

Helping Anna’s Boy

Amanda Carver


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. Your non-refundable purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use.  You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book.  This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee. Warning:  The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal. Don't do it. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. Publisher’s Note:  This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be over the age of 18. They all give some form of consent (including tacit). The cover model is also over the age of 18. Cover created Shutterstock imagery.

First Edition

©2022


Helping Anna’s Boy

Amanda Carver

When Luke glanced down at his phone and said, "Huh, that sounds weird," Anna knew something was wrong. Tingling uncertainty buzzed along the back of her neck, and her boy confirmed it just a few seconds later. His finger darted along his screen, and he told her, "Claire just texted me. She says we need to talk."

"We need to talk" could theoretically mean quite a few different things. Since they were both on break from their university classes, maybe Claire had forgotten something back in his dorm room. Or maybe she saw some really cute movie, and now she wanted to share it with him. Perhaps she had a dream, and she needed to tell him about it. Technically, these were all possibilities, only Anna didn't think any of this was happening. No, it would be something else entirely; she was about to break up with him.

Very carefully, Anna asked, "How have things been going with you two?"

Luke opened his mouth like he wanted to give the honest answer. She loved her boy, and he could probably hide his feelings from pretty much anyone else, except Anna was his mother, which meant she knew him better than anyone else. Even now, after he had spent some time away at university, her intuition and understanding of this boy remained unmatched. Before he answered truthfully, he stopped himself. "Things are going fine," he lied. Anna couldn't tell exactly how she knew this. It could have been the way his bottom lip hardened or maybe it was something about the tension crinkling at the corners of his eyes.

"That sounds good," she said. At the same time, she tried to brace herself.

This had to be one of the hardest parts of parenting. She knew something bad was about to happen; her little boy was about to get hurt, but there was nothing she could do about it. They continued to eat breakfast, and his eyes remained locked on his phone. For once, she didn't mind. He texted back and forth with Claire, but Anna could tell right away that he wasn't getting answers he wanted. He was probably hoping for some clarity, but his girlfriend wasn't giving it.

Sneaking a glance over at his screen, she saw that they were going to chat later that night.

Surprisingly, Luke was especially helpful for the remainder of the day. She had been putting off a couple of different chores, but he offered to help her. She made a little list, and they divided it between the two of them; she handled the dishes and dusting while he took over the vacuuming and garbage duties.

Clearly, he had some excess energy. He was braced for a confrontation with Claire, although Anna could see that her boy didn’t know how bad it was going to be.

She's going to dump him. She's going to break his heart, Anna thought.

Part of her wanted to go track that girl down and slap her across the face. She wanted to tell this immature little girl that Luke was a sweet, kind, considerate boy. All across the world, young women whined and complained about how they couldn't find open, honest men who’d be loyal and sweet. At the same time, this girl was about to mess up.

Cooking together, Anna and Luke made dinner. He chopped the vegetables while she prepared the rice and a pair of small steaks. She loved having him home; granted, she had gotten used to her privacy, especially when it came to her "extracurricular activities," but this was different. It was nice getting to chat with him. Sure, he remained a little bit nervous about that evening and his upcoming talk with Claire, but he didn't make any mistakes, and they had a very pleasant dinner.

"Okay," he said after he started clearing the table. "I need to get to my room."

"Good luck," she called out.

"Thanks," Luke called out. "But I don't know how bad this could be. I mean, she is my girlfriend." He flashed her a semi-confident smile. With those words hanging on the air, he excused himself from the dining room table. A few seconds later, he deposited his dishes in the sink and headed up the stairs.

At first, Anna pulled out her own phone. She saw a couple of text messages from Eric. Responding came easily enough, and there were a few seconds of distraction there. Closing her eyes for just a moment, she imagined his strong body, his firm shoulders, and his firm stomach. Whenever she spent time with him, she was always surprised by the heat of his skin, especially when he leaned down and kissed her. She would see his dark skin for just a few more seconds before her eyelids fell, and she’d lose herself to that embrace.

Sometimes, he climbed on top of her, and she spread her legs, lifting her heels into the air. He would take out his enormous cock, and she always—always!—experienced that first rush of fear, like there was something dangerous about this man. It was his shaft, she knew. With his manhood, he could plunge down into her, taking her hard. He could stretch the walls of her opening, making her gasp, moan, and cry out.

Puffing out her cheeks, Anna endured a little pulse of disappointed need as it ran through her body. She couldn't help herself, not after she had spent so much time with Eric and other guys like him.

Of course, Luke had been a polite and sweet little gentlemen. She still remembered that moment when he came home. She opened the door, and he saw her, but his eyes tightened with confusion, like he hardly recognized her.

Yes, after he headed off to school, Anna had decided that she wanted to make some changes in her life. First, she started working out more. She got a personal trainer, so now she felt amazing. Frankly, she hadn't known something like this could be possible. After spending so much time at home and taking care of her boy, she had figured that her body wouldn’t remember how to be this sleek, strong, and fit. After a few months of eating right and working out, she felt so much better.

Then she started taking better care of her appearance. That meant makeup, trips to the salon, and generally relaxing. Sure, she had divorced Luke's father, but the alimony checks made sure she didn't need to worry.

When she thought about it, she was happier, a lot happier that she had been for a long time. Really, her marriage had only survived as long as it did because she wanted to provide more stability for Luke. That was done, so now she could go enjoy herself. She could pick out the guys she really wanted.

Again, she thought of Eric.

Once she finished answering those text messages, she lifted her chin, and she stared off into the middle distance.

An idea occurred to her.

Right away, she tried to push it aside. This didn't feel like the right thing to do.

And yet…

Anna was worried about her boy, so she found herself standing up. She crept forward, out into the living room, then up the stairs to the second floor. She considered the different lies she might need to tell Luke, only then she saw that his door was slightly open. He had probably tried to shut it and never noticed that it hadn't closed properly.

Holding her breath, she tilted her head to one side and leaned forward. She strained as she tried to hear.

At first, the conversation sounded muffled, especially because Luke faced away from his bedroom door. Not only that, the speakers on his laptop or to especially powerful.

Even so, Anna could start making out the conversation.

"Are you serious?" Luke asked, his voice tight and tense.

"Yes, Luke," came the calm, if pained words from the other side of the video call. "I'm serious. Look, I don't think we should be together anymore."

"Why not?"

"Does it really matter?" Claire asked.

This was it. It was really happening. Her little boy was getting his heart stomped on, Anna thought again and again. It was ridiculous, yet part of her wanted to grab the door, throw it open, march across the room, and snarl at that vicious little girl for harming her boy. In fact, her nostrils flared, and her breathing came faster.

Of course, something like that would only embarrass him, so Anna swallowed down those urges. Instead, she closed her eyes, she relaxed, and she forced herself to wait patiently.

Really, she needed to get out of there. She could have walked right back into her bedroom, closed the door, and waited for the right opportunity to console her boy. She didn't know if she would be able to find the right words to make him feel better, but there had to be something.

As hard as she tried, she couldn't push away.

"It matters," he said. "I want to know what I did wrong."

"No, you don't," Claire said, her tone sharpening.

"Yes, I do," he insisted. After another second, he started to ask a different question, but the certainty and defiance started to drain away from his voice as he kept going. "This is about the…" He took a breath and tried again. "Is this about those videos you saw on my laptop?"

Silence.

Claire didn't say anything for several long, frustrating seconds. Videos? What videos?

