
        
            
                
            
        

    


[image: Title Page Spash copy.jpg]



[image: Mia Sig copy.jpg]


About this Book

Great. Just freaking great…

When Danny West arrives at Emerson University in Black Rapids he learns that his dorm is quarantined and he’s got to find someplace else to live, right the hell right now.

Great. Just great.

Valerie Winwood lives in Black Rapids, and has heard about this challenge the town’s university is dealing with. They sent out an SOS to citizens pleading with them to find a room to let the new students rent. Well, she’s got the spare bedroom... maybe she can help out a little. She’s been on her own for the last five years; giving a younger person a hand in this sort of crises would be the right thing to do.

She bumps into Danny and despite her inclination to rent to a girl, he looks like a kid that could use a break. Witty as he is, he also comes off a little out of his depth. What the hell—at 42, she’s old enough to be his mother. As long as he keeps his room clean, maybe it will work out.

Things get off to a rocky start though. Valerie rattles the hell out of Danny his first morning after moving in. In a way that shocks them both.

But then…

And then…

Somebody’s going to get extra credits!
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1: C’MON YOUNG FELLA
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WHAT THE HELL DO YOU mean ‘infested’?”

Danny West’s head whipped back at the news. The Student Housing clerk behind the counter let out a sigh. This was at least the twentieth student she had to inform about the dormitory crises on campus. And the office had only been open an hour. It was going to be a long day. “When the early bird students arrived last week, there were a bunch of complaints about a disgusting odor. Maintenance discovered that all the ventilation and heating ducts in the entire building are filled with some kind of mold. They’ve shut the building down.”

“What the hell am I supposed to do? Where am I supposed to sleep tonight?” There was an edge of panic in his voice.

“As soon as the college realized that they had to shutter the dorm, they made public announcements to the community to see if there were homes that would rent out spare rooms. The response has been pretty good.” She gestured behind Danny to the lobby of the Student Affairs building. “See all those flyers? Those have just been put up in the last two days.” She bent over her keyboard and busily typed away. When she was done, she printed out a document.

Handing it to him, she said, “This is a voucher from Emerson University for anyone who will rent you a room.” She pointed at a row of figures. “This is for room only, and his amount is to be used if they provide you with meals. All you’ll have to do is countersign it with them and the university will start paying your landlord.”

Danny shook his head slowly. His first year away at college was getting off to a perfectly shitty start. Now it was his turn to sigh as he took the printout and headed to the lobby, pulling his two suitcases stacked together.

“Talk about leaving the damn nest,” he muttered. Yeah, it was great to get the hell out of the housing projects in Chicago. And as shitty as things were at home, at least he had a bed back there to sleep on. Except dear ol’ Mom made it clear that as soon as he left, his sister was taking over his bedroom. He’d have the couch in the living room when he came back to visit.

Damn. If he hadn’t gotten that scholarship, he would have joined the Army or something.

In front of him was a cork bulletin board. It was five feet high and probably fifteen feet long. Flyers were pinned, taped and stapled to it, all advertising student rental rooms. How the hell was he supposed to go looking at rooms lugging all his crap?

He stared at the bulletin board, reading the ads. ‘Bright bedroom for a female student’. Nope. ‘Basement bedroom available in a smoker’s home’. No way. As he scanned the rental offers, he saw most of them either wanted female students or else they wanted to charge more than what Emerson would pay according to the voucher the clerk gave him.

Shit!

As he was reading the notices, an older woman in jeans approached the bulletin board with a flyer in her hand.

She was somewhere in her forties, wearing jeans and a baggy, denim jacket. From what he could see, her figure was hourglass, just beginning to get a little thick around the waist. Her blonde hair, streaked with touches of grey, hung straight to her shoulders . She was just another early middle-aged housewife. He continued to watch as she pawed at the flyers, trying to clear a space so she could post hers.

What the hell. “You renting a room, ma’am?” he asked.

She turned around and looked up at him. She couldn’t be more than five two. With an even gaze she gave him the once over, her face impassive. From his ratty sneakers to the beat up jacket slouched on his shoulders, she didn’t miss anything. His mouth fell open a bit, realizing he was being appraised like some used car dealer assesses trade-ins.

Her mouth was a straight line before she smirked, “Do you make it a habit of murdering people in their sleep?”

“What!” Danny’s jaw dropped, but just for a second. “Funny, I was going to ask you the same thing,” he replied.

Her face broke into a smile. “Good one.” She handed him the flyer. “I don’t want smokers, and I don’t want loud music after 9:00.”

Danny took the flyer, deadpanning his response. “I expect breakfast in bed no later than 7:30.”

“What!” Then she burst out laughing. She looped her arm into his. “C’mon, young fella, let me show you to your room.”

And just like that, Danny found his new home. Not home away from home—the place he grew up at was anything but a home. He grabbed his gear and let her lead him to her car.


2: HOW MUCH?
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VALERIE WINWOOD COULDN’T BELIEVE WHAT SHE WAS DOING. She’d just met this kid, and she was taking him home! But what the hell—she was there to offer a room to rent, right? And the kid’s witty comebacks had scored points. She’d make her final decision after they got to know each other a little bit.

“We’ve got to stop meeting like this,” she chortled as she let go of his arm so he could manage his luggage. “You want me to help you with your bags?”

The kid shrugged. “Nah, it’s okay. I’ve been travelling with my stuff since 3:00 AM. Bus from Chicago Then another bus here to campus… I’m pretty good at handling all this.” He adjusted his backpack.

“Oh, well in that case, welcome to Black Rapids.”

“Thanks.”

She stopped and stuck out her hand. “Oh, I’m Valerie, by the way.”

“Danny. Danny West,” he replied, shaking it.

She couldn’t help but note how skinny he was. But his handshake was firm, and his hands dry and a little calloused. Valerie pointed to her car. “I’m right over there.”

“Boy, you’re something else, I thought you were standing right here. Now you’re telling me you’re over there and that you’re a… Holy shit! Is that a Tesla?”

“Yes, yes it is.” She couldn’t help but feel a swell of pride in her ride.

“Are you rich?”

“Sort of. My ex-husband was really rich. Now he’s just rich.” She clicked the fob, and the trunk opened up before they got to the car. Yeah, she’d taken Gerard for a tidy sum. He had balked at first, but when Valerie told him she could easily zip off an email to the IRS about his secret accounts in Panama, he gave up and signed a check for exactly the amount she asked for. It pissed her attorney off; it was the quickest multi-million dollar divorce settlement in history, and he had been counting on a long, profitable drawn out fight.

Screw the lawyers.

And Gerard got screwed enough. More than twenty years of a relationship evaporated with a signature. Four years later, his trophy wife had two kids to boot. Yeah, enjoy fatherhood Gerard; fifty-two and two kids under three. The last time she saw him was at the Attendore wedding this past summer, and that man did not look too happy with life as he tried to keep his brats under control.

The Tesla was her trophy car. She’d bought it the week after that wedding to celebrate her win. She had spent the previous four years since the divorce hiding in her home. Gerard got custody of their friends. She’d spent the last summer trying to figure out what to do with her life. No answers yet, other than get out into the world, somehow. Turning forty-two in July was a sort of wake-up call or something.

The kid… shit, what was his name? He stood staring wide eyed at the car. “Do you drive?” she asked.

He nodded silently. “Yeah, I got my driver’s license in my senior year.”

“Well, maybe one day you can take this out for a spin, okay?”

“Is your house this cool?” he asked, his voice a squeak, still staring at the car.

“Well, it has a garage and …” Valerie pointed to the trunk. “Let’s go take a look at it, okay?”

His head bobbing, the kid put his bags in the trunk and walked to the passenger door. “I… I’m kind of scared to get in this thing…” he said. “I mean… I don’t have cooties or anything, but this is an expensive ride!”

“Yes, it is. But it’s my ride, and I’m okay with you getting in as long as you promise not to puke in it, how’s that?” she smiled as she got behind the wheel.

Danny (that was his name!) crossed his heart. “Promise,” and hopped in.

With a press of a button, they pulled out from the parking lot; the only sounds the crunch of the tires on the pavement and a deep thrum from the car’s electric motor.

As they drove through the city, Valerie asked, “I grew up in Chicago too. What part do you come from?”

Danny’s face fell, and he ran his fingers through his hair. She couldn’t help but notice that it could use a wash. “The south side,” he said.

“Oh? Where abouts? I know the city.”

Danny rolled his eyes. “Oh, what the hell. You might want to just take me back to the school.”

“Why?”

“Because I grew up in the Harriman projects if that’s what you’re wondering.” Maybe he ought to start lying about where he came from. Everyone knows what kind of shit place Harriman Houses were. ‘A warehouse of despair’ is what one newspaper called it.

Valerie glanced over from the corner of her eye. “But… you’re white. I thought only Black people lived there.”

“You left out the Latinos, Filipinos, and the newest immigrants from the Middle East.”

“Is it as rough as they say?”

Danny tilted his head, indicating the back seat. “That’s everything in the world I own—what do you think?”

They had left Emerson University campus and were winding their way through the downtown. Keeping her eyes on the road, Valerie replied after a moment, “I think you getting as far as you have is a good thing. Let’s make sure you finish your education. That’s what I think.”

They had left the city. The houses became more widely set apart as they drove in the early September afternoon. And along with the building lots increasing in size, so did the homes. They passed a few places with circular driveways and two or even three-car garages. Shit, they’d been driving for a while. How the hell was he supposed to get to class every day? He was positive there wasn’t any public transportation out in these parts.

“Well, we’re here,” Valerie said. Danny sat wide eyed as she turned into a driveway flanked by a pair of stone pillars. A row of trees and hedges blocked the view of the house from the street. They traversed a few hundred feet down a tree-lined drive before coming to a wide circular driveway in front of a sweeping, single storey modern home.

The roof cantilevered over a front brick wall with two massive double doors. Valerie shut off the car and got out. “You can leave your luggage there. If you don’t want to take the place, why lug them around twice?” There was an impish smile on her lips before turning to the front door. “I’ll show you your room first.”

“Me being from ‘da projecks’ doesn’t bother you?”

She shook her head. “No, not at all. Emerson’s almost as hard to get accepted into as Harvard.” She looked at him from the corner of her eye. “You’d have to be fairly clean cut to get accepted.”

“Well then, to give you greater peace of mind, I’m also on a full scholarship.”

“See? I am a great judge of character!”

Danny sucked his breath in at the entranceway. He’d never been in a place like this before! A floor of polished granite spread out before him. To the left and right were enormous rooms. One side was an elegant, wood paneled dining room with a polished oak table that could easily seat twelve people, surrounded by thickly padded chairs. On the opposite side of the foyer was an enormous living room with a granite fireplace and mantel at the end. Luxuriant sofas and chairs were arranged in separate groupings of conversation areas.

“Wow…” he breathed. “Who else lives here?”

Valerie’s eyes shone with pride at Danny’s reaction. “Just me. Yup; it’s pretty sweet, huh?”

“So you are rich.” He couldn’t help but think she needed a dog. If not for companionship, at least for some form of protection. He’d always wanted a dog…

“Not a billionaire, though!” She put her fists on her waist and took in the rest of the living room. “But multi-multi-millionaire is just fine by me!”

Danny’s eyebrows bunched with puzzlement. “Then why the hell are y’all renting out rooms to college students?” He didn’t even try to hide the suspicion in his tone.

Valerie held his gaze. “The university asked the community to help in a crises. So, just like Christopher Walken said, ‘Sometimes good guys need a break’, okay?” She smiled slowly. “You’re a good guy, aren’t you?”

He shrugged. “I’ve never mugged anyone… and I never got arrested.”

“Let me show you your room.”

They crossed the living room into a hallway. Valerie pointed to the end of the hall. “My bedroom’s down there, and here’s your room,” she said, opening the door.

Danny froze in the doorway. Holy shit, this bedroom was bigger than the living room/dining area in the apartment he grew up in! A queen-size bed sat against the far wall, with enormous picture windows on each side that looked out onto manicured lawn and woods in the distance. To one side of the room was a study area—that’s what it had to be called—with a desk and office chair, but also a plush wingback armchair beside a reading lamp and small table. He was hesitant to step into the room; the floor was covered in a plush carpet.

Valerie went in and sat on the side of the bed. “You’ll be responsible to keep your space neat.”

He smirked. “You mean ‘keep your room clean’ don’t you?”

“Yeah, pretty much.”

“How much? And is there public transport available?”

“Whoa… Let’s talk a little first, okay? I’m glad you like it, but…”


3: AFTER YOU
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DANNY’S HEART SUNK. ‘Well, this is it, then. There was no way a rich lady like her would want some punk from the slums living under her roof’. He followed as she led the way back to the living room.

As he she fell into step behind, he checked out her ass. It was nice. Her hips flared out from her waist, and there was a pear shape to it. She wasn’t fat, but there was a slight bit of extra padding in her body. Her dark hair, sort of unruly because of the wind in the car from the drive had a few streaks of grey, but fell thickly down past her shoulders. The color just was kinda flat, and she needed to see a stylist for the split ends. When they reached the living room, Valerie led them over to a sofa. She sank down and tucked her feet under her, gesturing to an armchair beside it.

There were a few pages on the coffee table in front of her she picked up and leafed through. “These are the guidelines for student rentals that the college put out because of your dorm being shut down. They’re pretty much the same guidelines that you would have to agree to as a resident in the dorm.”

Danny nodded. “I’m already familiar with them. I had to sign a set when I got my acceptance letter.”

“I looked them over…” she looked up at him and shrugged. “I’ve never done this before.”

“You’ve never sat on that couch before?” There was a playful glint in his eyes meeting her gaze. It was kinda funny. He could clown around so easily with her, despite how outclassed he was and the fact that they’d just met.

Valerie’s eyes blinked in confusion for a second, then a smile lit her face. “No, silly—I’ve never put my feet up on it!” They both shared a slight laugh before she continued. “No, I’ve never had anyone live in this place with me.”

“Nobody? Not even… visitors? Family company?” He looked around the living room. “You could have a hell of a Christmas party here you know.”

Valerie shook her head. “No. All the friends I had during my marriage pretty much went by the boards when Gerard and I split up. I don’t have any family to speak of… both my parents have passed on and my only relative is my sister.” She made a face. “And we never got along. She lives out west.” She deliberately ignored his Christmas party comment—that stung too much. The parties had been epic.

Danny nodded. “Yeah… I never got along too good with my family. To tell the truth, I figure by now one of my two sisters has already taken over my bedroom at my mother’s place.”

“Really?”

He nodded. “Yeah, my mother told me that when I come home to visit, I can couch-surf in the living room.” He rolled his tongue inside his cheek. It did kinda hurt… but only kinda. Mom’s statement was more the last nail in a coffin than something surprisingly painful.

“Yeah,” he added, his voice just a little ragged, “all summer she bitched about how she was going to lose welfare benefits when I moved out. Not all of them… but she bitched about how she was taking a…” he snorted, “pay cut! Like raising me was a gig she had to do to make money.”

Valerie shook her head. “Momma’s little tax deduction, huh? That’s what my parents teased me with growing up.”

“Well, it wasn’t much of a tease. It was more like ‘Momma’s little profit center’. I wouldn’t be surprised if she goes out and gets herself knocked up again.”

Valerie’s eyes widened. “You’re kidding.” Her head dipped forward. “Aren’t you?”

“Nah. I overheard my sister talking with her about that one night this past summer when they thought I was asleep in bed.” He shrugged. “Ma’s only thirty-five.”

“Thirty five!”

