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 Every guy is different of course, but in my experience, most of the men I’ve met appear to get really horny when they have a hangover. My Husband, John, before he passed away a few years ago, was famous for it within our relationship. He’d be lying there, barely able to lift his head off the pillow, scrunching his eyes shut from even the smallest glimmer of daylight and yet he would have the hardest of erections, throbbing to his heartbeat. I’d feel his hand creeping slowly over my body as he would fondle me, his urge to play with my large natural tits overriding the waves of illness he was feeling. Guiding my hand to his cock, he would beg me in a whisper to help him come.







 I actually used to really enjoy those mornings after, John lying there so meek and helpless, literally begging me to help him sexually. It felt great knowing I had such power in those periods, the simple touch of my body making him moan in a cracked whisper with pleasure. I would help him come and his orgasms would be so intense, so much more than normal, his gasps almost plaintive as if he couldn’t handle the intensity of orgasm in such a fragile state and yet so badly needing to have one anyway.







 Eventually after the handjob or blowjob, I would ride him, John whispering that his cock felt 100 times more sensitive than normal, feeling him throbbing inside me as I rode him, treating his hard cock like a sex toy, coming on him as he came inside me. As funny as it might sound, some of the best sex I ever had with John was when he was barely able to move but seemed so much more into it and me.







 It was in this sort of a reminiscing mood I found myself in when I heard the weak cough coming from my daughter’s room while I made myself my morning coffee. I had heard my daughter Emma and her boyfriend, Jake, staggering in through the door in the wee hours of the morning, or more precisely, I had heard Jake staggering, Emma being the designated driver that night, because she had work today. From what I could gather from his slurred but happy chat as Emma put him to bed, he had bumped into a couple of friends he hadn’t seen since Junior High and the night had been a great one, Emma taking it much easier with her friends at their table next to the boys.







 Smiling to myself, I figure I’ll just pop in on Jake, and see how bad the damage is. He was sounding pretty darn happy last night, which usually means the bill presented the next day is going to be a doozy.







 Walking down the hallway, I knock softly on Emma’s door before I let myself in, the bedroom still gloomy except for some sunlight slipping in between the slightly open curtains. Lying in the bed, spreadeagled under the blanket, is Jake, Emma having long since gone to work. His arms are flopped at his sides and as I walk in, he manages to raise one hand limply and jiggle it a bit, assumedly his best attempt at waving hello at this time. His eyes screwed shut, he gives me a grimace that is supposed to be a smile, obviously in the full grip of a wicked hangover.







 Unable to avoid it though, I can see that Jake is sporting an erection, the thin blanket doing little to conceal it, his tent quite prominent as he lays there, unmoving. Staring, I can actually see the small ticks as his cock throbs, his manhood beating a quiet drum under the blanket.







 Having made no effort to conceal it from me, and judging from his face, he probably has no idea yet how obvious his boner is. Swallowing, I look at it some more, guessing it’s at least an inch or two longer than John’s was. Realising I’m being distracted from talking by Jake’s large tent, I cough and ask him if he’s ok.







 “I’m ok thanks, Sarah.” Jake murmurs, barely loud enough to be heard.







 “Can I get you anything, Jake? A glass of water?”







 “No thank you.” He whispers, his lips barely moving and his eyes remaining shut, all his thought processes devoted to not dying right this second. “I’ll just stay still for a while, if you don’t mind.”







 “Of course.” I say, my eyes drifting back to his massive looking package, thoughts of John filling my mind and how much better I used to make him feel. “I think I’ll stay here and keep you company ok? I won't rock the bed or anything, I’ll just sit here and read.” I add, remembering that John didn’t like to be alone when he felt like this.







 “That would be nice.” Jake manages to answer, his jaw barely opening.







 “Great, I’ll just go grab my book.” I tell him, exiting the bedroom, feeling a rush of excitement. I already know that I’m not just staying in there to keep him company. I want to be close to that nice fat looking cock, his tent so promising. I haven’t felt like this since John was alive, a man lying there, hard as a rock but defenseless, and basically at my mercy.







 As quick as I can, I take off my clothes, stripping down to my panties, my large breasts swinging as I grab my robe and tie it loosely around my waist. Grabbing the book from my bedside table I make my way back to Jake, my heart starting to pound.







