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				You might think a twenty-one-year-old tagging along on vacation with his parents and their closest friends sounds lame, and maybe it was. But if you knew Berkley and Nicole, you’d understand. They weren’t just gorgeous. They were the most beautiful women I knew, and I was not going to pass up the chance to see them in bikinis. 
			

			
				The whole thing was my mother’s suggestion. I had just broken up with my college girlfriend, which wasn’t as sad as it might sound. We’d been headed that way for a while, my frustration with her spending habits clashing with her love of not helping me pay rent on our crappy little studio apartment. She called me uptight, I called us destitute. You get the idea.
			

			
				I lived in the same city as my parents, and at dinner right after the breakup, my dad told me I needed to get back on the horse and find a good rebound girl. My mom swatted him for that, but it had the suspicious air of something they’d rehearsed, and sure enough, the look they gave each other confirmed it a moment later.
			

			
				“We’ve been thinking about your graduation present,” Dad said.
			

			
				“You guys know I don’t expect anything. Besides, it’s a little early for that, isn’t it?” I asked, forking up another bite of Mom’s shrimp scampi.
			

			
				“Well, the timing is what made us talk,” Mom said. “You know that vacation we’ve been discussing with Berkley, Nicole, and Caleb?”
			

			
				“Sure,” I said through a mouthful of food. Mom and Dad kicked around the idea of a week-long trip to the Bahamas or Hawaii for a year or two, ever since they got the house paid off. Berkley and Nicole were my mom’s best friends, and where one went on vacation, the other two usually went too, along with their significant others, though Berkley had just gone through a divorce a couple years ago and it was a terribly kept secret that things were shaky between Nicole and her long-term boyfriend Caleb. She didn’t like how controlling he was. He liked to control everything. Some relationships shatter from the simplest of explanations, and theirs was reaching that point.
			

			
				“I wish we could buy you a car or a house or… or something extravagant, like the Rossiters did for Drew,” Mom said.
			

			
				I put down my fork and leaned across to take her hand. “Come on, you guys have done so much for me. I know I appreciate that. I mean it, you don’t need to get me anything.”
			

			
				I said all that, but I knew where this was going, and I liked it. Yeah, okay, my reasons were definitely juvenile, but the thought of hanging around Berkley and Nicole for a week in swimsuits had my fun bits ready to sing hymns of praise. They were the MILFs to end all MILFs. And it was more than a physical thing too. They were some of my very favorite human beings on this planet, aside from the ones I was having dinner with. 
			

			
				“I know, honey, I know,” Mom said. She squeezed my hand.
			

			
				“So, what do you think about us maybe paying your way to Hawaii?” Dad asked. “I know, a week with the parents isn’t exactly a dream vacation, but…”
			

			
				“I’m in,” I said.
			

			
				“Berkley and Nicole on the beach?” he asked, grinning.
			

			
				Mom smacked him. “Rod!”
			

			
				“Berkley and Nicole on a beach,” I said, and let go of Mom’s hand to lean back in my chair and moan theatrically. Mom smacked me too. “No, it really does sound like fun. I mean, hey, it’s Hawaii. But, uh, what are you thinking for rooms?”
			

			
				“Oh, you don’t want to stay with us?” Mom asked.
			

			
				“Um. No. And Berkley hasn’t invited me to stay with her, so…”
			

			
				“Charles, you do not corrupt Berkley, you understand me?” Mom asked.
			

			
				“I do not. Sorry, Mom. If I can seduce her, she’s mine. All mine.”
			

			
				“Can you blame him?” Dad asked, earning another smack.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				“Now listen,” I said, stuffing my carryon into the overhead bin and looking down at one of my seatmates. “I see that look in your eyes. You’ve got the fever for me. I know five minutes after the seatbelt warning is turned off, you’re going to want to drag me back to the bathroom and ruin my innocence.”
			

			
				“Oh good Lord,” Berkley said, but she was smiling. And to my delight, her cheeks were reddening too. I knew she was stealing looks at my abs. She’d been doing that more and more, taking little peeks when she thought I wasn’t looking. The fact that I could make the tall, willowy, intensely beautiful blonde MILF glance at me from time to time was the biggest boost to my ego of my life. She wasn’t just beautiful, but cover-model beautiful, her face haughty until she smiled, then those stormy blue-green eyes would melt into something as warm as the sands we were about to step onto in a matter of hours.
			

			
				I loved seeing that smile now and returned it, not my cocky or goofy smile, but my genuine one, and her cheeks burned even redder. Her cornsilk blonde hair was done to look bed-headish, only there was never a strand out of place on Berkley’s head that she didn’t want to be. That mussed look was her default mode for a reason. She knew how to make me and every guy who saw her fantasize about what it would be like to see that hair on a pillow, those big eyes blinking slowly at us in bed, and hearing her whisper a good morning after a night of fucking.
			

			
				Compared to her, I felt all of twelve years old again and being introduced, me wanting to blurt that I thought she was the most beautiful person I’d ever seen, a truth I held even nine years later, which was why it was so wild she was clearly checking me out momentarily. I played football in high school and though I didn’t play at the college level, I kept up the workouts and dropped some of my extra pounds. I knew I looked like a douchey frat bro with my khaki shorts, polo, and backwards turned hat, but it was a look that worked well for me and my tall, broad-shouldered frame.
			

			
				“It’s okay,” I said, throwing some theatrical exhaustion into my voice, since we now had an attentive audience. “Just… be gentle. I’m a sweet, innocent young man and you, you’re clearly meant for sin.”
			

			
				“Oh my God, Charlie,” Berkley said, cradling her face in her hand but clearly trying to stifle a laugh.
			

			
				Across the aisle, Nicole and Caleb watched all this, Nicole with a bright smile, him with something like a scowl. I didn’t know what his problem was, but he’d been sour ever since we picked them up in the chauffeured van we used to all get to the airport. Whatever. Let the asshole sulk his way to Hawaii. I just hoped it didn’t interfere with Nicole having a good time. She and Berkley both deserved it.
			

			
				I knew it wasn’t easy for either woman to be apart from their children. Berkley’s kids, twelve and thirteen respectively, wanted to live with their dad three hours away after her divorce. Not exactly an easy drive when Berkley needed to hold one of her children. The bitch of it was, she was a great mom. She wasn’t overly strict or possessive to her kids, but she made sure they did the right thing, and she’d always been civil to her ex-husband as far as I’d seen. But kids had favorites, and that knife cut her every day.
			

			
				Nicole’s situation was a bit more mundane. Her kids were in college, like me. She was thirty-eight compared to my parents’ early forties and Berkley’s mid-thirties, but she often seemed like the youngest of the three women, at least when she was dating a guy who didn’t suck the life out of her. She was the physical opposite of Berkley, full-figured and all the more beautiful for it, the extra pounds giving her a warmth and MILF sexiness that I utterly craved. Did I fetishize her a bit for her big, mouthwatering breasts and curvy hips? Yeah. Absolutely. I loved her curves the same way I loved Berkley’s slender figure and small breasts. I loved them. That was my worst-kept secret, but I was sort of glad they knew it. I’d been in love with both of them since I’d first met them nearly a decade ago. 
			

			
				Where Berkley gave off a haughty vibe that couldn’t be further from her true character, Nicole always gave the impression that she had a secret. Her small lips were usually set in a natural pout, but when she smiled, it was like she was smirking about something little only she knew. It was unintentional, and she didn’t like her smile much, or her nose. I heard Caleb once laugh and tell her he liked her little pig nose, and I never wanted to punch someone more in my life. Her face was soft and tender and motherly and oh so fucking attractive for it, matching her body style, the kind of woman who defined MILF.
			

			
				“Oh no. Not you too,” I said, sounding as weary as I could. “Please. One of you tearing off my clothes and doing unspeakable things already worries me. Two of you…”
			

			
				“You’d never recover,” Nicole said, giving me that secret smile now and rousing a battle cry inside me to make exactly that scenario happen.
			

			
				“You could always swap spots with me,” my dad called. He and Mom were riding ahead of Nicole and Caleb.
			

			
				“No, Dad. I can’t let you sacrifice yourself to their evils. I’ll make it. Somehow.”
			

			
				With that, I stopped with the jokes and settled in. Berkley gave a slight shake of her head and opened a paperback. She was an avid reader, though I knew she selected her reading not based on her own personal taste but whatever was trending on TikTok and celebrity book-of-the-month clubs. In a lot of ways, she ticked a lot of suburban housewife cliché boxes, and that delighted me. She liked boba tea and bake sales and wine and often posted online when she was being bad and taking an edible, like she was an outlaw mom doing something naughty. She was not, however, a stereotypical Karen, anything but, and I liked that too.
			

			
				We went through the usual preflight rituals and were off to Hawaii, a bunch of us tourist types cheering and no doubt annoying the locals on the flight. A surge of adrenaline hit me. I was twenty-one, out of a relationship for the first time in a year and a half or so, and I would be on a beach soon with my two dream women along with my parents, my two favorite people in the entire world. It was a good day.
			

			
				Something brushed my leg. Berkley’s knee. “Sorry,” she said, smiling faintly, her eyes still focused on her book.
			

			
				I turned and leaned in close to her ear. “Touch me all you want. I don’t mind.”
			

			
				She gave me a long-suffering sigh, but a few minutes later, as I was browsing the in-flight movies, a finger ran along my bare knee. I glanced over at her. Berkley was still reading her book. “Oops,” she murmured.
			

			
				Two could play at that game. We couldn’t do any serious fooling around on the plane, not smack dab in the middle of economy class on a flight full of active people walking back to the bathrooms. Even when I asked for a blanket from the flight attendant, it only served to draw more attention, not less, as a very interested Nicole watched us with delight. I thought she knew practically right from the start that we were turning our silly flirting into something more, and it emboldened me. While Caleb caught a nap with a little flight pillow they’d brought with them on board the plane, I looked between the seat in front of me, Berkley, and Nicole as I tapped Berkley’s bare leg, or brushed her arm, or reached up and stretched, only to bring my hand down along the back of her neck, really making her shiver.
			

			
				Whatever reaction I got from her paled in comparison to what Berkley did to me. Even if she touched nothing explicit on my body, the little feathery brushes of her fingers along my bare skin were enough to pebble it and send the hairs on the back of my neck straight up. I was hard in minutes from her teasing, and she had to know it, because we had hours to go and I had to adjust myself constantly. I’m sure the flight attendant saw it too, because her eyes widened and before she even asked if I wanted something to drink, she brought the tray table down over my knees, covering my erection.
			

			
				It was torture. It was heaven.
			

			
				We kept that up off and on the entire flight, but an hour or so in, Berkley finally closed her book and looked at me, her smile gone. “Are you all right, Charlie?”
			

			
				I glanced down meaningfully at my groin and then back at her in her light summer tank top, tiny cardigan, and long legs in her stylish flowing shorts. She’d just finished rubbing those long stems down with a tiny travel-sized bottle of lotion and the way they gleamed sent my already-hard cock twitching. 
			

			
				The stupid joke didn’t make her crack.  “I’m serious. After Trina, are you okay?”
			

			
				I lost my smile too. “Ohhh. Yeah. I’m okay.” I gave the answer some more thought. “I liked her, especially at first, but it was a while coming so it’s kind of a relief to finally be done. It’s funny. We broke up, and all I could think was, well, now I’m going to have to get a roommate, and I do not want to have to go through that my last year of college.”
			

			
				She winced. “In that tiny studio apartment?”
			

			
				“Yeaaaaah. I don’t know. I thought about asking Mom and Dad if I could come home this last year but nothing’s as sexy as a twenty-one-year-old bringing his date home to Mom and Dad’s.”
			

			
				“I think any woman worth dating wouldn’t see it that way. She’d see a smart young man focused on finishing his degree and caught in a bad situation, relationship- and housing-wise.”
			

			
				“Is that what you would have thought at my age?” I asked.
			

			
				Berkley couldn’t help a smile. “Okay. Point taken. Dating anybody? Anyone on the reel?”
			

			
				“No. You?”
			

			
				“No. Guys my age tend to come with complications or giant red flags.”
			

			
				“And what about guys my age?” I asked, and this time, my low, throaty growl was not intentional or a joke. Something was going on here. This was not a friend catching up with another friend. This was a relationship interview. I was young, but not so inexperienced to miss that. The knowledge made me both soar and feel very, very dizzy.
			

			
				Berkley studied me. “Less complicated. More honest. At least, some of them. And… fun.”
			

			
				I wanted to kiss her. I might have, if her eyes didn’t flick away from me and she straightened up. I looked, and there was my dad, doing humankind’s most awkward dance as he shuffled sideways past Mom and the other passengers to get to the aisle and the bathroom. He gave me a squeeze of the shoulder as he passed, and whatever the moment was between Berkley and I, it fell into a strangely comfortable silence.
			

			
				Finally, she asked, “What about living with me?”
			

			
				I glanced at her again, amused. “Wow. Jumping five moves ahead in the relationship game, aren’t we?”
			

			
				Berkley blushed at that. “I mean being my roommate.”
			

			
				All flirting aside, the offer floored me. “You’re serious.”
			

			
				“Would that be so bad?”
			

			
				“No, not at all.” I studied her eyes, knowing there were two conversations going on here. “I like the idea.”
			

			
				“The house is so empty and the company would be… nice.”
			

			
				“And where else am I going to live out the rest of college with a pool and a hot tub? And one of the most beautiful women in the world to go with them, preferably in nothing at all?”
			

			
				“One of?” she asked, a little pout to her lips.
			

			
				“Well, you and Nicole.”
			

			
				“Mm, I can live with that answer. Give it some thought.”
			

			
				“I don’t need to. I’m pretty well sold. As long as you’ll let me pitch in somehow. I can’t afford a lot, but…”
			

			
				“We can work all that out. I’m not worried about it. You’ve always worked hard and I would want to make sure your last year of college came first.”
			

			
				“Thanks, Berkley,” I said, honestly touched.
			

			
				She rested her hand over mine and squeezed before returning to her paperback. We were silent a while, then finally, out of the corner of her mouth, she whispered, “You know, Nicole looks at you too, sometimes. And I wouldn’t mind sharing with her.”
			

			
				I shot her a glance. She was smiling, but I didn’t think she was joking.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				The hotel was as beautiful as advertised, beachfront and free of kids. We all stopped to stare at the gleaming sands, the palm trees, at the sun hanging lazily over the horizon, casting our little world in brilliant golden hues. Mom started to cry, and Dad held her tight, whispering soothing things and his love into her ear.
			

			
				“Thank you for this,” I said to him over the top of Mom’s head as I rubbed her back. He nodded, giving me a smile like I’d never seen from him before. It was boyish and a little shy. It took me a long time – days or weeks – to understand that smile. I’d caught them as vulnerable as I’d ever seen them. They’d worked so hard for this and in just those few first moments, it was worth every bit of sweat and tears. I promised myself I’d work my ass off too and bring them back there, or take them to the Caribbean. Life spoiler alert, but I’m proud to say I did both.
			

			
				Even Caleb was struck by the beauty of the ocean before us. He jumped when Nicole brushed his hand, and chuckled abashedly. “It really is something.”
			

			
				“It is,” she said, beaming up at him. My jealousy amused me. Here I was, certain now I was on the cusp of something with Berkley, who was far more than any man deserved in this life, and my heart was still snarling at Caleb to back off, that Nicole was mine. I chalked it up to being a horny young idiot, which definitely was true, but some very significant part of me also knew the truth – I was in love with both of them, and I desperately wanted Berkley’s words about Nicole crushing a bit on me to be true too.
			

			
				The desire left me deeply confused but in a happy way, especially when I saw Berkley watching me and smiling. Not a shark’s smile, not an angry one or even a smirk, but a real, genuine smile. I think she read my emotions like a book. She knew me long enough it probably wasn’t difficult. I went to her and wrapped an arm around her. It surprised her, but she nestled her head against my shoulder and dug her phone out of her purse to take a selfie. She held the phone out to me to look.
			

			
				It was the best picture of either of us I’d ever seen.
			

			
				We headed inside to check in. The lobby had an underwater theme to it, a little garish, outdated, and hokey but I liked it well enough. Caleb’s attention was immediately drawn to the restaurant and bar up a short flight of stairs beyond the lobby. The food did smell pretty amazing, but I knew that wasn’t what Caleb would be after. He was an alcoholic in denial, and when Nicole saw him practically drool over the bar, she visibly deflated. I felt terrible for her. Caleb too, in his own way. I had too many friends lose out on opportunities of a lifetime because they partied out of college. Not that I abstained – Nicole either. But booze had Caleb in its grip, and hard.
			

			
				Caleb was a difficult guy to describe, because short, bald, chubby, and Neanderthalic paints him as ugly, but that’s not the case, not really. He was ruggedly handsome, but given to softness after transitioning from a physically intensive construction job to a desk when the company he worked for collapsed from mismanagement. Life had kicked him in the teeth a few times and it showed, but it was also something he could have walked back from given the right motivation. 
			

			
				When we were all checked in, we went up to our rooms. We had rooms on the same floor, but spaced at uneven intervals, because none of us particularly wanted to hear anyone else up to some nighttime carnal fun. I had the room closest to the elevator and stowed my stuff inside. It was nice, but a pretty typical hotel room – two queen size beds, a nightstand, a small table with two taller chairs, a writing table with another chair, and a TV mounted above a dresser next to a wardrobe.
			

			
				Everyone broke apart for a while to shower, change, or in my case, stretch my legs, once I’d changed into some sandals. I knew from the videos and website about the hotel there was the one restaurant on the ground floor and a nicer steakhouse-style restaurant on the top floor. I decided to go up there and take a look. The menu was the sort that wasn’t written down on paper but listed in neon chalk on a board by the bar. I looked it over and inwardly winced. I’d thought to thank my parents for the trip by buying them a meal there in the restaurant, but that was not going to happen, not on what I made as a weekend and nighttime janitor for a credit union. It was good money as far as college jobs went, but not two hundred dollars a meal good.
			

			
				I rode back down in the elevator, heading to the first floor and out through the lobby. The same cute receptionist gave me a shy smile, and I grinned back at her. Just a day ago I would have sidled up to her and tried to talk her into telling me what time she got off, but I was dancing inside about Berkley. No other woman, apart from Nicole, was even on my radar that week.
			

			
				Despite it being June, the hotel was quiet, thanks mostly to its adults-only stipulation. If I was a year younger I wouldn’t have been allowed to stay there. It was a far cry from the wild insanity of the road trip my friends and I took to Miami the year before for spring break, where the beaches were nothing but wall-to-wall partiers. But now, at that resort, there wasn’t a beer bottle in sight that wasn’t in someone’s hand or sweating on a little table and while there were probably a few dozen people seated on the beach or poolside, it didn’t feel crowded.
			

			
				Several of the palapas on the beach were unoccupied but I wanted that sunshine on me, and headed for an empty lounge chair. I took off my sandals and my shirt, left them at the chair, and walked down to the water’s edge, the sand warm beneath my toes but not uncomfortably hot. A wave licked out to greet me, and I stepped into it, feeling more than a little awe at nature and the fact that I was here in one of the most beautiful little spots in the world.
			

			
				Entranced by the waves, I didn’t go far into the water, but I did reach down to drag my fingers through it. Mankind was never meant to build its palaces on these shores, to break up the beauty of that natural world, I knew that. But I couldn’t help the unadulterated pleasure within me at the salty air, the wet sand beneath my toes, the cool water coming up to my ankles. 
			

			
				We weren’t supposed to be locked up in offices and sucking down the fumes of the concrete mazes. We were meant for this, and I embraced it for what little time we had there.
			

			
				“It’s so beautiful,” Nicole said behind me.
			

			
				I turned. She walked through the wash, pulling tight the sash on a wrap over her demure black one-piece swimsuit, and she was so goddamn beautiful it stirred up a hornet’s nest of confused feelings in my heart and mind. Berkley and I weren’t exactly dating, not yet, but I was not the type to cheat.
			

			
				I wouldn’t mind sharing with her.
			

			
				Berkley’s words, but I wasn’t certain if she was joking or not. I didn’t want to screw things up with her, not until I knew how she really felt. Plus, Nicole was still with Caleb. That wasn’t going to stop me from full-on flirting with her, though.
			

			
				“You’re even more beautiful,” I said.
			

			
				Nicole grinned and her eyes fell towards the water. “You’ve still got jokes even after the flight, huh?”
			

			
				I knew her, that the question was a sensitive desire for affirmation and an attempt to shrug off the compliment. She wanted to know I was telling her the truth, but she didn’t want to play it that way.
			

			
				“It’s no joke. You and Berkley. The sexiest women on any beach, ever,” I said, my voice as quiet and serious as I could make it.
			

			
				Nicole stared at me, then crept forward to stand by my side. “You two seemed… cozy.”
			

			
				I took her arm in mine, surprising another smile out of her, a more honest one. “I hope so. She seems like a wonderful person to be… cozy with.”
			

			
				“She’s my best friend. Her and your mom. Be sweet to her.”
			

			
				“I’ll always try to,” I said, and leaned over to kiss the side of her head. Her brunette hair was silky and held back in a loose ponytail. I liked that look but I wanted to set it free like Berkley’s.
			

			
				Nicole let out a long, happy breath. “Sometimes, I…”
			

			
				“What?” I asked.
			

			
				“Nothing. Never mind.”
			

			
				I wanted to pry but I had the feeling I was pushing things already, holding her arm like that and telling her how beautiful I thought she was. We were quiet for a while, staring out at the setting sun, and from behind, Caleb called, “Hey, you taking over my job, Charlie?”
			

			
				Nicole’s eyes went flat and dark, and something odd happened when I went to disengage my arm. She held tight for a moment, as if clutching to me, then she let go. “Are you all right?” I asked softly. She nodded just slightly, and turned to greet her man with a forced smile.
			

			
				I knew Nicole was lying but I had no idea what to do about it.
			

			
				My parents and Berkley walked out soon after the three of us settled around the same lounge chair where I’d tossed my stuff. I stood up, staring at Berkley without caring about the pretenses any longer. I didn’t care that I was her best friends’ son, and neither did she. She looked like summer incarnate in baby blue low-slung shorts and a matching midriff-baring spaghetti-strapped top. Only her C-section scar gave any sort of sign that she was a mother twice over. Every inch of her was trim and lean. I knew she worked hard for her body and I appreciated it with every fiber of my being.
			

			
				All of us went for a walk. My parents led the way, holding hands. I’d never seen them this happy. I mean, they were a happy couple, and I had a great home life, but I was seeing for the first time the silly, dopey kids they must have been when they fell in love in their teens. It warmed my heart.
			

			
				Even Caleb was decent, telling stories about when he was last here, a vacation with his ex-wife and their three kids. I sometimes forgot he had a whole life before Nicole. He was an asshole in a lot of ways but when he talked about his ex-wife, even I could tell the pain and self-loathing in his eyes. But his stories that day were lighthearted, telling us about Spam Musubi and his kids daring him to try it, only to discover it was the best thing he’d eat on vacation there and had it three more times before they left.
			

			
				“My little girl,” he said with the sort of grin that’s half remembrance, half sheepishness, “she even convinced me to put on one of those little grass skirt things and learn a dance with some of the other dads. There’s video out there, but I’m sure as hell not sharing it.”
			

			
				He and my dad fell animatedly into a discussion about golf courses while I kept mostly silent, stealing little glances of Berkley, and she did the same to me. We smiled at each other like shy teenagers, despite the fact that she was thirteen or fourteen years older than me, and when no one was looking, I reached out and slipped a thumb into the back of her shorts, taking a peek at the thong she wore underneath and the barest hint of her ass. She held a hand up to her lips, eyes twinkling, and swatted my hand behind her butt. Just in time, too. My mom turned, looked at us, and tittered softly, as if she knew what we’d been up to.
			

			
				We eventually turned back, looping back towards the road we came in on and a walking path that ran beside it. Birdsong like I’d never heard before filled the air, locked in their own sweet mating rituals as Berkley and I fell harder for each other with every glance and brush of our fingers.
			

			
				We ate dinner as a group in the first floor restaurant back at the hotel, dining out on the veranda as the sun slipped down over the horizon, the sky painted in brilliant pinks and reds like I’d never seen before. I don’t think my parents took as many pictures of anything that trip as they did that sunset, and I can’t blame them.
			

			
				I saw the prices on the menu and I felt a small knot of guilt in my throat. It wasn’t as pricey as the restaurant on the top floor, but it was still a gut punch. Back home, I ate well whenever I visited my parents but date nights for me and Trina usually meant whatever was on special at a fast food restaurant through their app. 
			

			
				Caleb, sensing my thoughts, slugged my shoulder. “Hope you worked some overtime lately, kid.”
			

			
				“Caleb,” Nicole said sharply.
			

			
				My mom ignored all this and smiled at me. “It’s okay, honey. We got the meal and drink pass for here.”
			

			
				Shit. Right. They’d mentioned that. I nodded, and felt a hand on my knee under the table. Berkley.
			

			
				That moment aside, we kept it light that night, ordering a bunch of appetizers and all of us having a few too many cocktails. I knew from experience Berkley was a lightweight, and she got delightfully tipsy on two fruity martinis and a Mai Tai. She tried to pretend to be sober and have a very serious discussion with my parents about me moving in with her. Her head tipped forward, her words were chosen extra carefully, and she tried to keep her hand off my leg.
			

			
				Mostly.
			

			
				“That sounds like a great idea,” Mom said. “You two would make the best… roommates.”
			

			
				Sly, Mom. Very sly.
			

			
				“We’d pay you too,” my dad said.
			

			
				“Dad, I already told her I’d pay rent,” I said.
			

			
				“Nope. No,” Berkley said, and made a sideways cutting motion with her hand. “Won’t hear of it. I could use the company in that big old house.”
			

			
				“Then I’m sure he’ll work it off mowing and helping around the house,” Mom said.
			

			
				“He’ll work it off somehow,” Nicole said, her own cheeks burning red from three glasses of wine. That got my mom laughing so hard she snorted, but Berkley and I didn’t try to deny it.
			

			
				All of us were sweating lightly from the residual heat and we opted for ice cream after dinner. “Let’s get ours to go and take another walk,” Berkley said. Her foot rested on mine, and she rubbed it now, not quite looking at me but her intention clear.
			

			
				“Sounds good to me,” I said.
			

			
				My dad said, “Honey, I think I’d like to cool off for a while inside. What do you think?”
			

			
				“I think that sounds lovely.”
			

			
				Berkley, in turn, looked at Nicole. “Care to join us?”
			

			
				Nicole looked surprised, her mouth opening, but Caleb jumped in. “I think I’ve about had it with the heat too. What do you think, Nicki, drinks inside?”
			

			
				“Yes. Um. Yeah. Sure, honey,” Nicole said. But there was something to her face, like longing or regret. I scrambled to come up with something to say but I didn’t know what she wanted in that moment.
			

			
				We got our ice creams – split pretty evenly among us between mango, coffee, and passion fruit – in paper cups with disposable wooden spoons, and split up. I hugged Mom and Dad, expressing my gratitude again but wanting nothing more than to be alone with Berkley for a while. When Nicole and Berkley said their goodbyes, they hugged, and Nicole whispered something in Berkley’s ear. Berkley responded in kind, a longer sentence or two, voice pitched so low only Nicole could hear. Nicole’s eyes flicked to me, but only for a moment. Then she gave a minute shake of her head and kissed her friend gently on the corner of her lips.
			

			
				“Come on, baby,” Caleb said, and I fought the urge to tighten my hand into a fist.
			

			
				We watched them go, and I muttered to Berkley, “I feel like I should have said something there, and I have no idea what.”
			

			
				“She’s having a little crisis,” Berkley said. I looked at her, alarmed, and she shook her head slightly. “It’s okay. She knows what she wants, and she knows it’s almost over for her and Caleb. But that last step for her… it’s going to be painful.”
			

			
				“Berkley, you have to know I’d never… I’m not a cheater.”
			

			
				She looked up at me, her smile wide and honest. “I know. Don’t you remember what I said on the plane?”
			

			
				“That you don’t mind I have feelings about Nicole too?”
			

			
				“That I don’t mind sharing you with her. Did you think I was lying?”
			

			
				“You’d be okay with…”
			

			
				Instead of an answer, she sashayed away from me, hooking her thumb into the waistband of her shorts and pulling them down just far enough to give me a peek at that thong again.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Berkley and I grabbed towels from a rack provided by the hotel and walked down towards the beach again, eating our ice cream slowly. She gave her spoon long licks that had me hard in moments, and she knew it, her eyes dancing. 
			

