popular you are. Real lady-killer, aren't you? Little bit of a man-slut?"

I shrugged. I was seeing a side of Sarah that I had forgotten about. She had always known how to twist me around her little finger.

"But you still came back for me," I pointed out. "You admitted it just now."

"Oh, yes. I did admit that. I admit that I came back to fuck the boy I used to babysit. To fuck him hard, all summer long."

Her delighted grin slowly tapered off. A look of uncertainty crept into her eyes.

"My only worry was that you might not…"

"Might not what?" I asked.

"Might not want me," she said softly. "It's fun to fantasize, but some things can't be pretended away. I'm ten years older than you. I have a kid. My body…"

"Your body is perfect, Sarah. You are perfect. You've been my perfect dream girl since I was little. I want you. I want you so badly."

Sarah smiled. She stared at my crotch, unabashedly studying the bulge between my legs.

"I know," she said. "I can see you mean it. Pull up you shirt. I want a better view."

I tugged up my shirt, uncovering my lycra covered cock. I was rock hard. Sarah licked her lips as she saw my rod bulging down the length of my right thigh.

"You must be very good with that thing," she said.

Absently, she reached under her robe and swirled her fingers around her clit.

"Between the divorce and taking care of Karl, it's been a long time. Hands and toys can only do so much. My husband used to do what he could, what little he could do."

"Sarah…"

"Shh," she whispered. "Don't talk."

She rubbed herself faster.

"Fuck," she whispered. "Fuck fuck fuck."

I watched her playing with herself, my jaw agape. I lost track of time, engrossed in her fingers slipping round and round her clit. Abruptly, she shivered as an orgasm washed over her. I let out sigh, unaware that I was holding my breath.

I had never been so turned on.

Sarah dropped her knee and closed her robe and stood. I gave a sigh of frustration and looked up to see her grinning down at me. It was the same grin she'd worn when she used to pin me down and tickle my until I begged her to stop.

"Karl goes to bed at eight," she said. "He sleeps very soundly."

"After eight," I replied.

Sarah straightened her robe.

"Do you remember how, when you were little, you used to call me your princess?"

"I do," I said.

"Well, your princess wants to be naughty, Jackson. Naughty feels so good."

She held out her hand to me, the one she used to rub her clit. I licked her fingers, a single swipe with my tongue, before she took her hand away, turned and went into the house. Back to her waiting son.

I listened to the door click shut behind me. The taste of her lingered in my mouth.





Chapter 7


"I'm headed out, Mom."

My mother looked up from the book she was reading.

"Okay, hon. My car keys are in the kitchen."

My own car was in long term storage back on campus. I thought about driving her car, making it look like I was heading somewhere instead of next door. But as I looked at my mother, the woman who had raised me, I knew that I didn't want to mislead her or try and trick her in any way.

"That's okay," I said. "I'll just be next door. I, um, I might be late getting back. I've got the key so, you know. No need to worry or anything."

My mother raised an eyebrow. I expected her to ask questions, maybe ask what was going on. Instead, she just turned back to her novel.

"Okay," she said. "Have a nice night."

My hand was on the door when my mother called out to me.

"Jack? Do you have condoms?"

She saw the look on my face and smiled.

"Go inside my bedroom. There's a big box of condoms underneath my bed. Take as many as you need."

My mouth had fallen wide open. Mom just laughed.

"I'm your mother, Jack. But I'm also a woman. You don't think I spend my nights all alone, reading shitty romance novels, do you?"





Chapter 8


The front door swung open before I could even knock.

Sarah was waiting for me.

Wearing the pink bathrobe.

I swept her up in my arms, pressing my lips to hers. She reached out and closed the door behind me. I devoured her mouth, my hands running up and down the length of her back.

"Karl?" I asked.

"Asleep upstairs," she replied.

Sarah took my hand and began leading me deeper into her house.

"I brought condoms," I said.

She smirked at me. "I'm on the pill."


Fuck. Yes.


"The master bedroom is at the back," she said. "We can make all the noise we want in there without disturbing Karl."

I followed her into the large bedroom. There was a king sized bed at the far wall. I shut the door behind me, making sure it was locked. I noticed a baby monitor resting on the dresser. I bent down to listen. Through the tinny speaker, I could just make out the sound of a child breathing deeply, evenly in his sleep.

"I dug that out of the attic," Sarah said. "I just need to be sure he's okay. Motherhood never takes a break."

Even now, as she was readying to sleep with a man ten years younger than her, Sarah had first made sure her child was safe. It struck me again how different she was from the girls at college.

When I turned around, Sarah was standing by the bed. Seeing her there, waiting for me, took my breath away.

I went to her and took her by the shoulders. We had already shared a frantic kiss but this time I went slow, taking my time, teasing her lips with light pecks, our tongues darting into each other's mouths. Sarah's hands roamed over my back then moved down, sliding into the back pockets of my jeans to cup my ass. I kissed her ears and reached into her robe, thumbing her hard nipples.

"Jackson," she moaned.

I pushed away and held her at arms length. Reaching down, I began to untie the robe's floppy belt. I had imagined doing it so many times in my fantasies.

Now it was real.

Sarah took my hands, stopping me.

"Wait," she said. "Let me turn out the lights."

I grinned. "No. Fucking. Way."

"It's just…"

"No," I said. "I've dreamed about this moment for so long. The lights stay on. I want to see every bit of you, Sarah Jenner."

She stared into my eyes, then let her hands drop to her sides.

I undid her belt. The robe fell open. Sarah was naked underneath. I reached in, lightly running my hands over her full breasts. She gave a soft moan as my palms brushed her jutting nipples.

Slowly, I spread open the robe. I stared at Sarah's luscious body, drinking in how beautiful she was. More beautiful that I had even imagined.

When I looked up, Sarah's eyes were glistening.

"It's been awhile since a man has looked at me like that," she said. "It feels so fucking good."

I lifted the robe off her shoulders and let it slip off. It slid down her body, pooling at her feet. Sarah's arms flinched, as if she wanted to cover herself.

"Don't," I said. "Don't hide yourself."

She nodded.

"Turn around. Slowly."

Sarah began to turn, showing me herself from every angle.

"Stop," I said.

Her back was to me. I traced my fingers from her shoulders down to the small of her back. I could feel her shivering at my touch. I got on my knees and leaned forward, resting my face against the soft pillows of her ass. Gently, I pried her cheeks apart. Sarah leaned forward, putting her hands on her knees and arching her back.

I spread her open. Her asshole was quivering. Her pussy was smooth and wet. I swiped a finger between her lips and brought it to my mouth. The taste of her was sweet and clean.


Just a taste. An appetizer.


Getting to my feet, I turned Sarah around and led her to the bed. I lay her down, her legs hanging over the side.

"Spread your legs for me, babe," I told her.

Her thighs parted and I stepped between them. I reached down and pulled my shirt over my head, throwing it aside and letting Sarah take in my muscled torso. Slowly, I lowered myself until all my weight was resting on her. She wrapped me in her arms as we kissed.

I went from her mouth to her ears, sucking her lobes. My lips against her throat made her gasp and I lingered there, tracing her collarbone with my tongue.

I moved my lips down the center of her chest. My hands were kneading her breasts, my thumbs rubbing her hard nipples. I took one of her breasts in both my hands. It was so full, so heavy. I teased her nipple with my tongue then sucked it into my mouth.

I kept moving lower, kissing her soft belly. Licking her navel made Sarah shiver with pleasure.

I went lower, kissing her hip bones before moving down to her clit. I didn't touch it, just held my mouth close, letting my hot breath wash over her swollen button.

Sarah was moaning softly, her breathing ragged.

I pushed her legs wider apart and kissed her thighs. I could feel the tendons near her pussy straining against my mouth.

Finally, when she was squirming for my touch, I leaned my face close to her pussy and breathed in the smell of her. Musky, sweet. Sopping wet. Sarah had big lips. I teased them apart with my thumbs.

In one long, slow swipe, I licked her from her opening up to her clit and back down again. Sarah moaned and put her hands on my head, her finger stroking my hair. I licked her pussy, firmly, with long strokes, sucking on her lips, flicking my tongue inside her.

When she was ready, I sucked in her clit and began tonguing the tip. I slid two of my finger into her. Her pussy was so tight and warm and wet. I curled my fingers until I could feel the rough patch of her G-spot.

"Oh my god, what are you doing to me, Jackson?"

I kept sucking her clit and fingering her, reading the reaction her body was giving me, going faster as she drew nearer her climax, working her G-spot with my fingers faster and faster until she finally exploded, her pussy contracting as wave after wave of pleasure swept through her body. Her legs involuntarily tried to clamp shut around me but I held her down, making her keep her legs spread while she came again and again.

When she was done, I kissed her thighs and let her catch her breath, then pulled her up so she was sitting at the edge of the bed. I ran my thumb over her full lips.

"I want to feel that mouth on my cock," I told her.

I took a step back to give her room. She reached out eagerly and ran her hands down my chest, rubbing my pecs, my hard abs.

Sarah unbuckled my belt and pushed my jeans down my narrow hips. I wasn't wearing underwear. She sighed when she saw I was completely smooth. As a competitive swimmer, I kept my body hair free 24/7.

My jeans were almost to my knees before my cock finally sprang free. Sarah stared at it, jutting just a few inches from her hungry mouth.

"Wow," she said in a hoarse whisper. "Fucking wow."

She held her wrist up to my cock, comparing their girths.

"You could almost use my bracelet for a cock ring," she said.

"What do you know about cock rings?"

"More than you think, Jackson McKenzie," she laughed, swatting at me. Her eyes grew serious again.

"You'll have to go slow with me, babe."

"I'll go slow. For now, just suck me. I know you want to."

"I do. Oh fuck yes."

Sarah took my cock with both hands and began licking the head. Her tongue was warm and slippery as she traced the tip then slid under to stroke my frenulum.

"God that feels so good, Sarah."

She opened her mouth and took as much of me into her as she could, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, her hands stroking my shaft.

Seeing her eyes looking up into my own as her lips stretched around my cock drove me wild. I took her by the back of her head and began guiding her, urging her on as I slid in and out of her mouth. Her head bobbing up and down while her hands twisted back and forth felt incredible. I wanted to unload in her mouth so badly.

Instead, I pulled out.

For thirteen years I had wanted Sarah Jenner's pussy.

Now I was going to get it.

I pushed Sarah back on to bed. I grabbed a pillow, lifted her hips, and put the pillow beneath her rump. It changed the angle and helped a lot with girls who had never had to accommodate my size before.

"Pull you legs up, babe," I told her. "Hold on to the back of your knees."

She did as I said. Her pussy was angled up to me, her juices glistening in her wet folds.

"Your pussy is gorgeous," I said, rubbing my fingers along its edges, spreading her thick lips.

"I waxed it the day before you got home."

"Tell me why."

"Because I wanted to fuck you."

"You naughty girl," I said. I took my cock and began rubbing it up and down her slit. "Tell me you want me to fuck you."

"I want you to fuck me. I want you so bad."

I pressed my cock against her opening. She let out soft gasp.

"Go slow," she begged.

I pushed my swollen head inside her. Her lips stretched and stretched around me. Sarah let out groan that was half pain, half pleasure.

Stroking her clit with my thumb, I pushed deeper. Sarah was panting, her eyes squeezed shut. She flinched when I bottomed out and I quickly pulled back.

Now that I knew her depth, I began to go faster. Her lips clung to my cock, stretching with each thrust. I let out a ragged moan. Her tight pussy was wrapped around me like a glove.

Sarah began whimpering as I picked up speed. I built up a rhythm, my thumb running up and down the shaft of her clit as I felt her pussy starting to contract. My orgasm was close but I held back, waiting until Sarah's back arched and her eyes rolled back, holding her breath as her orgasm ripped through her.

While she was still coming, I grabbed her hips and roughly flipped her over. Griping her ass cheeks with both hands, I jammed my cock back into her pussy.

"Oh yes, Jackson. Fuck me!"

With her ass in the air, I leaned over and pushed her head into the mattress. I could tell Sarah was loving how aggressive I was being. Not being gentle any more, I pushed my cock in and didn't stop, going balls deep into her tight snatch.

Sarah screamed into the mattress, her pussy stretching tight around my shaft. I pounded away, my pelvis slapping hard against her thick ass, her whole body rocking forward as I put my weight into each thrust.

Sarah's fists were tangled in the bed spread. She was biting on a pillow, her eyes clenched tight as tears streamed down her face. For a second, I was worried I was hurting her, but then I saw her reaching back between her legs, her hand slapping at her clit.

Knowing she was enjoying it made me slam her even harder. I licked my thumb and roughly hooked it into her asshole, pulling her open as I battered her pussy.

Sarah let out another muffled scream. I could feel her pussy clamping down on my cock. Spasms were rippling along her whole body. Suddenly, her back arched and she threw her head back and I knew that she was coming, coming so hard she couldn't breathe.

Seeing her ecstasy was all I needed to go over the edge. Pushing in as far as I could, I exploded inside her, spurting again and again inside her greedy cunt, filling her up until it was dripping out of her. My orgasm seemed to go on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure rocking me as Sarah's pussy contracted, milking every drop from my aching balls.

When I was finally emptied out, I collapsed on top of Sarah, trying to catch my breath.

"Fuck, that was so good, Jackson." Sarah was murmuring in my ear, her hands cupping my ass. "I'm seeing fucking stars right now."

I rolled off her and stared at the ceiling. I couldn't do anything but lay there, listening to my heart thumping in my chest. I might have passed out for a few minutes, but I wasn't sure.

Sarah was resting her head on my chest. I reached out and stroked her wet hair. She smiled and kissed the inside of my wrist.

"I'll be right back," she said.

Sarah gave me another kiss, then got out of bed. Throwing on the pink bathrobe, she slipped out the bedroom door.

Alone, I stretched out in the unfamiliar bed and sighed. It was hard to focus on anything, not that I wanted to. The most incredible satisfaction was coursing through my body, a satisfaction that I had never felt with any other girl.





That's because no other girl is Sarah


 
.




My dream girl.

I had finally fucked my dream girl.

And it had been even better that I had imagined.

Sarah returned after a few minutes.

"Just checking on Karl," she said as she closed the door. "Still sleeping like a log."

She shed the robe and got in next to me, snuggling close. She was warm and she was soft and she smelled so fucking good, the scent of her clean skin and hair mingling deliciously with the smell of her sweat and the sex we had just had.

It felt so comfortable, so right to be holding her. I closed my eyes and let the feeling wash over me.

"After all those piggy-back rides I used to give you," she said, "you're going to have the return the favor and carry me around tomorrow. Going upstairs, I was walking like a bow-legged cowboy."

"The Hog has that effect an women."

She scoffed and gave my cock a playful tug.

"You really are full of yourself, aren't you, Jackson?"

"No," I grinned. "You're the one who was full of me. Seemed to like it, too."

"Oh, god…" She dissolved into a giggling fit, swatting playfully at my face. I caught her hand and slid her finger into my mouth, sucking gently as I gazed into her eyes.

"Anyways," I said. "I'll give you as many piggy-back rides as you want. But only if you cook me breakfast. Pancakes, like you used to make on those Saturdays way back when."

Sarah grew quiet, her body slightly stiffening.

"What?" I asked.

"It's nothing," she said. "Just… you can't stay here tonight. All night, I mean. I'm sorry, Jack, but you'll have to leave before Karl gets up. I don't want him to see you here in the morning."

"Okay."

"I'm sorry, I really am."

"Aw, don't worry about it. Lots of girls have made the walk of shame from my dorm room. Guess it's my time to learn what it feels like to be used for my body. I didn't expect you to respect me in the morning."

I was joking but Sarah was not amused. She propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at me, a frown creasing her face.

"Don't say that, Jackson. Don't act like I'm a slag trying to get rid of you before hubby comes home from work. My son talked about you all day. He's confused, searching for a father figure. I just don't want him getting attached. He's been hurt enough already."

About a half-dozen different quips were on the tip of my tongue. Usually, I tried to keep things light between myself and the girls that I bedded. It was easier to get them to leave when I treated them with a little disdain. With Sarah it was different. She knew me in ways those other girls didn't. She knew I had grown up without a father, she knew how it had affected me. She could see through my fronts like no one else, except for my mother. It was a strange feeling, being with a girl and not having the upper hand at all times.

"Have no fear," I drawled. "I'll be gone before the sun rises. Before then, however, I intend to fuck you one, maybe two more times. If you can handle it, of course."

The frown on Sarah's face began to crack at the edges.

"There she is," I sang out. "There's my Happy Sarah! Happy Happy Sarah!"

The frown dissolved into giggles as Sarah started slapping at my chest.

"Happy Sarah is going to become Mean Bitchy Sarah! No pussy for you, you naughty boy. Always bragging about your little cock."

I grabbed her wrists and pushed her down into the mattress. I kissed her neck roughly, biting her shoulders.

"Little cock, is it?"

I swung my leg over her body, straddling her. Taking her wrists with one hand, I pinned her arms above her head. With my other hand, I took my cock and began slapping her tits with it.

Sarah struggled feebly beneath me, fighting to keep a smile from her face.

Slapping my cock against her heavy breasts, stroking the head against her nipples-- Sarah's eyes grew wide when she saw me getting hard again.

"Oh my god, Jackson. Already?"

"It's because of you," I said. "So you better do something about it."

I moved up her body until I was pinning her shoulders down with my knees. I lifted my cock and held it near her mouth. Sarah's eyes were shining with lust. She strained forward to take me into her mouth, but I took her by the hair with my free hand and held her head down. Leaning over her, I began dragging my swollen head over her face. Sarah's tongue darted out, trying to lick me, but I pulled my cock away, denying her the taste she so desperately wanted. Precum leaked from my tip as I traced her forehead, her cheeks, her chin, the head of my cock leaving glistening trails across her smooth skin.

Sarah was moaning, struggling to reach me with her tongue. Seeing the desire in her face, I teased her lips with the tip. When she looked like she was about to scream in frustration, I finally allowed her to take me into her mouth. She sucked hard, ferociously, paying me back for my teasing with sharp little nips along my shaft.

"Don't be naughty, Sarah," I said. "Be a good girl for your Jackson or I'll tease you all night."

As I slid deeper into her mouth, I took the pressure off her shoulders, letting her arms go free. She immediately reached for her pussy, shoving her finger deep inside.

But Sarah wasn't masturbating.

She was lubricating.

Her fingers glistening with her juices, Sarah reached behind me and started rubbing my asshole. I groaned as she probed deeper, slipping the tip of her finger in and making small circular motions.


It's only fair. You stretched her pussy good. Now she's returning the favor.


I took hold of the sides of Sarah's head and pulled her deeper on to my cock. I could feel her gagging as I pushed into her throat. I pulled out, letting her catch her breath. Tears were streaming from her eyes and I waited to see if she wanted me to stop.

She didn't.

Pushing back into her mouth, I slid deeper and deeper, pulling out when she gagged and then immediately sliding back in. Sarah was driving her head forward now, forcing me down her throat even as she gagged. Her fingers were sliding deeper and deeper into my asshole as I fucked her throat, her other hand furiously rubbing her pussy. Looking down, I could see Sarah staring up at me with a desperation that made my head spin. She was forcing her mouth open as wide as she could, a silent scream as we both rushed headlong to our orgasms.

With a final thrust, I pushed my full length down Sarah's throat, slamming her face into my groin . She was gagging and coming at the same time, her hand a blur between her legs. As the first powerful eruption spurted from my cock, she shoved two fingers up my ass, pushing in and twisting . It felt like my come had turned to molten glass and I bellowed with both pain and pleasure as I exploded, jetting my come deep down her throat as wave after wave scorched through me. It was the most brutally powerful orgasm I had ever experienced, a blinding orgasm that didn't end until I was falling off of Sarah, falling back into the bed, my legs turned to quivering jelly, my body spasming uncontrollably.

Sarah curled up on my chest. Her face was wet with tears and come and her eyes were bloodshot, but she was smiling. She stroked her hands along my pecs, enjoying the hard ridges of my heaving chest.

I was too spent to do much but hold her. We lay together, not saying a word. I drifted in and out of sleep, my body seeking numbness after being so hyper-stimulated. The night deepened. We talked about the past, trading memories that only we shared. We kissed and held each other and the hours seemed to fly by.

"I'll be back," Sarah whispered. Her voice was hoarse and raspy, worn out from swallowing me. I lazily watched as she went into the bathroom, slipping into the pink bathrobe again as she went out to check on her son.

In the quiet I lay listening to my breath whooshing through my lungs. I stretched my aching muscles. The night had been a blur. I was already thinking of the next one. And the one after that. Night after night with Sarah.

"Karl woke up when I came into his room," she said when she got back. "I had to stay with him until he fell asleep again."

"I know," I said, gesturing at the baby monitor. "I heard it all."

"Oh." She sighed. "He's just a kid, Jack. That stuff he said about you being his new daddy, it was just kid talk. Don't hold it against him."

"I know. I was a lonely kid too, remember?"

"He thinks you're a superhero."

"My only superpower is bedding older women."




"

 

Willing


 
older women," she teased.




"I wouldn't mind spending time with him, though."

"You don't have to say that."

"I know. But I just did."

I watched Sarah taking off her slippers, slipping out of her robe. I gazed at her lush body. Her hair, her skin. The face that I adored, still flushed from our fucking.


Damn it, Jack. Are you falling in love with her?


No, I wasn't falling in love with Sarah Jenner.

With a strange exhilaration, I realized I had been in love with her for years.

Sarah slid into bed next to me. She was so warm, so soft. Her skin smelled so good I just wanted to lay there, breathing her in.

"What are you grinning at?"

Sarah was looking up at me, her finger lazily tracing the muscles of my chest.

"Just thinking how much I love fucking you," I said. "The girl of my fantasies."

"I'm no fantasy, Jackson. I'm right here. And we've got all summer to fuck our brains out.

"I'm not sure one summer is enough," I said softly.

Sarah cocked her head, puzzled by what I was saying. There were questions rolling around inside her head, questions I knew I couldn't answer. Not yet, at least.

"Come on," I said. "Let's take a shower. It's almost morning."

We held each other under the jetting water, letting the hot stream rinse the sweat and juices off our exhausted bodies. Then we took turns lathering each other. I held my arms up and kept my legs apart as Sarah worked the soap all over my skin. Having her wash me like that was so incredibly intimate and comforting, I never wanted her to stop.

Then it was my turn. I took my time, reveling in the body that I had craved for so many years. She turned her back to me and I washed her hair. I took my time rinsing away the lather, knowing that we would soon be stepping outside, toweling off, going back to our lives.


You love her, though. Can there really be any going back after tonight?


I didn't know the answer to that.


Liar.


We dried each other and returned to the bedroom. As I put on my clothes, I saw Sarah absently shrugging on the pink bathrobe as she hunted for her slippers.

Seeing her like that, the girl of my fantasies in the flesh, wearing the same bathrobe I had hugged when I was a child then stripped off when I was a man, I felt like I was witnessing a part of my life all contained within the woman in front of me. She was there at the beginning and now… was this the end of something? Was I about to move on to a new part of my life?


You know the answer, Jack. Stop dicking around.


Like I said, my inner monologue can be blunt. But it's usually correct.

I went to Sarah and turned her towards me and wrapped my arms around her.

We kissed long and slow.

Nestling my head against the crook of her neck, I pressed my lips against Sarah's ear.

"My princess," I whispered.

THE END
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Synopsis


19-year-old Matthew's academic performance is jeopardizing his eligibility to play college football. 39-year-old Kate is an out-of-work professor who desperately needs cash. When she gets an offer to tutor Matthew, she knows she can't refuse. As Matthew struggles and the pressure mounts, Kate invents an erotic game to motivate him and get both their competitive juices flowing.

PRIVATE TUTOR is an explicit story featuring age gap seduction, graphic sex, and a raw, raunchy romance. 18+ only.





Kate


Kate Killian sat at her computer and sighed. She had taken a sabbatical from teaching History at the University so she could finally write the historical novel she had planned and thought about for years. At thirty-nine years old, she was desperate to get the damn thing written before her fortieth birthday.

It was not going well.





I need a break


 
, she thought.




Closing her laptop, Kate got on the floor and did some light yoga, then headed for the shower. The warm water flowing over her stretched muscles felt delicious.

As she toweled off in front of the mirror, Kate took a moment to run her hands over her damp body. She loved touching herself, especially since it was so long since she had been with a man.


I miss it so much.


Kate had been celibate for a long time. It was a choice she had made for her career, a difficult but necessary decision. Her lack of romantic partners certainly wasn't because of her looks. Kate had sparkling blue eyes and full, sensual lips. Her silky auburn hair fell past her shoulders. A petite 5'2", her small frame accentuated the swell of her large breasts and the round curves of her ass.

In short, Kate was a beautiful woman.

As a college professor, this was not an asset.

Kate had learned this the first time she stood before a classroom full of young students. She had worked hard to prepare for her American History 101 class, going over her notes and meticulously planning her lessons. When she first took the lectern, however, immediately sensing how her male students were staring at her, their eyes crawling all over her body, Kate knew that she was in trouble. She had tried to get them to focus on the syllabus she had labored so hard to prepare, the book list she had so carefully assembled, the lectures she had rehearsed so often, but all they were paying attention to was her gorgeous face and her luscious curves.

The girls in the class saw what was going on. They were staring at Kate, too, jealous hatred smoldering in their eyes.

It got even worse when Kate was called into the Dean's office.

"Please read this," he said, pointing to a website he had brought up on his laptop.

"How Hot Is My Professor?" Kate read.

Someone had snapped a photo of her while she was leaning over her lectern. Her blouse was hanging open and the tops of her breasts and bra were clearly visible. Featured alongside the picture was her name and five icons of chili peppers on fire.

"Oh, god," Kate groaned.

"Read the ratings," the Dean said. He was sitting in his chair with his arms crossed over his chest, a deep frown creasing his forehead.

Kate scanned the long list of posts, her stomach churning.

"Professor Killian is so hot, I didn't hear a word she said during her lectures."

"I never miss a class now that I've seen my smoking hot professor. She lectures, I stare."

"I want to bend her over her lectern!"

"Professor Killian can teach my cock any day!"

The posts went on and on, her male students graphically describing what they wanted to do to Kate. One student had even posted a shot of her bending over, her skirt wrapped tight around her ass.

Kate remembered that day. It had been less than a week since she had dropped a pen during one of her lectures. She'd thought nothing of it at the time. Now she wondered which of her students had snuck a shot of her while she was bent over, sharing his sneaky picture of her ass with the entire world online.

The worst part was that Kate was feeling a strange thrill running through her. The idea that her male students were so turned on by her, fantasizing about her as they sat in her class, sent a chill of pleasure through Kate's whole body.

Kate forced those thoughts out of her mind. The Dean was watching her closely. Kate set her face in a mask of outrage and disappointment.

"You see the problem," the Dean said. "Your students are distracted by your appearance, Professor Killian. It's hurting your teaching performance and, frankly, it's harming our reputation as a University."

Kate knew the Dean was right. Her male students were performing poorly, their papers were sloppily written, their test scores were low. Her female students were all performing adequately, which meant her lectures and lesson plans were fine (though there was one lesbian student who was also performing poorly). Kate had suspected her looks might be a factor in the differences between her student's grades. Now she had the proof right in front of her.

"I'll… I'll have a talk with my class," she stammered. "I'll let them know that I am there to teach, not to--"

The Dean cut her off with a dismissive wave of his hand.

"Not good enough, Professor," he said. "You need to take more drastic action."

"Like what?" Kate said, bewildered. "Teach only female students? Even then, there is this one lesbian girl who--"

The Dean cut her off again.

"You're a smart woman," he said. "You can figure it out."

Kate had gone home that day, her mind spinning. The next day, she went to class wearing her new "uniform."

That's how Kate came to think of the clothes she wore for the rest of the year and the years that followed. Baggy blouses buttoned to the throat. Loose skirts that came down to her ankles. Chunky shoes and even chunkier, dull jewelry. She wore no makeup and tied her long auburn hair back in a severe bun. Instead of her usual contact lenses, Kate bought a pair of the biggest, ugliest eyeglasses she could find, hiding her beautiful blue eyes behind the thick lenses.

Things went much better after she donned this "uniform." The posts to How Hot Is My Professor? stopped, her male students started paying attention, her female students stopped staring daggers at her, and grades went up across the board. Even her lesbian student started performing well.

That had happened eleven years ago. After a scandal shook the college when two married professors had an affair with each other, Kate had also decided that she would avoid any romantic relationships that might jeopardize her career. She'd grown up poor and didn't want to put her job at risk in any way. She dated infrequently and never saw a man for very long. It was hard depriving herself because Kate was a very sexual woman. She loved to fuck and wanted it all the time. Her career mattered more to her, however. Porn and her vibrator quickly became her primary sexual outlet.

Now, after more than a decade teaching, Kate felt secure enough to take a break. She was determined to finally write the historical novel she had been planning for years. Without teaching, money would be tight, but the sacrifice would be worth it. Even more than teaching, Kate wanted to be a novelist.


What kind of novelist can't even complete a chapter, though?


Kate sat down again at her desk and opened her laptop. She stared at the blinking cursor. She put her hands on the keyboard and held them there.

Nothing happened.


Write, damn it!


Kate put her hands down by her side. Her brain felt like it was stuck into deep mud.


I need to cum.


Kate sighed. Orgasms always cleared her mind. She got up from her desk, looking forward to getting into bed with her Magic Wand. The powerful machine would get her off in no time.

Just as she was about to go to her bedroom, Kate's mobile phone started ringing.


Shit.


Kate answered the phone reluctantly. It was the Dean. From the tone of his voice, Kate knew he was under a lot of stress.

"I need you to come back in, Kate," he said.

"I can't. I'm so busy working on my novel," she lied.

"We'll pay you your usual salary for just a few hours work a week."

That caught Kate's attention. She'd saved enough to scrape by for the year of her sabbatical, but some extra cash would make things so much easier. Still, the novel wasn't going to write itself. If she wanted to finish it before she turned forty, taking on more teaching was not the way to do it.


The money, though.


"What do you need me to do?" she asked warily.

She listened as the Dean explained the situation.

"We're under a lot of pressure from the Administration and alumni," the Dean said. "Will you help us, Kate? I'd remember it when it came time to award you tenure."


Tenure!


Kate fought the keep the excitement out of her voice as she agreed to help the Dean with his problem.

"Thank you, Kate," said the Dean. "He'll be at the student center tomorrow at noon."

"I'll be there," Kate said.

"Don't let us down," the Dean said. "A lot is riding on this."

Kate had hung up the phone giddy with excitement. Not only was she going to be earning extra cash for her writing sabbatical, but if she was successful with this new assignment, the Dean had practically promised her tenure.


Today turned out better than I thought.


Kate thought about sitting down to write, but more hours of stress just didn't appeal. Instead, she celebrated with an orgasm, lying in bed with the Magic Wand clamped tightly between her twitching thighs.





Matthew


Matthew sat at a table in a quiet corner of the student center. The place was busy, students laughing and talking at the tables around him. Matthew could feel them eyeing him curiously, wondering why he was sitting alone.

Matthew glanced around. Several coeds smiled at him, making their interest clear. Matthew was very handsome, with hazel eyes and curly blonde hair. Attention from girls unnerved him, however, and Matthew quickly looked back down at his hands.





Damn place is stuffed to the gills


 
, he thought.




At 6'8" and weighing two hundred and forty pounds, Matthew was a specimen of male prowess. It had been that way since he was a kid, his sudden growth spurt in sixth grade leaving him towering over classmates. A high school All-American, Matthew had been recruited by all the top college football programs, their coaches seeing the potential for Matthew as a dual-threat tight end, one who could both block and catch. Matthew had chosen the local University to stay close to his mother.

Matthew's mother was the only woman he felt comfortable with. This was true throughout his childhood. Besides his size, Matthew had been alienated from his classmates by a speech impediment that left him stuttering whenever he tried to say even the simplest of sentences.

It was at its worst when Matthew was talking to pretty girls, his tongue knotting up inside his mouth until he couldn't say a word at all. Matthew had avoided girls since he was a child. Even though he had long conquered his stutter, Matthew had never lost his shyness around the opposite sex. At nineteen years old, even with all the attention he received, Matthew had never been with a woman.

"You'll find the right one," his mother had assured him. "There's no hurry, Matthew."

Matthew trusted his mother. Despite his body aching to have sex, Matthew kept his distance from all the girls who approached him, too afraid that his stutter would embarrass him.

Looking for a way to distract himself from the unwanted attention he was getting at the student center, Matthew took his playbook from his backpack and begun studying the plays. Blocking schemes, pass routes, what to do in scrambles. The Xs and Os were familiar territory for Matthew. Just looking at the playbook soothed his mind.

What didn't soothe Matthew's mind was his American History class. It all seemed a confused jumble to Matthew-- date after meaningless date, events that happened hundreds of years ago. Matthew couldn't muster the interest to even open his textbooks.

His lack of interest had not been without consequences.

"Son, you got to buckle down," his coach had told him.

They were sitting in his office. Matthew had just dominated in practice and was feeling good. Being called to see the coach about his school work was like being splashed in the face with a bucket of ice water.


When Coach calls you "son," you know you done fucked up.


"I know you're doing okay in your other classes, but you're gonna lose your eligibility if you don't get at least a "C" in your American History class. Unacceptable."

Matthew had nodded his head, showing the coach he was listening.

"The administration and alumni are worried about you, son," his coach had continued. "They've found a tutor who is willing to help you. The question is, Are you willing to help yourself? Are you ready to do the hard work that leads to victory? Are you willing to do what it takes to win?"


He's giving me the same motivational speech he gives before games.


"I am, Coach."

"Good. Then here's what you need to do."

That meeting had been three days ago and now Matthew was sitting in the student center alone, waiting for his tutor to show up. Matthew knew he should be studying, but he just couldn't bring himself to do so. Instead, his American History textbook sat forgotten in his backpack as Matthew lost himself in his playbook.

Football came so easily. Matthew couldn't wait until he was a pro. He'd never have to open another textbook again in his life.

"Matthew?"

Matthew looked up from the Xs and Os. A small woman was standing near his table. She wore shapeless clothes and had on the ugliest pair of glasses Matthew had ever seen. A satchel was slung across her shoulders.

Matthew nodded, trying not to let his trepidation show on his face.

"I'm Kate. I'm here to tutor you in World History."

"Hello, Kate," he said glumly.

Matthew closed his playbook and sat up straighter as Kate took a seat beside him.


At least she's not pretty. That would really make things awkward.


"So, I've been told you are having some difficulties with your American History class," Kate said.

She had placed a small notebook and pen on the table in front of her. Matthew shifted uncomfortably in his chair. He felt like he did whenever he visited his doctor, the preliminaries all a lead up to the sting of the needle, the prodding of the gloved hand. He looked at Kate and wondered just how unpleasant this whole tutoring thing was going to be.

"Can you tell me what's been giving you trouble?" she asked.

"I'm just not interested," he muttered.

"I see," said Kate. "Well then what we need to do is find some way to motivate you to do your work. I've talked to your History professor. He's a good teacher and he's concerned about you."

Kate reached into her satchel. She removed some hand-outs and placed them on the table.

"These are the articles you've been assigned," she said. "Why don't we go over them together and see where you're at as far as your analysis of them."

"Okay," Matthew said.

She scooted her chair closer so that they could look at the print outs side-by-side. Matthew became aware of the light perfume Kate was wearing. It smelled really sexy, a weird contrast to the plain woman that was now pointing at some text she had highlighted on the print out.

"Let's start with the main elements of the battle," she said.

Matthew glanced around the student center again. The sight of him next to Kate must have been funny, his huge size next to her petite body. It was like that cartoon he used to love, the one with the bulldog and his tiny chihuahua buddy.

"I'm not sure what the main elements are," he said.


I haven't even read those hand-outs yet. They've been sitting in my backpack for the last five days.


"Okay," Kate said. "Let's try and tease it out then."

The hour dragged by, Matthew constantly peeking at his wristwatch to see how long he had left. Kate was a good teacher and very patient with him, but Matthew still couldn't muster the interest he needed to attack the subject. Huge linebackers wanting to take his head off were something Matthew handled with ease. Discussing the main elements of The Battle of Bunker Hill was like trying to speak a foreign language, one he had no desire to learn.

They ended their session at one-thirty precisely. Matthew made his way back to the football field where practice would soon be starting. After an hour and a half of tutoring, Matthew was ready to hit someone really hard.





Kate


Kate was sitting at her desk at home, staring at her blank computer screen as she held her mobile phone to her ear.

"It's been two weeks," the Dean was saying, "and there's been no improvement in Matthew's grades. On his last test, he scored a 'D+' for Christ's sake! He needs to be scoring at least a 'B' or he's never going to pass!"

"Matthew is proving difficult to motivate," Kate admitted.

Kate had tried various techniques to improve Matthew's studying habits, to interest him in the books he was assigned, to get him to dig into the texts. Nothing had seemed to work except for the flashcards she had made for him. Even that had only gotten him as far as a "D+".

"Well you need to find some way to motivate him, then," the Dean almost shouted. "The admins and alumni are breathing down my neck on this. If he loses his academic eligibility, heads are going to roll. And not just mine."

"Wait," Kate said. "What are you saying?"

"I'm saying that we're both in this together, Kate."

"So if I don't get Matthew to score at least a 'B' in his class--"

"--then tenure will be the least of your worries," the Dean finished for her. "I'll also be looking for another job."

Kate leaned back in her chair, her hand pressed to her forehead. She had taken this assignment to make some extra cash and to boost her chances at getting tenure. She hadn't expected this kind of pressure to come with tutoring Matthew.

"The football program is huge," the Dean said. "Understand the stakes and act accordingly, Kate. For both our sakes."

The Dean disconnected. Kate stared at the phone for a long time before finally setting it on the desk. Her mind was reeling. Her novel was not progressing and now she was in danger of losing the position she had worked so hard to get. Everything seemed to be falling apart.


Think, damn it! There's got to be a way out of this.


She pressed her fingers to her temples, trying to wrap her brain around the situation. It wasn't working. Kate's head felt like it was full of sand.


I need to clear my mind.


Kate knew the best way to do just that.


I need to cum.


Kate went into her bedroom and stripped naked and got on her bed. She pulled the Magic Wand from under her mattress and plugged it in. She let her hands roam her body, pinching at her nipples and stroking her inner thighs.

Kate could feel her body warming up. She dipped her fingers between her legs. Her pussy was starting to get wet.

Kate grinned, enjoying the anticipation of the pleasure to come.

Kate closed her eyes… and thought of Matthew.

Ever since she'd first started tutoring him, Matthew had taken over her fantasies. He was a gorgeous boy and he was absolutely huge. Kate had never been near such a behemoth. When she sat next to him, she felt like a child sitting next to a grown-up. The way he dwarfed her made Kate shiver.

She imagined him wrapping her in his arms, imagined those massive muscle squeezing around her tight. She wanted to be enveloped by his body, to drown in his warm flesh.

She set the vibrator on top of her clit and turned it on to its lowest setting. Kate moaned as the powerful machine hummed into life, sending its strong vibrations through her. She stuck her fingers into her mouth, sucking her juices off of them. Kate loved the taste of her pussy.


I wonder if Matthew would, too?


Kate imagined his handsome face buried between her legs, his tongue lapping at her pussy. She reached down and turned the vibrator to its middle setting, squirming as the motor revved up.





Wrapping my legs around his wide torso.


 

Feeling his hard ass flexing in my hands.





She turned the vibrator to its highest setting, squealing as it shook her whole lower body.


Getting pounded by his big cock.


Kate clamped her legs around the Magic Wand. She sucked in her breath and held it as her orgasm pulsed through her body. Wave after wave of pleasure ran through her as she held the vibrator tight between her legs, riding her orgasm until it built into another and then a third.

Gasping, Kate finally opened her legs again and removed the Magic Wand, shutting it off and setting it beside her on the bed. She let the soothing afterglow wash over her, her body feeling so relaxed after cumming so hard.

Staring up at the ceiling, Kate's thoughts circled back to her situation. Her mind felt clear and focused. She went over what the Dean had told her.

The Administration and the alumni had so much power and the football program brought in so much money and prestige. There would be no escaping their displeasure if she failed to keep Matthew academically eligible to play.

With so much on the line, Kate had to figure out a way to get Matthew motivated.