 Entering the room and closing the door, making it feel like we’re the only two people in the world, the sounds of outside distant and muffled, I walk to Emma’s side of the bed and peel back the blanket, crawling gently to sit next to Jake, my back propped up on pillows, giving me a perfect view of his pulsing tent. Under the blanket, my robe falls open, my breasts and panties now covered only by blanket.







 Opening my book, I start to read, the pressure in my pelvis getting tighter and tighter as my eyes keep glancing over the top of my novel to the pounding cock below. Jake lying still the whole time, his chest rising and falling slowly as he breathes, his eyes firmly shut against any light.







 Yawning, I open my legs a little until one rests against Jake, the heat from his torso and thigh as it presses against my leg sending signals of excitement through me.
 He’s so hot
 , I think to myself.
 Just like John would get, his whole body impersonating a radiator.
 His
 arm and hand on that side now also against me, I reach under the blanket and lift his hand, placing it on top of my thigh.







 “Sometimes it’s nice to know someone is right there.” I tell him as his hand sits on my thigh, his little finger barely inches from my panties. The closest another man has been to my sex in a long time, my pussy heating up as my breath catches a little in my throat, my lust ridiculously high.







 “It is nice.” Jake whispers, not moving.







 Going back to reading, I sit there, my heart pounding while I enjoy the warmth of a man’s body against mine, his erection right there for me to look at, his strong hand resting on my thigh. About 5 pages later, I feel the slightest of feelings against my skin and I realise that Jake it moving his hand, or to be more precise, Jake is moving his fingertips, slowly, rubbing my thigh, like he’s stroking a cat’s head.







 Looking down I can see no change in his expression.
 He’s probably not even realising he’s doing it yet
 , his hangover lust running his fingers on automatic. My body burning, I slowly move down a little, bit by bit, bringing my pantyline to where Jake’s hand is, his fingers doing their little rub rub rub motion the entire time.







 Now as much on my pelvis as on my thighs, I feel a thrill as I estimate that Jake’s little finger is less than a few inches from my sex, his hand stroking my body through the knickers, my pussy starting to gush, making my crotch feel tacky and damp with lust.







 Acting like I’m repositioning in bed, I scooch over just a few inches closer, closing the gap between Jake and me completely, my side now running along his, his arm running down my stomach and his hand, his hand now resting on the bulge of my mons. Trembling in delight, I lie there, my breath held as his fingertips rub back and forth over the bulge of my pubis, my every nerve alight. Facing the book, but with my eyes closed, I try my hardest not to squirm under his touch, not wanting to scare him off and risk this beautiful feeling in my lower belly stopping.







 Sliding a hand up my torso, I pinch my nipple and bite my lip as I override my desire to grind against him, his fingers now swirling around my mons, like he’s drawing the letter O again and again on my mound through my panty’s fabric. His middle finger starts bumping into the cleft of my lower mons where my sex begins, the knickers soaked through, my legs opening even more, automatically, my pussy aching to be touched, my need immense.







 His rubbing stopped, Jake starts running his middle finger up and down, drawing the outline of the top inch or so of my slit, his fingertip running back and forth over my hood, my clit buzzing with every pass. My own fingers pulling and squeezing at my erect nipples, I risk gyrating my sex against him ever so gently, my ass flexing as I bring myself up towards his palm, the weight of his arm on my stomach increasing as I lift up by inches.







 Now able to dip a little lower, I feel Jake’s questing fingers slide up and down my swollen lips, the soaked fabric of my knickers all that stands between him and my yearning sex, his middle finger pressing against my slit, opening me a fraction, releasing even more heat and fluid.







 Putting my book down, both my hands now concentrate on my breasts while Jake toys with my pussy. My legs open wide for him, I grind against his hand, my breath shallow as I feel an orgasm tease me, so pent up that just this little bit of contact can bring it to the surface.







 Playing with my tits, watching his tent pulse to his heartbeat, his fingertips rubbing my sex, knowing just how wrong what I’m doing is while doing nothing to stop it though, I clamp down hard on my lip with my teeth as I start to climax, breathing through my nose as my body trembles and shakes, my legs turning to jelly as my pussy gushes, Jake rubbing me gently the whole time. My eyes rolling, I pull my nipples hard as my orgasm pounds me again and again, the frustration of months leaving me all at once. Breathing out slowly through my mouth, trying no to make a sound, my body jitters with post orgasm nerves, a twitch here, a spasm there.