“Yeah. She had me when she was seventeen. Then my sister Cathy when I was four, and then Anne when I was nine.” He nodded slowly. “Yeah, I’ll probably have another half-sibling before I graduate.”

Valerie sat back in shock. And a dose of resentment. This kid was young enough to be her son! “You’re eighteen, right?”

When Danny nodded, she did the math in her head—she was forty-two. If she had an eighteen-year-old kid, she would have had him when she was twenty-five! But no kids for her; Gerard had been adamant about having a ‘child free’ life and had a vasectomy before they got married. While they built the company, she’d agreed about not having children. But then he started doing one of the sales reps from a supplier. And that slut made damn sure he had it reversed before she married him! She had read somewhere that those operations can really, really hurt. She sure hoped so.

She shook her head slowly. “I can’t believe people live like that,” she finally said.

“Some people are just lazy, I guess.” Danny squirmed in his chair uncomfortably. “I don’t get a kick out of talking about my family… just sayin’.”

“Fair enough.” Who the hell could blame him? “So—what are you planning on studying?”

“Civil Engineering. I want to work on mega projects.”

“Like dams, bridges, roads?”

“Yeah. Or maybe power plants. Just big projects. When I was little I saw a documentary on TV about super projects. ‘Mega-Projects’ is what they called them. They’re sooo cool! Subway systems, ship building complexes…” He leaned forward. “Did you know that in Dubai they built entire islands in the Persian Gulf in the shape of palm trees? It’s a city!”

Valerie noticed the sparkle in Danny’s eyes. He was really into this stuff. “Really?” she asked. “How big is it?” She had heard something or another about some construction project in the Middle East years ago, but that was all she knew.”

“You can see it from space!” he replied. “They got hotels and houses, roads… just like a city, but they built it on water! It’s soooo coooool!” He took a breath. “And that’s not all! There’s stuff going on in China that blows your mind! They’re putting up power plants and entire cities at once!” He leaned forward in his chair. “And the stuff we got here in the USA is all breaking down and needs replacement.” He made a face. “All the kids at school want to do something in high-tech or whatever. Me? I want to build stuff.”

Valerie giggled. “Not a fan of high tech, huh?”

“It’s okay, I guess… as long as the power plant’s operating, right? You really can’t do much online without electricity can you?” He pointed to where the garage was. “Your car—that’s more engineering than high-tech.”

“You’re a big fan of Elon Musk, huh?”

“Hell yeah. That son of a gun is building rocket ships!”

“Well, he’s a little weird.” Valerie perked up. “I met him a few times.”

“What!” Danny leapt from his chair. “You know him?”

Danny’s exuberance startled Valerie, and she jumped a little. “Well… not really. I met him at a few parties out in California back in the day. My ex and I started a tech company back in the 90’s. And we did pretty good.” She waved her hands around the room. “High-tech money paid for this place.”

“What was your company?”

“You probably never heard of it, but if you use a cell phone or a computer, we probably designed some of the networks your data went through.”

Danny sat back down. “You’re into computers?”

Valerie shook her head. “No… I was the office manager. Well, at the start. Then I was in charge of Human Resources. My ex Gerard was the computer geek.”

“Networks are important…”

Valerie waved at him. “I guess. That part of the business never got me excited, to tell the truth.” She picked up the pages again. “So… let’s go over this stuff, okay?”

“Sure.”

It didn’t take them very long to go through the paperwork. When they were done, they both signed the copies.

“So… no breakfast in bed, huh?” Danny asked.

“Nope. But I promise I won’t murder you in your sleep.”

Fair enough. Danny stuck his hand out, and she shook it. They held hands for just a millisecond longer than they needed to.

Both of them felt it.

“Let’s get your bags,” Valerie said.

“After you,” he said. That way he could watch her ass again.


4: GOOD MORNING!
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DANNY SETTLED IN LIKE HE GREW UP THERE. He registered for his courses with no problem. Valerie gave him the keys to her beater car (as if he’d ever dream of calling a five-year-old Honda Civic a beater) so he had no problem making it to class.

He took on some household chores without being asked. He cut the grass and raked the expansive lawn—he got a real charge out of using Valerie’s riding mower. She protested that she had ‘someone to look after that’, but the riding mower was fun to use. The garbage and recycling was another chore he took on, along with bringing the bins back into the garage the next morning. In the evenings, when he got home from class, he and Valerie would eat supper together before he’d head off to his room to work on the crushing load of assignments each of his courses dumped on him.

He worked harder at his courses than he ever had in his life. This was his one shot of making something out of himself, and he would not blow it. The very idea of having to move back to the projects if he flunked out kept his ass in gear. For the rest of his foreseeable future, his life would be get up, go to class, come back home, do some chores and hit the books. Weekends were meant for sleeping in. He was living the dream.

With one small exception.

He was horny as fuck.

For Valerie.

***

It started that first morning he spent there. When he’d woken up, he’d felt a little disoriented by his new surroundings. It took a second or two for him to realize where he was as he stared around his killer bedroom, shaking the cobwebs out of his head.

He got up, pulled on a pair of sweats and a t-shirt and went out to the kitchen. She had to have coffee in the place.

In no time he was sipping his first cup of the day, sitting at the counter of the kitchen that looked out into the dining room when Valerie stepped in from the hallway.

OMG!

She was totally naked, running her hand through her hair as she stared down at the floor.

Danny’s eyes bulged out of his skull at the sight of her.

Her full tits swayed with every step as she walked across the room. Her nipples were small rounded pink half marbles, surrounded by the lighter pink of her areoles; which were puffy and smooth as glass. His eyes went from her boobs to her crotch, taking in her close cropped pussy, the outer lips flashing at him with each step, peeking out from between her lusciously voluptuous thighs.

“Uh, good morning?” he said.

Valerie’s head jerked up. “Oh shit!” she squeaked, and in a flash, tore back to her room.

Danny burst out laughing. “Was it something I said?” he called after her, still chuckling.

Holy Shit! Valerie was hot as fuck! The sight of her ass undulating as she fled was etched in his brain, probably forever. It was a fine ass—rounded fleshy globes, with enough of a bubble to them. She had curves in all the right places. Luscious curves. She had disappeared around the corner way too soon.

He waited at the counter, finishing his cornflakes, his heart hammering a mile a minute while his cock punched into his belly. Before long, Valerie came back. She was wearing a terry bathrobe that went almost to the floor, belted snugly.

Her face was cherry red and her mouth pursed, avoiding looking at him as she made her way to the counter.

“Good morning,” Danny tried to keep his voice casual. “Again.”

Valerie’s voice was sleep graveled. “I forgot you were here.” She opened the fridge and pulled out the milk. Still avoiding his eyes, she made herself a cup of coffee.

Danny ignored the screaming whine in his head from what he had just seen. As cool as he could manage, he shrugged his shoulders and took another sip of his own coffee. “Don’t worry, my feelings aren’t hurt by that.”

Valerie backed up against the far counter. “Your feelings?”

He nodded. “You forgot all about me…” he let out a phony sigh. “Then one look at me and you ran away screaming. Oh my poor bruised ego…”

Valerie couldn’t help but snicker. “Well, if it’s any comfort to you, I won’t forget again!”

“Fair enough.” Danny got up, rinsed out his bowl in the sink and loaded it into the dishwasher while Valerie watched him silently. “Well, I gotta head off to register for my classes. Is there a place I can catch the bus near here?” He had given himself an hour to get to campus.

Valerie shook her head. “Nope. There’s pretty much no bus service out this way.” She stepped over to the back door that led out onto the deck. Beside it was a key rack mounted to the wall. She hooked a set of keys and tossed them to him. “You can take my beater. It’s in the garage.”

“Really?” Danny’s eyes widened.

She nodded. “You’re a gentleman, Danny.” She stepped over to him and held them out. When he reached up to take them, she folded her hand over his. “You’re a real gentleman. Thanks for not being an asshole.”

A million comebacks, all having the word ass in them, zoomed through Danny’s mind, but he just said, “Thanks for the compliment,” he pulled his hand back, now holding the keys. “And the car.” He chuckled. “This is shaping up to be a pretty good day…”

When he got back from classes that afternoon, Valerie was in the kitchen cooking spaghetti sauce. She was wearing a pair of yoga tights and an oversized cotton top that went down past her ass. Damn, she looked fine.

“Smells great!” he said.

She looked over her shoulder at him. “It’ll be ready in about an hour, hon. I just need to let it simmer.”

Hon? She just called him ‘hon’. He kept his cool. “Okay. I gotta crack the books and rewrite some notes from Calc. You okay out here?”

She turned back and waved at him. “I got this. Go get smart.”

Heading to his room, he ducked into the master bath next to Valerie’s bedroom. He had an ensuite bath in his own room with a shower. The master bath had the Jacuzzi tub, a double sink, toilet, heated towel bars and a doorway into Valerie’s bedroom.

And a hamper.

He opened the hamper and dug down towards the bottom and hooked a pair of panties. He balled them up and headed to his bedroom.

He was out of his shoes, pants and underwear as soon as the door closed. He sniffed the panties. Oh god…that pungent smell…it was her pussy’s scent!

Getting into bed, he began to stroke his cock, letting his imagination take over…

“You keep looking at my chest, Danny,” Valerie said at the kitchen table. They had just finished eating, and she was sitting back in her seat, stretching. The hem of her red silk crop top shifted up her stomach, showing a glimpse of her tummy while her nipples strained against the fabric.

“Well, you’re really flashing your boobs, hon. That top of yours is pretty low cut.”

Val closed her eyes. “Mmmm… it feels so cool on my chest… I’ve been so, so warm alllll day.” She squirmed in her seat, her arms stretched over her head. “So… warm…” Her crop top rose with her stretch, exposing her midriff.

He got up and stood beside her. “Let me help.”

She watched him silently, a small smile playing on her lips, her arms still over her head.

He fingered the hem of her top, and their eyes locked; capturing each other in a gaze so strong it was as if they were connected by a ribbon of invisible steel.

He rubbed her exposed stomach. His palm stroked the layer of softness; he relished the sensation of her skin; soft a bunny rabbit’s. Her tummy fluttered under his touch. Dropping his head, he licked her navel with a dry tongue.

He was already thick when he stood up, and her ‘Ahhh’ in response to his tongue increased his stiffness…

Danny’s eyes squeezed shut, his mind filled with his fantasy as he stroked himself. His hand glided up and down his shaft while in his head it was Valerie’s hand caressing him.

Lifting his head, he straightened up. He filled his vision with Valerie’s eyes as his hands tugged her top higher and higher. Valerie watched him, chewing on her lower lip when he paused, the fabric of her top still covering her breasts.

He licked his lips, and her tongue darted out, touching her top lip. Oh man, he couldn’t wait to suck her tits!

Every instinct in him screamed ‘Go! Now!’ but with a self-control he never knew he had, he made himself go as slowly as he could. If he rushed it as much as his body wanted him to, he’d just prove that he was just a horny kid. Not a lust filled young man.

He released her top, standing above her with now empty fingers. As the fabric wafted back down to cover her, the flit of surprise that ran across her face was priceless. His cock was screaming in protest.

He had remembered some movie scene where a couple started going at it, and the woman said, ‘You’re not even going to kiss me first?’

So with that thought, he bent at the waist and cradled Valerie’s head in his hands, cupping it. He brought his mouth to hers and kissed her.

Another ‘Ahh’ greeted him as she opened her lips. His own tongue traced her lips, drawing a small circle. Valerie’s scent wafted up; a light, fruity nectar—he inhaled her. And pressed his mouth on hers, filling it with his tongue and growing desire.

Her tongue was a soft warm bed, rolling under his own, receptive to his probing. He plunged into her mouth, as her own tongue lay underneath, accepting his delving exlplorations. Valerie stirred: he felt her body shiver, and her tongue rolled under his own, side to side, tasting him as he fed on her.

Breaking the kiss, he clasped her top again. Watching her eyes, he pulled it up and over her head and off. He put it on the dining table and feasted his eyes on her chest.

She was wearing the thinnest of red lace bras, the cups just barely covering her nipples; the dark pink tone of her areoles hinted their presence at the edge of the lace cups.

“I want to taste you,” he said, his voice dry and dusky.

“Yessss…” Valerie closed her eyes. “Yesss…”

“Say ‘please’.”

Her eyes flew open. Wide eyed, she stared at him. She inhaled, watching him. Closing her eyes again, she said in the faintest of whispers, “Pleeeease.”

Dropping to his knees, he peeled her yoga pants and panties off. He hooked her knees and pulled her to the edge of her chair.

Her pussy was beautiful. Neatly trimmed, light brown hair salted with grey framed tender pink outer lips, already dewy with Valerie’s own desire.

Keeping his eyes shut, Danny opened his hand and shook out Valerie’s panties. He raised them to his face, breathing her intimate scent.

He bent forward and wetly swiped his tongue up and down over her folds, breathing in deeply the musky scent of her desire. His tongue slipped in between her lips, swiping at her wetness, savoring the taste of Valerie’s own ardor.

‘Thank you Porn Hub’ he thought to himself. He’d watched and jacked off to enough amateur vids that at least he knew how to do this. He’d gotten jerked off a few times growing up by girls, but that was as far as it ever went.

This would be the first time he went down on a woman.

He fluttered his tongue up at the top of her slit. Damn, he hoped he’d be able to find her—whoops, there it is!—a hard pebble a little bigger than a BB. He lapped at it, immediately feeling Valerie’s thighs quiver. He spread her pussy lips gently, exposing that special nub.

He held back from slathering at it; if it was anything like the knob of his cock, it was super sensitive. Instead, he wetly fluttered his tongue over it.

Valerie’s hands clutched at his scalp. “Oh yes! Oh, please baby! Yes! Keep doing that!”

He felt her hips begin to roll in a rhythm as he kept his tongue whirring over her clit. He kept her outer lips spread, his fingers splaying over her hips, pressing on her.

“Don’t stop, baby! Oh, yes!”

Valerie was banging his mouth with her hips, his nose mashing into the top of her mons. He didn’t give a shit. He was playing her; her body was a musical instrument he was a creating a melody with.

He felt a flow of wetness seep against his chin. He quickly ducked his head to lap up her cream and darted back to her clit.

“Oh Daaaannnneeeee! Oh! Oh!”

She was about to peak. ‘NOW’ screamed in his head, and he switched from flicking to lathering her clit, his tongue sliding up, down and around her steel hard button.

“Whuhhhhhh! Wuhhhhh!” Valerie cried out, her voice a guttural moan. Her legs clenched around him, trapping him as she grunted and babbled incoherently. Pulling at his hair with her fists, she bounced up and down, back and forth in her chair. He held onto her, fighting her passion with his hands, pinning her as she rocketed up and into the sky. Valerie barked a last snarl of lustful fulfillment. Her legs collapsed and her hands released his hair as she lay back panting, completely spent. 

He relaxed his tongue, just laying it over her pussy, which was now a wet, creamy cleft. No question she came. He released her pussy and encircled her waist, laying his head against her thigh and was still.

After a moment, she began to stroke the top and sides of his head. “Danny, Danny, Danny,” she said repeatedly. “Oh, Danny…”

“Mmmm” he replied. His woman was a sopping wet mess. By his touch. He had never felt so damn ‘manly’ in his life. He kept his trap shut; he didn’t want to ruin this moment by saying something stupid.

It was the most glorious thing he ever experienced.

Throughout the fantasy, Danny stroked his meat. He felt his orgasm building in his balls. When he felt his cock start to burst, he covered the head with the crotch of Valerie’s panty. At the same moment that Valerie came in his fantasy, Danny’s cock erupted, spurting out three spurts of his creamy jizz into the crotch. He was fucking her pussy almost, pushing his cock into her crotch.