			
				We walked through the surf, me trying to process what she’d just told me. She knew she held all the cards now and any time I tried to broach what exactly she meant, if she was into Nicole too, she would hum or switch topics or simply say nothing,
			

			
				And finally, she had enough of the game. She took my arm with her free hand and pulled me up to the groupings of chairs and palapas. “Go throw these away, then come back to me,” she murmured, and I grabbed her ice cream and jogged for the nearest garbage can. When I came back, I looked all around, but she was gone. I grinned, and started looking in palapas. I muttered “excuse me” to other couples I interrupted, and found my Berkley in the fifth one I checked, shorts hanging from the wood beam, pulling off her top. She turned and looked at me in her teeny tiny blue thong and barely-there bra, her ass a slender line, her breasts tiny handfuls and her nipples standing stark against them. She reached out and tugged down the bamboo blinds on that side of the palapas, and I got the idea. I went to the other side, and pulled those down too. She went to the back, and I admired her sleek frame as she knelt to bring them all the way to the sands.
			

			
				I moved to Berkley as she stood upright, her ass still to me. She twisted her head and I kissed her gently, our first kiss, maybe our best. “Charlie,” she moaned against my lips, and I slid my hand into the thin vee of her thong, my fingers rubbing her mound before going further and cupping her sex. She rocked back against me, this gorgeous thirty-something MILF, this woman who could be a model, this family friend for so long I couldn’t remember a time in my life when she wasn’t a part of it.
			

			
				I loved Berkley, and I whispered her name back to her, kissing her again, greeting her for the first time the way I wanted to with my tongue and hers mine. She ground back against me, arching up on her toes. She was wet for me and would tell me later she had been practically all day.
			

			
				I slid my middle finger inside Berkley and my blonde lover gasped. She was tight around my finger, and at first, I wondered how that could be until I remembered the scar on her stomach. I kept that finger inside her and twisted so we were both looking out over the ocean, People were walking around out there but few came into sight, and of those, no one looked in our direction. I didn’t care anyways. Let them see. Let them know that this beautiful woman was mine now.
			

			
				“Your pussy’s so tight,” I breathed into her ear.
			

			
				“Oh God, oh God, you said…”
			

			
				“Yes,” I said. Trina might have been a terrible roommate in the end but I had learned a lot from her about sex, about being vocal, about how to take. And I took now, sliding another finger into Berkley, making her tremble, making her clutch back at my leg in my shorts. “Your pussy.”
			

			
				“My cunt,” she said, and now I was the one floored. Her lips twisted up into a wicked smile. “Oh, I’m dirty, Charlie, and I’m going to want such wild things from you.”
			

			
				“Like what?”
			

			
				“Like letting you take my ass. Would you like that, Charlie?” she asked, grinding back against me.
			

			
				“Fuck yes,” I moaned, driving my fingers into her harder and cupping one of her tits with my other hand, rubbing the nipple, making her moan her next words.
			

			
				“Like sucking your big dick any time you want it.”
			

			
				“And I’ll eat this… this cunt all the time.” Maybe not my most Shakespearean sexy talk, but my brains were goo in that moment, my cock in desperate need of release.
			

			
				“Like watching you fuck Nicole.”
			

			
				“Fuck!” I grunted.
			

			
				“Like eating her pussy while you fuck me.”
			

			
				I yanked my fingers out of her pussy and dropped her thong to the sand. I pushed her towards the wicker daybed in the center of the palapas and dropped her onto it, keeping her ass to me as I stared at her big pink pussy lips. She got on her knees, that slender ass thrust up at me, and I slid onto the wicker bed behind her, not to fuck her, but to eat her out. She gasped as I dropped my face against her cunt and licked.
			

			
				Her pussy dripped for me. Her whole body demanded my attention, her hips rocking backward, her fingers making a scritching sound across the wicker. She cradled her head, moaning as soft as she could manage, and in the moment, that wasn’t very soft at all. We would be heard, but Berkley didn’t care, and that mattered to me was my beautiful lover’s orgasm.
			

			
				She came so goddamn fast for me, her hand clenching in her hair and her head dipping.  “Fuck, oh fuck,” Berkley gasped, too loud, far too loud, and we heard giggling nearby, feminine and soft. But we were too gone to care. If we got kicked out, so be it.
			

			
				Berkley was so damn light, little more than a leaf to me, and I didn’t even notice I was lifting her until she half-laughed, half-sobbed against her arms. I had my hands under her legs and in my enthusiasm and to get a better angle, I’d elevated her until she was resting only on her arms and elbows. Fuck it, I was too entranced by the sweet taste of her to stop now, so I improvised, pulling her legs up and over my shoulders and pushing off the bed so I had one foot on the ground, essentially wheelbarrowing her as I was eating her out. At that angle, I could shove my tongue deep inside her, and she loved it.
			

			
				“Fuck, oh fuck, Charlie!” she whimpered. Her head twisted, her eyes closed, and I felt her legs kick. “Right there, just like that, just like that, oh my God, oh ohhhhh, ahhhhhhh, that’s it, that’s… ohhhhhhh!”
			

			
				It was easy to imagine that last wail carrying over the sea, her pleasure forever echoing, a siren call of lust and desires fulfilled. I let her down and she twisted around on limbs so shaky I reached out to steady her. She kissed me frantically, tears of pleasure rolling down her cheeks. It was Berkley’s turn to push me onto the daybed, and I saw out of the corner of my eye a beautiful Black couple watching us, him with his arms roped around her, her with a dazzling smile. Berkley looked too and twiddled her fingers at them before sliding on top of me, staring down at my chest.
			

			
				“I’ve wanted you since you turned nineteen,” she murmured, gripping my cock and aiming it upward.
			

			
				“I’ve loved you forever.”
			

			
				“I love you too, baby,” Berkley murmured, and she spread those slender hips wide to press me to her pussy lips. Her eyes closed in rapture as she took me inside her, little by little. She was tight, so fucking tight I worried I might hurt her, but she kept going, sliding down inch after inch of me until she took me right to the root. Her trembling hands went to my chest, fingernails digging into my skin. I felt the sting and didn’t care. I was fucking Berkley.
			

			
				Berkley.
			

			
				Where the oral pleasure I gave her had been frantic and wild, this was intense and deliberate. Not slow, not exactly, but slower. She lifted and dropped, lifted and dropped. Every time, her hips slapped against mine. I moaned, and her smile reappeared even with her eyes closed.
			

			
				“Yesss, moan for me, I love it when a man is… is vocal.” Her eyes opened and she stared down at me, intense, encompassing all of me, heart, mind, and soul.
			

			
				“So fucking beautiful,” I said, my hands going to her breasts as she dropped again.
			

			
				“And you, so… ah, so, so young and, and, and… ohhh, and handsome and all these muscles I just want to… to lick and taste and… mmmmm!”
			

			
				She had to give up on talking. I had her breasts in my hands now, my thumbs sliding across her nipples. They were slender little things, brown against her lightly tanned skin. I wanted to suck one of them in my mouth, but not yet. I couldn’t break the rhythm of our bodies.
			

			
				She clutched at my hands when she was close again, head lolling back. Our watchers were into it too, his hand in her shorts like mine had been long minutes ago with Berkley. She moaned and arched and he soon bent her over, sliding his long shorts down, his cock pushing into her and making her big breasts bob. They tried to fuck at first to our rhythm, but they were too eager, too in need of each other. I lost track of them when Berkley came again, clutching my hands, crying out heavenward, as if to tell the angels about us. I moved my hands to her waist and brought her down to the bed, twisting with her. She cried out again as I reentered her, driving into her, my need so fucking close. I started to pull out but she grabbed at me, pulling me back to her.
			

			
				“I… I need it… I need to feel it, I’m safe, I’m safe, please, Charlie…” she babbled, and I slid back into her, my hand going underneath her neck to pull her up and plunge my lisp against hers as my hips jerked, my cock finding its release.
			

			
				“Berkley, fuck, Berkley,” I moaned as I came. One of the two MILFs of my dreams kissed me back, crying good tears, fingers painting my face as if to make sure I was real, and I kissed her again and again.
			

			
				She’d said she loved me. Berkley. Berkley loved me.
			

			
				When I looked over my shoulder, our attentive audience was gone. But I heard a cry of passion from somewhere nearby, and I smiled before Berkley pulled my attention back to her, kissing me again and whispering the words I would ache to hear the rest of my life into my ear.
			

			
				“I love you. Is that crazy?”
			

			
				“Maybe,” I said cheerfully. “But oh shit, am I glad to hear it.”
			

			
				She laughed, and that set me off. We cuddled for a while until she finally got up to pull on her clothes again and guide me back towards the hotel.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				I could have spent that entire vacation in bed with Berkley. I probably would have too if she didn’t slide out of bed when my parents called to invite us to breakfast.
			

			
				“Come on,” she said. “We’re in paradise. Let’s go experience it.”
			

			
				“I came in paradise last night,” I grumbled. “Five times.”
			

			
				“Yeah you did,” she said. “And I need a break, big man.” She bounced her way to the bed and dropped on top of me, peppering my face with kisses as I grabbed her slender ass. “At least for an hour or two. Besides, you are going to love the bikini I bought just in case you and I hooked up.”
			

			
				“You thought this was going to happen?” I asked, surprised.
			

			
				She smiled and kissed me. Despite her words about needing a break, she ground against my half-hard cock. “I hoped it would.”
			

			
				“How did I win you over?” I asked. “The muscles? The charm? Did you catch sight of my naked dong?”
			

			
				She rocked harder on me. “No, but I did notice you had a big one when you came out of my pool. Do you remember Theresa Botti?”
			

			
				“Oh,” I said softly, and gripped her ass in my hands.
			

			
				Theresa Botti was the hen mom to my parents’ circle of friends. She lived on the same street as Berkley and regularly attended dinners and parties there. She was in her seventies, a quiet but pleasant soul whose very existence could be distilled into one word – mellow. One day, early in my freshman year of college, Theresa got sick. It turned out to be Crohn’s, and it hit her hard. She didn’t drive due to poor eyesight and couldn’t afford all the rides back and forth to the hospital and her specialist, so my parents, Berkley, Nicole, and a handful of other friends set up a texting group to get Theresa back and forth to her appointments, do her shopping, and see to her needs.
			

			
				I caught my parents one night talking about how they were going to pay for an Uber for one of Theresa’s clinic visits, and found out the time coincided with one of my entry-level science classes. That was my major, and I was wasted in a 100-level course, so I took it upon myself to skip class that day and drove Theresa to the clinic. My parents were less than thrilled, but I talked to my professor afterward and we reached an agreement. I would take a pop quiz every time I needed to miss a class for Theresa’s needs, and if I passed, I could take the necessary time off, no sweat. If I didn’t, I’d need to attend class. I could have aced the final with a couple quick glances at the course material, so this worked for me, and I wound up becoming Theresa’s de facto driver and personal shopper for the time she had left. Unfortunately, that wasn’t long. A chronic infection left her in critical care and she passed away that summer.
			

			
				“You were so good to her,” Berkley said. “It made me really notice you weren’t a boy anymore, but a man.” She slid down my body, kissing my pecs, my stomach, the hard vee of muscle over my groin. “Of course… I did also see you come out of my pool in some pretty tight shorts…”
			

			
				And with that, she swallowed me down.
			

			
				Eventually, we finally managed to shower and she retreated to her room to change. She planned on grabbing her luggage and personal items to bring them back to my room for the rest of the vacation. That was all right by me. Sleeping with Berkley’s slender frame tucked back against me had brought out the bear in me, wrapping her up tight and wanting to protect her even in sleep. I liked that feeling. So did she.
			

			
				I finished first and went downstairs to grab a cup of coffee. It wasn’t the sort of place where they had a continental breakfast but they did have a coffee, tea, and juice service free of charge, so I grabbed two cups, one loaded with cream and sugar for Berkley, one with a splash of cream for me. It brought to mind the finish of Berkley’s enthusiastic blowjob, me jacking my cock until I was coming all over her gorgeous face. After the night before, I should have been running on empty but even having just come a fucking gallon in and on my MILF lover, I was hardening again.
			

			
				I managed to contain myself long enough to make it back up to our floor. The hotel was coming alive with tourists and I nodded and said hello to a few, sipping my coffee on my way to Berkley’s room. I wanted to do something filthy with her in it and was imagining all the possibilities when I saw my parents come out of their room. They gave me a pair of wide, knowing grins, and I groaned.
			

			
				“Oh God, I’m going to get it, aren’t I?”
			

			
				“I think you got it last night,” my dad said.
			

			
				“That’s… ugggggh, Dad.”
			

			
				“Are you and Berkley talking about grandbabies?” Mom asked.
			

			
				I flashed back to Berkley head twisted against one of the pillows as I fucked her from behind, slamming into her delicate cunt as she gasped, “Come in me, come in me, oh fuck, I wish I wasn’t on the pill so you could breed me with that fat fucking cock,” and fought the heat in my cheeks.
			

			
				“Um. Not exactly,” I muttered.
			

			
				Down the hall, Berkley stepped out and we all looked. I immediately straightened up. So did Dad, subconsciously. She could look amazing in anything, but I don’t think I’d ever seen her so savagely attractive, not before then, not after. The bikini was little more than tiny triangles over her breasts and pussy, multicolored almost like a tie-dye but all a shade of bright, cheery peach. She wore a diaphanous wrap around her hips in a faint nod towards modesty but it was sheer and I could clearly see her pelvic bone and the delightful fullness of her little fupa underneath. It was the one part of herself she didn’t like, she confessed to me when I was licking it the night before, but I liked it. Along with her C-section scar and a hint of cellulite in her ass, it was a reminder that she was a mother, a fucking hot one at that, and it made me all the more hungry for her, a fact I demonstrated until she grabbed a pillow and cried out against it.
			

			
				Come to think of it, that was the same fuck session when she begged me to breed her, a proposition I was now seriously considering. I hadn’t thought about wanting kids, but the idea of putting, oh, a half-dozen into Berkley had my cock growling for her to go off the pill.
			

			
				Conscious awareness of my parents vanished, and I went to Berkley. She gave me a half-smirk, her eyes delighted behind a pair of yellow-tinted sunglasses. “So… you like?”
			

			
				I set the coffee cups down beside the door and stood up to grip her by the side of her neck. A hungry noise of pleasure escaped me as I brought my lips to hers, the kiss a long, slow burn. “Yeah,” I said against her lips. “I like it just fine.”
			

			
				She had her luggage behind her ready to go and we brought it out into the hallway. My mom asked lightly, “Oh no! Leaving us so soon?”
			

			
				“We thought we’d shack up the rest of the week,” I said.
			

			
				“He needs a babysitter. To make sure he doesn’t get himself into-”
			

			
				From down the hall, a door opened up.
			

			
				“It’s just a bikini!” Nicole said, her voice strained.
			

			
				I heard Caleb snap, “It’s not a very appropriate outfit for hanging around friends, that’s all.”
			

			
				Nicole stormed out into the hallway, head down. She saw us and turned right around. “Nicole,” I said, moving down the hallway to her.
			

			
				She turned to look at me, tears in her eyes. “It’s okay. I’m okay. We’re okay.”
			

			
				She was dressed again conservatively, in a pair of wide-legged shorts that hung past her knees and a sleeveless top under a blouse. Caleb stuck his head out.
			

			
				“Of course you’d be out there,” he said to everyone all at once.
			

			
				I was done with this. Done with him. “You gotta be a fucking idiot to not want to see her in a bikini,” I said. The air instantly went charged, and I saw something in Caleb’s eyes. Delight. Good.
			

			
				“What did you say, you little shit?” he asked, his voice cool and amused. I knew behind me that my dad would be tensing up too at that.
			

			
				“I said, any man who’d look at someone as sexy as Nicole and not want to be the guy on the beach with his hand around her waist is the dumbest man in Hawaii.”
			

			
				Caleb came for me. I knew he would and I still underestimated him. He was faster than I ever would have given him credit for, taking me down with a football-style spear and making me grunt more in surprise than real pain. He got a couple punches in, one to my jaw that hurt his hand more than it hurt me and one to the temple that blurred my vison momentarily. I rolled with him, snapping a hard right into the side of his jaw that rocked his head sideways. Then my dad was on us, pulling me off and getting between us when Caleb jumped to his feet.
			

			
				“Little shit, little fucking homewrecker,” he snarled.
			

			
				Homewrecker? Me? Jesus Christ, I guess I kind of was.
			

			
				“Get your things and go,” Nicole shouted at him.
			

			
				“With pleasure.” He spat on my chest. I nearly went for him again, but Berkley and my dad had hands on me now.
			

			
				“We’re done,” Nicole said. “I don’t care where you go, if it’s another hotel or h-h-home, but when I come back, I want you out of the house.”
			

			
				“Whatever you say, whore.”
			

			
				Dad and Berkley weren’t enough. My punch sent Caleb bouncing off the wall. He grabbed at the door, missed, and crashed inside. Dad and I stood over him, my breath coming hard.
			

			
				“We’re going to watch you get your things and leave your keycard,” Dad said calmly. “Then I’ll give you a ride.”
			

			
				“Fuck you,” Caleb said, and then, bizarrely, his voice broke like a teenager. “I can get a c-cab.” He pushed himself to his feet on shaky legs, staring at me with rage transforming into something like deep and terrible sorrow. He wiped his lip, leaving a streak of blood across his skin. “Nice punch, Charlie.”
			

			
				“You hit me pretty good too,” I said grudgingly.
			

			
				He chuckled weakly. “Yeah, ten years ago I would have whipped your ass.” He went for his suitcase and his things, pocketing his wallet, keys, and phone before giving the place a once-over and sniffing. “I love you,” he said helplessly to Nicole.
			

			
				She shook her head, silent, eyes as stormy as Berkley’s. He nodded, resigned, and said to my dad, “Give me and him a moment.”
			

			
				“No,” my dad said flatly.
			

			
				“All right. Then I’m about to make this really fuckin’ weird.” He turned to me. “When she found out you were coming with, she and I… it was your name she said in bed.”
			

			
				Mom gasped out in the hallway. Nicole snapped, “Caleb!” And my dad? He only grinned. 
			

			
				After we watched him get in a cab and go, we never saw Caleb again.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				“So you’re missing a golf partner,” my mom mused as she sliced up melon.
			

			
				“You know, I am,” Dad said.
			

			
				“It would be a shame to let all those golf packages go to waste. I mean, with Charlie hurting his hand and everything, he really shouldn’t play.”
			

			
				“I’m fine,” I said. Under the table, two feet nudged me. One from Berkley. One from Nicole. My dream women. 
			

			
				“Say, honey, I know golf usually isn’t my favorite, but the courses do look beautiful and you know I like to drive the cart,” Mom said. “And I could use a hiking partner.”
			

			
				“You want to keep me company this week?” Dad asked. 
			

			
				“I think that’s a great idea. You three don’t mind if we do our own thing, do you?”
			

			
				“Of course they don’t,” my dad said.
			

			
				And soon enough, they were running from the hotel restaurant, holding hands and tee-heeing like they’d just pulled off the crime of the century.
			

			
				I looked between Nicole and Berkley. Nicole finished a bite of her papaya and waffles, watching us both. “Was it true?” I asked.
			

			
				Berkley and Nicole shared a look. She didn’t answer that question specifically, but that in itself was an answer. 
			

			
				“We’ve, um, we’ve both had a bit too much wine sometimes and talked about you the last couple years since her divorce,” Nicole said softly. She reached out and took Berkley’s hand. “But I don’t want to come between you two.”
			

			
				“You won’t,” Berkley said. “Because I want you to be a part of this. He’s not the only one I’ve wanted at this table.” 
			

			
				Nicole’s lips parted. “Same. But… you knew that didn’t you?”
			

			
				“I had an idea,” Berkley said.
			

			
				They leaned together and kissed gently. When Berkley broke away, she stood up. “Come on. Let’s get you into the forbidden bikini, take a walk, and… talk.”
			

			
				“Only if you promise to tell me every detail about what happened last night,” Nicole said, standing too.
			

			
				And me? I said nothing, following them in a happy daze as they walked hand-in-hand to the elevator, my two beautiful MILFs, my girlfriends…
			

			
				My lovers.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				We took our time walking through the surf. There was no rush, not then, not ever. What we had was an eternity.
			

			
				We talked about little things, my upcoming senior year of college, a promotion Berkley was up for that she wasn’t sure she actually wanted because it would mean more stress, and Nicole how she missed her kids but loved that they were doing so well in college. That brought me back to the dizzying idea that I was half her age. It didn’t scare me off. It turned me on, and in full view of the world, my hands began to roam their bodies as we walked.
			

			
				As walked for miles, we built up a fine sheen of sweat, Nicole listened as Berkley told her every detail of what went on the night before, how many times I fucked her. She gasped when we told her about our first time in the palapa and our audience, and by the time we finished the story with me spooning Berkley and making love to her before we slipped into dreams in the early dawn hours, she was squirming.
			

			
				We hurried back to the hotel. I trailed them, staring at their asses. Berkley’s was slender and nearly non-existent, her peach bikini now diaphanous thanks to the sweat on her skin. Nicole’s was thicker, bouncier, juicier. She was not fat or even chubby, but she was full-figured, bouncing with every step and driving me mad for her. 
			

			
				 I wouldn’t have to wait much longer.
			

			
				We came off the elevator all over each other, each of us with skin glowing from the sun, all of us hot, sweaty messes, all of us so desperate for one another. I brought Nicole to the wall halfway between the elevator and my room, my hand sliding down to her thick ass, my eyes searing into hers as I kissed her. Her mouth tasted like papaya and I explored her lips long and thoroughly to savor it.
			

			
				Berkley ran her hands over both of us and Nicole fixed her with a lust-dazed look that made me shiver. It was a moment I’d always remember, Berkley amused, her blonde hair stuck to her tanned skin, her nipples and cunt stark against her nearly non-existent bikini. And Nicole, gorgeous Nicole, in a bikini that would have been chaste on anyone else but on her could barely contain her big breasts and the swell of her fupa and pussy lips. My hand at her ass went to those ripe, full lips now and rubbed as she kissed Berkley. I enjoyed the view, both sun-loved women tentative at first, then almost immediately falling into each other, touching, groping, plunging their tongues together with a desperation that matched mine with Berkley the night before.
			

			
				“I’ve… needed to do that for so long…” Nicole said.
			

			
				“I wish I knew sooner,” Berkley said. “But we’ll make up for it now.”
			

			
				Nicole nodded and twisted her head back to me. I came in tight and she wrapped a leg around me as I ground my cock against her pussy in her bikini bottoms, my hands on her cheeks now, kissing her hard, rough, the way I wanted to fuck her. Hands explored me, delicate hands, drifting toward my ass and plucking free my keycard. I ignored Berkley, entirely focused on Nicole as I gripped her by her deliciously thick thighs and lifted her. She moaned and held on tight as I carried her past Berkley holding open the door and into my room, tossing Nicole down on my freshly made bed.
			

			
				One of Nicole’s big breasts bounced free of her bikini top in the process and I stared down at her big, thick nipple before shooting down her body to devour it, sucking hungrily as my hand went back to her cunt again, this time to free her from her bikini bottoms. The fabric slipped down and I tossed it aside, as Berkley divested herself of her own bikini and sunglasses. She joined us on the bed as I slid two fingers, then three into Nicole, barely clinging to control as I pumped them in and out of her.
			

			
				Beside me, Berkley kissed Nicole again, the two of them cooing against each other’s lips. “I love how good he is with his fingers,” Nicole said.
			

			
				“Wait until you feel his cock. He went all night and would have gone again a half-dozen times this morning.”
			

			
				“Mmm, I can’t wait,” Nicole said, her soft, breathy tone doing as much to make me hard as the big breast against my lips or the feel of her wet cunt around my fingers. I was straddling her leg and grinding against it as I sucked, never noticing. My lips dragged across her cleavage and I sucked her other waiting nipple, the first stiffening with the cooling saliva I left on it. Fuck, I could have spent hours just sucking her tits, and would, soon enough, but I wanted a taste of her pussy too, and slid down her body, trailing my tongue along her soft waist and big fupa, loving that she’d gotten lasered the same as Berkley. She also had a tattoo I’d never known about, a pair of doves along a C-section scar, as though they were sitting on a branch. It was beautifully done, and I kissed that too before I finally made my way to her pussy, ready and waiting for me.
			

			
				We were sweaty from the walk but I sure as hell didn’t mind. And maybe I was drunk on love but I liked the coconut scent of the sunscreen we’d all used. Hell, I just liked the moment, my lips meeting Nicole’s pink folds, my tongue sliding deep, my fingers at her hood and her clit.
			

			
				“Oh, ohhh, he is good, isn’t he?” Nicole asked.
			

			
				“Uh huh,” Berkley said around her nipple. She rose up and kissed the other woman again, rocking back and forth with her own excitement. I didn’t know when she’d slid a hand between her thighs but she was playing with herself fast now, her fingers working along her pussy lips.
			

			
				But I was Nicole’s for a good long while, and I returned my attention to her, wanting our first time to be as good as it had been the night before with Berkley. I didn’t play. I didn’t tease. She needed this release, this display of my desire for her, this promise that I would never be that asshole Caleb. I fucked her beautiful, eager cunt with my tongue as I rolled and brushed her clit between my fingers, remembering Trina telling me to use all my senses to feel out what a woman liked when it came to her clit. I was delighted to find that with Nicole, all that went out the window, because she liked everything I did to her, rough, gentle, hard, soft. She was eager for every bit of it.
			

			
				It was when my tongue brushed her clit that she really went off. Her hand shot to my head and she broke away from kissing Berkley long enough to look down at me and gasp, “Oh, oh baby, just like that, oh, Charlie…”
			

			
				I kept going, bringing my fingers back into the game and sliding them into her, pumping them faster than I was licking her clit. Her thighs slapped hard against my hand, her fingers crushing my hair between them. Her head rolled back and she cried out, “Uh, uh, ohhhhh, f-fu… fu…”
			

			
				“Fuck,” Berkley breathed, her mouth back at Nicole’s tit again.
			

			
				“Fuuuuck!” Nicole said, and she crested, her beautiful eyes back on me, laughter spilling out from her breathlessly. “Charlie, our Charlie, who would have known, oh my God, oh Charlie, that was amazing…”
			

			
				I responded by sliding up her body, my cock in my hand and ready for her. Berkley fell away, watching me with her lips parted, her eyes dazed and happy. Nicole’s shined, a satisfied woman, free of the chains that had been holding her back. “Come here,” she murmured, “let me kiss you,” and I obeyed, bringing my lips gently against hers as I laid my cock against her folds. She reached down and gripped me before saying shyly, “I… I’m safe, if you want to come inside me. I had my tubes tied. If that’s a dealbreaker, I, I’d…”
			

			
				I slid into her. She wasn’t as tight as Berkley but hell, girls my age weren’t as tight as that pussy had been. Nicole was wet and inviting, and so goddamned warm around me. I filled her with an easy, slow thrust, and she grinned up at me.
			

			
				“You can be sweet later. Right now, I want you to fuck me, my twenty-one-year-old stud.” She looked at Berkley. “I sound so dorky.”
			

			
				“Oh trust me, I was howling it all last night too. So young. So fucking young.”
			

			
				“Fuck,” Nicole said again as I pulled back and thrust back into her, as though she were tasting the word.
			

			
				“In our bed, you say what you want. Use whatever words you want,” Berkley said.
			

			
				Nicole turned her head towards her. “Like… I really want to taste my best friend’s puss… pussy?”
			

			
				“Mmm, exactly,” Berkley said, her voice a low simmer about to reach a boil. She got up on her knees and slid over Nicole. She slipped a finger under my chin and we kissed languidly before she brought her delicate pussy lips down on her best friend’s chin, adjusting slightly before they fit the pieces together right.
			

			
				I stared, forgetting myself for a long moment as Nicole, the sexiest women I’d ever seen, began to eat out the most beautiful. I couldn’t have moved if they told me to. It was a scene I needed to commit to memory, because some part of me thought this crazy three-way relationship would end when the vacation was over. I didn’t know how many years we’d get together. I didn’t know how good our lives would be. How fulfilled. How loving.
			

			
				Berkley brought her hands behind her head, gripping her shoulder-length blonde hair. As she rocked, she said, “Fuck her, baby, fuck her as good as you gave it to me last night.”
			

			
				The words sent me driving deep into Nicole’s welcoming pussy again and again. I gripped her thick hips and lifted them up until she had her knees bent and legs spread wide. My hands roamed over her calves and thighs as I thrust into her hard enough to make her tits bounce.
			

			
				“Ooh, oooh, Charlieeee,” she gasped, then laughed breathlessly when I shoved deep yet again.
			

			
				“Mm, Nicole, I love watching him stuff you with that big fat cock,” Berkley said, her voice singsong. Her hips moved to my rhythm, as if I was fucking her instead of Nicole, and her eyes started to slide shut, her tell for when she was about to come. Or one of them, anyways. I’d find out she had so many.
			

			
				“Ohhh, feels, good, f-feels so, ohhhh, ohhhh, gooooood.”
			

			
				When she wasn’t moaning, Nicole was licking, her hands gripping Berkley’s slender thighs and pulling her tighter against her mouth. Sounds like wet kisses spurred me on even faster, one of my hands going to Nicole’s tit, squeezing it, kneading it. Fuck, I wanted to see her wrap those big tits around my cock, see her stare up at me with that soft elfin face as I came and came and came across her.
			

			
				I lost control, driving into her. “Nicole, fuck, fuck, fuck,” I growled, “so fucking sexy.”
			