"Yes," Claire said. "Look, you want something different. You want something I just can't give you."

"I don't want that!"

"Really? Are you sure you aren’t just lying to me?"

"Look, I can delete them!"

More silence. Finally, she said in a small voice, "Maybe you should. Look, I know that everyone has their different buttons or triggers or whatever, but you should really think about what those fantasies mean for you. Those guys were so big. I'm sorry, Luke, but you know you would never be able to compete with them, right? I think you're fantasizing about something that's going to hurt you one way or another."

"I never asked you to do anything," he protested, his voice small and weak.

"I know," Claire agreed. "You're a really sweet guy, but there's some part of you that just doesn't fit into a relationship with me. I'm sorry."

"Yeah, me too…" Luke said.

Her brows furrowed with confusion. What just happened? Obviously, her son had gotten dumped, but why? Frankly, Anna had expected this girl to go on and on about how they just didn't fit together, like their schedules didn't match up or maybe he hadn't put enough effort into their relationship. Perhaps it would have been some lengthy monologue about how they were growing apart and she just needed to "discover herself". Anna rolled her eyes at that possibility.

Her nostrils flared, and she wondered exactly what she should do for him. She loved her boy, and she wanted to make him feel better. She held her breath, she waited for him to come out. If he stepped into the hallway, then she could pretend that she only came up here to check on something or get something from her room.

Instead, he decided to stay there at his computer.

Anna needed to know.

She wasn't sure exactly what made her so curious, but she wanted to find out for herself. At several points, she tried to talk herself out of it. She wasn't supposed to violate his privacy; he had a right to view whatever he liked. He was an adult.

He didn't come out for the rest of the night. The next day, he showed up for breakfast, but he was quiet and morose. He stared off into the distance about playing on his phone.

At one point, Anna came over to her boy, she wrapped her arms around him, and she squeezed him. Technically, he hadn't told her anything. Technically, she "didn't know," but none of that seemed to matter. He wanted her embrace. He needed it more than anything else, so she tightened her arms around him as he squeezed her.

They were about the same height, yet that didn't matter, not here, not now. Instead, he felt a lot more like her little boy.

"I love you," she said. "I love you so much, and you know that I’d do anything to make you happy, right?"

Finally, he nudged her back, and his eyes were wet. Right away, he looked toward the side, like he didn't want her to notice. At the same time, he swiped at his eyes as he tried to hide those tears. Anna pretended not to notice the dampness on the backs of his hands now.

"It's fine," he said.

"You want to talk about it?"

"No, not really," he told her.

"Okay," she said.

"Hey, do you mind if I just go out for a walk? I think I need to burn off some energy and maybe think about this."

"Sure thing," she said.

Her boy headed off, and she heard the front door close a few minutes later. After that, Anna wandered into the living room, and she sat down. She threw her head back against the couch's soft cushions and contemplated what she was supposed to do or say.

At this point, Anna realized something. She wouldn’t be able to help him, not unless she knew exactly what led to the breakup. If Claire had been a brat about something silly or ridiculous, then her boy deserved to know. If this was a serious issue, then she needed to help him. That's what a good mom would do, right?

Before she could stop herself, Anna rose to her feet, trudged up the stairs, and paused right in front of his bedroom door. Strictly speaking, Luke didn't actually live here. This was just supposed to be a visit. Right?

If that was the case, then this didn’t count as violating his privacy. Right?

Ultimately, Anna decided she didn't care one way or the other. Instead, she needed to do this because it might be good for him, which was all that really mattered. Seconds later, she found herself leaving the bedroom door open. At the same time, she strode to his laptop, pulled it open, and turned it on.

Of course, this would probably be rendered irrelevant if he had a complicated password protecting his device. She wouldn't know exactly what to type in, and she wouldn't be able to access any of his files.

Anna just had to hope she’d be able to guess the right sequence of letters and numbers.

The computer booted up, the desktop appeared, and she narrowed her eyebrows slightly. No password? Really?

Worse than that, she saw a file called Boring Stuff. She rolled her eyes. Anna didn't consider herself to be much of a tech expert, but she understood the importance of security. Apparently, her boy didn't. Chuckling and shaking her head at the same time, she sat down, and she went to the Boring Stuff file. She double clicked on it and wondered what she’d do if this really was just filled with old term papers or something.

Nope. There were lots and lots of video files. They loaded, one by one, and the thumbnails crystallized as tiny stills.

At first, Anna wasn't sure what she expected to see. Cute blondes in schoolgirl uniforms? Maybe college coeds dressed in bunny girl costumes? Maybe her boy had a medical fetish, so there would be girls squirming in straitjackets? Right away, she could tell those wouldn't be his fantasies; she couldn't make out the exact details, not when those first images were shrunken down, but she saw the dark patches of flesh.

One thought came to her: raceplay.

Intrigued, she reached over for the computer mouse, brought the cursor up to one random picture, and she hesitated. If she did this, she would be violating his personal space. And yet, she needed to know. This was the reason why Claire had broken up with him.

Nibbling on the inside of her mouth, she considered whether or not she should try something else. She could have just asked him, like he might decide to be honest with her.

Inhaling slowly, Anna broke some of the tension as she chuckled and shook her head from side to side. Honesty? Really? About something like this? Sure, she trusted Luke, and she understood that he always wanted to be truthful with her, but he was still a boy, and Anna knew well how men existed in modern society. As far as he was concerned, he wasn't supposed to show any kind of weakness. He wasn't supposed to be vulnerable, soft, or emotional.

Luke often ignored those toxic mandates, but he couldn't completely hide from their effects. When it came to something like this, he would try to hide his feelings. With a woman's intuition, Anna could already imagine it. He would push down his feelings and try to pretend that a girl like Claire couldn't really affect him. He would be suffering in silence, all because of these videos.

Anna needed to know.

She double-clicked on one of the images, and the video started.

It began with a first-person perspective shot. Someone tall and powerful was looking down at this young woman. She had dyed-blonde hair with the soft brown edges of her roots showing. Despite this, she was still pretty with her dark eyes, pouty lips, and cute nose. She stared up at the camera, and she said, "I, I have never done anything like this. Please, please be gentle?"

This girl wasn’t an actress; that much was obvious. Even so, Anna experienced in this strange tingle of excitement. Back in college, she had fooled around with a couple of girls. Frankly, she had been fairly adventurous when it came to sex. All that came to an end when she married Luke's father, but now she knew she could explore.

Besides, this was just a video. It was just a fantasy. It wasn't real.

Although she couldn't see the man, she heard that gruff voice say, "I'm going to give it to you hard. We both know that's what you want."

The girl pouted. "Yeah, you're right," she admitted. "I want it hard. Please, give it to me hard!"

Up until now, Anna had focused on this young woman's features. Now her eyes drifted down to the other parts of the screen, so she drank in the sight of her exposed breasts. Her dark nipples were set against her otherwise pale skin. Those points had stiffened, and she had clearly prepared herself. At some point, she had shaved away her pubic hair, making her look smooth and perfect. Even so, the camera drifted down toward her opening, and the glistening excitement was right there. Clearly, this girl was turned on. She was ready, relaxed and eager for what was about to happen.

"Please," she panted. "Please. Please take me!" Again, the performance was subpar, but that didn't matter.