He lay back, still stroking his meat, smearing the remnants of his lust over her underwear. Oh wowww… that was something. He’d put the panties back when he headed for supper.

Every day since that day, he thought of Valerie naked.


5: GALLANT
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SATURDAY MORNING DANNY CAME out to the kitchen bright and early to find Valerie already up and dressed, going over a shopping list. She had the weekly flyers for Whole Foods on the kitchen table and was going through it and adding items to her list.

“What’s up?” he asked.

“It’s Saturday,” she said, looking up. “And I’m going to go back to an old habit.”

“Yeah, what’s that?” He poured a cup of coffee and sat at the breakfast counter.

“Well, back in the day I’d go grocery shopping on Saturday morning. The specials were all in stock and they’d have full staff so even though it’s busy I’d get out pretty quick if I’m in there by 10:00.”

Danny shrugged. “Makes sense to me.”

“Yes… well… I haven’t done that ever since…” she flicked her hand. “You know…”

“Since your marriage broke up? You haven’t gone to the supermarket in four years?”

Valerie nodded. “Sounds stupid, right? I was too self conscious, I guess. But…”

“Time to show the flag, huh?” He nodded at her. “Don’t let the bastards get you down? Something like that?”

Valerie gave another slight shrug. “Maybe.”

“Okay, let me get dressed and I’ll come with.” Danny popped off his stool and grabbed his coffee mug.

“You don’t have to do that…”

Danny thought differently. This was some kind of thing for Valerie. And… well… she had his back, right? A great place to live and a car! He stopped at the end of the kitchen table. “Valerie, listen to me. You’re not going to be on your own with this.”

His heart was beating a mile a minute when he got to his bedroom. What should he wear? Should he just be totally caz, or spiffy himself up a little? He shouldn’t look like he was trying too hard, but he had to show he’d put some effort in this. “It’s not a date, man,” he murmured.

Or was it?

He was back out in the kitchen ten minutes later.

“You clean up well,” Valerie winked at him. “A button-down shirt and khakis?”

Danny wasn’t going to tell her he was wearing his nicest outfit. He also felt a little embarrassed. He was still wearing his sneakers… cuz he didn’t own a pair of shoes. The last pair he owned he grew out of two years earlier and never needed to wear any since. Even so, put up a brave front. He gave her a toothy grin. “Hey! I even brushed my hair!”

“Boy oh boy…”

“Yeah, that’s me—a slave to fashion. You ready?”

In the garage, Danny’s eyes widened when Valerie got behind the wheel of the Tesla. “How are we going to get the groceries in this?”

“I’ll have them deliver.”

“They deliver?”

Valerie nodded. “Yep. That’s how I’ve been able to avoid going to the store for the last few years. They have an online shopping website I used.”

Danny nodded and got in the passenger seat. Valerie had offered to let him take the Tesla for a spin, but he’d begged off. He was way too chickenshit to get behind the wheel of a car that expensive. He tried to kid himself that he didn’t look like some kid being driven around by his mom; he was in a chauffeured driven Tesla! It kinda worked…

He stole a quick look at Valerie. This run to the grocery store was a kind of ‘coming out’ event for her. And she dressed for it. Strappy sandals with a heel and black yoga pants that fit her like a second skin put everything in the right place at the right time. But it was her chiffon, off the shoulder crop top, that was perfect. Her tummy flashed and hid as she moved, the fabric draping over her chest with a teasing promise of what was underneath. The sleeves had cutouts, exposing her bare shoulders.

He had fantasized about her in a crop top, but this was the first time she wore one.

Valerie caught him checking her out. She looked at him askance. “Is something wrong?” she asked.

Danny shook his head. “Nope. Not a thing. You clean up pretty good too.”

“Why thank you.” She rubbed his shoulder before backing out of the garage. “That really means a lot to me.”

With her arm extended to rub his shoulder, he’d caught a glimpse of her bra, and Danny’s dick woke the hell up.

Danny mentally took a deep breath when Valerie put both hands on the wheel. Now or never. He reached out and rubbed Valerie’s naked shoulder. “One good turn deserves another then,” he said. “You complimented me, so I’m returning the favor.”

Oh god, her skin—no, her flesh—was fantastic to the touch. He cupped her shoulder for a moment, watching Valerie’s face. She didn’t flinch, so that was good, right? He cupped her shoulder in his hand, pretending it was her boob for a second or two, and took his hand away.

Thank god those chinos were pleated, because his dick went from waking up to full on ready for business.

“Thank you,” Valerie said. “That’s the first time someone has touched me in a long time.” She kept her eyes on the road.

“Always ready to help,” he replied, returning his hand to her shoulder, and rubbing down the side of her arm to where the neckline of her top was. Four inches of supple skin ran under his hand, driving his cock insane. “Nice freckles,” he quipped.

Valerie snorted. “In ten years they’ll be called age spots.”

‘OK, Dan-O; don’t overdo this!’ he thought to himself and drew his hand away. His cock screamed in protest, and his hips squirmed all on their own in chorus.

The silence of the Tesla on the road echoed the silence in the car. ‘Say something you moron!’

“Why are you lying to me?” he asked.

Valerie shot him a look. “What do you mean?”

“Ummm… you said you haven’t had anyone put their hands on you…”

He watched as her neck reddened and travelled up to her cheeks. Oh shit, he’d embarrassed her. Fuck!

Valerie’s mouth tightened a little. “That just slipped out, I guess.”

“You don’t date? I thought your breakup was a few years ago. I mean…” Shit. What did he mean? Fuuuuck!

Valerie snorted and shook her head slowly. “Well, I kinda tried about a year after the divorce was finalized. I went on a couple of those dating web sites, and met a few guys for coffee…”

The silence hung until Danny said, “Aaand?”

Valerie shrugged. “I wasn’t ready. I wasn’t really trying to get to know them, I was looking for a reason to drop them. I mean, if a guy was too nice, I figured he was planning on making a move. If a guy was too… ‘braggy’ or something, you know, trying to impress me… I thought he was a jerk. My therapist—”

“You’ve been to a shrink? For real?”

Valerie burst out laughing. “Listen Dan, every woman my age in this area has been to a shrink! Especially after a marriage break up!”

Danny couldn’t help but laugh. “Sounds like a rite of passage.” He looked around at the homes as they headed to the shopping center. “The anthropology of well to do suburban women.”

“Yes! That’s right! It was some kind of rite of passage!” Her mouth turned down. “But nobody warned me about it.”

“I thought you girls got some kind of manual in grade school. A thing about ‘The Sisterhood’ or something.”

“What does that mean?”

“Well… the way girls communicate. You do more communication with a tilt of an eyebrow or just a look than guys do. We need a situation spelled out, but you women seem to just be able to sense it from the air or something.”

Valerie laughed out loud. “As if!” The sound of her genuine laughter was a thing to behold. Totally un-self-conscious and natural, it had a tinge of a bray behind the tinkles of ha-has. It was music to Danny’s ears. He was going to have to find a joke website and come up with material.

To please her.

Valerie shook her head. “No, we don’t have any manuals. I wish to god we did.”

“So that explains the therapy, huh? You go to a Yoda to get answers about life.”

“Oh, you know my therapist, huh? She was about as old as Yoda, that’s for sure.”

The conversation had taken a more pedestrian turn, thank god. Danny’s dick had gone back to slumber by the time they pulled into the Whole Foods parking lot.

Danny snorted. “Why am I not surprised? No Food Basics, huh? Whole Foods? Pay triple the price for the same stuff, huh?”

Valerie shook her head as they got out of the car. “Don’t play the class war card, Danny. Life’s a lot more complicated than that.” She pointed at him with her chin. “Five years from now you’ll be shopping at places like this without a second thought.” She held her hands out to the sides. “Plus, just like Amazon, they deliver!”

“Well, it’s your money, I guess.” He grabbed a shopping cart from the corral, and as they went inside, hooked one of those hand baskets. He’d have to watch the prices in here, that’s for sure.

“What are you doing?” Valerie asked.

“This is for my stuff.”

She folded her arms and looked stern. “Put that back, young man. I got this.”

“Hey, I can pull my own weight. If I was in dorm I’d be buying my own food, right?”

Valerie pointed at herself with her thumb. “Millionaire.” She pointed at Danny. “Starving student. Get it?”

Danny rolled his tongue underneath his front teeth. Watching her thumb go between her breasts, straining the red fabric was an instant of delight. “I’ll eat you out of house and home, Valerie.”

She did that laugh again, and his knees almost went weak. “A skinny kid like you? I’d like to see you try!”

He bowed from the waist. “Challenge accepted. Let the shopping begin!” He tossed his basket back onto the pile.

She rolled the cart at him. “You do the heavy lifting, big boy.”

The store wasn’t terribly busy, and they were at the checkout line in no time. Shopping with Valerie was a different kind of thing. She avoided every single prepared food the store had on offer. “No, we’ll make our own burgers, Danny. Uh-uh… those chicken nuggets aren’t as good as a boneless chicken breast, fella.” Well, at least she didn’t put up a fight over snack foods, and not the store brand either—Lay’s chips and Oreos. Life was good.

She loaded up on a bunch of bottles of wine. Reds, pink stuff— Rosé, she called it—and white.

“You want some beer?” she asked.

“Sure. But I’m only eighteen.”

“Yeah, but you’d drink under ‘adult supervision’ at home.” She watched him. “Sooo…”

He wrinkled his nose. This was probably totally uncool, but he didn’t want to take the chance with booze. He’d make a jerk out of himself for sure if he had too many. “No, it’s okay. Maybe another time.”

“More for me then!” she said brightly.

They went through the checkout line. At the cash was a girl about Danny’s age. She was a cute blonde and gave him a once over. He didn’t mind the attention from a hot girl. Valerie was standing at the Interact terminal while Danny loaded the conveyor belt from behind the shopping cart. Every time he glanced up, he saw the checkout girl—her nametag read ‘Penny’—throw a glance at him.

Valerie was watching her with a steady gaze as their order was processed.

Danny picked up on some kind of tension emanating from Valerie’s expression. Shit… she was a little peeved.

Waitaminnit.

Valerie was jealous? Well, now… let’s find out. He hauled the ten pound bag of potatoes onto the belt, dropping it with a slight thud. Penny glanced up, and he gave her a quick smile. “Sorry, it slipped.”

“That’s okay, I’ve seen a lot worse, believe me!” she gave a full smile, meeting his gaze.

From the corner of his eye Danny saw Valerie’s eyes narrow just for a split second.

Bingo. He flashed a quick grin at Penny and finished unloading the cart.

“We’d like this delivered,” Valerie said, handing her loyalty card over.

“Yup,” Danny added, watching Penny. “One less chore for me. I don’t have to load and unload the car.”

Penny finished up ringing thru and setting up the delivery. She picked up the intercom and called for an attendant to get their order, and turned to Valerie with the receipts. “Well, I think it’s great you’re out here helping your mom.”

At the same time that Valerie flinched, Danny jumped in with both feet.

“My mom?” He snorted. “We get that a lot. Val’s my girlfriend, Penny.”

Both of them made ‘O’s with their mouths looking at him.

Penny let out a sigh. “I’m so sorry. Sometimes I open my mouth just to change feet in it.”  Looking at Valerie. “I just assumed—”

Valerie was still dumbstruck.

“Don’t sweat it, happens to us a lot, right babe?” he winked at Valerie.

Valerie’s mouth fell open wider and her head tilted to the side. With a snap her mouth closed and, she spun on her heel headed for the exit.

Uh oh… this had backfired. Danny faked a smile and gave a quick shrug. “She gets like that sometimes, you know?” he said to Penny before following Valerie out the door.

He got in the car like nothing happened. “Where to next?” he asked.

Valerie was silent as she looked at him. Finally, she spoke, “What the hell was that all about?”

“You mean the girlfriend crack?” When she nodded, he added, “What—you’d rather some chick who was checking me out think you’re my mother? I told you about my mother a little, Valerie. She—”

“You knew she was checking you out?”

“Yeah.” He pointed at her. “And… I knew that you saw it too. I also saw that it kind of bugged you. So…” he shrugged. “I did what I thought was right, okay?”

She stared at him, her eyebrows knitted, while her lips were a thin line. Danny didn’t say a word, just held her gaze. First person to look away loses.

Her tongue rolled against the inside of her cheek, and she shook her head slowly before starting the car with a sigh.

Danny kept his cool and his silence as they pulled out.

Valerie drove towards downtown Black Rapids and parked the car. “Okay”, she said as she shut it down. “Let’s get some lunch. My treat.”

“Sounds good, I’m starved. I’d kill for a burger.”

Valerie gave a quick shake of her head. “They don’t serve burgers where we’re going, sorry.”

“What? We eating Chinese?” They got out of the car.

“No. An old friend runs a restaurant, and I haven’t seen her in quite some time.” She rolled her eyes. “God, I hope she’s working today, otherwise they might not let us in the way we’re dressed!”

Danny looked himself up and down. “I look fine.” He nodded at Valerie. “And you look killer.”

“Thanks. It’s just that this is an upscale place.” She turned and headed down the street.

Danny shrugged and took her lead. He made a point of walking closest to the street. He read some place online that guys should walk on the street side on a sidewalk with a woman. It was supposed to be manners or something like that. He noticed that Valerie must have picked up on it or something, because she shot him another of those chick looks. She didn’t say anything, but one of her eyebrows went up for a split second.

“So, what do they serve? Mexican?”

Valerie shook her head. “Jane used to have a pretty eclectic menu. When my marriage hit the skids, I stopped coming. I don’t know what she’s got on the menu now. But…” she pointed at him. “You can bet that it’ll be fantastic.” She blew out a huff. “I hope they’re not crowded. I wouldn’t dream of trying to come here for dinner without a reservation.”

“It’s just lunch, Valerie. I mean, if this is a thing, why don’t we just grab some pizza or something?”

She gave him another of those funny looks and didn’t reply.

They came to the restaurant. An overhanging street sign read ‘Oaken Embers’ and right underneath it was a row of diamonds and a smaller sign that read ‘AAA Five Diamond Award’. The frontage was re-purposed brick, with two bay windows looking out onto the sidewalk.

“Here we are,” Valerie said.

Danny grabbed the door and they entered a bar. At the back was a pretty gigantic room, with a ton of tables. The lighting was low; not too dark, though. The place was half empty.

A hostess approached. She was dressed in black with a white shirt under a black vest. Her smile was a little strained as she took them in. “Hello, can I—” she stopped. “Valerie?”

“Hi Karen. Is Jane working the kitchen today?”

“Oh my God! Valerie!” The women hugged, that big time actual friends kind of hug too. Karen stepped back and held her by the shoulders. “We haven’t seen you in years!”

Valerie nodded. “Yeah, I know.” She looked around the restaurant wistfully. “I had too many memories here to come back, you know?”

“Well, you should have. If a conflict in reservations between you and your ex happened, I’d have given you a heads-up.” She patted Valerie. “You have as much right to come here as Gerard ever did.” She shot a look at Danny, then back to Valerie. “For what it’s worth, his new wife—”

“They’ve been together five years, Karen.”

“—is a bitch,” Karen said with a sharp nod. “She gave one of the servers a hard time… she was eight months pregnant, so she got a pass for hormones…” Karen sniffed. “They don’t come here anymore.”

“Well, that’s an uncomfortable situation we’ll be avoiding now then, isn’t it?” Valerie replied. She reached out to Danny and pulled him into their conversation. “This is Danny. He’s living with me.”