As she tenderly massaged her exhausted pussy, Kate began to smile. An idea had taken hold of her, an idea that might just solve her problems. She let it play out in her mind, delighted at the simplicity of it. The more she considered it, the more delighted she became.


Matthew is a young man. He's also competitive.


By the time she rolled out of bed and headed for the shower, Kate knew exactly how to motivate her student.





Matthew


Mathew pedaled his bike down the back streets of the quiet neighborhood that surrounded his college. The sidewalks were dappled with the late afternoon sunshine.

Matt hadn't been able to practice with the team for several days now. The Administration had been keeping close tabs on him, ordering him to stay away until his finals were done. Matthew had tried to sneak in to get some weight training done in the team's dedicated facility, but even that was barred to him.

"Go study," his coach had said to him as Matthew had entered the outer locker room. He'd practically stood in the entrance, blocking Matthew from setting foot inside the team's facilities.

Instead of practicing on the field, Matthew had spent the last few days memorizing flash cards in his dorm room. Kate had given him the new flashcards after his last exam. Matthew had groaned inwardly when he saw how thick the stack was.

The last three days had been the longest three days of Matthew's young life, the hours seeming to drag by at a glacial pace.


I've memorized entire playbooks before, no problem. But that was for something I loved. American History? It's all so disconnected, so boring.


Matthew had to admit that Kate's flashcards had helped. Still, he was not looking forward to his upcoming tutoring session.

Matthew's mobile phone was clamped to the handle bars of his bike, the mapping program on screen guiding him to the address that Kate had given him.

"I noticed that you seem a little self-conscious studying in the student center," she'd told him over the phone. "For our next session, I'd like you to come to my house. It's near campus. You won't have to worry about being distracted by all the noise and people at the student center."

Matthew had gratefully accepted, tired of the constant unwanted attention he attracted. Kate had proven to be a patient and capable teacher. Matthew had managed to score a "D+" on his last exam, and exam he was sure he was going to fail. If it hadn't been for the flashcards Kate had prepared for him, he definitely would have flunked.

Still, a "D+" was not going to get him a passing overall grade in his American History class. He knew he needed to improve drastically. The cards worked to some degree, cutting the mass of information down into chunks that Matthew could handle more easily, but he still struggled to find the drive to study. Football practice and his playbook were just so much more a part of the life he had and the life that he wanted to live. American History was just crap he had to wade through to get where he wanted to go.


Once I go pro…


It was his mantra, the one he repeated every time he sat down to study his flashcards.

Before he could turn pro, though, Matthew knew had to get through college first. His final exam in American History was just a week away. Matthew had been assigned the Battle of Gettysburg for his subject area. Kate had encouraged him to opt for the Fact-Based test rather than the essay option. Cramming his head full of facts and regurgitating them on test day seemed like a more realistic option for Matthew, who had readily agreed that an essay was not his strongest suit.

He had forced himself to go over and over the flashcards Kate had made for him. He did as Kate suggested, treating each card like it was a play from his playbook. It had helped him tremendously, though Matthew was far from confident that he was ready his upcoming exam.


One week to stay eligible. One damn week.


Matthew's phone chimed and he hung a left on to a quiet residential area. Checking the address one more time, he parked his bike at the porch of a small house and climbed the front steps, his backpack slung over his shoulder.

The door swung open. Matthew did a double take, his jaw gaping.

A beautiful woman was standing in the doorway, smiling up at him. She was short and petite, with lush auburn hair framing a gorgeous face. Her full lips were a bright red that Matthew couldn't stop staring at. The woman was wearing a tight fitting dress cut low in the front, her lush tits accentuated by the clinging fabric.

Matthew's throat went dry. He could feel his tongue sticking to the back of his throat.

"Sorry," he managed to say. "Wrong house."

Matthew had just turned away when the woman let out a low, throaty chuckle. Matthew turned back, startled by the sound.

"Matthew," the woman said. "It's me. Kate."

Matthew peered at her closely. Slowly, he began to recognize the woman who had been tutoring him for the last three weeks. She looked absolutely stunning. If she hadn't spoken, Matthew would have never guessed the Kate he'd been studying with and the woman in the doorway were the same person.

"Wow," he said. "You look s-s-s-so different."


Damn it. That hasn't happened in years.


Matthew swallowed hard, forcing himself to concentrate on his speech patterns.

Kate didn't seem to notice his brief stutter. She smiled and did a little curtsy.

"I didn't feel like wearing the uniform today," she said.

"Uniform?"

She shook her head.

"Never mind. Come in, Matthew."

Kate stood aside and Matthew entered. As he passed by, he caught a whiff of her perfume. She had put a little more on than she usually wore.


She smells amazing.


Matthew looked around the small living room. It always unnerved him the first time he entered someone else's living space. It felt too intimate.


Especially with the brand-new-Kate standing right next to me. God, she looks so different!


"I've set up a space for us at the dining table," Kate said.

She led the way and Matthew followed. He took the opportunity to take in the sight of her ass wrapped in her tight dress.

"Have a seat," she said, gesturing at the small table. "Would you like something to drink?"

"Just water, please."

Matthew said the word "water" slowly, making sure he didn't stutter. That word had always given him trouble when he was a kid.

Kate went and filled a glass at her sink. She took a wine glass down from the shelf and poured in some red wine.

"Hope you don't mind if I have a little beverage," she said.

"No, of course not," Matthew replied. "It's your house and we're not on campus. It's late afternoon, too. So…"


I'm babbling like a little kid.


Kate listened patiently as his voice trailed off. She gave him a brisk nod.

"Good," she said brightly. "Here you go."

Kate set the two glasses at the table. Matthew expected her to take the seat across the table from him. Instead, she sat at his side, so close their arms were almost touching.

"How is the studying going?" she asked.

"Um, I've been hitting the flashcards you gave me. Trying to memorize them."

"Did you bring them with you?"

"Yeah," he said.

Matthew reached into his backpack and took out the cards.

"Hand them over," Kate said.

Her hand brushed his when she took the cards. Matthew noticed that she had painted her nails a bright red to match her lipstick.

Kate started shuffling through the cards. Matthew watched her, his eyes drifting down to her deep cleavage. Kate's nipples strained against the thin fabric of her dress.


She's not wearing a bra.


Matthew's cock tingled. He shifted his legs and tugged down the T-shirt he was wearing.

Kate looked up, catching Matthew staring at her breasts. Matthew quickly looked up into her eyes.

"Is it hard?" she asked.

"What?" Matthew spluttered.

"The studying," Kate said, grinning. "Is it hard studying with your schedule? Football practice and all that."

"Uh, Coach has been keeping me from practice. To study."

"He must care about your education."

"I think he just wants me to stay eligible so I can play," Matthew said.




"Well

 

I


 
care about your education," Kate said, lightly resting her hand on his forearm. Her hand was warm and soft.




"Um, thanks," he replied.

Kate set the cards down and picked up her wine glass. Matthew watched her take a sip, her eyes closing as she swallowed.

"Mmm," she sighed. "Good vintage, young but tasty."


She's talking about the wine, isn't she?


Matthew shifted his legs again.

"You haven't touched your water, Matthew."

Matthew lifted the glass to his mouth and took a big swallow. He hadn't realized how dry his throat had gotten.

"So," Kate said, "shall I flash you?"

Matthew nearly choked on his water.

"Pardon?"

"Do you want me to do the flashcards with you?"

"Uh, sure. Yes."

She rifled the cards in front of her.

"I worked at a casino one summer," she said. "I used to watch the dealers at work. Their hands were so dexterous."

Kate began sliding out cards, counting as she went. When she had twenty cards set aside, she looked up at Matthew.

"I've picked out some that you will definitely be asked on your exam," she said. "Twenty cards, twenty questions."

"I'm ready," Matthew said.

"We should wager."

"Wager?"

"On the cards, like they did at the casino. It will make it more fun. You are a competitive person aren't you?"

Matthew shrugged.

"What kind of wager?" he asked.

"Well…" Kate tapped her finger against her lips, as if deep in thought. Matthew stared at the trace of lipstick left behind on the tip of her finger.

"How about this?" she said. "We'll go in sets of five. If you get all five right, you can ask me to do a dare."

Matthew blinked, a confused frown on his face.

"A dare? What kind of dare?"

"Any dare," she said. Her eyes were glittering. "If you miss a question, I get to dare you."

"That doesn't seem fair. I have to get all the questions right, you only need for me to make one mistake."

Kate grinned at Matthew.

"House rules," she said. "And the house always wins. Unless you'd rather not play."


I definitely want to play.


"Deal," Matthew said.

Kate counted out five cards.

"What was the dates of the Battle of Gettysburg?"

"July 1st through the 3rd, 1863."

"Who led the Army of Northern Virginia?"


Easy one.


"Robert E. Lee," Matthew stated.

"Who led the Army of the Potomac?"


Another easy one.


"George Meade."

"How many casualties at the battle's end?"

"Between 46 and 51 thousand."

Matthew's heart was beginning to race. So many ideas for dares were running through his head.

"Before George Meade, who led the Union forces?"

"Joseph Booker!" Matthew almost shouted. "I got all five, didn't I?"

Kate shook her head sadly.

"You missed one," she said. "The last one."

"It wasn't Joseph Booker?"

"Joseph Hooker. With an 'H'."

"Oh," Matthew said. His shoulders slumped.

Kate clapped her hand excitedly.

"I get the first dare."


Now we'll see where she's going with all this. I probably read too much into it, she'll probably ask me to do something dumb like sing the national anthem or something.


Matthew sat back and crossed his arms in front of his chest.

"Go ahead," he sighed.

"I dare you…" Kate said, "…to take off your shirt and flex for me. Like one of those bodybuilders."


No singing, thank god. Stripping though? Interesting.


"Okay," said Matthew.

He stood up and took off his T-shirt. Kate had turned in her chair so that she as facing him. Matthew towered over her. Kate's eyes narrowed as she drank in the sight of his muscles, muscles built by years of weight training and football practice. His torso was a V-shaped sculpture, every individual muscle sharply defined.

"Flex," Kate demanded.

Feeling embarrassed but also incredibly turned on, Matthew began posing like a bodybuilder, flexing his muscles hard, his pecs thrusting out, his abs rippling. He turned his back to her and flexed his lats.

"We good?" he laughed.

"Very good," Kate said.

Still laughing, Matthew pulled his shirt back on and sat down. He could feel himself blushing, both from embarrassment and excitement. Kate's eyes were still half-closed, her lips slightly parted.

"Next five," Matthew said.




Kate picked up the cards and asked the questions. Matthew concentrated on his answers, trying not to make any more boneheaded mistakes. Thoughts of what he would dare Kate to do distracted him, however, and when he asked how he had done she told him he had missed

 

two


 
questions.





Damn it.


"Okay," he said. "Your dare. Again."

"I dare you… to give me a piggyback ride!"

"Done," he said.

Kate squealed as she leapt from her chair. Matthew turned his back to her, squatting down so she could climb on. Kate threw her arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around Matthew's torso. He could feels her breasts pressing against his back. Her nipples were hard.

"Giddyup," she whispered into his ear.

Matthew carried her from the dining table into the living room and back again, Kate giggling the whole time. She weighed next to nothing, her lithe body warm as she clung tightly to him. The smell of her was intoxicating.

"We good?" Matthew asked again.

"Very good," she replied.

Matthew set her down back. She climbed off reluctantly.

"That was so much fun," she giggled. "I felt like a little kid again."

"Next five," said Matthew.

She asked, he answered.

"How did I do?" Matt said glumly. "I missed the second one, didn't I?"


Another piggyback ride, hopefully. My dick is still twitching from carrying her around the living room. Her nipples were like rivets.


Kate looked up at him, a smile spreading slowly across her face.

"Five out of five," she said. "Your dare."

Matthew's heart started galloping. He had so many ideas in his head, naughty ideas that he was almost too afraid to ask.


How far can I take this?


He looked at Kate sitting beside him. She was so gorgeous, so ripe. He wanted her badly.


What if I push too far, though? Could I scare her off? I definitely don't want that.


There were still five cards to go and Matthew was feeling good about the whole thing. He decided to err on the side of caution.

"I dare you… to kiss me."

"Kiss you?"

"On the lips," he hurriedly added.

"Okay," said Kate.

She got out of her chair. Even standing, she still wasn't much taller than the seated Matthew. She took his upturned face in her hands, her fingers stroking through his thick hair. She leaned in, her head tilted.

Matthew closed his eyes as her lips pressed to his.

They kissed softly at first, then harder. Kate parted her lips and their tongues darted. Matthew took her shoulders, running his hands up and down her arms.

"Mmm," Kate sighed. "That was so nice. We good?"

"Yes," Matthew said.

His heart was pounding so hard, he was sure she could hear it. Matthew had kissed exactly two women in his life, none as beautiful as Kate was. Her lips were so full and pillowy. He could still feel her lipstick smeared on his lips.

"Final five," Kate said.

"I'm ready."

She asked, he answered.

"Well?" Matthew asked.


Please, please, please…


Kate cocked her head. She sighed theatrically.

"Oh dear me," she said. "Your dare."

Matthew hesitated. Fear mixed with excitement in his churning guts. He'd asked for a kiss last time and gotten it. How much further would she go?


No more cards. Last chance. You know what you want to see.


"Take off your dress," Matthew whispered.

Kate didn't move.


Shit, too far! I screwed up. Should've went for another kiss, a longer one. GOD DAMN IT! Wait…


Kate was slowly nodding her head.

"Okay," she said.

Kate stood up and took a step back. She reached down and started pulling up the hem of her skirt. Matthew drank in the sight of her thighs as the dress crept up.

Kate wasn't wearing panties and Matthew stared as the dress slid over her pussy, revealing the dark auburn patch of hair between her legs, then climbed higher to her hipbones, her flat stomach.

Crossing her arms, Kate drew the dress up over her head and let it slip to the floor.

Matthew stared at her naked body. Her breasts firm and high, her hard nipples thick and red. A few drops of wetness glistened in her pubic hair.

Turning in a slow pirouette, Kate let him see her back and her round ass, before turning to face him again.

"Fuck," Mathew sighed.

Kate reached up to her breasts, rolling her nipples between her fingers. Matthew watched her, utterly hypnotized. His cock was rock hard, straining against the denim of his jeans. Kate was staring at the bulge running down the side of Matthew's thigh.

"We good?" she asked softly.

"Yes," Matthew said reluctantly.

Kate bent over slowly to pick up her dress, giving Matthew a final glimpse of her pussy before she slid the dress back on.

"Wait here," she said.

Matthew watched as she went into the living room. His head was still spinning with what had just happened.


This tutoring session was not what I expected. At all.


Matthew thought back to the time he had spent pouring over the flashcards. The tedium of it had nearly killed him. Now, he was glad he'd done it. All those hours had definitely paid off.

When she returned, Kate had a thick stack of new flashcards in her hands. She set them on the table in front of Matthew.

"These are more flashcards for your exam," she said. "Harder questions and more of them."

She was leaning close, her eyes locked on his.

"Come back the day before your test," she continued. "I'll pick ten at random. You'll need to get every single one correct."

"And if I do?" Matthew asked. "Get all ten correct?"

"Then you get to fuck me," she whispered.

Matthew swallowed hard.

"And if I don't get all ten?"

Kate smiled sadly.

"Then you don't," she said.





Matthew


Matthew pedaled his bike down the quiet streets to Kate's house. He had to force himself not to go too quickly, fighting the urge to sprint there as fast as he could.


I need these last few minutes to steady my mind.


Matthew ran through dates and names and and other obscure facts as he pedaled. The last six days had been a blur of studying. After leaving Kate the last time, Matthew had locked himself in his dorm room and done nothing but run through the flash cards that Kate had given to him. Emerging only to eat, use the bathroom, or get a light jog in, Matthew had spent hours lying on his narrow dorm bed, the stack of cards resting on his chest.

There were almost two hundred cards in the stack. At first, Matthew had despaired at the mountain of facts he was going to have to memorize. There was just too much of it, too many random bits that he could not even organize into a coherent mental picture, let alone commit to memory. Staring at the stack that first day, Matthew was sure he was going to fail.


Not just the exam. Kate, too.


The memory of Kate's naked body is what drove Matthew to push on with the flashcards. He pictured how heavy her breasts were, how thick and red her nipples were. He remembered the drops of wetness that had glistened in her dark pubic hair, evidence that her pussy was ready for him.

Every time he faltered, every time he wanted to just toss the cards in the air and watch TV, Matthew remembered what he had seen at Kate's house. Every time Matthew wanted to quit, he remembered her promise to him.


You get to fuck me.


After that first night of despair, Matthew tackled the flashcards head on. He applied the advice that Kate had given him before, to treat the flashcards like plays in his playbook. Kate had already broken down the cards into colored sets:

Pink cards were dates.

White cards were Union and Confederate leaders.

Blue cards were battle maneuvers.

Yellow cards were everything else.

Matthew treated the cards like play sets. He started with the dates, imagining they were pass blocking schemes. The white cards were run blocking schemes. The blue cards, which were the most complex, Matthew treated as passing routes. The yellow cards, by far the most numerous and diverse, he treated as scramble plays, plays that told him where to go when everything else broke down.

"I can do this," he'd said to himself as he assembled his new "playbook."

For the first few days, Matthew's head felt like it was about to explode. Gradually, though, things began to slot into place. Facts connected with other facts and a coherent picture began to take shape in his mind.

It was like his senior year on the high school team. After years of playing football, Matthew could finally see things as a whole, knowing how his part fit into the entire scheme of things. The game slowed down for him then, all the moving pieces starting to fall into patterns that Matthew was able to read as easily as he read his playbook.

Riding to Kate's house, Matthew felt that same calm, confident feeling filling him up. He knew that he had nailed the flashcards.


Which means I get to nail Kate.


The thought of having sex with his hot, older tutor both excited Matthew and scared him. He was desperate to feel her body, desperate to get deep inside her pussy. Yet Matthew worried about how she would react when he told her he had never been with a woman.


Will she freak out? Will she turn me down?


It seemed stupid to worry. Kate had made her interest clear.


But she's older and experienced. Maybe I'll disappoint her.


If anything, this is what most bothered Matthew. He'd lived his whole life being the best at what he did. The fear of disappointing the first woman he had sex with set his nerves on edge.

The only thing that soothed him a bit was Kate herself. She was one of the most patient people he had ever met.


And one of the hottest.


Matthew let a small smile ghost across his lips. He had done his best with Kate's flashcards. He would do his best with Kate.


I'm finally gone to lose my V-card.


The thought made him giddy.

Matthew swung into Kate's driveway and got off his bike. He resettled the backpack on his back and took a deep breath.


Game time.


Bounding up the steps, Matthew rapped on the front door. It swung open immediately, Kate standing in the doorway, her face lit up with a radiant smile.

Matthew's jaw dropped to his chest.

Kate was dressed in a see-through teddy, her breasts clearly visible through the gauzy fabric. The sides of the teddy were cut high on her hips, her pubic hair and pussy barely hidden behind a few bits of lace. She was wearing spiked high heeled ankle boots that accentuated the smooth muscles of her legs and lifted her ass high and tight.

Matthew took it all in, his eyes crawling all over her barely clothed body. His cock was pulsing, stretching and swelling inside his jeans.

"Hi," Matthew stammered.

"Come in, Matthew," Kate said, stepping aside as he entered, closing the door behind him and locking it.

"Follow me," she said as she went to the dining table. Matthew followed, thrilled to see the teddy was cut into a thong at the back, Kate's exposed ass cheeks flexing with every step she took.

Kate pulled out a chair for Matthew and he settled heavily into it. Again, Kate took the chair beside him, her arm brushing against his. She was wearing her perfume again, the same scent that had caught Matthew's attention the first time that they met.

"Would you like a drink?" she asked. "Or would you rather just get started?"

"Let's start," he croaked.

Matthew's throat was dry but he didn't want any delays. It was like waiting for the first whistle to start the game. Matthew just wanted the kick-off to get under way.

"Okay," Kate said with a smile. "Cards?"

Matthew took off his backpack and got out the thick stack of flashcards. She took the stack from him and began shuffling.

"Ten random cards, just like I promised."

Kate starting pulling cards. Matthew watched her closely, wincing every time a yellow card was pulled. Of all the sets he had studied, the yellow cards of miscellaneous information had given him the most problems.

"That's ten," Kate said. "Shall we begin?"

"Yes," said Matthew.

Kate put her hand on Matthew's arm.

"Relax, Matthew," she said. "You're all wound up."

Matthew let out a sharp bark of laughter.

"Of course I am," he said. "I mean, look at you."

Kate patted his arm reassuringly. She seemed genuinely concerned.


I appreciate your concern, Kate, but right now, at this moment, all I want to do is fuck you.


"Besides," Matthew said, "I figure any stress I feel now will just help me overcome the stress of test day."

"That's a healthy attitude," she said approvingly.

"Let's just start," Matthew said. "Please."

"Okay," she said. "Question one."

Matthew closed his eyes and put his head in his hands. He did not want to see any part of the beautiful woman sitting beside him. Smelling her scent, feeling her presence near him, even hearing her voice was distracting. Matthew knew he needed to concentrate if he was to get all ten questions correctly.


Get ten out of ten, win a prize.


Matthew answered the first four questions quickly, confidently. He took longer on the fifth, a yellow card. Casting his mind back to his room, Matthew suddenly saw himself making a come back move, shadowing the quarterback when he was scrambling to his right.


Come back move, to the right.


"He went through Cashtown and Hagerstown to Williamsport, Maryland," he almost shouted.

Kate moved on to the next question. Matthew answered decisively, as he did with the next question.

The eighth question left Matthew totally stumped. It was as if he had never heard it before, even though he must have gone over it dozens of times over the last six days.


Another yellow flashcard.


Matthew ran through his scramble plays, but nothing seemed to fit the question. A dozen answers popped into his mind, but he knew they were all wrong.


Focus, damn it.


"Do you need me to reread the question?" Kate asked softly.

"I heard it the first time," Matthew replied. "Just… just give me a second."

Matthew could hear his pulse thumping loudly in his ears. A sudden image flashed into his mind, an image of him sprinting down the side line, heading for the back corner of the end zone.


Sprint to the back corner.


"James Longstreet," Matthew said slowly. "He became a Republican after the war."

As soon as he said it, Matthew knew he was wrong. He could feel his heart withering inside him.


I'm going to leave here still a virgin.


It hurt even worse when the final two questions were so easy that Matthew almost laughed when he heard them.

Matthew sighed deeply, lifting his head from his hands. Kate was turned towards him, her face a mask he couldn't read. Matthew took a long look at her lush body coiled in her chair.

"I missed the eighth one, didn't I?" he said slowly.

Kate stacked the cards neatly together, tapping them against the table.

"You did," she said.

Matthew sighed, his shoulders slumping.

"I'll do better on the test tomorrow at least," he muttered.

"You'll do terrifically," Kate said. "You really did study like crazy, didn't you?"

"You have no idea," Matthew said wearily.

Kate set the cards down and stood. Matthew didn't even bother to ogle her a final time. Seeing what he wasn't going to get only made the sting hurt more.

"So much has been riding on your performance," Kate said. "You should be proud of yourself, Matthew."


The proud virgin. That's me.


He sagged back in his chair. A thin line of sweat glistened at his brow line.

"This whole thing was about getting your grades up," Kate said. "As much as I've enjoyed working with you, your academic eligibility was always my foremost concern. You've exceed my expectations."

She walked behind Matthew, her hand trailing along his shoulder.

"So I'm inclined to cut you some slack, Matthew."

Matthew looked up at her. She was close, her breasts lightly pressing against the back of his shoulder.

"After all," Kate said, "nine out of ten is still an 'A'."


Was there still a chance?


"So…?" Matthew whispered.

Kate leaned into Matthew, her breath hot on his ear.

"Fuck me, Matthew," she said. "Fuck me hard."





Kate


Kate giggled as she rode piggy-back on Matthew's back, his punishment for missing a question. He carried her into her bedroom and deposited her on to the bed, grinning and standing over her.


He's so enormous.


Kate had never gotten over how big Matthew was. 6'8", two-hundred and forty pounds of muscle. Looking up at him made Kate feel so tiny, so weak. Her body tingled all over.

"Kiss me," she said.

She lay back on the bed as Matthew climbed on top of her.

"Oof," she gasped as he lowered his weight on to her body.

Matthew lifted himself on his arms.

"Sorry," he said.

Kate pulled him back. She loved the feeling of him pressing down on her so tightly, almost suffocating her with just his body weight.

"It's okay," she told him. "I'm not made of glass."

Matthew stroked her hair as he lowered his face. They kissed deeply, their tongues caressing. Kate slipped her hand under Matthew's T-shirt, luxuriating in the feel of his muscles as she ran her hand up and down his broad back.

Matthew had shifted his weight to the side, allowing him to take her breast in his hand, cupping it as he ran his thumb over her stiff nipple.

"Mmm," Kate moaned.

She ran her hand along his arm, gripping his massive bicep.

Kate sat up, bringing Matthew with her. She helped him strip off his T-shirt.

"Flex for me," she said.

Matthew grinned as he tightened the muscles of his chest. Kate snuggled up to him, rubbing herself against his chest like a cat. He wrapped his arms around her, stroking her hair.

"You're so huge," she told Matthew. "I feel like a child."

"You don't look like any ch-ch-ch-child--"

Matthew snapped his mouth shut.

Kate saw the flush creeping up his chest, embarrassment washing over his face.

"It's okay," she soothed. "I know about your speech impediment."

"It only happens when I'm around pre-pre-pretty girls."

The flush had creeped across his face.

"Do you think I'm pretty?" she asked.

Matthew nodded his head.

"I know you do," Kate sighed. "The way you look at me. It's been a long time since a man has looked at me that way. It feels so fucking good."

"You hide your looks."

Kate nodded.


I've hidden it for so long, I'd almost forgotten what I really looked like. The kind of reaction I could evoke.


"Not from you," she said. "Not anymore."

They kissed again, Kate's head thrown back as Matthew inclined his head down to hers. She guided his hand between her legs, his finger slipping under the fabric, sliding over her wet slit.

"Oh, that feels so nice," Kate said.

They kissed harder as Matthew fingered Kate's pussy, rubbing across her swollen clit. Kate pulled his hand back up to her face.

Staring into Matthew's eyes, Kate sucked her juices off his finger, loving the dreamy look in Matthew's eyes as he watched her.

"Will you lick me?" she asked.

He nodded. Kate lay back on the bed. Matthew bent over her, but his eyes were turned away.

"What's wrong?" Kate asked.

"There's something I need to tell you."

"What is it?"

The flush was back, an even deeper crimson. He took a deep breath.

"I've never…"

Matthew shook his head. He couldn't meet her gaze. Kate could sense the fear inside him.


Has he never gone down on a girl before? He is only nineteen, but most boys have tried it by now, haven't they?


"Don't worry," she said. "It's just like when you kiss my mouth. I'll tell you how to lick me."

Matthew shook his head again.

"No, it's not that. I mean, that too, but…"

Kate waited patiently, curious about what he was going to say.

"I've never done it before," he whispered. "Had sex."

Kate felt her head spinning.


A boy like Matthew, still a virgin?


"Ever?"

"Ever," he said. "Never even come close.

Kate collected her thoughts. Matthew's admission had caught her completely by surprise. Taking someone's virginity was no small thing.


You never forget your first time.


Could she be that for Matthew. His first woman, the one he would never forget?

"Do you want to?" she asked quietly.

"Yes," said Matthew. "God, yes."

She pulled him to her and held him against her. Kate had envisioned the night playing out with Matthew bouncing her off the walls, taking her hard and fast. A huge man like him? She had expected to be his plaything.

Now, Kate knew she'd have to go slow. The other things might come later, but for now she would have to be patient.


I'm still his teacher. So I'll teach him.


"Come on," she said. "Get comfy on my bed."

She helped Matthew to lie in the middle of her bed. He was so tall his feet hung over the bottom edge.

Kate straddled him. He looked up at her, his eyes wide.


He's so innocent. How did I not notice?


Smiling reassuringly, Kate stood up and slipped out of her teddy, throwing it aside. She reveled in the hungry look Matthew was giving her, the desire for her smoldering in his eyes.

Kate lowered herself back on to his body and began kissing him. His hands stroked her hair, moving down her back to cup her ass.

Kate kissed Matthew's neck, her lips and tongue gently caressing the sensitive skin on his throat.

She moved lower, kissing his chest, swirling her tongue around his nipples.

She kissed down his breastbone and to his hard abs. She kissed each ridged muscles, loving how his soft skin wrapped over the hard muscle, like a sheet of velvet over a brick wall.

Matthew moaned as she tongued his belly button.

Kate slipped her hand down the front of his jeans and stroked his cock.


It's as big as the rest of him.


Kate couldn't help smiling widely, her face against his lower belly.

She tugged at his belt and undid the buckle. She opened the top button of his jeans and pulled down his zipper.

"Lift up for me," she said.

Matthew lifted his hips. Hooking her thumbs into his jeans and underwear, Kate tugged his jeans down.

Matthew's cock sprang free, jutting up towards his belly as it swayed back and forth.


Oh. My. God.


He was enormous, even bigger than Kate had thought when she put her hand down his pants.

Kate got off the bed and pulled his jeans off his legs and set them beside the bed, then climbed back on Matthew, straddling his thighs. She knelt down, her ass resting on his knees.

"Your cock is so beautiful," she said.

Kate took Matthew's cock with both her hands. She stroked lightly, loving how hard and warm his shaft was, gaging the heavy weight of his rod.

The head of his cock was swollen tight, the skin stretched and shiny. A drop of precum glistened in his hole. Kate scooped it out with her pinky and brought it to her lips. She licked it off, rolling the taste of him around in her mouth.

"You taste so good."

Matthew let out a sharp exhale as he watched her. Kate could feel his thighs twitching between her legs.

Kate scooted back a bit and leaned over. She ran her tongue over Matthew's heavy testicles, lapping at the base of his cock before gently sucking in his balls, stroking them with her tongue.

Matthew's entire body suddenly started to shiver.

Kate glanced up at his face. Matthews eyes were screwed shut, his teeth tightly clenched.


Oh…


Kate moved up quickly, hoping to get her mouth around his cock, but it was too late. Rapidly stroking his shaft to help him, Kate watched as Matthew spurted load after load of his hot cum high on to his belly. Kate kept stroking, milking his huge cock until, with a final shudder, it was over.

"Oh, god," Matthew moaned. "I'm so sorry, Kate."

Kate moved up beside him, nestling her head into the crook of his shoulder.

"It's okay," she soothed.

"It's ju-ju-ju-just--"

Matthew gave up, slapping his hand down hard against the mattress.

"Shh," Kate hushed. "It's okay, Matthew. Everything's okay."

Kate reached down and began tracing her finger through the cum splattered across Mathew's hard belly.

"There so much more of this inside you, Matthew," She whispered. "I'm here to help you get it all out. Every last drop."

Moving down to his belly, Kate began lapping up his cum, licking and swallowing as she stared up into his wide hazel eyes. She cleaned his belly and then took his softening shaft into her mouth, sucking off any remaining drops as she squeezed his head.

When he was clean, she went back and kissed Matthew deeply, letting him taste his own cum as their tongues swirled together.

"You're so patient with me," he said.

"I'm your tutor," she replied. "I'm happy to teach you."

Kate giggled as Matthew rolled her over and got on top of her. She wrapped her legs around his massive torso, again luxuriating in his body as his weight rested on her, pushing her into the mattress, making it hard to even breathe.

Matthew kissed her then moved to her throat, kissing her lightly and caressing her with his tongue, imitating what she had done to him. He kissed her collarbones then moved lower to her breasts, taking her hard nipples into his mouth and stroking them with his tongue.

"Mmm, that feels so nice," Kate said.

Matthew looked up at her, happy that he was pleasing her.


He's so young.


It was easy to forget that Matthew was just nineteen. Inside that massive body was still a young man.


A boy, really. Still a boy.


A wicked thrill ran through Kate as she thought this. Being with someone half her age, a virginal college boy young enough to be her son-- it made Kate feel so incredibly naughty.

"Kiss it," she sighed as Matthew's big hands gently pried apart her legs.

Kate could feel the juices dripping from her pussy, trickling down over her quivering asshole. Matthew was holding his mouth close to her, his hot breath washing over her clit.

Kate moaned as his tongue licked her wet lips, stroking slowly up and down the sides of her, moving to her center, swirling around her entrance.

Kate reached down and spread her pubic hair to uncover her clit.

"Lick it," she said. "Be gentle at first."

Matthew slid the tip of his tongue over her throbbing clit, softly stroking it as Kate squirmed beneath him.

"Go a little harder," she said.

Matthew started to increase the pressure of his tongue, stroking more firmly. He kept his eyes locked on Kate's, gaging her reaction.


He's such a good student, so eager to please.


"Suck it," she urged.

Matthew drew her clit into his mouth. He sucked softly, his tongued circling her clit.

"Put your finger inside me," she said.

Matthew slipped a finger inside her.

"Press down," she said.

Matthew pressed his finger down to the bottom of Kate's pussy. She groaned, loving the feeling of him inside her, stretching her.

"Start sliding in and out," she said as her breath grew shorter.

Matthew did as she asked. Kate began bucking her hips, grinding into his hand and his face. She could feel her orgasm starting to build, the tingles racing up and down her body as she got closer and closer.

"Go a little faster," she said. "Keep sucking."

Kate squeezed her legs around Matthew's head as he worked her pussy, waves of pleasure cresting higher and higher until, with a sudden shudder, her whole body seized up as she crashed into a hard orgasm.

"I'm cumming," she groaned.

Matthew rode her bucking hips as Kate ground her pussy into his face, pulling his hair as she spasmed against his mouth.


That feels so good.


The vibrator was great at getting Kate off, but there was something about the touch of another person, cumming against the face of a real flesh-and-blood man, that made the Magic Wand pale in comparison.


I've missed this so much.


Kate gently released Matthew's head from between her legs as her orgasm gradually subsided. He moved up beside her and she snuggled close, kissing him deeply, savoring the taste of herself on Matthew's tongue.

"Was… was it okay?" he asked.

She looked into his bright hazel eyes and smiled.

"It was better than okay," she said. "You aced that part of the exam, young man."

"Is this an exam now?" he teased.

"Just a warm up for your real exam tomorrow," she replied. "We still have a pop quiz to get to."

"You're gonna pop me?"

"I'm gonna pop you hard," she laughed.

Kate held him tight, feeling tiny wrapped in his huge arms, pressed against his huge chest. She relaxed as the afterglow washed over her, listening to Matthew's steady heartbeat.

"Matthew?"

"Hm?"

"There must have been plenty of girls interested. Why haven't you?"

Matthew shrugged. "They've made me nervous my whole life. My stutter comes back when I'm around pretty girls."

"Hey, you're not stuttering with me now," Kate said. She was teasing, but Matthew's face was serious.

"I think it's because I'm comfortable with you, Kate," he said. "I got to know you when you were… in disguise."

"Wearing my 'uniform' is how I think of it," she said.

"Yeah, your 'uniform.' I got comfortable before I was attracted to you. I think that's what makes the difference. You're so patient and caring. It makes me feel at ease."

Kate rubbed against his neck, smiling.

"That's nice to hear," she said.

"And you've helped me so much preparing for my final exam."

"That makes me so happy, Matthew," Kate said. "It really does."

"I think I'm ready," Matthew said.

"I know you are," Kate said. "You are going to ace that exam tomorrow."

"No," Matthew chuckled. "I think I'm ready, again."

He pushed her hand down to his crotch. His cock was rock hard.

Kate grinned as she began stroking his thick member.


So young. So resilient.


"Oh, Matthew," she purred.

Kate slid down his body and wrapped her lips around his cock, sucking him in. She loved the way he filled her, her mouth so full of warm, hard cock. Kate took as much of him in as she could, gagging a bit when he hit the back of her throat. Wrapping he hand around his shaft, she began slowly bobbing her head up and down.

"Oh, god," Matthew moaned.

Kate continued sucking, keeping a careful watch on Matthew's face. He was enjoying her mouth but he seemed to be in control of himself. Kate was eager to avoid another premature climax that might wound his ego.


I want to get off on this huge cock, too. No shame in admitting it.


Kate slurped at Matthews balls, loving the shivers it sent through his body.

Kate let go of Matthew's cock and swung her leg over him, straddling him. Reaching between her legs, she guided his swollen head to her pussy, rubbing it up and down her slit.

"Ready?" she asked softly.

Matthew nodded.


I'm his first. He'll never forget me. His college tutor, the older woman who made him into a man. He'll go to his grave remembering me.


Savoring the dark thrill coursing through her, Kate slowly lowered herself on to Matthew's cock. She could feel herself stretching to accommodate his girth. The sensation of being stretched, of being so filled up, made her shiver.

Resting both hands on Matthew's hard abs, Kate began to rock her hips slowly back and forth, sliding his cock in and out of her pussy. Matthew was cupping her swaying tits in his big hands, teasing her nipples as she rode him.

"Ah," Kate moaned as her hips sped up.

Leaning back, she gripped his thighs as she arched her back and threw her head back, bouncing up and down, plunging his thick cock deep inside her.

When her orgasm hit, it hit suddenly and hard.

Sucking in a sharp breath and holding it, Kate felt her whole body seize up as a brutal orgasm ripped through, sizzling waves of pleasure radiating from her pussy out to her whole body. Matthew was bucking up into her, adding his thrusts to her own bouncing.

"Fuck," she gasped, finally collapsing forward on to Matthew's chest.

He held her as the aftershocks rumbled through her body, his hips gently rocking his cock slowly in and out of her pussy.

Sitting up, Matthew swung his legs off the bed and stood, Kate still wrapped around him. He lifted her slim hips and settled her pussy on his cock, pushing deep inside her.

Clinging to his body like a panda clinging to a tree, Kate groaned loudly as Matthew started thrusting into her. She held tight to his neck, her legs wrapped around his torso as Matthew gripped her ass, pounding hard into her pussy.


This. Feels. Amazing.


Matthew was so big and strong that he had no problem standing and supporting both their weights as he slid in and out of Kate's pussy. As his thrusts grew more frantic, Kate could feel another orgasm building inside her.

"Oh, shit!" she moaned.

Matthew sped up, bouncing her hard as Kate squeezed her legs around him, her face clenching as she climaxed again, her thighs quivering and her toes curling as she raked her nails across Matthew's back.

Matthew kept going, prolonging her orgasm. Kate was panting hard, her whole body twitching uncontrollably.


I can't hold on like this much longer.


Matthew must have sensed her strain because he took her back to the bed and lay her down.

Taking her hips again, he flipped her over, setting her on all fours, he knees at the edge of the bed. Prying open her cheeks, her pushed deep inside her.

"Oh, oh, oh," Kate groaned as Matthew took her from behind, the angle allowing him to go much deeper inside her.


Fuck, he's so big! I'm so filled up!


Matthew reached over her back and took her silky hair in his fist. He pulled her head back, exposing her throat.

"Pull harder," she urged.

Matthew pulled harder and Kate groaned. Doing it like this, her hair being pulled hard while she was getting a thick cock from behind, had always been Kate's favorite way to fuck. It made her feel dirty, like an animal. She absolutely loved it.

Matthew was thrusting hard and deep, reaching places inside Kate that no other man had. He was pounding her so fast that his pelvis slapping against her ass sounded like someone clapping his hands as fast as he could.

Kate groaned as yet another orgasm built inside her. Matthew was groaning, too, his thrusting becoming even more urgent.

Kate felt Matthew suddenly slam into her as deeply as he could go, holding himself there as he let out a loud groan.

"I'm cumming," he gasped.

The feeling of his body straining against her as he spurted load after load of hot cum deep inside her pussy sent Kate crashing over the edge into another orgasm, a brutal explosion of pleasure that tore her breath away and made her eyes roll back in her skull, her pussy clamping down again and again around Matthew's throbbing cock, her climax seeming to go on forever, clench and release cycling through her whole body until she finally fell forward into the mattress, gasping like a fish out of water as tremors shook her from head to toe.

Matthew collapsed on the bed beside her. They wrapped their arms around each other, their sweaty bodies tangled as they let the pleasure wash over them like a warm blanket. They kissed and stroked each other's damp foreheads, not speaking, utterly spent. They listened to their hearts beating, their lungs straining to fill with air.

"Thank you," Matthew whispered into Kate's ear. "For everything."

"I enjoyed it as much as you did," she replied.