Anna clenched her jaw as a fluttering of excitement ran through her body. All at once, she recognized to the arousal as it flared through her body. Something like this wasn't supposed to happen, and yet…

"I still don't know what he's interested in, not really," Anna whispered to herself. She couldn't decide whether or not this was some feeble justification or not. Either way, she tilted her head to the side, listened carefully, and didn't hear the front door open or the sounds of her boy walking around on the first floor. Anna was still alone, and she wasn't going to get caught, so she could indulge for a little while longer.

Puffing out her cheeks, she concentrated on the screen again. As she watched, the girl ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her lips. From there, she lifted her right hand up, gently licked at the tips of her middle fingers, and then she slid her hand down between her legs. The camera concentrated on her crevice as she started masturbating. She touched herself, working her fingers along her opening.

Again, Anna was surprised by the reaction deep within her own body.

Pushing those desires aside, Anna focused on this girl. Every few seconds, Anna also made sure to check again, to make sure that her boy wasn't about to come tromping up the stairs.

"Stop," growled the man placed above her.

The girl pulled her hand back, and that's when he grabbed her.

Her expression was tight with need and desire, but Anna saw the dark knuckles, the powerful fingers, and those muscled forearms.

Silently, she hoped that the camera angle was about to change. Yes, there were guys who enjoyed this perspective, like they stared down into the screen, and they could pretend that they were the ones on top of these beautiful girls moaning out for more.

Just as she hoped, the camera angle shifted a second later. This film wasn't especially well done. They didn't have a trained cinematographer. The whole thing was probably an amateur project. Maybe there was a manager somewhere who tried to splice the different images together, but that didn't matter. Raw, animal need and biological drives made this video into something enticing and alluring and maybe even irresistible.

Anna’s breath locked in her throat. The camera was now on the underside of the bedroom. It zoomed in, and there was this muscled man with a long, stiff cock braced above that bottle-blonde. His dark skin shined as Anna admired the short, close-cropped texture of his hair, the contours of his cheeks, and the curves of his shoulders. This was clearly a man who worked out. But more than that, he possessed a primal, almost unstoppable strength. When he held this girl down, that blonde had to know she would never be able to get up. Yes, she could rely on the rules of civility to make this stop, but if this man lost control and decided he had to have her, that she would never be able to stop him.

Anna understood that feeling quite well. Perhaps this was one of the most amazing contradictions of what it meant to be a woman. Like so many other females, Anna had confidence in herself. She knew how to flip her hair, how to smile, how to pose and shift her body around men. In doing so, she could take control. She could tease and manipulate them. Around her, boys got dumb. She had never been malicious; she never wanted to hurt anyone, but that didn’t minimize her power. She knew what she wanted, and these men indulged in their own instincts. It was a game. But while she could control them with those flirtatious maneuvers, they were still bigger and stronger. If they lost control, they could grab her and take her…

In fact, sex was simply the culmination of those conflicting urges and desires. As a beautiful woman, she would be on her back, pinned to down with a powerful cock thrusting into her. She would attract him, becoming almost irresistible. He would use those powerful muscles, taking her, grabbing her, pushing her down and showing him how intense those moments could be. In fact, there was something almost addictive about having someone bigger and stronger than her on top.

Then there were those other moments…

As Anna watched, she tried to knock aside her own feelings. Again and again, she told herself that she was doing this for Luke. She couldn't help but she didn't know what was going on.

It took more willpower than she expected, but she grabbed onto the computer mouse again, brought the cursor up to the corner of the video player's window and closed it. For several seconds, she stayed right there, breathing faster than she expected. She brought her left hand up to her cheek. It was warmer than she anticipated. Yes, her heart was kicking wildly in her chest, and she squirmed there on the edge of Luke's old office chair.

One video wasn't enough, she knew.

She remembered what Claire said, how there had been lots of videos, and how that had directed the relationship somehow.

Were they all the same?

Was there something else?

Anna needed to know, so she clicked another video, and she saw another powerful, black man standing over a cute girl. Just like that first one, this girl seemed nervous. Not only that, there was someone else, a young man standing off to the side. He had his hands held behind his back, and he kept his knees pressed together. He looked a little bit like a schoolboy.

Maybe somewhere else, he would’ve been able to assert himself as a young man, someone competent and capable. But in this video, the obvious comparison was between him and the well-muscled behemoth climbing up onto the bed with that cute girl.

The black guy turned back to the boy, "You're only allowed to watch. Understand?"

"Yes, Sir," came the automatic response. Yes, the white boy was completely dressed, but that only seemed to emphasize his inability to compete. He didn't need to pull off his pants or boxers; it was obvious that the dark specimen before them would always be bigger, stronger, and more powerful. His little white boy cock would always be pathetic by comparison. The other man’s muscles would tighten, one perfectly shaped anatomy lesson after another all along his masculine build. The boy, however, would watch. He would see what a superior male could do.

The girl glanced back at him for just a second, and her lips tightened with something close to pity. Obviously, she’d never bother with a boy like that. He might be allowed to watch, but that was all.

One word popped into Anna's head, and she found herself whispering it, "Cuckold."

A couple of her friends had joked about that term over wine. It had been late at night, and they were just giggling over different kinks, fetishes, and personal preferences. It had been one of those moments where they could be completely honest with one another. Someone started talking about it, but Anna hadn't paid a lot of attention.

Now she had the entirety of her focus locked on this thin screen as she waited to see what was going to happen.

The boy kept his hands locked behind his back as the taller man climbed forward. In this video, the girl didn't start out naked. Instead, she wore a pink tank top and a pair of tight little, denim shorts. They were ripped along the edges like something a fashionable college girl might wear.

She wasn't wearing that outfit for long, however.

The man grabbed her, his dark muscles tightening as he slid his fingers along the waistband. He pulled down her shorts and panties in one smooth motion. Next, he grabbed her, lifted her, and peeled the shirt away. She wasn't wearing a bra, so she was right there, naked, the smallest person in the room.

Despite this, she still outranked the boy who stood off to the side.

Anna wasn't sure exactly what caused this, yet her eyes kept darting over to that boy. He hardly moved, but there was something about his expression. He looked sweet empathetic, meek and tamed, cute and powerless all at the same time. He didn't move, nor did here interrupt, but he didn't need to either. Instead, he became a decoration, something in the background. Better yet, he highlighted the power of the other man.

Anna couldn't help but enjoy this.

In those next few seconds, she watched as the man leaned down and pressed his full lips to the girl's mouth. They were making out, and it looked gentle, almost soft and romantic at first. Then Anna was surprised by the sudden flutter of excitement running through her body when he grabbed her by her hair, yanked, and tilted her head back. From there, he kissed the sides of her neck. His lips, teeth, and tongue played along her sensitive skin, making her moan.

In the background, that boy was so excited. He was practically trembling, but he knew he wasn't good enough to interrupt. He stayed there on his feet, silent and obedient. He would watch; he would do nothing but watch.

On some level, Anna tried to figure out how this worked. Why was she getting excited? Why was her heart beating faster? Why were her panties getting damp?

This kind of animalistic desperation rarely ran through her body. Yes, there were those moments with Eric when he called or whispered something into her ear, and she enjoyed that electric buzz of need, but this was different. If nothing else, she found herself in this boy’s room.

Still, she started understand how and why a boy like Luke could be so enticed by videos such as these.

Of course, she had to wonder where he wanted to be. Did he imagine himself as the powerful black guy? Or was he the white boy in the background?

Anna had her suspicions, but she wasn't about to leap to any wild conclusions. She understood how complicated people could be, especially when it came to their secret fantasies.