			
				“Where’d o-our sweet Charlie go?” Nicole asked.
			

			
				“I said the… the same thing,” Berkley said, her words coming with little gasps. “Charlie, our Charlie, making me come… over… and… over… and you are too, baby… oh… so c-close… oh… ohhh, Nicole, Nicole!” She came, her head dipping forward, her eyes squeezed shut. When she could speak again, her voice came in a high whimper. “Ohh, ohh, God, both of you, making me come so hard...”
			

			
				“Going to come too,” Nicole said, her words coming in time to my thrusts and her bouncing tits. “F-fuck, Charlie, oh my God, oh, oh…”
			

			
				Berkley scrambled off and came to me on her knees, panting. Her hair was crusted with sweat and crisp to my touch when I gripped her head and pulled her to me for a hungry kiss as I pounded into Nicole, my hips shoving back and forth, my cock filling the busty MILF over and over and over again.
			

			
				We both looked back at Nicole and Berkley took her hand. “Come for him, then he’s going to come inside you.”
			

			
				“Yesss, oh, oh, come in me, come in me, Charlie, I need to feel it.”
			

			
				“Fuck,” I grunted, my hand going to her hips as I leaned over her, my thrusts manic. She clutched my face and kissed me before her hands went to my muscular ass and squeezed me to her even tighter, her breath catching with little gasps, her eyes going unfocused and looking off to the distant left, a goofy smile of pleasure on her face. It was as close as I’d ever seen a woman come to ahegao and it drove me wild, especially when she cried out my name.
			

			
				“Charrrrrlie!”
			

			
				“Fuck!” I roared, and I drove deep, skin slapping against skin, my lips against hers, my other woman behind me, tracing my hips and my back with her fingernails, her lips following, tongue sliding across me. I came so fucking hard my vision blurred, my release a torrent inside busty Nicole, and I roped my arms around her, pumping my come harder and harder inside her, making her cry out again, maybe in another orgasm, maybe with the aftershocks of that previous one.
			

			
				Hands pushed me off her and Berkley was there, diving in to lick my come up, so eager, so desperate. She had her hand between her thighs again and I didn’t hesitate, positioning myself behind her and driving my tongue against her pussy before I saw another target I wanted to taste – her ass. She jerked her head up, her eyes sightless as she gasped, “Oh, oh fuck, Charlie, ohhhh…”
			

			
				“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God,” Nicole gasped, and Berkley moved up her body, the two of them sharing my come as I chased my lithe, beautiful thirty-something girlfriend, prying her cheeks apart and burying my mouth against her delicate bleached bud again, spearing it with my tongue. 
			

			
				In between frantic kisses, Berkley said, “Ch-Charlie’s licking my ass.”
			

			
				“Yesss,” Nicole moaned.
			

			
				“He’s l-licking my ass, Nicole!”
			

			
				“I know,” Nicole said, grinning and brushing our lover’s face with her fingers.
			

			
				Feverishly, Berkley nodded and said, “And, and, and I’m going to go off the pill and he’s going to, mmm, he’s going to fuck me until I’m pregnant and oh fuck, oh oh guh, oh he’s got his tongue so, nnnngh, fucking… deep!”
			

			
				“He’s going to fill you up,” Nicole said. “Going to make you a mommy again.”
			

			
				“Yes! Oh, oh God, I’m going to be pregnant, I’m going to be pregnant with our…” Berkley laughed and came and gasped all at once. “Our Charlie’s… babies! And he’s got his… his tongue… in my… my…”
			

			
				“Your ass,” Nicole said, and that was it for Berkley. It was like she’d been given permission to come, and she did, her trembling reaching a full-on quake as she opened her mouth wide and went sightless again, coming, coming so hard for me.
			

			
				She fell away from Nicole and I was on our thick MILF lover again, gripping her tits and sucking them, unable to keep myself way from them long She laughed, but then she felt me against her leg and moaned, “Oh God, oh, h-hard again, oh my God, oh my God.”
			

			
				“Get on your hands and knees,” I said. “I need to see that ass when I fuck you.”
			

			
				She hurried to obey me, this fucking forty-year-old goddess, her big tits hanging low, her curvy ass thrust up at me. I loved how juicy it was, how real. Her lines and folds were more defined than Berkley’s, but something about the reminders of her motherliness pushed me beyond my control.
			

			
				I took her. I claimed her. I owned her.
			

			
				My mind left me as some savage beast inside me came out to play for only the second time in my life – the other being the night before, when I was drilling Berkley until she was crying out into her pillow with orgasm after orgasm. I grabbed Nicole’s waist and I hammered into her, building up another fine sheen of sweat as I made her ass bounce against me. I loved that sight, my slick cock punching into her, her ass making music against my hips.
			

			
				“Oh, oh God, oh, oh oh, oh Charlie, oh God, oh God, oh God,” she whimpered, her words nearly keeping time. She arched her back, head coming up, and she cried out, “Oh, oh fuck, oh God!”
			

			
				Berkley was watching the whole show, too stunned to even play with herself again, though her hips were spread like she meant to. “Do you like that, Nicole?”
			

			
				“Yes!” Nicole said, bouncing back against me.
			

			
				“Like our young lover fucking you?”
			

			
				“Yes, oh, oh God, yes, young, so young!”
			

			
				“Want him fucking you all the time?”
			

			
				“Yessss, don’t stop, never stop, mmm, fuck, I need it, oh, oh Berkley....”
			

			
				Berkley’s voice went dark and husky. “Need his big fucking cock inside you every day?”
			

			
				“Every! Day! Oh, oh fuck, oh fuuuuck!”
			

			
				Nicole came with a cry that would have ended with management hammering on our door at another hotel. I felt Berkley slide away from us and heard the bathroom door click, but it was like it was happening in another hotel room. I was laser focused on Nicole, dropping her onto the mattress, her legs spreading wide. My cock was still inside her so I shifted my balance, leaning on one hand beside her as I fucked her into the mattress, sweat from my brow falling on her upper back. If the bedframe wasn’t bolted to the wall, we would have been demolishing the wall.
			

			
				“Fuck, Nicole, fuck!” I said.
			

			
				“Guh,” she said as I jackhammered into her pussy again, her head twisted, eyes unfocused, a dreamy smile on her face. “Guh, Ch… Ch… dick… guh, guh, guh, good, so, ah! So… good!”
			

			
				I was only dimly aware of water running and Berkley coming back to us, holding something in her hand that looked like a greeting card, because that was exactly what it was. She had a funny smile on her face, self-pleased, and set it beside the bed on the nightstand. I ignored the card and grabbed her by the arm, pulling her to us. She joined me on her knees for a hungry kiss, then got back in the mix in a major way.
			

			
				“Mm, you had a taste of mine, maybe I ought to have a taste of hers,” Berkley said.
			

			
				The words didn’t break through my fugue until she nudged me back. I pulled out of Nicole with a frustrated grunt and Berkley chuckled. “Lay on your back,” she told me, and I did, suddenly very grateful for the interruption, because I was about to experience one of the greatest views of my young life.
			

			
				Nicole and her big tits, bouncing on me.
			

			
				Berkley helped her, kissing her and stroking my cock to keep me hard, not that it was necessary. I was going to be a fucking iron bar all that week. Nicole slid on top of me and held me upright. She wasted no time dropping onto me, whispering a pleased, “Oh God, that’s good,” before she opened her eyes and smiled down at me.
			

			
				Then she began to move, and I was utterly hypnotized. She knew how much I wanted to see this and played it up for me, running her slender hands over her breasts, cupping them, even bringing them up to her mouth to suck the nipples with loud, lurid slurps. All the while, she rocked on my cock lodged deep inside her, grinding on it. Her brown eyes held mine, sparkling with the knowledge of what she was doing to me.
			

			
				Berkley watched this, grinning, and finally moved herself, putting a hand on Nicole’s back and pushing her gently down. Nicole rode me faster as our lips met, her big breasts brushing against my chest. Neither of us noticed what Berkley was about to do. It was only when Nicole’s eyes widened and she gasped, “Oh my God, oh, oh Berkley,” did I look and see.
			

			
				Berkley was spreading Nicole’s cheeks wide, and licking her ass, just as I’d done to her.
			

			
				“Fuck her,” Berkley said to me. What one of them wanted, I’d give them. Forever.
			

			
				The break had given me a reprieve from my own loss of control, and I took advantage now, thrusting up into Nicole measuredly, my arms around her. She kissed me just as measuredly, her brunette hair falling across us both, her hips and legs quivering as I thrust harder into her, faster, my need roaring back to life, and her pleasure on her so fast with both of us tending to her.
			

			
				“Charlie, oh, oh Charlie, Berkley, oh, oh God…”
			

			
				“I love you, Nicole,” I said. “You and Berkley both.”
			

			
				“L-love you too, this is crazy, oh, this is crazy, but I love you, I love you, I…” She came, a sob escaping her, born of pleasure and a release of the tension that had been building between her and Caleb. She sobbed, and laughed, and told me to come, breathing it in my ear, begging me for it.
			

			
				“Come in me, please, Charlie, I want to feel it, I want to have it in me, come for me, baby, come for me…”
			

			
				“Nicole,” I said, tightening my grip, my hips jerking uncontrollably. Berkley came up beside us and traced my chest with her fingers as Nicole rose upright, bouncing on me now, tits bobbing in time. We both watched her in awe, the sexiest sight either of us had seen, and I couldn’t hold on any longer, coming, coming, coming.
			

			
				I collapsed, Nicole collapsed. Berkley collapsed. We were laying in a giant wet spot of our combined juices and none of us cared. I kissed them both in the aftermath, my heart hammering in my chest and not just from the insane fucking. I was in love with my two dream women, and they loved me.
			

			
				“This is happening,” I said wonderingly. “Holy shit. Sorry, I…”
			

			
				“The no-swearing thing kinda falls by the wayside now that you’re twenty-one and fucking us silly,” Berkley said.
			

			
				Nicole giggled and snuggled in tighter against me. Her big breasts pressed against my chest and her head rested on my arm. “Agreed,” she murmured.
			

			
				“Give me a minute and I’ll clean you both up in the shower,” I said.
			

			
				“Our hero,” Berkley said. “Oh! You need to see this.”
			

			
				“What?” I asked.
			

			
				She twisted for the card she brought back from her earlier trip to the bathroom, giving me a pretty damn good sight as it was. I ran my fingers up the crack of her ass and she wiggled it back against me, but soon was facing me again, greeting card in hand. I took it from her and opened it. On the front of the card was a beautiful picture of a field of flowers with the ocean as a backdrop. Inside, there was no pre-printed text, but two people’s handwriting, one a man’s careful blocky script, the other more distinctly feminine.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Thanks for the show last night. My man, you deserve this. Perfect way to end our honeymoon.
			

			
				 
			

			
				And underneath that, on the bottom half of the card:
			

			
				 
			

			
				You two were beautiful, intense, free, and happy. We hope all your days together are like that. We have some new aspects of our relationship to explore, thanks to you. Please, enjoy this with our gratitude. Aloha.
			

			
				 
			

			
				There were no names listed, but there was a folded piece of paper, the stock thick. I opened it, and my eyes widened. It was a gift certificate to the restaurant upstairs, made out for three hundred dollars.
			

			
				I’d just stumbled my way into somehow thanking my parents for the incredible vacation that had put me together with my two beautiful MILF girlfriends.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				It took a while to wrangle everyone, but we finally managed it. The kids were tired of selfies and group pictures, but for once that trip, I felt like I got an honest smile out of all of them, even Kayla, just starting her “parents are stupid” phase of her teenage years.
			

			
				The resort where my relationship with Berkley and Nicole started was gone, replaced by a smaller, more family-friendly place I liked to stay at because of the memories. I was a silly romantic like that, but then again, so were Berkley and Nicole.
			

			
				The group broke apart, the kids heading towards the van and immediately arguing. The flight back was not going to be fun, but I had so many memories to cling to through it. Hiking and biking and golf with my dad, finally making up for the days we missed when I was just twenty-one.
			

			
				All of us adults stood together for a moment, soaking in the sun and the eternal ocean before we headed back home. Next year we were talking about a week of sledding and skiing, though we weren’t sure where yet. It didn’t matter to me. The only thing I wanted in my life was family, and I was blessed with the best.
			

			
				Mom and Dad were going to drive the van that had all our luggage and the kids. They were the best at keeping the trio content and in line. They hugged my girlfriends tight, Mom crying, which set Nicole off too. When they hugged me, they thanked me again for the anniversary present, bringing them here again, making so many more memories – this time, ones Nicole, Berkley, and I were a part of.
			

			
				We saw them off. Before the three of us followed in the tiny rental car, the three of us walked down to the water’s edge, dipping our toes in one last time. Berkley took my arm, and Nicole followed in her footsteps. I thought about the day ten years prior and change when we had to say goodbye to this place just like this, and about coming back here again in another ten.
			

			
				If we could wait that long.
			

			
				


			
				Bake Sale Hero
			

			
				 
			

			
				“What do you mean, you can’t come home?” Meadow asked as she stared blankly at the kitchen cupboards.
			

			
				“I’m sorry, Mom,” Darren said, sounding anything but. “I wish I had the time but not with two jobs.”
			

			
				Her fingers tightened on the phone. “But it’s our thing. The county bake sale.”
			

			
				“I know. But I gotta focus on paying the rent.”
			

			
				“The charity this year is the women’s shelter in Laperle,” Meadow said, as if explaining this to a child. Because she was. She loved Darren and understood having to pay the rent and bills, but this was something they’d done together since he was four or five and he would grab great big gobs of cookie dough and stuff it in his cheeks when she wasn’t looking. Or when he would grab the baggies with the corners cot off to squeeze icing into his mouth. Or when he would steal a couple plates of treats and hide them away in his room.
			

			
				Now that Meadow thought about it, there were probably reasons he was a diabetic.
			

			
				“It’s a really good cause,” Darren said around a mouthful of what sounded like chips, the way he was crunching them. Chips! As if breaking her heart meant nothing to him! “But I just can’t this year. Hey, call Everett. He would come over and help you. He’d probably lick the floor clean afterward if you told him to.”
			

			
				He wasn’t wrong. Dorky nineteen-year-old Everett was her son’s bizarre pick of a best friend, short, chubby, geeky, painfully shy, terrible with girls. But Everett had one advantage over her son right at that moment - he came home for the summer to live with his parents. It wouldn’t be the usual bonding time she had with Darren, but Everett would do, she guessed. Plus, he was so stupidly infatuated with her she seriously doubted he would say no, and Meadow would be damned if she let Tara Boothe donate more baked goods to the sale that year than her, that big-titted blonde bitch. Oh, Tara acted humble when everyone at the Sweet Treat Mothers Club meeting clapped for her hard work while Meadow and the others only received a token show of appreciation. But Meadow knew the truth. That slut wanted to show her up, the queen of bake sales.
			

			
				Meadow would destroy Tara this year, she thought, having already hung up on her son by accident, so lost in her plans for revenge by confection. She stabbed at her contact list, searching for Everett’s number. When the time came for the bake sale, Tara would have no choice but to gush about her hard work.
			

			
				Meadow wondered idly if she could make the blonde get on her knees and apologize for daring show her up the year before. Now, wasn’t that a pleasant thought? She licked her lips, playing out the fantasy for a moment, then shook her head and dialed.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Everett gaped at the ass rocking up and down on the first few inches of his cock. The beautiful Black former head cheerleader of their class before they both graduated was availing herself of his massive tool with a rhythmic, “Uh, uh, uh, uh,” as Joelle’s long complex braids bounced in time. Her heart-shaped ass was so tight and round and perfect. He reached out to squeeze it, and she snapped, “No touching.”
			

			
				“Sorry. Can you turn around so I can see your boobs?”
			

			
				“No – uh – talking – uh – either.”
			

			
				“Okay.”
			

			
				“Such a – uh – dork. Uh. Uh. Can’t b-believe – uh! – doing this – uh, uh – but – uh – big, so big – uh!”
			

			
				He didn’t like being called names when she was the one who demanded this, but Everett endured it because Joelle was really hot. She was also the last holdout of the cheerleaders from his old class coming around to his house. Fuck you, Eric Mulaney, he thought smugly. The football player and King Shit of their class thought it would be funny to pants Everett at a party thrown by one of their former classmates, a sort of welcome home and let’s-get-together thing. No one had known his dick was that big. Everyone had always assumed the bulge in his jeans and shorts was a sock or something. And now, well, Everett was suddenly the most popular guy of his former class.
			

			
				“Uh. Uh. Funnnngh, oh, uh, can’t b-believe you’re making me come, uh, you chubby… uh… geeeeeek!”
			

			
				Joelle rocked so hard she nearly took half of him inside her pussy, the same pussy she didn’t want to stretch out by taking him too deep. He was disappointed by that. That, and the condoms she wanted him to wear. They made sense, he guessed, but some of the cheerleaders let him fuck them without one. Molly Ingermann had screamed at him to come inside her and make her stupid cuck college boyfriend be the daddy of Everett’s kids.
			

			
				Molly kinda scared him. But it had been stupid hot too.
			

			
				Joelle fell forward off him, intentionally or unintentionally coming to rest on her elbows, her ass thrust out invitingly at him. He scrambled to his knees and gripped her waist with one of his big, thick-fingered hands.
			

			
				“Don’t touch!” she snapped.
			

			
				“I have to if I’m going to keep fucking you.”
			

			
				“Ugh… fine.”
			

			
				His hand went immediately to her ass and he pushed his cock back inside her, making her cry out.
			

			
				“Oh, ohhhhh, fuuuuck!”
			

			
				Everett was careful to only go a few inches. She told him she didn’t want him any deeper because she wanted to get married someday and guys didn’t like women with vaginas like football stadiums inside. He was just happy to be fucking another cheerleader. And now he was touching her ass too! This was pretty awesome.
			

			
				His phone rang. He was supposed to meet up with his buddies Trent and Chad later, but he told them not to call and they were pretty good about it, especially since he showed them a clip of him coming all over Molly’s face, as well as some sexts Isabella sent him about letting him fuck her big athletic butt that summer. Ever since, they worshipped him, so it probably wasn’t his friends.
			

			
				He grabbed the phone and accidentally pushed an extra inch into Joelle. He couldn’t see it but her eyes bugged out and she gasped, “Ohhhh shit, oh shit!”
			

			
				“Sorry,” he mumbled.
			

			
				“Again, do it again!”
			

			
				Absently, Everett did. The caller ID read Meadow Cooper, his best friend Darren’s mom. She was super hot, maybe the hottest woman he knew, all MILF curves and a sweet face. He thought it would be pretty funny and maybe kinda sexy to talk to her while he was fucking Joelle, so that was what he did, answering with a cheerful, “Hello?”
			

			
				“Hi, Everett! How are you?”
			

			
				“Uh uh uh, fuck, maybe a little deeper oh my God oh shit that feels so good,” Joelle babbled.
			

			
				“What was that?” Mrs. Cooper asked.
			

			
				“Uh, nothing,” Everett said. He didn’t know how to get Joelle to quiet down so he reached around her and closed his hand over her mouth like he’d done with Julie, one of the other cheerleaders. He’d fucked her at her house and she’d been so loud he worried her neighbors might hear. Speaking of Julie, she’d sent him a sext the night before of her in a slutty cheerleader outfit riding her teddy bear. It was crazy hot, and he was glad they went to the same college together because he wanted to fuck her lots more. She told him if he thought their classmates were horny for big dick, wait until she showed him off to the college cheerleaders, and maybe the cheerleading coach too. She was married but Julie said that definitely wasn’t going to stop her from jumping on his cock. It would probably make it even easier.
			

			
				On the phone, Mrs. Cooper asked, “Are you watching…? Um, never mind. Listen, Everett, Darren can’t make it home this summer.”
			

			
				“Yeah, it sucks,” Everett said as Joelle began to buck back against him, her muffled cries and quivering pussy telling him she’d come again. Awesome. 
			

			
				“Yes. It really sucks. Because it leaves me without an assistant for the Sweet Treat Mothers Club bake sale.”
			

			
				“Oh, I remember that,” he said. “You made those really good caramel brownies.”
			

			
				“Thank you! That’s going on the list for me to make this year, just because you’re so sweet.”
			

			
				His hand slipped free of Joelle’s mouth and she gasped, “Fucking… big… fucking…!”
			

			
				Quickly, Everett covered her mouth again. “Uh. Sorry.”
			

			
				“Please, can you turn the volume on that down?”
			

			
				“I just did,” Everett said, grinning. While he wasn’t watching porn, it was sort of true.
			

			
				“Thank you. I was hoping I could convince you to come over tomorrow bright and early so we can get a bunch of things prepared for the bake sale. Oh, it’s for such a lovely cause this year, the women’s shelter in Laperle.”
			

			
				“I wish I could, but I have a date tomorrow with Mary Townsend,” Everett said.
			

			
				“As in… the valedictorian from your class, Mary?”
			

			
				“Uh huh!” Everett said breathlessly. He was getting really close, and talking to Mrs. Cooper on the phone while he was fucking Joelle harder and harder didn’t help. She had such a sexy voice. Such a sexy everything, really. Mrs. Cooper was kind of a bitch but so stupidly hot he would have done anything for her up until that summer. But there were so many girls calling him or texting him. “I don’t have a lot of free time this summer.”
			

			
				“I am really desperate here, Everett,” Mrs. Cooper said, a saccharine note in her voice. “You’ve always been such a love and I need you for this.”
			

			
				“I really do have a date,” he said.
			

			
				“And I believe you, but won’t you help me out just for… eight or so hours? Maybe a smidge later if we get a good head of steam. I won’t keep you later than nine or ten at night.”
			

			
				“I can’t,” Everett said. Joelle was really throwing her ass back at him now, desperately taking nearly every inch of him, her head and his hand buried in the pillows as she came and came and came.
			

			
				“Because you have a date.”
			

			
				“With Mary Townsend.”
			

			
				“Okay. Okay, I’ll make you a deal. I’ll show you my boobs,” Mrs. Cooper said.
			

			
				Everett froze. Joelle slid forward and came off him with an audible “plap!” She collapsed, quivering and shoving a hand between her legs as she rested face down in the nest of pillows, moaning gibberish to herself.
			

			
				“Really?” Everett asked. “You’d show me your boobs?”
			

			
				“In my bra. I’ll show them to you if you come by at seven in the morning and stay until we’re done.”
			

			
				“Seven in the morning?”
			

			
				“Fine! Without the bra!”
			

			
				Everett thought about it. Mary was kinda pretty, but Mrs. Cooper was crazy hot. Big boobs, big butt, a slim waist, long curly dark hair, big lashes, an even bigger smile, she was one of the hottest MILFs of their class. Once, he’d seen her in a bikini and had to go to the hospital days later for dehydration. 
			

			
				He sighed. “Okay. Fine. I’ll do it.”
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Tara Boothe’s kitchen looked like nothing so much as one of those scenes in a detective show where the cops had pieces of paper thumbtacked to every possible surface in a squad room to crack a case wide open. She had lists of ingredients printed out, recipes, and notes on optimal adjustments to heat for the twin ovens her ex-husband bought for her along with the rest of the kitchen redo after Affair #1. Affair #2 paid for the pool in the backyard, and Affair #3 was the one that guaranteed her life as a divorcee would be comfortably well-padded.
			

			
				Tara had almost everything to begin the day’s hard work for the bake sale. Her sweet daughters were with their father for the summer, being bribed with trips to amusement parks and SCUBA diving expeditions to win their love away from their mother. Tara couldn’t think about that, so instead, she focused in on her true calling in life – being the best mom figure in town. That meant wresting the crown of top dog in the Sweet Treat Mothers Club away from that horrible harpy Meadow Cooper, the vile, hateful bitch. It was such a joy last year to show up not just with the best baked goods for the group’s yearly summer fundraiser, but to bring baked treats in such quantities that it made the other woman sputter in indignation. Meadow had even tried to enact a limit on the number of baked goods a mom could bring to the bake sale to keep the risk of leftover goods to a minimum, but the other members shot her down, especially since there hadn’t been so much as a loaf of Mrs. Mallory’s stale wheat bread left the year before.
			

			
				While Tara might have been prepared to bake the day away, she found, to her irritation, her math was off. If she wanted to make her famous Triple-Black-Me cookies, she’d need one more bag of that most simple of ingredients – chocolate chips. This was no good! There were families out there counting on her ooey gooey treats in their fists and stuffed in their mouths, exploding with sweet flavor.
			

			
				A trip to the store would mean fifteen more minutes added to Tara’s meticulous timetable, but sacrifices had to be made. She could sleep after the bake sale, when her reign as the best homemaker continued.
			

			
				With that, she hurried to grab her keys, Saint Laurent purse, and her Gucci sunglasses. Ugh, how Tara wished she had time to match her sunglasses to her bag, but this was a near-emergency. At least she hadn’t started baking yet. If she was seen out with flour on her clothes, she’d die.
			

			
				She took the Nissan Z. Later, she’d haul everything in the Porsche Cayenne, since it had more room, but it was parked in the garage while the Z was still sitting out on the driveway, and it would save her a precious minute or two waiting on the garage doors.
			

			
				She drove as fast as she dared to the grocery store, reciting the preparation order of the innumerable treats she planned to make that day under her breath. She missed a red, or maybe more appropriately, saw no one was coming and blasted through it to save another minute, and nearly paid the price when she saw a police car turn a corner ahead. Her heart nearly stopped at that. Sweet-talking a police officer could take minutes. But no, the police car went right on by without turning on its flashers, and she breathed a sigh of relief before nearly rear-ending an SUV at the stoplight ahead.
			

			
				When Tara finally made it to the store, she saw a familiar sight in one of the parking spots near the front – Meadow Cooper’s red BMW. Idly, Tara wondered if she had a knife somewhere in her purse so she could slash the bitch’s tires, but that would be a move crazy college Tara would pull, not modern, thirty-something mom of two Tara. Not suburban mother of the year Tara. 
			

			
				She realized she was grinding her teeth and marched towards the store, back straight, big breasts pushed out in her smart, sexy, sleeveless top. There was no fixing her nearly flat ass in her long, striped shorts, not until she could afford implants and a general de-ugh-ification of that whole area.
			

			
				Tara hated that of the two of them, Meadow was always the one to draw men’s eyes first. Oh, sure, Tara with her honey blonde hair and massive natural tits got plenty of attention too, but they always drooled over Meadow first, the personification of a hot MILF, with a sweet, soft round face, eyes that sparkled, and a body that screamed “breed me a few more dozen times.” Tara might have had her beat when it came to boobs, but she’d have killed for Meadow’s hourglass figure, especially her bubble butt. The thought of that ass sent a shiver down Tara’s spine, not an entirely unpleasant one, but one she shoved far, far down inside her. Crazy college Tara might have invited Meadow back to her place for a long tongue-lashing session ending with Tara handcuffing the other woman to her bed until the end of the bake sale. Modern, with-it Tara would entertain no such notion.
			

			
				But the thought of Meadow handcuffed to her bed post was a particularly tasty idea.
			

			
				Her composure lasted all of about three seconds when she spotted that dark-haired bitch walking away from her down an aisle, a chubby, short man beside her. Tara couldn’t make out much more than his prodigious backside, not fat exactly, but definitely headed that way. Even worse in Tara’s mind was his attire – basketball shorts and a tee shirt at least two sizes too big for him along with flip-flops. Meadow’s man wore… flip-flops. Utterly delightful. 
			

			
				Oh, this was too good an opportunity to pass up. Tara hurried after them, stopping only to snatch up a handcart as she chased Meadow down the baking aisle, the same one she needed. She snagged a bag of chocolate chips as she passed them, not paying attention, and dropped them in the basket as she called, “Meadow? Is that you?”
			

			
				Meadow froze, then turned, a bright, plastic smile on her face. “Tara! Hi! Great minds must not just think alike, but shop in the same store!”
			

			
				The man turned too, and Tara realized her mistake. It wasn’t Meadow’s love interest, but her son Darren’s best friend. Tara couldn’t quite place him but she’d seen him at extracurricular functions with Darren and Meadow before.
			

			
				“So good to see you. Getting prepped for tomorrow?”
			

			
				“Oh yes,” Meadow said. “Darren couldn’t make it home, so his friend Everett is going to be helping me out all day.”
			

			
				“Mrs. Boothe, right?” Everett asked.
			

			
				Tara gave him her brightest smile. “That’s right. But you’ve graduated, right? You can call me Tara. Mrs. Boothe makes me feel so old!”
			

			
				“You’re not old at all,” Everett said, a goofy smile on his face as he stared at her chest. “You’re the perfect age.”
			

			
				“Flirty, isn’t he?” Tara asked Meadow.
			

			
				“Oh, he certainly is a handful,” Meadow said in a way that sounded almost irritable. That was interesting. Very interesting. “Whipping up anything fun? Oooh, I’ve never tried those plant-based chocolate chips. Are those any good? Less calories maybe for those of us trying to watch our figures?”
			