"Still. Thank you."

"Just ace your exam tomorrow," Kate said, kissing his cheek. "That's all the thanks I need."

"I will," he said.


I know you will.


"Get some rest tonight," Kate said. "You have a long day ahead of you."

"Can I see you again?"

"Only if you get an 'A' tomorrow."

"More motivation."

Kate rested her hand on Matthew's cock.

"It's what a good teacher does," she whispered.





Kate


Kate cheered wildly as she watched the game on TV. Matthew had just caught his second touchdown, this one in overtime to give his team the victory.

"Well done, Matthew!" she yelled, pumping her fists.

An hour after the game ended, Kate's mobile rang.

"Did you watch the game?" Matthew asked.

"You were magnificent!" she said.

"All thanks to you, Kate," he said. "Can I see you when we get back?"

"I'll be waiting," Kate promised.

Kate had just set the phone back on the desk when it rang again.

"You really are a miracle worker," the Dean said.

"I do my best," Kate replied.

"Well, you'll be happy to know your tenure review has been moved up to next month. It's a formality, really. The administration and alumni are all grateful for your work in turning Matthew around."

"I look forward to meeting with the tenure committee," Kate said.

"How's that novel coming?"

Kate looked at the document on her computer. The word count at the bottom of the page read, "87,000 words."

"Everything's going well," she said, smiling.

"The reason I ask is that, after Matthew's success, the Administration was wondering if you were available to do more private tutoring. There are a couple of other players that could really use your help. You'd be well compensated, of course."


Two more football players in need of private tutoring?


"My novel isn't going to write itself," Kate said.

"I know," said the Dean. "But just think it over and get back to me. It would be great if you could fit them both in."

Kate grinned, licking her lips.


Fit them both in?


"I could definitely fit one in," she said. "Two at the same time? Only if I stretched."

"Really?" the Dean asked hopefully.

Kate giggled.

"Let me check my schedule."

THE END





Teaching Her Neighbor



When thirty-nine-year-old Amanda's computer crashes, the only one who can fix it is Drew, her nineteen-year-old neighbor. After he services her computer, a grateful Amanda can think of only one way to repay Drew-- by teaching him how to service a woman. Will the inexperienced Drew take what Amanda is offering? What will Amanda do when she learns it's Drew's first time?



***


Amanda Keene came home to an empty house. It had been two months since her husband had left her for another woman, but Amanda was still not used to the silence that greeted her when she walked through the front door.





I feel like I'm in a mausoleum,


 
she thought.




In a way, the house was a tomb, one that housed the remains of her former life. She'd tried to eliminate all evidence of her husband's presence-- taking down pictures, putting his clothes into storage, even throwing out the recliner he used to sit in to watch baseball games-- but that did nothing to erase the memories that the house held.


Twenty-one years of marriage. We raised a child together in this house.


Amanda's son Thomas was away at college. Summer break had started but, still sulking over the news that his parents were divorcing, Thomas had chosen to stay on campus for an extra Summer Quarter.


He's still trying to wrap his head around all this. So am I.


Her husband's affair had caught Amanda completely by surprise. She had thought her marriage was fine until the day her husband had sat her down at the dining room table.

"I'm leaving," he said.

"Another business trip?"

"No," he said. "I'm leaving you."

That had been that. Her husband was gone. Divorce papers were being processed.

At thirty-nine years old, Amanda was on her own.

The last two months had seemed like an eternity. Amanda had thought she would get used to the sudden change in her life by now, but she hadn't. She still kept expecting her husband to come walking through the front door, asking her if dinner was ready.


Of course I was always the one expected to do the cooking.


Sighing, Amanda dropped her computer satchel and purse on the floor and slumped down on the couch, kicking off her shoes. It had been a rough week at work, her boss pressuring her to finish a report by the coming Monday. Amanda had slaved over the report all day, knowing she would have to work on it over the weekend as well.


Another thrilling Friday night for Amanda Keene.


Amanda's stomach growled. She had skipped lunch to work on the report and now she was famished. The thought of making a meal for herself depressed her badly. Cooking for one was just too sad.

Amanda put her hand to her forehead. She could feel a headache starting to throb just behind her left temple. Amanda always got headaches when she was under stress. She knew her headache would only get worse and that aspirin would do nothing to stop it.


I need to cum.


Orgasms had always worked where aspirin failed.

Feeling cheerier than she had all day, Amanda pulled her computer from her satchel and set it on her lap. She opened the laptop and brought up the special folder she kept hidden on her hard drive.

The folder was filled with video files, files that she and her husband had made when they were still together. Despite his other failings, her husband had always satisfied Amanda in bed. He had also loved filming them fucking.

Amanda loved being filmed, too. She loved the feeling of being watched by a camera as her husband fucked her and she loved watching herself getting fucked. Masturbating to her home videos always made Amanda feel a delicious thrill. Even after he left her, Amanda had always turned to their videos when she needed to get off. Seeing the two of them so happy together, spouses enjoying each other's bodies, had helped nurse Amanda's secret hope that her husband would return to his senses and come home.


He's never coming back. I need to accept that.


Amanda ignored the report sitting on her home screen. She would be buried in it the whole weekend. There was no point paying attention to it now. Instead, she unlocked her special folder.


I know I use this laptop for work, but it's still my own property. I have every right to keep my personal files on it.


Keeping the locked folder on the machine also made Amanda feel naughty. The remote possibility that one of her coworkers might stumble upon it thrilled Amanda, as if she were keeping a dirty little secret right in plain sight. In truth, that was the main reason why she did it.

Tonight, however, Amanda found that she just couldn't bear to see her husband's face again. After the day she had at work and now sitting by herself in a house that suddenly felt much too big, Amanda just couldn't deal with another reminder of what she had lost.


Guess I'll just have to watch strangers fucking to get myself off.


Launching her browser, Amanda did a search online for porn sites. She picked the first one that seemed promising. She scrolled through the site, found a video that caught her eye, and pressed play.

The video started immediately, focusing on a blonde woman sucking a muscle-bound stud's cock while two men penetrated her from behind.


Airtight. Lucky girl.


Amanda grinned as she slipped her hand under her skirt and down the waist of her panties. Her fingers dipped between her lips, teasing out the wetness that was starting to come from inside her. She spread her juices on her clit, rubbing in small circles as she watched the video.

The blonde woman had just swallowed a huge load from the muscle-bound stud's cock when the video suddenly stopped. Amanda hissed in frustration, jabbing at her keyboard as she tried to get the video to restart.


I was just starting to feel it!


Instead of playing, the video went black. A second later, her browser crashed.

"God damn it!" Amanda shouted. She tried to relaunch the browser but the cursor would not respond. She held down the key combination one of her coworkers had shown her, but nothing happened.

The computer was completely locked down.

Amanda held down the laptop's power button. The computer shut down immediately. She waited a few seconds before pressing the power button again.

Nothing.

Amanda began to panic. She pressed it again and again, but the laptop refused to start up.


My report is on there.


The thought sent a bolt of fear through Amanda. The report was due on Monday. She absolutely had to have access to it. Her boss had made it clear how important it was.


Losing my job is NOT an option. Not now, not when I'm on my own.


"Come on!" she shouted, slapping her hand against the side of the laptop before slamming the lid down in frustration.

"Shit!"

Amanda's head was throbbing. She clenched her eyes shut, her hands massaging her temples.


Think, Amanda.


She glanced at the clock. The computer store was still open, but the tech guys were done for the day. Taking her computer in for fixing was not an option, not on a Friday night. The only way to get tech support tonight would be to call their emergency home service.


That's three hundred dollars I can't spare.


"Beth!" Amanda said out loud.

Beth was Amanda's neighbor. Beth had lived next door for years, her son had gone to the same high school as Amanda's son, the two boys friends since they first met. Amanda and Beth had always been friendly.

Beth knew computers. She ran a web based business from home.

"Save me, Beth," Amanda whispered to herself as she hurriedly slipped back into her shoes.

Outside, the sun had just set. Hot, sticky air washed over Amanda as she jogged across the side yard and on to her neighbor's porch, the laptop tucked under her arm.

Amanda rapped hard on the door, trying to calm herself as she waited.

"Beth?" she called out as the door swung open. "I really need--"

Beth's son Drew was standing in the doorway.

"Oh," Amanda spluttered.

"Hi, Mrs. Keene," Drew said.

"You're home from college?"

"For the whole summer," he said.

Drew was a handsome boy, six feet tall and well built. Despite his looks, Drew had never been as successful with girls as her own son had been. Amanda had always thought Drew should do better than he did, but Drew was very shy around women he didn't know. He had been that way since he was a boy.

Drew was comfortable with Amanda, however. He and Amanda's son had often spent the night at each other's houses, watching horror movies instead of doing homework. Amanda had cooked countless meals for the boys, trying her best to ignore the looks Drew had given her as he got older. Amanda knew what young men were like, what they were thinking. Amanda would never admit it, but Drew's attentions had always flattered her. Even now, Drew's eyes were darting up and down Amanda's body.

Her young neighbor's attraction was the last thing on Amanda's mind at the moment, though.

"Drew," she said. "Where's your mom?"

"She went away for the weekend," he replied. "She and Dad are visiting my Aunt upstate."

"Shit!" Amanda said, stamping her foot.

Drew looked alarmed.

"What's wrong?" he asked.

Amanda shook her head, holding up the laptop.

"The damn thing died on me," she said. "I was hoping she could help me. I've got an important report to do and it's all locked up and if I don't finish it by Monday--"

"Whoa," Drew said. "Take it easy, Mrs. Keene."


Take it easy!? My job is on the line, kid!


Amanda forced herself to take a deep, steadying breath. Her head was pounding.

"It's just… very important that I finish my report," she said slowly.

"Maybe I can take a look at it."

"Could you?" Amanda asked.

Drew shrugged.

"I'm studying Comp Sci at college," he said. "I'm not a hardware guy but I know my way around a PC."

Amanda felt hope suddenly flaring inside her. She handed the laptop to Drew. Drew opened the machine and pressed the power button.

"Hmm," he said. "Looks like it's locked. What were you doing when it crashed?"


Watching a blonde swallowing cum while getting DPed.


"Just browsing online," she said.

"Were you running an anti-virus program while you browsed?"

Amanda shook her head.

"I don't know," she said.

"Some sites can be pretty dodgy. Were you playing an online video game? Or visiting a foreign site?"

"No."

"Hmm."

Amanda watched as Drew tapped a finger to his lips. Again, she was struck by how good looking he was.


But so shy around girls. Thomas was always trying to get him to go double-dating with him, but Drew never would.


Drew looked up at Amanda.

"I can run some disk aid and antivirus software through your computer and see if that will help. It might take awhile to process, though. Can you leave this with me tonight?"

Amanda nodded vigorously.

"Just get it to work again, Drew," she said.

Drew smiled. Amanda felt her own spirits lifting.


Maybe I'll still be employed come Monday.


"I'll get right on it," Drew said.

"Thank you," Amanda said gratefully.

She put her hand on Drew's shoulder.


He's got muscles.


Drew's smile got wider. He seemed to be enjoying her touch quite a bit. Embarrassed, Amanda let her hand drop.

"I'll bring it by tomorrow morning," he said.

"Thank you so much, Drew."

"My pleasure. I didn't have any plans for tonight anyways."

"Still, thank you," Amanda said. "Good night."

"Good night, Mrs. Keene," Drew said.

Amanda walked off the porch and headed back to her house. She was almost to her own porch before she finally heard Drew closing his front door.


He watched me walking away?


A sudden realization struck Amanda.


He was watching my ass.





A thrill ran down Amanda's spine.

 
Despite all the trouble she had just gone through, Amanda started to grin.




***

It had been a few hours since Amanda had given the laptop to Drew and she was finally starting to relax. Drew was a smart kid. If anyone could get her computer working, it would be him.

After a quick bite of salad, Amanda showered and changed into her pajamas, hoping to do some reading before going to sleep.

She had just gotten in bed when she suddenly remembered the unlocked folder she had left open on her home screen.

"Oh, fuck!"

Amanda sat bolt upright. If Drew did get her computer running again, the first thing he would see were all the homemade videos she had made with her husband.

"God damn it," Amanda muttered.

She got out of bed, unsure of what she should do. The idea of Drew seeing her videos mortified Amanda. She and her husband had always played hard and rough. The things they had recorded were definitely not things she wanted her nineteen-year-old neighbor watching.


You sure about that?





Amanda had to admit that there was a part of her that was secretly turned on by the idea that young Drew, a boy she had known for so long, a boy who had grown up to be a very handsome young man, might get off on seeing Amanda getting fucked.

 
She had seen the way he had looked at her, even when he was still just sleeping over with her son. When she had gone to his house today, Drew's eyes had been practically crawling all over her body.




For the last two months, Amanda had led a sexless life, dragging herself to work and then back home, alone with no one to keep her company but the people who inhabited her television. She had almost forgotten that she was still an attractive woman until Drew's attention had reminded her. Amanda had to admit, it felt really good to see the desire in his young eyes.


Stop it! You are twenty years older than Drew and he was Thomas's best friend. Act like an adult!


Amanda forced aside her thoughts about Drew. She needed to do something to keep him from watching those files. But what?


Maybe he won't watch them, even if the folder is open.


Amanda shook her head. What young man would pass up the opportunity to watch his sexy neighbor getting fucked?


He'll definitely watch them.


Should she call Drew? What would she say? "Please don't look at the videos of me screwing my ex-husband?"

Amanda snorted at the absurdity of it all.


Think! Figure something out!


Amanda remembered that Thomas's bedroom window was directly across from Drew's. The two boys had often shouted to each other across the narrow side yard that separated their houses.


Go see what he's doing.


Amanda left her bedroom, padding down the hallway to her son's bedroom. She made sure the hallway light was off before she opened the door.

Thomas's bedroom was dark, the window shades closed. Amanda crept to the window and slowly opened the shade, just enough so she could peek into Drew's window.

Amanda inhaled sharply at what she saw.

Drew's bedroom was well lit, his shades up. The night was still hot and humid and Drew had opened his window, probably to allow a breeze to circulate.

Drew was standing at his computer desk. Amanda's laptop was open in front of him. Amanda couldn't see what was on the screen, but then she didn't have to.

Drew was staring at the laptop, his eyes wide. He had his pants open, his cock in his hand.


Oh, god. He's so big!


Amanda stared, her mouth agape, as Drew pumped his thick cock. Her husband had been on the smaller end of the scale, making up for his shortcomings with technique and enthusiasm. Amanda had only been with one other man, a boy who took her virginity in high school. Amanda knew she had little to compare her husband with but she'd had no complaints while they were married. Still, Amanda had often wondered what it would be like to play with a sizable cock, how it would feel to be so filled up.


Oh, Drew. I never knew you were so blessed.


Amanda knew the excitement she was feeling wasn't just about the size of Drew's cock, however. It was also the boy that cock was connected to, a boy she had known for so long, one she had watched grow up. To see young Drew now, his manhood so impressive, made watching him feel so naughty.


And he's jerking off while watching me. The nice lady next door. He's getting off on watching me getting fucked.


A chill of dark pleasure tingled down Amanda's spine.

She knew she shouldn't be spying on Drew like this, hiding in her son's room with the lights off, but Amanda couldn't tear her eyes away. Her heart was racing and her mouth had gone dry. Her knees felt weak, her legs wobbly.

Amanda slipped her hand under her skirt and down her panties. Her pussy was almost dripping. It had been a long time since she had been so revved up.

Amanda dipped her finger between her lips, spreading her juices over her clit as she rubbed it in tight, firm circles. Her other hand was on her breast, massaging her nipple through the thin fabric of her blouse.

Next door, Drew was pumping his fist up and down his cock faster and faster. Amanda imagined how it would feel to have his big cock inside her pussy, how deep he would go, how much she would stretch around his girth.


I can hear him moaning.





Drew grabbed what looked like an old T-shirt.

 
Arching his back and throwing his head back, his hand a blur as he pumped his cock, Drew came, unloading into the T-shirt balled in his fist.




Amanda sucked in a sharp breath as she watched the tendons on Drew's neck standing out, his eyes squeezed shut as he thrust his hips back and forth.


He's cumming so hard.


Drew's orgasm went on for a long time. Finally he slumped over, panting hard as he wiped his cock with his T-shirt. He looked exhausted, utterly spent.


All because of me.


Amanda slipped her fingers from her panties and stuck them in her mouth. She sucked on her fingers, savoring the tang of her juices as she watched Drew cleaning himself off. When Drew was done, he sat down at his desk.


Now he's going to copy the files, keep them for his own personal use.


Amanda felt a sudden dread filling her. It was one thing to see Drew masturbating to her videos. Him keeping his own copies was a step too far, however.

Thoughts of how she would have to confront Drew filled Amanda's head. Having copies of those videos anywhere but on her laptop was simply unacceptable. If they ever got out on the Internet…

But Drew wasn't making copies. Instead, he was sitting at his desk with his head in his hands. His chest was heaving.


Is… is he crying?


Drew wiped at his eyes, the slammed his fist on the desk.


He is crying. Why?


Amanda leaned closer to the window, her breath fogging the pane.

Across the way, Drew was shutting down Amanda's machine. He closed the laptop and set it aside. Drew stood and went to the other side of his bedroom, out of the sight of Amanda. A moment later, the bedroom light shut off and the room went dark.

Amanda frowned.


What was that all about?


Amanda snuck back to her bed. She worked her aching pussy with her fingers as she lay in the dark, replaying in her mind the way Drew's back had arched while he unloaded into his T-shirt. Her orgasm, when it came, was sudden and brutal, a hard climax that curled her toes and left her breathless.

For the rest of the night, Amanda tossed and turned, her mind going over how Drew had reacted after his own orgasm.


Why was he so upset?


Drew would be bringing the computer back the next morning. Amanda would have to find some way of talking to him about what she had seen. The way he had pounded the desk had disturbed her.

But that was only part of why Amanda couldn't sleep. Even when she closed her eyes, all Amanda could see was Drew.


The boy next door.


She wanted him.

She wanted him badly.

A plan had started to take root in Amanda's mind, a plan that only grew larger the more she tried to push it away.


Am I really going to do this?


Amanda drifted off to sleep, a small smile on her lips.

***

Amanda was making breakfast when she heard the knock at her kitchen door. Drew was standing on her back deck, her laptop under his arm.


Here we go.


Amanda set aside the bowl of pancake batter she was mixing and smoothed down the front of her robe. She had dug out the short silk kimono style sleeping robe that her husband had given to her several years ago, knowing how well it flattered her curvy body. The hem of the robe only reached her mid-thighs and Amanda had loosely tied the front, her deep cleavage framed between the two lapels. She was naked beneath, loving the way the silk felt against her body.

Through the kitchen door's window, Amanda could see Drew's eyes widening as she approached. She put on a bright smile, waving at him as she crossed the kitchen. Drew waved back hesitantly, lowering his eyes as she got to the door.


Still such a shy boy.


Amanda undid the lock as Drew shuffled nervously outside. She swung the door open. Warm summer air spilled in.

"Good morning," she said cheerfully.

"Good morning, Mrs. Keene," Drew mumbled.

"Come in, come in."

Amanda stepped aside as Drew entered her kitchen. She shut the door behind him, latching the lock.

"I hope you have good news for me," she said.

Drew nodded.

"It's all fixed," he said.

Drew held up the laptop, keeping it between them almost like a shield. Aside from a quick glance at her when she greeted him, Drew's eyes were firmly fixed on the kitchen floor.

"You did?" Amanda asked breathlessly.

She took the laptop from Drew and opened it. Her home screen popped immediately on to the screen. The report was where she had left it. Amanda saw that the folder of her home videos had been closed.


We can deal with that later.


Amanda squealed as she set the computer down on the kitchen table, closing it as she did so. She turned back to Drew, clapping her hands excitedly.

"Oh, thank goodness!" she said.

She rushed over to the boy and wrapped her arms around him, squeezing him tightly as she pressed her face into his chest. Drew returned the hug awkwardly, his hand patting her back gently.

"You just saved my job!" Amanda said.

She bounced up and down on her toes, her excitement a mix of joy that her computer was fixed and excitement at the strong young body she was clinging to. Amanda knew Drew could feel how happy she was. She also knew he could feel her tits rubbing up and down his torso as she bounced against him.

"Thank you," she whispered into his ear.

Amanda planted her lips on his cheek, kissing him firmly. When she pulled away, she saw that her lip gloss had left a shiny smear on Drew's smooth skin.

Amanda let her head rest against his shoulder as she giggled with relief. Drew was starting to hold her more strongly now. She could feel his muscles flexing beneath his T-shirt as she stroked his back.

Amanda noticed Drew shifting his hips, backing them away from her.


He's getting hard.


Amanda snickered silently, knowing the effect she was having on her young neighbor. Amanda could hear how shallow his breathing had gone, how warm his skin had suddenly gotten. With a final hard squeeze, she let him go.

Drew's face was flushed, a blush creeping up his neck. Amanda snuck a peek at his crotch. The outline of his erection was plain to see, a thick bulge running down his right thigh.


I know what you've got inside those jeans, naughty boy.


Amanda stepped back, letting Drew take a good look at her. Her bouncing against him had rumpled the front of her robe and one of her breasts was almost entirely uncovered. She saw Drew's gaze darting down to her chest then back to her eyes before again dropping down to her chest.


He can't stop looking. He wants to, but he can't.


Amanda smirked as she watched Drew struggling not to ogle her breasts. She didn't bother to straighten her robe, pretending that she was unaware that she was exposed.


Will he tell me my robe is open?


"Um, Mrs. Keene?" Drew said. "Your robe…"


Sweet sweet boy.


Amanda looked down, letting out a theatrical gasp as she saw herself uncovered.

"Oh dear," she said.

Amanda tugged the robe shut and straightened it, smoothing her hand down her breasts and belly. When she looked up, Drew was staring at the space above her head.


He's trying so hard.


"Sorry," Amanda said. "You just got me sooo excited, Drew."

"I did?"

"For fixing my computer!"

"Oh," he said softly.

Drew was staring at the ground again. His face was a bright scarlet.

"How can I repay you?" Amanda asked, her voice low and throaty.

Drew shook his head.

"Just happy to help," he said. "After all you did for me growing up, it's the least I can do."

Amanda laid a hand on his forearm, waiting until he finally looked up into her eyes.

"There must be something I can do for you," she said.

Drew blinked. He licked his lips, his eyes again sweeping over Amanda's body.


I know what you're thinking. Just say it, Drew. You'll get what you ask for.


But Drew only shook his head.

"It's okay," he said. "Just… it's okay. I really should get going."

Amanda could see her young neighbor getting ready to bolt for the door.


Oh, no. You're not getting away that easily.


"Have you eaten yet?" she asked, her hand tightening on his forearm.

Drew shook his head.

"Well then sit down, Drew," Amanda said. "At least let me cook you breakfast."

"Don't go to any trouble on my account, Mrs. Keene."

"After all the breakfasts I made for you and Thomas," Amanda said, "one more is no trouble at all."

Amanda led Drew to the kitchen table, guiding him into a seat. He sat down and rested his hands on the table, his eyes still lowered.

"I'm making banana pancakes," Amanda said cheerfully. "I know how much you like my banana pancakes. You always loved them when you spent the night."

Amanda chatted non-stop as she cooked the pancakes. She asked about his schooling, what he planned to do for the summer.

"Your parents must be happy to have you back," Amanda said. "It's really great to see you again, Drew."

"Thanks, Mrs. Keene."

Drew mentioned that he still talked with Thomas, though the two went to different colleges. Drew told her how he was struggling a bit to fit into his new campus. Amanda could hear the loneliness in Drew's voice as he described his life in the dorms.

"No girlfriend?" she asked.

"No," Drew replied. "No time, really. My studies keep me busy."

"A handsome boy like you?" Amanda said. "I expected you to be fighting them off."


Especially if they knew what you were packing in your trousers.


Drew chuckled. "You know how I am around girls I don't know."

Amanda did know. Drew's shyness had always baffled her. She'd never seen him with a girl and Thomas had never spoken of Drew even going on dates.

Amanda knew that Drew wasn't gay. The way he kept sneaking looks at her as she cooked left no doubt on that score.


Poor kid. He doesn't know how sexy he is. Or maybe he does and is just too scared to enjoy it. Then again, he's only nineteen. He must not have much experience with girls. Or sex.


Amanda's back was to Drew as she worked. In the reflection of the stainless steel stove hood, she could see Drew watching her, his eyes drinking in the sight of her legs, her ass.


Drew may be shy, but he's definitely interested in women. He just needs someone to give him a little nudge.


"Here you are," Amanda said, setting a stack of pancakes on the table in front of Drew. He smiled gratefully.

"Just like old times," Amanda said. "Let me get you some syrup."

Amanda went to the refrigerator. The syrup was right on the middle shelf but Amanda made a big production of rummaging through the fridge, bending over as if she were searching, giving Drew ample opportunities to watch the short kimono riding up her tight ass.

"There you are," she finally said, taking the bottle of syrup from where it had been sitting all along.

Amanda set the syrup and a carton of milk on the table next to Drew's pancakes.

"Dig in!" she said merrily.

As Drew was pouring the syrup over his pancakes, Amanda got herself a cup of coffee. She returned to the table with the mug in her hand. There was a seat across the table from Drew. She had always sat there when Drew and Thomas were eating breakfast. This time, Amanda took the chair that was right next to Drew.

Drew was lifting a sliver of pancake to his mouth when Amanda slid into the chair beside him. They were so close, their arms were almost touching. Amanda watched as Drew hesitated a moment before slowly putting the food into his mouth and chewing methodically.

"You like that?" she asked, her voice husky.

Drew flinched a bit at her nearness, the tone of her voice.


Still so nervous.


"Your banana pancakes are awesome, Mrs. Keene," Drew said.

"You used to always ask for seconds," Amanda said. "You could never get enough."

Drew swallowed and took a sip of milk.

"Are you going to have some?" he asked.

"I'm not hungry," she replied, "for pancakes."

"Oh," Drew said in a small voice as he scooped up more pancake with his fork.


His hand is shaking. Slow down, you'll scare the poor kid off.


Amanda reached across the table and pulled her laptop to her.

"So what was the problem?" she asked.

"Virus," Drew said. "I think you must have accidentally downloaded it from the web."


God damned dodgy porn site.


"I wiped it out with some anti-virus software," Drew continued. "No data lost. I also installed a good active scanning program so you'll be protected automatically from now on. Just update when it says to update and you'll be good to go."

Drew's voice had grown more assured as he spoke, the subject of computers and viruses bolstering his confidence. Amanda could sense the boy regaining his footing as he described how some websites tried to install spyware to steal a user's information.

"Problem is," he said, "most of the spyware is so poorly written that it ends up just shutting down the computer. We studied this last semester in class."

Amanda listened as Drew went on, nodding her head and asking questions when she thought it appropriate. Drew was becoming more animated, more relaxed, as he warmed to his subject.

Drew was explaining computer worms when Amanda opened the laptop. Her screen illuminated immediately, her desktop springing up on screen. Amanda checked her report again. She launched the file and did a quick scan of it. Everything was in order.

"All good?" Drew asked.

"All good," she said.

Drew smiled proudly.

"Except…" Amanda let her voice trail off.

"What?" Drew asked, frowning. "Something wrong?"

"It's just… there was a folder I had open when the machine crashed."

Drew froze, his fork half-way to his mouth. Amanda turned towards him, her arm resting against his.

"Did you see it when the computer rebooted?" she asked.

Drew slowly set his fork back down on his plate. His whole body had gone tense.

"I… I did notice the… open folder," he stuttered.

"I see," Amanda said.

"It's still all there," Drew said quickly. "Like I said, no data loss. Everything is just like it was before the crash."

Amanda cleared her throat and shifted her weight, her arm pressing a little tighter against Drew's.

"It's just that the folder held some very personal files," she said. "So I was wondering…"

"It's all still there," Drew said. "I just… just closed the folder."

Amanda took in a deep breath.

"Before you closed the folder, did you look at the files, Drew?"

Amanda could feel the boy trembling. His shoulder had slumped and his head was hanging. He couldn't meet her eyes.

"It's okay," she said soothingly. "You can tell me if you did. I promise I won't be angry."

Drew glanced at her. Amanda smiled warmly at him.

"I… yes," he whispered.

"So you saw me doing things with my husband?"

Drew nodded.

"I'm so sorry," he said. "I was just curious."

"I understand."

Drew shook his head.

"I shouldn't have looked," he muttered. "I know I shouldn't have. You've been such a good person to me and… and I disrespected you like that. I'm so sorry, Mrs. Keene."

Drew's whole body had tightened up, coiled like a spring. Amanda put her arm around the boy's shoulders.

"There's no need to apologize," she said. "Really there isn't."

"No," he said, still shaking his head. "What I did was wrong, it was an invasion of your privacy. I feel awful about it, I really, really do. I know I shouldn't have. I knew it was wrong, but I still did it."


He's working himself into a state.


Amanda reached over with her other arm and took Drew's hand in hers.

"It's okay, Drew," she said. "I'm not angry. You're a young man. It's okay to be curious. I don't hold that against you."

Drew took a long, slow breath. He looked up at Amanda. His eyes were glistening.

"You're really not mad, Mrs. Keene?"

Amanda shook her head.

"I'm really not," she said.

Drew exhaled, relief flooding over his handsome face.

"Thanks," he said.

Amanda chuckled. She lifted his hand to her lips and gently kissed his wrist. She felt Drew shudder.

"See?" she said. "You got all worried for nothing. I've known you since you were a kid. I've always been your friend, haven't I?"

"You have, Mrs. Keene."

"But I do have a question," she said. "You can answer one question, can't you, Drew?"

Drew nodded.

"What I want to know is," she said, "did you like what you saw?"

Drew jumped as if he had just been jolted by a shock of electricity. Amanda waited, letting the question hang between them.

"I… I…"

"You can tell me, Drew."

The boy looked at her then looked away. He took a deep, shuddering breath.

"Yes," he whispered.


Do it.


Amanda took Drew's hand and placed it on her breast.

"Do you want to do those things with me?" she asked.

"I… I don't know…"

Amanda slipped his hand under her robe, pressing it against her full breast.

"Drew," she whispered, leaning close to him, her breath washing over his ear. "You want me, don't you? Be honest."

"Yes," he sighed.

His hand was cupping her breast, his thumb slowly stroking her hard nipple.

"Do you want to fuck me, Drew?" Amanda asked. "You can tell me."

"I… it's wrong…"

Amanda reached down and placed her hand on his thigh. She could feel his cock through the denim of his jeans.

Drew was rock hard.

"Your body disagrees," she says.

Amanda stroked her fingertips up and down his engorged shaft.

"Just tell me, Drew," she whispered. "I know you've been fantasizing about me, haven't you?"

"Yes."

"For how long?"

"Years," he admitted guiltily.

"Well, now you don't need to fantasize anymore," Amanda said. "All you have to do is say it. Just tell me you want to fuck me."

"I… I want…"

Amanda lightly squeezed his cock, running her finger over its head. Drew moaned softly, his eyes narrowing.

"Just say it, Drew."

"I want to fuck you," he gasped.

"And I want to fuck you," Amanda said.

She took his face in her hands. Drew's eyes were wide and staring. Amanda smiled, tilting her head. She leaned in and kissed the trembling boy.

Drew hesitated, then wrapped her in his strong arms. She opened her mouth and their tongues darted. Drew reached into her robe, running his hands over her breasts as Amanda stroked his back, luxuriating in the feel of his hard muscles under his soft skin.

"The bedroom," she said.

Amanda stood and took Drew's hand. She led him out of the kitchen and up the stairs and into the master bedroom.

"This is where we made all those videos," she said.

Amanda sat Drew down on the bed and knelt between his open legs.

"I've never fucked any man but my husband on this bed," Amanda said. "You're going to be the first."

Drew leaned forward, taking Amanda's upturned face in his hands and kissing her deeply.

Amanda tugged the T-shirt off of Drew. She kissed his chest, her tongue flicking his nipples. She kissed his stomach, tonguing his navel. Her hands fumbled with his belt and unzipped his jeans.

"Stand up," she said.

Drew stood and Amanda tugged down his jeans and underwear.

Drew's cock sprang free, jutting lewdly at Amanda's face.

"You're so fucking big," she sighed.

Drew groaned as Amanda took his cock in both her hands. She loved how thick his shaft was, how heavy it felt in her grip. Amanda licked the swollen head, its skin stretched tight and shiny.

"Mrs. Keene," Drew groaned.

Amanda wrapped her lips around Drew's cock, her tongue stroking back and forth across the head. It felt amazing to have so much cock in her mouth.

"Mrs. Keene."

Amanda took as much of his massive rod into her mouth as she could, then began bobbing her head up and down as her hands twisted on his shaft.

Drew's hands stroked the top of her head, his fingers running through her silky hair.

"Mmm," she moaned, her mouth vibrating, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him.

"Mrs. Keene!"

Amanda looked up at Drew. His eyes were screwed shut and his whole body was shaking.


Oh dear…


Amanda bobbed her head faster, her hands twisting rapidly.

With a groan, Drew bucked his hips forward, unloading his hot cum into Amanda's mouth in powerful spurts that hit the back of her throat. Amanda milked him hard, cupping his balls and squeezing his shaft, getting every last drop out of the shuddering boy and swallowing it down.


God, there's so much of it!


Amanda kept swallowing as Drew grunted, still cumming. With a final spasm, Drew pulled free of Amanda's hungry mouth and sat down heavily on the bed.

"I'm so sorry," he panted.

Drew looked at her then quickly looked away. Amanda could see the shame etched into the boy's face.

Amanda sat on the bed beside him, her arms around his shoulders.

"It's okay, Drew," she said. "It's all okay."

Amanda licked her lips, the taste of the boy's cum still fresh in her mouth.

"I… I wanted to tell you, but…" Drew stuttered.

"Tell me?"

"It's just…"

Amanda waited, holding the boy as he struggled to get the words out.

"I've never been with a woman before," Drew whispered.

Amanda blinked in surprise.

"Never?" she asked softly.

Drew shook his head.

Amanda struggled to keep the shock from her face. She had known Drew was shy around girls, but she had never suspected that he was still a virgin.


You never forget your first time.


Amanda's mind went back to her own first time. Even though it had been decades, she could still remember the name of the boy she had lost her virginity to, she could still remember every detail, every thought she had during the moment she had first been penetrated. It was one of the most vivid memories of her life.


If I do this, young Drew will go to his grave remembering me.


A weight had settled on Amanda's shoulders, a burden that she could feel pressing down upon her. At the same time, a dark thrill was coursing through her entire body, making her breath hitch and her heart gallop.


Fucking my young neighbor. Taking the virginity of a boy twenty years younger than me. Making him a man.


Amanda shivered at the thought. She felt a hunger inside her that she had never felt before. It was a yearning that was beyond just being naughty. It was a dirty, filthy hunger howling deep inside of her, one that made her nipples harden and her pussy drip.


It feels so fucking good.


Amanda gently ran her hand up and down Drew's back. With her other hand, she cupped his softening cock, loving the weight of it in her palm.

Amanda smiled at the boy, her thumb rubbing up and down his shaft. Drew was so young, Amanda knew he would soon be ready again. She leaned close, her eyes locked on his.

"Do you still want to?" she asked.

"Yes," Drew replied.

"Good boy," she said, grinning.

Amanda stood, getting between the sitting Drew's legs.

"Take this off me," she said.

Drew tugged at her robe's belt. Amanda shrugged her shoulders and the robe slipped off of her, pooling around her feet on the floor.

Drew drank in the sight of Amanda's naked body. He ran his hands up and down her torso, cupping her breasts and rubbing her nipples, brushing his fingers through the coarse pubic hair V-ing between her legs.

"You've been wanting to see me naked for so long, haven't you?"

Drew nodded.

Leaning over, Amanda took Drew's head and gently guided him to her. He took her nipple into his mouth, his tongue caressing it as Amanda moaned softly.

"Suck it," she said. "Use your teeth."

Drew gently took her hard nipple between his teeth.

"Mmm, that feels so good, Drew," she sighed.

Amanda straightened, pushing Drew's head to her belly, loving the way his lips felt as he kissed her stomach. In the mirror above the bed's headboard, Amanda watched herself rubbing against Drew's smooth face.


Cradle robber!


Amanda stifled her giggles.

Taking a step back, Amanda spread her feet and softly pushed Drew's head lower. She could feel his hot breath washing over her clit as Drew nuzzled her mound.

"You've watched porn, Drew?"

Drew nodded, his cheek pressed against her pubic hair.

"Do you know where my clit is?"

"I think so," he replied hesitantly.

"Just lick a little lower," she said. "You'll find it."

Drew began running his tongue through Amanda's pubic hair, searching for her clit.

"A little lower, Drew. There. That's it. Lick it. Lick it like you're licking a lollipop."

Amanda moaned as Drew lapped at her swollen clit, grinding her hips against his face.

"You're doing so well," she said. "Put your fingers on my pussy."

Drew slid two fingers between her legs, caressing Amanda's wet slit.

"Ahh," she moaned. "That feels so nice, Drew. Do you feel how wet I am? Look at your fingers."

Drew pulled his head away and looked at his glistening fingers.

"Suck your fingers," Amanda said. "Taste them."

Drew snuck a peek up at Amanda. She smiled down at him encouragingly.

Drew slid his fingers into his mouth. He sucked on them, his eyes narrowing as he savored her juices.

"That's what a woman tastes like," she said. "Do you like it?"

"Yes," Drew said.

Amanda giggled. She leaned forward and kissed the top of Drew's head, then clambered on to the bed. Amanda grabbed a pillow and put it under her hips, loving how the pillow raised her pussy up.

"Come here," she said, spreading her legs wide.

Drew got on the bed, kneeling between her legs. He watched, hypnotized, as Amanda spread her lips, showing him her opening.

"I'm dripping," she cooed.

Drew watched the juices dribbling down Amanda's pussy, trickling over her quivering asshole.

"Kiss it," she said.

Gripping her thighs, Drew lowered his head to Amanda's pussy and began lapping at her juices, his throat working as he swallowed. Amanda moaned as Drew licked up and down her lips, his tongue slipping inside her, swirling around her entrance.

Amanda tapped her clit with her finger.

"This is my clit," she said. "It's like the tip of your cock, only more sensitive. Lick it, Drew. Be gentle, at first"

Drew flicked her clit with the tip of his tongue, gradually shifting to longer strokes as Amanda grew more excited.

"Suck it," she said.

Drew pursed his lips and sucked on her clit, his wet tongue sliding back and forth across it as his cheeks hollowed.

"Oh, that feels so good," Amanda groaned.

She tangled her fingers in Drew's thick hair, grinding against the boy's handsome face, his eyes watching her face as Amanda's pleasure grew.


He's so eager to please.


Amanda gently pushed Drew's head lower.

"Lick my asshole," she said.

Amanda loved getting her asshole rimmed. It was the one thing her husband had always denied her, even though Amanda had always rimmed his ass when she went down on him. It was unfair of her husband not to return the favor and Amanda had always resented him for it.


Drew will do it, though. He'll give me what I need.


Drew lapped Amanda's tight ring, his tongue pushing inside her. Amanda groaned, rubbing her clit as Drew tongued her ass.

"Put a finger inside me," she urged.

Drew licked his pinky and gently pushed it against her tight asshole, working against her resistance until he finally slipped in.

"All the way," Amanda gasped.

Drew pushed his finger in until he was buried up to his knuckle.

"Oh god, yes," Amanda panted.

She guided his mouth back to her clit.

"Put your other finger in my pussy," she said.

Drew shifted his weight and brought his other hand between her legs. Still sucking her clit, he slid a finger deep into her slit.

"Use two fingers, Drew," Amanda said.

Drew slid in a second finger.

"Stroke up," Amanda urged. "Like you're telling someone, 'Come here.'"

Drew did as she asked, his fingers rubbing firmly on Amanda's G-spot.

Drew's mouth on her clit, his fingers in her pussy and asshole, Amanda began bucking her hips as she felt her climax building inside her.

"Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop."

She rode his face and fingers, pulling his head hard between her legs.

"Ahh, fuck!"

Amanda's whole body went tense, her legs clamping tight around Drew's head as her orgasm rushed through her. Drew kept working her pussy and asshole, frantically sucking and stroking as she climaxed against his face.