 Coming down, I enjoy my buzz, Jake still idly rubbing the bulge of my sex through my now absolutely saturated panties, his middle finger making me jolt every time it grazes my hypersensitive clit. Watching him, I see no change in his expression, his eyes still firmly closed against the light, but I doubt that I was able to hide my orgasm from him, I realise as my head clears.







 Turning on my side to face him, my large natural breasts resting on his arm, his hand sliding from my crotch and back to the mattress, I put a hand on his bare chest.







 “Would you like me to help make you feel a little better, Jake?” I ask him, my fingertips trailing up and down his pecs, his skin hot to the touch. “Something I used to do for my husband when he had a hangover? I know how it feels the day after a big drink, so much frustration trapped inside you. I can help you get it out, if you want me to.”







 “Yes please, Sarah.” I hear him croak, his face still not moving.







 “Ok Jake.” I reply, lying my head on his chest, my thigh crawling over his as I snuggle up to him, his body burning against mine, his heartbeat thundering in my ear as I lay there, it pressed against his chest.







 Slowly pulling down the blanket from our bodies, I get my first look at Jake’s cock as I lift the fabric up and off the swollen member. It’s beautiful. Long, fat and with a large head, his shaft and knob darker than the skin of his thighs, a trimmed patch of manscaped hair crowning the base of his cock, a thick vein running his manhood’s length, watching as it pulses, his hard cock throbbing before me.







 My hand sliding delicately over his tight stomach, the heat of his body burning into my palm, I gasp as I touch his cock for the first time. It’s so hot, and so hard I can barely believe it, like grabbing the oversized handle of a frying pan that’s been a bit too close to the heat. Breathing excitedly, I run my hand up and down his cock, feeling it’s weight, its heat, squeezing it a little in my fingers and feeling its pulse.







 Unmoving, Jake moans, obviously enjoying it. Not so much holding his cock as trailing my fingertips and thumb up and down its length, I jerk him off softly, watching enraptured from my position resting on his chest as a bead of clear pre-come forms at the eye of his manhood. Slicking my fingers over it I smear his juices over his fat girth, making my touch even more sensitive to his burning pole.







 Grabbing his cock a little bit firmer, I start to stroke him up and down, seeing how my hand looks tiny wrapped around his massive tool. Opening his mouth, Jake starts to gasp, the intensity of what I’m doing in his current state filling him with pleasure.







 “Let it out, Jake.” I purr to him, eager to watch his fat cock coming. “Don’t try and be a hero, the sooner it’s all out, the sooner you’ll start to feel better.”







 Gasping and moaning, almost on the brink of sounding like he’s in pain, Jake manages to pump his hips a little as I jerk him off, even such small movements probably making him feel ill but unable to help himself.







 Almost begging, his voice cracked and weak, Jake starts to cry out in orgasm as I watch his massive cock twitch in my hand and I stare in wonder as the biggest load I’ve ever seen comes rushes out from his cock to land with heavy splats on his belly, my hand pumping his length as it convulses, spurting rope after rope of hot white come, runny and slick.







 Still pulling, his cock twitches a few more times and I squeeze out another few drops of his batter before I hear Jake begging me to stop, the feeling of my hand jerking off his now too sensitive knob too much for him.







 Still unmoving, Jake lays there panting, his breath coming in and out in ragged jolts, his body shaking with post release. Letting go of his cock, I watch it fall heavily to his belly, now slick with his come, my hand also sticky and pasted with his load. Unable to help myself, I bring the slippery hand to my mouth and taste it, my tongue dipping in ever so slightly at first before I find myself lapping at my hand, cleaning it, Jake’s young semen absolutely delicious and intoxicating.







 Moving down to his stomach, I start to lick and suck up his voluminous load, slurping hungrily as I ‘clean’ his abdomen of his come, his taste better than any man I’ve ever tasted before.







 Finished, I move back up, my head on the pillow next to Jake’s, watching him as he lies there, eyes still closed, but his brow no longer as furrowed.







 “Feel a little better now, Jake?” I ask him, my arms slipping around his torso while my thigh once again drapes itself over his.







 “Yes Sarah.” He whispers, his breathing coming back to normal.







 “Good. You’ve still got more poison in you so we’ll need to do some more, but for now I’ll let you relax again.” I tell him, getting comfortable, snuggling up to him like he’s a man shaped body pillow.