			
				“Like you need to,” Tara said. Shit. Vegetable-based chocolate chips? For a brief moment, she entertained a vivid fantasy of shoving a funnel down Meadow’s throat and pouring bag after bag of the chocolate chips down it until Meadow burst. And another vision followed that one, melting the chocolate down and pouring it over Meadow’s luscious…
			

			
				No! She would not fantasize about her nemesis like that!
			

			
				“Oh shoot, I didn’t actually mean to grab these. I saw you and snatched up the first bag I passed to catch up to you.”
			

			
				Everett’s eyes still hadn’t left Tara’s breasts, and she fought the urge to wave a hand in front of his face to force his attention upwards. But then an idea hit her. A terrible idea. A brilliant idea.
			

			
				Let him look, she decided. 
			

			
				“Everett,” Tara said, “would you be interested in helping me tackle a little project around my house next week?”
			

			
				“Huh?” Everett asked, and now his eyes finally did travel up to her face, at least for a moment or two. Poor young man. He was never going to be called handsome, not even remotely. He had the face of an ogre. 
			

			
				Tara smiled and reached out to brush his shoulder as Meadow’s eyes narrowed. “This bake sale isn’t the only thing us members of the Sweet Treat Mothers Club do for the community. Next week’s my turn to help deliver some pre-prepared meals for the less fortunate around the community.”
			

			
				“Uh huh,” he said. Did he speak in anything other than grunts?
			

			
				“Well, if you’d be interested in helping little old me out…”
			

			
				“Why would you-?” Meadow asked suspiciously, but Everett jumped right over the top of her, grinning ear-to-ear.
			

			
				“Okay, yeah, sure. That’d be great.”
			

			
				“Great! Let me just get your number.” This was the real reason for Tara asking him to help her. She had no intention of sitting in an enclosed space and gagging on his body spray for two hours. No, she just needed to be able to text him later.
			

			
				They exchanged numbers while Meadow went to fetch vegetable oil and flour. When she was out of earshot, Everett said, “I’ll have to think of some way to get you to pay me back, the same way Mrs. Cooper’s going to do for me.”
			

			
				“Um. What?” Tara asked pleasantly.
			

			
				“Nothing. Never mind. It’s a secret.”
			

			
				“Well, I’ll be happy to, uh, buy you lunch or something.”
			

			
				“We’ll work it out. I gotta go. Bye, Mrs. Boothe.” He stared at her tits again. “You look great, by the way. Totally not old.”
			

			
				And with that, he was off and chasing after Meadow. Tara waved at the other woman, who waved back. “Bitch,” Tara said under her breath.
			

			
				“Slut,” Meadow said under hers.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Meadow hoped maybe she could get away with not paying up on her end of the deal, or if Everett insisted, she’d flash him at the end of the night, just a quick peek after stealing him away from home for fourteen or fifteen hours. He was young, geeky, and no one was going to sleep with him that he didn’t pay for, so probably a virgin too. No. Definitely a virgin, which she thought would mean he would be so desperate to see her boobs that he’d do anything for her. But only a few hours in, and Everett was already lagging.
			

			
				“This suuuucks.”
			

			
				“We’re a fourth of the way done. I promise, the time will whir by. Oh, no, honey, that’s too many walnuts. We need to make sure they’re evenly distributed through all the batches.”
			

			
				He groaned again and went too hard in the other direction, pouring too many of the walnuts back into the bag. She corrected him by adding back in a few, and patted his arm for reassurance. That little contact would probably thrill him enough to keep him there another half hour alone. Lord, if she ever touched his ass or brushed against Everett’s cock, he’d probably stay there forever.
			

			
				“Is hanging out with me that bad?” Meadow asked.
			

			
				“I guess not. But I was thinking about Joelle. I was with her yesterday.”
			

			
				“Joelle… the cheerleader, Joelle?”
			

			
				“Uh huh. We were having…” He stopped himself short and blushed.
			

			
				“You were having what? Lunch?”
			

			
				“Um.”
			

			
				Meadow knew what Everett was insinuating but it was so far-fetched as to make her want to roll her eyes. “Do you mean to tell me you and Joelle were, um, intimate?”
			

			
				“I guess.”
			

			
				“Oh, Everett, honey, it’s very insulting to a woman for you to make up stories like that. You’re better than that.”
			

			
				“I didn’t make it up. You heard her moaning and stuff while we were on the phone. And I really do have a date with Mary tonight. Which I’m gonna go get ready for.”
			

			
				“Everett, I heard you listening to porn yesterday. That’s okay. You don’t need to be embarrassed by that. I think everybody does, from time to time. But please, making up stories about one of your old classmates is very much beneath you.”
			

			
				“I’m not making it up. I’m gonna go. I thought I’d be looking at your boobs today and this… it just isn’t fun.”
			

			
				Meadow dropped a spoon into a mixing bowl. She gripped the hem of her shirt and pulled it up over her breasts in a big white cotton bra, then immediately let the shirt back down.
			

			
				“There. There’s your little thrill. Now please, let’s get back to work.”
			

			
				“Nah, I’m okay.”
			

			
				“I kept to my part of the agreement.”
			

			
				“No you didn’t. You said without the bra.”
			

			
				He was right and Meadow knew it. She thought he’d see her bra-encased tits and go gaga. Instead, Everett seemed even more annoyed, and she guessed he had a right to be. The agreement was for full boobage.
			

			
				“At the end of the day,” she said tentatively.
			

			
				“If I see them right now I’ll stick around until noon,” he said.
			

			
				“N-noon! You said the whole day! Now who’s breaking their side of the agreement?”
			

			
				“Then can I jerk off while I look at them?”
			

			
				“Absolutely not.”
			

			
				He thought about it. “I’ll stay until noon if I can see them now. And if I stay until the end, I get to suck on them.”
			

			
				Meadow fought the urge to clobber him with one of her rolling pins. “You can look at them now, and stay until one. If you stay until tonight, I’ll let you… ugh… I’ll let you jerk off to them then, but you’re keeping your distance and we’re not touching. And you never, ever get this opportunity again.”
			

			
				“Unless you need help with another bake sale,” Everett said cheerfully. “And there’s the pie-eating contest in a few weeks too, right?”
			

			
				Her face twitched. “Do we have a deal or not?”
			

			
				He thought about it. “You have to wear something sexy the rest of the day regardless.”
			

			
				“You little fu… fine. But you need to get back to work while I change.”
			

			
				“Okay!” Everett said.
			

			
				Who was this monster helping her? Meadow wondered as she headed for her bedroom to change. Sure, she knew Everett was a little pervert, but he was eighteen or nineteen. All guys that age were perverts. So were older men, but they were at least better experienced at hiding it. But still, gone was sweet dopey Everett and in his place was crafty, sex-crazed, and still dopey Everett.
			

			
				Meadow sighed in frustration but honestly, who would believe him if word of this got out? She sure as hell wasn’t going to tell anyone, and if Everett did, he’d be laughed out of the building. Let him have his thrill, she thought. It would be the highlight of his pathetic nerd life.
			

			
				Oh, why couldn’t Darren have come home?
			

			
				While her wardrobe was full of cute and sexy clothes, she had to keep in mind that she needed something practical too. No lingerie in the kitchen, not that she’d really intended on wearing any around Everett, deal or no deal. She settled on a pair of cutoff denim shorts that showed off a good amount of her thick thighs and tanned legs, as well as a plunging tank that she hadn’t worn in years, not since a vacation to the Caribbean. It needed pasties, she thought at first, but thinking about Everett and his stupid deal, she decided to forego them. Again, why not? She wasn’t expecting any other company, and if he could stare at her nipples through the fabric, maybe it would keep his whining down to a minimum.
			

			
				She came back downstairs to find him working with one hand and casually tapping away at his phone with the other. He looked up at her and a slow grin dawned on his face.
			

			
				“Holy shiiiiiit, Mrs. Cooper!”
			

			
				“Let’s get this over with,” she mumbled, and gripped the hem of her shirt, hesitating for just a moment. Did she really need him there? Yes, she decided. He was a dope, but even whining and half-assing it, Everett was still cutting her prep time by a third. Still, there was some small, reasonable, and sane part of her mind that might have stopped her if he didn’t say what he did next.
			

			
				“That was Mrs. Boothe. She wants my help for a minute too!”
			

			
				Meadow yanked her tank top up so fast she nearly tore the damn thing.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Everett stared at the biggest, best tits he’d ever seen. Sure, they sagged a little, but Mrs. Cooper was a mom, and it wasn’t like they weren’t still hot and huge. And fuck, those nipples and areolas were… were…
			

			
				“They’re so big. Holy shit,” he whispered. “I want to suck those so bad.”
			

			
				“Well, that’s not the deal.” His hand went to his cock through his basketball shorts, and she blanched. “Everett!”
			

			
				“Oh God,” he moaned. “I’m going to have a hardon all day. Can’t I just…?”
			

			
				“Not until tonight!”
			

			
				“Fiiiine.”
			

			
				She tugged the tank down into place. Her nipples poked at the fabric and her areolas still peeked out above the neckline, but that would entice him, she hoped. “Now get back to work. I mean it. No more renegotiating.”
			

			
				“Okay,” he said. “But we’re still going to do lunch soon, right?”
			

			
				“At one. Yes. A short one, while we wait for some of the no-bake things to chill, and then we can clear more room in the fridge.”
			

			
				“Okay! I’ll go help Mrs. Boothe then.”
			

			
				“I thought she wanted your help next week. What does need today?” Meadow asked casually, reaching out towards her knife block as if to stab the other woman.
			

			
				“She didn’t say.”
			

			
				“What did she say then?”
			

			
				“Just that if I have some free time, I should stop by and help her out with a little project and that it won’t take long. And she gave me her address.”
			

			
				“So what kind of a deal are you going to make her?”
			

			
				He thought about the possibilities, then he began to tap out a response, and sent it before reading it out loud, pleased with himself. “’Mrs. Cooper showed me her boobs for helping her.’”
			

			
				“Y-you said that?” Meadow sputtered.
			

			
				“Uh huh. And I asked what she’s going to do for me.”
			

			
				“She’ll never believe you.”
			

			
				“She will if I send her some pictures or video clips Molly Ingerman and Stacy Poulin let me take of them when I was fucking them.”
			

			
				Silence. Dead silence. Then Meadow laughed uncomfortably. “What?”
			

			
				“Oh yeah! They were really into it. I didn’t even think about it but Stacy wanted a picture of my big dick spreading her open. She thought that was really hot. And when Molly heard, she wanted to one-up Stacy and let me take a lot of pictures. And video.” He tapped away on his phone some more and held out a photo of Molly with her face covered in his come, his softening cock resting on her forehead as she stared up at it, a delighted grin on her face.
			

			
				“What the fuck?” Meadow whispered. “That… that has to be fake. You shouldn’t make fake pics like that of young women your age. Or any age. That’s… that’s…”
			

			
				“But it’s real,” Everett said. “Just swipe to see the rest of the pictures. Molly won’t mind me showing you. She’s really, really, really freaky. She wants me to get her pregnant so her boyfriend can raise my little babies.”
			

			
				Meadow began to swipe. “Oh what the fucking fuck?”
			

			
				“I don’t think I’m going to see Joelle again though,” Everett said, contemplating it. “I mean, maybe, if I get bored and horny and there’s no one else around, but she didn’t like looking at me when we were fucking yesterday because I’m fat and all. Plus, she started off only wanting to take a few inches from me so I didn’t ruin her vagina but that changed pretty hard when she accidentally took more of me.”
			

			
				Meadow scrolled through the pictures, her eyes widening with every one of them. She shook her head, her tongue wetting her lips several times. “This… it has to be fake. This is not funny. I… I…”
			

			
				A message dinged and he took the phone back. “It’s okay if you don’t believe me, Mrs. Cooper. I know I seem like a virgin. But they found out I had a really big one at a party and ever since then I’ve been having lots and lots and lots of sex.”
			

			
				“Jesus Christ.”
			

			
				Everett read the message from Tara. “She replied ‘LOL, nice try.’ Which picture do you think I should send her?”
			

			
				“I… I don’t… I don’t know. I… I…”
			

			
				“Are you okay, Mrs. Cooper?”
			

			
				“Fine, Everett,” she said, her voice high and sing-songy. “I don’t think you should just send her a dick pic without asking.”
			

			
				“Oh yeah. That would be wrong, wouldn’t it? Well, maybe I should send her a picture of you flashing me your boobs!”
			

			
				Mrs. Cooper blinked at him and regained some of her composure. He’d been kidding – mostly – but she appeared to be genuinely thinking about it.
			

			
				“That bitch wants you for something,” she said, her voice faint. “I want to know what it is and I want you back here helping me afterwards. So…” Mrs. Cooper hesitated, then lifted her tank top, showing off her big tits again. “Do it. Take a picture from the neck down.”
			

			
				“You’re serious?”
			

			
				“Yes, I’m serious, Everett! Do it now before I change my mind.”
			

			
				He hurried to do as he was told, snapping a picture of her from the neck down as instructed. At first, he wondered how Mrs. Boothe would know it was her, but considering how much baking stuff was behind her, there wasn’t anyone else it really could be. “Maybe I should get a picture of your vagina to make her really jealous.”
			

			
				“No. Absolutely not. And stop saying ‘vagina.’ You sound like my gynecologist. It’s pussy. Or cunt, if you’re fucking a woman and she seems into the dirty talk.”
			

			
				“You… you just said…”
			

			
				“Cunt. Yes.”
			

			
				“Holy shit.”
			

			
				“Send her the goddamn picture.”
			

			
				He did, and there was no response, not for a long while. They got back to work, Mrs. Cooper not looking at him, red-faced and breathing sort of funny. It was hard not to stare at her big nipples. It was even harder not to have an erection. He wanted to stroke himself so badly, and Mrs. Cooper looking in the direction of his basketball shorts now and then didn’t help matters either.
			

			
				“It really is that big,” she muttered to herself at one point.
			

			
				“Want to see?”
			

			
				“No!” she said. But he saw how red her cheeks got after that, and how her eyes flicked right back to his dick. Everett might be a little bit oblivious, but he thought for sure Mrs. Cooper was thinking about it. A lot.
			

			
				Finally, Mrs. Boothe responded to his text. “’We’ll talk,’” he read out loud.
			

			
				“Say, ‘I want a handjob or I’m not coming.’”
			

			
				He typed that out and sent it. Mrs. Cooper’s hand shook as she returned to the batter she was whisking together. He wanted to go to her and suck on those nipples through the fabric of her tank top. One of them was almost falling out, the pink nipple just barely visible. And she kept pressing her thighs together. That had to be a sign she was turned on.
			

			
				They kept mixing, Mrs. Cooper offering instructions in that dreamy voice. He listened, and things returned to semi-normalcy right up to the point where Mrs. Boothe texted again.
			

			
				“’Deal.’”
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Tara heard the car door slam and couldn’t help wrinkling her nose. She couldn’t believe she agreed to give that chubby young man a handjob. But then again, she couldn’t believe Meadow would let him snap a picture of her bare tits either. It had taken her a few minutes to decide that picture was real. It was just too good to be faked, and too weird a situation not to be true. 
			

			
				No. This was real, she finally thought, and that meant Meadow was gunning for donating the most baked goods the next day, that jealous bitch. But how far was Tara willing to go to one-up her this year? A few days ago she might have laughed at the prospect of giving young Everett a handjob to get to Meadow. But after that morning’s run-in at the grocery store, Tara’s irritation was at a boiling point. She didn’t just want to be the highlight of the year again. She needed it. 
			

			
				This was insane, some not insignificant part of her thought. But Meadow wasn’t going to say a word if she found out. Mutually assured destruction, baby. Tara had the pic, and although Everett and Meadow tried to hide her face, they’d missed the monogrammed washcloths hanging from a cupboard’s knob.  It would be so easy to match them to the picture.
			

			
				Again, that whisper of sanity crept through Tara’s mind. Giving a nineteen-year-old, a soon-to-be college sophomore a handjob? He wasn’t even a former sports stud or handsome or anything. He was… well, Everett.
			

			
				As he knocked, an image floated through Tara’s mind. In it, she was standing up in front of the other members of the club, basking in the praise and admiration from all the others for all the baked goods she’d provided last year, while in the second row, Meadow glowered. God, that had been a good day. Maybe one of the best days, since Tara gave birth. 
			

			
				A handjob for that kind of satisfaction again? Oh yeah. A two-minute nerd jerkoff session was totally worth it.
			

			
				She walked casually to the door and opened it, smiling wide at the young man waiting at her door. “Everett! Come in!”
			

			
				“Hey again,” he said, and leaned down to give her an open-mouthed kiss. She was so shocked she let it happen, her eyes widening, her hand going to his chest. His breath was sweet with a hint of cinnamon as his clumsy tongue shoved into her parted lips, his lips making wet smacking noises against hers.
			

			
				“Everett,” Tara said. “I w-want you to…” He moved his hand to one of her big breasts and squeezed it roughly, making her gasp. He crushed his lips to hers again, and her hand fell to his thick chest, his flabby stomach. He mistook the gesture and grabbed hold of it, guiding it to his cock.
			

			
				Tara’s eyes went so wide she thought they were going to fall out.
			

			
				“What the…?”
			

			
				“That’s how excited I’ve been the whole drive over here,” he said, pushing her backwards.
			

			
				“That’s got to be a sock, or, or…”
			

			
				But she could feel that it wasn’t. It was his dick, and he was the biggest man Tara had ever felt. Even Crazy College Tara had never encountered a cock as big as his, not even on the night she surely conceived her first daughter, when she and two of her best friends took every guy on the basketball team.
			

			
				“It’s no sock. It’s my cock!” Everett said, laughing at his own rhyme even as he yanked her top up and over her tits. She trembled from head to toe. The façade she’d built over the last thirteen or fourteen years began to crack, and Crazy Tara whispered louder behind the walls.
			

			
				It’s the fattest cock I’ve ever felt. I want that inside me. I want to feel it. I wonder if I can suck all of him down. I wonder if I can take him in my ass.
			

			
				It was such a sudden surge of lust that it left Tara dazed, and she let herself be pushed back to the couch, where Tara stared sightlessly at the humongous bulge in front of her. Everett dropped his shorts and she whimpered. He was nearly as thick as her wrist and an inch or two bigger than the longest guy she’d ever taken, one of the same basketball players. Or maybe Dr. Knutson, her math professor. Or Raymond, her father’s best friend. All of them had been big, but Everett put them all to shame.
			

			
				Her lips parted again at the sight of precome gleaming on Everett’s massive tip. If drool had escaped her in that moment, she wouldn’t have been surprised. His skin was surprisingly trimmed and neat, his balls hanging like plums. He took her open mouth as an invitation and started to step up onto the couch, grinning down at her as he moved his tip closer and closer to her salivating mouth.
			

			
				“H-handjob,” she croaked at the last possible second. “A handjob if you… if you add a little something… to her ch-cheesecakes.”
			

			
				“Okay, but I want you to give it to me with you sitting there just like that.” She reached for him, and he laughed. “Not yet! I need to get in position.”
			

			
				With that, Everett reached behind her back and tried to undo her bra. She helped him, and he tossed it behind himself as he stared down at her big tits and pink nipples. She blushed hard at his scrutiny, her legs parting. Oh Christ, how she wanted to shove a hand between her legs, even if he was fat and ugly. That cock… that cock was so fucking big war drums were now beating in her skull.
			

			
				Dazed, she watched as he kicked his shorts and underwear away, then shed his shirt and dropped onto the couch. He twisted so his head was on Tara’s lap, his chubby ass resting on the microfiber. If it was anyone else, she would have barked at them not to do that, that there would be no bare bottoms on her couch, thank you, but Good Modern Tara’s mind was now firmly taken over by Crazy College Tara, her tongue sliding out along her lips as she realized what he wanted when she was giving him a handjob.
			

			
				“You’ll do it then?’ she asked as Everett twisted his head on her lap.
			

			
				“Uh huh,” he said absently, and clamped his mouth to her tit.
			

			
				He was eager. So fucking eager. And unskilled, but oh, oh holy shit, did his mouth on her tit make her tremble from head to toe. She reached for his cock, that massive testament to breeding-
			

			
				Fuck me, fuck me, fucking come in me, all of you, every single one of you, put a fucking load in my cunt!
			

			
				-and it jumped at her touch. He grinned around her tit but kept sucking as she began to stroke his first few inches. Then she brought her hand to her mouth and spat into her palm three or four times before returning it to his cock.
			

			
				“Ungh, fuck, Mrs. Boothe, that feels so good,” he moaned around her nipple.
			

			
				“Shhh, suck me, suck my tits now, that’s it,” she breathed as she jacked him off. “You’re going to come for me, and then you’re going to clean up and, and, and go back to that bitch’s house and… and put a little drop or two into… into…”
			

			
				Tara’s voice trailed off as he sucked harder and harder, making her breast jiggle. When he traced his tongue around her nipple and nipped at it, she threw her head back, staring sightlessly at the top of the TV, her hand moving faster and faster. The sensations were undeniably turning her on, as was the fucking weirdness of the situation.
			

			
				“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m jacking off a, a nineteen-year-old, oh God help me…”
			

			
				He began to meet her hand’s motions with his hips, rocking upward. “I love these big MILF boobs,” he moaned around her nipple, and sucked harder.
			

			
				“So wrong, this is so wrong.” But Tara stopped to spit into her palm, her other hand going to the back of his head and stroking his mussed hair. “Nip it a little, nnngh, use your teeth.”
			

			
				“Like this?” He bit her nipple gently, too soft for her taste. 
			

			
				“Little harder, ooh, yes, like that, just like that, now go back to sucking it, suck it, that’s it, that’s it.” Her hand wrapped around his cock again and went for broke, jacking his first few inches, strands of her blonde hair falling across her face as she looked down at him, mouth open, her eyes dazed. She wanted to drive a hand into her shorts but it was impossible with him resting on her lap like this. But still, she grew wetter and wetter, her mind whirling with lust. He was chubby and kind of ugly and how was he doing this to her, how was this nerd making her feel so turned on?
			

			
				“Come for me,” she begged. “Let me see this big fat cock shoot all over.”
			

			
				“Fuck,” Everett said happily around her nipple, and lashed it with his tongue as his hips began to jerk harder and harder. “I want to come on your boobs.”
			

			
				“Yessss, come on my tits, ungh…”
			

			
				He jerked away from her, nearly falling off the couch in his haste to stand up. She scooted forward to the edge of the couch, finally able to undo the button on her shorts and drive a hand into them, gasping as he shoved his big cock right against her face, slapping her cheek with it.
			

			
				“Spit on it,” he told her.
			

			
				She did, leaning over the tip and spitting on it twice. 
			

			
				“Use this too,” Everett said, and grabbed her chin. She stared up at him, not understanding until he slipped two fingers into her mouth and pried it open. Her eyes widened as he spat into her mouth. Modern Tara wanted to protest. Crazy College Tara fucking loved it.
			

			
				Once she added his spit to her palm, her free hand joined his and together they jerked him off, aiming his tip at her tits as she drove three fingers against her soaked pussy lips.
			

			
				“Come on me, come all over me,” Tara begged, no longer caring if it was her voice or Crazy College Tara’s. She just wanted his come, she wanted his come all over her tits and her face and in her mouth and her throat and her tummy and pussy and her ass, she wanted it coating her hands and her feet, and she wanted to bathe in it, to drink it down like wine, she wanted to be painted in it, and even before he came she was crying out, coming, thrusting her chest out.
			

			
				He came all over her big tits, explosions of come that made her gasp from the size of the shots. There was so much of him, so goddamn much, and she let him go to coo and play with it, aware that he was going for his shorts, aware he was pulling out a phone, aware he was asking her a question.
			

			
				Let’s film this slut. She’ll be a fucking legend.
			

			
				Yessss, film me, get it all on camera, let me show them all I’m the best cocksucker on campus.
			

			
				“Take a picture, take a video, I don’t care, unnngh,” Tara moaned, falling backwards, hips still bucking as she came down off her own orgasm. Everett grabbed her shorts with two fingers and yanked them down to her knees, making her gasp as her slender pink pussy lips were exposed to him. She thought he meant to fuck her then, even if his cock was softening, and she would have shouted yes, do it, fuck her if she had a voice, but she was gone, mindless and all but drooling at the depravity of what she’d just done.
			

			
				Click. Click. Click click. Click.
			

			
				“Fuck, that’s the hottest thing I’ve done yet this summer.”
			

			
				“You’ve… what else have you done?” She wanted to ask if he was fucking Meadow, but she wasn’t sure she wanted to know if that bitch got his monster-sized dick first or not.
			

			
				“Almost all the ex-cheerleaders from my class,” he said ponderously. “And I had a date with Mary tonight but Mrs. Cooper said I could jerk off looking at her tits later if I hung out with her and baked stuff. I think now with this I can convince her to give me a blowjob at least. She really doesn’t like you.”
			

			
				“Feeling’s mutual,” Tara said. Her voice was weak, and she held out a hand. “Little help?”
			

			
				“Oh, sure!”
			

			
				He grabbed her hand and pulled her to her feet. This time, she was the one to kiss him before she caught herself, startled. “I… I let this go too far, I… I… will you do what I asked?”
			

			
				“Add some stuff to Mrs. Cooper’s food?” When she nodded, he thought about that. “You’re talking like… stomach medicine or something, aren’t you?”
			

			
				“Just a drop or two. I don’t want to make anyone really sick, but I want her done with the organization and out on her ass.”
			

			
				“Why?”
			

			
				The question stopped Tara. “Why… what?”
			

			
				“Why do you want Mrs. Cooper out?”
			

			
				“Well, because she… she’s so competitive and… just do it, Everett, okay? We had a deal.”
			

			
				He shrugged and went to pick up his shorts. “Okay. You want to fuck tomorrow, maybe? After the bake sale?”
			

			
				“Um. I… I… you’re so young, and I… I shouldn’t have done even this, and…”
			

			
				To her surprise, he grinned, delighted. “It’s okay. I know you want to. But I’ll let you come to me. Okay? I really want to tit fuck you. And maybe come inside that vag… pussy. Mrs. Cooper says I should call it that, not a vagina.”
			

			
				“She’s right,” Tara said faintly.
			

			
				She went to the kitchen and he followed her. The way his eyes roamed everything she had laid out gave her the answer to a question she hadn’t even known to ask.
			

			
				“She was okay with this because she wanted you to spy on me, is that right?”
			

			
				Everett looked startled, then amused. “Yeah, I guess.”
			

			
				“Hm.” There was an opportunity here. He could see what she had yet to cook, but not what she’d already prepared, which was most of it. The rest was already in the garage in plastic bins, waiting to be doled out onto paper plates and sealed with plastic wrap before she put a price on it. “Well, take a few pictures. Tell her I went to the bathroom and you took them then.”
			

			
				“Sweet,” he said. “Can I try some of that fudge?”
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Meadow put the last batch of her sunflower-shaped sugar cookies into the oven and started the timer just before the front door banged open. Everett, letting himself in. How many times had she warned him not to do that throughout the years he was friends with Darren? Twenty?
			

			
				The question was disjointed, floating through the river of her muddled mind. She still felt dazed about the whole thing. During their little lunch break, Meadow sat on her couch and stared blankly at the TV, her mind racing. Although she doubted Everett at first, she believed him once she started scrolling his pictures. One or two good fakes was one thing, but he had dozens of pictures of young women his age, some of whom she recognized from Darren’s days in high school. The greatest proof of all had been his hardon right there in her kitchen, his massive tool pointing the way to her as if saying to a waiter he’d have that for lunch, thank you. It had to be the same massive tool she saw in so many of those pictures, his tip resting on foreheads as the young women stared nearly cross eyed, or them giggling and holding up peace signs while sucking his tip, or Molly’s face screwed up in ecstasy, painted with globs of come so fat and plentiful it looked like she’d drizzled her face with glue.
			

			
				And now his cock led the charge as he walked into the kitchen as Meadow was preparing the yellow and brown icing for the sunflower cookies. His hardon brought back every vivid detail of the photos she’d looked through on his phone, pert cheerleader asses thrust high in the air, that big dick splitting delicate pussies so wide it was like they were getting fucked by a log, faces and tits covered in come, all of it.
			

			
				Oh God, what have I agreed to?
			

			
				But even her sexual confusion about Everett couldn’t match Meadow’s contempt for her vile bake sale rival. “What did that slut want?” she asked.
			

			
				“What’s the information worth?” Everett asked, going to the sink to wash his hands. She had to hand it to him. Pain in the ass though he might be, and a little lazy, he was as meticulous about washing his hands and keeping his workspaces clean as she was. That was no doubt thanks to his parents, who co-owned and ran a well-regarded restaurant together.
			

			
				“Everett! I’ve already let you see my boobs, and later, you’ll get to jerk off to them again.”
			

			
				“It wasn’t just a handjob.”
			

			
				Meadow looked up from the food coloring she was dripping into the bowl. “W-what?”
			

			
				“I got her on the couch, and had her lift her top up and over her boobs. Then I sucked one of them while she jerked me off.”
			

