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Her Son's Bully


 

 

 

 


"Oh yes! Right there -- right there -- right there!"



Grace watched the woman on her computer screen moan as her partner drove into her from behind. She stroked her fingers in and out of her slit in time to the man's rhythm. A soft moan escaped her own lips as she listened to the woman spur on her lover.



Like Grace, the woman on the screen was of Asian descent, though younger and much curvier. Still, Grace could almost picture herself in the girl's place, on her knees on a bed while a strong, forceful man had his way with her. The thought brought her closer to climax.



"Oh, take that dick!" Grace moaned loudly over the sounds coming from her laptop. Her husband was at work and would be for another few hours, and her son had told her he had plans after school. She had the house all to herself and was enjoying the glory of her solitude on the living room couch. It felt risque to be masturbating somewhere other than the bedroom and heightened her arousal, even if there wasn't any real danger of being caught in the act.



Or so she thought.



The click of the front door lock brought her out of her aroused reverie. She slammed her laptop shot. She could hear the creak of the door opening as she shimmied back into her jeans. By the time the door closed she was laying on the couch, her face flushed, as she tried to act natural.



Her son, Eugene, exited from the foyer and walked through the living room without a glance in her direction. He stomped up the stairs to the second floor of the house, and a moment later Grace heard the door to his bedroom slam shut. She was relieved he hadn't seen her in the state she was in. And now that he was in his room, part of her wanted to retreat to her bedroom to finish what she had started. But she knew that she really should go check up on him, even though she had a strong suspicion about what the cause of his distress was already.



She took a few deep breaths to calm herself and smoothed out her clothing. When she felt she was presentable, she walked upstairs to her son's room and knocked on the door.



"Honey, is everything okay?"



She was greeted only with silence.



"Can I come in?" she asked after a moment.



When she still didn't hear a reply, she turned the knob of the door and slowly began to push it inward.



She found Eugene laying face down on his bed, headphones over his ears. His backpack and shoes were carelessly discarded on the floor. Her heart lurched when she heard him release a soft sob. She made her way to the bed and sat down next to him, laying a hand gently on his shoulder. He didn't respond immediately, but after a moment he pulled off his headphones and rolled to face her, rubbing his face into his arm to clear away his tears.



"Hey, honey. What's wrong?" Grace asked. "I thought you were going to hang out with your friends after school today."



"Yeah, well, that was before Randall found me after school," her son replied sourly. "I was on my way over to Scott's house when he jumped me. He tore up all my work on the D&D campaign and threw my books in the mud. Well, after that I didn't see much point in going to Scott's."



Grace sighed. She was almost certain her son's sad tale was going to be about Randall before he began speaking. The boy had started bullying Eugene just this past semester for reasons that Grace didn't understand. Maybe it was because her son, a sophomore, was smart enough to be in Randall's senior math class. Or maybe it was something else entirely, but whatever the case, he had started making Eugene's life utterly miserable almost every day.



Of course Grace and her husband had complained to the school, but little was ever done. Randall's parents, the Dudley's, were incredibly wealthy and major donors to the school, which shielded Randall from any real punishment. Sure the teachers and the principal would chastise him, maybe even put him in detention or force him to do some minor community service at the school. But suspension, expulsion, or anything that would really mar Randall's record were off the table. And the small punishments that were served up only seemed to make Randall angry, which just made things worse for Eugene.



"This has gone on long enough," Grace said. "I need to have another talk with Mr. Dudley."



"That didn't do anything last time, mom," Eugene mumbled.



"Well, I'll have to find a way to get through to him because things can't go on like this," she said.



"I just need to get through the end of this semester," he sighed. "Then he'll graduate and go away."



"You shouldn't have to suffer through another two months of this," Grace said, ruffling her son's hair. "It just isn't right. Anyway, why don't you relax, and I'll see if there's anything I can do okay?"