 Aware that if it’s a really bad hangover, Jake might very well be bed ridden until the afternoon, I take my time and don’t try to rush anything, enjoying the feeling of once again having my body wrapped around a man, the heat of his body reassuring and soothing. My crotch pressed against his thigh and my breasts against his arm and chest, I soon doze off alongside him, the warmth of his body easily compensating for the lack of blanket.







 My dreams are filled with erotic imagery and I find myself waking up wet, my sex grinding absent mindedly against Jake, coating him in my lubricant, my hand sliding back and forth over his chest, my breathing labored and aroused in his ear.







 Looking down, I can see that Jake is once again hard and throbbing and I wonder how long I’ve been dry humping him in my sleep, my human body pillow becoming an object to fuck in my dreams.







 “How are you feeling, Jake?”







 Not opening his eyes, Jake answers, “Better, but I’d still rather not move, if it’s all the same to you Sarah.”







 “Of course.” I reply, my hand running idly back and forth over his chest, before it starts to slide down over his stomach, heading towards his swollen manhood. “How about I make you feel a little better again, hey?”







 “Yes please.” Jake murmurs, everything but his cock unwilling to move.







 Kissing his cheek, I start to work my mouth down his body, my hand already wrapped gently around his pulsing shaft. Biting and teasing his small tight nipples, I kiss his broad chest before my mouth roves over his stomach, teasing his abdomen with soft smooches while my hand strokes his cock.







 Getting to his manhood, I glance up at Jake but he’s still got his eyes closed, however his mouth is open and he gasps as the hot breath of my mouth tickles his knob, my tongue darting out to lick it. Taking my time, I lower my warm lips to his shaft and take him into my mouth, his fat cock making me open wide.







 My tongue licking and swirling on his shaft as I take him deeper, the heat from his cock burns into me, it’s throb a constant beat against my tongue and inside cheeks. Pumping his cock close to the base, I slurp and suck on his pole, Jake moaning deep in his throat as I take him to heaven, unable to do anything but lie there and let me have my fun with him.







 Taking my mouth from his cock, I lick its sensitive underside before lapping at his heavy balls, the skin of his sack tight and smooth as his plums sit there, raised and hard against his shaft. Sucking his balls one at a time, Jake moans and I pump my hand faster up and down his length, feeling him throb beneath me.







 My mouth back on his cock, I take him deep, wanting to see just how much of this girthy manhood I can get in my throat. Gagging, I take him almost halfway before I need to come up for air, his cock simply too big for my throat to be able to accomodate, his knob trickling its pre-come on my tastebuds, making me hungry once again for his hot seed.







 Pumping my mouth up and down his shaft faster, I fondle his large plums, my other hand grabbing his and guiding it to my breasts. Stroking me softly, Jake’s hand caresses my massive natural tits while I slurp on his pole, his eyes still closed but his mouth agape as his body fills with pleasure, overriding the worst of his hangover for a moment as he comes barreling towards his next orgasm.







 My hand stroking his stomach and playing with his chest, I watch his face closely while I suck his fat cock. Jake’s mouth open and his breathing becoming more shallow as I suck him closer and closer to the finish line.







 Bucking weakly, Jake’s hand falls from my breast as he comes, taken by shock with its intensity, forgetting about everything else but the feeling in the end of his dick and the hammering of his heart. Gasping, his eyes closed but his eyebrows raised, I feel his cock unload into my mouth, filling it with burning hot come, slick and tasty. Pumping, his dick gives me his next load, his girth throbbing between my lips as each pulsating throb sends more cream into my eager mouth.







 Sucking hard and swallowing, I take everything Jake gives me, my tongue washing his cock while my mouth stays wrapped around it. Jerking and almost whimpering, Jake begs me to stop, my tongue flicking over the eye of his cock, making him jolt with every tickle. Teasing him, I continue to suck for a little longer than he wants, enjoying watching this strong young man being reduced to a begging bag of sensitive nerves, his hangover and his post orgasm buzz bringing him completely to my mercy.







 Taking his twitching manhood from my mouth, I kiss his balls and thighs, working up to his abdomen, stomach and then chest. Snuggling back up to him, I wrap myself around him and grind my dripping sex on his leg, my mons pressing into him with such need. I can feel myself wanting to grind one out right here and now against him, treating him like my favorite sex pillow.







 Squirming and flailing against him, Jake can do nothing but lie there as he slowly comes down from his high, his hangover creeping back in as his orgasm fades, his body my plaything, my ass flexing as I grind and gyrate my yearning sex against him.