			
				“Oh my God.” It was funny, but Meadow never doubted this story, despite her earlier reticence. She could believe whole-heartedly Tara would be such a slut.
			

			
				“Uh huh. And that’s not all. When I was close, I jacked off on her boobs and she played with herself. Right in front of me!”
			

			
				Meadow realized she’d added about a half-dozen more drops of yellow food coloring than she needed. “Shit!” she swore. At least it wasn’t the brown and orange mixture she’d be making soon for the sunflower florets. The original recipe she stole the idea from called for using a simple brown, but she liked a little more color to the cookies. Of course, she was sort of color-blind, but the cookies were some of the bake sale’s bestsellers.
			

			
				“She really… you really…?”
			

			
				“Oh yeah, I have pictures and a video.” He dug out his phone again and brought it to her. Meadow nearly fainted at the video he started up. Tara was seated on the couch cushions, legs spread wide, shorts down to her knees, her gleaming wet pussy on full display as she played with herself and rubbed Everett’s come into her breasts. But as sexy as all that was, it was her eyes that Meadow couldn’t tear her gaze from, the other woman looking fuck-drunk and delirious with lust. The sight seared itself for the rest of her life into her brain, her big-titted blonde counterpart cooing and whimpering on film as she looked up at Everett worshipfully.
			

			
				And she’d given him the handjob.
			

			
				Meadow took the phone from him and restarted the video as she turned to stir the frosting. Her breath hitched in her throat as the heat between her legs grew and grew. She was barely aware of Everett taking a spot behind her until his cock pressed against her shorts-clad ass and his hands roped around her to cup her tits.
			

			
				“Everett,” she moaned.
			

			
				“She did ask me to do something,” he said, and he reached into the bowl to run a finger through the icing. He brought it to her lips as she watched Tara on the small screen, moaning Everett’s name in a faint echo of her own voice. Her lips parted and his finger slid between them, feeding her the sweet treat she’d so carefully measured out, but she didn’t care much about the fucking cookies, at least not for the moment. She cared about his chubby fingers splaying across her tit, about him fucking her mouth with his other two fingers, driving them in and out slowly as he thrust against her ass.
			

			
				“I wish I’d recorded it when I was sucking on her boob and she was jerking me off,” he said. Meadow sucked his fingers faster, her eyes closing as she ran her tongue along them. “I’m still so horny, Mrs. Cooper,” he whispered in her ear.
			

			
				He pulled his fingers free of her mouth and they went to her top. This time, he didn’t lift it up, but tore at it, ripping one strap completely free and baring her tits to him again. Then his hand disappeared and a moment later, she knew why. He’d freed himself, and she thought he was going to fuck her right then and there.
			

			
				“You have to tell me what she told you,” Meadow moaned as he thrust his cock between her thighs. She could feel him, the massive size of him, as he pumped against her shorts-clad pussy. There was so much of him, he peeked out between her legs with every thrust, his cockhead gleaming with precome. But her gaze was only on his cock for a moment before she was watching the video again, whimpering at the sight of that blonde slut coated in his come.
			

			
				“She wants me to add something to your cheesecakes,” he said. “But I wasn’t going to do that so I didn’t even bring in the bottle.”
			

			
				With that, Meadow finally dropped the phone next to the bowl of frosting and grabbed his hands to bring them to her big ripe MILF tits. They moaned together, and he began to thrust between her legs.
			

			
				“I want to fuck you,” he said, his voice boyishly petulant despite being nineteen.
			

			
				“Not yet, not until we’re done, mmm, mmm…”
			

			
				“You want it too though, don’t you?”
			

			
				“I…”
			

			
				“Say it, Mrs. Cooper. You want me to fuck you!”
			

			
				He tweaked her nipples and ground against her cunt at the same time, and the words exploded from her, her eyes closing, her toes curling.
			

			
				“Yes! Yes I want to fuck you! I want that big fucking dick inside me! But n-n-not yet, not until I’ve beaten that bitch, nnnngh, we can’t, we can’t…”
			

			
				“It’s okay, I can wait.” He brushed her dark curls away from her neck and leaned down to suck at her skin, marking her for his, her son’s nineteen-year-old best friend, marking the MILF, telling the world she was his, and she really would be when he stuck that fat thing in her pussy.
			

			
				He began to buck harder, his cock still wedged between her thighs and his hands mauling her tits. She fell forward, knocking a spoon off the counter before she rested on her elbows, ass presented to him.
			

			
				“I’ve fantasized about that butt for so long,” he moaned. “I wanna fuck it this summer! Fuck your big juicy MILF butt!”
			

			
				“Ahhh, my ass, m-my…”
			

			
				“Yeah! Your ass, Mrs. Cooper! I’m going to put my cock in your ass! And I’m gonna come in your va… your pussy, like, all the time!”
			

			
				“Oh God, n-not on the pill, you’re going to get me pregnant…”
			

			
				She realized the slip she’d made – not “you could get me pregnant,” but “you’ll get me pregnant.” It didn’t escape his notice either and he laughed delightedly.
			

			
				“Yeah! Get you pregnant! Put my, ah, my babies inside you! Make those big fat boobs even bigger!”
			

			
				“Oh, oh fuuuuck!” she cried out, coming, coming, coming. Even through her denim cutoffs he was bouncing her on his dick and the material pressed against her cunt combined with the wild darkness of that moment drove her to mindless goo. Pregnant. He wanted to get her pregnant.
			

			
				And… Meadow didn’t hate the idea.
			

			
				He kept driving his cock through the valley of her hips harder and harder, panting even if he wasn’t actually fucking her. He still had hold of one of her tits with one hand but his other went to her shorts. He tried to undo them one-handed, grunting his frustration until the button finally ripped free. He let out a gurgle of happiness and dropped them, shoving his cock against her thong-clad pussy.
			

			
				“Such a hot ass,” he moaned, and for some inexplicable reason, that sent a shiver of pride all the way through her. He liked her ass.
			

			
				“Is it better than Tara’s?” she asked, a note of whining to her voice.
			

			
				“Mmmm, I don’t know. I think I have to see them lined up beside one another.”
			

			
				“Nooooo, you’re going to fuck me, you’re going to use ME, not that slut.”
			

			
				He laughed again and shoved his hand against her cunt in her thong, rubbing her wet lips without any sort of practice or skill, but oh God, she loved it, loved his youthful, unbridled enthusiasm, the roughness of this, the wantonness, the taboo of her son’s best friend, a guy half her goddamn age with his giant horsecock between her legs, rubbing her clit and her mound and her lips, all at once.
			

			
				“I’m going to fuck you and her and all the girls in my class that want me. And when I go back to college, you’re going to come visit me and I’m going to come visit you and we’re going to never stop fucking!”
			

			
				“Oh, oh shit.”
			

			
				“Even when you’re pregnant! Big and fat and bouncing on my cock! Bouncy bouncy bouncy!”
			

			
				“Oh, oh GOD!” she screamed as she came again. Her arm flailed out, knocking the bowl of icing off the counter and sending it flying. It didn’t break but Meadow wouldn’t have cared if it did. The orgasm destroyed her, left her a quivering mess of nerves and heat and pleasure, her head dropping to the cool counter and twisting as her mouth worked open and closed, open and closed. The best orgasms of her life and they hadn’t come from her ex-husband or her last banker boyfriend or the gym trainer before him, but chubby nineteen-year-old Everett, who smelled too strongly of body spray and sweat, who needed a trim and a shave and oh dear God, she was coming for Everett, the best orgasm of her life and it was from fucking Everett.
			

			
				Words floated through her mind. What he’d said about Joelle not wanting to look at him. Well, fuck her, the stupid little whore. She didn’t know what she had.
			

			
				Meadow managed to twist around, facing Everett. He stared down at her tits, his grin turning hungrier. His thumbs hooked into her thong, and she knew in that moment he would fuck her if she didn’t take control. She wanted that, but not yet, not until that night if for no other reason than the wait was going to make things excruciatingly intense.
			

			
				Instead, Meadow dropped to her knees, staring up at him. “If Joelle doesn’t want to look at you, she doesn’t have the first fucking clue what she has.”
			

			
				Everett’s gaze softened, but still that hunger was on him. “Suck it, Mrs. Cooper,” he said, his voice completely different than she’d ever heard from him before. She could imagine him using it on those cheerleader sluts and the rest of his former classmates. She could imagine it in her ear as he fucked her from behind or on top or any which way he wanted it. 
			

			
				On the countertop above her were bottles of chocolate, caramel, and butterscotch syrup, which she would use later for decorating some of the fudge and other goodies. But for now, she had a different use for it. She wanted a treat right then and there, and reached up for one of the bottles blindly, coming down with the chocolate. 
			

			
				Everett watched, his eyes widening, as she drizzled chocolate along the length of his cock. “Cold,” he said, grinning lopsidedly. She matched it, but didn’t let him cool off for long. She took him in her mouth, staring up at him. Never had she sucked a cock this big, but she worked him little by little into her mouth until he was resting against the back of her throat, her eyes watering, her breath coming through her nose.
			

			
				“Oh shit, Mrs. Cooper.”
			

			
				She grinned as best she could around him and pulled back, but not for long. She bobbed up and down his length enthusiastically, the sweetness of the chocolate a stark contrast to the sweatiness and musk of his cock. It smeared her lips, leaving her a mess too, but she loved it, loved feeling wanted and wild and young again.
			

			
				Meadow’s movements were as uncontrolled as his had been, her mouth bobbing up and down his length, her hands clenching his ass, her eyes feasting on the way he stared down at her, the need for release leaving him panting for her. “Mrs. Cooper,” he said, the words pressing her on even faster. He couldn’t last, not after dry fucking her, and when he finally warned, “I’m c-close.” 
			

			
				It only spurred her on to move even faster up and down his cock, tongue lashing him, her breaths coming sharp through her nose. He palmed her head and grunted her name again, and she took him, his load hitting the back of her throat, strong-tasting, acidic… and strangely delicious. Maybe that was the chocolate stills staining much of his dick, but she thought it was simply the moment transforming everything into something wonderful and new. She pulled back, most of him still on her tongue, and opened her mouth to show him. Then she swallowed and showed him again.
			

			
				“All gone,” she said, grinning up at him.
			

			
				Whatever he meant to say was lost when the timer on the oven went off. If the blowjob had lasted another minute, she would have ignored it. As it was, she stood up on shaky legs and went for her oven mitts.
			

			
				“Go get a shower,” she said. “Then we’ll tackle the rest of this and have some fun.”
			

			
				“Okay. Sorry about the bowl. I guess I got kinda wild there.”
			

			
				She laughed and opened the oven. “Honey, that couldn’t have been any hotter. Fuck the icing. I’ll make more.”
			

			
				“You seem so much more relaxed.”
			

			
				“I am. You did that to me.”
			

			
				“Good.” He stared at her ass in her thong, grinning. “Stay in that thong. It’ll, mm, help motivate me.”
			

			
				“I like when a man tells me what to do.”
			

			
				“Then forget the baking and come take a shower with me.”
			

			
				Meadow was tempted as she pulled out the cookies, but she finally said, “No, I really do want to see if I can beat her at her own game.”
			

			
				“You’re organized, but she’s like… crazy organized. I’ll show you pictures when I get out. She wanted you to see them.”
			

			
				“She probably thinks she’s got this in the bag. But I’ve got my secret yummy young weapon and his big delicious dick to help me. So for the last time-”
			

			
				“Go take a shower,” he said.
			

			
				“Oh. Everett. One more thing.”
			

			
				“Yeah?”
			

			
				“Joelle. She really said she didn’t want to see your face when you were sleeping with her?”
			

			
				“Oh. Yeah. It’s okay. I get it.”
			

			
				“It’s not okay, but it’s also her loss, not yours. You’ve had her and now you don’t need her. Not with every young woman, cougar, and MILF in this town that’ll be knocking at your door all summer long.”
			

			
				“Thanks, Mrs. Cooper.”
			

			
				“Mm hm,” she said, staring at his cock again. Knowing he would be hard again probably by the time he got done with his shower was going to make it difficult to concentrate on the task at hand, but trying was going to be such sweet torture.
			

			
				And speaking of sweets, she ran her thumb along her lips, sucked down the chocolate on them, and went to the sink to wash up.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Now that Everett knew Mrs. Cooper wanted him, he took every opportunity to touch and tease her. His favorite target was her bare ass in her thong. He wanted to fuck her ass so badly it hurt, his dick hard throughout most the afternoon staring at it when he was mixing or spooning batter into cake pans. The only other thing she wore was an apron that left much of her side boob exposed to him, her nipples standing stark against it.
			

			
				She endured his teasing with the giddiness of a teenager, as excited and turned on as he was. At one point, when Everett had his hands all over her big tits, she took up a can of coconut oil and twisted her head to kiss him. “This is what you can use to fuck me in the ass later,” she said. Another time, Mrs. Cooper couldn’t restrain herself and tugged the front of her apron up and over her well-trimmed pussy to play with herself for a minute as she watched him work. She fingered herself hard and fast, rocking with it, keening as she came. Her fingers went to her mouth and she sucked suggestively, winking at him when she slid them free again with a pop before washing her hands and getting back to work.
			

			
				Neither of them focused well on the baking. Everett would move behind her and forget what he was doing when he’d slide his cock between her ass cheeks or cup her big tits and lick and kiss her neck or her earlobes. She’d drive back at him, whimpering her need. Three times, he nearly fucked her, his exposed cock pressed against her sex through her thong, his hips swaying, his need almost animalistic. But each time she stopped him reluctantly.
			

			
				Their play should have meant that they didn’t get as much work done, but when Everett wasn’t cupping her ass or her tits and grinding on Mrs. Cooper, he felt a focus and a charge he didn’t have that morning. Although Everett knew he was in demand with the girls from his old high school, he didn’t know until that day the power he held over women of all types, and the knowledge bolstered his confidence. He moved with assuredness and speed he usually didn’t possess in life. They soon had platter after platter of cookies, bars, cake pops, and treats laid out in boxes arranged in the living room and the spare bedroom. The fridge was filled too with tins of all kinds. The to-do list, which had seemed so massive that morning as to be insurmountable, now dwindled to five items, three items, two…
			

			
				One.
			

			
				The only thing left to make was a large batch of pretzel scotcheroos. The tension built between them as Mrs. Cooper called out ingredients and he brought them to her, humping her ass with each one. With the last ingredient, the pretzels themselves, he turned to find her missing something – her thong. She looked at him over her shoulder, red-faced, her eyes gleaming with the same need he felt.
			

			
				She was so fucking beautiful, that ass thick and juicy. He didn’t know what he was doing until he did it, moving behind her and slowly dropping to his knees with a thunk that left her looking over her shoulder in concern. But that look shifted quickly to one of shock when Everett spread Meadow’s ass cheeks apart, staring at her bleached bud and diving in.
			

			
				“Oh my, Everett,” she gasped.
			

			
				Never had he tasted a woman’s ass before but this was his dream woman and he wanted to do everything he could with her and to her. He happily shoved his tongue inside Meadow. No skill, no talent. He didn’t need any. She stirred with one hand and played with her pussy with the other, hips rocking to his tonguing.
			

			
				“Fuck, that’s dirty, that’s so dirty, Everett,” she whimpered. He grinned against her and listened as she drove three fingers into herself. Wet “plap plap plap!” sounds marked how fast and hard she was playing with herself. Proof of her need too made itself known in the little droplets of pussy juice spattering against the kitchen tile and the desperate keening noises she was making. “Uh uh uh uh uh…”
			

			
				His phone rang. He wouldn’t have answered it, except it was the special ringtone he’d assigned to Mrs. Cooper – and one other woman, as of noon. He answered it and mumbled, “Hello?” before diving in and licking Mrs. Cooper again.
			

			
				“What are you doing?” Mrs. Cooper moaned, but he didn’t respond.
			

			
				“Are you still at Meadow’s?” Mrs. Boothe asked.
			

			
				“Yup. Eating her ass.”
			

			
				“W-what?”
			

			
				“Get over here. I’m about to fuck her butt.”
			

			
				“Oh God, oh fuck,” Mrs. Cooper whined. “Everett, you c-can’t just invite people… over… oh, oh God, uh, uh, uh…”
			

			
				But Mrs. Boothe was already off the line and he hung up. He gave his phone a sideways glance long enough to turn on the camera. “I’m gonna get pictures of me eating your butt,” he said.
			

			
				“I… I… oh fuck it, whatever, I want it too.”
			

			
				He laughed delightedly and snapped pictures of his tongue spearing her asshole. He wished there was another person there to take more pictures at better angles, but he guessed there would be soon enough.
			

			
				He drove his tongue back against Mrs. Cooper’s asshole and she twisted her head, eyes unseeing, the pot in front of her almost forgotten about as she began to rock and quiver. “Who’s coming over?’ she asked, fingering herself harder. “Who did y-you i-invite?”
			

			
				“Mrs. Boothe!”
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, fuuuuck!” she wailed, and she was coming, coming, coming, her hips jerking, her feet rising until she was only on her toes. 
			

			
				He pulled back and stood up, reaching for the can of coconut oil. “She’s going to watch me fuck this big MILF butt! And then I’m going to fuck her butt!”
			

			
				“Oh God oh shit oh oh oh oh fucking…”
			

			
				He greased up his hand with the coconut oil and kissed her shoulder. “You’ve got a really dirty mouth. I like that.”
			

			
				His fingers went to her asshole, and Meadow gasped out, “Gentle, gentle…”
			

			
				“I know. I read a lot of smut.”
			

			
				Her laugh turned to a moan as his thick fingers traced the rim of her bud. As she transferred the peanut butter and sugar mixture she was cooking to a baking pan filled with cereal and broken pieces of pretzel, he slid a finger into her asshole, making her rise up on her toes again. 
			

			
				“Oh, oh fuck, this is happening, my son’s b-best friend has h-his fingers… in my…”
			

			
				“Your ass,” Everett said, and added another one.
			

			
				By the time she was finished microwaving the chocolate to coat the pretzel scotcheroos, her ass was ready for him. Could he even fit? She wanted to warn Everett that he should take it slow, but in his youthful eagerness, he was already pressing his tip to her entrance, one hand on his cock, the other one on her tits again, groping, squeezing.
			

			
				“Oh…” Meadow gasped at the same time as Everett both pushed his bulbous head into her ass and the front door banged open. “FUCK!”
			

			
				“I’m fucking your butt, Mrs. Cooper!” Everett said.
			

			
				Meadow couldn’t respond. Her eyes were laser focused on the bowl of melted chocolate. She couldn’t move. Didn’t dare to. He was huge inside her, filling her ass with inch after inch of his humongous cock, and her worst enemy was gaping at them while he did it. Finally, Meadow looked over at Tara, her brain popping and frying with the sensation of being full, and she couldn’t help herself, and grinned.
			

			
				“He’s fucking MY ass, slut. He likes MY ass better.”
			

			
				“Oh my God,” Tara whispered. Her boobs were nearly hanging out of a tube top, and her itty bitty skirt barely hid away her sex. “How are you t-taking that monster?”
			

			
				Meadow didn’t respond. She only grabbed the bowl of chocolate and started spooning it over the scotcheroos as Everett fed her even more of his cock, spreading her asshole wide around him. Spreading the chocolate evenly took every last bit of focus she had as Everett bottomed out inside her, his balls resting against her ass.
			

			
				“He’s… you took him all,” Tara whimpered. “I, I, I came to apologize and to tell you, t-tell you not to serve the cheesecake because I told him to… to…”
			

			
				“He told me all about your plan, slut,” Meadow said as Everett began to pull back.
			

			
				“I am not a slut,” Tara said petulantly. “I just… I just…”
			

			
				“You just jacked him off onto those big tiiiii-ahhhhh, fuck!” Meadow gasped.
			

			
				“And you’re letting him fuck your ass! So who’s the slut, slut?”
			

			
				“You’re both my sluts,” Everett said. “My MILF sluts!” He pointed at the scotcheroos. “Are those done?”
			

			
				“Y-yeah,” Meadow said.
			

			
				“Good.” The hand at her tit went to her stomach and he turned so she was facing Tara. “Mrs. Boothe, I wanna see you lick her pussy.”
			

			
				“I… I…” Tara said, but she came to them and knelt as if in a dream. Meadow reached out before she could drop entirely to her knees and tugged that tube top down over her big breasts.
			

			
				“Mrs. Boothe has the best boobs, doesn’t she?” Everett asked happily, driving back into Meadow’s ass again.
			

			
				“See, he might like your ass more, but he likes my tits best of all,” Tara said.
			

			
				“Start licking me, slut,” Meadow said. But the words between them lost some of their venom. She reached behind herself and untied the apron, pulling it off and letting it drop. Tara leaned forward, whimpering softly, and pressed her lips to Meadow’s pussy lips.
			

			
				Everett couldn’t believe this. His dream MILF was getting her pussy licked by another hot MILF, and he was going to fuck both their asses and their pussies and their mouths and their tits and whatever else he wanted to do to them. And someday soon he was going to get Mrs. Cooper pregnant, and probably Mrs. Boothe too, if she could have kids. “I’m fucking you both all summer long!” he said happily. “And then you’re coming to my college all the time and I’m going to fuck you both in the dorms.”
			

			
				“Oh God, oh fuck, oh fuck,” Meadow whimpered.
			

			
				“And I’m going to put babies in you! And your boobs are going to get even bigger and make milk!”
			

			
				“Oh fuck!” Tara and Meadow both gasped as one. Tara began to lick faster, her hand shooting a hand to her skirt and yanking it up far enough she could play with herself.
			

			
				“I’m going to come and come and come inside you,” he said.
			

			
				Meadow shouted, “Ohhhhh, fuck! Yes! Yes! Come inside us! All the time! Fuck babies into us! Fuck… fucking make me pregnant, fucking, fucking, fucking BREED ME!”
			

			
				She came, but they weren’t done with her. Tara clutched her ass and licked her even harder and faster, happy “mms” escaping her as her other hand worked between her legs. Everet pulled out of Meadow’s ass with a wet sucking sound and added more of the makeshift lube. He vaguely remembered he was supposed to do that. When he pushed back in, he reached around and grabbed Meadow’s tits, his mind filling with fantasies of her nipples squiring milk across the kitchen, another treat of hers to try. He laughed delightedly, bucking harder and harder as she gurgled and came and came again.
			

			
				With the third orgasm, Everett could take no more. He’d lost his smile, his balls churning, but he had one other ass to fuck before he came. “Mrs. Boothe,” he said, and Tara dropped back onto her haunches, hand at her pussy, playing with herself hard and fast. Her hips bucked like she was riding a cock, and she gave a weird little hiccupping sound of pleasure. Other than that, she didn’t say a word, only panted as she stared up at the two of them. Before Everett could decide how he wanted her, Meadow pulled free of his cock again. She turned and gripped him, guiding him to the kitchen sink where she washed him while simultaneously stroking him and kissing his flabby chest, his neck, his lips. Tara joined them, hands all over both of them, her skirt and shoes gone.
			

			
				Meadow gripped the blonde by the back of her head and kissed her hard. Tara mewled against her lips and returned the kiss while Everett reached for the coconut oil again. He lubed Tara up, and she looked at him for a moment over her shoulder, eyes huge.
			

			
				Meadow twisted her head back towards her, fingers on her chin. “You’re going to take him in the ass, slut. Or else I prove I’m the better lover than you are.”
			

			
				“You wish,” Tara said, and Everett’s fingers were inside her, testing her tightness and getting her ready for him. “Fuck, I hate how beautiful you’re going to be pregnant.”
			

			
				Meadow’s lips quirked upward. “Same to you, slut.”
			

			
				“I am not a slut,” Tara said.
			

			
				“No? So you’re not going to let him fuck you in the ass?”
			

			
				“I want it,” Tara whimpered.
			

			
				“And your pussy.”
			

			
				“I want that too.”
			

			
				“And you don’t want to get on your knees again and lick my cunt?”
			

			
				“Nnnngh, fuck,” Tara gasped as Everett’s big cockhead slapped against her asscheeks and lined up. He wrapped a hand around her throat and pulled her back, not hard, not choking her, but simply getting her attention.
			

			
				“You’re my slut and I’m about to fuck you in the ass,” he said cheerfully, and pushed inside her.
			

			
				She was tighter than Meadow, so tight he worried he was too big for her and stopped after a few inches. But with a gleam in her eyes, Tara stared at Meadow and pressed backwards, taking more of him, more, more, more until she had all of him in her ass, just like Meadow.
			

			
				“Ooooh, fuuuuck, that’s big, that’s so fucking BIG!” she wailed.
			

			
				With Everett’s hand dropping to one of Tara’s big tits, Meadow leaned forward, lips against Tara’s. “That’s it,” she whispered, her hand dropping to Tara’s cunt. “There’s our slut. There’s his good fucking MILF bitch.”
			

			
				“His bitch, I’m his bitch, I’m his slut, I’m his whore!” Tara agreed fervently. She jolted when Meadow slipped a finger into her cunt, finding her wet and wanting and adding another two fingers 
			

			
				“He’s going to fuck our asses, then we’re going to wash up and he’s going to fuck us.”
			

			
				“Yes!” Tara cried out.
			

			
				“He’s going to breed us.”
			

			
				Tara clutched at Meadow’s face, kissing her frantically as Everett rocked his hips slowly inside her. He couldn’t fuck her as hard as Meadow, not yet, but she was loosening up around him, and it didn’t take long before she was throwing it back at him again, his chubby hips slapping against her nonexistent ass. All the while, Meadow fingered her hard and fast, brushing her spot with such ease it was like they’d done this a thousand times before. Gone were the enemies but not the rivals, and Meadow took such pleasure in making Tara come and come and come on her fingertips while their man grunted and panted behind the blonde, fucking her ass with growing abandon, sweat dripping down his forehead.
			

			
				Tara was so fucking beautiful when she came, that sweet, innocent face looking almost pained, her soft eyes unfocusing, her lips parting. At one point, her tongue poked out of a corner of her mouth, her smile dazed and happy as she crested for the fourth or fifth time, nothing left in her lungs but a gurgled coo of pleasure. Meadow knew she couldn’t take much more but neither could Everett.
			

			
				“I’m gonna come,” he warned.
			

			
				Tara still clutched Meadow’s face, and said with feverish need, “We need to take him on our faces. Okay?”
			

			
				“I want a picture,” Everett said, reaching for his phone again.
			

			
				“Yes!” Tara gasped. “A picture… together. His sluts… his best MILF sluts… together for… the first time… oh… oh, Everett, Mead… ow… coming, coming one… more… time!”
			

			
				She did, and when Everett pulled out of her, she would have collapsed it Meadow didn’t grab her. Carefully, she guided the blonde to the tiled floor and they turned their heads towards Everett as he jacked his cock and held his phone up, the first blast coming just seconds later, hitting Tara’s cheek, then his next shot hitting Meadow.
			

			
				“He came on ME first,” Tara said proudly. “That means he wants me more.”
			

			
				“Slut,” Meadow said, and the word was fond.
			

			
				They kissed as the last shots of come hit them, enemies no more but the best of rivals, then and always.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				“We should… really… get to the… bake sale…” Tara moaned.
			

			
				She was bouncing on Everett’s slowly-softening dick. Her pussy and ass were caked in his come. Meadow had it all over her face and tits. They fucked through most of the night, stopping only for a few hours sleep before Meadow woke Everett up with a blowjob and a titjob.
			

			
				The morning light was all wrong, in that it wasn’t morning any longer. Meadow, riding Everett’s face in a languid state after what had to be her fourth orgasm of the morning, gasped and fell off him.
			

			
				“The bake sale! Shit!”
			

			
				Tara laughed as she pulled free of Everett too. They hurried not the master bathroom together, Everett still so horny he humped Tara’s hip instinctively as they stood under the spray. They managed to extricate themselves, but only after Meadow grabbed Everett by the prick and pulled him out of the shower.
			

			
				Tara and Meadow agreed glumly they’d be late for the bake sale if they didn’t work together to get both their households’ worth of stuff ready as fast as possible. Downstairs in the kitchen, they frantically assembled everything and slapped prices on it all. When everything was loaded into Meadow’s crossover, they headed for Tara’s at a breakneck speed and repeated the process.
			

			
				They made it to the bake sale site, the county fairgrounds, with only three minutes to spare. The two sixty-year-old ladies running the booth gaped at them as they stormed towards the tables, each of them carrying boxes of baked goods.
			

			
				“We thought the two of you would be no shows. What are you doing here together?”
			

			
				“We were both, ah, a little held up, and decided to work together this morning to get everything here,” Tara said.
			

			
				“It’s a one-time thing,” Meadow growled. But the sharp words were betrayed by the secretive grins she and Tara shared.
			

			
				It took several trips for them to bring everything to the Sweet Treats Mothers Club booth, even with the help of a star-eyed event organizer who tried limply to hit on the two MILFs until Tara grabbed Everett’s ass and told him they belonged to him. Meadow, not to be outdone, blatantly groped Everett’s cock through his shorts, and told the other guy it was true. The guy stared between all of them, and whispered, “Fucking legend, man!” before walking away, shaking his head as if dazed.
			