But now, she stopped thinking about her boy altogether.

"Suck," said the man. He had positioned himself on his knees, right above her. He slid his hand to the back of that girl's skull, and he helped hold her in position as she licked her lips. This beautiful girl was getting ready to deliver an amazing blowjob. She saw his gargantuan cock, and Anna had no idea how this girl was supposed to handle something like this. It wasn't just his length; it was his massive girth as well.

All at once, Anna found herself thinking of Eric. The first time she saw him naked, she had shivered with this intoxicating mix of yearning and fear. Of course, Eric had been gentle with her, but this was a video designed for public consumption. The girl licked her lips, and that's when he shoved forward, thrusting his cock right into her mouth. Slurping, gulping, and gurgling, she made all of those nasty little sounds for the audience.

Anna waited for some rush of disgust to pulse through her body. Maybe she would suddenly need to grab the mouse, close the window, and reconsider her options.

Instead, she stared and reveled in those images as they played from one second to the next. She stared, and she had her right hand on her hip. Not only that, there were these shadows of movement, like her mind almost sent the signal down to her wrist. She could pull her hand up, slide her hand down into her snug yoga pants, and caress her pussy. She could have done all of this, but she stopped herself.

Her brows tightened, and Anna resisted the urge. Instead, she kept watching. This time, she didn't explicitly think about her goals, but she held onto that one simple idea: she needed to do this for Luke. She wanted to help him. In order to help him, she had understand what had broken his relationship with that girl, Claire.

In spite of herself, Anna was pretty impressed by this actress as she sucked the man's cock. She bobbed her head forward and back. At several points, she closed her eyes, only to open them again, raise her gaze, and stare longingly at this man. That part was actually pretty believable. He was gorgeous. There was something about his perfectly sculpted abs, his chiseled chest, and the wild strength he brought to this video.

Anna only tore her gaze away from the screen for a few seconds when she glanced down at her hand. Sure enough, she had unconsciously slid her fingers back up to the edges of her yoga pants. And now she slid her hand down. With her legs spread, she found her way into her panties. Her digits slid along her crevice, and she was right there on the edge of the seat. Her knuckles pushed up against of the soft fabric of her underwear. Her pants stretched, and she thought of closing her eyes, but she didn't want to turn away.

Watching a girl go down on a guy wasn't supposed to excite her. And yet, there was still something about the way this girl angled her head and surrendered so beautifully.

Mostly, Anna studied the man. From time to time, her eyes darted over to the boy who stood off to the side. On some level, he obviously wished he could participate, like there was that uncontrollable attraction. This girl was cute, after all. She was pretty and sexy, and she was willing to suck this man off even though it took a tremendous amount of concentration. She must've been fighting with her gag reflex. He was so big!

Despite those urges, this boy he knew he wasn't going to be able to compete. He wasn't big enough, strong enough, tall enough, or hot enough to compare. He’d look like a pipsqueak. That's why he had to stand back, off to the side where he wouldn’t intrude. He had to stand back and watch. She would be with someone bigger and better. She would be with someone superior.

But at least he got to watch. Right?

Anna was touching herself now, her damp fingers gliding up and down along her opening. She pressed into herself.

She couldn’t remember when it started or why she couldn’t stop herself, except it didn’t matter. She had to do this.

And then this quick ripple of an orgasm rushed through her body. It caught her off guard. She hadn't been expecting it when the chiseled male grabbed the girl by her hair. He didn't finish. Instead, he pushed her down onto her back. With a little squeak of surprise, she lifted her heels into the air. She giggled as this man positioned himself above her.

He held her wrists down against of the mattress, but he dipped his head toward her breasts. He licked her left nipple, then her bright. He sucked on them, first one, then the other.

In the meantime, the girl moaned. She let out these desperate, little whimpering sounds. She wanted this and so much more. Those cravings overwhelmed her. Her heels kicked through the air, but the man took his time. She had gorgeous breasts, and he was going to play with her. He would take his time because he didn't need to rush.

"Please. Please, just do it. Please, I can't take this!" Wild desire burned through the girl’s voice as she forced herself to cry out one syllable after another. She was panting, and the words jumped from her pretty mouth.

Even so, this man knew what he was doing. With a body like that, he had no problem seducing beautiful girls. He could take whoever he wanted. And this time, he chose her. Even so, he teased her. He taunted her. He forced her to wait.

Perhaps Anna saw something special on the other boy’s face; maybe she spotted just a hint of jealousy. Clearly, he was struggling so hard to keep his expression neutral, but he couldn't quite succeed. No, he was witnessing something he would never be able to get. He would always be the cuckold. He would always be the boy off to the side. No matter what it was called, whether he was like a “little brother” or just ended up in the "friend zone," he’d never be good enough for a girl like this.

Finally, that man pulled his mouth away from her nipples. He stroked his long, dampened cock.

The actress still had her legs spread. She still kept her heels up in the air, like she couldn't wait. She didn't care how lewd or ridiculous she looked. She would do anything and everything she could to make sure he pushed down, thrusting into her.

Finally, he gave her what she craved. With his black, glistening cock poised, aimed, and ready, he pushed down. He teased her again, just a little bit this time. The tip of his cock played along her opening. Then he plowed down, stretching the walls of her crevice.

As Anna watched, her own hand started to move faster. She didn't know whether she was thinking of this man or Eric. Ultimately, it didn't matter. They were both so big, so impressive.

One quick orgasm wouldn’t be enough for Anna. She needed more! Now!

She expected to close her eyes, but the video enthralled her. She lost herself to the fantasy, to the images even as he shoved down, only to pull back. His cock shined with her excitement. He filled her, burying his shaft to the hilt. Anna didn't know how something like that could even be possible. And yet, she saw it with her own eyes. He started pumping her, thrusting slow and steady at first. Then he began to speed up.

It was incredible. It was amazing.

Her heart beat faster and faster. The heat splashed along her body. She experienced, enjoyed, and endured the combination of need and longing. Unable to hold back those needs, Anna ached to be that girl, to experience what she saw, felt, tasted and touched. It seemed ridiculous. There were so many girls out there who would look at a video like this and harden their lips with unabashed disgust.

Not Anna.

She wasn't some foolish girl who allowed society to tell her what she was supposed to want or enjoy. That's why she was there, poised on the edge of that seat with one hand down in her pants. Her fingers continued to glide along her slit. She played with her pussy, letting her fingers slide up and down. While the excitement burned through her body, those urges became more and more powerful. Animalistic need gripped her as she saw him hold this girl down, take her, grunt, and growl.

"Take it," he told her. "Take it, slut!"

Then the man did something Anna had never expected. He turned back to the boy who still stood off to the side, unnoticed up until this point. "You’re never going to get a girl like her. You're always going to be on the sidelines. Got it, boy?"

Even the boy seemed surprised to have this man's attention. "Yes, yes, Sir!"

"Good," said the man. He grunted and turned his attention back to the girl on her back. He pumped into her, thrusting hard and fast. He claimed her for himself. He showed this boy and anyone else who might watch this video, perhaps hundreds or thousands of people, that he was bigger and better.

Anna climaxed! As the characters on the screen moaned, she lost herself to that incandescent haze of pleasure. It felt like someone pulled the trigger, the yearning ignited, and there was this brazen inferno shooting through her body. She arched her back, kicked her heels down against at the floor, and she lost herself.

Wait.

Had she cried out? Had she screamed?