 My breasts on his arms, shoulder and chest, I snuggle in close, kissing the side of his face, watching him lie there, nipping at his ear, licking it, so horny and in need of another climax myself. Holding him tight, I squirm against him as I listen to him fall back to sleep, his body needing to recover. Grabbing his now soft cock, I rub it and stroke it, his length in my hand as I myself drift off.







 Waking up, I feel a hand fondling my chest. During my sleep I’ve rolled onto my back, my large natural breasts creating too inviting a target apparently, as Jake lies there, his arm reaching over, his hand full of my boob, his thumb and forefinger teasing my nipple which is erect and sensitive.







 Looking down and Jake is sporting another fat boner, his knob ticking like a stopwatch as his length pulses to his heartbeat. Seeing me awake, he takes his hand from my breast and grabs my hand and guides it to his cock, silently asking me to play with it.







 Smiling, I turn on my side to get a better position and stroke his cock for him, a slow grin appearing on his face, his eyes still closed but opening every few seconds for a moment now as he becomes almost able to deal with the low light in this room.







 “Starting to feel a little better, Jake?” I ask him, my hand going from his shaft to his balls, cupping them.







 “Yeah, but I still don’t rate my chances if I tried to sit up or anything.” He answers, now louder than a whisper, but still nowhere near as strong as the Jake I’m used to talking to.







 “I understand, my John used to be the same. Basically one position for the day until the early afternoon, and then if he was feeling brave, he’d try for a shower.” I tell Jake, gently rolling his balls in my palm.







 “Yeah that’s pretty much me.” He answers.







 “Well, there’s something else I used to do for John that he really liked when he was feeling like this. Would you like me to do it to you too, Jake?” I say, pressing my breasts against him, looking at his handsome young face hungrily.







 “Yes please, Sarah.”







 “Excellent.” I say, before leaning in and kissing him lightly on the lips before moving all around his face, his soft young skin smooth under my touch as I roll over onto him, my hot wet sex rubbing against him as I slowly straddle his lower stomach.







 With my pussy pressing against him, the heat of my sex emanating into him, I rest my hands on his chest, my massive tits swaying pendulously as I gyrate gently on top of him. Still weak, Jake lies there and watches me, staring at my full figure as my hips swirl.







 Leaning down, my tits land on Jake’s chest before my lips land on his, my nipples brushing against him as our tongues meet and flick delicately against one another. One hand on the pillow holding myself up a little, my other reaches behind myself to grasp Jake’s pulsing manhood, stroking it as I grind my pussy against him.







 Angling myself, I aim his fat cock for my burning sex and grind backwards, bringing my pussy to his knob. Rubbing his head against my absolutely drenched sex, I coat it in my lubricants before backing further onto him, driving his cock inside me, both of us gasping as we make first contact. My pussy stretched more than I can remember, I groan as I back down further onto his length, Jake moaning softly as my tight sex wraps around mis manhood, the velvet walls of my pussy squeezing and hugging his length.







 Kissing him, I back down further, getting most of his shaft inside me, my hand still reaching behind and fondling his balls while his cock slowly disappears within me. Grabbing his head, I pull it to my chest and get a nipple in his mouth, making him suck it, every nerve in my breasts on fire as his lips and teeth graze the sensitive nub.







 My mons grinding against the bulge of Jake’s, I feel him fill me completely, my pussy feeling like it’s been stuffed to the brim with a hot pulsing cock, which it has. His knob pressing at the end of my depth, I can’t be more filled right now, my pussy clenching and squeezing as Jake lies under me, gasping and looking up at me in wonder as my body makes him forget all about his hangover.







 Bucking back and forth, I rub my clit against Jake as his cock fills me, my ass flexing and relaxing as I rub one out on this handsome young stud, his massive tool embedded deep within me. Lying on top of Jake, I smother him with my body and kisses as I have my way with him, treating his body as nothing more than a living sex toy made for me to come on.







 Grinding faster and faster, pistoning on his dick, my sensitive clit throbbing against his body as we connect, I feel the familiar tension in my pelvis of a rapidly approaching orgasm, my lower stomach muscles aching as I grind and piston faster and faster, Jake managing to lift his arms to grab my butt, his own face one of almost shock as my tight sex milks his fat girth.