"Ahh," Amanda gasped, as the final spasm shook her. She collapsed back into the mattress, her chest heaving as the aftershocks rumbled through her.

Drew climbed up to her face and kissed her deeply. Amanda wrapped her legs around him, loving the feeling of his weight resting on top of her.

"Was it okay?" he asked her softly.

"It was more than okay," she grinned.

They held each other tightly, kissing and stroking each other's body.

Amanda reached between Drew's legs. A smile spread across her face. Drew's cock had begun to stiffen again.

"Roll over," she told him.

Drew rolled on to his back. Amanda got up and straddled his knees. She took his cock in her hands and leaned over, gently nuzzling his balls, sucking them in and caressing them with her tongue.

"Oh, god," Drew groaned.

Amanda moved up to his shaft, licking up and down its length then taking his head in her mouth, stroking her tongue back and forth as she sucked.

Amanda nursed Drew's cock, loving how she could feel it swelling inside her mouth, stiffening as she worked him with her tongue.

After just a few minutes, Drew was rock hard.


Young cock. It's so eager to go again and again.


Straightening up, Amanda shuffled her knees forward until she was positioned over Drew's jutting manhood. She took his cock in her hand and began rubbing his head up and down her wet pussy as she stared into the boy's wide eyes.

"Ready?" she asked.

Drew nodded.


He will never, ever forget this moment.


Shivering with excitement, Amanda leveled his head against her entrance and slowly lowered herself on to his throbbing cock.

"Oh, shit…" Drew gasped as he slid into her.

Amanda was moaning with him, loving the way her pussy was stretching to accommodate his massive girth. She sank lower and lower, groaning as Drew's cock filled her up more than she had ever been filled before.


I never knew what I was missing.


Leaning forward, her hands resting on Drew's hard chest, Amanda began rocking her hips, riding Drew's thick cock, her tits swaying as she ground against him.

"Mmm mmm mmm," Amanda grunted as she rode him faster and faster, her nails digging into his chest.

Drew thrust up into her pussy, matching her rhythm.

Amanda could feel her climax building again, the massive cock sliding in and out of sending waves of pleasure through her entire body.

"Fuck!"

Amanda sucked in a sharp breath and held it, every muscle in her body tensing as she crashed into her orgasm, pleasure radiating through her, her legs clenching and her toes curling as she came hard on Drew's throbbing cock.

Amanda's hips were a blur as she rode Drew, prolonging her climax, his head thrown back, her eyes squeezed shut.

With a shuddering gasp, she fell forward on to Drew's chest. Her body was twitching, her pussy spasming around his hard rod.

Drew stroked her hair as Amanda panted against him.

"Can… can we do it doggie style?" he asked.

Amanda grinned, her breath still ragged.


He's so sweet.


"Of course," she said.

Amanda rolled off Drew, his cock glistening as it slipped from her pussy. Amanda crawled to the edge of the bed and got on all fours, her ass high, her head pressed against the mattress.

Drew got off the bed and got behind her. He ran his hands over her ass, prying her cheeks apart and resting his thumb against her asshole.

"Fuck me, Drew," Amanda moaned.

Drew leveled his cock against her entrance and thrust into her. Amanda gasped as Drew pushed in all the way to his hilt, his balls slapping against her clit.

She had never been penetrated so deeply before.

It felt absolutely amazing.

Gripping her hips tightly, Drew began thrusting hard and fast, sliding his cock almost completely out of her pussy before slamming back in as deep as he could go.

Amanda moaned in both pleasure and pain, her whole body rocking as Drew hammered into her exhausted pussy. Her husband had always been a good fuck, but there was just no way he could match the sheer size of Drew's cock. It changed everything, working her pussy so hard that Amanda could barely stand the fucking she was getting. Every time Drew went balls deep on her, Amanda's insides shook. It hurt, but the pleasure that came with taking such a massive cock drove Amanda absolutely wild. Only one more thing would push her even further than she already was.

"Put your thumb in my ass," she cried out.

Drew roughly jammed his thumb into her tight asshole. Amanda let out a hoarse yelp, her asshole clamping tight around the boy's thumb as she rocked her hips back to meet his deep thrusts.

Amanda could feel herself rushing headlong towards another orgasm, one that she knew would be so intense that it almost scared her. Her legs were getting weak, going wobbly like overcooked spaghetti noodles, her pussy spasming as she got closer and closer to the edge.

Drew was going even faster, his hipbones smacking hard into her ass, driving her face into the mattress with each thrust.

Amanda's climax hit her like a runaway train. She arched her back and threw her head back as Drew thrust faster and faster.

"FUCK!" Amanda screamed.

Amanda's whole body suddenly seized up, her breath torn from her lungs as her orgasm ripped brutally through her. Her face contorted into a frozen howl as wave after wave of pleasure sizzled up and down her whole body, her pussy clamping down hard around Drew's massive cock, her asshole locking down on his thumb.

All thoughts were driven from Amanda's mind as she rode her orgasm, clench and release cycling over and over as she came again and again.

Just when Amanda thought her climax was finally winding down, Drew abruptly thrust his cock as deeply as he could go into her pussy, staying there as Drew bellowed, his orgasm exploding into Amanda's pussy, filling up her stretched cunt with hot, sticky cum as Drew ground hard against her, desperately pumping Amanda full of his seed until it spilled out of her and dripped down her twitching thighs.

The feeling of Drew's cum inside her sent Amanda crashing into another hard orgasm, pleasure ripping through her exhausted nerves, slamming her into a bliss that was just at the edge of pain, Amanda's moans becoming whimpers as she helplessly rode the waves of pleasure tearing through her.

Drew toppled on to the bed beside Amanda. He lay on his back panting, his body drenched with sweat. Amanda rolled into his arms, her body twitching uncontrollably as the aftershocks rumbled through her.

They held each other tightly, their exhausted bodies tangled together. They kissed deeply, their tongues caressing as their breaths mingled.

"You did it," Amanda sighed. "You're a man, Drew."

Drew looked deep into Amanda's eyes.

"Thank you, Mrs. Keene," he whispered.

Amanda smiled, brushing the sweat from Drew's brow.

"Call me Amanda," she said.

"Amanda," Drew said, grinning happily. "Thank you."

"It was my pleasure."


Without a doubt, it was my pleasure.


They lay together without speaking, letting the afterglow wash over them like a warm blanket.

"Amanda?" Drew said.

"Yes?"

"When can we do this again?"

Amanda laughed, squeezing Drew hard.


The pleasures of youth.


Amanda kissed Drew on his damp forehead.

"We have all summer," she sighed.

THE END




The MILF Moves In



Nick is a player who loves bringing his college girlfriends home for sex, but the woman he really wants is Greta. Greta is twice Nick's age, she's just gotten married to the man who raised Nick, and since the day she caught him masturbating to her underwear, Greta can't tolerate being in the same room as Nick. When a vacation in Vegas puts them in shared hotel suites, however, the tensions between Greta and Nick will finally reach the breaking point. Will Nick risk his relationship with the man who raised him to get the satisfaction he's been craving? Will Greta finally give in to her hot desires?



***


Marisol's hand gripped the hotel bed's comforter, her small fingers twisted in the cheap fabric. Her other hand was between her legs, frantically rubbing her clit.

It was a great view, one that made me pound her sweet pussy even harder.

"Fuck me, Nick! Fuck me hard!"

As her breath grew shallow, I swung both her legs over my shoulders so that her rump was elevated off the mattress. Marisol was a tiny girl, but she loved getting hammered by big cocks. It was my second favorite thing about her.

Marisol let out a final groan and then took in a sharp breath, holding it. I could feel her pussy contracting around me. I'd already gotten her off with my mouth and fingers, but that was just a warm up for my Marisol. She could go all night.

I knew this firsthand.

I sped up, smashing my hips into her, going balls deep with each thrust.




"My sweet little

 

hija


 
," I said. "Come for

 

papi


 
."




Marisol's eyes snapped open and her mouth clenched shut. She stared at me with a desperation that was almost scary. I'd found out early in our relationship that she had a thing for father-daughter role play. Marisol still had her uniform from her Catholic high school days and had brought it with her to college. The second night in my dorm room, she had gone to fetch it. From then on, as often as she could, she wore the uniform when we fucked, and she always insisted I pretend to be her father. By the end of the semester, her little plaid skirt had several huge rips in it and her virginal white blouse was stiff with my dried cum.

Some guys might have been creeped out by Marisol's parental fantasy, but it didn't trouble me in the least.

I could identify.

As her orgasm ripped through her, Marisol sucked in a deep breath. I grinned in anticipation.

"OH, PAPI!" she screamed.

Like I said, Marisol's love of getting fucked by big cocks was my second favorite thing about her. My favorite thing about Marisol was that she was loud.

Really loud.

It was why I had called her when I had gotten to Vegas. Even though we were just college fuck buddies, she had driven over an hour to get to my hotel room.

As she continued to scream in Spanish, I pulled my cock out and unloaded all over her flat belly. Feeling my hot cum splattering on her body drove Marisol insane.

My ears were ringing when I finally collapsed into Marisol's sweaty embrace. We lay there for a long time, enjoying the afterglow. As we dozed, I couldn't help but look at the shared door that separated my room from the room next door.





Greta is in there


 
, I thought.

 

Alone.





Since I first met her three years ago, Greta had been the center of my sexual fantasies. I couldn't get her out of my mind. Every girl I seduced was Greta, every coed I took to my bed was Greta, every cutie I picked up at the club was Greta.




"Oh,

 

papi.


 
You still want more of your little

 

hija


 
?"




Marisol was stroking my stiffening cock.

"I can't help it when you're around," I lied. The thought of Greta next door, so close, was really what was exciting me.




"I want it up my ass,

 

papi


 
." Marisol's eyes gleamed.







"I'm gonna take you on the floor,

 

hija


 
. Like the dirty girl you are."




I lifted the giggling Marisol off the bed and carried her across the room. I set her down on the carpet right next to the shared door. She got on all fours, her face pressed to the floor, her ass lifted high.

I pushed my fingers into Marisol's sopping pussy and began lubricating my cock with her juices. I looked at the shared door and smirked.


Hope you enjoy the show, Greta.


Greta was forty-three. She was tall and she was beautiful and she was really smart.

She was also my stepmother.

***

After a shower together, Marisol and I threw on our swimsuits and grabbed some towels from the bathroom. Marisol had a few hours before she had to drive home and I had invited her to lounge by the hotel pool.

"Hold up, babe," I said, as Marisol was headed for the front door. She was wearing a bikini that showed off her tight body, the kind of bikini that drew stares. Marisol loved being the center of attention.

I went to the shared door and knocked.

"Greta?" I called.

Marisol's eyes went wide.

"Your stepmom was in there? The whole time?"

I shrugged and gave her a wink. Marisol looked pissed, but I could tell she was just playing with me. Sure enough, her frown soon dissolved into a sly grin.

I knocked again.

"I'm headed to the pool," I said loudly. "Did you want to come?"

I could hear a shuffling behind the door. Marisol came and stood near me. I put my arm around her tiny waist, letting my hand rest on her ass.

The door swung open. Greta stood in the door way. Her face was cool, her eyes distant. She was still wearing the sundress she had on during the plane ride over. It had hibiscus flowers all along the neckline. I loved that dress, I loved the way she looked in it. So feminine, so alluring.

As they always did when I saw her, my heart stuttered and my mouth got dry.

"Hi, Nick." Her voice was this husky sort of purr that always turned me on. "What's up?"

"I'm headed to the pool," I said. "Just wondering if you wanted to go with us."

"Us?"

"This is Marisol," I said, patting her rump affectionately. "She's a friend from college. Marisol is from here so she stopped by to visit."

"Nice to meet you, Mrs. Herrick."

Marisol extended her hand. Greta smiled politely and took it, quickly letting go.

"So?" I asked. "Wanna go?"

"I'll take a raincheck, I think," Greta said. "You're father will be back soon."

I glanced at the clock on the wall.

"His conference doesn't get out until five," I said, "and they usually go over anyways. Come on, Greta. We're in Vegas. Live a little."

She gave me a cool look. Greta didn't like it when I teased her. In fact, she didn't like much of anything that I did.

"Thanks, but I'll pass. The novel I'm reading is really engrossing. Do you read, Marisol?"

I flinched at the icy contempt in her voice. Marisol didn't seem to notice.

"Just romance novels," she chirped. "Don't have time for much more than that with my workload."

"Really? I'm surprised? You look like a girl who can handle a heavy load," Greta said.

Marisol smiled like she had just been complimented.

"As I said, I'll take a raincheck, Nick. My novel awaits."

She held up the book in her hand. Her index finger was wedged into a spot, about half way through, to keep her place.





I saw you with that book on the plane, Greta


 
, I thought.

 

You were almost done with it. Unless you suddenly decided to go back a few hundred pages, that is not where you stopped reading. If you were reading at all.





"Okay," I said brightly. "Suit yourself. Come on, Marisol."

"Nice to meet you, Mrs. Herrick!"

As I led Marisol out the front door, I slid my hand down the back of her bikini bottom, running my finger lightly over her asshole. She shivered and clung to me.

When I turned to shut the front door, Greta was still standing in the shared doorway. She startled when I caught her eye. I gave her a wink, but she had already turned away.

***

As we splashed in the pool, I snuck glimpses up at the hotel towering above us. The windows of the place were a mirrored glass wall reflecting the desert sun back on us. I imagined Greta behind one of those windows, watching Marisol and me cavorting in the pool.

Greta did not like me. She had made that plain from almost the first day that I met her. One of the reasons Dad had brought me along on this trip was for us to spend time together as a family.

His plan wasn't working. Greta had been just a stand-offish with me as she was whenever I visited. She had even argued with my father, right in front of me, that I should stay back at the house to look after the place.

"The neighbors will stop by to check on things," my father said. "They owe us for the last time we took care of theirs. Besides, the company is paying for a double suite and tickets to Vegas are cheap. Now that Nick has finally skipped doing Summer Quarter, I just want us to hang out. Get to know each other a little better."

Dad and Greta had been married for three years, getting hitched while I was in my Freshman year. I was shocked when he told me he was getting remarried. He had been a divorcee for fourteen years before that.

I was only seven when my mom left. It had been a sudden thing, a real mystery. Dad would never talk about why she went away or where she was. Aside from Christmas cards and a few phone calls, I never saw my mother again. She was completely out of our lives but I didn't care. After some painful years, I was fine with just having Dad.

After over a decade of not even dating, he'd met Greta at work. She was a financial analyst and a damn good one at that. They made a great team, working together on a complicated project that brought in significant revenue to the firm. Soon my Dad was getting a promotion to Senior Vice President while Greta was put in charge of the Financial Research department.

Dad broke the news of their engagement over the phone.

I was working out at the student rec center when he called. A blonde had been eyeing me while I was lifting. I recognized her from one of my econ classes. She was really young looking and still had braces. I was banging two other girls at the time, but this blonde was so juicy and hot that I was seriously rationalizing adding another lovely to my rotation.

I stepped outside the weight room when my mobile phone started buzzing.

"Nick? I got something to tell you."

Dad sounded incredibly happy as he gave me the news, though he apologized for not telling me before.

"It just happened so quickly, son."

"I'm fine with it, Dad. Really. I'm so happy for you."

My father got even more excited when he told me about the impact his marriage was having on his career.

"The CEO doesn't trust unmarried people for high positions," my father explained to me. "Getting married to Greta has unlocked so many doors I didn't even know were closed. She's so well respected."

"You're a power couple," I said.

I pictured him nodding. "You could say that."

"I just did. Congrats, Dad. I hope you'll be happy."

"I hope so to, Nick. And I'm sure you'll like each other. You're coming back for Christmas break, right?"

"Wouldn't miss it for the world."

"Good. I'm so eager for the two of you to meet!"

The funny thing was, when I first met Greta, she really seemed to like me. Dad had picked me up at the airport and driven me back to the house. All through the drive, he kept going on and on about how wonderful Greta was and how much she had changed his life.

"I just wish I had met someone like her while you were younger," he said. "Give you someone to talk to besides your old man."

"Jesus, Dad. Don't get all maudlin on me. I know so many guys at college who hate their parents. You were a great father and you did your best for me. End of discussion."

"Thanks, Nick. That… that means a lot to me."

"It's true. Now would you please go at least the speed limit? I'd like to get there before this week is over."

Walking into my childhood home was like putting on a pair of old pajamas-- comfortable and so immediately familiar. A few things had changed, I noticed. There were flowers on the windowsill and a few new paintings hung on the walls. There was definitely a feminine influence on the place that hadn't been there when it was just the two of us.

I had taken a seat on the couch when Greta came downstairs. I rose to greet her… and absolutely froze.

She was easily the most beautiful woman I had ever met.

Red hair. Green eyes. A dusting of freckles across high cheekbones. Full, sensual lips.

In the soft light, I could see a few wrinkles at the corners of her eyes, a few folds in the skin of her throat. If anything, this made her even more attractive to me. I had always loved older women, maybe because I had grown up without a mother. The girls at college were hot as fuck, but there was something about a woman with experience that had always triggered something deep inside me.

"Hi, Nick. It's so good to meet you."




Her voice was the final dagger in my aching heart. Low and husky, like a

 

femme fatale


 
from some 1940's film, one of those dames who kept secrets and seduced men for sport. Greta caressed each word as she spoke them. Just listening to her say my name made my cock tingle.




"Hi, Greta." I extended my hand, hoping it wasn't shaking too badly. Instead of taking it, she stepped close and wrapped me in her arms.

She smelled like sex. That's the only way I can describe it. Putting my arms around her lithe back, it was all I could do not to reach up and stroke her silky hair. I could feel the straps of her bra through the thin material of her blouse. I thought of her bra cupping her breasts, how it would feel to peel that bra away and take her nipple into my mouth.


This is your stepmother! You have lots of girls at college who want to ride your cock. Getting aroused by a woman twice your age is pathetic.


But I was getting aroused. Very aroused. In fact, I had to subtly back my hips up so she wouldn't feel my cock stiffening in my jeans.


Let her go, Nick. This hug has gone on way too long.


But letting go of her was hard. I felt like a drowning man forcing himself to let go of a life ring. When she stepped back, there was a confused smile on her face.

Was that a flush of red creeping up her throat?


You're imagining things. Your hormones are turning your brain to mush. This isn't one of those pornos you watch on your laptop. This is real life.


But she was flushed. I wasn't imagining it all. Her hands twitched, as if she wanted to fan herself.

"You've met!" my dad called as he came out of the bathroom. "Gee, I'm sorry I wasn't here to introduce you. Greta this is my son, Nicholas. I've been telling him all about you."

"All good things, I hope," I said.

"Of course. He's very proud of you," Greta said. "I hear you want to do your graduate work in financial analysis?"

"That's right," I said. "I'd love to ask you some questions…


don't say it! for fucks sake, don't say it!


"… and you look like you could teach me a lot."

Sometimes my mouth said shit it knew it shouldn't. I squirmed even as the words came out, the tone undeniably dripping with lust. It was a habit I had gotten into at college, letting girls I wanted know that I wanted them. Totally inappropriate when meeting your new stepmother, however.

I waited for Greta's eyes to narrow in disgust. Instead, she gave me a smirk.

"I'll check my schedule," she said.

My dad, thankfully, was oblivious to the whole exchange. He clapped his hands and draped his arm around Greta's shoulders.

"He can pick your brains after we eat," Dad chuckled. "Come on, we've got a nice spread waiting for us in the dining room."

"Catered," Greta said. "I don't cook."

As my dad led the way to the dining room, I made sure I was the last to follow. I wanted to collect my thoughts about this gorgeous woman before I sat down to eat with her.

I also wanted to stare at Greta while I was walking behind her. She was wearing slacks that hugged her round ass. I imagined how it would feel prying those firm cheeks apart, licking her pussy, shoving my throbbing cock deep inside her.

***

During dinner, I forced myself to pay attention to what my dad was talking about. I answered his questions about school. I joked about my dating life. I choked down the excellent food, swallowed what was probably a good cabernet. Greta loved fine wines, I learned as I played the pleasant son, making small talk with the man who had raised me and the new woman he had brought into his life.

Underneath the dining room table, however, my left hand was stealthily stroking my swollen cock. I kept sneaking glances at Greta, listening to that voice of hers saying my name, her husky laughter at the pathetic jokes I was making.

Dessert was some chocolate mousse thing. I watched as Greta scooped some into her mouth. Her eyes narrowed as she licked her spoon clean.

"Mmm," she sighed.

I almost unloaded into my jeans when she did that. Coughing to cover up the desire that was rushing through me, I placed both hands firmly on the table.

I was twenty-one years old. I was a good looking guy, 6'1" and well built. My blue eyes and thick hair had gotten lots of girls into my bed and my cock had kept them coming back for more. I was a grown-ass man and I was determined to act like it.


No more fantasizing about your stepmother. That shit ends right here, right now.


After we ate, Dad announced that he was taking the rest of the dessert next door to Mrs. Willis. She was an elderly lady who used to babysit me after my mother left.

"She hasn't been formally introduced to you," he said to Greta. "She's a sweet old thing. Come with?"

"I'd love to, dear."

"Want to join us, Nick?"

I begged off, saying I was tired from the flight and would go visit her the next day. As they were busy wrapping the mousse, I went upstairs to my room.

The window in my bedroom looked out over the garage. I watched as my dad and Greta came out of the house and made their way next door. Greta looked up saw me standing at the window. I gave her a small wave.

When they had passed out of sight, I quickly made my way to the master bedroom.

The idea had come to me during dinner. Sitting there so close to Greta, I knew I was going to be a mess for the rest of my visit if I couldn't get her out of my mind somehow. I needed to do something that would wipe the thoughts of fucking her, at least for a little while, from my lewd imagination.

That's when I remembered a lecture from my Human Sexuality class. It was about this guy who got caught stealing women's underwear off the clotheslines of his neighborhood. When the cops asked him why he, a respected attorney, would do something like that, he'd replied that he felt a strong urge to rape the women he stole from. He wasn't crazy, he said, he knew how sick his thoughts were. Instead, he stole their underwear and masturbated with it. He said this helped to clear the thoughts from his head so that he wouldn't carry out his desires.

I had nothing close to rape in mind when I thought about Greta. Just the idea turned my stomach. But I couldn't deny the desire that was tearing me apart. Maybe there was something to what that attorney was saying? I was willing to try almost anything to get control of my feelings for Greta.

Which is all just a long way of explaining why I snuck into their bedroom, closed the door behind me, and searched their dresser for Greta's underwear. Under some plain white panties and sensible bras, I was thrilled to find a lacy black corset. I held it to my face and there it was-- the smell of her I had first savored when she gave me that hug.

I lay the corset on the bed and opened my jeans. I was rock hard. I took myself in my hand and began to stroke.


Wait. This is your chance to get some relief. Better do it right.


The corset was nice, but I thought I could do even better.

I went into the clothes hamper. I dug around until I found a pair of panties that she had worn. Shakily, I held it to my nose.

It was redolent with the tang of her pussy.

I stuffed the panties into my mouth and hurried back to the bed.


Come on, Nick. One chance. Do it right!


I went to the closet and looked for any sexy shoes Greta might have owned. There were sneakers and sensible flats, but I was looking for something with high heels. I saw a shoe box at the top of the closet shelf and brought it down. The box didn't weigh much and I expected to be disappointed. When I opened it, though, I got more than I had expected.

A vibrator.


Fucking jackpot!


I couldn't help it. I took out the panties and stuck that vibrator into my mouth, sucking it for any taste, any trace that Greta's pussy might have left behind.

Back at the bed, I was finally ready. Staring at the corset, her panties pressed to my nose, her vibrator in my mouth, I slowly started to stroke my cock. I thought of her wearing the corset, filling it out with that luscious body. I imagined the vibrator sliding into her snatch, the look on her beautiful face as it brought her to orgasm.

My own orgasm was huge. My knees shook as the cum jetted out of me. I had forgotten to bring a rag or a sock, so instead I pumped my seed into her panties, squeezing the head to get out every last drop.

The relief that washed over me was like a long drink of cool water after a hot and thirsty day. I let myself enjoy the feeling, let the desire for my stepmother flow out of me and into the panties I had wrapped around my cock.

I took my time putting the corset and vibrator back where I had found them. Mrs. Willis liked to chat and I knew that they wouldn't be back for awhile. The panties were a different story. I'd have to wash my cum out and let them dry before sneaking them back into the hamper.


Or you could just keep them. She has plenty more, she won't miss one pair.


Smiling, I held the panties to my face. The smell of my cum mixing with the smell of her pussy was heavenly. Smiling, still holding them to my face, I opened the master bedroom door and stepped out into the hallway.

Where Greta was standing, her mouth hanging open.

For a second, the briefest flash, a thrill ran through me.


Maybe this is like a porno. Maybe she's going to jump your bones. Right here. Right now.


Her eyes were crawling over my body, lingering on my dangling cock, still half hard, a last drop of cum glistening on its tip. I straightened my back and slowly took the panties from my face.

"Hi, Greta. I was just thinking about you."

She rushed at me… and snatched the panties from my hand.

Then she slapped my face.

"I'm not going to tell your father about this," she hissed. "But stay away from me, Nick. Do you hear? Stay away!"

Then she stormed away, slamming the door behind her.

From below, I could hear the front door opening.

"I'm back!" my dad called. "Did you find that sweater, Greta?"

I rushed back to my room, closing the door behind me just as my dad was climbing the stairs.

***

I later found out that Greta had come back early to find an old sweater for Mrs. Willis' charity garage sale. I tried to talk to her the next day, but Greta avoided me like the plague. For the rest of my stay, she was polite and proper at all times, but she made sure that she was never in same room with me alone.

Dad sensed the coolness between us.

"What's going on?" he asked me on the day before my flight back to college.

I shrugged. What could I say?

I spent my time in school studying, partying, and banging as many girls as I could, adding several to my regular rotation. I tried to bury my sexual thoughts for my stepmother so deep they would never come back. She was married to my father and the two were happy together. If she would just talk to me about what had happened, I was sure we could work things out.

When I came back for a short visit that summer, I hoped that time might have mended things a bit between Greta and me. Instead, she was just as cool as she ever was, even letting a little contempt seep into the way she spoke to me.

Her attitude started to piss me off. Sure, I had done something wrong and yes, I shouldn't have been thinking about her sexually. But did I hurt her in any meaningful way beyond a little embarrassment? I tried to talk with her again, to explain that I regretted doing what I had done. She wouldn't hear it though, and I decided to let the matter drop.

What I couldn't drop was my desire for Greta. Like some kind of sci-fi monster, my craving for her kept clawing its way to the surface, growing and growing until it blotted out all my other sexual fantasies. I tried to shift my thoughts to the girls I was actually fucking, but Greta's face, her body, her sexy voice, would not be dislodged from my head.

After a year of frustration and embarrassment, I had had enough. If Greta wouldn't even try to work things out with me, to talk with me like an adult and not treat me like I was a pariah in my own childhood home, then I saw no reason to keep playing nice.

While visiting the next Christmas, I brought a girl home with me. Her name was Christy and she had been a regular in my rotation for several months. Christy was an edgy looking girl, all black clothes and bright tattoos. She loved to talk dirty when I fucked her. Christy had nowhere to go for the holidays, so I invited her to stay with me. I let her know it wasn't some serious "meet my parents" thing and she was fine with that, happy to be with me and not stuck on campus during the break.

We fucked every night and I made damn sure Greta could hear what we were doing. Dad was working on a big project at the office and it was often just the three of us in the house together. I could tell how much my presence disturbed Greta and I made sure to rub it in her face as much as possible, walking around the house nearly naked, kissing Christy and feeling her tits in places I knew Greta would stumble in on us.

Greta knew what I was doing. She became even colder, more icy towards me. One night, I even heard her arguing with my Dad about when I was going back to campus.

I took it all in stride. If Greta didn't want to make things right between us, I was fine making things worse. Let her stew, the uptight bitch!

But despite all my efforts, my desire for Greta never abated. I could provoke her and frustrate her as much as possible and she could return it all the cold anger she could muster, but my need for her never wavered, never dimmed.

I knew it was wrong to want my stepmother so badly. What hurt me the most was thinking about my dad. He was a good guy who had raised me right and I loved him. In a way, I was glad that Greta was pushing me away. I didn't want to do anything to hurt my dad, no matter how much my cock was urging me on.

As the months passed, I gradually accepted that I was never going to be free of wanting her, that I would just have to deal with aching for someone I could not have.

As long as Greta kept treating me with contempt, however, I would not stop returning the favor.

***

After the pool, Marisol and I went back to my room and fucked in the shower. It was a missed opportunity to put on another show for Greta, but Marisol loved fucking in the shower and I couldn't deny her.

I sent her off with a kiss and a promise to hook up with her again before I left.

My balls aching from so much sex, I climbed in bed for a nap. I closed my eyes and replayed how Marisol had whimpered with pleasure as I slid my cock into her ass. I thought about how I had been looking down, enjoying watching her asshole stretch to accommodate my girth. Then I had looked up, wanting to see the pleasure on her face. In my mind, however, I didn't see Marisol looking back at me. I saw Greta.

I punched the mattress in frustration. I had just fucked a beautiful girl, all holes, balls deep. Yet I still couldn't get my stepmother out of my head.

I looked at the shared door.


She's in there. All alone.


So was I.

***

I awoke to the muffled sounds of an argument. Rubbing my eyes, trying to shake that weirdly dislocated feeling I got when I napped during the day, I went to the shared door. In the other room, I could hear my dad and Greta in a heated conversation. I couldn't make out the words and I thought about pressing my ear to the door, but I respected my father and decided against it. Whatever they were discussing was none of my business.

I drank a glass of water and checked the time. It was a little past six. I was starving, the sex with Marisol and the splashing in the pool having worked up my appetite. The three of us were supposed to go out on the town for dinner so I turned on the tv and waited, hoping they would finish their discussion soon and we could go get something to eat.

It was nearly seven when I snapped the tv off. At the shared door, I could hear the argument was still going on. I was hesitant to disturb them but my belly was growling.

I knocked. The argument stopped. My dad answered the door. He looked disheveled, his tie loose and crooked. Behind him, I could see Greta sitting in a chair by the window, looking down on the pool, now all lit up for the evening revelers.

"Hey, Dad. Sorry to interrupt, just wanted to know if we were still going out for dinner."

Dad rubbed a hand across his jaw and glanced back at Greta. She kept staring out the window, not acknowledging either one of us.

"Uh, I think Greta and I are going to order in tonight," he said. "Why don't you go out and, uh, find yourself a nice buffet or something. Here."

He fumbled in his pants for his wallet.

"Hey, don't worry about it, Dad. The buffet downstairs is only twelve bucks."

"No, no," he said. "You don't need to eat at the hotel buffet. Go find, uh, someplace nice."

He tried to shove some bills into my hand but I pushed them away.

"The hotel buffet is fine," I said firmly. "I'll catch you guys later?"

"Yeah. Sure. Uh, we'll just be here, in our room. Have an early night, I think."

"Okay," I said. "Well, good night then Dad. Good night, Greta."

"Good night," Dad said as he closed the door.

Before it shut completely, Greta looked at me for the first time.

I had never seen her look so sad.

***

The buffet was bland and copious, perfectly tailored for the over-sixty crowd too timid to venture beyond the confines of the hotel. I didn't care, stuffing my face with low grade prime rib, a baked potato, and a big bowl of pudding.

My belly full, I decided to wander the hotel's casino. I had never much liked the atmosphere of casinos-- too many flashing lights and loud noises. I watched the roulette table for awhile, fascinated by the way the ball rattled along the polished wood, bouncing and bouncing before finally settling into a slot.




I had just turned twenty one so I decided to exercise my license at the hotel bar. I met a couple of cute girls who were on vacation (they called it

 

vay-kay


 
) from college. We chatted about classes and griped about dorm life. One of the girls was heavily into me, giggling at everything I said and finding any excuse to touch my arms. It was almost like they were in a chick-lit book, I thought, one that I was just another character in. Away from home, handsome stranger, sex and romance in Vegas. Usually, I'd be happy to play my part, taking one or both of them upstairs and giving them what they wanted. Only my heart wasn't in it and I had no plans to do more than share a few drinks with them. They looked surprised when I wished them a good night and returned to my room.




The truth was, I was still thinking about the way Greta had looked at me before the shared door had closed. I had seen her glaring at me many times, almost as often as she stared at me with indifference. But Greta had always been supremely in control of her emotions, at least when I had been around her. Tonight had been something completely different. I had never seen her so downcast.

I stopped at the shared door when I got back. I could hear low voices from the other side. It was only nine, but I was never much of a drinker and I was definitely feeling the cocktails I had ordered at the bar. Stripping down to my boxers, I climbed into bed and watched tv for awhile.

As always, I drifted into sleep thinking of my stepmother.

***

I dreamt I was back in my bedroom at home, lying in my childhood bed. Greta was sitting beside me, her hand stroking my chest. She was wearing the sundress that I liked, the one she had worn on the plane, the one with the hibiscuses printed all along the neckline.

"Nick," she was saying. "Nick."

I reached up and touched her hair, stroking it like I had longed to do when I first hugged her. It felt so soft in my hands, like fine strands of silk running through my fingers.

"Nick," she said again. Hearing her say my name with that voice of hers, a single syllable made into a kiss by her full lips, her tongue.

"Nick. Wake up."

I squeezed my eyes shut, not wanting to leave the dream. I could feel a hand on my chest, shaking me. Some girl I had brought back to my dorm room? She could wait. Classes could wait. The dream was too sweet, too real to let slip away.

"Wake up, Nick. Please."

Groaning, I pulled myself out of sleep. Whoever this girl was, she was insistent as hell. I was irritated. A quick fuck before class was always nice, but I had been dreaming such a lovely dream. She'd better have a good--


You're not in your dorm, Nick.


I opened my eyes, fully awake.

I was in my hotel room bed. It was morning, the early light seeping through the curtains. Sitting on the edge of the bed, her hand resting on my bare chest, was Greta.

"Good morning," she said.

"Greta?" I glanced at the shared door. It was wide open, the room next door empty.

"What's going on? Where's Dad?"

"Your father left for the day," she said.

"Oh. Okay. What, uh, what…?"

I was rattled, and not because I had just woken up. Greta never stayed in the same room with me unless my father was with us. She'd always behaved as if being alone with me in a room caused her actual, physical pain. Now, not only was she alone with me, she was sitting on my bed. Her hand stroking my chest. Her fingers tracing the curve of my collarbone.

"Greta…"

It was hard for me to speak. Being so close to her, smelling her, feeling her touch on my skin. It was all making my head spin.

Then she was leaning forward, her face coming closer to mine, her head tilting sideways, her full lips pressing against my mouth, her tongue darting against my own.

"Greta," I sighed. "Wait."

I wanted nothing more than to pull her to me, to wrap her in my arms. Instead, I pushed her away. I pushed her away because as much as I wanted her, as much as I had ached for her the last three years, I still loved my father and Greta was still his wife, still my stepmother.

"My dad…"

Greta gave me a smile that was equal parts sadness and lust.

"He won't mind. Believe me."

"I don't understand."

She shook her head. She was so close, her hair brushed against my cheeks.

"Do you want me, Nick?"

"You know I do," I said.

"And I want you. I've wanted you from the first moment I saw you. I know that must surprise you. I've not been very nice to you these last few years. To be fair, though, you haven't been the most friendly stepson to me, either. The girls you brought home. Marisol."

Her fingers lightly pinched my nipple.

"I only did it because I wanted you so badly," I said. "I never tried to hide that."

"No, you didn't hide it. Even if you wanted to, your body wouldn't let you, would it? I know how hard you get just looking at me. I know how much you want to fuck me. Since the day I caught you with my underwear, your cock swinging free between your legs, I knew how much you wanted me."

Her hand slid into my boxers, taking my rigid cock in her slim fingers.

"You're so big," she sighed.

"Wait," I said again, fighting to keep my thoughts coherent. "My father…"

Her thumb was rubbing my swollen head. I groaned, shocked at how she was working my cock, as if she had always known what made me go wild.

"I know you're worried about him. But you have to believe me when I say he won't mind."

Her hand had slid down to cup my balls.

"I'll explain everything later, I promise."

Her finger slid between my cheeks, caressing my asshole. I gasped, squirming at her touch.

"Do you trust me, Nick?"

The last thoughts of my father, the man I loved, the man who had raised me on his own, the man who I respected and admired-- all of that vanished from my mind. All that was left, all that existed, was Greta.

"I trust you," I said.

She leaned close, her breath hot on my ear.

"Then fuck me, Nick. Fuck me as hard as you can."

I pulled her to me, wrapping her tight in my arms, our hungry mouths devouring each other's. I rolled her beneath me, settling my weight on to her soft body.

Greta was still wearing the sundress I loved. I ran my fingers along the neckline, marveling at the soft skin of her chest. Her nipples jutted hard against the dress's thin fabric. I rubbed them with the balls of my thumbs, watching her face as she sighed with pleasure.

I sat her up and reached behind her, tugging down the zipper at the back of the dress and pulling it up over her head and throwing it aside. Greta was naked underneath. She tried to pull me to her but I held her away.

"I want to look at you," I said.

With a sly smile, she rose and stepped in front of me, an arm's length away. I drank in the sight of her. Her tousled hair. The face I had dreamed of for so many nights. Her firm, high breasts. Her flat stomach. The dark hair V-ing between her lean thighs.

I took her hips and turned her until her back was to me. I ran my fingers down the arc of her back.

"Bend over," I said.

She leaned forward, putting her hands on her knees. I got down on my knees behind her. Taking her cheeks in my hands, I pried them apart, opening her wide.

Greta moaned. I leaned forward, my face nearly touching her wet slit. I breathed in the tang of her pussy.

"You smell so fucking good," I said.

I slid my tongue between her lips, lapping out the juices from inside her. Her cheeks flexed in my grip. She sucked in her breath sharply as I moved my tongue upwards, licking her puckered asshole.

"Oh, god," she groaned.

I slid my finger into her pussy, my thumb stroking her clit. Greta arched her back, grinding into my face.

Taking her by the hips, I pulled her around and lifted her on to the bed. She got on all fours, her knees at the edge of the bed. I gently pushed her face down to the mattress. Kneeling between her legs, I slid a finger into her pussy.

"Reach back," I told her. "Spread yourself open for me."

She reached behind herself, grabbing her cheeks and pulling herself open. Her face pressed to the mattress, her eyes squeezed shut.

I licked my thumb and slid the tip into her asshole, smiling as her body quivered. Sliding another finger into her pussy, I reached for the sweet spot that I knew every woman had inside her-- that Human Sexuality class had taught me more than just how to masturbate to women's clothing.

I began stroking in and out, my fingers slightly hooked. The effect on Greta was like a slow building earthquake. She began to rock back into my hands and I matched her rhythm, speeding up as she grew closer to her orgasm, fingering her spot and massaging her asshole, going faster and faster, my hands slapping against her wet flesh.

She was so close, but what I was doing must have been new for her, something she had never experienced before. I could tell she was holding back.

"Let it go," I urged her. "Just let it go, babe."

My voice sending her over the edge, Greta's pussy suddenly clamped shut, pushing my fingers out. With a muffled scream, she jetted out a hot stream of cum, splashing my face with spurt after spurt of her juices.

"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god," she whimpered.

With a last spurt, she collapsed forward onto he belly. Her body spasmed as aftershocks rocketed through her.

"I never did that before," she panted. "Oh my god, I've never--"

I hauled her back to her knees, pushing her face back down to the mattress again. Leveling my cock, I placed my throbbing head against her hole.

"I've been waiting so long, Greta. Three fucking years. I can't wait to get into that tight pussy of yours."

I pushed hard into her greedy cunt.

"Shit!" she cried out, as her pussy lips stretched and stretched around my thickness.

I kept pushing. Her pussy was so tight, it was like putting on a glove that was a size too small.

"Oh, fuck!" she groaned when I was fully buried inside her.

Resting my thumb on her asshole, I began thrusting into her. Long slow strokes at first, then picking up speed, going faster and faster, thrusting harder and harder until her whole body was rocking with each thrust, her face grinding into the mattress.

I could feel the fire building inside me. Greta, my stepmother, the woman I had wanted for so long, the woman that I had mooned over for month after tortuous month. Now here she was. Naked. Bent over. My thumb in her asshole. My cock pounding inside her. Her desperate groans of pleasure ringing in my ears.