Karen’s eyes sparked at the news. “That’s great!” She looked Danny up and down. “You got a hella woman here, Danny.”

“I know. Believe me, I know.”

Karen swept her hand toward the dining room. “Pick a table, Valerie. Whatever open one you want.”

Valerie pointed to a table for two off to the side. It had a great view of the rest of the room.

After seating them, Karen said, “I’ll let Jane know you guys are here, okay? It’s not terribly busy, so maybe she can come out and say hello.” She left them and headed to the kitchen area at the back of the restaurant.

“Who’s Jane?” Danny asked.

Valerie shook her napkin out and put it on her lap before answering. “She’s the head chef here.”

Karen returned with menus. “Jane will be out in just a minute,” she said. “Would you guys like a drink?”

Valerie watched Danny for a moment. “I’ll have a glass of house white. Danny?”

Oh, what the hell. “Southern Comfort on the rocks?” he said.

“Got it,” Karen said. “Peter will be your waiter, okay? He’s going to love seeing you again!” She headed off to the bar. On the way she stopped and spoke to a man also in black pants and a white cotton shirt.

“She didn’t card me,” Danny said.

“Well, she knows you’re in good company, and you do look old enough,” Valerie replied.

Peter, the guy who Karen had spoken to, came to the table and greeted Valerie like an old friend. “Oh man, you made my day, Valerie!” He bent at the waist and bussed her on both cheeks.

Danny was okay with it—the guy kept his hands to himself, after all. Plus, what the hell could he do or say if he wasn’t okay with it? The two of them chatted for a moment until Karen returned with their drinks. She and Peter left the two of them alone.

Valerie held up her glass in salute. “A toast.”

Danny lifted his glass. “To what?”

She looked aside and her lips lifted in a small smile. “To ‘come what may’, I suppose.”

That was an odd thing to say. Whatev. They clinked glasses and Danny took a sip and winced. It was a little hot on his tongue, but when he swallowed, his stomach warmed nicely.

Valerie’s eyes held a watchful expression. “Is ‘Comfort’ your drink of choice?”

Danny shrugged. “To tell the truth, it’s the only booze I know the name of. I had it once before, and it wasn’t too bad.”

“Oh, my god! High school underage drinking!” she replied with mock horror. 

“Yeah, and in ‘the projects’ at that!” He replied. “I’m heading down the road to perdition!”

“Valerie!”

Danny looked up to see a red-headed woman about Valerie’s age trotting over. She was wearing a white chef’s jacket and those grey and black patterned pants he’d seen kitchen cooks wear. Her hair was in a ponytail and covered with a hair-net. She was just on the chubby side; but what the hell did he expect from someone who cooked for a living?

Karen and Peter’s greetings to Valerie were cold and aloof compared to the bouncing joy she received from Jane. They hugged for a good moment, rocking back and forth. Danny’s mind’s eye pictured them both naked doing that…

Finally, Jane broke the hug and stuck a hand out to Danny. “I’m Jane. I’ve known Valerie for years.”

He shook her hand. It was strong and firm. “I’m Dan—uh, Dan West.” All at once the name ‘Danny’ seemed a little too young. “Pleased to meet you.”

“I’ve known Jane for years,” Valerie smiled as she took her seat again. “Ever since she started working here. In fact… those five diamonds under the sign outside?” She pointed at Jane. “That’s pretty much her doing.” She turned to Jane. “How is Carl?” Before Jane could answer, she added, “Oh! I’m sorry. I ask about your boss before I ask after your husband! How’s Dean?”

“They’re both doing great. In fact, Carl’s not my boss anymore.”

“No? He sold the place?”

Jane shook her head. “He’s my partner now! I own forty-nine percent of Oaken Embers now, and in about two years, it’ll be all mine!”

“And Dean?”

“Still nuts about me, what else?” she replied flippantly. It was her turn to blanch. “Oh man, Valerie… I’m sorry…”

“About what? That you have a happy marriage and I’m divorced? Don’t worry about it. That was Gerard’s decision to walk out.”

“Gerard’s loss,” Danny piped in.

Jane glanced over to him. “Good for you. How long have you and Valerie known each other?”

Danny hesitated.

“I tell you Jane, it feels like forever. We get along so damn well,” Valerie said. “Isn’t that right, hon?”

Danny could only smile and nod.

Valerie looked up to Jane. “What do you recommend?”

“How about the chateaubriand for two? The way you like it?”

“Sounds great! I’m famished!” Valerie said.

“I’ll put together the mother of all lunches for you then!” She patted Valerie’s shoulder. “Look, I got to get back to the kitchen. Please…” she patted Valerie’s shoulder again. “Don’t be a stranger, okay?” When Valerie nodded, she added, “Let me give you a ring and we can get together next week?”

“Sure. That could be fun. Whatever time works for you.”

They exchanged phone numbers and Jane gave her another quick cheek kiss and headed back to the kitchen.

“What’s ‘Chateaubriand’?” Danny asked quietly.

“Sliced steak. London broil to be more accurate. I think you’ll enjoy it as much as a burger.” Her eyes were dancing. She took another long pull of her wine, and Danny matched her with his Southern Comfort.

“You sound pretty confident,” he said with a smirk. ‘Steaaaak! For lunnnnch!’ echoed in his mind. He couldn’t remember the last time he had steak!

“You’re sitting in one of the top 100 restaurants in the country, Dan-O. Last time I looked there weren’t even seventy restaurants with the Five Diamond award.”

He knew jack-shit about restaurants. “That’s a big deal?”

She nodded. “One of the biggest, if this is your business.” She gestured at Peter who was hovering, but not intrusive. He was at the table in a flash. “Peter, when’s the next table open for dinner?”

He blew out a breath. “Whoa… I’m not sure… I know next week’s completely booked, and pretty much the following week. We have fingers crossed that we’ll get a third seating most nights, but… you want me to check?”

“No, it’s not important. I just wanted Dan to know how popular you guys are; thanks.”

He eyed their drinks, which were still half full. “I’ll be back with your appetizers, okay?” he said, and took off.

“So…” Valerie said, “All week long, this place will be packed. That Five Diamond award gets them in the first time, but then they come back again and again.”

“Maybe they should open another? They could really clean up, couldn’t they? Like McDonalds?”

Valerie shook her head. “No…I don’t think so. This place is so good because of Jane in the back and her partner Carl. They can’t be in two places at once. They’re doing really well in a tough business; they don’t want to spoil it.”

“But…”

“Bigger’s not always better, I think.”

“Hmmm…”

“You don’t agree?”

“Well, based upon my extensive experience in Five Diamond establishments, I really don’t have a clue what the hell I’m talking about!”

Valerie laughed lightly. He loved making her laugh.

***

The chateaubriand was as good as Valerie promised. Danny didn’t know much about steaks other than what he saw on TV, but he found his new favorite dish. The appetizers were fantastic too—some kind of mushroom and shrimp thing in a puff pastry—he couldn’t remember the name. During the meal they talked about just about anything.

Except their respective sex lives. And Valerie’s sex life was pretty much all Danny wanted to know about.

When the check came, Peter laid a narrow leather folder with it on the table and left. Valerie slid her credit card into the top of it, letting the edge stick out, and Peter returned to settle the bill. Lunch finished, they both rose. Valerie greeted a few more of the staff by name, and every one of them seemed genuinely happy to see her as they made their way to the door.

They only had the one drink before eating, so Valerie got behind the wheel.

“Just want to make one more stop,” she said. A few minutes later they pulled into a shopping plaza. “Wait here, okay?” She got out of the car and went into a liquor store. She was back out in no time, carrying a bottle in a brown paper bag. She handed it to Danny. “This is for you.”

He peeked in the bag. A bottle of Southern Comfort. Keeping his eyes in the bag, he said, “You planning on getting me drunk?”

The car was back on the avenue, heading back to their place. “Not really. It’s the only alcohol I know you like. Maybe a drink after class would be a nice way to unwind?” She looked at him from the corner of her eye before glancing back to the road.

“Well… thanks. I appreciate it.”

“Don’t mention it. I appreciate you squire-ing me about town today.” She tilted her head and looked at him quickly. “You’re pretty gallant, you know.”

“Oh. Thanks?”

“You’re welcome?” her face had a blank look.

“I…” Danny sighed. “I don’t know what that word means.” Now he felt like a kid all over again.

“It’s just another way of saying ‘gentleman’, kinda.”

“Oh. Well, ‘gentleman’ I know… what’s the difference?”

She drummed her fingers on the steering wheel before answering. “Well… gallant usually refers to how a guy handles himself on a date.”

Date? Danny’s eyes widened.

“Oh shit, I’m sorry!” Valerie said. “That sounds so damn stupid out loud!” She chopped the wheel and pulled into the laneway to her home.

Danny noticed that her cheeks were flushed. He stayed silent as she pulled into the garage.

The silence was uncomfortable as hell.


6: RATHER GET ARRESTED
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VALERIE LED THE WAY back into the house. Neither of them said a word, and the longer it went on, the more embarrassed she felt. Danny was right behind her as they entered the kitchen from the garage. Now he must think she was coming on to him! He’s only eighteen! He was young enough to be her son! Or nephew or something? What the hell was the matter with her?

She knew. She knew it all week long. Ever since she did her laundry on Wednesday…

***

She had been in the laundry room sorting out her wash. She found two of her panties balled up. She never balled up her panties! When she peeled them off and tossed them into the hamper, they were rolled up like a bandanna. She’d shake them out when she put them into the washer.

But these two… were balled up.

When she shook them out, it wasn’t easy; it was like they had been used to mop up spilled milk or something; the fabric clung to itself. Finally, she fluffed them out. What had happened? She examined them.

What the hell…

The crotch of her panty was crusty; as if someone had dabbed them with Elmer’s glue or something.

Oh, shit… she sniffed.

Oh wow. She knew that smell for sure.

Her panties were covered in dried cum!

She looked around her, then snickered. “Jeezuz Val, you’re home alone, okay?” She murmured before a fit of giggles gripped her. She gazed down at the panties, wondering.

Putting the panties to her lips, she tasted Danny’s dried semen.

This was so damn dirty. She was such a pig. Licking a women’s panties and getting warmer by the second.

‘Yup’, she thought. She kept sniffing and tasting young man’s dried juices, and her hand went inside her waistband. She began to play with her pussy, grinding her fingers into that special perfect—yes! Right there!

Her knees loosened and she leaned into the washer as the first orgasm hit. Oh maaan, it’s been a long, long time!

“Danny…” she hissed. She tugged at her underwear with her teeth, as she orgasmed again. On trembling knees she headed into the bedroom, got out of her yoga pants and underwear and began going through her dresser.

She found her vibrator—that really really good one with that extra part on it that tickled her clitty as she filled herself with the shaft. “God bless you, ya little rabbit!” she said aloud.

She hopped onto the bed with the second pair of panties and had a great time.

She came twice more. The last orgasm was huuuge!

When Danny got back from class, she was in the kitchen standing at the oven cooking whatever-the-hell. He headed to his bedroom to hit the books. “I’ll give you a holler when supper’s ready, hon!” she called after him.

Hon, indeed.

When she went to bed, she checked her hamper. Yup. A balled up pair of panties… She smiled noticing that the red, lacy daring bikini she had left (the one coated with her juices from her awesome masturbation session that afternoon in her bedroom)… was gone.

***

Now… on Saturday afternoon, after the little game she had been playing… things started to get real.

And she didn’t have the slightest idea what to do.

‘Well… what do I want?’ She thought to herself.

To get laid, of course. To have her brains fucked out of her skull!

‘I must be ovulating or something! That’s so damn randy!’

But true.

She wanted hot, sweaty, cat fight sex. She wanted to scratch her partner’s back until he bled as he tried to punch a hole in the mattress under her. She wanted the agony and ecstasy that explodes from losing all control in that tortured pursuit of utter release.

With Daniel West.

‘Shit, he could be a virgin. Which means he wouldn’t have any idea how to go about it. He’d either come on too strong, or else be a sniveling puppy.’

Damn it; she was probably right. The chances of her getting what she wanted were between slim and none.

Or worse. He could be gay or something. Or maybe he’d report her to Student Housing for sexual harassment?

No way!

Really? What would she think if she heard of some guy landlord coming onto a female college frosh her first week of class?

Or worst of all… she could barely formulate the thought because it was so painful:

What if he rejected her? What if he was totally straight and just not attracted to her?

She could hear him now, saying those same words she used on men to let them down easy:

‘Golly Valerie, I’m really flattered. But… and the brush off phrases would spew out.

She’d rather get arrested.

Shit. The embarrassment followed by indignation at that thought was a bucket of ice cold water over her blooming arousal. Dammit! She threw her hands up and paced in the kitchen.

With a sigh that was almost a grunt, she grabbed the vacuum from the closet and began to clean the carpets.

***

Well, if misery loves company, that house was packed to the rafters that Saturday.

Danny was in his room, and sex was the last thing, and the first thing on his mind.

He had experienced chubby to full blown hard on and back again all afternoon. Valerie’s top was tantalizing; a shiny red fabric that was off the shoulder, and stopped just below her belly-button.

He was completely wound up. Maybe he should, as the comedian Bill Burr put it, ‘Rub one out’. Take a little off the top and he’d feel better, for sure.

When he heard the vacuum start at the other end of the house, he went to his desk and dropped his pants. Booting up the computer, he went to PornHub and started scrolling the ‘Mature’ category. Bingo. He found a video with a woman about Valerie’s age, a little skinnier, but close enough; her hair was the same ash color, dark brown with streaks of gray. He started playing the video and began stroking his manhood.

It would sure be great if Valerie was as upfront as the performer on screen. In the video, some young guy was delivering a pizza, and she jumped him right on the threshold.

But Valerie would never do that. She was…well, ladylike or something. That high-falutin’ word ‘gallant’ and stuff. Sure, she knew how to show off her goods, that top was a enticing piece of work, but she’d never fuck a guy in her front foyer like on this stupid video.

Or would she? What if he just went right out to her and jumped her bones like in this video? Maybe she was as turned on as he was? Maybe if he just went up to her, grabbed her by the back of the neck and stuck his tongue in her mouth, they’d be fucking like a pair of rabbits?

What the fuck? He looked down at his flaccid penis.

“C’mon, buddy!” he hissed. “What the fuck’s going on?” His eyes bulged out of his head. He couldn’t get it up?

“What the fuckety FUCK?” He stared at Mister Happy, who was blissfully asleep. He tried stroking it softly, then firmly, but that son of a bitch wasn’t coming to the party! Holy shit! He’s… oh no!

Impotent!

“No, no, no no noooo!” He was too young to be impotent! He stared at his cock in disbelief, clamping down with all his might, the horror rising from his stomach.

Shit!

He flipped off the video and pulled his pants back up. This was not good.

What the hell would you expect? It was his first week of classes, living with an attractive older woman—bullshit; he wasn’t ‘living’ with Valerie, he was just renting a room.

A room in a beautiful home… and a car! Shit! He’d got the sweetest deal anyone could ask for! Sure, go right the hell out there and… pretty much sexually assault your landlady.

He snorted. Losing his sweet ride of a room would be the least of his problems. After she had him arrested, he’d probably be expelled. No, he’d definitely be expelled. Buh-bye college. Buh-bye any future outside of the projects.

But maybe…

‘Fuck that noise!’ screamed in his head. Almost as bad would be if he came on to her and she smiled. And said something like he saw in TV shows and movies all the time…

“I’m so flattered, Danny, I really am. You’re very sweet, but this isn’t something that’s going to happen. I think you’re a nice boy, but…”

Shit, he’d rather get arrested. 