Anna was panting now. She jumped up on her feet, almost as though the seat had become electrified. She paused, waited, and listened. Her heart kept kicking in her chest, but she didn't hear any footsteps. She didn't hear anything at all from the rest of the house.

Good.

Luke still wasn't home.

A sigh of relief shot between her teeth. She quickly closed out the different videos, and she close to the laptop.

From there, Anna rushed back to her bedroom. She slammed the door, locked it, and pushed her back up against of the solid surface. After several more seconds, she wandered over to the full-length mirror. She stood there. By most standards, she looked perfectly fine. Maybe her fingertips glistened a little, but most people wouldn't have noticed. Her hair looked a little bit disheveled, but it was tolerable.

And yet, Anna knew exactly what she had done. Not only that, she needed more.

Realistically, she had no idea how long Luke might be out. A few more minutes? Several hours?

It didn't matter.

She grabbed her phone, pulled up his number, and quickly heard him ask, "Hey, what's up?"

"Can you come over? Like right now?"

There was only a momentary pause on the other end of the line before Eric said, "For you, girl? Anything."

Luke kept walking.

He walked around the neighborhood, down toward the shops, then over to the park. He wandered without any kind of destination in mind; he just needed to move. Without thinking about it, Luke circled the park again and again. A few people glanced in his direction. Maybe they could read his expression. Maybe they understood what he was going through—probably not.

Ultimately, he just wanted to walk. He wanted to move his legs. As long as he kept moving his legs, he didn't need to think about Claire.

Strangely enough, he didn't actively fight those memories. He thought about how they met in a biology class, how he confessed that he was nervous about this professor because she had a reputation for being strict and difficult. She whispered back that she was scared too. A few weeks later, he worked up the courage to ask her out. Then he told her he had thought she was really cute from the first time he saw her.

Claire.

There had been something amazing about being with her. It wasn't just her soft touch, her gentle kisses, or the way they cuddled when they watched movies. He also loved knowing that he had this girl, that he could walk around campus, holding his head up high because he had a girlfriend. There were lots of guys who couldn't manage this feat. It seemed silly, especially because he went to university to get a degree. He wasn't there to meet a girl.

He took his time with her, especially because he understood how skittish young women could be. Finally, their make-out sessions became something more. At one point, she touched his wrist, nudged his hand up her shirt, and he cupped her left breast for the first time. He remembered the heat and surprising solidity of her body. Her breasts were firm, but there was that soft give of flesh as well. She felt amazing!

Soon, they started having sex.

The first time wasn't great. Then again, they both laughed because they said they could spend a lot of time practicing. Little by little, he learned to touch her, gliding his hand between her legs or going down on her.

Once she came hard, Luke would climb on top of her, free his cock, and plunge down into her. And yet, he didn't say anything. She wanted to hear the sound of his voice. She wanted to know what he was thinking or where his mind went. Maybe she was insecure. Perhaps clear was worried he was thinking about some other girl, like one of the college cheerleaders or a volleyball player or something.

Or maybe she just wanted to know him better. They were getting so close.

Then, one night, when he didn't expect it, he pulled away from her. Spent and satisfied, he dropped down onto his back, and he expected his girlfriend to curl up next to him the same way she always did after sex.

Instead, Claire had something else in mind. Perhaps she planned it or maybe this was just some reflex, like she simply needed to know. Either way, she asked, "What were you thinking about?"

"A clip," he said honestly. Then his eyes widened, and he stared up at the ceiling.

Immediately, he recognized the danger. He knew that women and men often approached fantasies and pornography differently. His throat clenched as he hoped desperately that she wouldn't ask any other questions. He hated the idea of making her angry or jealous, especially because he was too tired to fight or think clearly.

"Oh?" Claire asked, her tone circumspect. "And what was in this clip?"

"Nothing," he lied. It was lame. It was pathetic. Obviously wasn't going to work.

"It has to be about something," she said. "It's okay. Really. You can tell me what you're into." She giggled. "I mean, we are having sex, right?"

For a few seconds, he wrapped his arms around her, squeezing tight, like he was worried she might slip away if he didn't embrace her with all of the strength he possessed.

"What was it about?" Claire asked again.

Maybe it was the post-sex haze, or maybe he just needed to be honest with his girlfriend. Either way, his mouth started moving, and he didn't take the time to reconsider this choice as he said, "Cuckolding."

"Cuckolding," she repeated like this word can from a foreign language.

"Never mind," he replied. At the same time, Luke squeezed her tight and tried to bury his face against her shoulder.

"No," she said in a tone he couldn't read. "Tell me."

He opened his eyes, and then he experienced something he hadn't expected. It was this fluttering hope deep within his stomach as he started to think that maybe this could be pretty amazing. He pressed his lips together, closed his eyes, and told her, "Okay…I guess I really like the idea of watching my girl with another man. I, I like the idea of standing aside while she gets hammered by someone bigger than me, someone better than me. You know, this really strong black guy, someone who I could never, ever compete with. I'm not sure what it is. I don't know why this turns me on, but it just sounds so hot, you know?"

Claire didn't answer. The silence stretched between them, scraping one second against the next, on and on as he waited for her to do or say something.

Luke held his breath, and he waited for his girlfriend to speak.

Finally, she just answered with, "Okay."

"How, how do you feel?"

"Fine," she replied.

Outside, after she broke up with him, Luke continued to walk around. By now, his feet hurt, and he realized something. He had started to head back home. This was their block, and he kept his eyes aimed down at the ground. He hardly paid any attention to his surroundings, but some instinct tickled the back of his neck.

Luke lifted his head, gazed back toward his childhood home, and that's when he saw something. He was still way too far away to make out any specific details, but he saw someone. A man? A black man? Leaving his house?

Freezing in place, Luke just stared ahead, his brows furrowed. He didn't know what that meant, but then he just smirked, shook his head, and thought about Claire again. His mind wandered back to one simple, painful truth: he wouldn't get to be with her again. He wouldn't get to feel her lips against his mouth, to glide his hands along her breasts, or to taste her pussy.

That connection was gone.

"Stupid," he said, meaning it in a way he never had before. "Stupid, stupid, stupid!" Why had healed told her the truth? Why had he confessed?

When he had set out and started wandering, Luke had half-hoped that random steps in any direction might help hold back the stinging disappointment for a little while longer. After all, it wasn't just this girl, he knew. Deeper fears and sorrows burrowed down into the depths of his psyche; one question continued to plague him. If Claire, a modern girl with fairly relaxed sensibilities, couldn't accept his desires, could anyone? Could this mean he was just going to have to be alone?

His throat tightened at the prospect. His eyes watered; he found himself striding forward, walking faster and faster.

Soon, he found himself on his front door. All at once, he got really, really tired, like he couldn't bring himself to reach out, turn the doorknob, and stumble inside. Part of him just wanted to stay there, to rest his forehead against the solid surface of the front door, close his eyes, and cry.

Before he could make a decision, however, the door opened. Luke braced himself, and that's when he saw her there.

Anna.

"My boy," she said. "My good, sweet, perfect boy," she told him and she wrapped her arms around him. Maybe she had been prepared for this. Maybe she heard his steps or perhaps she had been waiting for him. Ultimately, it didn't matter since she was there, and now she wrapped her arms around him, and he buried his head against her shoulder. He didn't cry. He wouldn't let the tears run down his cheeks, but she knew how he felt. More importantly, he knew that he didn't have to worry about anything—not when she held him like this.