As her body went rigid with her orgasm, I let my own rip through me. Thrusting in as far as I could, straining with every muscle of my body, I pumped my seed deep into her pussy, spurting my hot cum inside her, pulse after pulse pumping out of me even after my balls were totally drained, my orgasm going on and on, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

With a final groan, I fell on to bed beside Greta. I sucked in ragged lungfuls of air, struggling to breathe. Spangles of light flashed at the edges of my vision. The room seemed to be spinning, spinning around me like I was drunk.

Greta clung to me, her sweaty face nuzzled in the hollow of my throat. Our heaving bodies tangled together, we basked in the afterglow of our passion, neither of us speaking, neither of us needing to say anything at all.

***

"Tell me everything," I said.

Greta was lying beside me, my cock in her hands. She was fascinated by my size, cupping my heavy testicles, gauging their weight as she gently played with my shaft, comparing its thickness and length to her own slim fingers.

"Your father and I had an argument last night. You heard it through the shared door, I'm sure. Sound travels easily between those two rooms. As you're well aware."

She gave me a wry smile.

"Do you know what we were arguing about?"

I shook my head.

"Yesterday, while you were splashing in the pool with Marisol, your father came back from his conference. He was in the shower when his mobile buzzed. I thought it might be you trying to contact him, so I checked his phone. The message was not from you. It was from his lover."

My stomach clenched. My dad had a lover? In all the years when it had been just us, he had never even dated or brought a woman home. Mostly he was at the office, working. I always thought my dad was just too busy for relationships. His getting remarried had been a surprise. Now Greta was telling me he was secretly seeing another woman? It didn't make sense.

"Who was she?" I asked.

"He," Greta said. "It was a man, Nick. A guy named Timothy, a manager at the office. He's here at the conference."

"A man… I don't understand…"

"You're father is gay, Nick."

"My dad is not gay," I laughed. "He was married and had a child. Me! And he married you."

"That doesn't prove anything, Nick. Lots of men don't come out until their later years. When your father told me he was gay--"

"Wait. He told you? You knew?"

"Nick, let me explain."

I lay in stunned silence as Greta told me about meeting my dad at work. How, after escaping a loveless marriage, finding a kind and loving man like my dad was such a relief. How she was so happy when he asked her to marry him. Their sex life was not good, but she thought marriage would bring them closer. With their careers taking off it seemed like everything was falling into place.

She had moved into the house less than three months before I came to visit that first time. Despite the marriage, Greta and Dad were still having trouble in the bedroom. Greta rationalized and made excuses, but she was feeling deprived, unwanted.

Then she met me.

"It was like seeing a younger version of your father," she said. "One who was as sweet as your dad, but who looked at me with a desire that made my legs weak. I was so attracted to you. I knew it was wrong, but I couldn't deny it.

"Then I came home that night and saw you coming out of my bedroom, naked, holding my panties. You were so fucking hot and it had been so long for me that I wanted to drop to my knees right then and there.

"But I knew that I couldn't. My marriage was less than four months old and I desperately wanted it to work. Your dad was a good man and we were such a good team. Our careers were taking off and we were like best friends who lived together, helping each other every day. We could work out the sex part with enough time, I was sure of it.

"So I made a decision. Knowing how much I wanted you, I knew I could never risk being in a situation where I could give in to those desires. So I slapped you. I shunned you. I did my best to drive you away. Whatever it took to keep my desire for you at bay, I was willing to do. That's why, for the last three years, I've treated you so poorly, Nick. Not because I disliked you, but because I wanted you so badly.

"When you started acting out against me, bringing girls over, making me listen… it was agony. I wanted to run away, to block out the things you were doing with another woman when I so desperately wanted you to be doing them with me.

"Instead, I stayed. I listened. I pictured you in my mind. And I touched myself, getting as much second-hand relief as I could."

My mind was already reeling from hearing her tell me my dad was gay. Now she was saying she had been putting up a front for all these years? That for all this time, Greta had wanted me? That she had masturbated to my fucking, had imagined me fucking her? The shock was like a glass of cold water being thrown in my face. What else had I missed?

"I found out your father was seeing Timothy a few weeks ago," Greta continued. "Suddenly, everything clicked into place. Our sexless marriage started to make sense. I confronted your father and he admitted everything. He told me that he had struggled against his orientation all his life, trying to deny it by marrying, raising a kid, doing everything a normal, straight man would do.

"After his first wife, your mother, found out, she left and never came back. He went for years without a sexual life. When he met me, he thought I was his last chance at getting back the life he thought he should be living. He asked me to marry him and I said yes.

"Then, at work, he met Timothy. And he fell in love.

"Your father fought it as long as he could, Nick. He really did. When we came to this conference, he promised he wouldn't see Timothy. That we would make a fresh start together, the three of us, as a family.

"But in the end, nature always wins out. He's in love with Timothy and Timothy loves him. They want to be together."

I lay there not saying a word, not moving a muscle, just letting the things Greta had told me sink in. I wanted to reject everything she had said about my dad, I wanted to deny that he was gay, that he was in love with another man.

But I couldn't.

Greta's stories explained so much, all the little things in my life with my father, little clues that I was too naive to recognize. When I examined my memories, when I sifted through the life my dad had led, I knew what Greta was saying was true.

"You're going to divorce him, aren't you?" I said.

Greta shook her head.

"Believe it or not, I still love your father, Nick. He's a good man and he treats me well. I'm happy for him and I'm happy that he's found someone to love. Besides, our marriage has been the key to our careers rocketing into the stratosphere. I don't want to lose him, and I don't wan't to lose that. I won't."

"So what are you going to do?"

"Right now? Right now, Nick, all I want to do is fuck you."

Greta kissed me, then slid down the bed and took my cock in her mouth. The feel of her mouth got me hard instantly. Taking the back of her head, I gently guided her as she bobbed up and down on my stiff member.

"You look so fucking good with that in your mouth."

Greta grinned around the thick meat of my cock.

Sensing I was getting close to coming, she slowed down and gently stroked me until I had backed away from the edge. Throwing her leg over me, she began running her sopping pussy up and down the length of my shaft.

I sat up and gave her a kiss, then took her breasts into my mouth, sucking her thick, red nipples, flicking them with my tongue.

Groaning, Greta pushed me back down on the bed. Taking my cock in her hand, she lifted up and guided me into her pussy, easing her weight down slowly, giving herself time to stretch enough to take my size.

When she was ready, Greta began to rock her hips back and forth, riding me slowly. I watched her enjoying the slow, sensual feeling of my cock inside her as my hands cupped her swaying tits. As her pleasure built, Greta began rocking faster, her breath growing shorter and as she got closer to her orgasm. I reached out and began rubbing her clit. She groaned and rocked faster, riding my cock until she threw her head back in a soundless scream, her whole body shuddering as her orgasm rippled through her.

She collapsed onto my chest, panting. Slowly, I began driving my hips up, sliding my cock into her pussy as she rested on my chest. Greta moaned as her exhausted cunt slowly warmed to the fucking I was giving it. When she was fully aroused, I grabbed a pillow and rolled her over on to it so that her pelvis was lifted up to me.

Putting her legs over my shoulders, I began thrusting in at an upward angle, my head pressing against her G-spot. Greta's eyes opened wide as I sped up, the sensation still new to her. As her legs clamped tight around me, I sped up my short thrusts, making sure I was hitting her G-spot while rubbing her clit.

"Oh, fuck!" she moaned.

"Let it go, baby. Let it go."

Her pussy clamped shut, pushing my cock out. I savored the warmth of her cum splashing against my lower belly. With the aftershocks still running through her body, I slid back inside her and began working her again, my own orgasm building with each thrust until her pussy again clamped shut and her cum splashed against my cock, pushing me over the edge as I unloaded on her flat stomach, spurting my milky come on to her again and again until it ran down the sides of her belly.

"You need to tell me how you do that," Greta whispered as we held each other, letting the afterglow cover us both like a warm blanket.

"I'll show you," I promised. "We've got a few more days in Vegas."

"I wish we had more," she said softly.

I wished the same.

My phone chimed. I picked it up and read the message. I tapped out a quick reply. Another message quickly followed. I replied again, then put down the phone.

"That was Dad," I told Greta. "I told him I was with you."

"What did he say?"

I chuckled. "He wants to introduce me to Timothy. I told him we'd get together tomorrow for drinks. The four of us."

Greta snuggled closer, her hand resting on my cock.

"We're gonna work this out," I told her. "I promise."

Seeing her tentative smile, I tilted my stepmother's head up and gave her a warm kiss.

***


7 Months Later


Greta was waiting for me at the airport. I swept her in my arms, planting a wet kiss on her lips.

"Merry Christmas, Greta!"

"Merry Christmas, Nick!"

I took her hand. She looked around, nervous at what the people around us would think seeing a young man like me holding hands with a woman twice my age.

"Oh well," she laughed. "They'll just assume I'm your mother."

"You are my mother," I said. "But you're absolutely right about people assuming."

I let go of her hand and put my arm around her waist, making sure my hand was planted on her ass.

Her face reddened at the stares we were drawing.

"I'm proud to be with you," I told her. "I'm proud to have such a beautiful woman in my arms. I don't give a shit what anyone thinks."

Giggling, we went and got my baggage, then headed for the parking garage. At the car, I threw my bags into the trunk. Greta was climbing into the driver's seat when I wrapped my arms around her.

"I've been masturbating for three months," I told her. "I can't wait another minute to get inside your pussy."

"I told you not to deprive yourself," she replied.

I laughed. "After you, no other girl will do."

I opened the back door of the sedan and pushed her in.

"Hike up your skirt, Mom."

"Yes, dear," she giggled as I climbed on top of her, shutting the car door behind me.

***

We drove through the slushy streets singing along to sappy Christmas tunes. I kept my hand on my her thigh as she drove, luxuriating in the feel of her bare skin.

At the house, my dad and Timothy were outside, waiting to greet us. After handshakes and hugs all around, we all bundled into the living room for eggnog.

"Tim's staying over the holidays," Dad said. "We'll take the spare room together."

"You can have the master bedroom," I offered. "It's your house."

"No, you guys go ahead," he laughed. "I know the crazy things you two get up to."

"We're prudes compared to you," Timothy joked. He was a really cool guy, I'd decided. I liked him a lot.

"Your dad says you're moving back after graduation," Timothy said.

"That's right. I'm going to be joining you at the firm as an intern while getting my grad degree at the U."

"That's awesome. Congrats, Nick."

"I have my mom to thank for it," I said, giving her butt an affectionate pat. "She convinced them to take me on and pay for my studies. I owe it all to her."

"You earned it yourself, Mister," Greta said. "Don't sell yourself short."

"Living here again will be so much fun," I said, staring into her lovely eyes.

"I know," she purred.

"Dear Lord," my dad groaned. "Get a room, you two."

I looked at my father. His eyes were shining. He was still married to Greta and their careers were still rising. Tim had proven to be a steadfast companion to my father. He visited the house so often, he was practically a boarder. I didn't mind one bit. Seeing my dad so happy made my heart ache.

Letting go of Greta, I went to my father and wrapped him in a bear hug.

"Merry Christmas, Dad."

"Merry Christmas, Nick."

"Aw, come on," I laughed as he wiped the tears from his eyes. "Don't get so maudlin."

He chuckled and clapped my shoulder.

"Allright," he called out to us. "Let's get some dinner."

"I still don't cook," Greta said to me as I put my arms around her waist.

"But Timothy does," Dad said. "He's a wonder in the kitchen."

"I'm gonna pass, I think." I gave Greta a deep kiss. "I want to open my present early."

My dad groaned and waved us away, shaking his head. "Go on you two. Just try to come up for air every now and then is all I'm asking."

"I promise I won't hog your son to myself all Christmas," Greta laughed.

"What's wrong with a boy spending time with his mother?" I wondered aloud.

Greta ruffled my hair. Hand in hand we rushed up the stairs to the master bedroom. In less than a year, I would be sharing it with Greta full-time.

I couldn't wait.

THE END





The Naughty Hotel Maid



Facing a deadline, Sam checks into a deserted seaside hotel to try and finish his novel. When Chelsea, his nineteen-year-old maid, offers to do more than clean his room, however, Sam must choose between working on his book or working over Chelsea's innocent young body. Will Sam give Chelsea what she wants, even if she's never done it before? Or will Chelsea's sexy mother try to claim Sam for herself?



***




Off-Season



Chelsea massaged her pussy, her fingers rubbing lazy circles around her clit as her other hand massaged her breasts. She could feel her body warming up beneath her touch. Her nipples had hardened and her juices were starting to flow. Chelsea licked her fingers and spread her saliva over her pussy lips, lightly stroking the outside of her opening.

Reaching under her mattress, Chelsea found her vibrator. It was actually sold as a "body massager" though everyone knew what it was really for. With its big head and long handle and a powerful internal motor, the vibrator had gotten Chelsea off so many times that she had come to consider it almost a friend.





Not like I have many friends here anyway


 
, she thought.

 

Mr. Magic Wand is my best buddy.





Chelsea giggled as she plugged the vibrator into the wall socket and settled back into her narrow bed. She spread her legs wide and set the vibrator against her clit, savoring the pressure of it resting against her.


Oh, Mr. Magic Wand! What a big head you have!


Grinning, Chelsea turned the vibrator on to its lowest setting. The machine hummed into life, sending powerful vibrations rippling through Chelsea's eager pussy.

Chelsea let out a soft moan as she drew the vibrator back and forth over her clit. Even at its lowest setting, the vibrator made her whole body shiver.

"Do me, Mr. Wand," she whispered. "Do me hard."

Chelsea loved talking dirty to herself, the sound of her own voice begging to get fucked driving her wild. She imagined a thick cock sliding up and down her pussy, its swollen head insistently pushing against her opening, wanting to get deep inside her.

"Agh," Chelsea moaned as she turned the vibrator up to its middle setting. The motor whined and the vibrations doubled and Chelsea could feel her orgasm building.

"Do me, do me, do me," she murmured.

Chelsea clamped her legs around the vibrator, holding it tight against her clit. Her hands roamed her torso, stroking her belly, kneading her tits, pinching her aching nipples.

"Oh, god."

Chelsea was so close. She reached down and turned the vibrator to its highest setting, giving a little yelp as the machine began to shake her whole lower body.

Chelsea jammed her fingers into her mouth, tasting her juices as she crashed into her orgasm, waves of pleasure rippling through her. Keeping the vibrator firmly clamped between her legs, she let the powerful machine send her into another orgasm and then a third before finally opening her legs and taking the vibrator away from her exhausted pussy.

Chelsea stared at the ceiling, letting the afterglow wash over her. It was pouring outside, rain lashing against her bedroom window. With the vibrator off, Chelsea could again hear the wind howling off the ocean. The tree outside her window swayed and creaked.

Chelsea sighed. As the pleasure between her legs started to dwindle, the reality of her situation came rushing back. Another winter had come and she was still stuck at her mother's hotel, working as a room cleaner instead of going to college like she wanted to.

"I'm sorry, hon," her mother had told her. "I just can't afford the tuition right now. You know how bad business has been."

Chelsea did know. She had been working at the hotel since she was a kid. The small hotel, the small seaside community that surrounded it-- they were all Chelsea had ever known. She was desperate to get out, to start her life someplace else, someplace bigger, but the money just wasn't there for her to do so.

Chelsea looked at the college application on her desk. The deadline to apply was three months away but it didn't matter. She could never afford to go even if she got accepted.

"Damn it," Chelsea sighed.

She looked around her small bedroom, the same bedroom she had grown up in, the same bedroom she had slept in all of her young life. It felt like the walls were closing in on her.

Chelsea unplugged the vibrator. She wiped down the head with a hand towel, then stowed it under her mattress.

"Until next time, Mr. Wand," she said.

Chelsea sighed again, long and deep. Her vibrator was the closest thing to a cock Chelsea had ever experienced. Her nineteen-year-old body ached to be touched. She longed for the day when a man, a real flesh-and-blood man, finally filled up her hungry pussy, making her cum around his throbbing cock.

Shaking her head, Chelsea threw on her bathrobe and headed for the shower she shared with her mother. It was seven o'clock in the morning and her cleaning shift would be starting soon.

"Another winter off-season," she whispered to herself.



Deadline



Sam Drayer was fucking another man's wife.

She was on her hands and knees on the floor of Sam's kitchen. Sam's fist was knotted in her hair, pulling her head back as he slammed into her pussy from behind, his hips smacking hard against her meaty ass.

"Are you my little slut?" he demanded.

"Yes, Sam! I'm your dirty little slut!" she cried out, her ass cheeks flexing and her thighs trembling as she orgasmed around his thick cock.

Sam pulled out of her pussy and roughly yanked the woman towards him. Ripping off his condom, Sam aimed his cock and shot his load on to her eager face.

"Ugh," he grunted, as he slapped her lips with his cock, shaking out the last drop of his cum into her open mouth. Still holding her by the hair, Sam rubbed his cock across her face, smearing his cum into her skin.

"That feel nice, Karen?" he growled.

The woman frowned. "Kira. My name is Kira."

Sam smirked. "Sorry, Kira."

He grabbed a hand towel that was hanging off the stove and tossed it to the kneeling woman. He went to the fridge and grabbed a carton of pineapple juice, chugging it down straight from the carton.

"When do you leave?" Kira asked. She stood behind Sam, wiping the cum from her face.

"Right now," Sam said as he threw the empty carton into the trash.

"How long will you be gone?"

"Until the book is finished," he replied, wearily.

"I'd like to see you again."

Sam looked at Kira. She was a beautiful woman, one he had met just a few days ago. They had shared an elevator ride down to the entrance of the apartment building.

"You're Sam Drayer, aren't you?" she had asked shyly.

"I am."

"I've read your books."

"Have you?"

"My husband doesn't like them, but I do."

"Well, I'm glad that you do. Though I suspect your husband is probably of the majority opinion."

"Do you live here?" she'd asked. "I'm Kira. We just moved in."

Sam saw the gleam in her eye and knew what would happen next.

"Twenty-second floor," he said as the doors of the elevator slid open. "Apartment 2304. Come say hello, sometime."

That was three days ago and now Kira was standing naked in his kitchen, toweling his cum off her face. Sam noticed a few stray drops caught in her hair.

Sam checked his watch. It was only ten in the morning.


She must have come over as soon as her husband left for work. Eager girl.


Kira had arrived at his apartment ready to fuck. It had all happened so easily, exactly as Sam knew it would.


Predictable is boring.


It was one of the truths he had learned as a novelist. It also applied in real life, even with beautiful women.

"Will you let me know?" Kira asked. "When you get back?"

"Sure," Sam said. "I'll let you know."

Sam helped Kira get dressed and ushered her out the door.

Alone again, Sam stood at the apartment's large plate-glass windows and gazed out at the city spread below him.





Fourteen days to finish the novel


 
, he thought.




Sam's editor had been clear. The book was a year overdue and the publishers were not pleased.

"Either finish the damn thing or find another publishing house," he'd told Sam. "Your choice."

Sam decided he was going to finish the novel. He was in his mid-thirties, the prime of his writing life, yet his output had been pitiful of late, just a few short stories in some small literary magazines. The royalties from his three previous books were steadily dwindling away to nothing.

Sam needed to publish again, he needed another bestseller. He'd been working on his last manuscript for over two years. It was the last four chapters that were stumping him. He just needed to find someplace quiet, someplace he could concentrate, and he knew he could finally get them written.

Sam went into his bedroom and opened his laptop. He ignored the unfinished document languishing on his home screen, the sight of it an ugly reminder of all the work he had left to do. Instead, Sam launched his browser and began searching for a hotel. When he was younger, still a struggling author, Sam had often holed up in cheap motels, the bland surroundings helping him to write steadily and productively. He wanted that again.


Just a week, maybe ten days of sustained work. That's all I need.


An hour later, Sam was in his car, headed for the coast.



Check-In



The Westerly Hotel looked nothing like it did on the website. It was smaller, older. The salt air had weathered the building's paint. The light above the front entrance flickered uneasily. The parking lot's asphalt was buckled and full of cracks.

Behind the hotel was the beach. Angry rollers crashed on to the shore, a thick fog shrouding everything in a gloomy haze.

Sam sat in his car, looking over the shabby hotel. Rain and wind whipped against his vehicle, making it rock. The Westerly seemed almost to sag beneath the downpour.

"It's perfect," he said to himself.

Sam had driven four hours to get there. His back was aching and his butt was numb. The town itself was far off the main artery. Sam wondered how such a small, out of the way place survived.


Would make a nice setting for a horror novel. Not that I write horror. Maybe a romance?


Sam chuckled. He knew there wasn't a romantic bone in his body.

"Right, then. Let's do this."

Grabbing his laptop bag, Sam swung open the car door and lunged out of the car. The rain was freezing cold, the wind almost tearing the car door from his hand. Struggling against the gusts, Sam slammed the door shut and went to the back of his car, hunched over against the driving rain.


Ah, fuck it.


Sam was soaked, there was no use fighting it. Taking his time, letting the rain drench him, Sam popped the trunk and took out his overnight case then shut the trunk behind him. The car squawked as he triggered the alarm.


Small place like this, why bother?


His belongings secure, Sam trotted towards the Westerly's front entrance.

The door swung open just as he got to it, a woman holding it for him.

"Thank you," Sam said as he rushed inside.

"You're very welcome, Mr. Drayer." She was a pretty woman, pleasantly plump. Late thirties, maybe early forties. She smiled widely as she gestured to the front desk.

"We've been expecting you," she said. "Reservations this time of the year are pretty rare."

Sam followed her to the front desk, his eyes taking in the round curves of her ass. Sam had always appreciated the charms of older women.

"It was a last minute thing," Sam said, setting his case down. Rain dripped from his head on to the floor. He ran a hand through his hair, slicking it back out of his eyes.


Wonder if this town has a barber.


Sam turned his attention back to the woman behind the desk. She was looking up at him, her hands tapping at the keyboard of her computer.

"I'm Francine," she said. "I own The Westerly."

"Sam. Sam Drayer."

Francine chuckled. "I know," she said, gesturing at the computer. "The website processed your payment so all you have to do is sign the printout."

"Excellent." The rain had gotten under Sam's coat. He could feel his shirt clinging wetly to his body.


First order of business is a hot shower. No use getting pneumonia. That would really cut into my writing time.






"


 
You're planning on staying for a week?"




"Maybe more," Sam said. "We'll see."

"Business or pleasure?"


Is she flirting with me?


Sam gave her a second appraisal, letting his eyes frankly take in her body. Francine smiled, knowing he was looking at her. She was wearing a simple dress, plain except for the low neckline that showed off her deep cleavage. Her waist was thick, her hips wide. Sam took his time looking her over. He wondered what she sounded like when she was getting fucked.


You're here to work, not bed the locals.


"Business," Sam replied. "Just business."

Francine cocked an eyebrow. She looked disappointed.

"Is there a restaurant nearby?" Sam asked.

"There's a cafe a few blocks away," Francine said. "We also have a small dining room. Not much of a menu this time of year."

"Coffee?"

"As much as you can drink."

"Then your menu sounds perfect."

"Well, my daughter and I live in the hotel, so anytime you want something, you just let one of us know."

"I will. Thank you."

Francine went to the printer behind the desk. She jiggled the power cord and gave the side of it a tap with her palm.

"Problem?" Sam asked.

"Just trying to get the printout," she said. "This thing is so old, I think it's steam powered."

"Ahh," Sam said. He was starting to feel a chill creeping over him.

"You look cold," Francine said. "Why don't I just give you your key? You can fill out the form later."

"I'd appreciate it," Sam said. He was looking forward to that shower.

Francine slid a key card across the front desk.

"Room 212. Stairs are to the left. The elevator is out, I'm afraid. Damn thing broke down a week ago and the repairman can't seem to fit us into his schedule."

"That's fine. Thank you, Francine."

She nodded. Sam could feel her eyes appraising him.


She's damn thirsty for it, isn't she? I wonder how long it's been for her.


"Like I said, if you want dinner later, just let me know."

"I will."

Sam picked up his case and headed for the stairway. He knew Francine was watching him, her eyes crawling over his ass. Sam pictured her bent over the front desk, her skirt hiked up, his hands gripping her thick ass cheeks as he pounded her.


I need to stay focused. My novel isn't going to write itself.


Sam climbed the stairs, his feet leaving wet tracks behind him.



The Printout



Sam stood under the shower head, letting the hot water wash over his body. He could feel his muscles relaxing and the knots in his back unwinding as the heat sunk into his bones.

The room had turned out to be exactly what he had wanted. Small, blandly decorated, with huge windows that looked out over the beach. A king-sized bed dominated the room-- Sam had thrown his case and computer satchel on to it as soon as he'd entered. There was also a small gas fireplace nestled in one corner of the room. Sam looked forward to firing it up after his shower.

The best thing about the room, however, was the desk. Small, plain, and mounted atop casters, the desk was just the right height for Sam to work at. He planned on rolling it next to the windows so he could watch the storm outside while he worked on his manuscript.

Sam stepped out of the shower feeling warm and refreshed. The towels provided were clean but small. He used two up just toweling off his body, a third to dry his hair. The bathroom was completely fogged and Sam opened the door to let it clear.

A knock at the front door startled Sam.


It's Francine, come to check up on you.


Sam shook his head. He admired persistence.

Wrapping one of the small towels around his waist, Sam left the bathroom and went to the front door. A cold gust of air washed in as he opened it.

A young girl was standing outside. She looked like she was about sixteen. Her eyes widened when she saw Sam. He was still wet from the shower and the towel didn't cover much.

Suddenly self-conscious, Sam hiked up the towel a little higher. The towel flapped open and Sam could feel the cold air washing over his thighs. He glanced down to where the girl was staring, horrified to see his cock dangling in the open.

"Shit," Sam said, hurriedly covering himself. "Sorry about that."


Exposing myself to a child. I can see the fucking headlines already, "Famous Author Flashes Teen Victim!"


The girl was blushing furiously, her eyes fixed on a spot above Sam's head.

"I… I brought this for you," she stuttered, waving a printout in her hand. "Mom said you needed to sign it. For the booking."

"Ah, right," Sam said. He snatched the printout from the girl.

"Back in a sec," he said, closing the door in her face.

Sam rushed to the desk and grabbed one of the complementary pens laying on top of it. Sam hated using ballpoint pens, preferring the gel-ink Pilot G2 when he was revising a manuscript. Right now, though, he would have been happy to use a crayon.

Sam hurriedly signed the printout and went back to the door. The girl was still waiting outside.

"Here you are," he said, trying to sound jovial.


Please don't report me to the fucking cops, kiddo.


She took the printout from him. Sam expected her to bolt, but she stayed planted where she was. He was surprised to see her holding his gaze, her bright blue eyes fixed on his.

"I'm Chelsea," she said. "Do you need anything else?"


Not from you.


"I'm good, thanks. Just got out of the shower."

"Was it hot enough for you?"


Jesus Christ, kid. Get lost!


"Fine, fine," he muttered.

Despite himself, Sam could feel his cock starting to tingle. Chelsea was a beautiful girl, tall and lanky with full breasts that strained against her thin T-shirt. She had high cheekbones dusted with freckles, her lips were wide and full. Her silky blonde hair was tied back in a ponytail. Sam imagined how it would feel to grip that ponytail as he--


Get a hold of yourself! She's fucking jailbait!


"Thanks for bringing it by," Sam said. "Nice to meet you, Chelsea."

"Nice to meet--"

But Sam had already closed the door.



Four Thousand



Sam sat at his desk, staring out the window. The sun had set and it was dark but he could hear the surf crashing against the shore. In the windowpane he could see his reflection ghosted across the glass.

Sam's cracked his knuckles and stretched his fingers. His wrists had gone numb from the amount of writing he had just done.


Four thousand words in…


He checked his watch.


…two hours. Damn.


Sam scanned down the pages he had written. Most of it was crap, but then his first drafts were always crap.


There some good stuff in there, though. Some damn good stuff.


Sam figured he could salvage about twenty percent from the dross. It was his usual ratio of crap writing to decent writing. Sam did a quick mental calculation in his head.


If I can keep going at this rate, I could be done with the novel in ten days.


The thought sent a shiver of elation through Sam. The book had been weighing him down for so long, like a lead weight hung around his neck. Now, finally, he could see an end approaching. It was still distant, still vague, but he could definitely see it.


I'll finally be able to put this fucking novel behind me.


Sam leaned back in his chair, taking in a deep, satisfied breath. In a way, it was Chelsea that had driven him to get so much work done. When he first sat down to write, Sam had found his mind stuck on her, his thoughts all tangled up in her young body, her gorgeous face. Sick that he was thinking about a kid that way, Sam had forced the images of Chelsea out of his head. The best way to do that, he found, was to concentrate on the novel.

His efforts had paid off.


Four thousand words!


It was only six o'clock. Sam had several hours of writing time left. How much more could he get done?

First, though, he needed to eat. The pineapple juice he drank that morning had been the only nourishment he'd had all day. His stomach was rumbling loudly.


Francine mentioned a cafe nearby.


Sam looked at the rain pelting against his window. Over the crash of the surf, he could hear the wind still howling as strongly as it had all day. Trying to find a cafe in this weather lacked appeal.


Fuck it. Cafe Francine it is.


Sam picked up the hotel phone, then hesitated.


Wonder if Chelsea told her mom about our little meet and greet this afternoon?


Sam dismissed the idea. It had been an accident, no one could reasonably hold him accountable for flashing some young girl.


Maybe she liked it.


Sam pushed that idea aside as well. Thinking of Chelsea like that was a definitive line he would not cross. Do not pass Go, Do not collect $200. The End. Period.


Her mom's still a pretty tasty dish.


Sam was warming to the idea. He'd come to get some work done and he was doing just that. Maybe he didn't have to deprive himself as much as he'd expected to.

Grinning, Sam punched up the front desk.

"Francine?"

"Hi, Sam. I was wondering if you were getting hungry."

"I am," he said. "What have you got?"

"Not much, like I said. I could whip up a burger and some tater tots, though. Along with a nice salad."

The thought of a burger made Sam's belly growl.

"That sounds great."

"Give me an hour?"

"Gotcha."

"I'll… I'll bring it up to your room if you'd rather not come downstairs. The dining room is empty."

Sam said nothing, letting the silence drag out. He could hear Francine breathing on the other end.

"I'd love that."

"Okay. Good."

Sam savored the excitement that made her voice quiver. He hung up the phone and stood, stretching his back until it crackled. He went into the bathroom and put on some deodorant, then brushed his teeth. Back in the room, Sam went to his case and unzipped the small pocket in the inner lid.

It was where he kept his condoms.



Too Long



"We can eat afterward," Sam said.

Francine jumped, startled to find Sam so near her. She had just set a tray full of food down on his desk.

"After what?" she said.

Sam saw her eyes dilating, her hand unconsciously stroking the side of her hips. He'd studied body language when researching his books. It had come in handy in other ways as well.

"After we fuck," he said. "It's why you came here, isn't it?"

Sam leaned forward, his face inches from Francine's. He held it there, staring into her eyes, letting her make the decision to step back or move forward.

Sam waited.

Francine licked her lips.

Sam waited.

Francine blinked, then lunged forward, her arms wrapping around him. She pressed her mouth to his, their lips mashing together. Sam took her by the back of her head, tangling his fingers in her hair. She opened her mouth and their tongues darted together.

Grabbing her by the waist, Sam lifted her up and carried her to the bed. She clung to him tightly as he laid her down and climbed on top of her, letting her feel the full weight of his body pressing down on her. They kissed hard, Sam cupping her big breasts through her dress, a different dress than she'd been wearing when he first checked in. She'd showered and put on perfume as well.


All for me. Naughty girl.


Sam pulled Francine to her feet and stripped the dress from her. She was naked underneath. Sam held her at arms length, admiring her lush body. Francine blushed, trying to cover herself, but Sam held her arms at bay. He drank in the sight of her huge breasts and her thick, dark nipples. Her belly was soft and rounded, her thighs thick. Sam ran his hands down her ass, loving how meaty she was.

"Turn out the lights," Francine begged.

"No," Sam said.

He pushed her back on to the bed and knelt between her legs, roughly pushing them open. Francine's pussy was streaming, juices trickling down to her twitching asshole. Sam kissed her thighs, nipping them sharply, enjoying her little yelps. He ran his knuckles up and down her glistening lips, spreading them so he could see her pussy opened up, ready.

Francine gasped as Sam began licking her. He started at her entrance, his tongue gliding in and swirling around before he moved up to her clit. He was gentle at first, slowly increasing the pressure as he worked her hard nub. Sucking hard, he slipped two fingers into her, stroking and stretching her pussy as he sucked her clit. Feeling her pussy walls starting to twitch, Sam sped up, resting his thumb lightly on her asshole.

"Oh, oh," Francine panted as her orgasm built. Sam rode her bucking hips as she ground against his face. She hissed through her clenched teeth, her legs clamping tight around Sam's head as she came.

Francine slowly released Sam's head, panting as she lay on the bed. Sam stripped off his clothes, letting her take in the sight of his muscled body, his thick cock jutting from between his legs.

Francine sat up, pressing her face to his abs as her hands caressed his back. Sam stroked the top of her head, gently guiding her down. Francine took his cock in her hand, cupping his ass as she stroked his shaft.

"Suck me," Sam said.

Francine licked his swollen head, her tongue scooping out a drop of pre-cum from his hole. She sucked him in, her head bobbing up and down. Sam tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her head, pushing it lower and lower until she gagged. He pulled out and let her catch her breath, then pushed deep again, repeating the process until he was pushing hard against the back of her throat.

Sam loved fucking a pretty woman's face. The fact that Francine was doing her best to accommodate him was a good sign.

After Francine gagged again, Sam pulled out and roughly pushed her back down on the bed.

"I… I brought a condom," Francine gasped.

"You were ready to get fucked, weren't you?"

"I just wanted…"

"I know what you wanted, you little slut."

Sam held up his own condom and she giggled. Another good sign. Sam could tell Francine liked it rough, liked it dirty. It was how Sam liked to play as well.

Sam rolled the condom on quickly. Spreading her legs, Sam leveled his cock at her pussy, teasing her hole with his head.

"You want my cock, slut?"

"Yes!" she moaned.

"Tell me you want it."

"I want your cock, Sam."

"Why?"

"Because… I want you to fuck me."

"Because you're a little slut. Aren't you?"

"Yes. I'm a little slut."

"You're my little slut, aren't you?"

"I'm your little slut," she whimpered.

Sam thrust in hard. Francine moaned as he began slamming into her. She wrapped her legs around him and lifted her ass, urging him to pound her hard and deep. Sam plunged into her, making her bounce off the mattress with each thrust. The sound of their bodies slapping together mingled with the roar of the surf, the splatter of the rain against the window.

"Fuck me, Sam!" Francine moaned. "Fuck your little slut!"

Sam sped up as he felt Francine's body tensing. He kept going as she suddenly sucked in her breath and held it, her legs wrapped tight around his torso as her pussy contracted around his cock, her orgasm tearing through her whole body. Sam kept pounding into her, prolonging her orgasm, making her cum again and again.

Francine let out a final, explosive breath, her whole body suddenly relaxing. Sam lifted her legs on to the bed and rolled her over, keeping her legs together as he climbed on the bed and straddled her. Prying open her cheeks, he pressed his cock into her pussy. With her legs straight out and thighs touching, it was hard getting into her. Francine gasped at the force he was using to push into her pussy.

"Tight little slut pussy," he said.

Finally getting past the resistance, Sam sank his entire length into her. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back, exposing her throat. He began thrusting hard, slamming into her pussy, his hipbones slapping against her ass. Francine bounced off the mattress as he rode her, her moans growing frenzied as he sped up.

"I'm cumming!" she cried out. Pulling her hair like reins, Sam rode her faster and faster.

"Shit!" Francine screamed, pressing a pillow to her face as she came all over Sam's big cock, squirming with pleasure as her pussy spasmed uncontrollably.

With a final thrust, Sam let his own orgasm explode through him, grinding his hips against her ass as he pushed as deep into her greedy cunt as he could go, his head thrown back as the cum spurted from his heaving balls.

Sam sank on to the bed beside Francine. She peeled the condom off Sam's cock and cleaned the last drops of cum from his shaft with her tongue. She nuzzled against his neck, purring with contentment as they held each other's sweating bodies.

"Thank you," Francine whispered into Sam's ear. She kissed his cheek. "I needed that so badly."

"How long has it been since you got fucked?" Sam asked.

Francine chuckled. "Too long."



Make Me a Mega-Superstar!



Chelsea was in her bed, the vibrator clamped between her legs. Her hands cupped her firm breasts as her hips bucked up and down. She was thinking about the stranger in Room 212.


He's so handsome. His body is so muscular. Those pecs. Those abs. That big, dangling cock.


It was the first time she had seen a cock in real life. She couldn't stop thinking about the way it had swayed between Mr. Drayer's legs as he tried to cover himself.


He was so embarrassed that I saw him.


The notion that a gorgeous, older man could be embarrassed by her made Chelsea tingle from head to toe. Mr. Drayer had looked at Chelsea like she was something beautiful, something to be desired. He'd looked at her and seen not a daughter, not a hotel maid, not some little girl still living with her mother, but a woman. A beautiful woman. A woman he wanted to fuck.


I saw it in his eyes, I know I did.


Chelsea squeezed her own eyes shut, visualizing Mr. Drayer's cock entering her virgin pussy. What would it feel like? Would it hurt? He was so big. She thought of his cum filling her up, the look on his handsome face as he came.

Chelsea gasped as she turned the vibrator to its highest setting. She bit her pillow as she orgasmed, letting the machine bring her back again and again until she couldn't take any more.

After stowing the vibrator away and putting her sweatpants back on, Chelsea went downstairs. She and her mother had a ritual of watching their favorite show together, a reality contest called Make Me a Mega-Superstar! Chelsea's mother had popped out a while ago, taking some dinner up to Room 212.


She could have asked me to do it.


Chelsea looked around the empty living room. The show was about to start and her mother was nowhere to be found. She should have been back by now. How long did it take to deliver a tray of food?

A sudden realization struck Chelsea like a punch in the gut.


Room 212.



We have two other guests staying with us. Mr. Harris, who's here because his roof is leaking and needs repairs. Mr. Greig, who's wife kicked him out again. Mom put them both in first floor rooms.



She put Mr. Drayer on the second floor, even though we still have open rooms on the first. He's the only guest staying up there. He's got the whole floor to himself.


"Oh my god," Chelsea whispered.

Grabbing the keys to their living quarters, Chelsea jogged out the front door. She went through the short connecting hallway into the hotel lobby. The front desk was empty.

Chelsea bounded up the steps to the second floor. She knew the floors creaked up here so she tiptoed her way down the hall to Room 212.

She heard her mother's moans before she even got to the door.

Her breathing shallow, her heart beating like a drum, Chelsea got on the floor and put her ear to the crack under the door and listened.

The rapid squeaking of bedsprings.

The slap of flesh against flesh.

Her mother groaning wildly, making noises Chelsea had never heard her make before, her voice high and keening.

"Fuck me, Sam! Fuck your little slut!"

Chelsea gasped. She had never heard her mother talk that way.

Chelsea slipped her hand down her pants. Her pussy was wet again. Even after the vibrator, it still wanted more.


Mr. Drayer is fucking my mom.


She knew she shouldn't be listening, but she couldn't stop. Her hand rubbed frantically against her clit.


He's fucking her so hard.


Chelsea felt jealousy boiling inside her. Not for her mother, but for what her mother was feeling, what she was getting.


I want that, too.


She was nineteen and still a virgin. Her body ached for sex, her pussy desperately needed a hard cock inside it. Her needs kept her awake at night, distracting her at all hours of the day. Sometimes she felt like she couldn't breathe.

She couldn't wait any longer.


I won't wait any longer.





Lying on the floor of the hallway, her hand down her pants, Chelsea squeezed her eyes shut. Her mind was reeling, but Chelsea knew what she needed to do, she knew what she

 

had


 
to do.





The next woman Mr. Drayer fucks is going to be me.




Nineteen



Francine watched Sam eating the burger she had prepared for him. They were sitting at his desk, fresh from showering together after fucking. He had a good appetite, complimenting her on her cooking. Francine told him about how she had raised her daughter alone after her husband left her, how the hotel had belonged to her father who passed it on to her when he died.

"I grew up in this place," she laughed. "I wanted to get out so badly. Now I can't imagine leaving. I only wish Chelsea felt the same way."