			
				When everything was all laid out, Everett looked at all the baked goods and asked, “So who brought the most?”
			

			
				“I think you and Meadow,” Tara said glumly.
			

			
				Meadow fought to hide a pleased smile at that. “Yeah, but I had Everett, so really-”
			

			
				“Traci Milton!” one of the two women working the sale said cheerfully. She gestured towards a gaggle of tables in one corner of the big pavilion tent. “Can you believe it? All that is from her.”
			

			
				“She’s such a dear,” the other woman said. “Said she was baking for a week to catch up to you two. I’d say she did it!”
			

			
				Tara and Meadow stared at the tables, then at each other. “You know,” Tara said thoughtfully, “she’s a hot mom too. Probably right up Everett’s alley.”
			

			
				“If we had him distract her next year and combined our resources…” Meadow said.
			

			
				Everett palmed their asses as the two older women gasped. “Come on,” he said. “There’s still lots and lots of frosting at Meadow’s. I want to spread it all over the two of you and eat it off you.”
			

			
				Slowly, Meadow broke into a smile and took Tara’s hand. “We’ll get her next year,” she promised.
			

			
				“And if not, I might stab a bitch,” Tara said.
			

			
				They raced together to the SUVs, and an hour later, were back in bed, Meadow and Tara licking their new favorite treat out of each other’s pussies, the bake sale all but forgotten about.
			

			
				


			
				Bad
			

			
				 
			

			
				Dinah rested on her back on the lounge chair, her skin glistening with sunscreen, and there was a lot of skin on display. Oh Christ, she was a terrible mother for this. This was worse than the time she said no when Misty begged her to go see Yakuza Playboy live when the J-pop star performed at the Hilltop there in New Bainbridge. Worse than the time Dinah showed up at a high school party to drag her daughter out by the arm. Worse than insisting on a curfew at midnight at prom. Worse than all of that combined. 
			

			
				Far, far worse.
			

			
				There was still time to change her mind, even when she heard Pharoah’s car stop at the curb. Pharoah. Eighteen-year-old Pharoah. Pharoah, who up until two weeks ago, was her daughter’s boyfriend.
			

			
				I’ve seen him look at you, Mom. And I know you’ve looked at him too.
			

			
				I… I would never.
			

			
				Mom. It’s okay.
			

			
				No, I haven’t.
			

			
				All right. Let’s pretend you haven’t. But I’m still going to say what I want you to hear. It would be okay. If you two… it would be okay.
			

			
				What are you saying?
			

			
				Exactly what you think I am. I never want to hear the details. But he’s a nice guy, Mom. And ever since Dad died… well, I think you deserve a nice guy.
			

			
				I can’t believe you’re even suggesting this. That’s… it’s insane.
			

			
				Okay. Okay. Then pretend like I didn’t say anything at all. But I love you. And I like him but I don’t love him. It wouldn’t hurt. You have my complete blessing. If something was to happen, that is.
			

			
				It won’t.
			

			
				Okay.
			

			
				 The words had been among the last they spoke when Dinah saw her daughter off to college in faraway Oregon. It was just the two of them. Dinah’s other child, Calvin, was already back in college in Nebraska, not as physically far but even more distant in his own way. Not out of spite, but the movement of his life spun him further and further away as college football consumed him and he prepared for graduate school. Dinah was so proud of both of them, but the drive back to New Bainbridge was so terribly lonely. And in the long stretches of miles between bathroom breaks and gassing up, she thought about Misty’s words, because her daughter was right. Dinah did want Pharoah, God help her.
			

			
				Misty first brought the young man home a month after he turned eighteen. That was in November, and he became an easy fixture around the house, likable, charming, and intelligent. He played basketball and baseball but his true love was reading, which won him immediate points with Dinah, a big reader herself. Unlike some of Misty’s previous boyfriends, there were no glaring red flags, and as the days went on, Dinah found herself more and more comfortable with him. And, to her amused horror, she soon found herself checking him out when she thought no one was looking, wishing she herself was eighteen again.
			

			
				It was hard not to drool at least a little bit over Pharoah. At just about six foot, he didn’t exactly tower over people, but he had a presence like few others his age. He walked into a room with his quiet confidence and people took notice. His short, curly black hair was always professionally kept – his father and uncle ran a barbershop together – and it matched well with his kind face and soulful eyes. 
			

			
				If there was any problem with Pharoah, it stemmed from Dinah herself. She liked to talk to him, to engage him in conversations about class and what he was reading, and he liked to talk about them, unlike Misty, who at eighteen barely spoke three syllables before she grew tired of a conversation with her mother. Pharoah’s interactions seemed genuine too, and it was hard not to feel a little stab of jealousy and loneliness now and then. Dinah dated some after her husband died from complications from a stroke a few years ago, but Pharoah was the first guy she found truly interesting… and he was her daughter’s boyfriend. Because of course that would be how the universe worked, wouldn’t it? It was easy to imagine Ted in heaven laughing at the absurdity of it.
			

			
				Misty’s words at college ate at Dinah for days. Despite her daughter’s assurances she would be okay with her mom hooking up with her ex-boyfriend – who was more than half Dinah’s age! – this would fundamentally change things between them in ways neither of them could predict. It was one thing for the two of them to admire Elias Redman’s cute butt in the Beastly Brutal movies or to swoon together over their favorite Latino waiter at Brinkley’s, their favorite restaurant. But this was a desperately lonely mother sleeping with her daughter’s ex-boyfriend, and no matter how amicably Misty and Pharoah ended things, this went well beyond “complicated.”
			

			
				But at night, Dinah’s mind whispered that this also didn’t have to be a relationship. Pharoah would soon be going off to college himself in just days. That was the pretense she eventually used to get him to come over, to give him a going-away present and a hug before he left.
			

			
				That whisper became louder and louder. Dinah allowed herself to fantasize about the young Black man for the first time, knowing that if she didn’t at least do that, she’d drive herself crazy with need. The orgasms her dildo and her fantasies provided didn’t just satisfy Dinah – they flattened her. She left the sheets so wet she eventually had to get up and change them because there was simply no way to avoid the soaked patches. 
			

			
				After that night, Dinah’s walls fell. Desire pushed past rationality and into desperation, and she sobbed after she texted Pharoah and invited him to come over for a little get-together before he left for college, hating herself for being a bad mother.
			

			
				But it didn’t stop her from going shopping. Lingerie. Three bikinis. A silk nightgown. She wouldn’t need much of it, just one outfit, but she couldn’t help herself. Dinah needed to feel sexy and wanted. She wanted the years left of her forties to be spent not settling, but demanding men try for her. That they be better than the broken-down husks she’d been dating lately. Not that they were bad men. Some were, but most were decent guys who just couldn’t sate her, and Dinah so very badly needed to be sated.
			

			
				In the present, Dinah heard Pharoah close his car door. Her heart sped up. Last chance to call this off.
			

			
				“I’m in the backyard,” she called. “Come on in through the gate. It’s open. Please move the brick.”
			

			
				Didn’t want the neighbors coming into the backyard when she was screaming like a banshee, now did she?
			

			
				Dinah heard the gate open and clack shut. She took a deep breath, almost sending the bikini top flying. This was the most daring of all the outfits she bought, a string bikini two sizes too small, the triangles smushing out her breasts to either side, the vee at her pussy doing nothing to conceal her thick, full lips.
			

			
				Oh God, I’m sorry, Misty. I’m so sorry. But I’m so lonely and he’s so very handsome. Forgive me, baby.
			

			
				“Hooo… fuck,” Pharoah said.
			

			
				It was the first time Dinah could remember him dropping an F-bomb around her. So polite. So very respectful.
			

			
				It was exactly the reaction she was hoping for.
			

			
				Dinah lifted her head and glanced at him. He was wearing a linen button down over a tee shirt and long shorts, breezy as always. He took off a pair of sunglasses, and she did the same, smiling nervously at him.
			

			
				“So. Um. Like your going-away present?’ she asked, a tremor to her voice.
			

			
				He swallowed, just a hint of boyish nervousness to him. “Yeah. I do.”
			

			
				There was a moment when it looked like Pharaoh wanted to say more. She felt the same thing, a need to explain herself, to try and absolve herself of the sins they were about to commit. But neither of them spoke, and he came to her, dropping his linen shirt to the sidewalk, then hurrying off his tee, showing off his hard-edged muscles.
			

			
				“So young. So handsome,” Dinah whimpered, drawing a hand down along her pussy lips through the bikini bottoms.
			

			
				“And you’re… you’re fucking gorgeous,” he said. He worked at the belt on his shorts as she slid her bikini bottoms to the side, showing off her lasered pussy. That stopped him, his eyes widening, and he groaned, “Fuuuck.”
			

			
				His shorts dropped, and it was Dinah’s turn to curse. “Oh shit, Pharoah.”
			

			
				He would definitely do. Even though he was still hardening, it was still one of the bigger cocks she’d ever seen, long and thick and trimmed nicely. His thighs deserved a lick or ten too, muscular and powerful, a weightlifter’s thighs, a runner’s thighs.
			

			
				He came to her and showed her right off the bat he knew what he was doing, grabbing her by the waist and pulling her down to the base of the lounge chair. Dinah moaned and spread her legs like a wanton slut, spreadeagle to either side of the chair and her hand still on her pussy, rubbing it as she watched his cock slowly rise. He helped it along by straddling her waist and tugging the bikini top down to expose her tan lines and her dark, thick nipples. There was no wasted moment of admiration. He saw what he wanted, and shoved his cock between her breasts.
			

			
				“The times I’ve fantasized about this,” he said softly. “I was a bad boyfriend.”
			

			
				“And I’m a terrible mother.”
			

			
				“She told me she gave you permission. If you don’t want this…”
			

			
				“I do.”
			

			
				Pharoah searched Dinah’s eyes for a moment for the truth behind her answer. Whatever he saw didn’t stop him from thrusting his cock between her tits again, moaning his pleasure.
			

			
				“The hottest mom,” he moaned. “And I’m…”
			

			
				“Fucking my tits,” Dinah said. His surprised look reminded him how young he really was, experienced but still ready to be taught a thing or two. “That’s right. I’m a dirty MILF slut for you and your young fat cock.”
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” Pharoah said as Dinah squeezed her tits tighter to his dick.
			

			
				“Mmmm, yes, fuck me, use me today, anything you want, it’s yours. Come on my face, my tits. Come inside me. I’m clean and I can’t have more kids.”
			

			
				“Clean too,” he grunted, barely able to form a cohesive word. That made her smile, even as her core ached to have Pharoah inside her.
			

			
				“Then fuck me, darling, let me feel that cock inside me.”
			

			
				“Not yet,” he said, and shot down her body to kneel at the foot of the chair. She propped herself up again to watch him, her lips parted. He stared at her pussy lips as he undid the knot on the bikini bottoms and tossed them aside.
			

			
				“So wet for me,” Pharoah said.
			

			
				Dinah bit her lip and nodded. “I’ve wanted you since the first week Misty brought you home. I was so naughty. I tried to fight…” He dropped his lips to her pussy and began to lick, making her gasp the next few words. “…my feelings, but… oh… ohhhh.”
			

			
				“What did you do?” Pharoah asked, and the breath both tickled her sensitive skin and made her squirm with desire. She slid one hand down to play with her clit as he started licking again.
			

			
				“I thought about you. Fantasized about you.”
			

			
				“What did I do to you in your fantasies?”
			

			
				“This,” she whispered. “That’s why I wanted it out here. Because I’d just about scream into my pillow, mmm, thinking about you, mm, ohhhh, taking me where my neighbors could hear w-what you were, oh God, oh, doing to me.”
			

			
				“Fuck,” he moaned, and all his self-control was lost. He licked her with all the passion of an eighteen-year-old, his hands everywhere, on her thighs, sliding under her ass, moving down her calves, reaching up for her big MILF tits. She rubbed her clit fast with two fingers, staring down at him, open-mouthed and her eyes drifting together, nearly crossing as her first orgasm came closer and closer.
			

			
				“Don’t stop, just like that, oh, oh fuck, oh Pharoah, ohhhh, Pharoah!”
			

			
				The cry of his name could have been heard by anybody living around the block. Her reputation could take a beating, but Dinah didn’t care, nor did she try to contain herself. The pleasure was too much, the orgasm so powerful she couldn’t stay upright and collapsed backwards, hips slapping against his ears, her free hand going to his short curly hair and gripping it tight to keep his head right where it was. She thrashed as he kept eating her out and she kept playing with her clit, the wetness dripping from her pussy and hitting the warm concrete. His finger slid into her warm folds and she cried out wordless pure ecstasy.
			

			
				His eagerness made up for any lack of real skill, that finger punching in and out of Dinah as fast as she liked it. “Two more,” she gasped, “two more fingers, there, that’s it, oh fuck, oh Pharoah, keep, uh, doing that, oh fuck, oh fuck, going to make me come again, make me come again, make me come again, Pharoooooooah!”
			

			
				She cried out again with the second orgasm, her hips slapping against his head hard. He rose up, fingers still inside her, and leaned down to kiss her hungrily, shoving his tongue in her mouth as she clutched him, hips rocking against his fingers, bereft of words. He brought his head lower and clamped his lips to one of her dark nipples, sucking it greedily as she clutched him tight, his fingers pumping even harder and faster inside her.
			

			
				“Yessss, suck my tit, oh, oh finger me just like that, oh fuck, Pharoah, mmm…”
			

			
				“I love these tan lines,” he mumbled against her breast. That brought a throaty laugh out of her, and he sucked again, stopping now and then to lash it with his tongue or nip it with his teeth. Dinah loved that, and went wild for it every time he did it.
			

			
				But she could take little more of this, and soon begged him, “Take me, please, I need it so bad…”
			

			
				He moved faster than he ever had on the basketball court or a baseball field, and he was lightning fast in both sports. Pharoah positioned himself between Dinah’s legs, pressing his cock to her entrance. In that moment, her guilt and regret disappeared, at least for a few hours. He sank into her, and it felt like the universe was crying out with her, everything right and as it should be, her need finally met by someone both big enough to satisfy her and capable enough not to end it too soon.
			

			
				She welcomed every inch of him, crying out, “Hard, fuck me hard, please, oh God, you feel so fucking gooooood.”
			

			
				Pharoah grunted, his eyes wild. Her legs were still spread wide, feet on the concrete, but not for long. He grabbed her under her hips and lifted her legs before sliding his hands to her ankles and gripping them with Dinah on her back. At that angle, he was pummeling her spot, and she wailed out his name again.
			

			
				“Pharooooah!”
			

			
				The orgasm wiped her mind completely clean. All Dinah knew was the sensation of the joining of their flesh, his cock burying deep inside her again and again and again. Her eyes crossed as they did with the most powerful of her orgasms, her hand slapping at the metal side of the chair, her other clapping against her breast as she undulated as best she could with the young Black man holding her legs.
			

			
				It was her name on his lips that brought her consciousness back to her. “Mrs. Wilson,” he gasped.
			

			
				“Come in me, come in me, let me feel you inside me,” she babbled. He dropped her legs back down, gentle enough that she didn’t slam her feet down on the concrete but hasty enough that he kept his seesawing motion going. He dropped to kiss her as he lost control, and she frantically kissed him back, panting against his lips, whimpering when she felt his warmth spilling inside her.
			

			
				They spent a minute like that, his hips still rocking even after he’d finished coming, her own fingers jerking in uncontrollable spasms. Finally, Pharoah eased out of her and stared down at the wash of come spilling from her pussy and dripping between the plastic slats of the lounge chair. “Fuck. That just happened.”
			

			
				“That just happened,” Dinah agreed, catching her breath and gripping the sides of the chair like she might fall off. He leaned down and caught her lips with another kiss, his hand going instinctually to her cunt to rub her mound gently, as if promising it a swift return. The kiss lengthened, deepened, and she twisted so she could sit up. He moaned as she took his spent tip in her mouth and cleaned him with gentle suckles, taking him deeper and deeper each time until his balls rested against her chin. He stroked her face gently, still soft, but that wouldn’t last long.
			

			
				Dinah let him go and stroked his ass with feathery touches. “Pharoah, you need to know that this is… it can’t be a relationship. I wouldn’t want that even if you were staying.”
			

			
				“It’s already a strange situation,” he agreed, looking a little relieved. That hurt, a tiny little pinprick of “why not me?” that amused her more than anything. “I like you a lot, Mrs. Wilson, and I’m down for maybe doing this again if I come home some weekend or you’re ever up in my college town, but…”
			

			
				“You have your life to live and I have mine. And Misty, well, she makes it even more complicated.”
			

			
				“I told her this and I’ll tell you. No one ever knows about this except for you and me.”
			

			
				“And about two or three blocks of neighbors.”
			

			
				Pharoah grinned lopsidedly, and oh, he was going to make it hard to say goodbye, wasn’t he? “I never would have thought you would be that loud in bed. You’re so quiet otherwise.”
			

			
				“I’m not, usually. That loud, I mean. But you and this big dick drove me wild.”
			

			
				“Mm, yeah?”
			

			
				“Yeah,” Dinah whispered, and nuzzled his cock with her lips, kissing him languidly up and down his length. He stroked her hair, and eventually lifted her under her arm. 
			

			
				Pharoah walked Dinah into her own home and guided her to the bathroom across the hall from her bedroom. In there, she set about starting a shower. There wasn’t enough room to really fool around, but she tended to him gently before herself, standing outside the shower and stroking every inch of him with a washcloth, his intelligent eyes drinking in every moment, his lips never far from hers. When it was her turn, he did the same, stroking himself idly as he cleaned her with his other hand, his gaze never settling anywhere long.
			

			
				When they were done, he waited only long enough for her to dry her hair before he was pushing her into the bedroom, his cock hard again, his eyes losing their gentleness and going hungry again. She twisted to crawl across the bed and he chased her like that, grabbing her by the waist and testing her wetness with three fingers as he leaned down and kissed her again. His kisses were so enthusiastic, skilled but eager in a way she hadn’t experienced from a man in so very long. It rejuvenated her.
			

			
				Again, Pharoah looked like he wanted to say something but held it back, and again, Dinah felt the unspoken words reflected in her own soul. He took her with a hard plunge, making her gasp with delight. she rocked back to meet his next thrust, her ass and his hips slapping together in a way that left him chuckling. 
			

			
				With his first orgasm out of the way, it seemed Pharoah could go forever, and she wanted it just like that. He took her from behind while she stared happily at nothing at all, bouncing back and content to ride the waves of pleasure he was giving her. Then he wanted to see her on top, every guy’s favorite position with her. Her breasts weren’t as huge as some of the other hot PTA-type moms, but they had a lot of natural jiggle to them and a surprising lack of sag given that she had two kids. He was entranced by them as they bounced in time to the fucking, his hands on her waist, her ass. It took him long minutes before he realized he should be helping her out, but that hypnosis pleased Dinah too. She didn’t have a lot of self-confidence issues but Pharoah was easily the handsomest man she’d slept with in a long, long time, maybe her entire life. That he was so entranced by her was a huge boost to her ego, and she rode him with more confidence, hands going to her reddish-brown hair, her smile sweet and sleepy, her eyes half-lidded as she came again.
			

			
				For their last time together, he dropped Dinah onto her back and grabbed her wrists, pinning them above her as he drove into her with short, hard thrusts that rocked her each time. His smirk was firmly back in place, and she loved it. Loved him, in an odd way. They’d never hook up again after that night, but when she thought back on that crazy afternoon, it was that smirk she came back to, that easy way Pharoah had of making her his. There were good men before him and good men after him, but for Dinah, that afternoon of lovemaking would always stand out, not just for the amazing sex, but the way the young man lifted her soul out of a trench she never knew she was crawling through.
			

			
				Often too, in the long clips of memory, Dinah would think of the hesitant looks in Pharoah’s eyes, the unspoken words, the romance left to die on the vine. She knew they made the right decision, but he would forever be her great “what if?” But in those last minutes, there was only pleasure between them, and good vibes. She clutched his face as he came inside her again, kissing him, showing him her gratitude not with words, but the last reserve of her passion. Her eighteen-year-old lover. What a strange, wonderful day.
			

			
				Afterwards, they cleaned up again, and Dinah offered to make dinner. But Pharoah held her close and kissed her gently.
			

			
				“If I stuck around for dinner, I think I’d want to stick around forever,” he said softly.
			

			
				“We can’t have that,” Dinah said, heat rising in her eyes even as she gave him an honest smile. “Do good in college.”
			

			
				“Thank you for the best send-off I could have ever asked for.”
			

			
				They kissed one more time, and he hesitated one last time. She felt it too, that pull, but in an odd case of the universe whispering to her, her phone blared Misty’s ringtone. She laughed softly and pushed Pharoah towards the door.
			

			
				In another life, she thought to herself, and picked up her phone.
			

			
				


			
				 
			

			
				Summer Job
			

			
				 
			

			
				The mountain air was still so crisp and cool, even in May, the peaks capped yet with the last vestiges of the winter snowpack. But everything else around Adam was green as he pulled off the blacktopped main road cutting through the ancient pine forests. Wildflowers sprayed a half-dozen colors and moss and shrubs covered the forest floor. In spots, coming down the steeper inclines, were runs of water, little waterfalls that would disappear again by August.
			

			
				Up this far, the only evidence of humankind was the road and the intermittent power lines. The last living person Adam saw was half an hour ago, two four-wheelers heading the opposite direction on a path that occasionally paralleled the road. The nearest town was half an hour before that, nothing more than a gas station, convenience store, and bait shop.
			

			
				This was a stark contrast to New Bainbridge, sprawled out at the base of the mountains and the plains beyond. The city was beautiful in its own way, with lots of lakes and a respect for the natural world it grew up around, not to mention a culturally diverse populace that brought a melting pot feel to the architecture one could find. But Adam loved the mountains, and always had. Even this close to the city, there was a reverent feel to the roads. Deer wandered the woods. Birds exploded from trees. Squirrels and gophers were everywhere, and once, two years ago, he’d seen a moose on the gravel road he now was on.
			

			
				That road led him a mile further before he saw the cabins and the site of his summer job.  There were seven in all, and they were arranged in an L shape, with the main office at the end he now approached. The gravel road led to a small parking lot behind the office, tucked against the less scenic side of the cabin. That was good, because Minnow Spinner Lake got its start a couple hundred yards away from the cabins, the green surface rippling with the breeze. The lake fed eastward, bookended by two walking paths with several camping sites along them. If a person walked far enough along the longer of those two paths, they would reach another set of cabins under different ownership. Adam’s job would not only encapsulate the cabins on this end, but two of the camping sites along one of the walking paths.
			

			
				On the lake was a simple dock, and sitting on the end of that dock was his boss, his best friend’s mom, and the woman who always took Adam’s breath away. Mercedes stood up as he approached, all smiles, the breeze blowing her long blonde hair every which way, her soft, faded blue eyes crinkling and her full lips turning up in the smile he’d dreamed about for years, ever since he met his best friend Jonah.
			

			
				“Fuck,” Adam breathed.
			

			
				She had on a pair of jean shorts, showing off her thick thighs and long legs nicely. Her midriff was bare thanks to a plaid shirt she wore tied off around her stomach. It brought his eyes to her tits, which were utterly huge, especially on her frame. It was a casually sexy outfit, not exactly wildly revealing but definitely able to get his blood pumping.
			

			
				It was also the sort of thing Mercedes wouldn’t wear if Jonah was around, and in fact, now that Adam looked, he didn’t see his best friend’s Tiguan anywhere. That wasn’t exactly a surprise. Things had been getting complicated with Jonah ever since he started dating Annabel their senior year. She was real trouble, cute but with a bad home life that led to her doing some pretty serious partying and dragging Jonah into it. He lost his virginity to her and he saw the sun and stars in her now. Adam tried to get him to come back from that edge, but Jonah thought he was being attacked, yelling at Adam that he was trying to keep his friend from being happy and that he loved Annabel.
			

			
				This was all complicated further by Jonah’s father, who had invited his son to come live with him after graduation. His father was a big contractor in Ohio and had the kind of house and lifestyle that any guy at eighteen would have salivated over. Hell, before Jonah started dating Annabel, he and Adam had talked about going out there for a month or two after graduation. 
			

			
				Now, Adam pulled his parents’ Grand Cherokee around the office building and parked beside Mercedes’s Hyundai SUV. He had a car of his own, a fifteen-year-old Honda, but when he came up to the cabins, his parents liked to make sure he had four-wheel-drive in case of a sudden snowstorm or a road washout, both of which were very real possibilities, even that late in the year.
			

			
				He stepped out onto the gravel, pushing his sunglasses up on his head. Adam was a tall, broad-shouldered eighteen-year-old who had really only come into his height and frame this last year, sprouting up nearly half a foot between the tail end of his junior year and now, and probably still due to grow an inch or two before the end of college. He was lean and strong, a runner in track but who liked to work out and practice with the throwers, so he rippled with muscle. Over the next couple months, the daily labor of keeping the paths clear, helping with the firewood for the campsites, and getting in some time on the lake in the canoes would help keep him fit even with Mercedes’s insanely good cooking.
			

			
				She came around the corner of the building. Even without the breeze doing its thing, her long blonde hair was always unruly, something Adam loved about Mercedes. As she described it, she was a hot mess of a mom. Her long face, big teeth, and naturally nervous-looking smile got Jonah some shit at school throughout the years, guys calling her Horse Face, but Adam didn’t put up with that shit or agree with it. They didn’t see her the way he did or understand that the uniqueness made her even more beautiful, especially with those dark eyes that could sparkle so easily when she laughed.  
			

			
				“Adam! It’s so good to see you!”
			

			
				He smiled back, though his was more strained. “No Jonah?”
			

			
				“He didn’t tell you?”
			

			
				“No. He and I… well, you know.”
			

			
				Her smile fell away and she nodded. “His dad sweetened the pot. Fifteen hundred more a month to work demotion with him. Take over the family business someday. Jonah only told me two days ago. I should have called you, but… oh, don’t think I’m awful.”
			

			
				“Why would I?” Adam asked, going for his stuff in the back of his Cherokee.
			

			
				“I thought if I told you, you might change your mind too.”
			

			
				He stopped and turned to her, realizing how close to tears Mercedes was. He went to her and hugged her tight. She sniffed and returned it. “I love this job,” he said, still holding her.
			

			
				And I love you.
			

			
				She nodded and finally pulled away, dabbing at her eyes with the back of her hands. “Thank you.”
			

			
				“Did he go already? I would have liked to have seen him.”
			

			
				“They did. Yesterday afternoon. Sorry.”
			

			
				“Don’t be. I love him, he’s my best friend, but he’s picking his path, I guess.”
			

			
				There was a lot of stuff in the back of the Jeep. His suitcase, camping gear, a toolbox, rain gear, work boots, and his favorite light blanket and pillow were all crammed into the back along with a cooler packed by his mom full of drinks and a few bags of snacks. A lot of the tools and camping gear was redundant. Mercedes had all of that stuff in storage, but it never hurt to have backup gear in case mice got into the tents or something.
			

			
				They hauled it all into the first cabin, one of four Mercedes had prepared. It was small, with a queen-sized bed dominating most the room, usually covered in heavy plastic sheeting most of the year. Beside that was an end table with a cheap lamp, and against a window overlooking the lake was an oscillating fan. There was no air conditioning in the cabins themselves, but the cafeteria and office had it. On a wall above the bed was a tasteful print of a deer and her fauns, taken by a New Bainbridge photographer not all that much older than Adam. 
			

			
				“No mice this year so far, thank God,” Mercedes said. “And no dead skunk in the equipment shed.”
			

			
				“Aw, come on, that was such a fun way to start things off last year.”
			

			
				Mercedes made a retching sound and shook her head.
			

			
				Once they got his things brought in and set up, they took a walk up to the campsites. It was obvious Jonah’s decision hurt Mercedes pretty badly, but both of them expected it. Maybe not so late a decision as the day before the summer job Jonah used to like nearly as much as Adam, but they both knew this was probably coming and Mercedes’s glumness evaporated slowly as they settled into their routine.
			

			
				Adam had known Jonah ever since the third grade, when Mercedes moved to New Bainbridge after her divorce to live with her aunt, a well-off lawyer with plenty of extra room. The aunt came into the cabins as a payment of sorts from a client who couldn’t afford her fee, and aunt and niece alike fell in love with the place. They cleaned it up and reopened it as summer short term rentals, never expecting it to make much money, but Mercedes did some glammed-up shots at the cabins, on the dock, and at the camping sites, and the influencer crowd pounced on it overnight. It didn’t take long before Mercedes and her aunt had reservations booked out two years in advance, and it did well enough to become Mercedes’s full-time job for nearly four months of the year. When she wasn’t up on the mountain, she worked for a steakhouse in the city, a job she liked less, but which she was equally good at.
			