7: PINK TUTU
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DANNY FELT A LITTLE MORE COMFORTABLE at class the following Monday.

All was well with Mister Happy. When he went out at dinnertime on Saturday, the sight of Valerie, now changed into a matching fleece zip up hoodie and pants, made his cock immediately stir. Even though she was wearing the baggiest of clothes, in a drab grey, he knew enough about what was undulating underneath as she went from the kitchen to the dining room bringing out the pot of stew, By the time she sat down, he had a nicely chubbed, fuck stick.

Thank God.

***

Now in class, the instructor droned on about the problem set he had given out on Friday. Being a natural math-head, Danny had completed the assignment before he left campus that day. While his classmates were at the Engineering Society pub getting blasted at 1:00 pm, a Friday Engineering ritual, he spent a couple hours in the library finishing it off.

He glanced around the class. A batch of keeners were scribbling away on notebooks, a few more were using laptops, but Danny couldn’t be bothered. This class was a required for his major, and he knew as soon as he looked over the textbook he had an ‘A’ in the bag on this one.

Now Physics? Ohhh boy… that was a problem like no other.

Since it was an intro course, the lecture hall was completely filled with almost three hundred other students. Danny was tucked off to one side as he scanned the room.

There was a cute girl on the opposite end of the room who was eyeing him when he lifted his head. Oh! That was a surprise. And even more so, when they made eye contact, she flashed him a quick smile. Blonde hair up in a ponytail and a heart-shaped face without a single zit — she was hot.

Hmmm…

Immediately his hands started sweating. Stay cool, ‘Dan-O’. She just gave you a smile, not an invitation to jump her bones.

When the class finally ended, he headed out, keeping an eye on blondie as they filed out into the building’s lobby. She was standing at one of the vending machines, staring at the selection. When he passed by, she quipped, “Is 9:30 am too early for Cheetos?”

He stopped and made a face like he was thinking. “Only in Utah,” he replied.

Blondie’s eyes widened. “What? They got a law or something?”

He shook his head slowly. “All those Mormons… they got rules for everything…”

“You messing with me?”

He nodded silently.

“Damn glad I’m agnostic,” she said as she fed some coins and pressed the button. He stood there watching her perfect, perfect ass as she bent to retrieve the bag. Peeling the top open, she held it out to him.

Oh.

He took just one, and they both crunched in unison.

“Do you come here often?” he asked. As soon as the lamest of phrases was out of his mouth, he felt like an idiot.

She stared at him for a moment before nodding. “I guess…”

“Uhhh… I’m Dan.”

“I’m Jen.”

“Nice to meetcha’.” He didn’t offer his hand. That would be as uncool as ‘come here often’.

“Same here,” Jen replied, sticking out her hand.

Danny took it, gave it a shake—not clammy, unlike his own—and let go. “So…” he said, “how did you find the problem set Professor Windham gave us?”

Jen shrugged. “I only got halfway through it.” She made a face. “I spent pretty much the entire weekend battling it. I graduated from high school number one in math, but this is a whole different ballgame.” She eyed him. “How about you?”

He shrugged. “I got a knack for it, I guess. I was able to finish it.” He left out the fact that he knocked it out in about two hours. And that in today’s class, listening to Professor Windham, he knew he nailed that sucker.

He had ten minutes to get to Physics, and it was a few buildings away. And he felt weird as hell chatting up this pretty girl with Valerie back at home. Which kind of pissed him off. There was nothing going on between him and Valerie! What the hell was that all about?

“Well… I gotta get to my next class,” he said.

“What’s your next class?” Jen asked.

“Physics 113.”

“Same here. Want to head over together?”

Shit shitty shit. Shit shitty shit, shit-shit-sheeroo. He drew a breath. “Okay…”

Jen held up her hand. “I wasn’t asking you to hook up with me, Danny. I just offered company.” She turned and headed off. “Skip it. I’ll see you there, okay?” Head held high, she strode off.

Danny watched her perfect ass leave. He knew that in another place and time, if he had played his cards right, he’d probably be making out with her later that day, if not banging her that night. He sighed. Yeah, as if. He was a fucking virgin, and now he thinks he’s some kind of player because some babe talked to him about Cheetos? This sucks. Bigly.

He considered blowing off the lecture, but that would have been a stupid idea. In just the first week of the course he was already floundering—he had a hella time with Physics in high school, his only ‘B’. And he had to be really good at it if he was going forward with Civil Engineering.

By the time he got to the Physics lecture hall, it was just about full. He had intended to sit as far away from Jen as possible, but the only open seat in the lecture hall was beside her.

Jen stared straight ahead as he took his seat. He’d do better to keep his mouth shut for the next fifty minutes, anyway. He opened his notebook, turned to the slides the prof had put up online that he printed off and got ready to take notes. At the top of the printout were two questions he wanted to ask—if he could ever get a chance in a room with two hundred students.

The prof entered and jumped right in. In the previous week he did vectors, which Danny got, no problem. He started to lose his way when the prof covered motion in three dimensions, and now he was rolling through Newton’s Laws. Oh, shit—the lecture was flying by and it was all Greek to him already! Damn. He sighed again.

He heard some kind of snort-sigh come from Jen. What the hell was that about?

By the time class was over, Danny was drowning. He had given up trying to take any more notes halfway through. Maybe a tutor or something? God dammit! He needed a killer grade to keep up his scholarship! Fuuuuuck!

Jen slapped her own notebook shut. “Well, that was a waste of time.”

Danny just dropped his head.

She noticed and said, “You bored out of your mind with all this high school remedial stuff too?”

He shook his head slowly. “He lost me in the first five minutes.”

“Really?” she sat back down as the rest of the lecture hall emptied out. “You’re kidding, right?”

“Nope. Physics is my weakest subject.”

“What’s your major?”

“Applied Sciences.”

Jen’s blinked at him. “Really. You’re in the Eng school and are having trouble with this course?”

He nodded. “And it’s worse than that. If I flunk it, I’ll lose my scholarship.”

Jen’s mouth dropped open. “Scholarship.”

He nodded. “Yeah, full boat too—tuition, books, and room and board. Along with a hundred bucks every two weeks.”

“Holy shit.” She looked around quickly. “If my parents ever heard that Emerson gave out scholarships like that, they’d kill me!”

“Yeah. No way I’d be here otherwise. I’m not borrowing seventy thousand dollars per year for higher ed.”

She nodded. “Now you sound just like my Dad. He hated paying that much, but he doesn’t want me starting out hundreds of thousand in debt.”

“You’re in Engineering too?”

Jen shook her head. “Nope. I’m a Meds Keener. I want to be a doctor. You need a physics course to apply to Med school.” Her eyes narrowed, “But you’re pretty much all Sci, all the time, right?”

He nodded. “Yeah. I gotta fill in a humanities, though.” He shook his head. “I was looking at a history or English course.”

“Don’t. Those papers are murder from what I was told by the second-year students in my dorm. Take Psych 101. No papers, just exams.”

“Thanks.” He chewed his lower lip. “Sorry for coming off stupid earlier.”

“Apology accepted.”

He flashed a smile. “Still not hooking up with you.”

Jen sighed. “Damn. Well, your loss. What is it then—you’re taken, or are you gay?”

“What?” Now it was Danny’s turn to stare open-mouthed. “You figure its gotta be either of those? Maybe it’s that you’re not my type?”

Jen stood and preened. “Hardly. Not with this body. Cheerleader in high school, gymnastics since I was six, and I do yoga three times a week.” She shook her head. “No—you’re either married or gay.”

“I’m NOT married!”

“Then I’ll buy you a pink tutu for your birthday?”

“I’m not GAY!”

They stared at each other. Jen had a small smirk, and Danny’s cheeks were flaming. “Still your loss, Daniel.”

He heaved a sigh. “It’s complicated. I’m not even sure, but I think I’m carrying a torch for someone else.”

“Oh? A fellow engineer?”

“No.”

“Ohmygod! A prof?”

“No. But… she’s old enough to be one.” He ran his hand through his hair. “This sounds way stupid, just to say it out loud.”

“What? Shit, Danny; the suspense is killing me!”

It’s my landlady.” There. He said it out loud. “I’m into my landlady.”


8: PANTIES
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BY THE FOLLOWING FRIDAY, both Danny and Valerie were climbing the walls.

Danny snuck into Valerie’s hamper three times, swiping panties.

Later that same day, Valerie would go through her hamper and take the ones he put back.

As pleasurable as their respective masturbation sessions were, it wasn’t enough. Danny tried baby oil, then some warming lube he picked up at an ‘Adult Boutique’ near campus. Valerie tried two other vibrators. Sure, they orgasmed… but for each of them, it felt… wanting. Like eating a delicious steak that was overcooked. It was still okay, but no joygasm.

At 4:00 pm, Valerie was in the living room watching some nonsense on TV. She was just killing time. She’d start supper when Danny came home.

But was he even going to? After all, he was an 18-year-old guy at college. Fer shure there would be some kind of beer/booze/dope blast on campus he’d be invited to. If her own college experience meant anything, Engineers were notorious party animals. The dweebs and nerds from high school morphed into total booze beasts when they hit campus. She saw it every year—skinny kids with glasses, who spent their adolescence playing online video games transform into booze sloshing, dope smoking Neanderthals when they meet like-minded souls.

She was going to prepare something special for Friday night, but decided that a frozen pizza would probably be her thing.

So when the front door swung open at 4:30, Val jumped up in surprise.

“Oh! You’re home! I didn’t expect you!”

Danny dropped his backpack next to the coat rack. “Where else would I be?” Shit, she jumped up like an excited cheerleader or something in her surprise at seeing him. Play it cool. She gave a slight shrug. “Well, I figured that you’d be hanging with your friends from school or something, I guess. Engineers are notorious party animals you know.”

Danny nodded. “Yeah, I’ve picked up on that in the last two weeks.” He shook his head. “They actually start drinking at 1:00 on Fridays! They call it ‘Ritual’.”

Valerie nodded. “Yeah; it was pretty much the same when I went to college.”

“Did you go to Emerson?”

“No, University of Chicago. Psych major.”

“You too?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing. There’s a girl in my Physics class who’s a Psych major.”

“What the hell is a Psych major—” she stopped and pointed a finger at him. “She’s Pre-Med, right?”

“Yeah, how’d you know?”

“It’s not uncommon, believe me.” No way was she going to tell him that she did pretty much the same thing back in her day. That dream ended in second year with Organic Chemistry.

“Well, uncommon or no, it’s news to me.” He headed towards the kitchen. “So what’s for dinner?”

“Ummm… I was going to just cook a pizza or something… or order one…”

He stopped and turned. “You really didn’t expect me home?”

She felt her face flush, just a little. “Well… you know… you have your life and stuff, right?”

He came back into the living room. Valerie was still standing by the sofa. She had turned the TV off when he came in.

“Yeah, I know I got my life… and stuff.” Danny’s voice was low, almost a whisper. “But… you know…”

Valerie shot him a questioning look. “Know what?”

Danny held her eyes. “It’s been sort of like a vacation for me these last two weeks…” He stepped into the room and approached her slowly.

“Vacation? You can’t be serious! You’ve been hitting the books every night till late! What kind of a vacation is that?”

He kept approaching and stood right in front of her. Reflexively, she looked him up and down, very quickly. It was hard for her to keep eye contact. Danny’s voice was still low, almost an echo than a voice. When she looked up, those big brown eyes sent a shiver up her spine.

He took a breath. “For the last two weeks, I’ve come up to the front door of this house looking forward to it. That’s not always been the case for me.”

“Oh?”

He nodded. “Growing up, when I’d come home, I’d look at our apartment door and wonder what was going to happen when I went in. Were the cops here today? Was Mom going to be sober? Was my sister’s meth-head boyfriend going to be there? Was there going to be anything I could eat in the house?”

“Anything to eat? You’re joking.”

He shook his head. “The last week of the month was always a bitch until the next Social Services check came in, believe me.” He smiled wanly. “When the check came in, it was a big ol’ splurge, y’know? But always, always at the end of the month, money was super tight.”

“You mean to tell me you would go hungry?”

He snorted. “The worst weekend each year was Memorial Day weekend. A three-day weekend with Monday off, right? Official start of the summer, but we were always totally broke for that weekend, and the check usually didn’t arrive until the following Wednesday.” He made a sound like it wanted to be a laugh, but it didn’t get out. “But by the time I was in the 4th grade I figured it out, y’know?”

“What does that mean?”

“I mean… well, I’d always stash away some canned stuff the third week of the month. Either canned ravioli from the dollar store, or else some canned stew, maybe. Once in a while, I’d wrap a couple slices of bread in Saran Wrap and stash that too.” He laughed lightly. “I’d keep a can opener in my room and a spoon. More than a few Friday night suppers were cold canned ravioli and a slice of bread. I’d stash enough for a couple of days.”

“Danny…”

He waved at her. “Don’t worry about it. Everyone in my family did it. Like we were marooned on a desert island or something, y’know? We’d each have some kind of stash or something.” He smiled sadly. “I taught my kid sister how to do it. Just a few things, grab them here and there.” He nodded in satisfaction. “Taught her how to use a can opener when she was five.”

Shit. This kid was telling the truth. It was a tale from a world she never knew existed. Children? Hiding food? In the United States of America?

He stood in front of her silently. She could feel the tears of pity fill her eyes.

“Hey…” he said, reaching for her and taking her hand. “That’s just the way it is, okay? When I get a great job, I’ll look after my sisters, don’t worry.”

“Danny…”

“Shhh…” he put his finger on her lips. “That was then.”

It took all of her willpower to keep from sucking on his finger. The pad of his finger resting on her lower lip sent a jolt to her very core, making her abdomen glow.

When she felt she couldn’t stand it anymore—just when she was About. To… He took his hand away. She felt a sense of loss at a moment that had just gone by.

The slightest of sighs escaped her.

Danny heard it. He cocked his head like a bird at the sound.

Neither of them said anything.

She saw him take a deep breath and hold it. Still silent, he brought his hand up, his palm cupping her face. His thumb gently wiped at the corner of her eye where a pearl of a teardrop suspended.

“Don’t cry for me, Valerie,” he said, holding her in his gaze. He brought his thumb to his mouth, drying her tear on his lips. “You taste wonderful,” he said, his voice a hoarse whisper. He stepped into her space. “Wonderful.”

She licked her lips. “So… do you…” She put her hand on his waist; Her fingers trembled just a bit.

“How would you know?”

She snaked her hand up his back, reaching for the back of his neck. For a moment that lasted about a hundred years, she toyed with the nape of his neck. ‘Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit…’ echoed in her mind.

The hell with it. With her hand around the back of his head, lost in his gaze, she took her own deep breath. “How do I know? My panties.” In one terrifying, desperate, aching, profound gesture, she pulled his head down, his mouth to hers. “I taste your cum on my panties.”

With a groan, he covered her mouth with his.


9: VIRGIN IN HEAT
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DANNY SET UPON HER LIKE A VIRGIN IN HEAT.

‘Cuz that’s exactly what he was. Despite his knees knocking and hands shaking, he filled Valerie’s mouth with his tongue, claiming her softness with spearing, relentless jabs and swipes. He grunted—actually fucking grunted like a caveman!—as they clasped to one another, creating a statue that was but a single figure.

Her mouth tasted of light peppermint; the sensation searing a memory in his brain that would last to his dying day. Wet, clean peppermint.