"It must be hard for a young girl, living in such a small community."

"I know. She wants to be in college, but we just can't afford it right now."

Sam paused, a tater tot half-way to his mouth.

"College?" he asked.

"She should have started right after high school. She's nineteen. She should be a sophomore by now."

"Nineteen?"

Francine nodded. She went on talking about her life, but Sam was only half-listening.


Nineteen? Thank god! I didn't traumatize some underage kid. She looks so fucking young, though.


"Say that again?" Sam asked. Francine had been speaking.

"I said, Can we do this again tomorrow night?"

"If you're a good girl."

"I'll be good, daddy," she cooed.

"Yes, you will."

"And every night while you're here?"


It really has been a long time for her.


"Let's take it day by day, naughty girl," he said. "Tomorrow night, you're going to bring lube. I want to fuck that ass."

Francine's eyes got wide.

"I'm done eating," Sam said.

With a final kiss goodnight, Francine collected the tray and left the room. Sam admired her thick ass as she walked away. Her body was so soft, so pillowy to press against. He looked forward to going deep in her asshole.

Sam went to the bathroom and brushed his teeth and took another shower, luxuriating in the hot water washing over his sated body. Fucking two different women in one day had exhausted him.

Sitting down at his computer, Sam tried to focus on the novel.


Nineteen.


It took him a long time before he started typing again.



Vacuum Cleaner



Sam scooped the last piece of pancake into his mouth and took a sip of coffee. He was sitting in the hotel's small dining room. Through the windows, he could see the rain still coming down in sheets.


This place really is a good setting for a romance novel. Something dark and brooding.


Francine was walking an old man to the dining room's exit, her hand on his elbow.

"Great pancakes, as always," the old man said.

"You're welcome here anytime, Mr. Greig," Francine said. "Tell Shari I said to stop kicking you out."

"I will but she won't listen!"

Laughing, the two went into the lobby. Sam leaned back in his chair, enjoying being alone in the dining room, his belly full of good food, the sound of the wind and rain outside a soothing rumble.

Francine returned and sat down at Sam's table.

"Refill, Mr. Drayer?" she asked.

He nodded and she refilled his empty coffee mug.

"I'm looking forward to refilling you tonight," he said.

Francine giggled. She looked around to make sure they were alone, then put her hand on his crotch, massaging his cock through his jeans.

"Me, too," she whispered.

"Don't forget what I told you," he said.

"I'm going to get the lube today," she said, her eyes glittering. "I need to make a run to Costco, anyway. We're low on supplies. It's an hour away but I'll be back in plenty of time."

"Organized little slut, aren't you?"

"Yes, daddy. I'm your organized little slut."

Sam kissed her cheek.

"You better get to it then."

Sam gave her a hard slap on the ass as he left the dining room. He took the stairs to the second floor, his mind already turning to the chapter he was working on. The words had been coming so easily, he knew he would be finished with the novel within the next ten days.

Sam heard the roar of a vacuum coming from his room. A cleaning cart was parked outside his door. Sam hated the sound of vacuum cleaners. He glanced at his watch. It was barely ten o'clock. He could go back down to the dining room to read, maybe take some notes while his room was being cleaned.

Then he remembered who was cleaning.


Nineteen.


The door was unlatched. Sam slowly swung it open. The noise of the vacuum swelled, but Sam didn't care.

Chelsea was at the back of the room, near the windows, her back to him as she ran the vacuum cleaner across the floor. Her blonde hair was loose, flowing over her shoulders. She was wearing a tight dress, one that showed off her lithe form. Sam drank in the sight of her young body. Her ass was round and tight. In the reflection of the windows, Sam could see her firm tits swaying as she pushed the vacuum cleaner back and forth.

Sam caught Chelsea's eyes looking at his reflection. She quickly looked away, her eyes on the floor as she kept working.


She's pretending she doesn't know I'm here.


Chelsea pushed the vacuum cleaner into the corner of the room, making a big show of bending over to fix a kink in the hose, her ass thrust straight at Sam.

Sam leaned against the doorframe, enjoying her efforts. It was so obvious she was showing off for him, even backing up instead of turning around so that she could continue her pretense of not knowing he was there.

The minutes rolled by. Chelsea kept working, bending over and running her hands over her shoulders as if her neck was aching.


She's so young, so innocent. Am I really going to do this? Her mother is a handful already. Am I getting too greedy?


Greedy felt good, though. It felt really good.

Sam knocked loudly on the door.

Chelsea pretended to startle, turning around quickly, her eyes comically wide.

"Oh," she said. "I didn't see you there."

Sam shrugged. "I was enjoying the view."

Chelsea looked down, blushing furiously. Sam walked into the room, closing the door behind him. He gestured at the windows.

"The beach looks incredible in this weather," he said. "The view from this room is amazing."

Chelsea glanced behind her.

"Oh," she said in a small voice.

Sam had to stifle his laughter. It was so easy to toy with her.

"I'll… I'll be done in just a minute," Chelsea mumbled.

Sam sat on the bed, watching as she unplugged the vacuum and bundled up its cord. The flush creeping up her chest had turned her milky skin bright scarlet.

"It's Chelsea, isn't it? Your mother was just telling me about you."

"She was?"

"At breakfast just now. She's going to Costco for some supplies. She'll be gone for several hours, I think."

"She left?"

Sam nodded seriously. "Looks like you're in charge now, Chelsea. For a little while, at least."

"I've done it before."

Sam cocked his head, smirking.

"Run the place, I mean," she said quickly. The flush crept higher up her chest.

"I believe you," Sam said.

Chelsea cleared her throat. She began pushing the vacuum to the front door, ready to make her escape.


Last chance. I can let her go and just enjoy her mother for the time I'm here. I can let her walk away, back to her normal life.





But Chelsea didn't look like she wanted that. Sam knew the

 

he


 
didn't.





She's nineteen and she wants me. I want her. God, do I want her. I'm not letting her go.


Sam stuck his foot out, the vacuum bumping into his shoe.

"Oh, sorry!" Chelsea exclaimed.

"No need to apologize," Sam said. "I did that on purpose."

He grinned at her expression.

"Why?" she asked.

"I don't want you to leave, just yet. Do you need to be somewhere?"

"The other rooms--"

"--are empty," he interrupted.

Chelsea kept her eyes on the floor.

"I need to apologize to you, Chelsea."

She looked up at him. Her eyes were bright blue, just like her mother's. Sam ached just looking at her beautiful young face.

"For the other day," he continued. "For exposing myself to you. I'm sorry for that."

"It's okay, Mr. Drayer," she said. "It was an accident."

"Yes, it was," he said. "But I'm glad you saw."

She swallowed hard but kept holding his gaze.

"Are you glad you saw me?" Sam asked her gently.

Chelsea nodded, finally dropping her eyes.

"Come sit with me," Sam said, patting the bed beside him.


This is it. Her choice, she decides.


Sam savored moments like this, moments when things hung on an edge, ready to fall one way or another. It was the kind of tension he tried to put into his novels, but real life was so much better.


Decide, Chelsea.


Chelsea was gripping the handle of the vacuum so hard her knuckles were turning white. Sam could see the emotions at war inside of her. The fear of him mixing with the desire for him.

The desire won.

Chelsea reluctantly let go of the vacuum. It was like watching a drowning man letting go of a life ring. Slowly, hesitantly, she sat down on the bed beside Sam.

Having her so near him, Sam could feel his cock tingling. He could smell the good, clean scent of her. Soap and shampoo and a light perfume overlaid with the scent of her skin.


She put on perfume for me.


Sam enjoyed the pleasant pressure building in his cock. He rested his hand lightly on the small of her back, loving the way she shivered at his touch.

"I… I listened. Last night."

"Listened?" Sam asked. He was running his fingers along her lower spine.

"To you and… and Mom."


Naughty girl. Maybe you're not so innocent after all.


"You were spying on us?"

Chelsea nodded.

"Did you like what you heard?"

She nodded again.

"Say it, then," he said. His hand was stroking her hair, getting ready to tangle it up, to pull her face where he wanted it.

"I liked what I heard," she whispered.


Her mother likes it rough. Little Chelsea must like it rough, too. Apple doesn't fall far from the tree.


"Do you want to fuck me, Chelsea?" he said.

"Yes," she whispered.

Sam knotted his fist in her silky hair. He was aching to slam her hard and fast.

"But I've never done it before."

Sam froze.

"What?" he said.

She looked at him. Her eyes were glistening.

"I've never been with a man."

"Ever?"

She shook her head.

Sam let out a long slow breath.


A virgin? Have I ever fucked a virgin?


Sam tried to think back, rattling through the women he had bedded. None had been virgins. Even his first time, the girl had been experienced. He was just a freshman in high school when he banged Kylie Grady, a senior. He'd only been with her one time, yet the memory of Kylie was seared into his memory. He could recall every detail about her, every moment wrestling with her beneath the football bleachers.


You never forget your first.


Could he be that for Chelsea? The man she would never forget? The man that made her into a woman? Sam was used to fucking experienced women, women who liked it hard and fast, women who wanted the kind of animalistic fucking that Sam loved to give. Chelsea was nowhere near ready for that. Could he give her what she needed?

Chelsea was staring at him, terrified of what he was going to say. Her innocence made Sam's heart ache. It also made his cock throb uncontrollably.


Can I be gentle? It's been so long since I was.


"Do you want me to be your first?" he asked her.

"Yes," she whispered.

He nodded slowly.

"Okay," he said.



A Slow Hand



Chelsea's heart stuttered when Sam leaned in to kiss her. She had only ever kissed one boy before, the boy who had taken her to the senior prom. He had slobbered all over her chin, his tongue like a slug in her mouth.

Kissing Sam was completely different. He pressed lightly, caressing her lips with his own while his hand gently stroked the back of her head. It felt so good, like something you would see in the movies.


He's handsome like a movie star, too.


Chelsea hesitantly opened her mouth, loving the slow way he licked her lips, gently tracing them before sliding in to meet her tongue. The kiss deepened and Chelsea could feel the hunger building inside her. She wrapped her arms around Sam, stroking the hard muscles of his back.

Sam moved his hands from her head down the sides of her body, stroking her softly as they kissed. Chelsea gasped as his hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs slowly rubbing her nipples through the thin fabric, teasing them as they stiffened beneath his touch.

Chelsea let out a long sigh as Sam kissed her neck. His lips were soft against her throat, his tongue light against her sensitive skin. He kissed her collarbones and went lower, his hot breath washing over the tops of her breasts. Chelsea ran her fingers through his thick hair.


He's being so gentle.


She felt completely comfortable in his arms, totally at ease even as he became more insistent, her own need rising to match his.


I've wanted this for so long.


Sam stood and lifted her up with him.


He's so much stronger than me.


Sam started to lift her dress over her head, stopping when he felt her shoulders tense.

"Would it help if I got naked first?" he asked.

"I think so," she said. Being naked in front of him scared her. She knew she would need to get undressed eventually if this was going to happen…


…it's going to happen…


…but she was grateful Sam had made the offer.

"Undress me," he whispered.

Chelsea unbuttoned his shirt and opened it, helping him shrug free of it so his chest was bare. Chelsea ran her hands over his muscled torso. She kissed his chest, nuzzling her face against his pecs, luxuriating in the feel of his warm skin.

Chelsea tentatively reached down the front of Sam's jeans. She could feel the hard bulge running down his right thigh. Sam sighed as she stroked him through his jeans.

Chelsea fumbled with Sam's belt. The leather was so thick and the buckle so heavy. Sam waited patiently while she struggled to unbuckle it, his hands running softly through her hair. Finally getting the thing unclasped, Chelsea unbuttoned his fly. Hooking her thumbs into the waist of his jeans and his jockeys, she pushed his pants down as Sam squirmed his hips to help her.

Sam's cock jutted straight out. He was rock hard.


It's so much bigger than when he came out of the shower.


Chelsea was suddenly afraid. Would it hurt to take something that large inside her?

Sam must have seen her trepidation. He pulled her close, resting her head against his shoulder.

"Touch it," he said.

Chelsea took his shaft in her hand. It was shockingly warm. Chelsea could feel the weight of it resting in her palm. The head was huge, swollen, the skin shiny and stretched tight. A tiny drop of wetness glistened at the hole.

"I'm hard because of you," Sam said. "You did this to me."

Chelsea felt a shiver run through her. That she could evoke this in him, make him want her so much-- it was a kind of power that thrilled her.

"Stroke it," Sam said.

Chelsea began running her hand up and down the shaft.

"You can grip it more tightly," Sam said.

Chelsea tightened her grip as she stroked, fascinated by how the skin of his cock moved with her hand.

"Run your thumb over the head."

Chelsea gently stroked his head with her thumb, spreading the drop of wetness over the swollen head until it glistened. Sam groaned, his arm around her shoulders tightening.

"Would you like to suck it?"

"Yes," said Chelsea.

Sam went to the bed and grabbed a pillow then dropped it on the floor. He helped Chelsea get to her knees then positioned himself in front of her, his hands stroking the top of her head.

Chelsea reached out and took his cock in both her hands. She leaned forward and licked his head. Sam inhaled sharply. Encouraged, Chelsea ran the length of her tongue over his head then under it. She stared up into his eyes, loving the pleasure that was etched on his face.

"Suck me," Sam whispered.

Chelsea took him into her mouth. The feeling was amazing, her whole mouth filled with his stiff rod, the head resting heavy on her tongue. She sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing as she started bobbing her head up and down, taking as much in as she could manage, her eyes locked on Sam looking down on her.

Sam flinched.

"Careful of your teeth," he said.

"Sorry."

Sam smiled, brushing her hair out of her face.

"You're doing great, Chelsea," he said. "You look so fucking hot with my cock in your mouth."

Chelsea smiled back, happy to be pleasing him. She returned to sucking, making sure to keep her tongue covering the bottom row of her teeth. Sam started thrusting into her mouth, groaning as she swirled her tongue over his head.

"That feels so good, Chelsea."

Chelsea's mouth was starting to cramp when Sam gently pulled himself free. He pulled her up from the floor and kissed her.

"Your turn," he said.

Chelsea closed her eyes as Sam lifted her dress over her head. She wasn't wearing underwear.

"Open your eyes, Chelsea," Sam whispered.

Chelsea opened her eyes. Sam was staring at her, his eyes drinking in her naked body. Chelsea felt exposed, vulnerable. She wanted to cover herself up but she also wanted to let him see her. The hunger in his eyes was thrilling.

"You're so beautiful, Chelsea."

Sam wrapped her in his arms, kissing her deeply. Chelsea reveled in the feel of his naked body pressed to hers, the solid weight of his cock pressed up against her flat belly.

Chelsea squealed as Sam lifted her up as easily as he would have lifted a child, cradling her in his arms as he carried her to the bed, laying her down softly and climbing on top of her. The weight of his body on hers felt so damn good.

"Spread your legs," he said.

Chelsea opened her legs for him and he got between them. He kissed her, their tongues darting, then moved down her chest. Chelsea gasped as he took her nipple into his mouth, his tongue rubbing it as he sucked.

Sam moved lower, kissing her belly, licking her navel, then slowly moving down to her mound.

"Oh god," she moaned as she felt his hot breath washing over her swollen clit.

Sam kissed her thighs as he spread her legs wider.

"Lift up your hips," he said.

Chelsea raised her hips and Sam placed a pillow beneath her ass.

"Your pussy is gorgeous," he told her, staring into her eyes from between her legs.

"Thank you." Chelsea's pussy was sopping wet. She could feel her juices trickling down her thighs.

Sam bent his head.

"Ooh," Chelsea gasped as he began licking her pussy lips. The feeling of his tongue, warm and soft and slightly rough, running up and down her quivering pussy was incredible. Chelsea squirmed as he lapped at her, his tongue circling her opening, his mouth gently sucking her lips in.

"God…" she moaned as he began licking her clit. She squirmed her hips, her hands roaming the top of his head.

"That feels… so… good…"

Sam lightly pressed his thumb against her anus and Chelsea squirmed even harder.

Chelsea could feel her orgasm surge up inside her. Her head pressed back into the mattress and her whole body tensed as wave after wave of pleasure sizzled through her.

Sam kept licking and sucking, driving her orgasm to another crescendo and then another.

"Ahh… god…" she moaned loudly as she grabbed the sheets, twisting them hard in her fists as her orgasms cycled up and down her body.

Sam kissed her thighs as the aftershocks rumbled through her.

"That felt so good," Chelsea gasped, fighting to catch her breath.

Sam climbed up to her and kissed her deeply. She sucked his tongue hard.


I can taste myself on him.


Sam reached over to the nightstand and grabbed a condom.

"Are you ready?" he asked her.


Am I?


Chelsea slowly nodded her head. She watched as Sam knelt between her legs and unrolled the condom on to his cock.


Can I take that inside me? Will it hurt bad?


Sam kissed her knees as he gently spread her legs wider. He reached under her and repositioned her hips on the pillow. Staring into her eyes, he leveled his cock at her entrance, resting the thick head softly against her.

"Tell me if you need me to stop," he said.

"I will," she said. "Please go slow."

He grinned. "Do you even know how beautiful you are at this moment?"

Chelsea smiled back.


It's happening. It's really happening.


Chelsea took in a deep breath as Sam started to push into her. She could feel herself opening, stretching around him as he entered her. A dull pain started throbbing inside her.

"Ow," she gasped.

Sam stopped. He watched her face. After awhile she nodded for him to continue. Sam resumed pushing his cock into her, struggling to fit into her tight hole.

Chelsea groaned as she stretched and stretched, the pain sharpening. She gritted her teeth as Sam's thick, warm cock slid deeper inside her.

The pain suddenly sharpened and Chelsea cried out. She felt something snap inside her, like a rubber band that's been stretched too far, a sudden sharp snapping followed by a dull sensation of pressure deep between her legs.

"Oh…" Chelsea sighed.


I'm no longer a virgin.


The thought thrilled her deeply, tinged with a bit of melancholy. She was a woman now, her childhood firmly behind her.

Chelsea inhaled sharply as Sam slid in further, flinching when he bottomed out.

"Just let me rest inside you for a bit," Sam said. "You let me know when you're ready."

Chelsea breathed in, taking in the sight of Sam kneeling between her legs. He was so handsome and he had been so gentle, so understanding with her.

"Okay," she said.

Sam began slowly thrusting in and out of her. The sensation of her pussy stretching when he entered, then contracting when he pulled back was amazing. Despite the dull ache lingering inside her, Chelsea could feel her body starting to respond to his cock.

"Rub your clit," Sam said.

She licked her fingers and started rubbing her clit. The pleasure hit her with a sharp intensity, mingling with the feeling of fullness as her pussy stretched around Sam's thick cock thrusting in and out of her.

"God," Sam panted. "Your pussy is so tight. It feels so good to fuck you, Chelsea."

"Mmm," Chelsea moaned, too lost in her mounting pleasure for words. Sam started thrusting faster and faster, sweat beading on his forehead, trickling down his chest.

Chelsea gasped as her orgasm approached. It was like when she was a kid riding the roller coaster. The anticipation as she rose higher and higher towards the top of that first slope, her whole body starting to tense as she felt it getting nearer and nearer, building until she reached the very top, her whole body balanced at the edge, straining in anticipation until suddenly she plunged into a heart-stopping free fall.

"Oh, Sam," she cried out.

Cumming around a cock was so different than the vibrator or even his tongue. To be so full of his thick cock, stretched so tight as her pussy clamped down around it, her legs straightening and her toes curling as her orgasm sizzled up and down her whole body in wave after wave of pleasure.

"I'm cumming," Sam groaned, his hips bucking wildly as he plunged into her, his head thrown back as he spurted his load deep inside her tight pussy, his whole body straining to unload his cum.

Utterly spent, Sam fell into Chelsea's sweaty embrace. Chelsea clung tightly to him, nuzzling her face into the crook of his neck, letting the afterglow wash over her. She could feel his cock still in her pussy, the weight of it comforting as it rested inside her. She still hurt a bit, but the pain was fading, replaced by a luscious feeling of satisfaction.


I'm a woman.


Chelsea could feel the tears starting to well up inside her. She struggled against them.


Oh god, no.


She couldn't help it. She began sobbing.

Sam held her, not saying anything, just letting her go through what she needed to go through. She was grateful for him, grateful that he had been the one to do it.


He made it special for me.


"Thank you," she said softly into his ear.

Sam kissed her gently on the cheek.

"It was my pleasure," he said.

"Mine, too," she whispered.

They held each other, listening to the surf crashing outside, the rain and wind, the cry of seagulls. After awhile, they went and took a shower together, lathering each other as they stood beneath the hot streaming water.

They toweled each other off before returning to the bedroom.

"I think you'll need to get rid of this," Sam said as Chelsea was putting on her dress.

Chelsea looked at the pillow he was holding, the pillow that he had put under her hips before fucking her. A smeared stain discolored the white pillowcase.

"Oh god," she groaned, snatching the pillow from his hand. She flushed red with embarrassment.

Sam took her in his arms.

"It's just a pillow," he told her.

"Are… are you seeing my mom tonight?"

Sam nodded. "I told her I would. Are you jealous?"

She kissed him hard.

"Not anymore," she said.



Lube



Francine was on her knees in the bathroom, her body bent over the toilet, her ass raised high. Sam knelt behind her, squeezing lube onto his fingers.

Francine squealed as he roughly jammed two of his fingers into her asshole, twisting and turning as he spread the lube inside her.

"I'm going to fuck that ass so hard," Sam growled. "Your dirty slut ass."

"Fuck my ass, daddy," Francine moaned.

"Say please, slut."

"Please."

Sam reached for a condom resting on the sink.

"No, daddy," Francine begged. "Do my ass raw. I want to feel you cum inside me."

Sam tossed the condom aside.

"You filthy little slut," he said.

Prying her cheeks apart, Sam slammed his cock deep into her asshole.

Francine screamed, clawing at the toilet as Sam pounded into her. She put one hand on the top of her head to keep it from bouncing off the hard porcelain of the toilet tank. Her other hand was between her legs, frantically rubbing her swollen clit.

"Fuck my ass, daddy!" she sobbed.

Sam pummeled her, going in at angles to stretch her wide. Francine thrashed beneath him, rocking the toilet on its base.

"Ahh, FUCK!" she screamed as she crashed into her orgasm. Sam kept pounding her, going deep into her quivering asshole with each thrust, loving the way it stretched so tightly around him.

"Daddy daddy daddy!"

Riding her bucking ass, Sam thrust as deeply as he could go and spurted his cum into her greedy asshole, the hot, sticky load sending Francine into another thrashing orgasm.

"Oh, daddy…" Francine groaned as she hugged the toilet, Sam resting heavily across the top of her back.

Afterward, they showered and got dressed before sitting down to the dinner Francine had brought to his room.

"I'm going to sleep with my ass still full of your cum," Francine said as she buttered a roll for Sam.

"Of course you will," Sam laughed. "You're a good little slut, aren't you?"

Francine nodded happily.

Sam took her hand. He looked into her eyes.

"Francine? There's something I need to tell you."



Sam



The drive back to the city was long and tedious, but Sam didn't mind. It gave him time to reflect on the ten days he had just spent on the coast, days filled with writing and fucking.

Francine had been shocked when Sam told him he had deflowered her daughter. They had talked for almost an hour, Sam assuring her that he had been gentle with Chelsea. Francine finally agreed that her daughter needed it to happen and that Sam was the perfect man to do it.

"I just hope you won't be too tired at night," she said.

Sam had taken one of her massive tits in his hand and given it a hard squeeze.

"Never too tired for my good little slut."

The days had blurred together after that. Every morning after breakfast, Chelsea would be waiting for him in his room. Their fucking grew more intense as the days passed, Chelsea gradually getting more secure in her body. By the end, he was fucking her as hard as he fucked her mother, and he was fucking her mother a lot as well. Every night, Francine would bring his dinner to his room and every night Sam would go balls deep into every hole she had.

In between, Sam wrote. He'd finally finished the novel and had even begun an outline for another. His time at The Westerly Hotel had been productive in more ways than one.

Sam reached into his pants and adjusted his aching balls. His cock was raw and his whole body ached. His wrists were swollen from so much typing, his fingers numb from hitting the overworked keyboard of his laptop.

Sam looked at himself in the rearview mirror.

He had never felt better.



Chelsea



Chelsea watched the rain splattering against the window of her room, listening to the surf crashing into the shore. On Chelsea's desk was a hand written letter and a list of email addresses Sam had given her before he left.

"Send in your application to the University," he'd told her. "Then make sure you email the people on this list. Show them the letter I wrote for you. I know the Department head and all the English faculty. I guarantee you'll get a full ride scholarship."

Chelsea had sent off a few test emails. Several faculty had already replied, asking to see the letter from Sam.

It was looking like college was not so far-fetched after all.

Even better, Sam would be returning in a month. He had a new book to write.

"Can't think of a better place to do it," he'd told Chelsea and her mother.

Chelsea looked forward to his return. She and Francine had already agreed to keep things the way they were. Chelsea would get him in the mornings, her mom would get him at night.


We'll take him in shifts.


Chelsea giggled to herself. By the time Sam got back, she would be on the pill. She desperately wanted to feel his hot cum inside her, filling up her mouth and her pussy and her ass, filling her up until it dripped out of her.

A month was a long time, but she could wait.

The winter off-season wasn't going to be so bad after all.

THE END





The MILF Next Door



Meredith is a lonely housewife whose only sexual release is online porn. When she catches Lewis watching her, Meredith decides that teaching her nineteen-year-old neighbor how to service a woman may be the best way to satisfy her own needs.



***


It was a sultry summer night in August and I was home alone, horny as hell, with no one to satisfy my needs but myself.

Again.

It was a situation I had become accustomed to over the last two decades. My husband, Kent, was a career oriented man who spent more time on the road than he did in our bedroom. His drive to succeed had provided us with plenty of material comforts, including this lovely new house we had moved into just a week ago.




The downside of Kent's ambition was his absence from the lives of his wife and daughter. I had essentially raised our Cathy myself, taking on the responsibilities of two parents while Kent was busy closing deals half-way across the country. Even in the rare moments that Kent was at home, he wasn't really

 

with


 
us, his mind distracted by the deals he was working on and the endless jockeying for position that was a part of the corporate world he inhabited. Now that Cathy was away at college, being alone in a new house that was much too big for just the two of us, I'd never felt more lonely.




Sighing, I sat down at the computer desk in our bedroom and opened my laptop and began scrolling through the videos on my favorite online porn site. A thumbnail caught my eye and I clicked, my hand sliding into the waistband of my pajama bottoms, my fingers idly brushing my pubic hair as I waited for the video to launch.

In the video, a woman with bright red hair and massive implants was sucking the cock of a muscle bound guy with lots of tattoos. I scrutinized the woman's face carefully as her head bobbed up and down. She looked to be in her early-forties, around the same age as me. Her face had once been pretty, but years at the tanning salon had left their mark-- her skin was leathery and sagged at the neck. She'd also gone way overboard with the lip plumping. Her mouth looked like she had kissed a hornets' nest.





I'm much prettier than her


 
, I thought.




It was catty and petty, but it was true. I was forty-two but looked much younger. My face was smooth and unlined, with just a few wrinkles at the corners of my eyes. Despite having had a daughter almost two decades earlier, I'd kept my body as fit as I could. Age had inevitably given me a bit of a tummy and my breasts weren't as perky as they used to be, but I still drew admiring looks when I went out.

Still, I wasn't having nearly as much fun as the redhead in the video was. The muscly guy had just gotten between her spread legs and was slapping his cock on her clit.


The girls in these videos are always hairless down there. It does give a better view for the camera, I guess. I wonder if it feels better during sex?


I licked my fingers and began stroking my own clit, warming up as the muscly guy slid his cock into the the redhead's wet pussy. He was smirking as he fucked her, but you could hear the desire that roughened his voice.


He really wants her. The way he's looking at her…


It had been a long time since Kent had looked at my naked body with the same kind of hunger. After the birth of our daughter, his passion for sex had dwindled. I'd done what I could to rekindle it, but it had never come back, our sex lives reduced to a few quick humps per month with long stretches of nothing in between.




The muscly guy had turned the redhead over and was pounding her from behind. My fingers sped up on my clit. I was getting close, my orgasm starting to build deep between my legs. I closed my eyes, just listening to the sound of the woman moaning, urging on the muscly guy to

 

Fuck her harder


 
, the sounds of their bodies slapping against each others.




The chime of my mobile phone brought it all to a screeching halt.

Startled, I pulled my hand from my pajama bottoms and hit the Mute button on the laptop and picked up the vibrating phone. It was my daughter, Cathy.

"Hi, love!" I said, hoping the frustration was not too evident in my voice. "What's up?"

"Hey, Mom. Just calling to see how you were doing in the new house."

"Oh, it's great," I lied. "Dad's away on business so I have the whole place to myself. I was just thinking about how I was going to use the extra bedrooms for a home office."

"I can't wait to see it," she said.

"So you're still coming for Christmas?"

On screen, the muscly guy was ejaculating into the redhead's open mouth. A few spurts went wide, landing in her hair. I could see the irritation on her face and had to suppress my giggles.


Big cock, but bad aim.


"Oh for sure," Cathy said. "The bookstore closes for Winter Break so I'll be there for two weeks."

"That's great, hon. How are things at work?"

Cathy worked at the University's campus bookstore. She'd been there all summer.

"Busy as heck," she sighed.

Cathy went on to detail all the events of her day, complaining about her fellow students, gossiping about the people she worked with. I was only half-listening, scrolling through the website for another video to watch. After being so close, my pussy was aching for release.

"So, I'll let you get back to your house planning," Cathy said as the conversation wound down.

"Okay, hon. Talk to you soon."

Putting the phone down, I clicked on another video and un-muted the laptop. I had just slid my hand down my pajama bottoms when the phone chimed again.

I was really beginning to hate that thing.

I picked up the phone and stabbed at the lock screen. It was a text from Kent.


Hey. U still up?


I glanced at the time. It was only nine o'clock. Of course I was still up.


Yep. What's up?



Back at hotel. No wifi. Just finished conference.



Long day?



Tired :-(



Poor thing



How's the house?


I glanced around the bedroom. There were still boxes everywhere. Unpacking by myself was taking awhile, especially since my heart wasn't in it.


Still too big



We do need the space






For what?


 
I thought. With Cathy at school, it was just him and me. Mostly just me, actually.








Just feeling lonely I guess


 
, I typed.





I'll be back in less than a week. Promise. :-)



K



Going to bed. Talk later.



Good night. Love you.


I waited for an answering text. A simple, "I love you too." None came. After a few minutes, I just lay the phone back down on the desk.

My pussy was still aching, but I suddenly felt like the walls of the bedroom were pressing in on me. I needed to get out of it, at least for awhile.

Picking up the laptop, I tucked it under my arm and made for the door. I stood in the hallway, trying to decide where to go. The bathroom was an option. I had masturbated in there before. It was convenient having the shower there. It had a handheld shower head with pulsing action. I considered using it to get off, but I wanted to watch a video while I was masturbating so the shower would have to wait for another time.

The downstairs rooms were available. I could get comfy on the couch and watch television afterward.


Masturbating and then the boob tube. What has your life come to, Merri?


The voice inside my head always addressed me as Merri even though I preferred Meredith. I knew it was my own voice I was hearing, I wasn't crazy. Talking to myself had just become kind of a habit. It had kept me sane through the tough years when I had no on else but a screaming toddler to talk to. I was my own best company out of sheer necessity.

Giving up on the idea of going downstairs, I decided to visit one of the three spare bedrooms we had. I chose the one farthest away from the master bedroom, wanting to put as much distance between myself and the frustrations I had just been put through.

The back room was the smallest of the three. I had barely been inside it since we had moved in. I had some vague notion of using it as a computer room when we bought the house, a place where I could Facebook and browse at night without disturbing Kent.


Not that he's ever home for you to disturb him.


Boxes were stacked against the walls and in the closet. There were a folding table and a couple of folding chairs as well. The impersonal jumble soothed me a bit. It felt like I had stepped out of the house and into a different place, one that wasn't littered with traces of me or Kent.

It had been a hot day and the room was stuffy from being all closed up. I went to the room's only window and opened the blinds. Through the window, I could see the side of the next door neighbor's house about sixty feet away. A single window faced towards me, but it was dark and the blinds were down. Except for that, the view was completely private.

Opening the window was harder than I expected. The house was older and the frame had warped a bit. I had to tug on the pane several times before it finally slid up.

"Damn," I grunted. "Need to hit the weights again, Meredith."

Cool night air washed through the window screen. I let it flow over my face, enjoying the smell of the freshly mown lawn between our house and the house next door. I wondered whose property that lawn was a part of.

I set the computer down and unfolded the table then pulled one of the chairs under it. I set my laptop on the table and opened it up, then went and turned off the overhead fixture. It was dim and felt cooler with just the laptop for illumination.


Okay. Sexy time.


I settled into the folding chair. It was taller than I expected and I knew it would be a strain to keep my legs apart while sitting in it.

Feeling a thrill running through my belly, I stood and pulled down my pajama pants and stepped out of them, then sat back down. The wooden seat was smooth and cool beneath my rump. I started the video, then scooted forward to the edge of the chair. With a grin, I lifted my legs up and planted them on the folding table, my feet resting on either side of the laptop. Sitting like that, with my legs spread wide open, the computer glowing between them, felt delicious.


You naughty girl.


I felt like getting naughtier.

I reached down and pulled off the T-shirt I was wearing. The cool air from the window sent a little shiver down my spine. I could feel my nipples stiffening and I gave them a playful squeeze. It felt really good and I started rolling my nipples between my thumb and index finger, alternating between gentle caresses and rougher tugs.

My eyes fixed on the screen, I slid my other hand between my legs. I was a bit dry, so I licked my fingers before returning to my clit. As the action on the video got hotter, I began increasing the speed of my rubbing, slipping inside my pussy and spreading my growing wetness over my lips.

My orgasm was starting to build. My breath was getting shallower and my heart was thudding. Letting out a groan, I sped up, using the flat of my hand to pleasure my clit. The relief I so badly needed was just a few seconds away. I could feel it coming.

A sound and a flash of light caught in my peripheral vision. Almost falling out of the chair, I turned towards the window. The light in the neighbor's window were on. The blinds were open. I could see two people inside. With the way our houses faced each other, their's slightly elevated on a slope, they would have had a clear view down into my room.

Choking down a squeal, I slid from the chair on to the floor, crouching and trying to cover myself at the same time. I could still see about half of the neighbor's window, which meant they could still see me. Scrabbling like a crab, I rushed to the wall beside the window, pressing myself flat to keep out of view.


Great way to introduce yourself to the neighborhood, Merri. Did you hear about the nice lady that just moved in? She likes to masturbate near open windows.


A frantic giggle burbled up inside me. I should have been feeling absolutely mortified but… I didn't. It was actually kind of funny. So what if I had been seen? I was in my own house and I was a fully grown adult. Besides, the light from the laptop wasn't that bright, was it? They couldn't really have seen much, could they?


Maybe they could. And maybe they'd enjoyed the show.


I clapped my hand over my mouth to keep from laughing. I could smell my juices on my sticky fingers.

I couldn't help it. I licked my fingers.

I tasted good.

The whole situation was absolutely absurd. So why was I feeling so turned on?

Still struggling not to laugh, I peeked out the window. The other window was mostly blocked by the silhouette of a man. It looked like he had his back to the window, as if he were trying to block it out from the other figure in the room. That one was unmistakably female.

It sounded like they were having an argument. I listened closely but could only make out a few words.

"…garbage can got knocked…" she was saying. "…all over the place. You…"

The man with his back to the window replied. His voice was deep, but the cadence made me think he was young.


Oh god, Merri, was it some neighbor kid spying on you? Some pimply faced teen? How old is he?


The woman was going on and on, her tone hectoring. She was complaining about chores not being done, at least as far as I could make out.


She sounds like a bitch, is what she sounds like.





The man (

 

boy?


 
) replied in a monotone. I could see his arms were crossed, his head slightly bowed.





He was watching you when she walked in. He's blocking the window so she can't see in here.


He was keeping his spying a secret, then. Trying to avoid being caught. I began to feel a little sorry for him, whoever he was.

After a few minutes, the woman finally left. I watched as the male silhouette turned back to the window.


Is he looking over here? Checking to see if I was aware of what was going on?


I ducked my head down and waited. Conflicting emotions were churning inside me, shame and anger mixing with hilarity and, yes, quite a bit of sexiness. I hadn't felt so mixed up in quite awhile. It was… interesting.

When I finally peeked up again, the window was dark and the blinds were firmly shut. I stood and calmly collected my laptop and returned to my bedroom. Before I went to bed, I visited the shower and used the pulsing shower head to finally, finally get off. I came so hard my knees got wobbly.

Tucked between the cool, crisp sheets of my bed, I lay awake listening to the sounds of the house settling itself around me. For the first time since I had moved in, it was starting to feel a little bit like home.

As I drifted off to sleep, I kept thinking about my neighbor. By all rights, I should have been furious. But I wasn't. I didn't feel angry at him at all. In fact, I felt like we shared a secret.

I had to know who he was.

***

The next day was a Saturday. I got up early, my mind still racing at what had happened last night. I'd turned the whole thing over and over in my thoughts, the naughtiness ripening into a sweet feeling that I couldn't help but savor. The idea of my neighbor watching me as I touched myself, while maybe he was touching himself as well, turned me on. It turned me on hard.

I wanted more.

I got dressed with a spring in my step that I hadn't felt in a long time. I usually just wore sweats when I did my yoga, but this time I got out the light green yoga pants I never wore because, to my horror one day at class, I'd discovered that the fabric turned transparent when I got sweaty. I'd been doing the Fish pose for several minutes before I realized my bush was clearly visible to the rest of my classmates.

That had been several years ago and the memory still made me blush. I'd had to wrap my small sweat towel around my waist as I hurried for the women's locker room. There had been several men in the class, a couple were even on mats right beside me, but none had bothered to tell me I was so exposed.


Why would they, though? They must have enjoyed the view. Like your neighbor last night.


Thinking back, I had to admit that along with the embarrassment of that day, I had felt a secret thrill knowing my male classmates had maybe snuck a peek at me, had maybe liked what they saw.

I stepped out of my pajama bottoms and tugged on the yoga pants, enjoying how they wrapped so tightly around my legs and crotch, the wide band on top cradling my belly. I'd paid a lot of money for these pants so it was good I'd finally found a use for them. For my top I chose a white sports bra. It didn't turn transparent, but the fabric was really thin and showed off my nipples well.

Tying my hair in a ponytail, I picked up my mat, my mobile, and a Bluetooth speaker that was lying on my nightstand. Then I headed straight for the back bedroom I had been in last night.

The first thing I did was to check my neighbor's window. The blinds were still closed and I couldn't see any movement behind them. That was okay. It was an early Saturday morning and my secret admirer might still be asleep.

I raised my blinds and slid open the window. The cool morning air, redolent with the smell of dewy grass, washed in. The sun had just risen and the sky was coral pink. Birds were chirping in the trees at the far end of the yard.

I removed the window screen from the frame. It was dusty and needed a good scrubbing.


Is that the only reason, Merri?


I smirked as I set the window screen against the wall.


You just don't want anything obscuring the view.


Maybe.


You dirty girl.


Still smirking, I cleared the folding table and chair and stacked them against the wall with the cardboard boxes. I spread my mat in the exact center of the room, making sure I would be clearly visible to anyone looking through my neighbor's window. I turned on the Bluetooth speaker and brought up some yoga music on my mobile phone. Soothing woodwinds against an electronic backbeat filled the small room. Putting my mobile on top of the speaker, I turned the volume up. Way up.


That'll wake him up for sure.


Whoever "he" was.


What if it's some pizza-faced teen?


I gave a mental shrug. The silhouette had been too large for a teenage boy, at least not many teenage boys I had seen. Besides, I wasn't going to be masturbating again, I was just going to be doing my morning yoga.


In your see through pants and skimpy sports bra.


"Oh, well," I said to myself. "I'm not forcing anyone to watch what I do in my own house."

I started slow, making sure I was facing the window.

Sitting, legs folded, hands resting on knees for Easy Pose.

Legs straight out, hands flat on the floor for Staff pose.

My eyes were closed as I breathed deliberately, filling my lungs and holding it before letting out a long slow breath. As I exhaled, I slitted my eyes just a bit, looking for motion next door. Nothing.