They stood there for a while. Just a few minutes? Longer? Maybe. Still hurting, Luke lost his sense of time. Instead, there was just of the soft embrace of this beautiful woman as she held him tight.

"Come on," she said.

Feeling weak, he didn't have the strength to resist or even question what she had in mind. All he knew for sure was that he could trust this woman. She would take care of him. For a little while at least, she would protect him from the world. Maybe Claire didn't want him, but Anna would stay here with him.

She wrapped her fingers around his hand, pulled him back inside, guided him up the stairs, and soon they were headed back toward his bedroom.

This kind, powerful woman nudged him down toward his bed, and he thought she might touch him in or something childish. Somehow, he wanted that. Only then she surprised him. She climbed down onto the mattress as well, and she positioned herself behind him. She cuddled him, wrapping her arms around him and squeezing just as tight as she had out on the porch.

He felt small—he felt loved.

"What happened?" Anna asked.

"I told her the truth."

"About your fantasies?"

He tensed. His body tightened up, and he didn't know what he was supposed to say, only then she reached out and brushed her fingers through his hair. Her fingertips slid down along his cheek. Her touch was so soft, so gentle. At the same time, his mind rebelled against to the possibility that he could be honest. Still, there were those other feelings; there was the simple truth that he could trust this woman. She loved him; she would protect him. She would always want to keep him safe, no matter what he desired or craved.

A girl like Claire might judge him and break up with him.

Anna would never abandon him.

"Yes," he finally breathed out, hardly able to believe he had just said that.

"What are your fantasies?"

"I, I shouldn't say. We, we shouldn't talk about this," he told her. At the same time, his mind retreated away from Claire and the hurt of losing his girlfriend. He tried to hide in the fantasies stored on his computer: cute girls and powerful men with broad shoulders and dark skin.

"Shush," she cooed. "Shush—it's okay. It's okay, Luke. You know I love you. You know I want to make you happy."

He clenched his eyes shut. Even though he loved her soft embrace, Luke shook his head as he pressed his cheek down against the pillow. "I shouldn't say," he told her again.

"You can be honest with me," she told him. "You can tell me the truth."

"I can't," Luke answered automatically.

"What if I guess?"

He snorted. "Yeah, like that could ever happen." Bitterness poisoned each syllable.

"Oh, I don't know. You should never underestimate a mother's intuition."

A little chuckle resonated at the base of his throat, especially because he could already predict how this would go down. She'd probably just guess that he was ashamed about wanting to dress his girlfriend up as a sexy genie or maybe put her in a nurse costume. Pursing his lips, some self-destructive impulse told him to try. He could revel in self-pity for a little while longer, right? “Fine," he told her. "Let's try it."

"I'm guessing that my boy has some special desires," she said. At the same time, he couldn't help but rule his eyes. "You’re not like the other boys, and there's nothing wrong with that. You should be proud of your individuality. I'm thinking you're into blondes."

"It's a little more complicated than that," he said.

"I'm sure," she replied. "But I'm not done either," she chided him. "You're interested in blondes, and you want to see them down on their backs. You want to see them looking up. But they wouldn’t be looking up at you, would they?"

He tensed immediately, his body locking up. A splash of adrenaline ran through his veins as he tried to comprehend this.

"I think—maybe, maybe we should stop?"

"No," Anna said with maternal authority. He squirmed, but Anna didn't let him go. Holding her boy tight, she whispered into his ear, "I'm thinking you want your girl on her back, and there would be another guy standing over her. I bet he'd be this big, powerful black guy. He'd reveal his massive cock, and you'd get to watch. Am I right?"

Luke couldn't answer. His voice failed completely as his breathing came in shallow little gasps. At the same time, his eyes started to water for just a moment. Yes, this woman was someone who loved him completely, but he still couldn't bring himself to admit the truth.

"It's okay," she promised him. "There's something wrong with this. I just want you to tell me the truth. Can you be honest with me?"

With his face still buried against the pillow, he shook his head a tiny bit and whispered, "No."

"Okay," she said. That's when she loosened her left arm, and her hand started to drift down along the length of his body. He tensed up again, uncertain. He couldn't believe what was happening. Part of him thought this had to be some kind of delusion, like maybe he was having a dream or he’d hit his head or something.

Only then Anna found his erection. After that description and her breath against his neck, Luke couldn't deny the inevitable. She wrapped her fingers around his bulge. "My boy," she whispered. "We both know what you want. You want to watch. You want to be a cuckold. You want to be set off to the side, watching as a big, powerful man plows into some beautiful woman."

She gave him a gentle squeeze. She teased him, working him up.

"Why, why are you doing this?"

"Because I want to make you feel better," she said, her voice open and honest. "Because I love you."

"No," he said. "Please."

"You really want me to stop?" Anna asked as she continued to squeeze and massage. Despite the layers of his pants and underwear between his cock and her touch, the arousal continued to build. Tendrils of need snaked their way through his body.

"No," he answered faster than he expected while Anna continued to rub him. Maybe later, he would regret this. But in that moment, it felt so good. She touched him and teased him. Not only that, he could be completely honest about his desires.

"Should I tell you about Eric?"

"Who, who's Eric?"

"My lover," she answered, her tone sharpening. "He's this beautiful man. He looks so amazing. He works out pretty much every day, and you should see his cock. It's so big." She giggled and whispered in a smaller voice like she was about to share a secret. "Way bigger than yours." A little, teasing giggle vibrated at the base of her throat. "The first time I saw him naked, I got genuinely scared, like I wasn't sure I could take him. But then, he showed me the truth and how good he could feel. After a man like Eric, I know I could never go back. I could never mess around with a pipsqueak like your father."

His body tensed again. He didn't know what it was or why he reacted this way, yet it felt so good. Arousal flared into his body, bright, incandescent, and utterly addictive. He clenched his eyes shut and craved more, not that he couldn't admit it.

Luckily, he didn't have to.

Knowing what he really wanted, Anna slid her hand down into his jeans. Her fingers brushed along the soft elastic of his boxers, and suddenly her fingertips reached out, and they started to glide along his cock.

"I bet you would love to be standing off to the side, touching yourself as you watch a real man plow a beautiful woman. That's what you want, isn't it? That's who you are?"

"Yes!"

"That's what would make my boy happy, right?"

"Yes!" On some level, he understood that he had to tell the truth; if he tried to lie or hold off the inevitable, then she might stop. More than anything else, he needed this to keep going.

"You know, Eric was here just a little while ago," she told her boy.

"What?" Luke breathed out.

"That's right," she said. "He came over, and he fucked me hard. He's really amazing. He knows exactly what he's doing. He's the kind of man who can make me scream." She chuckled. "What about you and that girl. Did you make her scream?"

"No," Luke admitted. "I didn't. I couldn't." He expected a surge of sorrow, like the frustration and humiliation should have burned straight to his core. Instead, there was another flare of arousal. It pulsed through his body, hot and quick. Then again, it was hard for him to think clearly when this beautiful woman had her hand down his pants. Anna fondled him; she toyed with him, using soft caresses and playful squeezes to keep him desperate. She was playing with him, gliding her fingers along his scrotum, up to the base of his cock, all the way to his tip. It was like she had done this many times before, like she understood exactly how a boy was supposed to be touched.

"This can't be happening," he said.

"Why not? You know what you want," she told him. "Just admit it. Tell me, and I can make it happen."