			
				Her aunt died a few years back, a brain aneurysm while she was on her way to a trial. It was a shock, and when she inherited the aunt’s house and cabins, Mercedes nearly dumped the property. But Jonah and Adam, having become best friends over soccer and video games, vowed to help her run it. Back then, Jonah thought the sun rose and set with his mom, and the first year they had a lot of fun, but he liked the city, liked a constant Internet connection and air conditioning and coffee shops and hanging out with friends. Adam liked the mountains, the quiet, the solitude. He tried to make Jonah see it his way and failed, but Jonah still came out with them the next two years, growing more and more miserable. 
			

			
				There was one other reason Adam loved the job. Mercedes. She was the prototypical mom next door, attractive, but also caring and occasionally stern when she needed to be. Adam didn’t know when he fell in love with her, just that he maybe always was. She was everything he wanted in a woman, soft in the soul, beautiful, a heart for miles. That he got to spend his summers with her regularly was the highlight of his young eighteen-year-old life.
			

			
				Adam realized as he walked with Mercedes and they took in the trails together that Jonah wasn’t his best friend. Mercedes was. And when he realized that, he realized another simple truth – maybe he was hers too.
			

			
				“You’re my best friend too, you know that, Mercedes?” Adam asked. “It’s not just Jonah I’m here for. It’s you too.”
			

			
				She gave him a little smirk. “You’re not going to try to make a move on me now, are you? I might be all emotionally vulnerable, but I’m still over twice your age.”
			

			
				“Nope. But I want to be here. I’m happy to be here. I love this job, I love these mountains, and I love being here with you. That’s not a joke, it’s not anything but what it is.”
			

			
				Her smile slipped, and they walked on a little ways before she mumbled, “Thank you. I… I think I needed to hear that.”
			

			
				There were always felled trees on the trail after the long winters of the Harpy Mountains, and that day was a record breaker. They counted six trees, all close enough together that they stopped and looked around for evidence of a cause. Sure enough, there was a path through the pines like someone had stroked a giant razor across the land. It was a thin, very narrow strip on the upward slope of a natural bowl that led down to the lake.
			

			
				“Wind shear,” she said.
			

			
				“Nature is pretty incredible,” Adam said. “Imagine being out here and experiencing that.”
			

			
				“No kidding.”
			

			
				They moved the smaller trees off the path, but the larger ones would require the aid of a chainsaw crew that would be arriving soon. The first campsite was nestled on a natural clearing overlooking the lake and the mountains. It was the more popular campsite, being the easier walk. The other was at the top of a series of switchbacks, not a strenuous hike but a lengthy one. This site rested on an outlook with a breathtaking view of the lake and the cabins in the far distance, surrounded by denser, older trees and edged by a small stream that fed into the lake.
			

			
				The campsites looked okay, so they started back after a brief moment to drink some water out of their sports bottles. Mercedes looked lost in thought, and more than once on the walk back, Adam thought maybe she glanced at him out of the corner of her eyes, but though he wasn’t a virgin, he wasn’t sure exactly what that meant, if anything.
			

			
				She had to know he was looking too. The rapidly warming day and the hike left them both a little sweaty, and he liked the shine of it on her skin. Although she must have had a bra on underneath her plaid shirt, her breasts still bounced as she walked. Every step was a fight not to stare, and she caught him looking several times, smirking again but saying nothing about it.
			

			
				They got back to the cabins twenty minutes before Domingo and his tree-felling crew arrived, and were cutting back branches on the gravel road when they saw the trucks. There were two of them, one a bucket truck, the other hauling a trailer with a utility vehicle and their equipment. Domingo was a tall, beefy Latino usually with a beard, but that day he was trying something new and unfortunate in a graying soul patch and porkchops that came down past his ears. He was a good guy, jovial but there to work, and he and his guys quickly set out to tackle the trees on the trail and drag them up to the campsites with the UTV. Once the path was cleared and Adam got the go-ahead over a walkie-talkie, he met up with them again at the first campsite, where he helped stack the firewood they made out of the fallen trees. Six trees wouldn’t last a month, let alone all summer, so Domingo and his crew set about selecting more trees, clearing out some of the thickest growth and unhealthier pines. 
			

			
				They didn’t finish until it was nearly too dark to work, One of Domingo’s guys drove the others down to the truck, with Domingo and Adam waiting at the outlook campsite, watching the sunset together and chugging water. Wood chips were pasted to their skin thanks to the sweat they’d built up and the chainsaw. As they brushed themselves off, Domingo eyed Adam with a grin. “Eighteen now, my friend. Are you finally going to make your move?”
			

			
				He knew from Jonah’s teasing the year before that Adam had a huge crush on Mercedes. “Shave your soul patch and your pork chops,” Adam said, and Domingo roared with laughter.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Those first days were always the most exhausting. Maybe not the most stressful – that definitely was awarded to the days whenever some idiot inevitably went too far off the path and got themselves lost – but the most physically taxing. The trees were cleared from the trail and the firewood readied for the guests, but Adam still had to cut back some of the growth along the path or their guests would be walking through poison ivy or tripping over plants. He also took the canoes out, testing them for leaks. They had one that needed repairs beyond a simple patch, so they’d need to haul it down the mountain before their guests started to arrive. That was okay though. They’d need to make the trip anyways for groceries and other necessities.
			

			
				It was good work, honest and simple enough, but it kept them occupied from sunup to sundown the first few days. By that point, Mercedes had the above-ground hot tub on the far end of the cabins filled and heated. This was a new addition as of last year, and they hadn’t gotten much use out of it thanks to heavy rain closing out the summer. But this year, on the third day, after they finished filling in the holes in the side of the path left by the fallen trees, they both agreed it was time to hot tub it up.
			

			
				“You can’t make fun of an old woman in her bathing suit,” Mercedes said.
			

			
				“Trust me, you in any swimsuit is enough to fuel my fantasies for months.”
			

			
				She smacked him, but she smiled too. Adam was becoming more and more sure that she was giving him the side eye now and then, checking him out when he was hauling around jerry cans of fuel for the generator or shoveling dirt into the holes along the path. He was also pretty sure she wanted him to know she was looking. It was interesting and not a little bit unnerving. He didn’t think of himself as handsome, too tall in the face, with a long nose and sad droopy eyes, but girls in his class had always liked him and his lean, hard muscles got some appreciative looks. Maybe Mercedes wanted him as much as he wanted her. And maybe he was a horny eighteen-year-old with an overactive imagination who shouldn’t fuck up what he had going with his boss and his best friend.
			

			
				They separated to shower and change, and Adam made it to the hot tub first. He set his towel on a small cedar table and hurried out of his shirt and shoes. The hot tub was set up on a mini-deck to overlook the lake, and the view was spectacular that night, the sky cloudless, the sun’s last rays splitting through the treetops against the water. The color of the lake could shift depending on the wind, the silt easily rising up to cloud it, and the plant life at the bottom nearly as green as the surrounding forest. Trout and minnows rippled the water here and there, finding bugs on the surface to snatch up. The sight always fascinated him, and he was watching it as Mercedes quietly shut the door to the front office and walked to the hot tub.
			

			
				It was only when Adam heard the soft slap of her sandals that he turned. Mercedes had, up to that summer, always dressed conservatively when it came to her bathing suits, one-pieces that covered only marginally less of her body than shorts and a tank top. But now she wore a bright blue bikini, the bottoms cupping her thick mound. Her big breasts jiggled with her every step, and her blonde hair was undone, falling down her back nearly to her thick, juicy ass. He noted too the scar across her midsection, and it took him a moment to realize what it must be, from her C-section when she gave birth. There was some extra softness to her, especially in her hips and tummy, but it only made him hungrier for her somehow, a reminder that she was a woman, not the girls he was used to dating. And like a woman, he could see faint wisps of her blonde pubic hair sticking up out of her bottoms, and had a brief, vivid fantasy of burying his mouth against her pussy and having that soft down tickle his nose and cheeks.
			

			
				Mercedes carried a towel and a sports bottle full of what he guessed correctly was wine. She saw where he laid his towel and went to drop hers on top of it, her ass to him. “Fuck,” he mouthed, staring at her big juicy curves and the way the bikini bottoms pressed tight against her pussy.
			

			
				With her back still turned to him, she said softly, “Not too embarrassing, this outfit?”
			

			
				“N-no. No, not at all. You look… you look amazing.”
			

			
				She turned, her cheeks red and a nervousness to her eyes and smile. Then again, her smile was always nervous, so her real emotions in that moment were unreadable. She came to the hot tub and held out the sports bottle. “Hold this for me while I get in? You can have a sip if you want.”
			

			
				“Really?”
			

			
				“As long as it’s just you and me and you’re not driving or doing anything with tools around here, sure.”
			

			
				He thought of a crude “doing something with his tool” joke but wisely said nothing and took the bottle. He tried wine before and didn’t really like it, but he had a healthy drink now as she climbed up the steps beside the hot tub, a little liquid courage to help him deal with the fact that his best friend’s mom, who could have been a model even in her forties, was in a bikini and in the same hot tub as him.
			

			
				“Look, Adam, you’re eighteen now. An adult,” she said, and stepped into the water. “Oh, God, that’s just what I need, that water feels so good. Anyways. You’re an adult and I trust you.”
			

			
				The word “trust” came with a hard lean on the “s,” and Adam wondered how much she had to drink before she came out to the hot tub.
			

			
				“I won’t disappoint you.”
			

			
				“I know you won’t,” Mercedes said softly, and dropped into the water. She came back up immediately, and he couldn’t help but stare at her wet cleavage. She smirked. “My eyes are up here.”
			

			
				“Oh, come on, you knew I was going to stare.”
			

			
				“Maybe.”
			

			
				Adam handed over the sports bottle and Mercedes took a sip. A droplet clung to her lips and she licked it off, looking at the lake when she did it, but her eyes flicked to him when he groaned softly.
			

			
				“Three months with you in a bikini is either going to be heaven or torture.”
			

			
				“It won’t be every night. I don’t think we should use this when the guest are around.”
			

			
				They’d already talked about that when she installed the hot tub and he nodded. “Fair enough. Still, though, every now and then…”
			

			
				“And this isn’t even the most revealing one I brought with me. I’m debating whether or not I want to show that one off to you.”
			

			
				Again, she slurred her words. It wouldn’t have been obvious if he didn’t know Mercedes so well.  “I don’t want to ruin the mood, but is everything okay?”
			

			
				“Why?”
			

			
				“Just… it seems like maybe you’ve already had a glass or two.”
			

			
				“I guess I have. Jonah called earlier and left me a message. They got to Stefan’s. And he sounded… happy. That shouldn’t upset me. I want my son to be happy. But…”
			

			
				“But you remember when he was happy with you,” Adam said.
			

			
				She nodded, her eyes glinting with tears that never quite fell. “Be honest. Okay? I need you to be honest. Is it me? Did I push him away somehow?”
			

			
				“I don’t think so. At least not in any way that was your fault.”
			

			
				“What do you mean?”
			

			
				“Just teenager stuff, you know? I went through that phase too. Seemed like I wanted to argue with my dad all the time when I was a sophomore or junior. That was half of why I wanted to come out here. But I got over it. So will Jonah.” He reached out and took Mercedes’s hand. “It’s not your fault. You are a great mom. He’s just…”
			

			
				“Being young,” she said.
			

			
				“Yeah. Exactly. Did you ever go through that? Were you a rebel?”
			

			
				She laughed unexpectedly and settled back against the padded headrest. “Oh, totally. My parents were strict, but they were hardwired like that. My grandparents were fire and brimstone types.” At his quizzical look, she elaborated. “Religious. Deeply religious. And conservative. Grandma thought a woman’s place was at home, and that ending segregation was the worst thing to happen to this country. I didn’t know Grandpa all that well, but to hear my dad tell it, he was even worse. Like, maybe white sheets in the closet worse.”
			

			
				“Yikes.”
			

			
				“Mm hm. My dad was pretty liberal in comparison, I can see that now. But when I was a teenager in the nineties, it was like torture watching my friends go to R-rated movies and hang out at the mall all day without adults around when I was restricted from any of that. But what they did, they meant it from a place of love.”
			

			
				“And how long did it take you to see that?” Adam asked gently.
			

			
				“Okay. Point to you.”
			

			
				“I’m not saying it shouldn’t hurt. But I am saying it’ll pass. Or it won’t. Stefan seems to want to take care of him, which… I mean, it could be a lot worse.”
			

			
				She took a pull from the sports bottle. “It could be.”
			

			
				“Why’d you two divorce, if you don’t mind me asking?”
			

			
				“Mm. This might be TMI.”
			

			
				“I’m an adult, remember?”
			

			
				Mercedes eyed him up and down, her grin sly. “Yes, you are.”
			

			
				“Are you… are you hitting on me?”
			

			
				“Maybe.” Under the water, she rubbed his foot with her own, flooring him. “But to answer your question, we had a good life. I was a bit bored at home when Jonah was young, but Stefan and I agreed when we put him in school, I’d take some culinary classes and go back to work. He kept his word but he wasn’t really happy about it. It was probably what really broke us, but we tried to keep it together.”
			

			
				Mercedes stopped for a drink of wine. Adam’s eyes dipped to her breasts again, and the hard outline of her nipples against the fabric. They looked so goddamn big and ready for his touch. He started to reach out, but stopped himself before his hand left the water, aware that her foot was still on his, rubbing gently.
			

			
				“None of that is too much information,” he said, his throat dry.
			

			
				She smiled and took another long sip of her wine. “That’s because we haven’t gotten to that part of the story yet.” “Yet” was punctuated hard, her words coming with more and more concentration the drunker she got. Her foot moved higher on his calf, sending a spike of pleasure straight to his cock He moaned softly, and Mercedes fixed her eyes on him, that smirk back in place again. “Our little fights led to some, mm, misguided ideas on how to save our marriage.”
			

			
				“What do you mean?” Adam asked. Her foot ran up and down the length of his calf, and he couldn’t believe this was happening, that his best friend’s mom was coming onto him.
			

			
				“I’d been bi-curious for a while, and we thought maybe bringing someone else into our bed would ease some tension. Bring some fire back to our life.”
			

			
				“Oh. Oh fuck,” Adam said, thinking about her with another woman, his cock raging hard now, his hand going to it and stroking it through his swimming trunks.
			

			
				“Mm hm. I brought home a friend. That was fun. He brought home his secretary. That was even better. But we agreed anyone we slept with would be temporary, and that we would always communicate about who and what we wanted. Absolute veto power, either one of us. Are you stroking yourself to this? Naughty boy.”
			

			
				“Keep going,” he said, and she must have confused what he meant, because next thing he knew, her foot was nudging his hand… then his cock.
			

			
				“Oh… oh Adam… that’s… mm, that feels so big…” Her eyes opened and fixed on him. She set her foot down and crossed over to him, the bottle still in hand. She straddled him, her bikini-clad pussy and his swimming trunks the only things separating her pussy and his cock. “He broke our rules,” she whispered as Adam leaned in to suck at one of her nipples through the wet fabric of her bikini top. “He fucked that secretary again and again at his office, then at home, surprising me when I came through the door.” She pulled the top down, revealing her big, dark brown nipples to Adam, who moaned again and dove right back in, sucking at one of them as she ground on him slowly, hand going to his shoulder while she took a long, long drink of the wine. “It was as good as cheating to me. He didn’t agree. The court did. And now… now I’ve got you, my eighteen-year-old stud, my Adam…”
			

			
				She brought a finger to his chin and tilted his head up. He stared at her, slack-jawed, as the blonde brought her lips to his in a hot, hungry kiss, shoving her tongue into his mouth as she reached down and gripped his cock. But something odd stopped him – the taste of the wine on her lips. He took the sports bottle from her and realized it was nearly empty.
			

			
				“I want you,” Mercedes breathed against his lips, and giggled. “Is that wrong? Hm? My son’s best friend?” She pronounced “friend” as “fren.”
			

			
				“Mercedes,” he said, kicking himself for what he was about to do. She was ready for him, and he knew it. Knew that all the little looks she’d been giving him the last few days were not just his imagination.
			

			
				But he couldn’t do this. Not with her drunk.
			

			
				She slid his shorts down and he trapped her hand with his own. “Stop,” Adam said softly.
			

			
				Mercedes’s amusement vanished. She stared down at him. “Oh, baby, if you’re a quick shooter, it’ssss s-okay, you can come now and last longer, I need it, I need it right now.”
			

			
				“You’re drunk, Mercedes. I can’t do this when you’re drunk.”
			

			
				“You’re serious,” she said, smirking again. Then her eyes narrowed. “You really are.”
			

			
				“I’m sorry. I want you too but I think you’re letting your emotions-”
			

			
				“Screw you,” she snapped. “I’m an adult and I don’t need a lecture. I know what I want and who I want it with. I’m not… I’m not drunk. Not very.”
			

			
				“Maybe not, but I… I can’t. If you want this when you’re sober, God, yes, I’d take you up on that in a heartbeat, but-”
			

			
				Mercedes pushed back and stood up. “Unbelievable,” she said, jerking her bikini top into place. “The one night I need someone to fuck me and… and…”
			

			
				She stumbled backwards, hitting her shoulder on the edge of the hot tub. Adam hurried to help her out. Her words trailed off and she looked startled now, realizing she really was drunk. He got out first, helping her with a proffered hand, and she came down the stairs on wobbly legs.
			

			
				“I’m drunk,” she said disbelievingly. “I… I got drunk, and I… oh no. Oh no no no. Adam, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I, I had a little more in my room than I let on and…”
			

			
				“It’s okay,” he said hastily. “Let me get you your towel.”
			

			
				But she was already hurrying away, her balance shoddy but good enough to carry her to the front office and her living quarters inside. She gave him a scared, apologetic look over her shoulder, and then she was inside, slamming the door shut behind her.
			

			
				Adam leaned his head back, stared up at the sky, and muttered, “Fuuuuuuck.” Then he looked down again at his slowly softening cock, sighed, and grabbed the top for the hot tub to close it up again.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				In the morning, Adam found a note had been slipped under his door.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Adam,
			

			
				 
			

			
				Taking the canoe to the city for repairs. I feel horrified about last night and I am so sorry. If you’re gone when I come back, I understand and will pay you a month’s salary. That’s not a bribe for silence, just an apology.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I left breakfast and lunch in the cafeteria. If you do go, please, eat first. I’d worry.
			

			
				 
			

			
				-Mercedes
			

			
				 
			

			
				Her words brought a smile to his face. Mad? No. Confused, yes. Still amazed he’d had his lips around one of her nipples, his hands on her ass. Maybe he shouldn’t have but he didn’t realize how much she’d been drinking and he couldn’t really fault himself for that.
			

			
				It was an image that kept him in bed for a long, lazy while, stroking himself to two more orgasms on top of the two the night before when he returned to his room. She left him with his chest hitching and falling, his mind drifting back to the feel of her on his lap. It seemed like a dream, but it had been real, every lurid moment.
			

			
				Once Adam showered in the cabin’s tiny bathroom, he headed for the cafeteria and found one of his favorites, Mercedes’s blend of Mediterranean salad and cottage cheese she called Greek Mess, and fried pork chops and potatoes for lunch. The night before left him ravenously hungry so he ate almost everything standing up, saving one of the pork chops for later along with a forkful or two of the potatoes. It struck him then how strange the moment was, his forty-something friend’s mother having come onto him the night before, embarrassed enough to want to flee back to the city but still looking out for him regardless. She couldn’t help but still try to take care of him. He loved that about her.
			

			
				He spent the day attacking the roadside weeds, a never-ending battle made even more difficult because he still wasn’t all that great at identifying what was a weed and what was part of the natural environment. But technology was a great help in that regard. He kept pictures of weeds and “Pull” and “Do Not Pull!” folders on his phone, and studied them often that day. A year ago, Jonah would have been there working the other side of the road. Probably complaining, but still, Adam missed his friend.
			

			
				When he stopped for lunch, he tried to text Jonah, a simple “hey, hope your trip went good, give me a call sometime,” but he didn’t get a response. He didn’t understand what had come between them, aside from Jonah’s girlfriend, but the hurt was slowly transforming into resignation. Jonah made his choice. He’d moved on. It was time for Adam to do the same, even with all the good memories this place held for him of his best friend. Nights camping. Snowshoeing and cross-country skiing along the paths. Clinging to Jonah behind a four-wheeler, sure they were going to die any moment as his friend whipped around the corners and came over hills so fast they got clearance a few times. Running from what they thought was a bear, only to be followed back to the cabins by a happy big fluffball of a dog, panting and wagging its tail, its owners not far behind, frantically calling for their runaway and shoving cash at the kids for having saved their dog, even if Jonah and Adam thought it was a grizzly cub.
			

			
				More too. Sneaking girls up to the cabins on the weekends. A bad fight when one of those girls was supposed to be Jonah’s date but kept looking at Adam and the cheerleader he brought. Hunting up here with a guy Mercedes dated for a while, neither friend capable of pulling the trigger on a big doe and both of them watching with horror as the guy took the shot himself, telling them it was okay, not everyone was cut out for man shit. Mercedes found out about that and went nuclear, kicking the boyfriend out and treating Adam and Jonah to a pizza and movie night. It went from one of the worst experiences of Adam’s life to one of the best, the three of them watching old nineties slapstick comedies, eating too much and staying up nearly all night, Mercedes included.
			

			
				So much of Adam’s teenage life had been spent with them making memories. It confused him why Jonah would want to throw that all away, but he had, and it didn’t mean that Adam couldn’t create more memories with Mercedes.
			

			
				He knocked off around three, hot, sweaty, and exhausted. His shoulders hurt from bending over and pulling weeds all day, but a long, warm shower helped ease the worst of it. He was basking in the cafeteria, eating a bowl of cookies and cream ice cream when he heard the sound of gravel crunching. Mercedes was back.
			

			
				When Adam came out the back door, she was just stepping out of her SUV. She looked miserable, pale white and obviously still feeling the effects of her overindulgences the night before. “You stayed,” she said.
			

			
				“Of course I did,” he said.
			

			
				“Adam I’m… I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. What I did was wrong. You’re eighteen, and I’m, I’m in my forties, and my God, it’s sick, I should have never… I should have never.”
			

			
				“You were having a bad night. I get it. It’s okay.” He came to her and gave her a tentative hug. She was stiff at first, and then he said what he’d been practicing all day. “I know Jonah choosing his dad hurts. But this place, it’s special, and him being gone doesn’t mean we can’t have some fun. I’m in this with you every summer you want me here.”
			

			
				Mercedes melted into him, and he was struck again by an image of those breasts against his lips. He couldn’t help himself. When Mercedes looked up at him, he tried to press his lips to hers. She pulled back, smiling gently, and he didn’t try to follow.
			

			
				“Adam, I… I’m so overwhelmed right now. It’s not that I don’t think you’re handsome. Last night was not the first time since you’ve turned eighteen that I’ve thought about… well…”
			

			
				“It’s okay,” Adam said, and reached out to stroke her arm. “I won’t push. But you have to know I’m crazy about you and I don’t care about the age difference.”
			

			
				“But I do. I have to. Your parents, your college life… there’s some wonderful girl out there for you, some woman your age, and… and…”
			

			
				“I’m not trying to push you to marry me tomorrow. But I would ask you, if you wanted it.”
			

			
				“Oh Adam.”
			

			
				He grinned. “I’ll give you whatever time you need. And if it’s still a no by the end of summer, I won’t mind as long as you let me keep working for you all through college. Maybe beyond. This place is amazing. But it’s you I want to make memories with.”
			

			
				Her eyes warmed, and she stepped forward to kiss him on the corner of his mouth. His hand rose to the side of her head and she turned her head to kiss him fully now, her lips soft, her whole body trembling. Then she pulled back, averting her eyes, smiling faintly.
			

			
				“Help me unload.”
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Their first guests of the season were an upper middle-class orthodontist, his wife, and their extended family. The youngest of the kids with them were troublemakers that ran their parents ragged and required both Adam and Mercedes to keep on eye on them when they were around the lake and equipment sheds.
			

			
				Adam’s job when there were guests was very much on an as-needed basis. Some people, like this family, needed a lot of help with the simple things, especially when they decided to go camping their second night. He helped them set up tents, and enlisted the kids in helping him find fallen sticks and branches for kindling to start a fire. It was work he liked, especially because the orthodontist and his wife were affable people who knew they were out of their element, and they learned what he taught them, or tried to anyways. The kids complained a lot, and were an occasional pain, but they weren’t the worst Adam had ever dealt with.
			

			
				Not everyone was so fun to work with. The second guest was a social media influencer, and rented out all the cabins for herself and her small crew so that there would be no interference or people watching her work. From the first moments Adam saw her photographer and her assistant-slash-best-friend-slash-social media manager, he knew Annette Lindsey was going to be a problem. Her people looked exhausted already as they got out of their H2.
			

			
				Some cliches and stereotypes existed for a reason, and Annette ticked a lot of the annoying influencer stereotype boxes pretty damn well. She complained about the bugs from the get-go, grimaced at the size of the cabins and the lack of air conditioning despite that being very clearly stated online, and had Mercedes gritting her teeth when Annette tried to convince her to give up her larger air-conditioned living space in the front office.
			

			
				Annette was slated to be there for two days of shooting and didn’t last the first night. She did okay with the lake shoot, with a few token complaints – “why is the water green? Ugh, is there something wrong with it? This is nothing like the pictures.” – and marginally less so with shoots she took along the path – “we’ll have to spend hours editing all the stupid bug bites. There’s no good light here, we can’t shoot in nothing but shade.” 
			

			
				The guillotine fell when it came to her photographer taking pictures of her at night at the first campsite. Adam and Mercedes were sitting outside the cafeteria, Mercedes reading a novel under the cabin’s outdoor light, Adam drinking an ice-cold soda and half-dozing. Their reverie was broken by a shout.
			

			
				“This is the worst place I’ve ever done a photoshoot. Ever. This is hell and you should be ashamed of how you advertised it.”
			

			
				Adam started to stand up, but Mercedes put a hand on his chest, shook her head with a wry smile, and instead rose to meet their irate guest. The influencer and model emerged out of the darkness in denim cutoffs so tiny they were like bikini bottoms. On her feet were flip-flops, and she held her brand-new four-hundred-dollar hiking shoes in her hands, limping towards them at speed. It didn’t take much imagination to figure out that the shoes, without having been broken in, chafed and hurt her feet.
			

			
				“I’m sorry the cabins and camping weren’t what you were expecting. Is there something we can do to improve your experience?” Mercedes asked.
			

			
				“Yes! A trailer and real chairs!” the model yelled. “I have at least two or three splinters in my ass from that stupid picnic table and sitting on one of the logs was even worse. And the pizzettes got burned and I swear to God I am going to be eaten alive by these fucking mosquitos and… and…” She let out a primal scream that must have startled the deer and birds for half a mile.
			

			
				Her crew hurried out of the woods after her. “Annette?” her photographer called after her.
			

			
				“We’re leaving!” she shouted over her shoulder. To Mercedes, she added, “And I’m demanding my money back or I will burn you so hard on Bottlegenie, no model is ever going to come here again.”
			

			
				“If that’s what you decide to do, that’s your business,” Mercedes said calmly. “As for your money back, I’ll be happy to refund you for tomorrow evening, but your non-refundable deposit is just that. Non-refundable. And if you read the contract, you’ll see that today is non-refundable once you begin to take advantage of our hospitality.”
			

			
				“I will be talking to a lawyer,” Annette said.
			

			
				“Please do. They’ll tell you the same thing I just did. Have a safe drive back to the city.”
			

			
				And with that, Annette was gone, shrieking at her crew to move their asses and get their things. She sat in their car while they gathered up their belongings, the photographer silent, the assistant offering a whispered apology as she rushed by, tugging along her boss’s suitcases behind her.
			

			
				When they left, gravel shot out from under their tires from their haste to leave the cabins. Mercedes waved goodbye after their disappearing taillights, and Adam shook his head with a weary, “There’s always one every summer.”
			

			
				“And we’re just getting started,” Mercedes said with a little bit of glee to her voice.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Their relationship didn’t go anywhere for a couple weeks, but now Mercedes wasn’t guarding the way she’d look at Adam sometimes. Hungry. Amused. Forlorn. Her face showed a half-dozen different emotions in those days, probably mirroring his own.
			

			
				The guests did not often rent out all the cabins like that first week. Most came in twos or little family units, freeing up the other cabins to short-term rentals too. It kept Mercedes and Adam on their toes, as they always seemed to have someone arriving or leaving. Showing them equal care took up most their days during the summer. Mercedes cooked and tended to the cabins in between guests, doing up the linens, cleaning up messes, replacing a broken lamp in one case from an amorous couple. Adam went where he was needed. Some days, he wouldn’t come back from the campsites until nearly dusk, but his favorite job was taking the guests out on canoes, a near-daily experience that was never the same twice. Some days, he and the guests might see deer, their most frequent wilderness friends up there on the mountains. Twice in June they saw elk at the water’s edge, and one time crossing the water, their majestic heads the only part of them that was visible until they reached the other shore. It was an incredible sight Adam had never experienced before and the sort of thing that even quieted the usually buoyant and chatty guest behind him as she filmed the elk on her phone. When Adam looked over his shoulder at her, she was crying from the experience, and he couldn’t blame her one bit.
			