Heron pose.

Locust pose.

Cow Face pose.

By then I had worked up quite a lather. Sure enough, when I got to the Fish pose, my pubic hair was plainly visible through my pants, a dark V against the light green fabric. My thin sports bra clung wetly to me breasts.

As I was doing my Warrior pose, I saw it. A shadow moving behind the blinds next door. As I focused on my breathing, I watched from the corner of my eye as the blinds slowly crept open.


He's trying to be discreet. What a sweetie!


I fought back the giggles that had seized me and finished the pose. Knowing I was being watched suddenly made every move I made feel like I was doing something provocative. Even toweling off my sweat was like playing to an audience. It made me tingle.


Now comes the fun part.


Turning my back to the window, I spread my feet wide apart and locked my knees, then slowly bent forward until my head was resting on the floor. This was called Wide-Legged Forward Bend pose, but my classmates had always laughingly referred to it as the Look At My Pussy pose. It was funny but accurate. With my legs so far apart and my body folded in half, my pussy was practically gaping at whoever happened to be looking.

And someone was definitely looking. Upside down, looking back between my legs, I could definitely see the same male shape standing behind the blinds next door. My breath was starting to get ragged and I had to force myself to take slow, deliberate breaths. It was hard to stay calm, though. I could practically feel his eyes crawling all over my spread pussy, plain to see through my sweaty yoga pants.


Is he touching himself? I bet he is. I bet he's stroking his cock right now, watching you, Merri.


I grimaced to cover the grin that was spreading over my face. I couldn't let on that I knew I was being watched. It was part of the game, the rules of which I was having so much fun making up as I went along.

I slowly raised up from the pose and took a short break to towel the sweat from my face and take a sip of water. I forced myself not to look out the window, not that I needed to. I knew I was being watched. Playing to an audience of one was darkly exciting.




It was time for a cool down pose and I knew exactly the one to get into. It was called Reclining Bound Angle pose which was just a word salad for lying on my back with my arms out, my legs spread, my knees folded so that the soles of my feet rested against each other. If Wide-Legged Forward Bend pose was the Look At My Pussy pose, then this was the Look at My Spread Pussy and Tits Missionary Style pose. It was relaxing, it was easy, and in the yoga pants and bra I was wearing, it basically screamed

 

Get your cock out, big boy, and fuck me!





Lying like that, completely at ease yet feeling the weight of a male gaze caressing my body, I was tempted to slip my hand down my pants and put on a real show. I was already sweaty and limber, a good orgasm would be the perfect way to cap my morning workout.


What's happening to you, Merri?


I didn't know. I had never acted this way before, teasing a stranger with my body, wanting to masturbate for him. I had always been a passive actor when it came to sex, making myself pretty and hoping I would catch the eye of a man who would then take the initiative. It was how good girls behaved and I had always been a good girl, a good wife, a good mother.

But after 42 years of being a good girl, I was tasting, just a little bit, what it meant to be a naughty one. It was like dessert when you were on a diet, some thick creamy chocolaty thing that you knew you shouldn't have but that you desperately wanted. So you looked at it, you smelled it, maybe you dipped a finger in. And you congratulated yourself when you finally pushed it away.

That's what I was doing. Giving into temptation, sampling a teensy bit of it. I just never expected that being naughty could be so much fun. Would I be satisfied with a little taste or would I end up finishing the whole thing? How far could I take it before I finally pulled back?

I didn't know.

But I wanted to find out.

***

I didn't masturbate on the floor of that back bedroom, but I did while I was showering afterward. My need for release, the urgency of it and the intensity of my orgasms, were surprising. I had my needs and they had always been powerful, but this was something different. I imagined an engine between my legs, one that had been revved up and then gotten stuck.

As I toweled off, I looked at myself in the steamy bathroom mirror, turning my body to see it from different angles. I wasn't perfect, but I looked damn good.





I'd fuck me,


 
I thought.




The thought buoyed me as I threw on some jeans and a clean white T-shirt. I brushed out my wet hair and twisted it into a ponytail, then slipped into my favorite Mary Janes. Looking at myself in the mirror again, I saw the picture-perfect suburban, middle-aged empty-nester ready for a stroll to visit the new neighbors.

Humming the beat from the yoga music, I stepped out the front door into a bright summer morning. The neighborhood seemed to be coming awake. I could hear a dog barking excitedly nearby, the whine of a weed whacker in the distance. As I stood on my porch, a minivan full of kids passed by. I waved at them and they waved back.


Time to find out who your secret admirer is.


I waited a moment longer, savoring the anticipation. Then, still humming, I went down my front steps, down the driveway past the new Land Rover (Kent's choice, I had wanted a smaller car), turned right, walked down the sidewalk for twenty yards or so, turned right again into the driveway of my neighbor's house, walked past the older model Mercedes parked there, climbed the front porch, and rang the doorbell.

The house was much older than the one we had moved into. It was plainer, too, all sturdy woods and thick clapboard. The door was oddly stout, I thought. Like the door to a castle, it had a kind of peephole slot with a wrought-iron grate bolted across it. Very gothic and totally at odds with the rest of the place.

I could hear footsteps inside approaching the door. I put on my brightest smile and slipped my hands into my front pockets. My palms had suddenly gone clammy.


What if he actually is a pimply teen, Merri? What if he's one of those weirdos who end up on the news for torturing cats? Or for shooting up a school?


"Shut it, you," I whispered. I was feeling too good to let myself be teased by… well, myself really. This was more fun than I'd had in years. I wasn't going to spoil it for myself.

The door swung open. A woman in her late-fifties was standing in the doorway, eyeing me curiously. She was stouter and taller than me, wearing a high-necked dress that had a lot of buttons and looked extremely uncomfortable. Her hair was sensibly short and shot through with gray. She wore no makeup, her face deeply lined and creped at the folds. Still, you could see she had once been a beautiful woman, one who could have graced the covers of fashion magazines back in the day.

A cigarette smoldered between her fingers. Smoke wafted out the door and over me. I suppressed the urge to cough and wave my hand in front of my face.

"Hi," I said. "I'm Meredith. My husband and I just moved in next door."

"Did you?" she replied. "Well."

Her voice was gravelly, probably from decades of smoking. I recognized it instantly as the hectoring voice I had heard the night before.

"I just wanted to say hello to my new neighbors."

A small smile flittered across her lips. She had the most striking hazel eyes I had ever seen but her teeth were stained a deep yellow. I think she saw my eyes flick down to her mouth because she smiled even wider, as if to show off her teeth.

"The people who lived there before," she said, gesturing towards my house, "were not very nice. I used to have to call the police on them when their parties got too loud."

"Oh," I said. "That's unfortunate."

"Yes, it was. It really was. I'm Elizabeth, by the way."

She offered me her hand. Her grip was surprisingly firm.

"Have you lived here long, Elizabeth?"

"Ours was the first house built in this neighborhood. It used to be rural zoning, you know. Until the shitbirds in City Hall fucked it all to hell. Then houses started popping up like mushrooms."




"Ah," I said.

 

This is going well.





"Lewis used to able to play in the fields back when he was a child. No more, alas."

"Lewis?"

"My son. He's upstairs, studying. Lewis is going to be attending community college this fall."


A college kid? Whew, thank you, God!


"OCC? I've heard good things about it," I said.

"It's nearby," she said. "Lewis was home-schooled, but now that he's nineteen I can no longer educate him myself. OCC is close so he can stay at home and commute. That's all that matters, really."

Elizabeth took a long drag on her cigarette. The smoke streamed from her nostrils in two thin jets as she exhaled.


Nasty piece of work, this one is.


"Do you have children, Meredith?" she asked.

"I do. Cathy. She's at college."

"And your husband?"

"Kent. He's away on a business trip."

"Ah, a business trip. That's what they always call it, don't they?"

Her mouth had twisted into an ugly sneer. I felt my hackles rising. Who was this woman to imply things about my husband? She didn't know anything about us! A sharp reply was on the tip of my tongue, but I bit it back. Elizabeth was obviously a bitter, broken shell of a woman. Best just to leave her to it.

"I'm sure Kent would love to meet you when he gets back," I said pleasantly.

Elizabeth waved her hand dismissively.

"Oh, no need to come by again, now that we've met. Lewis and I like to keep to ourselves. Welcome to the neighborhood."


Whatever, you weirdo.


"Thanks," I smiled. "It was nice meeting--"

But the door had already swung shut in my face.

***

I spent the rest of the day unpacking some things, cleaning the kitchen, and doing the laundry. Kent texted a few times complaining about the conference he was at. I replied pleasantly and supportively, just like a good wife should.

Through it all, my mind was racing. The yoga session, the visit next door, that weirdo Elizabeth. I kept rewinding the events in my head, going over what I knew.

His name was Lewis.

He was nineteen.

His mother was a bitch.

Simple facts, but they were enough to send my imagination spinning wildly. The hours dragged on as I tried to keep busy, eager for the night to come.

When it got dark, I went into the back bedroom and opened the window then set up the folding table and two chairs. I left the light on, knowing it would draw the boy next door like a moth to a candle.

I sat in my bedroom, working on my computer and trying not to look at the clock. I was wearing a silk bathrobe that Kent had given me. The smooth, slippery feel of the silk against my naked body made me want to run my hands all over myself.

Instead of masturbating, though, I was reading. I'd done a search for MILF erotica and found a treasure trove of stories online. Most were just stroke stories, but I was fascinated by one that had a strong older woman taking a younger, inexperienced man under her wing. She was so in control, so sure of herself. And the young man loved it, he loved the way she guided him, made him hers.

I read that story three times, imagining myself as the main character. Playing that part, being that fantasy woman, even if just in my mind, sent chills running up and down my spine. My own life was comfortable and safe and I was bored out of my skull. I wanted something new, something forbidden, something a little bit scary. I wanted to be the woman in the story. I wanted to feel the things she felt. I wanted to do the things she did.

Lewis. Just nineteen. Right next door.

Waiting for me.

I'd gone to the back bedroom at around nine-thirty last night. Tonight, I forced myself to wait until ten o'clock. I imagined Lewis sitting in his darkened bedroom, staring at my illuminated window, hungry for a glimpse of me.

He was going to get that glimpse. And a whole lot more.

At ten o'clock, I tucked my laptop under my arm and grabbed my mobile phone and then made my way to the back bedroom. I tried to keep my breath steady, but it was not easy. The anticipation running through me was electric.

I went into the brightly lit room and shut the door behind me. I checked the neighboring window and saw the blinds were open. The room behind was dark, but I could just make out the shape of someone sitting behind the pane.

He had been waiting for me. Just like I had imagined.


Are you really going to do this, Merri?


Yes. I was really going to do it.

Smiling, I went to the table and set my laptop and mobile phone on top of it. I knew Lewis was hoping I'd repeat what I'd done last night-- masturbate to my videos while he watched. But I had something else planned. I had been planning it all day, in fact.

Facing my open window, I locked my eyes on my neighbor's window. Boldly, with no more pretense, I stared at Lewis, letting him know I knew he was watching.

I saw the silhouette flinch, just a bit. He was caught. Would he stay or run away?

He stayed.

Smiling, I slipped a hand inside my robe and began massaging my breasts. I slid my other hand between my legs, my fingers rubbing my clit. My body had been thrumming with eager anticipation all day and I luxuriated in the feel of my own skin.

Slowly, teasingly, I undid the belt of my robe. I let it hang open, my hands running up and down my torso, my eyes never leaving the window, watching him as he watched me.

With a shrug, I let the robe slip from my shoulders. I let my hands drop, showing myself to the boy. Then I did a slow pirouette, turning my back to him. Leaning forward, I rested my arms and head on the folding table and arched my back, letting him take in the full view of my ass and pussy.

I closed my eyes as I presented myself, letting the thrill of what I was doing run through me. I was breathing hard, a dark exhilaration surging through me, making me wet.

I turned back around to face the open window. Reaching behind me, I found the edge of the table and lifted my rump on to it. I leaned forward and pulled the two folding chairs into position, then placed a foot on each one. I leaned back. My legs were spread wide. I could feel the cool night air washing over my sopping wet pussy.

Never taking my eyes off the window, I began rubbing my clit. It was fully engorged, straining against my fingers. I slid a finger inside my pussy, spreading my juices over my lips, making them glisten. I brought my hand to my mouth and licked my fingers, tasting how sweet I was, then returned to rubbing my clit.


Watch closely, Lewis. Pay attention to how an older woman pleases herself.


As my fingers sped up, I could feel my orgasm approaching. It was like being on a roller coaster, that slow climb higher and higher, knowing that you were approaching the tipping point that would plunge you hurtling into a screaming free fall of pleasure.

I was just on the edge of cumming when I froze.


Not yet.


I'd learned the other night how delaying an orgasm made it even better when you finally did cum. After being interrupted twice, the orgasm I'd given myself in the shower had been absolutely brutal. I wanted that again. I needed to come so hard my whole body spasmed.

And I wanted the boy watching me to see it all.

I lay back on the table and pulled my knees up until they were resting on my chest. Reaching down with both hands, I began to stroke my pussy while I played with my asshole.


Keep watching, Lewis. Keep watching me masturbate.


My hands sped up and I was on that roller coaster again, climbing higher, the summit and the plunge getting so close.

I stopped. My body was screaming with frustration, needing the release. I groaned at the hard ache throbbing between my legs.

I waited, denying myself, letting the need build.


Are you watching, Lewis? Are you seeing this?


I knew he was.

Now it was time to finish.

Taking a deep breath, I slid two fingers into my pussy. Then I slid two fingers from my other hand in besides them. Slowly, gently, I began to pull my pussy lips apart. I groaned as I increased the pressure, as I stretched myself open, pulling hard with my fingers until my cunt was gaping.


Look inside me, neighbor boy. Look deep inside me.


My pussy stretched open as far as it could go, knowing the boy was watching me, I finally let myself plunge over the top, groaning as my orgasm sizzled through every inch of my body, the release I had been craving hitting me hard in my pussy and radiating out in wave after wave of pleasure.

"Fuck fuck fuck," I gasped, my head banging against the table as my body seized up and relaxed and seized up again, tension and release cycling again and again all through me.


Wow, Merri. I didn't know you had it in you.


I grinned at myself. At what I had done.

I lay exhausted on the table, the aftershocks still rumbling up and down my spine. I was sweating and my pussy was aching, but it was an ache that felt so good. I just wanted to lay there, drinking in the deep contentment I was feeling, a contentment I hadn't felt in a very long time.

But there was one last thing I needed to do. The final touch to cap off the night.

Sitting up, I reached for my mobile phone and turned it on. Staring at the far window, I held it up.


Pay attention, young man.


I set the phone down, then grabbed my laptop and opened it. On the screen, in a huge font, was my phone number. Sliding off the table, the computer held in front of my chest, I walked to the window and stood directly in front of it.

I waited. Could he read the numbers? Were they big enough? God, maybe he's nearsighted. Did he have a pair of binoculars? Every young man has binoculars, don't they? Maybe I could--

My phone chimed.

Going back to the table, I picked up my mobile.


It's Kent. Calling to whine some more about his fucking conference.


But it wasn't Kent. It was a number I had never seen before.

The message was a single word:


Hey


I turned back to the window. I blew a kiss. Then I grabbed my robe and opened the door and went out, shutting off the lights behind me.

***


Lewis. I'm Meredith



I know. Mom told me you stopped by



You've been watching me



Yeah



Enjoy?



Very much. Thank you



Welcome. Want more?



Yes


I was lying in bed. Naked. My mobile phone in one hand, my other hand idly stroking up and down my belly.


First things first. Send me a picture of your ID


Several minutes passed before my phone chimed. The attached photo was of his driver's license, issued just a month ago. I studied his picture, my eyes widening.

Blonde hair. His mother's striking hazel eyes. Full, sensual lips. And dimples. Good lord… his dimples.

Lewis Farrel. 6'2", 190 lbs.

I checked his birthdate. He had turned nineteen just two months before.

I let out a long slow breath. The boy next door was gorgeous.

My phone chimed again.


?


I licked my lips. He was an eager lad.





Congrats on the new driver's license


 
, I typed.





Thanks



Now send me a picture of your cock


"Oh my god," I whispered as I pressed Send.

"Oh my god," I whispered when his picture came through.

He was standing in a bathroom, shooting himself in the mirror. His body was lean and tight, his pecs and arms bulging, his abs clearly defined. His flaccid cock hung low between his legs. I marveled at his size. He was much bigger than my husband.

My phone chimed.


Like?


I did. I liked it very much.


Not bad. The girls must love you


The minutes crawled past as I waited for him to reply. I started to worry. Had I scared him off?


I've haven't been with a girl yet


I stared at the message, confused. Was he joking? He must be joking. Nineteen, with a face like that? With that body?


I don't like liars, Lewis



Not lying



Why haven't you?


Again, a few minutes passed before he answered.


My mom is very protective


I considered the woman I'd met that morning. Elizabeth seemed like the kind of person who would control anyone who was close to her. Overbearing, manipulative, her insides gone sour. I could see her smothering her child in her attentions. The home-schooling. Making sure he didn't go away for college. Doing whatever she could to keep him from leaving her alone with nothing but her bitterness.


Do you want to be with a girl, Lewis?



Yes


I'd fantasized about a younger man who had little sexual experience, but a virgin? You never forgot your first time, not even on your deathbed. It was a memory you carried for a lifetime. Could I be that for young Lewis?

The more I thought about it, the more excited I became.

My hands were shaking and I had to go back several times as I typed.


When can you come over?


The minutes dragged by.


Tomorrow night. Mom plays bridge with her friends. They drink sherry and gossip


Tomorrow night? That soon?


You've been having fun playing your games, Merri. Are you ready to take the next step?


I thought about it. I thought about it long and hard.

My phone chimed.


?






Tomorrow night


 
, I replied.




***

A knock on the door.

I crossed the living room, naked under my silk robe. I'd spent the day in a state of nervous panic, dreading that knock… but also eager for it. My insides were churning with so many emotions, I hadn't eaten all day. The anticipation was almost too much. I had masturbated several times already, stopping short just before orgasming. My body was so highly strung, it felt like I had drunk a gallon of coffee.

Smoothing my hair back and straightening my robe, I opened the door.

Lewis was standing on the front porch, his hands in the pockets of his jeans, a sheepish and slightly terrified grin on his gorgeous face.

"Come in," I said. I was surprised at how steady my voice was.

He nodded and stepped past me into the landing. I closed the door and locked it. I didn't turn around immediately, instead savoring the anticipation of seeing him inside my house. I could feel his presence behind me, I could smell the clean scent of the soap he had washed with.


He showered before coming over. Such a polite boy!


I let the grin linger on my lips as I finally turned to face Lewis. He was smiling at me, his eyes gleaming.

We stood there, neither of us knowing what to say.

I had prepared a light meal in the kitchen, thinking we would sit down for a bit, get to know each other. But being so close to him, so near to this sexy young boy who was staring at me with undisguised lust, I knew I couldn't wait.

I took his hand. It was warm and strong, the palm roughened by callouses. Turning away, I led him up the staircase and into the master bedroom. Inside, I let go of his hand and shut the door. When I turned back, he took me in his arms.

We kissed lightly, tentatively at first. I opened my mouth and his tongue eagerly swept in to stroke mine. I could feel his hands roaming my back, feeling the firm curve of my ass through the thin silk robe.

I pulled his T-shirt out of his pants and slid my hands underneath. His muscles were hard beneath the soft layer of his skin. I rubbed his nipple and it instantly hardened. Lewis moaned. He was sensitive there and I kept my caresses light.

I peeled off his shirt and began kissing his torso. He reached into my robe and took my breasts in his hands, cupping them, feeling their weight. I undid the belt and let it slither to the floor. Lewis held me at arms length, his eyes taking in my body. The hunger in his eyes was so intense, it was almost frightening.


He wants you so badly.


With a light push, I eased Lewis on to the bed, laying him down and climbing in beside him.


You've never been in this bed with anyone but your husband before.


The thought sent a black thrill shooting through me.

I took Lewis's wrists and placed them above his head so that his chest and stomach were stretched out before me. Lewis was looking up at me with a kind of desperation, his beautiful eyes wide and staring. There was a hunger there that I hadn't seen in my husband's eyes for a long time. It felt so good to be so desired, especially by someone so gorgeous, so young.

I leaned over him and took his face in my hands. I kissed his forehead, his cheeks, his nose, his warm hungry mouth. I moved to his ear lobes, letting my breath wash over his ears. He gasped when I licked his earlobe and my hand, stroking his chest, could feel his nipples getting hard. My husband's nipples never reacted when I touched them. Lewis was so different in so many ways to the man I married.


He's a stranger. An nineteen-year-old boy you just met.


That's what made it so exciting.

I kissed Lewis's neck and moved down to his chest. His skin was warm against my lips and I could feel his muscles flexing beneath my mouth. My eyes locked on his, I took one of his nipples in my mouth and began stroking it with my tongue. Lewis let out a sigh, his eyes narrowing with pleasure, his breath growing ragged.

I rested my head on his chest for a moment, listening to the breath whooshing in and out of his lungs. Then I began licking his abs, my tongue tracing the valleys between each quivering muscle.

Unable to keep his hands above his head any longer, Lewis reached down and began running his hands through my hair. I let my hair flow over his stomach, turning my head back and forth, letting it brush his skin.

I unbuckled his belt and undid the buttons of his jeans. Lewis lifted his hips and I stripped the jeans from him, throwing them over the side of the bed. I kissed his belly as I slowly slid my hand under the waistband of his jockeys.

Lewis was rock hard. I took his cock in my hand, gauging the length of it, the thickness of it. He was even bigger than I expected, his throbbing head enormous. Rubbing my thumb over the head, I could feel a wet drop of pre-cum dripping from the tip.

Suddenly, Lewis took in a sharp breath, his body tensing. I felt his cock pulsing in my grip. His hips started bucking and I knew he was cumming. Pumping his shaft, I milked him as his hot spurting cum splashed into his jockeys, dripping off the fabric and running over my knuckles.

"Oh, fuck. I'm sorry," he gasped. It was the first words he had spoken to me.

I looked into his hazel eyes, seeing the shame that filled them. He was looking at me with trepidation, so worried that he had disappointed me. My heart suddenly ached. Here was someone who wanted me so badly, he couldn't hold back. Someone who wanted to please me, someone desperate for my approval. After a lifetime of tending to the needs of others, being the object of such concern made me feel more like a woman than I had thought possible.

"It's okay, Lewis." I smiled warmly as I pulled my hand from his underwear. Thick ropes of cum dripped from my fingers. He gasped as I swirled his milky seed around one of his nipples.

"There's so much more of this inside you," I whispered. "And I'm going to get it out. Every last drop."

I bent over him and licked the cum from his nipple. His back arched and he let out a sharp moan.

I tugged off his jockeys and tossed them aside. Wet cum covered his lower belly and his softening cock. Crouching between his knees, I started licking him clean, enjoying the salty taste of his ejaculate as it slid down my throat. I licked his cock and his balls and his thighs. Some cum had dripped on his asshole and I licked that too, making sure I cleaned off every last drop. When I was finished, I crawled back on top of Lewis and kissed him deeply, letting him taste his own cum.

Lewis squeezed me tight in his muscular arms. He rolled over on top of me, resting his whole weight on my small frame. The feeling of being crushed beneath such a large man was delicious.

He kissed my ears and neck, imitating what I had done to him. My nipples responded the same way his had and he took them into his mouth, his tongue flicking gently across them.

"Use your teeth," I whispered.

Lewis began nibbling on my rigid nipples, responding eagerly to my moans. He began handling my breasts more roughly, kneading them the way I liked as I urged him on.

Gently but insistently, I started pushing his head lower. He understood what I wanted and began kissing my belly. I opened my legs and he got between them.

He stared at my pussy with both lust and fascination.


He's never been this close to one before.


I grinned. He was so young. So innocent. I felt so dirty.

Dirty felt good.

"Kiss it, baby," I said. "Kiss it like you kissed my mouth."

I could feel his breath as he held his face close. I was so wet, I could feel my juices trickling from inside me, trickling down to my quivering asshole.

Taking his head in my hands, I guided him where I wanted him, telling him where to lick, where to suck. He looked up at me, his eyes so eager to please. And he was pleasing me, he was pleasing me a lot. His tongue was supple and wet and he was so desperate to give me pleasure.

"Put your thumb in my ass," I told him as I got close to cumming. The feel of his thumb on my asshole, pushing past the tight ring, drove me wild. I bucked against his handsome face, pulling his head into my crotch.

"Push it all the way in," I grunted. He roughly pushed the length of his thumb into my asshole. My head rolled from side to side as my orgasm swept closer, my thighs clamping around his head, my toes curling tightly.

"Lick me, baby. Lick me lick me lick me!"

My nails were digging into his scalp as my heart pounded wildly. My voice was high and keening.

"I'm cumming, Lewis!"

I gave a soft scream as my orgasm ripped through me. Lewis rode my thrashing hips. I was groaning and gasping like I was drowning. In a way it felt like drowning, that feeling of being submerged in so much pleasure, struggling for each breath. Just as I was coming down, he licked me hard and I crashed into another orgasm.


Lewis is proving to be an eager student, isn't he, Merri?


Breathless, feeling the aftershock ripple through me, I forced myself to open my legs and release Lewis's head. He smiled up at me, pleased that I was pleased. I pulled him up and took him into my arms. I kissed him hard, licking my juices from his face.

"Did I do okay?" he asked.

"You did better than okay," I told him truthfully.

We held each other in a sweaty embrace, my head nuzzled into the crook of his neck. My hand was idly running up and down his stomach. The ridges of his abs were so hard, I couldn't stop touching them.

We let the afterglow wash over us. We talked about our lives, explaining to each other who we were, what we wanted. Nick told me about growing up with a mother who had him late in life, how his father had left when he was an infant, how his mother had turned bitter and controlling, keeping him as close to her as possible, never letting him grow on his own.

"I spend my time reading and studying and working out," he told me. "She's so afraid I'm going to leave her all alone."

"And girls?" I asked.

He laughed. "You met her. She drives away any girl who comes near me. Not that many do when I hardly ever go out."

"Life will change for you when you go to college," I said.

"That's what I'm hoping," he replied. "What about you?"

I told him about my husband, my daughter, my unsatisfying marriage.

"I've never done something like this," I admitted.

"I'm glad you chose me," he said. "Can we try again?"

"When are you free?"

"No," he said. "I mean, can we try again?"

He pushed my hand down to his crotch. He was hard again.

"It's good to be young," I smiled.

We kissed and he rolled on top of me. I wrapped my legs around him.

"When I saw you last night," he said. "Spreading yourself open for me, I almost came running over here."

"If you had, I would've let you in," I said.

I reached down and took his cock, marveling again at how big he was. I placed his swollen head against my opening, rubbing it up and down in my juices.

"Fuck me, Lewis," I whispered. "Fuck me hard."

He pushed his cock inside me. I gasped as I stretched to accommodate him. He slid in deep. It felt amazing to be so filled up.

Lewis began to thrust into me, log slow thrusts that reached the core of me. My hands clamped on to his hard ass. I loved the way his cheeks flexed in my grip.

Lewis began speeding up. I reached between my legs and began rubbing my clit. He could tell I was getting close. He grabbed my legs and swung them over his shoulders. Being handled like a doll, feeling how strong he was compared to me, sent me into a frenzy.

"Oh, fuck," I moaned. "Don't stop, don't stop. I'm cumming, Lewis!"

I felt my pussy clamping down hard on his cock, my asshole clenching tight as I came. Lewis kept pumping into me, prolonging my orgasm, slowing only when he saw me coming down.

"Roll over," I gasped.

Lewis rolled on to his back and I straddled him. He reached up and cupped my tits as I began rocking my hips back and forth, grinding down hard on his big cock. The way he was looking at me… I never wanted to lose that feeling.

I came again, my pussy rocketing waves of pleasure through me. I collapsed on to Lewis's chest, trying to catch my breath. His cock was still rock hard. It felt incredible just lying there, his erection still filling me up.

"I love being inside you," he said. "You're so warm and tight."

"Mmm," I moaned.

He began gently thrusting his hips up, working my exhausted cunt.

"Lewis?" I said.

"Yeah?"

"I want you to fuck my ass."

The smile on his face could have lit up the whole house.

I pulled myself off his cock. "Let me suck it first," I said.

I took his cock in both my hands and licked his throbbing head. Tasting myself on his hard cock was thrilling. I took him into my mouth, bobbing my head up and down, twisting my hands on his thick shaft.

"That feels so nice," he said.

I pushed down, experimenting with how much of him I could swallow before gagging. Lewis moaned, driving his hips up into my face.

"Fuck my ass, Lewis," I said. "Fuck my ass now."

I'd always loved getting fucked in the ass. Kent had liked it at first, too, but as the years passed he grew less and less interested in fucking me there. It disgusted him. I'd heard my friends complaining about how their husbands were always pressuring them for anal. I'd played along, all the while secretly envious that they had men who would give them what my husband wouldn't.

Lewis was not my husband, though. Not only would he give me what I wanted, he would give it to me hard.

I lay down on my stomach beside him, my legs together, extended straight back. Lewis straddled me. He pried open my cheeks, his fingers stroking my asshole. His cock still wet with my juices and spit, he leveled the head and probed into me, finding my anus and slowly pushing against the puckered ring.

He grunted as he struggled to get inside me. I was tight. Lying flat on my stomach with my legs together made me even tighter. I loved being fucked this way, though. The force needed to penetrate me drove me insane.

Lewis had finally gotten past the initial resistance. I cried out as he slid into me, my asshole violently stretching. Again, the feeling of being so full was amazing, the pleasure mixing with pain in a combination I loved.

"Fuck my ass," I almost shouted. "Hard, Lewis."

He began pounding into my asshole, making my whole body bounce off the mattress. Tears were leaking from my eyes and I could barely breathe. I slipped a hand under my hips and began slapping my clit, grabbing it and pinching it roughly. Being fucked in the ass this way made me feel like an animal, it made me feel absolutely filthy.

Lewis was groaning and breathing fast. His cock was so deep, his balls were mashing against my cheeks.

I let out another scream as I came, a raw brutal orgasm that made my eyes roll back into my skull. I rode the waves of pleasure and pain, letting it slam through me. It was just starting to diminish when Lewis thrust deep into me, deeper than he had gone before. I screamed again as he stayed buried inside me, his hot cum jetting deep into my asshole, sending me into another orgasm that made my whole body go rigid, my ass clamping down on his big cock, milking every last drop from his balls.

Lewis fell forward on top of me. We lay like for a long time, his cock gradually softening inside my aching ass. Finally, he slumped off of me and we held each other, our exhausted bodies tangled together.

"I have to go," he told me. "Mom will be home soon."

"I know," I said.

"When can I see you again?"

"When are you free?"

Lewis smiled mischievously. "I have classes on Tuesdays and Thursdays. But I told my mom I have to go every day. I could sneak in your back door."

"You can sneak in my backdoor anytime."

"I'd love that."

I cupped my hand under his chin.

"You're a grown man, Lewis. You're young and strong and you have your whole life ahead of you. She won't be controlling you forever."

"I know," he said. "You helped me see that. Things are going to change. I'll make sure of it."

"Good," I said.

"What about your husband?"

I scoffed. "He's hardly ever here. Besides, I think he prefers whoever he's seeing on his so-called business trips."

"What a pair we are."

"Just two kids in lust," I laughed.

Lewis kissed me.

"Thank you," he whispered.

"For what?"

"For tonight," Lewis said. He was smiling, but his eyes were serious. "You were my first. I'll never forget you."

As I watched him getting dressed, I knew it was true. Lewis would never forget me, not until his dying day. Long after he'd left his mother, long after we'd left each other, he'd always remember the older woman next door who turned him into a man.

And I would never forget him. The boy who helped me discover how good being naughty could feel.

And now that we had found each other, there would be so many more days to come, so many more days of fucking the boy next door. I looked forward to each one.

And maybe, just maybe Lewis wouldn't be the only one who would be making big changes in his life. My husband would be home in a few days. We had a lot talk about.


You're so naughty, Merri.


It was true.

I was.

THE END




Naughty MILF Gamer



Bored and stuck in a loveless marriage with a cheating husband, 42-year-old Anne's only release is her online gaming guild. When Anne accidentally listens in as her guild leader Erik satisfies two women, her mind turns from leveling up her character to powering up her sex life. Can a man she's never met in real life satisfy Anne's needs? What happens when Anne finds out Erik is half her age? Can Anne handle Erik's rough play?



***


"Honey? Have you seen my black leather belt? The one with the gold buckle?"

Anne stepped out of the bathroom. She was freshly showered, her damp body naked beneath a silk bathrobe.

"Have you checked in the closet?" she said.

"The closet?" said Samuel. "Why would it be in there?"

Anne watched as her husband went to the walk-in closet of their bedroom and began rummaging through the suits hanging inside.

"Honestly, Anne," Samuel said. "I've asked you before not to hang my belt in here. I prefer it on top of the dresser where I can find it."

Anne followed her husband into the closet. His back was turned to her and she slipped her arms around his waist.

"How about a quickie before you go?" she purred into his ear.

Samuel gently pried her hands from around his waist.

"I'd love to, hon, but I'm running late for my flight."

Anne slid her hands down to her husband's groin. She began tugging at the zipper of his slacks.

"Your flight leaves in four hours," Anne said. "It'll only take you forty-five minutes to get to the airport. An hour at most, if there's traffic."

Samuel put his hands over hers, holding them still.

"I don't have time, hon."





You never have time


 
, Anne thought.

 

For me, at least.





Anne let the robe slip from her shoulders. When Samuel turned around, he found his wife naked and on her knees.

"Anne," he said, exasperated.

Anne ignored his reluctance and took him by the hips, pulling him towards her. With a defeated sigh, Samuel stood still as she opened his slacks and pulled them down along with the briefs he was wearing.

"I'm your wife," Anne said. "Let me send you off with a smile."

Anne leaned forward and took his flaccid penis in her mouth. She sucked him in, working her tongue over the soft meat of his cock.

Samuel let out a soft groan as he began to stiffen. He rested his hands lightly on her wet hair, stroking the top of her head as she worked his cock.

"Mmm," he said. "That does feel good."

"Told you," Anne whispered. Sucking her lips tightly around his shaft, she began bobbing her head up and down. Samuel's cock was slender and she could push her face all the way to his balls without gagging. Samuel liked it when she did that, taking his whole length inside her mouth.

After a couple of minutes, Anne could feel that Samuel was getting close. She sped up her strokes, humming loudly, making her mouth vibrate.

"Oh, that feels so good. Suck me, babe."

Samuel was lightly gripping the back of Anne's head, guiding her as he bucked his hips forward.

Anne looked up, hoping to see Samuel's eyes staring down at her, taking in the sight of his cock buried in her mouth. Instead, he was staring into the space above her, his eyes unfocused.

Anne returned her attention to his cock, working it faster, sucking it harder.

"I'm cumming," Samuel groaned. "I'm cumming, Karen. I'm cumming! Oh, god!"

Anne's head froze.


Karen?


She held her head perfectly still as Samuel squirted his semen into her mouth. It was thin and salty and bitter, like slimy tears. Normally, Anne would swallow his load. Swallowing was something she thought good wives should always do, and she considered herself a good wife. This time, she let it fill her mouth.


Karen?


As Samuel's last squirt splashed against the back of her tongue, Anne pulled her mouth from his cock and pretended to cough, sending a spray of semen and saliva splattering all over the slacks pooled around Samuel's ankles.

"Oh, god damn it!" Samuel yelled. "My fucking pants! Jesus, Anne!"

"Sorry, love." She smiled up at him.

"Now I'll have to change. And my flight! God damn it!"

Anne got up from her knees, wiping her chin. She picked up her robe and left Samuel to rage in the closet as he searched for another pair of pants to wear. She went to the bathroom and washed her mouth out. She looked at herself in the mirror.


Twenty-two years of marriage. More than half my life.


Outside the bathroom, she could hear Samuel snapping his suitcase shut. He stomped out of their bedroom and down the stairs, slamming the front door behind him as he left the house.


He didn't even say, Goodbye.


Anne slumped on the toilet, her head resting in her hands. She wanted to cry, but the tears would not come.


Karen?


The signs had been mounting for the past two years. Their marriage had always been a stable relationship-- comfortable, sedate, no major problems to concern her. They had raised their son well and he had grown up to be a steady, gentle young man. Anne had a nice house and drove a nice car and had lots of nice things, everything the storybooks said would make her a happy woman.

It wasn't enough. There was something wild inside of Anne, something that hungered to be set free. Caged up and tied down, it gnawed on Anne through all the quiet hours of her day. In her heart, Anne knew that she would never be truly fulfilled with the life she had, she knew that she needed to be more than just a wife, more than just a mother. But Anne was afraid of that wild thing inside her-- the power of it, primal and howling, terrified her. So Anne kept it buried deep, trying her best to ignore it as she cared for everyone else.

As the years had passed, Anne had gradually come to accept that her marriage to Samuel was the best she could expect out of life. She had all the material comforts she could want, she had a stable husband, she had a child she was proud of. What more could she ask for? It seemed ungrateful to want more.

Then things changed.

Ever since their son had left for college, Samuel had been staying later and later at the office. It was as if he couldn't stand being alone in the house with his own wife.

"It comes with my promotion," Samuel had told Anne. "More responsibility means longer hours."

That may have been true, but it didn't explain the times Samuel had come home with alcohol on his breath and the faint scent of perfume on his clothes, perfume that Anne didn't recognize as her own.

Then there was their sex life, if you could call a quick hump once a month any kind of sex life. Samuel had never been a passionate man, his career consuming most of his attention. Still, he had been much more eager to make love when they had first gotten married. His lust for her body had been real. After the birth of their son, however, it had slowly dwindled. Anne had rationalized that their newborn kept the two of them too busy for sex, but as time had passed and their child got older, Samuel's original desire for her had never returned. Now, after twenty-two years as husband and wife, their sex life had shrunk away almost to nothing.

Anne knew it wasn't because she was unattractive. She was forty-two and still had a good figure. Sure, the years had left her with a tiny bit of a tummy and her breasts weren't as high as they used to be, but Anne still drew admiring looks when she went out. Despite her best efforts to spice things up in the bedroom, Anne had seen the way Samuel looked at her when she tried to get him interested. His eyes slid over her body as if he wasn't seeing it all.

The hardest part was that Anne loved sex. She loved sex a lot. Sometimes it scared her how much she loved to fuck. Not make love, but dirty, sweaty, pull-my-hair fucking. She loved losing herself in animalistic pleasure, all thoughts driven from her mind, her lust utterly consuming her. Since turning forty, Anne's libido had only increased, her need for sex growing more voracious with each day. She wanted it constantly, she couldn't stop aching for a hard cock deep inside her. Samuel should have been thanking his lucky stars to have a wife like her.

But all those late nights? The mysterious "business" trips? Samuel's lack of interest in his own wife?

Anne wasn't stupid. Today had just confirmed what she had long suspected.


Karen?


At least now, she knew her name.

***

Dark Lord Greinok gave a final howl of agony and collapsed into a smoldering heap of ashes. The ground shook. From the heavens, trumpets blared.

"Well done!" Erik screamed. "Way to go, team!"

Anne cheered along with the rest of her guildmates. The ten of them had just run through The Caverns of Twisted Death in record time.

Anne was seated in front of the desktop computer in her spare bedroom, a headset clamped over her ears. She was still wearing the silk robe she had on when Samuel left. For the last three hours, Anne had been playing Broken Halberd, an online role-playing game where teams of players fought side by side against hordes of evil monsters bent on destroying the fantasy world of Artisa.

After Samuel's unwitting confession, being in-game, playing with people who respected and relied upon her, was a welcome distraction for Anne. She grinned as she listened to her team excitedly going over the run they had just made. Statistics were being shared, compliments handed out.

"That area effect almost killed us!"

"Doubled up on chain lightning!"

"I can't believe we didn't wipe that one time!"

"Great job on the buffs!"

"Nice tanking, Erik!" Anne said, admiringly.

Erik was their guild's leader. Anne had been a part of The SilverStorm Guild for almost six months, playing the role of the guild's healer. In that time, Erik had proven himself to be an excellent leader, pushing his guildmates to constantly improve. Since Anne had first come aboard, The SilverStorm Guild had climbed into the top 300 guilds worldwide.