She ground herself into him, letting out sighs as she opened her lips wider, accepting all of his passion. As she clasped at his neck, pulling him to her, somehow she was yielding at the same time. Her head lolled from side to side as she clung to him, her jaw opening and closing over his mouth. It was like she was trying to feed on him as much as he was trying to consume her. 

He clutched at her, his hands feeling the strap of her bra across her back. ‘Oh shit! I’m gonna see her tits!’ screamed in his head, the message wiring down his spine to Mister Happy who was totally ready to join this party.

“Oh baby…” he groaned in the split seconds that they broke the kiss. “Oh, Valerie… I want you so bad!”

She replied with a ‘Mmmm’ that told him all he needed to know.

He pulled the hem of her top up enough to expose her stomach. His hands caressed her now bare back, from her waist up to her bra-strap. He didn’t even try to unhook it; he knew instinctively that he’d screw that up and come off like a jerk. But he did slip his fingers underneath it, stroking her spine from side to side.

When he felt her hand cover his crotch, he jerked. It was really gonna happen! He pushed his hips into her hand as she clutched Mr. Happy through his jeans. Stroking him up and down, she let out a murmur of satisfaction. He didn’t think he had that big a big cock, but it was obviously good enough for Valerie.

She broke the kiss again and rested her mouth beside his ear as she kept her hold on the back of his neck and his crotch.

“You jerked off into my panties all week, babe,” she said, her own voice a smoky murmur. “You shot your load all over the crotch… and you know what I did, babe?” Her hand behind his neck grasped it firmly; her nails clasping. “I’d masturbate in my bed, sucking your dried cum…”

A shiver went through him; starting at his toes and bursting out the top of his scalp.

“Now…” she said, letting go of his neck, “I want to taste it… fresh.” She started fumbling at his jeans.

Looking down at her hands fluttering at his belt buckle, he saw they were trembling. ‘She’s as nervous as I am’ popped into his mind. She freed the end of his belt from his pants, but wasn’t having any luck undoing the buckle. “Hey…” he said, “I’ll get this…”

“Okay.” She dropped to her knees before him. “I’m kind of clumsy…”

Danny snickered. “You’re clumsy? I didn’t dare to even try to unhook your bra!” He had his belt and jeans all undone in the time it took him to admit that.

Before he could drop his pants, Valerie shoo’d his hands away. “I’ll take it from here, babe,” she said.

He watched her face as she slid his jeans down, leaving just his underwear covering his rampaging hard on. The front of his briefs were already stained with his pre-cum. Valerie bent her head forward and sniffed at it before giving the fabric a light lick. She let out another one of those ‘Mmmm’ sounds before saying, “You have a juicy cock, Dan-O… I love cock that has nice pre-cum.”

“Yeah, it happens anytime I’m in the same room with you. Shit, it happens anytime I even think of you.”

She looked up at him slyly. “Glad to know I have that effect on you.” Her hand began to palm his cock through the fabric of his briefs. She turned her gaze to his crotch. “You make me so wet…”

She grasped his briefs and pulled them down, his erect manhood bobbing in front of her. “Oh, my…” She grasped it, stroking it up and down. She squeezed it, and a dollop of his man cream oozed from the tip. She licked his shaft from the underside, smearing the tip of his cock with her tongue. She let out one of those ‘Mmm’s’ again.

She looked back up to him, “I want to suck your cock…” He nodded, and she opened her lips and took his shaft into her mouth.

He gasped at the sensation. Warm wetness encircled his shaft, her tongue sliding from side to side underneath it as she bobbed her head slowly up and down.

Valerie pulled off his cock, her lips making a ‘pop’ sound. “I love the way you taste!” she whispered. “Definitely worth waiting for!” She went back down on him, hungrily.

Danny’s head arched back in response to the electric bliss of Valerie’s mouth. His eyes clenched shut, and he felt his ass squeeze and thighs shudder at the intensity. He was getting his cock sucked!

“Oh godddd…” he moaned. “Ohhh Val…”

He opened his eyes to look down. She was on her knees on the carpet, her mouth bobbing up and down his shaft. He felt her tongue caressing his cock. She held his cock in her fist, her hand stroking the length that she couldn’t get into her mouth. She brought her mouth all the way to the tip and twisted her wrist like she was rev’ing a motorcycle before pushing her face down his shaft. The wetness of her mouth and the firm twisting of her hand made his groin boil.

“Ohhh Valll…” he murmured.

She tilted her head to the side and looked up at him, her almond eyes shining. She made another of those ‘Mmmm’ sounds, music to his ears, before she popped his cock from her lips.

“Come in my mouth, babe!” she breathed, her voice dusky with desire. “I want to swallow your load!” She dropped back down on his shaft, slurping.

Oh shit! That did it!

Danny didn’t ‘come’. He certainly didn’t ‘orgasm’. Those words do not describe the galactic explosion that erupted. It felt like his entire being, body and soul condensed down to his balls and groin. In a spewing convulsion, his load punched its way down his cock and into Valerie’s mouth. He howled a rebel yell as his nuts contracted and released, erupting jet after jet of cum into Valerie’s mouth and down her throat.

Her head jerked at Danny’s first outburst. There was so much of it! She did all she could to suck and swallow his semen, but it was too much for her, and dribbled out the corners of her mouth.

Valerie smiled to herself. How things change. When she was in college, the idea of swallowing a guy’s load disgusted her. Now, holding Danny’s cock, feeling him spending himself into her, his legs quivering made her relish the experience. A tad salty, yes, a little on the slimy side, sure.

But ohhhh…so damn yummy! She let out another ‘MMmmmmm!’ as she felt his cock’s pulses stop.

She pulled away from his shaft and looked up into his eyes. “Ohhhh babe! You came so harrrrd!” Licking her lips, she swallowed remnants of his jizz as she spoke, watching his eyes darken in pleasure.

Danny’s knees were oatmeal; he couldn’t believe he was still on his feet. He was standing there, with his pants around his knees. Valerie sat back on her haunches, looking up at him. She was still completely dressed.

‘Play it cool, boy…’ ran through his head. Which was fine and dandy—except he wanted to see her tits. And ass. And pussy. Okay! He wanted to see her stark naked! How the hell was he supposed to do that? Just say, ‘Take off your clothes’ or something? That’s stupid.

Valerie’s eyes narrowed, looking at him. “What are you thinking?” she asked.

Awww shit. He cleared his throat a little; it came out like a strangled croak. “I’m trying to figure out how to get you to take off your clothes,” he admitted. Shit. How suave and debonair…

She blinked and smiled at him. “Try asking.”

He felt his eyeballs push almost out of his skull and cleared his throat again. “Okay… take off your clothes, please?”

Valerie shrugged her shoulders a couple of times. Is that what they call a shimmy? Then she said, “You’re such a gentleman.” She grasped the hem of her top and in one smooth move, lifted it off over her head.

Her bra was white and completely covered her tits. There was nothing sensual or Victoria’s secret about that piece of lingerie. No lacey fabric playing peek-a-boo, no black satin straps or whatever’s providing temptation and promise. For all it mattered, she could have been wearing a bathing suit top. A top of a pretty conservative two-piece.

Valerie rolled onto her feet and stood in front of him, watching his face carefully. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her jogging pants and bent at the waist, pulling them down to the floor. Bent all the way over, she stepped out of them and straightened back up. Shit, she was flexible.

She stood in front of him in just her bra and panties. ‘Lingerie from a Sears catalog’ popped into his mind. As if he gave a shit.

He was gonna see a woman naked In Real Life!

Valerie put one hand on her waist and the other behind her head, lifting her shoulder length, almost black hair up like a halo.

“Like what you see?” she said, a tinkle to her voice. Her tone was playful, but was that a little undercurrent of nervousness? What the hell does she need to be nervous about?

He sucked in his breath as he gazed at her. Her legs were soft curves that swelled at her hips before nipping in at her waist a little. His eyes traced her body upwards to her bust, ending on her face.

She wasn’t gorgeous like some movie star. Valerie was pretty. Her hair needed a little work, maybe, but it didn’t matter. Her eyes danced at him, perched above prominent cheeks that were bursting because of her radiant smile. Valerie wasn’t skinny, nor slender; she was… shapely if that was even a damn word. Vitality and joy radiated from her.

And he was the one who got off.

Well, not for long, baby!

His jeans had puddled at his ankles, and he stepped out of them to take her into his arms.

Valerie stepped back. “I’m not done yet!” she teased.

He snatched her hand and, tugging her by the arm, led them down the hallway. When he put his hand on the door to his bedroom, she tugged him away.

“Not there, babe…” she said, and led him to her bedroom.


10: C’MON YOUNG FELLA
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DANNY THOUGHT HIS BEDROOM WAS BIG, but it was nothing compared to the apartment-sized boudoir Valerie slept in. The expansive pale sandy brown walls bowed opposite the doorway where French doors opened to a curved balcony. A fireplace was on one wall, across from a luxuriant king size bed.

Valerie was leading the way, still holding his hand. He watched her panty clad ass as it flexed with each step, her flesh surging and swelling. He was going to stroke that ass, squeeze it, lick it and rub against it. He was going to bury his cock in that wondrous valley between her cheeks and stroke it up and down.

Valerie didn’t waste any time with any preliminaries at the love seat and chairs set by the fireplace; she led him directly to the bed. She turned and her eyes looked downward. Oh, the vitality of youth—Danny was fully erect again! She also saw his kneecaps quiver slightly. Poor thing was so nervous…

‘So are you! And so the hell were you, the first time you did the dirty deed!’ she said to herself. A tiny giggle bubbled up, but she held it in. ‘You’ve been screwing since before he was born!’ That was absolutely true.

She lifted her eyes to him. “What would you like?” she asked.

The puzzlement in Danny’s eyes was priceless.

“Would you like me to take the rest of my clothes off, or would you like to do it?”

His mouth opened, then closed without saying a word.

Okay. She’d take the lead for now. Well, it could be worse, right? When she did it the first time, neither she nor Martin knew what they were doing; they were both horny 17-year-olds. Danny’s first time was going to be a hell of a lot better than that!

“Stand here, hon.” She stepped down to the foot of the bed. Keeping her back to him, she bent at the waist and hooked her panties down to the floor. She smiled when she heard his gasp. Straightening up, with her back still facing him, she unclasped her bra. She slowly slid one strap down her shoulders, then the second one, and let the bra fall to the floor.

She covered her breasts with one arm and covered her pussy with her other hand.

And slowly turned around to face Danny. And moved her hands away, smiling.

‘Oh my god, oh my god Ohmygod!’ Screamed in Danny’s head as Valerie’s body burned forever into his brain.

She lifted a finger and crooked it at him. “C’mon, young fella.”

He was on her in a flash, taking her into his arms. He kissed her mouth, and her neck, his wet lips and tongue tasting every inch of her. Valerie threw her head back, opening herself to him like a vampire’s ensorcelled victim. He couldn’t get enough of her. He wanted to bite her until she bled so he could suck her blood. He nipped at her neck impulsively; she responded with a gasp, and bent her head away from him, opening herself to him even more.

With a growl, he sucked her neck and returned to her mouth. With raw hunger, he fed upon her willing lips and tongue.

Both of them groaned with pebbled sounds as they took each other’s body.

Danny’s hands began to palm her ass, enveloping her flesh in his grasp. Oh man, she was fucking lush. The bubbly globes of her precious butt filled his hands. Squeezing them, he reveled in her pliable softness.

‘Ass?’ he thought, ‘Tits!’

He let go of her, creating a space between them for his hands, and began to fondle her breast. Oh god. He looked down at his hand massaging her flesh. Her nipples stuck out like the erasers on the end of a pencil, begging to be sucked.

Well, he was here to oblige. He dropped his mouth over one, sucking it into his mouth, feeling the nub of her flesh between his lips. He worked his mouth wetly over her breast, opening and closing it. When Valerie put her hand at the back of his head to hold him close, he thought he would have a stroke. She caressed the back of his head as his hungry mouth fed on her. He switched to the other one, his mouth a ravenous gulping maw while his free hand fondled and pinched at her other tit.

“Oh babe that’s nice…” she murmured in his ear.

He couldn’t get enough of her. He’d never get enough of her!

His hand abandoned her boob and dropped to her crotch. Valerie responded by spreading her stance a little wider. Oh shit, she was letting him! He was gonna play with her pussy!

He began by rubbing his hand up and down over her pussy, feeling the soft down of her trimmed bush. His hand slid all the way down, almost to her ass and back up. He could feel the crevasse between her pussy lips. Oh man, she was so damn damp!

He guided her back to the side of the bed and urged her onto it. Valerie reclined back, holding herself up on her elbows as she slid across. He saw her eyes gleaming brightly as she smiled at him, her lips curved wickedly. She began to stroke her pussy up and down for him as he stood at the edge of the bed watching.

She tilted her head at him, and crooked her finger. “C’mon young fella,” she said, and pointed to her pussy. “You know you wanna…”

“You… you do know this is all new to me, right?” he said. Dammit, his fucking voice broke! It hadn’t cracked in more than two fucking years, and it had to just now! Argh!

Apparently either Valerie didn’t hear it or else didn’t care. “There’s always a first time for everything, Dan-O. I just hope the smell doesn’t turn you off.” She was still smiling, but there was a touch of hesitation in her eyes. She recalled when Martin went down on her when she was 17 he said she smelled ‘fishy’. Stung like hell, even decades later. No other guy had ever said that, but still…

Danny chuckled. “If there’s one thing I do know about you, Valerie… it’s how you smell down there…” he crawled onto the bed. “And how you taste…”

Her eyes brightened again. “Oops, I forgot!” She laughed lightly. “Then the rest will be by trial and error, along with a few suggestions if necessary.” She leaned back again and wriggled her hips, splaying her knees wide for him.

Danny kissed her pale thighs on the way up. Obviously Valerie was not a sun worshipper. He slid his hands along her flesh, reveling in how soft and smooth they were.

He rested his head on her pubic bone and inhaled deeply.

“Ahhh…” he said, “smells even better fresh!” He probed along the outer edge of her slit with his tongue, picking up droplets. Savoring them, he knew he wasn’t tasting her sweat; this was pussy juice! Oh, man….

He covered her pussy with his mouth, his tongue entering her, licking and swallowing her wet essence. His ears started ringing as he feasted on her.

On his lover.

He knew that up at the top of her pussy was her clit, and began to lick around up there, paying attention to her body’s responses. He found a spot that was thicker than the rest, and began to stroke it wetly. He was immediately rewarded by a moan from Valerie.

“That’s the right spot, babe,” she sighed. “But lick it lightly… not too hard, but quick.”

He fluttered his tongue on her.

“Oh yes!” she yelped. “Just like that!” He continued flicking his tongue over her clit. “Justlikethat! Justlikethat! Yes!”

It had been a hella long time since Valerie had anyone go down on her and her body was making up for lost time. An orgasm splashed over her almost immediately, followed by a second, more potent climax. She clasped at Dan-O’s head, pushing her pelvis up against his face.

“Put two fingers in me,” she gasped.

Dan-O slid two fingers up inside of her. “Keep licking… and finger fuck me at the same time babe!” He put his mouth back on top of her vulva, licking her clit as his fingers slid in and out. Oh fuck, the kid’s got great rhythm!

In no time, her entire being exploded out from herself. She cried out over and over again as the waves of pleasure sluiced up and over her, shattering her into a million little pieces. “Oh, baby!” she cried out as her thighs mashed against the side of Dan-O’s head. “Oh baby, baby, baby…”

She collapsed onto the mattress, completely wrung out, and totally fulfilled.