Eugene let out a sigh but nodded. He put his headphones back on as Grace stood and left the room. She immediately went to her own bedroom to get her cell phone. She looked up the Dudley's house phone in the school directory and dialed in the number.



"Hello, Dudley residence," an accented female voice answered.



"Hi," Grace said, working to keep her voice even. She certainly didn't want to explode on the help. "This is Grace Kim. I'm calling to speak with Mr. Dudley."



"Okay. Hold on please."



Grace paced around her bedroom as she waited for Mr. Dudley to come to the phone thinking about how she should handle this conversation. She had spoken to him about Randall's behavior once before, and he had seemed genuinely concerned at the time, but obviously nothing had come of their little chat. She needed to impress upon him the urgency of the whole situation. She had intended to let her anger loose, but maybe it was better to try and be reasonable.



By the time she heard the "hello" of a male voice on the other end of the line she had cooled down a bit.



"Hello, Mr. Dudley -- " she began.



"You can just call me Randall."



"Randall?" Grace said, surprised. "I called to speak to your father."



"Yeah, well, he's out of town handling some business or other, as usual," Randall said.



"Well maybe it's better that you and I spoke directly anyway," she said, her anger starting to come back now that she was speaking directly to her son's tormentor. "This is Eugene's mother. I think it's long past time we spoke about the way you've been treating my son."



"Ah yes, the bitch who keeps trying to get me in trouble for having a little bit of fun."



"Excuse me?" Grace yelled, taken aback by Randall's blatant disrespect. "You need to watch your mouth, young man. And you need to leave me son alone."



"You can't tell me what to do," Randall replied calmly to her outburst. "But I'd be happy to meet and negotiate some sort of arrangement."



"There's nothing to negotiate!" she yelled back. "You need to stop bullying my son!"



"You know where my place is," he said, his voice still smugly calm. "Why don't you come over and we can come to terms."



"I will do no such thing."



"I think you will if you want me to stop bothering Eugene," he said. "I'll expect you here within the hour. Oh, and wear something sexy."



Before Grace could respond, the line went dead. She stood in her bedroom seething. She was supposed to be the adult in the exchange, but somehow she had completely lost control of the conversation. How dare he call her a bitch and talk down to her in that tone! And how dare he tell her to dress sexy!



After a few minutes, when she had calmed down some, she called back. Two tries later the phone went to voice mail both times. She guessed Randall had instructed the maid not to pick up. Clearly he was trying to goad her into coming over, as he'd demanded. Part of her knew she should ignore him, just let it go to show that he had no power over her. But then she thought of Eugene quietly sobbing in his room that day and all of the times she'd had to deal with a similar sight that semester. Maybe by showing up and giving Randall a good tongue lashing she could put an end to the bullying once and for all. Having tried everything else, what did she really have to lose?



She looked in her mirror, checking her appearance before she left. Randall's comments about her dressing sexy still rankled her, and she wanted to make sure she looked good but didn't give off a sexy vibe. She had some light make-up on and was wearing a nice blouse over her jeans. She looked put together. Feeling good about her appearance, Grace told Eugene she was heading out for a bit and went down to the garage.



The drive out to the Dudley home took a bit more than half an hour. They lived in a nicer part of the suburbs populated with mansions separated by acres of land. Grace had input the address from the directory and follow her GPS's instructions until she reached the long driveway of the house. The trees at the edges of the property shielded the house from view from the road, and it wasn't until Grace got closer that she got a good look. It was a large place with multiple wings that stood three stories tall. If Grace hadn't been there on such an unpleasant mission, she might have admired its grandeur. Instead she left her car parked in the driveway and strode determinedly up to the front door.



"Mrs. Kim?" the maid asked when she opened the door.



"Yes."



"Mr. Randall's room is down that way," the older woman said, pointing to her left. "Just walk to the top of the stairs, and you'll see it at the end of the hall."



"Thank you," Grace replied. She walked towards the boy's room. The faster she could get this over with, the better.