"Thanks, Brendienna!" Erik said, calling Anne by her character's name. "Good job on the heals. Can you stay on a bit to chat? There are some things I want to run over with you."

"Sure," Anne replied.


It's not like I have much else to do.


"Excellent. Okay, guildies. Same time Tuesday, right? The Dead Keep of Balgard awaits!"

The other guildmates signed off one by one until Anne and Erik were alone on the guild's voice channel.

"What's up, Erik?"

Anne really liked Erik. Besides being such a good leader, he was also a charismatic guy who encouraged his guildmates to excel. Anne had been part of several other guilds before joining The SilverStorm Guild. Most other guild leaders were either incompetent or complete control freaks, bossing around their guildmates like wanna-be dictators. Finding a guild leader like Erik, one who led by example, was firm but fair, and who treated his guildmates with respect, had been utterly refreshing. Anne especially liked that Erik always had classical music playing in the background when he gamed. She had discovered that they shared a love of Bach.

"Thank you for staying on, Anne. I just wanted to go over the flash heals you were spamming."

Anne frowned. "Were they not quick enough?"

"No, they were great. Those macros you're using are terrific. The thing is, when we're in a melee, I think that--"

Anne heard the sound of someone knocking on a door. She looked around, thinking for a moment that someone was at her bedroom door, before realizing the sound was coming from Erik's end.

"Damn it," Erik said. "They're early. Gotta go, Anne. I'll talk to you Tuesday."

"Okay," Anne said. She had decided to play solo for a little while longer before heading to bed for an early night.


Don't think I'll get much sleep anyways.


Anne heard the thunk of Erik's headset being set down. She waited for the chime that indicated Erik had left the voice channel, but it didn't come. Instead, she heard the faint strains of Bach.


He forgot to log off.


Anne was about to quit the voice channel herself when she heard the sound of female laughter from Erik's end. Curious, she turned up the volume. She heard footsteps getting closer, people coming into the room where Erik's computer was set up.

"Brenda wanted to meet you," said a woman's voice. She sounded young.

"You did?" Anne recognized Erik's voice, but he sounded very different than when he was on the game. His tone and cadence had slowed, deepened.

"She wanted to see if what I've been telling her about you is true," said the female voice.

"Yeah," said another, presumably Brenda's.

"What has Pam been telling you?" said Erik.

"You know what," said Pam.

"I want to hear it from Brenda," said Erik.

Both girls giggled.

"Pam told me," said Brenda, "that you have a really big cock."

Anne sucked in a breath.


I should really log off, now. This is private, I shouldn't be listening.


Anne moved her mouse to the Disconnect button. Her finger was on the mouse, but she didn't click it. Biting her lip, feeling guilty but also excited, Anne turned up the volume.

"Been telling stories, Pam?" Erik said. "Naughty girl."

"Can I see it?" said Brenda.

A silence. Anne strained to hear what was going on.

"I only take it out to piss or to fuck," said Erik.


Wow, he is really different off the game.


"So," Erik continued, "if I show you my cock, it means I'm gonna fuck you with it. Unless you prefer the first option. Not really my thing, but I'm willing to accommodate you."

"You're kind of an asshole," said Brenda. Even through the headset, Anne could hear the quiver in her voice.

"Leave then. I didn't ask you over here and I'm not forcing you to stay."

"Come on, Brenda," said Pam. "You know you want to."

A long silence unspooled. Anne panicked, thinking she had been cut off somehow. She checked the channel onscreen. Still connected.

"Okay," Brenda finally said.

"Take off your clothes."

"I thought--"

"I said, 'If I show you my cock, I'm gonna fuck you with it.' I don't like to wait, Brenda. So take off your clothes."

"Here," said Pam. "I'll get naked with you."

"You want some, too, Pam?" said Erik.

"Always, daddy. Come on, Brenda. We'll do him together."


Oh my god. I can't believe what I'm hearing.


Anne's breath was shallow, her heart thudding in her chest. She could hear the two girls giggling and whispering to each other, the sound of zippers being undone, shoes being pulled off.

"Okay?" said Brenda.

"Turn around," said Erik. "Let me get a good look."

"There. Now show me that thing."

Anne could hear the rustling of fabric. She pressed her headset tightly against her ears, straining to catch as much as she could.

She heard Brenda gasp.

"Oh. My. God."

"Go ahead," said Erik. "You can touch it."

"Wow," said Brenda "That's…"

"It gets bigger when he's hard," said Pam. "Suck him, or I'm going to."

"Let Brenda," Erik said. "She wants to make me hard. I can see it in her eyes."

Anne heard the sound of knees dropping to the floor.

"That's right," said Erik. "Take as much in as you can, Brenda. That's a good girl. Suck it, lick the head."

Anne listened to Brenda's muffled slurps. She imagined the girl kneeling, servicing an enormous cock with her mouth, both hands gripping the thick shaft.

Leaning back in her chair, Brenda slid her fingers between her legs. Her pussy was wet. Dipping her fingers into her juices, Anne moistened her clit and began rubbing slow circles around it.

"Mmmm mmmm mmmm," Brenda moaned.

Anne lifted her fingers to her mouth, licking off the juices before returning it back between her legs. She loved the taste of her pussy.

"On the bed," said Erik. "Spread your legs, naughty girl."

"Kiss her," said Pam. "Ooh, suck her tits. She's loving it."

Anne listened to Brenda's soft gasps.

"Condom," said Erik.

"Here," said Pam. "Let me put it on. God, you're so huge, Erik. So fucking thick. Shit, it's hard to get this on you. There. All wrapped tight. Put it in her, Erik. I want to see her stretch."

"Slow," Brenda begged. She took a deep breath. "Okay, okay, okay. God, that thing… Just… just… OH SHIT!"

"Stretch her, Erik," Pam urged. "Stretch that tight pussy."

"FUCK FUCK FUCK!" Brenda groaned.




Erik laughed. "You

 

are


 
a dirty little slut, aren't you, Brenda? Aren't you?"




"Yes!"

"Say it. Say, I'm a dirty little slut."

"I'm a dirty little slut!"

"Yes, you are, Brenda. Such a dirty little slut."

Anne could hear flesh slapping hard against flesh, the creak of bedsprings. Brenda was almost screaming, her cries a mix of pain and pleasure. Anne's hand sped up on her clit.





He's really pounding the hell out of her


 
!




Erik snickered. "This is for you came for, isn't it, Brenda? To get fucked? Like the dirty little slut you are?"

"Yes! Yes! Fuck me!"

It didn't take long for Brenda to hit the edge.

"I'm cumming, oh shit, I'm cumming," she gasped.

"Cum all over that big cock, Brenda," said Pam. "You look so hot right now, I want to eat you up."

Brenda let out a shriek, one that rose and fell and rose again before gradually trailing off into ragged panting.

"My turn," said Pam.

"I'm not done with her," said Erik.


He doesn't even sound winded.


"Wait then," said Pam. "Let me get on the bed. Brenda can eat my pussy while you fuck her from behind."

Shuffling, bedsprings creaking, whispered instructions.

"Lick me, Brenda," said Pam. "Do I taste good?"

"Mmm."

"Keep licking. I've been wanting you since you first moved into the dorm. Lick that wet pussy."

"Mmm. Mmm. Mmm. OH SHIT!"

"Keep licking, baby," Pam said. "Suck my clit while you get nailed. Everything I told you about him is true, isn't it? Your pussy's never had so much, has it? Never been so full? Oooh, God. So fucking hot. I want to come all over that sweet face."

Anne could hear Erik hammering into Brenda, the hard smack as his hips slapping against her ass.

"That looks so fucking hot," Pam moaned. "Keep licking, Brenda."

"I… I can't. I'm cumming."

Anne heard Erik speeding up. It sounded like someone clapping their hands as fast as they could.

Brenda went silent. Anne imagined the girl holding her breath as her body went rigid.


She's cumming so hard right now.


With a sudden explosive exhale, Brenda cried out, high and keening, her cries interrupted only by her desperate gasping for air. Then she was panting, moaning gibberish. It almost sounded like she was sobbing.


Sobbing with pleasure. I'm jealous.


Anne slipped her fingers into her pussy. She was getting close to her own orgasm.

"My turn," Pam demanded.

"Say please," Erik said.

"Please, daddy."

"Say, Fuck my slut cunt."

"Fuck my slut cunt, daddy."

The bedsprings creaked.

"Ooh, daddy. Get that big cock wet. Oh yes, oh yes. Push it in, daddy, push it in. Like that. Yeah, like that. AHHH FUCK! GOD DAMN IT!"

Pam cursed and hissed like a cat as Erik fucked her. Anne grinned.


She's loving it so much.


"I'm cumming, baby! Don't fucking stop, don't fucking stop!"

Anne timed the strokes of her hand to the rhythm of the bedsprings creaking. She could feel the muscles in her thighs tightening. Sweat glistened on her forehead. Her whole body was tingling.

"…ooo god…"

Pam's cries suddenly turned into a tiny whisper that Anne could barely make out over the sound of Pam wildly thrashing on Erik's bed, her contortions making the bedsprings sing. Anne's own orgasm was so close.

Then she heard Erik groaning and knew he was cumming deep inside Pam.

Anne's orgasm hit hard. Her back arched and she threw her head back, every muscle in her body clenching as waves of pleasure washed through her, her ears filled with Erik's ragged breath, Pam's moans mixing with her own.

Anne collapsed back into her chair, her body limp.

For a long time afterward, there was nothing but the sound of breathing and the soft strains of a Bach cello suite. Anne imagined Erik and Pam and Brenda lying together in bed, exhausted.


God, I wish I was there right now.


Anne clapped her hand over her mouth to keep from giggling.

"Right," Erik said. "You both need to go. I have to study."

"Just a little longer, daddy," said Pam.

"I got some pot," said Brenda. "After a fuck like that, I need to get high."

"Cut the shit, you two."

Anne could hear the bedsprings creak as Erik got up. Footsteps, the sound of pants being stepped into. Erik was getting dressed.

"Out," he said. "I got stuff to do."

Those last words came through Anne's headset loudly, as if Erik were close to the computer. Stabbing at her keyboard, Anne logged off the voice channel. Falling back heavily into her chair, she let out a deep sigh.

"Wow," Anne said, as she sucked her glistening fingers.

***

The next two days passed in a blur. Anne's son called from college, talking about how his classes were going, which professors he liked and which he didn't. Anne listened to him and responded supportively, but her mind was on other things.


Erik.


Samuel called too, pretending that he was bored at the conference, that his day was as dull as dirt. Anne could hear music in the background, festive beach music, as if he were calling her from a poolside lounge. Samuel tried to sound regretful but Anne cut the conversation short. Listening to him lying was too tedious to bear.

The rest of the time she spent playing the game. Killing monsters and finding treasure helped release the nervous energy that was building up inside her.

Anne had replayed the things she had heard over and over again in her mind. The girls, Pam and Brenda. The way Erik had talked to them, the tone he had taken with them, the way he told them what to do. It was like the way he led the guild when they were in-game, only much rougher, much coarser, much more commanding. And dirty. So fucking dirty. It was a side to Erik she never knew existed, one that drew Anne in like a flame draws a moth. She couldn't stop thinking about him.


I don't even know what he looks like. Or what his last name is. Or even how old he is.


The guild was first and foremost about the game. Personal details were treated like irrelevancies. Anne knew little about the actual people behind the online characters. She knew next to nothing about Erik, and he was the leader of the guild.




Anne ran through the things she

 

did


 
know about Erik.




The guild was local, so he was nearby. He lived in a dorm, which meant he was a college student. Pam and Brenda must have been students, too. So Erik must be at the U., which was less than an hour away from her house.

What else?


He has a big cock, and he knows how to use it.


Yes. That, too.

Anne shivered, a delicious feeling running through her.


He must be around the same age as my son. Am I really obsessing about a kid half my age?


Anne knew it was wrong. Even if her husband was cheating on her, she was still married. It was wrong to want another man, especially one so much younger. She needed to be sensible, needed to act like the mature woman she was.


The way he fucked those two girls.


Anne shook her head. She had been a good mother, a good wife. She had given twenty-two years of her life to her son and her husband. Now her boy was at college and Samuel was in the arms of another woman.

Wasn't it time to look after her own needs?

***

An army of skeletons blocked the front of the bridge. They shuffled mindlessly about, their rusted weapons clutched in their bony fists.

"Okay," said Erik. "Here we go. Clear and hold. Stay tight."


I'm nice and tight, oh yes I am.


Anne grinned. Ever since she had listened to Erik fucking those two girls, her mind had gone as dirty as a thirteen-year-old boy's.

Erik was back to the Erik she knew-- calm, decisive, encouraging. The same Erik she had come to admire since joining the guild. But Anne knew what Erik sounded like when his cock was hard. She knew how he was when he was ready to fuck. It was like she had a dirty little secret, one that made her tingle every time she heard his voice.

Anne readied her fingers over her keyboard.

"Here we go," Erik said.

The battle began.

"Getting swarmed, ramping up aggro."

"Buffing fire resist."

"Flaming storm incoming!"

"Keep it up, they're burning good."

"Second wave!"

A horde of slavering ghouls came charging over the bridge.

"Switch to shadow magic," Erik said.

"Done."

"Heals?"

"I'm ready for you, Erik," Anne said. She didn't bother to keep the lust from her voice, not caring what her other guildmates might be thinking.

"Uh, right," said Erik. "Ranged damage?"

"Knocked and locked," said Shootz2Kill, the guild's Archer. He sounded deeply amused.

"Right. Don't let these guys bunch us up. Spread wide."


Spread wide.


Anne fought down her giggles.

"Coming now!" Erik called out.


Oh my.


Anne grinned as her hands flew over the keyboard. She kept an eye on her guildmates' health levels, casting her spells to keep everyone alive and in the fight. Erik's character was taking serious damage. Anne could see his life-points getting dangerously low.

"Anne?" said Erik. "I need you."

"I know," she said, hitting him with a Major Heal spell.

"Thank you, Anne. Stay icy, everyone!"

As the last ghoul dissolved into a puddle of goo, a roar echoed through Anne's headset. Looming at the far end of the bridge was Balgard, Demon Lord of The Dead Keep.

"Everyone ready?" Erik asked.

Anne was ready. She had been ready for days.

"Let's do it!"

Erik's character, a literal knight in shining armor, charged headlong at the Demon Lord Balgard.

The fight was long and hard. Several of her guildmates fell, Anne reviving them almost as soon as their bodies hit the ground. Anne lost herself in the battle, her mind focused on slinging spells, watching health levels, firing off the occasional white magic hex to counter Balgard's dark magic curses.

"Almost there!" Erik shouted.

The Demon Lord Balgard was on his knees, but he had a final trick to play.

"Here comes the explosion!" Erik called out. "Get ready for it!"

Anne cast a final shielding spell on her guildies before ducking behind one of the fallen pillars that littered the bridge. The explosion of the Demon Lord made her headset rumble. A ghastly silence settled over the battlefield.

Anne checked her party's health bars. Everyone had survived.

They had vanquished the Demon Lord.

"Yes!" Erik shouted.

"Woo woo!"

"Fuck yeah!"

"Down goes Balgard!"

Anne leaned back in her chair, smiling as she listened to her guildmates cheering wildly. Her hands were cramping and her forehead was glistening with sweat, but the feeling of triumph was amazing.

"Whew," she sighed.

"Good job, guildies," Erik said. "That should move us up a rank or two. Now go enjoy the rest of your night. Sunday we tackle The Kerran Ghostlands."


Do it.


"Erik?" Anne said. Excitement was coursing through her and she struggled to keep her voice from trembling. "Can you stay on voice? I need to talk to you."

"Sure," he said.

They said their good nights to their other guildmates as each logged off the voice channel.

"Before I go, anything you guys want to share?" said Shootz2Kill. Anne could hear the smirk in his voice.

"I… I just want to go over some game stuff with Erik," Anne stuttered.

"Oh, sure," Shootz2Kill laughed.

"Out," said Erik. "We'll see you Sunday night."


There it is. That voice again.


"Got it, boss. Gonna go grind some in-game loot. Have fun you two."

Shootz2Kill quit the channel, still laughing.

"What's up, Anne?"

"It's about the other night. When we took down Greinok."

"That was a good run. I forgot to finish telling you about the melee stuff, didn't I? So the thing about that is--"

"No," said Anne. "It's not that."

"Oh? What then?"

"Your visitors. Pam and Brenda? You forgot to log off the voice channel when they came over."

"I did?"

"Yes. I… uh, I listened. To what you did. With them."

A long silence unfurled. Anne could feel her stomach clenching.

"What did you hear?"

"Everything," she whispered.

"That wasn't very nice of you. That was my private business."

"I know."

"So. You want to apologize?"

Erik's voice had gone back to the way it had been when the two girls came over. Deeper. Rougher. Almost menacing.

Anne shivered.

"I'll apologize if you want."

"I do."

"I apologize."

"Good."

"But I'm not sorry."

Another silence. Anne could hear Erik's slow, steady breathing.

"Listening to you with those girls," Anne said. "I can't stop thinking about it. I can't stop thinking about you."

"What do you want, Anne?"

"I… I want to get to know you better. Maybe meet you. In real life."

"Get to know me? Meet me? That's all?"


He's teasing me.


"And more," Anne said. "I want more."

"Then say it."

"I want you…"

"Want me to what?"

"I want you to fuck me," Anne whispered. "Like you fucked Pam and Brenda."

Anne held her breath. Her heart was pounding. She could hardly believe what she had just said.

Erik cleared his throat.

"I don't think so," he said.

Anne's heart dropped into her stomach.

"Why not?" she asked.

"I don't fool around with guildmates. We have a good team and I don't want to mess with it. Most people aren't mature enough to handle that kind of stuff."


Mature? He was questioning my fucking maturity?


"I think I can handle it," Anne almost snarled. "I'm forty-two years old."

"You're forty-two?"

"Yes, I am."

"Bullshit."

Anne laughed bitterly. "You want to see my ID? I haven't been carded in a while, but I could probably find it somewhere."


This is great, just really great. Now I'll have to find a new guild, maybe even join a new server or, screw it, I'll just find a new game to play, maybe one of those farming games my friends are always inviting me to join. I really blew it with this one.


Erik sighed, long and deep.

"I love older women," he said.

Anne froze. "You do?"

"I do," Erik said. "There's something about a well-used pussy I can't resist. Are you married, Anne?"

"Yes."

"Kids?"

"One. My son. He's at college."

"A married mom, then."

"I… I guess."

Another long silence.

"Do you have Skype, Anne?"

"I don't know."

"It's for making video calls. Get it. I'm messaging you my username on in-game chat right now. Add me to your contacts."

"Okay."

"I'll get in touch with you tomorrow. Eight o'clock."

"Okay."

"And Anne? You better not be lying to me."

"I'm not."

"Then I'll see you tomorrow."

Anne heard a chime in her headset. Erik had logged off. She slowly exhaled. Her hands were shaking.


What have I gotten myself into?


***

The screen flashed and there was a squawk of static from the computer's speakers before the video frame solidified.

Erik appeared on Anne's screen.

"Hi, Anne."

Anne stared at the handsome face looking back at her.


He's so young.


"Erik," she said.

He had blue eyes and jet black hair. Full, sensual lips. A small scar ran through his right eyebrow. Stubble darkened his jawline. Behind him, Anne could make out a typical college dorm room-- a narrow bed, a small fridge, a few posters on the wall. A radio sat on a small shelf above the bed. Anne could hear Bach playing softly in the background.

"How old are you?" Anne asked.

Erik smirked. "Twenty. Can't even buy my own booze."


My son is older than Erik.


"You don't look forty-two," Erik said.

"Thanks."

"I'd never have guessed from your voice or the way you play. I had you pegged for someone my age."

"I hope you're not disappointed."

Erik arched one of his eyebrows.

"We'll see," he said. "Where's your hubby at?"

"Away on business."

"Convenient. Now, take that blouse off."

Anne bit her lip.


This is going too fast.


Anne was wearing a low cut white blouse and a plaid skirt. She had agonized all day over what to wear, trying on several different outfits before settling on something that was sexy without being too overt.

"Anne? Take your blouse off. Now."


I wanted this. I wanted this so badly. Now it's here, it's real. Do I still want it?


She did.

Taking a deep, steadying breath, Anne began to undo the buttons of her blouse. She kept her eyes on the screen, watching Erik watch her as she shrugged out of the blouse. She wasn't wearing a bra.

Anne wanted to cover herself, suddenly aware that she was exposing herself to a man who was not her husband, a boy she had known only as a voice until just now. Erik seemed to be enjoying her discomfort, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth.


I want this. I need this.


Anne put her arms down at her sides, clutching the arms of her chair. She could see herself in a small window at the bottom corner of her screen. She was blushing furiously.

"You have big nipples," Erik said. "Did you breastfeed your son?"

"I did."

"Lucky boy. Make them hard for me."

Anne took her nipples and began rolling them between her fingers. They stiffened immediately.

"That's nice. Lick your fingers, Anne. Get those big nipples wet."

Anne licked her fingers and rubbed her saliva on her nipples.

Erik was watching her intently, his eyes narrowed with pleasure.


How does a twenty year old get like this? So in control?


It was something Anne wanted to find out, but later. For now, it felt so good to let someone else take charge. Even if he was half her age.

"Now I want you to lean forward so your face is close to the camera."

Anne put her hands on the desk and leaned towards the monitor. The little green light at the top of the monitor told her where the camera was located.

"Good girl. Your face is nice and close. Keep your eyes on the camera. I want you looking at me, not at your screen."

"Okay," Anne said.

"Open your mouth."

Anne opened her mouth.

"Wider, Anne. As wide as you can go. I want to see the back of your throat."

Feeling foolish but also incredibly turned on, Anne opened her mouth wide like she was yawning. Her tongue pulled back into her throat. It was hard to breathe. Her eyes watered with strain.

"I want to fuck that throat so badly," Erik said.

Anne imagined a thick cock pressing against the back of her throat, gagging her. She could feel her pussy getting wet.

"That's enough for now. You can close."

Anne closed her mouth, sucking in a deep breath and swallowing the saliva that had pooled in her mouth.

"Stay close to the screen, Anne. Hold your finger up. Show me how you suck a cock."

Anne held her index finger up and began tracing it with the tip of her tongue.

"Keep you eyes on the camera, Anne."

Anne stared at the little green light as she took her finger in her mouth, sliding it in and out.

"Use two fingers."

Anne added her middle finger to her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked.

"Push deep, Anne. As far as you can go."

Anne pushed her fingers deep into her mouth, going as far back as she could until she gagged.

"Keep sucking."

Anne stuck her fingers back in her mouth, rapidly sliding them in and out, her eyes fixed on the small green light.

"You look so fucking hot right now, Anne."

She smiled up at the camera.

"Stand up now. Keep sucking your fingers."

She stood.

"Take off that skirt."

The skirt was fastened with a single button. She undid it and the skirt slipped down to her ankles. Anne stepped out of them, kicking them off to the side. She wasn't wearing panties.

"Touch your pussy. Keep sucking your fingers."

Anne reached her other hand down between her legs. She ran her fingers through her pubic hair, luxuriating in the coarse thatch, searching for her hard clit.

On screen, Erik was stripping off his shirt. His chest was smooth and rippled with muscles. Anne ached to reach out, to reach through the screen and run her hands over his hard pecs.

"Mmm," Anne moaned around her fingers.

Erik stood up, showing off his washboard abs. He unbuckled his belt and pushed down his jeans. He also wasn't wearing underwear.

Anne's eyes widened as Erik's cock sprang out of his pants. His cock was huge, jutting directly at her on screen. He had length, yes, but it was his thickness that shocked Anne.


I'd stretch so tight around that thing.


Erik took his cock in his hands and began stroking himself.

"Sit down," he said. "Put you feet up on the desk and spread your legs."

Anne sat back down on the edge of her chair. She lifted her legs and planted her feet on the desk, the edges pressing into the soles of her feet. Her legs were spread painfully wide.

"Play with yourself."

Eagerly, Anne reached down and began fingering her wet pussy. Her computer screen was filled with the image of Erik's lower belly, his hand stroking his thick cock.

Anne rubbed her clit hard, fast. She dipped lower, stroking her lips, slipping her fingers deep into her dripping cunt.

"I want to fuck that pussy so bad, Anne. Nice married pussy, well used and ready for me. I want to go deep inside you."

Erik's hand was pumping rapidly up and down his cock.

"Do you want my cock, Anne?"

"Yes," she moaned.

"Say it."

"I want your cock," Anne moaned. "I want you inside me."

Anne could feel her orgasm building. Erik's hand was moving so rapidly, it was a blur.

"I'm gonna cum, Erik," she gasped.

"Do it," he groaned. "Cum for me, baby."

Anne threw her head back, the tendons of her neck rigid and straining as her orgasm ripped through her. Her legs drummed on the desk as she clenched and released and clenched again, incredible pleasure rippling through her whole body.

Erik sucked in a breath and held it, his abs heaving as thick cum spurted from the head of his huge cock.


I want that hot cum in my pussy. I want him to fill me up.


"Oooh," Anne moaned. Her chest was heaving, her thighs twitching.

Sighing, Erik sat back down. He was grinning at her.

"Pretty good for an older gal."

"That was nice," Anne said.

"You're welcome," he teased. "So?"

"So, what?"

"When can you bring that sweet pussy to my dorm?"

***

Sarah drove the University the next day. Traffic was snarled and she moved at a crawl. Anne could feel the impatience rising inside her, mixing uneasily with the excitement churning her stomach.


I'm driving an hour from home to meet a boy younger than my own son. To fuck. In his dorm room. I feel like such a slut.


Anne giggled. It felt good to be slutty.

She slipped her hand under her skirt, massaging her aching pussy. A semi truck pulled alongside her and the truck driver blew his air horn. Anne looked up to see him leering down at her. She gave him a wink as she pulled away.




It felt

 

really


 
good to be slutty.




As she drove past the stately brick buildings of the University, however, Anne could feel a little self-doubt worming it's way into her. Was she really going to do this? She was a married woman and he was so young. Erik acted like a mature man, but he was still just a boy.


Erik's twice the man that Samuel is.


But Samuel was her husband. The father of her child.


Samuel is with another woman. I don't owe him a thing. I need to get fucked. Hard.


Anne nodded her head, feeling resolute.

"I need to get fucked," she said to herself.

She pulled into the dorm parking lot. Erik was waiting for her at the back of the lot, right where he told her he'd be.

When she stepped out of her car, Erik took Anne in his arms and kissed her deeply. He was taller than she had thought, standing a good 6'3". He towered over her.

"Anne," he said, as he ran his hands up and down her back.

"Hi," Anne said. She glanced around nervously, embarrassed by what passersby might think seeing her kissing such a young man.

Erik didn't seem to care. Putting his arm around her waist like she was his longtime girlfriend, he led her through the lot towards the dorm. It was a large cinderblock building, several stories high and ugly as sin. Typical student housing.

Erik and Anne didn't speak as they walked. Anne could feel the tension in Erik's body as he pressed her close to him. His hand was on her ass, gently kneading her cheeks.


God, he wants me so badly. I can feel his lust just walking beside him.


They rode an elevator to the third floor. There was a narrow hallway lined with doors. Anne could hear the sounds of dorm life as they passed through-- loud music, muffled laughter, an argument between two roommates. The place smelled old, years of ramen meals and the reek of cheap marijuana mixing with the chemical stench of industrial paint and harsh cleaners. It reminded her so much of her own time living in a dorm. She had loved living on campus, but it had only been for a couple of years. When she got with Samuel, they had moved to an apartment off-campus. She had been so happy then, a young woman newly married, the rest of her life spread out before her, the baby in her belly growing day by day.

Now, twenty-two years later, she was back in a dorm. Not as a student, but as a mature woman, a married woman and a mother, heading for the room of a boy she barely knew, her pussy aching to get fucked by him.

It was absolutely thrilling.

They turned a corner into another hallway. The overhead light was weak and the hallway dim. Sitting in front of one of the doors was a slim blonde girl. She had headphones on and a mobile in her hand, her head nodding to the beat of music only she could hear. She turned when she saw them coming, her smile at Erik's arrival turning into a frown when she saw Anne by his side.

Gathering herself, the blonde stood up and took her headphones off. She smiled brightly at the two of them.

"Pam," Erik said. "What are you doing here?"

Erik pulled Anne closer, his hand low on her ass.

"Just wanted to visit," said Pam. "Is this your mom?"


You little bitch.


Anne put on her best condescending smile but she could feel dread building in the pit of her stomach, weighing it down like a stone. Pam was very pretty, her long blonde hair sweeping back from a heart-shaped face, bright blue eyes, full lips. She was slim and had perky tits that strained against the tight T-shirt she was wearing. Her shorts were cut high, showing off tanned legs.


And she's young. Very young. Any man would want her. Do I really think I measure up against a kid like her?


Erik cocked his head, eyeing the girl in front of him.

"Not right now, Pam. I've got other plans."

Anne felt a lifting feeling in her chest. She didn't bother hiding the smirk on her face.

"With her?" Pam scoffed. "Seriously?"

"Seriously," said Erik. He let go of Anne and stepped around the seething girl, sliding his key into the door behind her and swinging it open.

Pam was staring daggers at Anne. Anne kept smirking, enjoying the girl's anger.


He wants me, little girl. Me. Run along, now.


Erik reached around Pam and took Anne by the arm, guiding her into his room.

As the door swung shut, Pam suddenly stuck her foot in the doorway, blocking it.

"We could share," she said to Erik. "I'm not into oldies, but I can make an exception."

Erik firmly nudged her foot out with his own.

"Not this time," he said. "She's all mine."

Erik swung the door shut in the girl's incredulous face. When he turned around, Anne swept into his arms.

"Thank you," she whispered into his ear.

Erik chuckled. "Don't thank me yet. I'm gonna fuck you so hard, you'll be walking funny when you leave. Like I said, I love a well-used pussy. And I'm gonna use that pussy, Anne. I'm gonna use it hard."

He pressed his mouth to hers, his tongue probing deeply. Anne kissed him back, reveling in the passion radiating off of him. Erik undid her blouse, popping a few buttons in his eagerness to get at her. Like the day before, Anne was not wearing any underwear.

Erik ran his hands over her breasts, roughly pinching her nipples. Anne moaned softly as she pulled Erik's shirt over his head, pressing herself tight against his hard, ridged chest, her arms around him, running her hands down his sinewy back.

"Ooh," she sighed as Erik leaned forward and took one of her nipples in his mouth, teasing it with his tongue, biting it with his teeth.

Hooking his thumbs into her skirt, Erik roughly tugged it down. He gave her a hard slap on her ass, making Anne squeal. As she stepped out of her skirt, she could feel Erik's hand groping her wet pussy. He was fingering her hard, jabbing his finger deeply into her then sliding out to pinch her clit.

"Ahh." Anne's moan was low and throaty. She loved the way he was being so aggressive. Samuel had always treated her like a China doll, afraid to break her. Being handled roughly made her feel so aroused.

Erik grabbed her by the ribcage and lifted her up. Anne wrapped her legs around him as he carried her to his narrow bed as easily as he would have carried a child. Feeling how strong he was compared to her, how easily he shifted her body to where he wanted it, felt so good.

Erik lay her down on the bed then knelt between her legs. Tightly gripping her thighs, he hungrily lapped at her pussy. No tender strokes, no soft kisses, just his probing tongue pushing into her, lapping up her juices, grunting as he swallowed.

"That feels so good," she cooed.

Erik moved to her clit, sucking it hard, pulling on it with his mouth. Anne squirmed with pleasure, shuddering when Erik thrust two of his finger into her pussy then adding a third, spreading them apart so that her pussy gaped.

"Ugh," she moaned. He was hurting her a bit, but it only heightened the pleasure.

Reaching down with his other hand, Erik pressed his thumb against the tight ring of her asshole, forcing the tip inside her.

Anne bucked wildly as Erik sucked and fingered her. When her orgasm came, there was no warning, no slow build. Instead, it hit her suddenly, an almost painful spasm that drove right into the center of her. Erik continued sucking and fingering as Anne thrashed about.

When she started to relax again, Erik stood and roughly pulled her up into a sitting position on the edge of the bed.

"Suck me," he told her.

Her hands still shaky from her orgasm, Anne fumbled with his belt and unbuttoned his jeans. She tugged them over his narrow hips as he wiggled from side to side, freeing himself from the tight denim. His jeans around his knees, Erik's cock sprung free. Seeing it like that, not on a screen but just inches away from her face, made Anne's whole body shiver with anticipation.

Anne took his massive rod in both her hands. Her hands felt absolutely tiny wrapped around his shaft. Leaning forward, Anne ran the swollen head around her face, her neck. She luxuriated in the feeling of such a big cock, so hard and warm, resting against her skin.

"Lick it, Anne."

Anne licked his head. A drop of pre-cum glistened in his hole and she scooped it out with the tip of her tongue, rolling it around in her mouth, savoring the clean taste of him. Opening her mouth wide, she took as much of his cock into her mouth as she could, stroking his underside with her tongue while her cheeks hollowed with her suction. She began bobbing her head back and forth, her hands stroking down the length of him.

Erik let out a hiss of pleasure. Anne looked up at him, staring into his eyes as she worked his cock.

"You look so fucking hot right now," he growled.

Erik reached behind her head and knotted his fist in her hair. Guiding her, he began thrusting deeper and deeper into Anne's mouth.

Anne gagged. Erik pulled back a bit, then thrust forward again. Anne struggled with his size, desperately sucking as hard as she could with so much cock in her mouth.

Anne gagged again and Erik pulled his cock from her mouth. Roughly pushing her down on the bed, he lifted her legs over his shoulders and leveled his cock at her pussy. Anne lifted her hips, desperate to get him inside her.

"You want my cock, Anne?" Erik asked.

"I want it."


God, I want it so badly.


"Say, Please."

"Please!"

"Say, Please fuck my slut cunt, Erik."

Anne hesitated. She had never talked like that before, not with Samuel. It felt like she was about to cross a line somehow. It scared her.

Erik was staring down at her, waiting. The smoldering desire in his eyes made her feel weak, a good kind of weak, a weakness that was all about pleasure. It had been a long time since a man had looked at her with that much lust in his eyes. It felt so good to be wanted so badly.

And she wanted him, too. Badly.

"Please fuck my slut cunt, Erik!" Anne whimpered. "Please!"

Anne could feel his throbbing head pushing against her. She could feel her lips stretching. Reaching down, she tried to guide him into her but Erik slapped her hand away. With a sudden, brutal thrust, he was deep inside her.

Anne clamped her hand over her mouth, biting her palm to stifle her moans. She had never felt so stretched before, so absolutely filled up.

"You're so tight, Anne. How does a little slut like you have such a tight pussy?"

Anne moaned, trying to catch her breath. It was like trying to breathe through a straw.

"Tight. Married. Mommy. Pussy."

He punctuated each word with a hard thrust that rocked Anne's whole body against the mattress.

"You're my dirty little slut, aren't you, Anne?"

"Yes."

"Say it."

"I'm your dirty little slut!" Anne sobbed.

Erik pounded her hard, ramming his big cock deep with each thrust. Anne wriggled, trying to find an angle that would ease the huge tool slamming into her, but Erik was relentless. After a few minutes, Anne stopped squirming as the pain turned into a pleasure she had never felt before, her pussy finally getting used to being so totally filled, finally adjusting to Erik's size. The pleasure built and built like a tidal wave and when her orgasm finally came crashing down, it felt like her whole body was being pulled apart.

Erik kept thrusting, never stopping to give her a rest. When her orgasm finally crested, he pulled out and grabbed her by the hips and flipped her over, her knees on the floor, her body draped over the bed. Prying her cheeks apart, he slammed his cock back into her.

Anne groaned as he twisted his hand in her hair, pulling her head back so that her throat was exposed. Pinning her down, pulling her hair, he slammed into her like a jackhammer.

"Oh god," she gasped. "Fuck me, Erik! Fuck me fuck me fuck me!"

Erik slid his thumb into her asshole as he sped up his thrusts. Anne's body began to shiver uncontrollably.

"I'm cumming!" she screamed. "Oh god, Erik! I'm cumming!"

Anne crashed into another orgasm, one even more brutal than the one she had just had. Her breath caught in her throat, her teeth clenched, her eyes rolled back in her skull. Electric waves of pleasure sizzled through her body, every muscle clenching as her pussy clamped down hard on Erik's cock, her orgasm cycling through her again and again in spasms that drove every thought from her reeling mind.

Anne went limp. Her muscles twitch spasmodically as aftershocks rippled through her. She was barely aware of Erik repositioning her on the bed, turning her on her back and putting a pillow under her neck, her head hanging over the end of the bed.

"I'm gonna fuck your throat, Anne," he whispered to her. "Your dirty slut throat."

Then he has taking her head firmly between his hands, prying open her mouth with his thumbs. Anne blinked as she saw his massive cock lowering to her mouth.

"Mmm," she groaned as his cock pushed deep into her throat. She gagged and he pulled out, pushing right back in when she had caught her breath, repeating it again and again as she choked, going deeper each time.

Anne could feel her throat distending as his huge cock pushed inside her. Erik placed his palm on her throat, feeling the outline of his own cock through her skin as he pushed inside her. Tears were streaming from Anne's eyes and thick saliva hung in ropy strands from her mouth, dripping down the sides of her face. Erik was gripping her head hard, slamming her face up and down.

"…Gah …gah …gah, " Anne grunted, choking for breath and gagging as Erik's cock stretched her throat. It was so hard to breathe and now Erik was pinching her nose shut, choking her with his cock, letting her take in a short breath only to choke her again and again.

Anne squeezed her eyes shut. Erik was using her like some kind of toy, treating her like a piece of meat to be abused, her throat just a warm hole to hammer with his cock. She felt like an animal, she felt absolutely dirty and degraded.

She absolutely loved it.

Reaching between her legs, Anne frantically rubbed at her clit, the exhausted nerves of her cunt screaming out in pain and pleasure as she drove herself into a frenzy.

With a final thrust that slammed his balls against Anne's face, Erik let out a huge groan as he came, spurting his hot cum deep down Anne's throat, unloading again and again, thick ropes of cum jetting from his cock, still cumming even after his balls were depleted, dry heaving as he jammed her head into his crotch. Anne swallowed spasmodically, taking every last drop, fighting to breathe as he filled her up.

"God damn it!" Erik yelled. "Agh! FUCK!"

Slumping over Anne, Erik pulled his cock out and knelt down, gently cradling her head in his hands. He was sweaty and his hands were trembling. Anne blinked up at him, gasping like a fish out of water.

"Fuck, that was good," he groaned. "You're a good little slut, Anne."

Her belly full of his cum, her throat fucked raw, spit and tears dripping from her face, Anne reached up and pulled Erik down into a kiss.

"Say, Thank you," Erik murmured into her ear.

"Thank you," Anne rasped.

Erik climbed into bed and took Anne into his strong arms. They held each other tight, their exhausted bodies intertwined, both listening to the faint strains of Bach filling the small room.

***

Samuel peeked his head in the computer room's door.

"Honey? he said. "I'm home."

"I know," Anne replied. She was sitting at her computer, her headset on, her hands tapping frantically on her keyboard.

"What happened to your voice?"

Anne shrugged. "Sore throat."

"What are you doing?"

"Just gaming with some friends," she said. "We're about to take down Jesh'Ara, The Deathless Lich of Artisa."

"Sounds like fun."

"Yes," she said. "It is."

"Well. Uh, I'll just be unpacking then."

"Okay, hon. How's Karen doing?"

Samuel didn't reply. He stood ramrod straight, his face gone pale, his jaw hanging open.

"We'll talk later," Anne said. "As soon as I finish playing."

Without another word, Samuel scuttled away.

Anne focused on the game. Her guildmates were taking down wave after wave of monsters, trusting that she would keep them in the fight, trusting that she would heal them. Anne was proud of their trust in her. She was a good healer.

She was even prouder of how she had healed herself.

"Get ready!" Erik warned.

Jesh'Ara, The Deathless Lich of Artisa, cast a Canyon spell that opened a yawning chasm in the battlefield. Erik's character started sliding towards it.

"Need you, Anne!" Erik called out to her.

"I got you, Erik," she said.

Anne slung out a spell of Safe Return, dragging her guild leader back from the edge of the chasm.

Erik exulted. "Well done, Anne! You saved me!"

Anne smiled.


You did, too.


THE END
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