Dan-O had his cheek resting on her thigh, laying quietly. When Valerie’s hand drifted down to his hair he grasped at it, entwining his fingers into hers.

“Just give me a minute, babe,” she said.

They lay entwined like that for a while, before both of them dozed off.


11: IS IT ALWAYS LIKE THIS?
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VALERIE AWOKE WITH A START. Holy shit, it really happened! She looked down to see Dan-O’s eyes watching her.

“Did we just…?”

“Yup,” he said, smiling. “We just.” He kissed her thigh. “And I don’t think we’re done yet.”

She sat up on her elbows, her eyes wide. “No! This…”

“This what? This is wrong? This is bad?” He only glanced up for a second before continuing to kiss and stroke her thighs. “Your body said otherwise. My body says otherwise.”

“I just… I mean… wait.” She needed to process this. She needed to figure out what the hell was going on! She just slept with—really, genuinely slept with—a kid young enough to be her son! What kind of sicko was she? “No, Danny—”

He lifted himself up to look at her. “Not ‘Dan-O’, huh? Back to ‘Danny’?”

“Wait, babe… I just don’t think this is right.”

“Really? You want to talk about what’s right? We just had a fantastic time. And you think there’s something wrong with that?” He shook his head. “That’s just silly, you know that?” He rolled out from between her legs and climbed up on the bed beside her. As they lay on their sides facing each other, he stroked the side of her face. “Something totally epic just happened.”

She could only stare at him. She had never, ever in her life, ever came like she just did.

Danny was watching her. “And you know it was epic, Valerie. It was for both of us.”

“I’m wayyy too old for you, buster,” she said, lightly slapping his chest. “For God’s sake—your own mother is younger than me!”

“What the hell does my mother have to do with anything? I didn’t make love with her! I made love with you.”

Valerie shook her head. “No-no-no-noooo. A guy your age getting it on with a woman my age has got to have ‘Mommy Issues’ or something. This is crazy.”

“You’re putting this on me?”

She shot him a look. “You’re the one who’s been jacking off into my panties!”

He snorted. “And you’re the one licking my dried cum!”

“Yeah but, yeah but, yeah but…”

Danny reached out and caressed the side of her face. “Up until you mentioned her, Val; the last person in the world I would have thought of was my mother. I didn’t jerk off into your panties because of her… I jerked off into them because of you. So let’s just leave her out of this, okay?”

She shook her head. “No. It’s still crazy. I’m some cradle robber?”

“I’m eighteen!”

“Not even old enough to drink!”

“Old enough to join the damn Marines though!” His eyes got dark. “Old enough to walk into some village in the Middle East and kill people, right?”

“No Danny, young enough to do that!” ‘The military gets ‘em young and sets ‘em loose’, she thought to herself.

“Still, they’d trust me enough to have enough sense to be able to use a rifle.” He poked her in the chest. “I’m not saying I’m all that wise in the ways of the world or whatever…” he shook his head. “Until I showed up to my first classes, I was one of the smartest kids in school. Now I’m just another student barely staying on top of my courses.”

Valerie’s eyes widened. “Are you having trouble with your classes?”

He shrugged. “It’s hard as hell, but I’m getting it. What I’m trying to say is that I’m aware—quite clearly, if you must know—that I’m the last guy to think he’s got all the answers.” He shook his head. “I know that there’s a ton—a mountain of shit I don’t know.” He took a breath. “But there’s also some stuff I do know.” He held her gaze. “And what I know right here and right now is that the greatest thing in my life just happened to me.” He poked her chest again. “And that greatest thing, baby… is you.”

Valerie stayed silent.

“Aaaand… the best thing to happen to you in a long, long time… is me.”

‘He’s more than twenty years younger than me and just called ME baby!’ She looked away, biting her lower lip. He was right, of course. She had never been a social butterfly. Sure she got along with people, but after her marriage breakup, when the ‘friends’ she thought she had all pulled back…well, it was easier to live like a hermit. She glanced over at Dan-O. “You’re the only thing to happen to me in the last five years, Danny.”

He shrugged and flashed a grin. “A win by default’s still a win.” He began to stroke her shoulders, his warm hand travelling from the top almost to her elbow.

She closed her eyes when a little shiver of pleasure rolled over her. It does feel nice… Maybe just one more time…

She rolled onto her back, closing her eyes, and purred. “Well… it is Friday night, right?”

Danny’s mouth was on her breast immediately. As he sucked, he clasped her boob firmly. The sensation went right to her core, blooming from her center outward in glowing pulses.

“I’m going to fuck your pussy,” he said, his voice low in her ear.

Her body replied on its own, her hips squirming into the mattress. She let out a sigh.

Danny climbed between her legs. He was already hard again. Shit, as soon as he had opened his eyes after their little cat-nap, Mister Happy was ready, willing and able. Holding himself up by one arm, he stroked his cock with his other hand as he gazed down at her.

Her hair was splayed behind her head like a halo, her deep blonde curls cascading across the pillow. She watched him silently, her lower lip tucked in. He placed his hand on her tummy, just over her belly button; reveling in the touch of her roundness.

He grazed the head of his cock over her outer lips. “I can’t wait to be inside you,” he whispered.

Valerie spread her legs wider. “You want to fuck me…” when he nodded, she continued. “You want your cock up inside my wet pussy?” She put her hand down between her legs and grasped his shaft. “It’s such a beautiful cock, Dan-O…” she pulled him towards her, taking over. She pushed the head of his prick just a little inside to wet it with her juices. Feeling him slicked, she let go of it and threw her hands up above her head. “Fuck my cunt…” she said.

Danny’s eyes had widened at her dirty talk. He didn’t need any more encouragement. He pushed his cock inside of her. Oh fuckohfuckohhhhfuuuuk! He held still when he was less than halfway up in her pussy; he had to hold off or he’d blow his load too soon.

Valerie had other ideas. She grasped his hips, her fingernails digging in, and pulled him within.

“Oh, shit!” Danny hissed. Entering her pussy, he felt a wet, tight ring snap around his cock head as he pushed inside her. “Oh, God!” The ripples of her pussy walls stroked his cock in ribs of ecstasy. “Oh, Val!” he said. “You’re so fucking tight! You’re so wet!”

“And you’re soooo hard,” she rasped back.

His hips took on a mind of their own as he leaned over her, holding himself above. He took in her eyes, dancing merrily in pleasure as they fused together, and looked down at his shaft, now glistening with creamy slickness from her pussy.

Valerie’s head flung back in pleasure as an orgasm flowed through her. ‘Shit, I have sex toys that aren’t as hard as his cock!’ she thought to herself. Any thoughts of the difference in their ages had evaporated at the pleasure of being so damn well filled.

She brought her head back up and watched Dan-O as he went at her. God, he was beautiful. Every slender muscle in his arms, chest and abs were straining; he looked like a young Greek wrestler. The sound of his panting and thrusts filled her ears as bursts of pleasure bloomed over her, each one increasing in intensity over the last one.

She felt that pressure at the base of her spine; that signal from her body that another hyoooge ‘O’ was building up in the background. In the back of her mind, she knew it was going to be another memorable one. She ached for it to arrive; lying on her back, she began to pulse her hips upward to meet Dan-O’s thrust. She wanted him deep enough inside her that it would hurt. In that special, razor edged way—on that diamond sharp cusp between agony and ecstasy.

Oh! There it is! It began as a molten orb in her belly. She began squirming her hips over his cock, trying to feel every possible sensation.

“Oh shit, Val!”

She grasped his back, her nails clawing at him. “Come in me, Dan-O! Come in my pussy!”

“In your cunt!” he growled back.

“Yes! Fuck my hot wet cunt you bastard! Come in my cunt with your cock! Give me your cum, you bastard!”

That dirty talk was like a punch in Danny’s balls. He exploded into her. His groin spasmed powerfully, the pressure in his balls erupting out jets of cum that felt like his dick was a toothpaste tube being tromped on by an elephant. His first spurt was followed by an even stronger second, then third jet of his thick hot cream up inside Valerie’s writhing passage, filling it to overflowing. Glancing down between them, he saw his shaft now streaked with his glistening pearl colored syrup as he continued to piston in and out of her.

As soon as Dan-O began to come, Valerie surrendered to the blue bright orb. Laying beneath her man, she opened herself to him, falling into the maelstrom of bliss. Over and over again Dan-O lunged into her, each thrust crushing her into a pulpy mass of pure delight. She clutched at his back, holding onto him for dear life as it swept her away into that eternal paroxysm of undulating, pulsing, and finally bursting shower of earthy passion.

As it had been for eons, they clutched each other as one as they fell back to earth, alighting on the mattress.

***

Danny collapsed on top of Valerie, gasping for air. She angled to the side enough so she could breathe, and wrapped her legs around him, still clasping her arms around him. Together, their ragged, raspy breathing settled back into something human.

Valerie lifted her head up. “Fucking wow, Dan-O! Mother fucking WOW!” Up until that moment, she had always thought a fun romp in the sack was ‘pretty good’. What just happened to her was like trying to compare a sun shower to a Category 5 hurricane. She could not think coherently, only repeating “Fucking WOW!” over and over.

Danny rolled off her onto his side beside her. “Is it always like this?” he asked.

Valerie barked a laugh. “It’s never like this! Holy shit, Dan-O! Hole-Lee Shit!” she was still panting a little.

“So, you’re still too old for me?”

Valerie huffed a sigh and kissed him. “What am I gonna do with you?” she said, shaking her head.


12: I THINK YOU LIKED IT
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THEY SPENT FRIDAY NIGHT and all day Saturday in bed. So much so that they changed the sheets on Saturday afternoon. The only time they left the bedroom was for Uber Eats deliveries. They both walked around naked.

“I like seeing  you naked,” Danny told her.

Valerie rolled her eyes and stood up. She clasped the roll of tummy flab she had. “Well, I don’t like this. It’s gross.” She shook her head. “I’ve tried everything short of plastic surgery to get rid of it, but it just won’t go away.”

Danny slid out of bed. “I think a tummy on a girl’s sexy as hell,” he said, coming up behind her and wrapping his hands around her.

Valerie sighed. “I’m no girl, Dan-O.”

He hugged her. “You’re my girl, Val.”

She rolled her eyes and settled back into him. “What am I going to do with you?”

He snickered. “Whatever I want.”

***

Danny had to lock himself in his bedroom on Sunday. “I got a few assignments to do and a bunch of reading for Monday’s lectures,” he told her. “And if I’m around you… well…” he grabbed his crotch.

“Go! Be smart! Learn things!” she waved at him. “If you want to order pizza or whatever, just use my credit card.”

He kissed the top of her head, and she didn’t see him until after 10:00 that night when he came into her bedroom and slipped under the covers.

She had been worried on Friday that them getting it on would become a problem for his studies, so when he slipped under the covers, she said, “Wow. You were in your room since breakfast!”

He nodded. “Yeah, there were some functions I wasn’t getting, but I called one of my friends from class and he got me on the right track.”

Valerie began to slide down the bed. “Well then, Professor—let me do what I can to relax you and let you get a full night’s sleep.” She bobbed her eyebrows at him. “It is a school night, after all… Just lay back and let me get this.” She grabbed his already thickening shaft to emphasize her point.

She watched his cock in her hand as she began stroking it. When she grabbed it, it was already thick with desire, and as she stroked it, it became that hard, stiff shaft that had pleasured her since Friday.

She glanced up at Dan-O who was watching her. “I want to suck you off,” she said. “That OK with you?”

“Well… if you really have to, I’ll take one for the team then,” he said. He adjusted the pillows so he could watch.

She stroked him, looking from her hand and back to his eyes. “I love your cum,” she said. “From the first time I found my panties in the hamper and realized what you were doing…” She wet her hand with her tongue and continued stroking. “When I sniffed the scent of your jizz…” her voice faded and she looked back to his cock.

“Yes? Go on…”

“Mmmm…the smell of your cum all over my panty’s crotch…” she dropped her head over his cock and bobbed on it a few times before she pulled off. “It made me so horny!”

Dan-O grunted.

“Ohhh yeah… I imagined you jacking off, and your cum spurting onto my panty… and when I finally got to taste it from your cock… ohhhh…” she put her mouth over his cock again, and holding onto it, got up on her hands and knees.

“Oh fuck, you’re hot!” Danny said. “Your titties are swaying as you suck on meeee…”

Valerie reached for her boob closest to Danny and began to massage it as she continued going down on him. “You so yummy!” she said, pulling off and squeezing some of his pre-cum out. She licked the top of his cock. “So yummy…” and went back down on him.

Up until Dan-O, Valerie was not a huge fan of sucking a guy off. Okay, since college it had only been her now ex, but still… it had always been more of a chore—what was it Dan-O said? Taking one for the team?—than it was anything that got her motor going.

But now… Oh god, she understood what ‘cum slut’ meant now! She loved the texture of his man-meat. Oh, that’s so dirty. But guys like it when a woman has a dirty mouth in bed; she knew that for sure. Aaannd… she liked being ‘dirty’ now.

And she loooved the taste and texture of Dan-O’s jizz. His semen, the smell, taste and feel of his slippery, thick seed in her mouth and going down her throat… just the thought of it got her horny.

If only he was twenty years older… there’d at least be some kind of future….

Table that for now, Val. Now is now. And his cock is hard, he’s starting to wriggle on the mattress, and this is so hot…

An idea popped in her mind, and she stopped.

Dan-O was looking down at her. “What’s wrong?”

“I want to try something; you up for it?”

“That’s pretty open-ended.”

“Trust me?”

“Sure.”

“Okay.” Valerie hopped out of bed and grabbed a towel from the bathroom linen closet. She hoped she wouldn’t need it, but better safe than sorry. What the hell—she grabbed two towels and brought them to the bed. She spread them out under Dan-O’s butt, and got a tube of lube from the drawer in her night table. It had been lying in there unused since she moved in, but what the hell, it would be better than spit.

She had also grabbed a vinyl glove from a package of hair dye she had in the bathroom. She’d explain to Dan-O about older women and their hair dye another time. And she was overdue…

“You planning on doing surgery?” Dan-O asked.

“Nope.” She snapped the glove over her hand. “Just the biggest orgasm you ever, ever had from a blow job…”

“Well, that doesn’t sound scary… but the glove?”

“I said ‘Trust me’ didn’t I?”

“Well… yeah…”

She checked the label on the lube. Yep, ‘edible’ was written on it. She poured some on his cock and resumed stroking him, in pretty much the same position as before.

She had done this a couple of times with Gerard when they were married. Some gay friends of theirs told them about it, and Gerard wanted to see if it was true. Well…. let’s see if Dan-O gets the same results…

Before going back down on his now slickly lubed cock, she poured a stream over her gloved hand. As she started going down on him again, she urged him to spread his legs a little more.

Her gloved hand began to play with his anus.

“What are you doing to my butt-hole, Val?” Dan-O’s voice had raised an octave. Not a squeak, but definitely tense.

She pulled off her mouth. “I want to finger fuck you while I give you head.”

“Up the ass?” His eyes widened. “Are you kidding me? You want to fuck me up the ass?”

“Just with a finger, babe.” She smiled at him. “You’ll love it, believe me.”

“If you say so… after all, you’re the senior member of this relationship!” he grinned. He kept the leg closest to her stretched out, but bent his other knee. “Will this make it easier for you to do your dirty work?”

She glanced over to his legs. “Actually, yeah.” His cock had grown softer. “You’re okay with this, right?”

He nodded. “Get back to work, baby!”

She rolled her eyes at him. “Whatever am I going to do with you?”