Randall was laying on his bed scrolling through his phone when she walked into his room.



"All right, Randall," she said, striding up to the foot of his bed. "I'm here. Now let's talk about how you're going to stop bullying my son."



"Close the door," Randall said without looking up at her.



Grace was stunned into silence by the young man's audacity. He was telling her, an adult, what to do without even properly acknowledging her presence? But after a moment, in which Randall didn't even look up at her, she found herself doing as he asked. With the door closed she turned to face him again.



"Okay. Now let's talk about how you're treating my son."



She spoke with as much confidence as she could muster, trying to regain control of the situation. The boy did look up from his phone this time, his eyes roaming over her body. The way he looked at her made Grace suddenly feel very self-conscious.



"I think we need to work on your definition of sexy," was all he said in response.



"Now listen here -- " Grace began to shout, but Randall cut her off.



"No. You listen."



He stood up from his bed and began to walk towards her. He was a large kid, much taller than Grace, who stood 5'8", and certainly much wider and more muscular. He was in fact a bigger and more dominating presence than her husband. She felt herself shrink back as he came to stand next to her, his body looming over her.



"You're not in control here," he continued. "You've tried to get me in trouble at school, you've tried to get me in trouble with my parents, and none of it has worked. So what makes you think you can walk in here and boss me around?"



Grace looked up at Randall suddenly feeling very small and vulnerable, a feeling she wasn't used to, especially when dealing with her son's peers. She swallowed.



"Then why did you want me to come over here?"



Randall gave her a big, sleazy grin and set his hands on her shoulders. Grace felt a shiver run through her as she looked up into his hungry eyes. But strangely the feeling wasn't all fear.



"If you want me to leave your precious little boy alone, you're gonna have to make it worth my while," he said.



"What do you mean?" Grace asked with all of the defiance she could muster.



In response Randall pushed down on her shoulders, dropping her to her knees. His crotch was directly in her eye line, his athletic shorts tented with his arousal.



"Take it out."



Grace's hands moved almost of their own accord, pulling his shorts and boxers down. His large cock, already partially erect, bobbed inches from her face. She stared at it, the whole scene feeling incredibly surreal. She had stormed in here planning to give Randall a piece of her mind. How had things come to this? And why was she finding it so arousing?



"You know what I want," he said. "What are you waiting for?"



Grace tore her eyes away from the young man's cock to look up at him. He stared back with lustful eyes, his face eager with anticipation.



"And you'll leave Eugene alone?" she asked, her voice low but urgent.



Randall nodded.



She reached out, gripped his member, and slowly began to stroke it. The experience was almost out-of-body. She knew she had to stop her son from being bullied, but was this really the way? It was so wrong. But on the other hand, Randall was right; nothing had worked.



She felt Randall's hand on the back of her head, a gentle but insistent pressure pulling her forward. Grace stopped thinking and let him guide her. She wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. It struck her that he tasted slightly different from her husband. Guilt knotted in her chest for a moment, but it didn't stop her from taking Randall deeper into her mouth. She began to bob her head up and down, using her hands to massage the length of his monster and spread her saliva along it. She would pause at the head, circling around it with her tongue before bobbing down again. Maybe if she could get him off quickly, she could get out of this situation having helped her son and without things going any further.



But Randall had other ideas.



He pulled her back, extricating his cock from her mouth, and sat down on the edge of his bed. He nodded toward the space in front of him.



"Stand up and get out of those clothes. I want to see the goods."



Grace stood, moving to the spot a few feet away from him. She began to unbutton her blouse. She had already taken his cock in her mouth, it seemed pointless to fight anything now.



Randall slowly stroked his massive tool as he watched her discard the blouse. While the situation was totally wrong, Grace felt herself getting more and more excited. The way the young man's eyes drank in her breasts once she removed her bra made her feel powerful and desirable. She hadn't been looked at like that in so long. Maybe it was just that she hadn't been able to finish getting off watching her porn earlier, but she found herself burning with desire.