His breathing came faster. He told himself this was just a fantasy. Maybe that little bit of permission was enough to break those barriers because he started panting. She tightened her fingers around his cock. She teased him, rubbing him up and down as her soft fingertips and smooth palm massaged his most sensitive part. "Please. Please, I want to see you. I want to see you and Eric. I just want to stand up to the side, watching. I want to watch and know I could never compete. I want to see what a real man can do…I…I want to see what a superior man can do!"

Anna knew how to read boys of every type, which now included her sweet boy. He was right there on the verge of an orgasm. The desperation swirled and spiraled at his center, so one more squeeze would be enough to make him lose control. She had very carefully teased him, bringing him to this point. And now, she pulled her hand out, grinned, and said, "Okay. Let's invite him over."

"What?"

Anna jumped up onto her feet and stood there in the middle of the bedroom. She pulled out her phone and brought up a number. Sitting up straight, Luke glanced down toward his crotch. His hand started to drift toward that spot between his legs, but Anna quickly corrected him, "No. You’re not allowed to touch yourself without permission."

His eyes widened.

In theory, he was used to following her directions. She had been in charge for so long. She had guided him, telling him what to do and where to go. This seemed so alien and familiar all at the same time.

His hand stopped, like he knew he had to obey this woman. She grinned, and quickly turned her attention back to her phone. "Hey, Eric. I know this is going to sound weird, especially since we had to rush a bit, but do you remember what we're talking about before?" There was a pause as she waited for his response. "Okay then. Would you be willing to try it now? I have someone special here who would like to watch what a real man can do."

Luke's fingertips pushed down against the palms of his hands. Was this really going to happen? In some ways, it was exactly what he had fantasized about. In other ways, it felt completely different. Even so, the desperation sang through his body. His instincts cried out for this. He craved it so badly! He needed it!

More than that, Anna could tell he wasn't thinking about Claire—not anymore. That little girl probably felt like an echo from some past life, maybe a figment in a dream…

"Sounds good," she said. "I'll see you in a few minutes. Bye, babe!" As she squealed out her delight, she sounded so young and innocent. In fact, she giggled like one of the coeds back at his college.

From there, Anna turned back to him. "You're going to have so much fun," she promised. "And now, I want you to understand the rules. Eric is going to come here, and he's going to do whatever he wants with me. I know how good he can make me feel, and I trust him completely." A sly smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. "But who am I kidding? It's more than that. There's just something so powerful about his primal essence, you know? Oh, I can't even describe it!" She lifted her head and a toothy smile spread across her mouth.

Hearing Anna talk like this definitely did something to Luke. He kept his hands at his sides. His fingertips pushed down into the palms of his hands, yet his erection raged against the inside of his boxers. "So Eric is going to come over, he's going to have some fun, and you get to watch. One of us will decide if you get to touch yourself."

"One of you? Does, does that mean—?"

"Yes," Anna said. "My lover might get to decide when or if you have an orgasm."

Her boy should have been embarrassed by hearing this woman speak like that. Instead, fresh waves of arousal rolled through his body. He couldn't help it. No matter how hard he tried to push those urges aside, they continued to pulsed through his frame.

That's when she sat next to him. "It's okay," she said. Her tone shifted; it became more maternal now. "There’s nothing wrong with being yourself. I'm going to make this happen for you. I love you more than anything. You know that, right?" She touched the underside of his chin and forced him to look up into her eyes.

"Yeah," he said. "I know."

She leaned forward and kissed him on the forehead. As she did so, he couldn't help but see the newly enhanced contours of her chest. Her breasts were deliciously firm, and part of him wanted to reach out and stroke those curves, only he realized something. That wouldn't be allowed. Only a man like Eric could do something like that.

Then there was a knock on the door.

"That's him!" Anna squealed like some excited high school girl. She grabbed her boy by his wrist and pulled, guiding him back down the stairs. As Luke got tugged along like some baby duckling, he had to wonder what was going to happen. Part of him still expected this to stop, like the door would be flung open, and it would just be some random delivery driver or something.

It wasn't.

Anna opened the door, and Luke instinctively tightened up again. When he saw this man, he didn't know what to think. His mind blanked, and there was this tickle of fear along the back of his neck. Luke couldn't help it. It was animalistic and primal. He recognized someone who was bigger, stronger, and faster. Not only that, this guy—Eric— exuded a different kind of confidence. He wore a button-down shirt that was snug against his chest, revealing the perfect outline of his torso. Not only that, his shoes shined, and his eyes immediately went to Anna.

"Hey, gorgeous," he said. Then he stepped forward and grabbed her. With one hand, he slid his arm around her waist, pulling her close. With the other, he reached up, but his fingers slid into her hair, and he took a firm grip.

With her head pulled back, Anna let out this little moan as he bent down and kissed her hard. They were making out right there in front of her boy, and there was nothing we could do about it.

This dreaded, addictive sense of helplessness rushed through his body.

Of course, Eric was just getting started. His hand slid down toward her ass, and he gave her a firm squeeze. He touched this woman in a way that Luke could have never imagined. Even with other girls, Luke knew he would never be confident enough to do something like this. It was so bold, so brazen!

Finally, he let go and turned back to Luke. "You don't interfere," Eric instructed. "I might let you pull out your little white boy dick, but you need my permission first. Understand?"

"Yes, yes, I understand," he stuttered out.

Eric took one step forward, making it clear to Luke that he had just messed up. This boy had made a mistake, but he couldn't put the pieces together. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't understand what he had just done wrong. Then his mouth started moving automatically. Luke didn't think about this intellectually. He didn't come up with this through some process of reasoning or analysis.

"Yes, Sir! I understand!"

"Smart boy," Eric said. He grabbed Anna and actually scooped her up. Then he threw this beautiful woman over his shoulder like he had just captured her. She was a trophy, a prize, and he was going to go play with her.

Anna let out another little squeal of delight, and Luke was once again reminded of how he would never be able to pull off something like that. As Eric trudged up the stairs, one after another, Luke followed behind like an obedient boy.

Clearly, Eric knew his way around this house. He went straight for her bedroom door, pushed it open, and through her down onto the bed.

"Strip," he instructed.

While Anna started to obey, Eric turned back to Luke. "You. Stand right there." He stamped his fingers and pointed to a spot just a few feet away.

Scurrying to obey, Luke stood there, his heart pounding. Again, his shaft tented his pants, but he already knew what was going to happen. He already knew how he would compare with a man like Eric.

By now, Anna was down to her bra and panties. "Not fast enough," Eric growled. He launched himself forward, pouncing. He grabbed this woman, shoving her down. For the moment, he seemed content to let her wear her black bra and matching panties. Instead, he licked and nibbled at the sides of her neck. Right away, Anna started to moan. In fact, she forgot about everything but the sensations of his powerful body pressing down against her.

Then he pulled away, straightening his back. "Lose the bra." At the same time, his fingers deftly slid down his chest as he worked one button after another.

Obedient, Anna did as her lover commanded. She pulled off her bra, revealing the soft, pale skin of her breasts. Whatever voice was supposed to instinctively guide Luke suddenly faded away altogether, especially when his eyes widened and he stared hard at her chest. He savored those contours. Every time she twisted or moved, her breasts bounced beautifully, and he almost wished he could crawl forward and cup those mounds. And yet, Luke understood how that wasn't his place. He wasn't a man like Eric.

In fact, Eric had just stripped off his own top, so now he revealed the carved muscles of his biceps and abs. He looked incredible, like some athlete who should have been on a magazine cover or something.