He laughed. “You’re coming up with some ideas right now!”

She started stroking and sucking him again, but with her middle finger resting against his anus. When his cock stiffened again, she pushed against his asshole with a firm, steady pressure.

“That feels weird…”

She only murmured a reply, as she was still giving him head at the same time.

“You trying to make me gay?”

She had to pull off his cock to laugh. “No! Just spicing things up! I’ll bet you never had this done to you before!”

“Are you kidding? Up until Friday, I never had sex before!”

She shook her head at him. “Just close your eyes and relax, okay?”

Danny closed his eyes. He never imagined in a million years that he’d do something like this in bed. Sure, maybe a little spanking, or sixty-nine; no problem there. Down the road he hoped that Valerie would have a threesome with him and another woman— Jen from school was hot as hell too, but the age difference between her and Val would be an issue he was certain. But that friend of hers from that restaurant was kind of hot… what was her name, Jane? She was voluptuous like Valerie, and he thought she gave off some kind of vibe or something…

He jerked when Valerie’s finger probed deeper. She hit something up inside of him.

“Unh!” he let out.

Valerie eased up on the pressure. “You okay?” she asked.

He nodded. “I think so. You just hit some kind of sensitive spot up there. I wasn’t expecting it.”

“I’ll be a little gentler then.” She resumed going down on him, and he felt the pressure in his gut again, but it was gentler. She was stroking it?

Valerie took her mouth off his cock, but kept working with both hands: one hand stroking his well lubed shaft, and her other hand fingering his ass. Like she was playing a musical instrument, her hands worked in concert, up and in, then down and away.

She looked into Danny’s eyes. “I’m in your asshole, baby…” she said, her voice dusky. “I’m fucking you up the ass…” She put her mouth over Danny’s knob and pushed her finger up inside of him again, pressing a little harder against his prostate. She pulled her mouth away. “I can’t wait for you to fuck me up the ass…”

His eyes flew open wide. “You’d let me? For real?”

“Of course! You’re letting me, right now, right?” She was on her knees, bent over his pelvis and began to roll her butt. “Your thick hard cock stroking up inside my ass? Oh god, baby…” and dropped her mouth over his cock again, letting out small ‘mmm’s’ of pleasure.

Watching her be so… so damn hungry for him turbocharged Danny’s own desire. As he watched her head bob over his cock and felt her finger caress him up inside, he felt the stirrings of another orgasm begin to boil in his groin.

His entire universe collapsed down into the beginning surges from his hips. His cock was achingly rock hard, and that feeling of pressure up inside began to roll over him in waves. His hips began to gyrate in tempo with Valerie’s efforts. He pushed his hips up, pressing his shaft deeper into her mouth, then pulled away to press harder onto her probing finger. The pushing and pulling became a cycle of yearning in him.

Valerie lifted her head. “Tell me when you’re starting to come, okay?”

He nodded and grunted, “Pretty soon!” and she dropped her head back down.

Watching her mouth glide up and down his cock. The same mouth that laughed so easily when they first met. Watching her ass roll back and forth as she bobbed up and down—that same ass he found so enticing from the first time he saw her. And those full, heavy breasts, swaying back and forth… oh maaan…

He felt the fuse light. That’s what he always called it, when he knew an orgasm was on its way—the fuse was lit. He pumped his hips harder. The pleasure of her mouth on his cock melded into the sensation of her finger up his asshole. Together they snowballed, rolling down the hill at him, becoming bigger and bigger, more fierce and powerful as they approached him.

BAM! That’s it!

“Gonna come!” he grunted as his hips lifted off the bed.

Valerie pushed her finger up inside as deep as she could reach. Finding the thick mass of his prostate, she pressed on it firmly, rubbing tiny circles on the surface.

“Oh shit! OH SHIIIIT!” It was like someone reached into his guts and pulled out his entire body through his dick. Danny didn’t ‘come’, he didn’t ‘orgasm’; his entire being erupted in a spewing gush into Valerie’s mouth. His cock cramped with the effort of spurting his jizz in a series of thrusts, each one bigger, not smaller than the previous. He sat halfway up, his hands clenching the sheets as he rode this explosion, bellowing and roaring as he emptied himself.

Valerie could no way swallow all of Danny’s semen. His massive flood ran out of her mouth, coating her hand and his cock as she tried to keep sucking him off. She wasn’t going to gag. When it got too much she relaxed her mouth, letting his seed spill out and then resumed her greedy feasting on him.

With a final heave, Danny flopped back onto the bed. He was completely spent and helpless as he let Valerie finish him off. He felt weird as anything when she slowly pulled her finger from his asshole. He cramped his abdomen for a moment, letting the sensations pass while she peeled her glove off and tossed it into a wastebasket beside the bed.

She climbed up beside him, wrapping her arm under his neck. “Kiss me,” she said, bending over him.

He tasted his spunk on her mouth. It didn’t gross him out at all. She had just given him a blow job he couldn’t even imagine. After three days of fucking, he still came like a volcano erupting, and tasted his own fulfillment in her mouth. He cupped her cheeks as his tongue laved the inside of her mouth, under her lips, over her teeth, and her tongue were all swabbed by his own tongue. He was still panting from his climax. He was eating cum like a gay guy and didn’t give a shit. Valerie made it all so yummy-yum-yum.

Valerie broke the kiss. “I think you liked it, huh?” she said with an evil grin.

“What the hell am I gonna do with you?” he replied with a smirk.

“Whatever I want!”


13: THINKING OF YOU
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WHEN DANNY WOKE UP ON MONDAY MORNING, Valerie was already out of bed. He looked around the bedroom at the early morning sun streaming in, burnishing his surroundings with a golden hue. He watched dust motes dance in the sunshine, the sun’s rays transforming them into tiny daytime fireflies.

It was weird: he felt completely spent, and yet at the same time ready to take on the world. He couldn’t wait to get to class; he was completely clear-headed and ready for anything. This sex stuff sure has pretty damn good side effects.

Out in the kitchen, Valerie, sweet Valerie, was fussing in the kitchen. She had some cold cuts out and was making a couple of sandwiches.

She looked up at him when he came out of the hallway. Her eyes had a veil of… doubt? apprehension?... what the hell was up with that? Well, screw that.

He took her in his arms. “This has been the absoluteliest best three days of my life,” he said to her, and watched the veil lift. It was that easy.

“I… I’m glad. It was great for me too…” she said. Her voice was small.

“You okay?” He didn’t relax his hold on her, even though her own arms around him loosened.

Valerie looked off to the side. “Yeah… I…” She looked back up at him. “I’m still more than twenty years older than you,” she declared with a firm mouth.

“Nah… you aged me ten years these last couple of days!”

Valerie’s eyes widened at his jest and her face flowered into a smile as she shook her head slowly. “The king of snappy come-backs,” she said.

He shrugged. “Well… I kinda became ‘a man’ or whatever, didn’t I? I’m no longer a virgin high school graduate, I’m a college man,” he ended with a smirk.

“Yeah but…”

Danny stayed silent. If it was only a three-day fling, come what may, he’d remember these last few days for the rest of his life. He just cocked an eyebrow at her.

Valerie raised her eyes to him again. “How could this possibly work out?”

“Beats me. I’m not the one with a twenty-year marriage under their belt, Valerie.” She recoiled a bit at that comment, but he pressed on. “Let me ask you, when you and your ex were starting out, did you worry about it ‘not working out’ like you are right now?”

“No! I was nineteen! But… but…”

“But what, dammit! You keep saying ‘but, but, but’!”

“But I’m not nineteen! I see things differently today! I’m older and wiser for it, okay?”

“Okay, what does your wisdom tell you?” He gave her a little nudge. “Not what your fears are saying, what do you think?”

“I think that if people see us together as a couple, they’re going to be grossed out. I think that the longer this goes on, you’re going to take more and more of my heart. And at the end of it… at the end of it all…” she sniffed. “You’ll leave me for someone younger.”

He nodded. “You definitely have life experience in that department, don’t you?”

She nodded. “Maybe not now,” she said. “The sex is awesomely awesome. But in ten years I’ll be in my fifties and you’ll still be in your twenties! But in my fifties…” she held out one of her arms out from her body. “In my fifties, this,” she pointed at the muscles under her biceps, “will become flabby and wrinkly, and this,” she patted her hips, “will widen, cellulite will be all over my thighs, my gut will become even bigger, and I’m not even going to start about menopause okay?”

He let go of her and stepped away in frustration. “You’re something else, you know that?” he said, shaking his head. “We just had three fantastic days together. You said it was the best it had ever been for you, and now…” he shook his head slowly.

“Yeah—now in the cold light of day—”

He barked a laugh. “Yeah! In the cold light of day, growing old together is some kind of disease! If that’s all there is to look forward to—flabby arms, fat ass and menopause—”

“You left out the cellulite!”

They stopped and stared at each other for a long, silent moment.

And together they started to laugh.

When they stopped, Danny said, “How about we just see what happens in a week? Then maybe a month? Then a whole semester…”

Valerie held her hand up like a traffic cop. “Wait… you’re onto something.”

“Oh yeah? ‘Cuz I really feel like I’m floundering here.”

She shook her head. “You’re not asking for ‘forever’ are you?” When Danny shook his head ‘no’, she continued, “You’re kind of saying that we only have the now.” She put a finger to her mouth, thinking it through. “Yesterday’s gone and will never return—”

“But wicked hot memories—”

She shussh’ed him with a wave of her hand. “All it is, is a memory now… and who knows what about tomorrow? We could get hit by an asteroid or something, right? All we got is the now, right? I mean, we can, and should plan for tomorrow and stuff…”

“Well, I’m in school, asteroid or no…”

“Yeah.” She paced the kitchen, still chewing on her finger. That must help her think or something. “All we really, really have is now, don’t we? And if all we have is now…” She went back into his arms. “Now’s pretty damn good, isn’t it?”

“To say the least.” He brushed the top of her head as he held her.

***

After a hurried breakfast, Danny was heading to the garage with his backpack. Valerie stopped him. She handed him a brown paper bag. “I made you a lunch,” she said, almost shyly. “I know it’s kind of stupid… it’s kind of a ‘mom’ thing to do…”

He took the bag. “Or a big sister, or a cousin…” he kissed her cheek, “or someone who genuinely cares about me. Thank you.” He shoved it into his backpack. “I’ll bet it’ll be great.”

She held him and they kissed deeply. Her mouth tasted like peppermint. Shit, she brushed her teeth. He’d have to start doing that in the morning, too.

***

Later that afternoon, he was in the student union building, sitting at one of the tables scattered around. He was feeling peckish. Physics lectures always made him hungry. Instead of grabbing a slice at one of the vendors that ringed the court, he grabbed the brown paper bag out of his knapsack.

He opened the first lunch anyone had ever packed for him in his life and peered into the bag. There was a sandwich in a Zip-lock, a candy bar, a can of Coke and… what the…?

He reached into the bag and pulled out a pair of Valerie’s panties. She had attached a Post-It.

Thinking of you. Are you thinking of me?

Was all it said.

“Ohhh yeah…” he muttered to himself.

Glancing at his phone, he saw he had twenty minutes until Chem. He scarfed down the roast beef on rye, polished off the Coke, and headed for the bathrooms.

He went into the stall furthest from the door. He pulled out his phone and dropped his pants. Mister Happy was already good to go. He debated rubbing one out, but discarded the thought. Even so…

He draped Valerie’s panties over his erect schlong and took a pic. Her lingerie looked like a flag draped over his dick. He pressed out a text message and hit send.

***

Valerie was in the living room reading a book when her phone chimed. She looked at the text message and pic.

Thinking you you too!

She smiled. That was pretty much exactly what she hoped he would do. Maybe he wouldn’t next year. But it was exactly what she hoped he’d do today.

“The sex is really good,” she said out loud.

She put the book down and grabbed her computer. What kind of wild sex stuff could she do with this guy? While she was no sex fiend, she did however, learn her way around adult websites since her divorce. She’d have to ask him what his favorite Porn-Hub categories were…

She noodled through different categories. At each one as she scanned over the different videos, she thought about what kind of wild, sexy stuff turned Dan-O on…

She giggled… Maybe she should check out Anal, after what they did last night! He’s probably be wanting pay-back or something!

She browsed through the site until she found herself actually getting a little bored from the overload of erotica.

Was he interested in Anal? What about threesomes? If he was like most guys, he’d want it to be her and another woman. She clicked on the category ‘Swingers and Group Sex’… she did a little experimenting in college during a so-called slumber party… but it never went further than French kissing…

But watching a video or two of amateur swingers got her thinking more… would Dan-O be interested in doing something like that? She and ‘The Ex’ had never even came close to anything that wild…

But she’d always wondered what an orgy would be like…

She opened another window and did a search for Swinger sites. What the hell—she always ‘wondered’…

It just took a couple of minutes to set up an account, and she started noodling around.

“Holy shit,” she whispered in wonder. “Jane and Dean?” Her favorite restaurateur?

IS A SWINGER?

Oh boy…


14: LAUNDRY LIST
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WHEN DANNY got home from campus, Valerie was in the living room.

“Hey,” he said. It was a little disappointing; she was dressed in a tracksuit. He had figured that she would have been wearing some kind of sexy nothing after the panties in his lunch bag.

She smiled up at him. “I’ve been thinking…” she said.

“About what?” he sat beside her on the couch.

Valerie chuckled. “In a short while, you will come to fear those words coming out of my mouth, hon.”

“What—‘I’ve been thinking’ is something to be afraid of?”

She stifled another laugh. “You’ll learn, don’t worry… Anyway… I was wondering… since the sex is so awesome, I’d like to know what kind of things you’re into.”

Danny went still for a moment. “What kind of things I’m into?”

“Yep.”

“Sexually?”

“Uh-huh.”

“You’re kidding me, right?” When Valerie looked a little confused, he said, “Val, I only lost my virginity three nights ago… I guess I’m pretty much into anything you’re into at this point?”

Valerie laughed at his confusion. Poor dear’s brain was probably going to explode.

“Hey! I may be new, but I’m a fast learner!” His mouth was a tight line. “Why you laughing at me?”

She leaned over and kissed his cheek. “I guess our age difference is going to take a little getting used to.”

He folded his arms in mock annoyance. “Well, get with the program, will ya?”

“Yes, sir!” she shot him a salute. “Now, back to my question. What are some of the things you’d look at online sexually?”

“You mean porn.” When she nodded, he asked, “Where’s this heading?”

“I was thinking today that since we’re doing our relationship one day at a time… let’s get the most out of it. So I’d like to know what sort of things get your motor running.”

“Well, for starters, you in a track suit does a good job…” he grabbed her hand and put it over his crotch. Yeah, yeah, Mister Happy was always—always ready for action whenever Valerie was in the room.

Valerie gave him a nice squeeze, just enough to show she cared and let go. “Now really; I’d love to know what sort of things we can get up to, okay?”

“What about you?”

“Huh? Me?”

Danny leaned back in his seat and folded his hands behind his head. “Yeah, you. I mean… you’re the experienced one here, right? What floats your boat?”

“I… I…”

“Yeah… I get it.” He sat forward again. “How about we each write up a list of the top three or four sex-capades we can think of, then compare notes. We’ll each find out how freaky the other person can be, talk about it, and try some of those things out. What do you say?”

Valerie snorted. “Considering how this whole thing started with you going through my hamper, let’s call it a laundry list!”

The End of His Landlady

Coming soon:

His Landlady’s Laundry List
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Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City…

Click here for Episode 1

Or…
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On a Friday movie night at home, Tina and Ken’s marriage changed…
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