It wasn't long before she had shimmied out of her jeans. She hesitated before removing her panties, but eventually she gave in to Randall's commanding stare. Then she stood naked before him. She kept her arms at her side, letting him drink in the view of her tall, lean body, her small but pert breasts, long nipples fully erect, and her neatly trimmed bush.



"Very nice," Randall said, smiling at her. He stood from the bed and stepped aside, then pointed to it. "Stand here at the edge and bend over."



She did as he asked, her hands sinking into the soft surface of the bad, her backside jutting out.



"Good. Don't move."



She stood, staring at the head board of the bed, bent over and naked with her most intimate parts visible and vulnerable. She could hear Randall shuffling behind her. She knew, ultimately, what was coming, and her mind and body were roiling. Part of her wanted to end it all now. Yes he had seen her naked, and yes she had taken him in her mouth, but she still had a chance to walk away before he took things all the way.



And yet she stood there, her pussy soaking with anticipation, desire building in her with each passing moment. She couldn't remember the last time she felt so horny. This boy with his domineering attitude had woken something in her that only he could satisfy.



And Grace needed that satisfaction, no matter how wrong it might be.



She startled when she felt his finger circling her clit and then run along her entrance. She let out a sigh of pleasure as he probed her, discovering her wetness.



"Mmm...you want this, don't you?" he asked.



"Yes," she said, her voice coming out in a breathy moan.



"Then say it," he commanded.



"I want it," she said.



"You'll have to be more specific than that," he said, taunting her. "What is it that you want?"



"I want..." She struggled to form the words at first, but her body was so charged she couldn't fight it, and at this point there was no use denying it.



"I want your cock," she said. When he said nothing, she added, "I want you to fuck me with your cock."



"And who am I to deny you?"



Grace felt his manhood against her then, felt his head pressing against her slit. She gasped as he penetrated her. His strong hands gripped her hips, and he pushed forward then slid back working his girth into her a little at a time. She moaned with each thrust, as he hungry pussy accepted more and more of his length. It wasn't long before she felt him bottom out, his hips smacking against her ass. He began to set a steady rhythm, thrusting fully into her.



"Oh! Oh! Oh yes! Oh God yes!"



Grace found herself vocalizing her pleasure as he took her. She let herself enjoy the feelings, her lust pushing aside any other thoughts. It wasn't long before she felt the pleasure mounting, building and building towards climax.



"Oh fuck me! Just like that! Yes! Yes! Don't stop!"



She spurred her young lover on as she got closer. She clenched the bed sheets tight in her fists as he rammed into her. And then it hit. Her body quivered as she let out a howl of pleasure. Randall's cock continued to drive into her as wave after wave of bliss rocked her body.



She shuddered. Her head hit the bed, her hands easing their grip on the sheets. Randall had slowed his pace, but she could still feel the pleasant friction of his manhood moving inside her. She let out a soft sigh. She hadn't cum that hard in years, and she couldn't remember the last time she had gotten off that quickly. In fact she couldn't remember a time she had gotten off without foreplay.



"That was amazing."



The words slipped out of her mouth without thinking. She heard Randall chuckle behind her.



"Yeah, you like how I fuck you, don't you?"



"Yes," she said. Maybe it would've been better not to give her son's bully the gratification of knowing just how much he affected her. But it was far too late now.



"I fuck you better than your husband, don't I?"



"Mmm," Grace moaned, partly from the pleasure of still feeling Randall slide in and out of her and partly in acknowledgment. It was true, but somehow to say it out loud felt like even more of a betrayal than the adultery that had already occurred. After all, she was doing this to save her son.



She felt Randall stop moving. She yelped, more out of surprise than pain, when she felt his hand slap against her upturned ass.



"I want to hear you say it."



He emphasized his words with another slap that left her bum stinging. Yet somehow this treatment only served to make her pussy wetter. She looked back at him over her shoulder, eyes filled with lust.