Luke gulped, equally terrified and aroused all at the same time.

Eric didn't bother giving her another command. This time he grabbed her panties and tore them down along the length of her legs. Now Anna was naked, so he shoved forward, grabbing her, pinning her, and locking her down. She squirmed deliciously, wiggling. She didn't genuinely wish to escape, yet she enjoyed testing the bounds of his grip as he kept her trapped there on the bed, trapped beneath him.

This time, he kissed her. His mouth connected with hers, and their tongues teased and played with one another. Releasing her wrists, he brought his hands up to the sides of her breasts. He started stroking her. With every soft caress, he made Anna moan again.

Those sounds vibrated through Luke's body. No, he had never made Claire sound anything like that. Anytime his ex-girlfriend had tried to whimper or moan, there had been a theatrical quality to it...like she'd been faking it.

While her lover fondled and explored her body, Anna kept making those sounds. She lost herself to the sensations. Maybe, in some corner of her mind, she knew she was doing this for her boy, yet the sensations overwhelmed her. She quickly lost control as Eric played with her. Her lover was so incredible! He knew exactly how to stroke and pet her, how to squeeze and fondle her in all the right ways.

Then he slipped down and started licking at her nipples. His tongue flicked out. From there, he latched on, sucking, hollowing his cheeks, and toying with her.

Off to the side, Luke continued to watch, knowing he would never compare.

Finally, Eric decided to pull off his pants and boxers. He moved quickly and gracefully, like some predatory animal.

At first, the angles were wrong, but Eric turned to the side, and that's when Luke saw this man's cock. With his throat clenching, Luke tried to figure out how much bigger this man was. Three? Four? Five inches longer than him? More? And of course, it wasn't just his length. It was his girth too. By every conceivable measurement, this man was bigger and better, and now he looked down at Anna.

"Show this boy what you can do," he commanded casually.

Nervous energy pulsed through her body and flared across her face, but she climbed up onto her hands and knees. With this man kneeling above her, she licked her lips, slid forward, and she started to kiss the left side of his cock. Her lips gently brushed along his flesh until she pivoted to the other side. Again, she kissed him. From there, she licked her lips again, glanced up at him, and Luke witnessed all of this.

Other boys resisted images such as this.

Luke found it to be irresistible.

Anna started to slide the tip of her tongue along the end of his cock. She worked him slowly, timidly. She pleasured him, and then she tightened her moistened lips along his circumference. Inch by inch, she started to take him until Luke picked up on the sounds of her gag reflex. She was sputtering, but she refused to give up. With practiced determination, she sucked his cock, sliding her head forward, pulling back, inhaling, and doing everything she could not to lose control to her gag reflex.

She started pumping his cock into her mouth. She went faster and faster now. In the meantime, Eric turned his head and made eye contact with Luke. In that one moment, he seemed to command the boy’s attention as he conveyed several simple truths: You're never going to be good enough for something like this. This is where you belong. You get to watch someone like me enjoy a woman like this. She's beautiful, isn't she? This is as close as you're ever going to get! Strangely enough, all of that and so much more seemed like objective observations. He wasn't trying to demean or humiliate Luke. Instead, he just wanted this boy to understand how the world worked. The sun was hot, water was wet, and Luke wouldn't ever be able to satisfy a woman like Anna.

"Enough," he said.

Eric grinned down at this woman. She pulled away, and she wiped the contours of her mouth with the back of her hand. "Get on your hands and knees," he said. "I want you at the foot of the bed."

She crawled forward, scurrying to obey. At the same time, she spread her legs, raised her ass, and got ready like a canine in heat. Apparently, they had done this before, so she knew exactly how to please and satisfy this man.

With other men, she could be flirtatious and bratty. With Eric, she knew her place and strove to obey.

Luke's arms twitched. Desperately, he wanted to reach up, to slide his hands down into his pants, to fondle his cock and balls and to feel that explosion of pleasure and satisfaction.

But he didn't have permission…

Luke was theoretically free, yet his arms were bound by a different kind of obedience. He stood there, watching, drinking in every second. He watched as this beautiful woman, someone who loved him, put herself on display because she wanted to make him feel better.

Luke wasn't aware of it, but it worked. It worked perfectly.

And now, Anna closed her eyes for just a moment as she waited for that magical instant. He pushed forward, and that's when she felt his huge cock right there against her opening. Inch by inch, he slid forward, his cock stretching the bounds of her pussy. He penetrated her, taking his time as he slowly enjoyed the heat and tension of her body.

"Oh, damn. Girl, you always feel so good," he growled. He pushed forward, more and more. Then he drew back, only to slam into her again. He went hard and fast. With one hand, he reached down and cut her right breast. With the other, he smacked her ass.

And as he started fucking her, Eric turned back to Luke. "This girl belongs to me. She always belonged to me," he promised.

Luke couldn't disagree. In fact, he found himself whispering the only possible answer, "Yes, Sir."

Throwing his head back, Eric laughed hard and finally said, "Okay, boy. You can touch yourself. Pull down your pants and jerk it."

Tensing, Luke wondered if maybe he should try to maintain some semblance of dignity. Despite that thought, his hands moved on their own. He pulled down his pants and his underwear. He revealed his cock, so short, so small and unimpressive at least when compared to a man like Eric. And now, he wrapped his fingers around his shaft with one hand; with the other, he cupped his balls and started to tease the underside of his scrotum. Fresh jolts of pleasure rampaged through his body. They started between his legs and flared into his torso.

Even so, Luke still didn't look away. He watched as Eric pumped forward, thrusting hard, drawing back, only to penetrate this beautiful woman again and again.

He squeezed her breasts. He smacked her ass. He savored every second.

Down on her hands and knees with her ass up and face down, Anna lifted her head just enough to look back at her boy.

Luke was lost to that aroused ecstasy.

Not only that, he was close, so close.

Grateful for the chance to make her boy feel better, Anna clenched her own eyes shut. Eric plunged into her again, and now she lost control as her body tightened while she surrendered to that wild haze of arousal. The desperation tightened around her, morphing into an inferno of pleasure. She cried out, screaming at the top of her lungs. She had never experienced anything like this—no orgasm had been so intense as this sweet boy watched.

In that same moment, Eric's cock pulsated. He throbbed. He unleashed those primal sounds as he took this girl. Right in front of her boy, Eric claimed Anna, seizing her, marking her, and making it clear she’d always belong to him. They were lovers and so much more because he knew how to treat her. He knew how to satisfy her in a way no one else, especially Luke.

With another satisfied growl, he jerked free. He pulled away, and he leaned down, whispering something in her ear.

Luke couldn't pick up on the sounds, but then he looked down and saw that he was spent. He had come so hard...a deep exhaustion swept through his body.

"I'll see you later, babe," Eric promised. He strode right by Luke, reached out, and gave him an affectionate squeeze on his shoulder.

"Come here," Anna said.

She raised her hand, and her boy obeyed, stumbling forward.

She grabbed him by his arm, pulled down onto the bed, and she squeezed him from behind, just as she had done before. "I hope you're feeling better," she said.

"I am," he said.

"Good. And if you're ever feeling blue, we can do this again and again, as many times as my boy would like. What do you think of that, Luke?"

Although he didn't know how to answer, a slight smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. Drained after the session, he let his eyelids slide down, and he started to fall asleep as this beautiful, naked woman held him tight. He knew he was safe. He knew he was protected.

The End
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