 “I’m going to come Jake, I’m going to come..I’m...I’m...I’m coming! Oh fuck yes!”
 I pant as my orgasm shudders through me, holding Jake tight, riding him like a pillow as my body explodes and my climax makes me lose all sense of everything except to continue coming. Moaning and groaning in his ear as my body bucks and shakes on top of him, licking at him, biting at him and kissing him. Holding his hair, clawing at his shoulders, unable to stay still as I writhe on top of him, his fat cock throbbing inside my quivering sex the whole time.







 Still bucking, my orgasm subsides, my head on the pillow face down next to Jake, my body flopped on top of him, his hands gripping my ass cheeks as they continue to flex, grinding out every last drop of sexual urge that’s still hiding inside me. Turning my head to kiss his neck, I breathe in his ear, my warm tits pressed against his chest, his cock still pulsating inside me, filling me.







 Sitting up, my hands on his chest, I gyrate my sex on his pole, my natural lubricants all over his crotch, making him glisten in the low level light. Looking down at him with a smile, he looks up at me adoringly, much like John would after I would come on him, something about watching a woman come so hard on a man making them feel awed.







 “Your turn, Jake.” I tell him, pistoning myself up and down on his pole, looking down and both of us watching his cock reappear and then disappear back inside me.







 Smiling but saying nothing, Jake tries to grip my ass a little harder and pump me. Seeing what he wants to do, I start bouncing up and down on his manhood more vigourously, really starting to fuck him, his fat cock stretching my tight little pussy as it slides up and down his length.







 Taking my hands off his chest, I cup my breasts and start to play with them while I fuck him, pulling my nipples and rubbing my full tits in my palms, my large breasts spilling over the sides of my hands, too big for them.







 Staring at him, I smile as I ride him harder, watching him watch me, his hot cock pulsating inside me, the wet slap of our sex filling the room, my massive naturals rolling in my palms as I milk him and bring him to orgasm.







 “Give it to me Jake, fill me with your come! You’re gonna feel so much better when you’ve put a nice hot load inside me!”
 I tell him, encouraging his cock to release.







 His face becoming desperate, I know he’s moments away and I start clenching my pussy, already tight, even tighter around his length. Moaning and sounding like he’s being given a mild electric shock, he starts to buck underneath me, his thick cock twitching within me, hot splashes of come suddenly filling me as he spurts another load for me. Biting my lip, I ride him, wanting every last drop to be inside me, loving the feeling of his hot come as it swirls inside me, my sex quivering around his manhood as we both shake, our crotches alight with nerves.







 Holding my ass, Jake shudders a final time before going still, his chest rising and falling as he gulps to get his breath back, his massive cock jerking inside me, stirring his come. Falling back onto him, I kiss his face and neck, grinding my pussy on his pelvis, his spent cock slowly sliding out of my sex as I gyrate, his come dribbling out of me as I lie there, trickling over his balls, both our pelvis’ pulsing with satisfaction.







 Resting on him, I drift in and out of shallow sleep, making no effort to clean the sexual juices from us, happy to lie there and enjoy the wet feeling. With a mild snore from Jake bringing me fully awake, I look at the slither of light coming through the curtain and see that some time has passed. Slowly peeling myself of him, I get up and check the time, surprised to see it’s a few hours later than I had guessed.







 Shaking Jake gently, I tell him that Emma will be home soon and that he might want to have a shower after I’ve finished mine, Jake’s eyes going wide as now, sobering up and recovering from his hangover, starts to realise what he’s done.







 Picking up my robe and knickers, I tell him not to worry, and that this can be our little hangover secret, especially considering I was much more the instigator than Jake. Giving him one more kiss and with one last longing glance at his well sized cock, I go and have a shower, Jake jumping in before I’m finished, his hands sliding over my breasts and ass as he enjoys my soapy body.







 Leaving Jake to his shower, I get dressed and not a moment too soon, as I hear Emma pulling up in the driveway. Walking into the house I point to the noise of a shower coming from the bathroom and roll my eyes theatrically for Emma with a smile.







 “He’s literally just got out of bed, how much did he drink last night?” I ask her.







 “Not sure mom, but I’d say ‘too much’ is about right?” Emma answers with a smile, shaking her head.







 Once Jake is out of the shower, I start making dinner, Emma and Jake filling me in on last night. At one point during the meal I ask Jake if he would ever get so drunk again, knowing what happens the next day, or if he’s now going to be one of those people who swears they’re never going to touch another drop again.







 “I probably shouldn’t do it too much, but never say never, Sarah.” Is his response with a cheeky grin.







END
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