"You fuck me better than my husband," she said, giving in to his demand.



Randall smiled and began to rock his hips again. Grace moaned as she felt the pleasure of him moving in her once more.



"Say it again," he said, as he began to pick up speed.



"You fuck me better than my husband." The words rolled easily off her tongue the second time.



"Louder," he commanded, gripping her hips tightly as he thrust into her.



"You fuck me better than my husband!" she yelled. She moaned wildly as he took her harder. And now that she knew what he wanted to hear, the words just seemed to flow from her mouth. "You fuck me so good! So much better than my husband! Ungh! Ungh! I love your cock! Oh! Yes!"



Suddenly he stopped and began to withdraw. Grace felt him pulling out of her, pulling away, and she pressed backward, squirming to get him back inside. She hated her body for that reaction, but she could feel another orgasm starting to build and was full of such desperate need.



"Get on the bed, on your back," Randall said, his command followed by a playful slap on her ass.



She did as she was told, crawling forward fully onto the bed before flipping over. She propped herself up on her elbows to look at Randall. He was fully naked now. He must have stripped while she was bent over the bed. She enjoyed the sight of his toned muscles, his tight abs and broad shoulders. She unconsciously licked her lips, when her eyes descended to his firm and fully erect cock, the thing that had just given her so much pleasure.



As Randall climbed on to the bed to join her, Grace leaned back and opened her legs wider to give him access. He directed her to put her arms over her head, and then pinned them there with one of his large hands. He gazed directly into her eyes as he began to enter her again.



"Ohhh, yesss..."



Grace squirmed in pleasure as he began to establish a steady, penetrating rhythm. She struggled to break her hands free so she could hold him in her arms, but he easily restrained her, staring into her eyes all the while. The way he controlled her with such ease only made her hotter, and she quickly began to feel another orgasm building.



"You thought you could come in here and order me around, but now you know I'm the one in control," Randall started speaking, his voice strained from exertion. "Now tell me who owns this pussy."



"You own this pussy!" Grace moaned as she looked into his eyes. "It's your pussy, Randall! It's all yours!"



"Oh, that's right, slut," he growled. "That's what you are, aren't you? A dirty little slut."



"Ungh! Yes! I'm a dirty little slut! Oh! I'm your filthy whore!"



"Yeah, that's right, bitch. I'm gonna fill this whore pussy with my cum," Randall grunted as he began to thrust his hips harder and faster. "I'm gonna give that loser son of yours a little brother, one that will grow up into a real man."



Grace was on birth control, but Randall's words still set her on fire. The total wrongness of the idea of being impregnated by her son's tormentor was an irrational turn-on. So was the way that Randall didn't even ask if she was on the pill. He was taking her and using her how he wanted. And she was going along with it. She had never been dominated so thoroughly, and now she knew it was something she craved. His words, his manliness, the whole scenario was bringing her closer and closer to a second orgasm.



"Fill me up, baby!" she yelled, gazing into Randall's eyes. "Ungh! Yes! Cum inside me! Make me yours!"



Randall pounded into her, and after only a few strokes Grace felt the dam break. She howled incoherently in pleasure as she was rocked by her release. She heard Randall grunting as well, his thrusts becoming erratic, and knew he was cumming, filling her with his seed. She shut her eyes with that thought, letting the pleasure of the moment wash over her. It was the first time she had cum twice during a single session, and she felt unbelievably fulfilled.



She felt Randall collapse on top of her, his sweaty body pressing against her own. She wrapped her now free arms around him, holding his warm body close to hers, feeling his heart pounding against her chest. She could still feel him inside her.



They lay like that for some time, Grace gently stroking her lover's back as their bodies recovered from the exertion of their sex. Eventually Randall picked himself off of her, his now flaccid cock falling out of her hole. He stood at the edge of the bed, smiling down on her prone form.



"That was nice," he said. "But next time I want you to dress sexy, like I told you over the phone."



"Next time?" Grace asked, alarm in her voice.



"If you want me to stay away from Eugene, you'll need to keep me happy," he said. "At least until I graduate." He cupped her pussy with one hand and slid a finger inside. "Remember, I own this pussy now." He moved his finger around inside her, then pulled away. "Now get out of here. I'll be in touch."



Grace got dressed quickly and left Randall's room in a daze. She didn't see the maid on the way out and hoped the woman had been in some other faraway part of the large house the whole time. Grace felt her face burning red with shame as she even contemplated the possibility of the maid having overheard what happened. Or the things she said. Her, a married woman and mother of one of Randall's classmates. Once again she wondered how she had let things go so far.



By the time she got home she was much more calm. Still, she sat in the garage for a moment after she drove in, taking some deep breaths to fully compose herself. She couldn't let on that anything was amiss. Certainly her husband couldn't find out. And if Eugene found out? That might be worse than being bullied in the first place.



Luckily her husband wasn't home yet, and Eugene was still in his room. She went directly to her bedroom and stripped out of her clothes. She made sure they were buried deep in the hamper so no evidence of her trespass would be easily visible, and then hopped in the shower.



As she rinsed her body in the warm water, her mind returned to What had just happened. How Randall had taken her. How good it had felt. Before she knew it, her hand had found its way between her legs. She remembered the feeling of him inside her, the force with which he penetrated her. She thought about what outfit she might wear next time, and what sort of lingerie she might wear underneath. She bit her lip to stifle a moan of pleasure.



The truth was, no matter how wrong, Grace couldn't wait to hear from Randall again.


 

 

 

 


The End


 

 

 

 



Thanks for reading!
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Ashley moved to the town she now lives in for her husband's job. But she's bored. Without any friends or family nearby, she hasn't found any way to occupy her time when her husband is at work or away on business. 



That is until a group of college kids move in next door. One day she overhears one of them having sex through the walls of her apartment, and she begins to fantasize about what being with this stranger might be like.



But when she actually befriends the man she's been listening to from next door, will sparks fly, or will Ashley's fantasies remain just that?


 


Want to find out if Ashley allows herself to be seduced by her sexy neighbor?
 
Click here

 to check out part one of the three part series...


 

 



My Wife Entertains a House Guest



 


It all started when I invited my friend Rich to crash at our place after he was kicked out of his home. My wife Sofia wasn't into the idea at first, but eventually it seemed that she warmed up to Rich and began to enjoy his company. What I never considered was that she might warm up to him too much...


 


Want to find out if Sofia gets too close to Rich?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 



My Wife Goes Clubbing Without Me



 


It's late on Friday, and I have to stay in the office and work. In the meantime, my wife has decided to go out clubbing with a friend. It's not all bad though. She told me she will finally fulfill my fantasy of letting another man take her home. But as I sit and wait for her texts about how the night is going, I have to wonder, will this work out the way I want it to?


 


Want to find out if it does?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 



My Wife Negotiates My Promotion



 


The last thing I ever expected was to catch my wife hooking up with my boss at our company party. The only thing that surprised me more was how turned on it made me feel. Now I have to decide what feelings are stronger: my anger and sense of betrayal, or my love for my family and arousal at what I saw my wife do...


 


Want to see how the story ends?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 



My Wife, His Secretary



 


Jen's new boss has shown a level of admiration for her that her husband, Derek, finds concerning. So when her boss asks her to accompany him to a business outing, Derek is understandably worried. However, he also finds himself unexpectedly aroused by the scenario, as strange fantasies of his wife and her boss together play out in his mind.



Will this party be all business? Or will Derek's fears and fantasies be realized? And if his fantasies do come true, what will happen to him, Jen, and their marriage afterward?


 


You can
 
read this series for free

 on Kindle Unlimited or buy
 
the collected edition

 on Amazon.
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