			
				One day, as the solstice approached, their assorted guests all decided to go camping together, some of them having had experience, others lacking it completely. They were a great group, rowdy but not troublemakers. With so much gear necessary for their camping needs, Adam busted out a larger rowboat and loaded it with the group’s tents, sleeping bags, and coolers full of food he would haul back later that evening. Three of the male guests greeted him at the shore to help him offload everything, one of them saying that this must be a dream job. Adam agreed wholeheartedly. He took his time up there, sharing stories, helping them gather kindling for the fire, and singing the birthday song with everyone else to a very special young guest who giggled shyly and bit the back of her hand while she was the center of attention.
			

			
				Feeling good on the return trip, Adam almost missed the movement in the trees. He was never quite sure later what drew his attention to the pines, but something did – a stick cracking, underbrush being disturbed, something. But there she was, a cow moose, languidly moving through the trees. He slowed and stared, not breathing, meaning to go for his phone to take a picture, but his hand never quite reached it. The moose was no threat, not at that distance, but still, he did not want to spook the old, majestic creature. Sure, they could be ferocious, especially around their babies, but this was not an instinct born of that worry. It felt wrong somehow to disturb the beautiful old girl. She belonged in that world. He did not.
			

			
				As if she was as tired as Adam was, the moose stopped and settled onto the carpet of the forest, nearly disappearing from sight. Adam looked all around, recognizing a stump that angled out of the hillside. He dipped the oars back into the water as slowly and gently as he could while still making forward motion, and soon left the moose behind, though not for long.
			

			
				Mercedes was in the cafeteria, doing inventory and writing down her shopping list for the next day. Adam was due to go back to the city for the weekend and would be doing the grocery shopping. She was dressed in jean shorts and a tank, her sports bra’s straps visible underneath. Her long blonde hair was tied back in a braided ponytail, and like him, her skin was now richly tanned even with liberal applications of sunscreen every day.
			

			
				Mercedes looked over her shoulder and smiled at him. “How’d it go?”
			

			
				“Great, but you have to come with me right now.”
			

			
				“Is everything okay? Did someone get hurt?”
			

			
				“No, no, everybody’s fine, everything is fine. You just have to trust me. I want it to be a surprise. We have to be quiet but move fast.”
			

			
				Her smile was more quizzical than amused, but she left her notepad behind and hurried with him down the path. A quarter-mile, he thought, and he was about right, slowing when he saw the slope and the tree stump. He turned his head and raised a finger to his lips. Mercedes nodded, looking excited now, and he took her hand.
			

			
				They were on the opposite side of the lake from the moose, but Mercedes had eyes like a hawk and saw her before Adam. She gasped, the sound barely carrying, but she clapped her free hand to her mouth anyways.
			

			
				They stood there together, hand-in-hand, watching the moose as she languidly stretched out, bedding down for the night. Adam turned to Mercedes, still holding her hand, and she embraced him, her other arm wrapping around him and her lips pressing gently to his neck. They looked at each other, and their lips came together, soft, gentle kisses. She trembled in his arms, and he pulled away, wanting to tell her he loved her, wanting to tell her to be his forever, even if it was crazy she was in her forties and he was eighteen. But he was afraid of pushing her away and popping this fragile bubble of a moment.
			

			
				Mercedes slowly knelt, staring up at him the entire time as she settled onto her knees in the soft, crumbly earth and thick foliage. “Mercedes,” he moaned as she reached for his shorts, undoing the button, unzipping him. Her long, slender fingers reached into his waistband and tugged his shorts and briefs down, giving a pleased moan at the sight of his clean-shaven cock.
			

			
				“You’re going to make the girls at college so, so happy,” she murmured as her hands wrapped around him and aimed him at her lips.
			

			
				Adam reached down and ran a hand through her long blonde hair, pulling it away from her face. “You’re the only woman I want,” he said hoarsely. “I know it’s crazy but I… I…”
			

			
				Love you.
			

			
				She kissed the top of his cock as he continued to harden. “Hush. I like the idea of sharing you with them. But if you wanted to come home to me… I’d always take care of you, Adam.”
			

			
				“Always.”
			

			
				She took him between her lips, his tip barely inside her mouth. Mercedes sucked that first half-inch, keeping her eyes on his, stroking him with gentle brushes of her fingers wrapped around his base. The blowjob was slow and exquisite, as still as the cooling evening around them. Adam moaned when Mercedes took him deeper, her tongue teasing him with quick flicks on his underside, then nothing, keeping him guessing when and where the pleasure would come. 
			

			
				They had little fear about being discovered. The path up to the campsite was not a straight one, the curves obscured by the forest around them. They would hear anyone coming long before they were in sight, giving them plenty of time to do themselves up. But there was still the thrill of doing this out in the open like this, under the shadow of the pines, his best friend’s beautiful mother rocking back and forth as she sucked and slurped the first couple inches of his cock, her eyes on his, their relationship forever changing.
			

			
				Mercedes pulled off him with a wet slurp and a cascade of spittle down her chin. She wiped it away and used it on his cock to jerk him faster as she pulled her tank and sprots bra up with her other hand, making her big breasts spill out. She grinned at his expression.
			

			
				“You like my tits? They’re not too big and saggy?”
			

			
				“Fuck no,” Adam said.
			

			
				She pouted and pressed her elbows against her big tits, pushing them out. “You don’t like them?”
			

			
				He laughed helplessly. “I meant they’re not saggy, and they’re definitely not too big. You know I’m obsessed with them.” His free hand went to her cheek and caressed it. “I’m obsessed with everything about you, Mercedes.”
			

			
				Her smile widened, and she took him in her mouth again, saying nothing but letting out a pleased moan as he moved both hands to the back of her head. “Use me,” she whispered around his tip. “Fuck my face. Take me when you want me. I’m yours this summer, Adam.”
			

			
				I’m yours.
			

			
				The words he’d wanted to hear his entire life. 
			

			
				He couldn’t contain himself. His hips shot forward and he thrust deep into her mouth, hitting the back of the hot forty-something’s throat.
			

			
				“Gurk!” Mercedes said, and again when he pulled back and thrust back into her mouth over and over again. “Gurk! Gurk! Gurk! Gurk!”
			

			
				Her hands went not to Adam’s cock but her breasts, offering them up to him, playing with them, tweaking the nipples in a show for him. But it was her face he stared at, her sweet MILF face so debased by this, him fucking her mouth, her throat. No one he’d ever been with could take him with her skill or her delight. He hit the back of her throat and kept going, and she only seemed pleased as she gagged on him, grinning around him as she fought to keep him deep.
			

			
				“Fuck, oh fuck,” he moaned, pounding her face now, her head bobbing in time with his thrusts, meeting him measure for measure and taking him deeper, deeper still, until she had all of him, her eyes watering as her lips brushed his balls, deethroating every inch of his eighteen-year-old cock.
			

			
				“Oh God, that’s fucking incredible. I’m gonna come, I’m close,” he said, the loudest sound either of them made so far. He started to pull back but Mercedes chased him, driving her mouth down his length again, holding it, tears streaming down her cheeks from need of oxygen, and he came, blasts of his warmth shooting down her throat. She choked and finally pulled away, coughing out the last few droplets of him, one hand in the dirt, the other going to his knee.
			

			
				“Oh, oh shit, Mercedes, I… I’m sorry, I…”
			

			
				She looked up at him, eyes flaring with lust. “Adam, that was me, I wanted that, and I got what I wanted, a throat full of your cock and your come.” He helped her up and she stroked his slowly softening cock. “It’s wrong, God help me, but I want this in my mouth, my throat, my pussy. I want it between my tits, I want you jacking off on my face. I’m such a dirty girl, Adam. Can you handle that?”
			

			
				“Fuck yes,” he said reverently, and they hurried to pull their clothes back in place so he could chase her to the cabins.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Steam fogged the glass of Mercedes’s shower when he came into her bathroom, freshly showered himself at his own cabin. She was in there, singing softly to herself, and when he opened the door to the shower, she turned her head towards him, eyes closed, hands in her hair.
			

			
				Without a word, Adam slipped in behind her, and she laughed softly at the press of his cock against her big juicy ass. “Mm, hard again already.”
			

			
				She pulled the door shut as he positioned himself behind her and knelt, much as she had out in the forest. She moaned as Adam pressed his face to her big puffy pussy lips, his nose tight against her delicate bleached bud. There was little room for them to maneuver, but she rocked back against him as best she could as his tongue lapped at her wet cunt.
			

			
				His dream woman. His best friend’s mom. The MILF he loved so much.
			

			
				“I want you, Mercedes,” he breathed against her pussy lips. “Every night at college I’ll be at your place, ready to take you.”
			

			
				“Yesss, take me, mm, take me, Adam.” 
			

			
				He gave her pussy a few more laps, his tongue’s movements deliberate but he was barely hanging onto control. How often had he stared at her big ripe ass when she complained about the size of it, 
			

			
				“This ass is so fucking sexy,” he said.
			

			
				“It’s yours, every inch of me is yours…”
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” he moaned, making Mercedes giggle. But her giggles fell to moans of her own when he drove his tongue deep inside her folds, holding right to the edge of manic need, thinking about taking Mercedes’s ass, plunging his cock into her, making that ass ripple. She went wild for him, thrusting her ass back as she tried to brace herself against the water-slicked walls, her face twisting to the side, her hands turning to fists.
			

			
				“Oh, oh Adam, oh my God, you’re s-so good, keep doing that, oh, oh God, ohhhhh, ahhhh!”
			

			
				She came, driving up on her tiptoes and then back against him, bent as far over as she could while he felt her quiver. He’d made Mercedes come. Fuck, this was insane.
			

			
				She turned around, staring down at him as he brought his mouth to her mound, kissing the thick thatch of trimmed blonde pubic hair before bringing his mouth to her pussy again. She gripped his shoulder and the back of his head, rolling her thick hips against him rhythmically, moans and soft noises escaping her as his control slipped away from him. And when he brought his fingers to her labia and her thickly hooded clit, she shuddered and tilted her head back, the water cascading down her shoulders and across her breasts.
			

			
				“Adaaam.”
			

			
				He brushed her hood back and slid his tongue across her big clit, making her break the rhythm of her hips and clutch tighter at him as her mouth opened. The last girl he’d been with, a college sophomore, taught him the most important thing about oral he’d ever learned – it was not a checklist of moves. He had to feel out what a woman liked, listen to her when she told him harder or softer or just like that.
			

			
				But the thing he discovered about Mercedes was she loved it all. When he slowed, she stroked his head and cooed at him, rocking her hips with that hypnotic rhythm. When Adam unleashed his tongue on her clit and folds, she went wild, meeting him with harder rocks, crushing his hair between her fingers, pulling him even tighter.  Her second orgasm hit her faster than the first, a quaking thing that left her crying out, a sound of joy, of release. She slapped at the wall behind her, trying to stutter out a word that might have been “bedroom,” but Adam brought his lips to her slick cunt and sucked, and licked, his dark eyes interlocked with hers, his hands gripping her ass and holding her right in place as he feasted upon her pussy juices and the cries of pleasure erupting from her.
			

			
				Finally, she could take no more, and guided him to his feet. She’s gargled, and her mouth tasted like wintergreen as he kissed her hard, twisting with her and pushing her against the shower wall. She roped a leg around hm, kissing him back, her lips and tongue dueling his for control, her hands on his chest, his abs, his cock.
			

			
				He meant for their first time to be in the bedroom, but he couldn’t wait any longer. Adam again took her in his arms, and roughly twisted her around, pushing her upper back until her face was against the shower wall, her ass thrust back at him. He gripped his cock, and growled, “I’m clean, are you?”
			

			
				“Yes, yes, and I’ve got an IUD, do it, please!” Mercedes begged, her voice hoarse from the orgasms he’d already given her.
			

			
				Adam drove into her warm, wet pussy. Never had he been so frenzied for a woman, but he fucked her like they had no time left together, taking her with deep, powerful strokes that left her rising up on her feet. Her legs spread wide and Mercedes cried out, “Oh, oh fuck, Adam!”
			

			
				How long he dreamed about this moment, but he couldn’t slow down to appreciate it. He fucked her, a primal need within him leaving him a mindless, grunting beast, his hips slamming against hers, his pussy taking his every inch.
			

			
				“Fuck, Mercedes, take it, take it,” he grunted.
			

			
				“Yessss, give me it, give me that big fucking cock, ohhh, Adam, ohhh, ohhh…”
			

			
				“Mer… cedes…”
			

			
				“Ahhhh, ahhhh, A-daaaaam!” she wailed. Coming again. He thought he could feel her muscles pulse around him, begging him for his come, welcoming him to where he belonged forever.
			

			
				“That’s it, that’s it, come for me,” he grunted, and reached around to grab her tits, squeezing them roughly as his hips jerked, the slap of their bodies thunderous in the silent bathroom. 
			

			
				“Grab my tits, nnngh, squeeze them, yessss, oh fuck, oh fuckohfuckohfuck, they’re yours, yours to play with, oh, nnnnngh, Adam, oh God, oh God!”
			

			
				“Mercedes!” he said, nearly a shout, his pleasure on him in a rush that left him brainless and seeing red.
			

			
				“Come in me, come in me, oh, ohhhh, fuuuuu-uck!”
			

			
				She might have come again at the last. He didn’t know. The only sensation left to him was the need for release. He held on as long as he could, pounding her from behind until he could finally contain himself no longer. Still gripping her big breasts, he pulled her back against him, and she twisted her head, eyes loopy with well-fucked pleasure, the words falling from her lips in a near-silent moan.
			

			
				“Come… come for me…”
			

			
				“Mer… cedes!”
			

			
				He drove deep, bucking, releasing, the most powerful orgasm of his young life. It felt like he came for minutes, though he knew that was impossible. His hips still jumped long after he came until he accidentally slid free of her, gasping for air. She twisted around, eager to kiss him, eager to reach behind him and start the shower again so they could clean up and be ready for a second round, as soon as Adam hardened again.
			

			
				In the beautiful blonde MILF’s arms, that wouldn’t be very long at all.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				There should have been sunlight flitting across them as Adam happily sucked one of Mercedes’s nipples in the afterglow of their second session of the morning. She rested on top of him, his come still glistening on her thighs as she rocked against him, all but humming from the powerful string of orgasms she just had riding him.
			

			
				“Fuck, I never want to get out of this bed,” she said.
			

			
				“Me either,” he mumbled around her nipple. Mercedes giggled, and stroked the back of his head.
			

			
				“We need you to go back to the city,” she said. “We need…” He nipped her nipple, making her rock harder. “…mmm, groceries, and… and things.”
			

			
				“Just a little while longer.”
			

			
				“Mm, I said that an hour ago.”
			

			
				“You did, or me? I don’t remember.”
			

			
				“Me either.”
			

			
				Finally though, Adam pulled back and grinned up at her. “You know, I think I could count the number of times I ever heard you say fuck or dick before last night, and now…”
			

			
				“Oh yeah. I have a really, really filthy mouth. I hope that’s all right.”
			

			
				“It’s hot as hell. This is all still so strange, though.”
			

			
				“For me too.” She settled in beside him and he turned to cuddle with her, one hand on her ass.  “You’re eighteen. My son’s best friend. My God, what am I doing?”
			

			
				“Regrets?” he asked, even if her words were light.
			

			
				“No. None. But Adam, I need you to know, I never looked at you this way until well after you turned eighteen.”
			

			
				“I believe you. What got your attention?”
			

			
				“It was the week you and Jonah graduated. You brought around Tessa, and I thought, wait, she’s a sophomore in college, she shouldn’t be dating a high schooler. And then it hit me. You were all but done with school. Eighteen and about to go into the world as a man.” Her hand slid down to his spent cock. “All that week, I couldn’t shake that idea. Then at graduation, I saw you in your button-down and your khaki shorts, and you and Tessa looked so much older than you are, so… yummy together. I told myself I wasn’t going to think about you that way, and of course, that made it even worse. At about two in the morning I finally gave it up and brought out a toy, imagining it was you.”
			

			
				“Fuck.”
			

			
				“Mm hm. That helped for a while, but then you came up here and I saw you and everything I’d been trying to hold back inside me burst free. I’ve been in here every night trying not to scream your name when I come.”
			

			
				“I wish I’d known sooner. I definitely would have helped you out.”
			

			
				“Such a good-”
			

			
				Whatever she meant to say was cut off by a rumble. At first, Adam thought it was an older SUV or a truck, but they both glanced sharply at the window when they heard a patter. Rain.
			

			
				“Oh shit,” Adam breathed, and shot for the edge of the bed. “I thought the storm was coming in tonight.”
			

			
				“Me too,” Mercedes said.
			

			
				They scrambled for their clothes, real panic hitting him hard. The rain up on the mountain could be beautiful, but thunder and lightning at the campsites could potentially be deadly. They heard someone call from the office, and he hurried on his clothes even faster. He finished dressing before Mercedes, and headed out of the living quarters and into the short hallway between it and the office.
			

			
				Two of the campers were there, a child in one of their arms. “Hey there, sorry, but we’re going to check out early,” the man said. “We want to beat this storm back to the city Not that it’s not beautiful, but…”
			

			
				“We don’t want to get caught up here if a tree goes down without more formula,” the woman said apologetically.
			

			
				“Did everyone else come down the mountain too?” Adam asked as Mercedes joined him, tugging her hair into place with a ponytail holder.
			

			
				“No, not yet. I think they’re still trying to figure out the tents and what not,” the man said. “I offered to help but they said they got it.”
			

			
				“Okay,” Adam said. To Mercedes, “Help them. I’m going to go up there.”
			

			
				She hesitated, then nodded. Ignoring the stare of the man and woman, she rushed forward and kissed Adam hard. “Come back quick,” she said, and he knew what she meant. Not so they could have more fun, but because of the danger of the rain and lightning. He nodded and shot for the door.
			

			
				He nearly started for the trail before spinning and heading for his cabin instead. It would cost him a previous minute or two, but in case he got stuck out there, he grabbed his rain jacket, a ball cap, and his backpack. The backpack still had all his hiking gear from the day before, stuff he always took up to the campsites in case they needed it. He filled up his water bottle, and then he was running.
			

			
				As he hit the base of the trail, lightning cracked, hitting the mountains somewhere so close the thunder rattled his bones. He thought he heard Mercedes shout his name behind him. She knew the score. He couldn’t stop. Those people needed him.
			

			
				The rain came down like bolts from a crossbow, hard, fat drops that stung his skin even through the jacket. He slowed to zip it up, cursing at the loss of momentum. Lightning struck again, getting closer. There wasn’t much wind, and the storm was expected to settle on them in the early evening for a couple days. They’d been planning activities at the cabins for the guests starting that night, but the storm was here, now, and the world was only getting darker around him as the fat clouds settled right over the Harpy Mountains.
			

			
				A loose rock caught Adam’s foot and he tripped but didn’t go down or sprain his ankle. Instead he moved faster, hearing a child’s shriek after a peal of lightning. There, people, a couple and their two kids, the adults holding sleeping bags open over the kids’ heads. Smart. He did a head count, calling to them, “It’s okay, just get to the cabins, it’ll be safe there, walk fast but don’t-”
			

			
				Boom. His words were drowned out, one of the children screaming and crying and he was past them, sprinting again. There should be five more groups of guests, he told himself, and almost immediately saw another pair of parents and their young children, hurrying down the path, the man without a jacket. It was wrapped around his older child, his younger one wearing the older kid’s coat, and immediately a picture painted itself. The younger kid had forgot a coat, or it got left behind, or something, and the older kid gave up her jacket and the man in turn gave up his jacket to the kid. Adam swung his pack off his shoulder as he slowed, digging out an emergency poncho and thrusting it into the man’s hands. He talked right over the family’s thanks and gave them the same speech about getting to the cabins before racing on again.
			

			
				There, the campsite. The groups left were trying to stuff things into backpacks and bags, and Adam was on them, helping them without a word, disassembling tentpoles and doing a head count as he stuffed everything into bags.
			

			
				Two people were missing, and he knew which two they were. The Kolenos, Tyler and Tammy, newlyweds who wanted the company of their fellow campers for dinner and conversation but had been talking about heading up to the other campsite for some alone time. 
			

			
				“Tyler and Tammy, did they go up to the other campsite?” he asked one of the guests, a balding man shrugging on a backpack.
			

			
				“Yeah, haven’t seen them this morning yet. You’re not going up there, are you?”
			

			
				“I am. I have to. This storm could settle in for days.” Adam looked around. Everyone was nearly ready to go. “Okay, everybody, I need you to head for the cabins. Stay calm. Go at a brisk walk, not a jog. We don’t want anyone to twist their ankle or anything. Everybody good?” They all nodded or said yes.
			

			
				Adam set off again. The path to the second campsite was longer and up a series of steep switchbacks. Not a difficult hike but the incline slowed him down, and now the lightning and thunder were constant booms, so close he could smell the ozone tang. Here, the trees were right on top of the trail, interspersed with occasional lookouts. He hit the first switchback, and a bolt of lighting hit so close he heard dirt spraying outwards, hitting rocks and trees. The thunder deafened him, so fast that it might as well have been instantaneous, and he was hit by a clap of force so hard it sent him sprawling backwards. He picked himself up just in time to see a big pine tree in momentary flames topple maybe two dozen yards down the path where he’d just walked.
			

			
				“Holy shit,” Adam said, only he couldn’t even hear himself talk. His ears rang, his hearing gone, at least for the moment. Panic hit him and he sprinted up the trail as fast as he could, his chest rising and falling, his pack suddenly feeling like a load of bricks on his back. There was no coming back that way, not with that tree across the trail. The incline on either side was too steep to simply climb down the switchback and avoid the tree altogether. Had to take them back through the cabins on the other end of the lake, an even longer hike.
			

			
				Fear hammered in his heart for the first time in his life. He’d come within feet of death, a witness to nature’s insane power. All Adam could think about were those kids’ screams. He hoped like hell they made it back. Maybe he should have seen them to the cabins first, but then he’d be on the other side of the tree with campers stuck up on the mountain alone.  
			

			
				Though he just made this hike a dozen or so times over the last month without effort, now his lungs felt like they were on fire. A holdover from the lightning? No, he realized. He was hyperventilating, or close to it. He tried to force himself to slow down, but another bolt of lightning sent him nearly running up the incline again. He skidded his way through a tiny waterfall of rainwater and thought of Mercedes, of her nude in bed, stretched out languidly as she watched him come back from the bathroom. He wanted to be with her more than anything. He wanted to be in bed with her, holding her, smelling her hair. He wanted to hear her read her favorite lines from her books under her breath, as if trying to memorize them. He wanted to be sitting across from her playing cards or a board game. All he wanted in that moment was her.
			

			
				Clinging to thoughts of her brought him back from the edge of panic, and filled the long minutes of the hike up to the second campsite. When he managed to tether his terrified mind to reality again, he took stock of his surroundings and realized he was three-quarters of the way there. The incline began to even out, the opening in the hillside rockface dead ahead. The path would twist sharply there and lead him to the outlook. His hearing was slow to come back, but there was nothing wrong with his voice, and he shouted with terrified glee when he saw the two campers walking towards him fast. Both were in jackets, Tyler with a fisherman’s cap on, Tammy with the hood of her jacket drawn up and over her face.
			

			
				“Turn around!” 
			

			
				He realized he could hear his own voice again, at least a little bit. It came with a whine that made him want to try and pop his ears. They spun around, and he joined them, explaining the trail was now blocked and that they had to go the opposite direction. The conversation was disjointed, their words like audible blubber in his ears, but his hearing was definitely sharpening.
			

			
				The trail to the other cabins was largely unused, because for a long stretch, it wasn’t owned by either Mercedes or the other cabin proprietor. That land belonged to the public, but the trail wasn’t marked on any Forest Service map or maintained by them, having been cut through the trees by owners of the cabins long gone now. Adam and Mercedes got out there towards the fall to cut down the worse of the foliage and branches blocking the path for just such a situation like this, and some hikers, four-wheelers, and snowmobilers sometimes used it despite the remoteness.
			

			
				Adam led Tyler and Tammy around the gate and the signs marking the end of the maintained path. Tammy reached out to touch his shoulder, and he turned, realizing she’d been trying to talk to him. She spoke louder, the sound coming through to him like she was speaking underwater. “How far?”
			

			
				“Maybe eight miles,” Adam said. “We have to move, okay? There’s no shelter between here and there. We walk fast, but we don’t run. It’ll be okay.”
			

			
				She hesitated, clearly afraid, but another crack of thunder made her shoot forward. It wasn’t as close as the bolt that nearly hit Adam, but it was still too damn close for comfort. Here, at least, the tree cover was so thick they weren’t pelted by the rain. They came upon a doe and her fauns almost right away, the mother catching sight of the humans and racing up the path, pausing to bleat at her calves as if encouraging them to keep up. Another time and it would have been picture worthy, but no one was in a mood so they raced onward as fast as they dared.
			

			
				Adam’s hearing continued to improve, though it would never entirely recover to its former sharpness. He realized the thunder was moving south, not far, but far enough they could take a breather. The Kolenos ate the night before, but not that morning, and admitted they were ravenous. Adam gave them what he had in his pack, trail mix and a granola bar, keeping one of the latter in case this route was blocked too and they needed to wait it out.
			

			
				“Thank you for coming for us,” Tyler said. “Man, I thought this storm wasn’t supposed to come until tonight.”
			

			
				“Us too, or we would have had you down that mountain this morning,” Adam said. “Not the best way to spend a honeymoon, I guess.”
			

			
				“Are you kidding?” Tyler asked. “It’s a story we’ll tell our kids someday.”
			

			
				Tammy nodded enthusiastically and said around a bite of granola bar, “It’s like an adventure.” She thought about that. “I mean, as long as no one gets hurt from the other groups. Were they okay?”
			

			
				“Some of the kids were terrified,” Adam said. “But I think they’ll be all right.”
			

			
				The Kolenos  their took long drinks from their water bottles before continuing on. The walk slowed to a less breakneck pace, which was good, considering the rain left parts of the trail a muddy mess, especially on the inclines. Tammy fell twice, thankfully only scraping her hands and getting her ass muddied. Adam now noticed a fiery line of pain across the back of his skull, but he didn’t mention it to the Kolenos. They were a happy couple and the wound didn’t seem serious.
			

			
				They kept up a stream of lively conversation, everything from asking him about his plans for college, their own college experiences, and maybe most of all, the places they planned to travel in the future. Adam listened, smiling and commenting in the right places, but his mind was back on Mercedes again. What if he’d died from that bolt of lightning and he never told her he loved her? He thought she knew, but he’d never actually spoken the words. It was all he could think about for long minutes on end, that regret, that strange sort of shame. 
			

			
				It was midafternoon when they caught a flash of clothes through the trees ahead. Cheers erupted seconds later, and the Kolenos clung to each other, grinning and hugging at the sight of the employees from the other campground. One of the men brought a radio to his lips, saying something, and the group descended on them.
			

			
				It was still a long walk out of there, but like the other side, the path opened to a much nicer, much better maintained trail, and there at the head of it was a UTV. Adam and the Kolenos were loaded up and driven down the path carefully. He knew the driver, a tall, rangy man named Glen.
			

			
				“You better get on this radio and tell Mercedes you’ll be at our cabins in fifteen. She’s been sick to death about this.”
			

			
				Adam did. Once she found out about the tree falling and blocking the path, she had called ahead to the other cabins to ask them to send out a search party when it was safe. In the meantime, she hurried around the lake to their cabins in her SUV as fast as she could, and waited under one of the cabin’s eaves as the UTV cleared the trees and made the wider road leading to the cabins. She saw them and ran. The UTV stopped next to her and Adam jumped off. In that moment, she was the most beautiful sight he’d ever seen, even more so than normal, and his heart thumped so hard in his chest.
			

			
				“Oh God, I was scared, I was so scared,” she said.
			

			
				“He’s a hero,” Tammy said. “A real, honest-to-gosh hero.”
			

			
				“Absolutely,” her husband agreed.
			

			
				Adam ignored them and cupped Mercedes by the cheeks, his head throbbing but his heart unable to take it for another second. “I love you. It was all I could think about on the mountain, I love you.”
			

			
				“I love you too,” she said, and he kissed her, an eighteen-year-old’s kiss, eager, full of his heart and his soul, and she laughed with it and cried and tugged him towards one of the cabins where she got him very naked and very toweled off and bandaged up before wrapping him in a blanket. There, they held each other for a long time, the beginning of something neither of them expected but wanted so desperately it hurt.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				“Sooo, you did such a good job this summer, I think you deserve a treat.”
			

			
				Adam watched Mercedes strut towards one of the chairs beside the hot tub. All the guests were gone, as was the part-time help. It was just the two of them. The college semester had started but he drove up to the cabins that afternoon when his classes let out. That weekend would see them close the place down for the fall, and then it was back to college for him and back to the restaurant for Mercedes.
			

			
				She watched him over her shoulder, eyes sparkling as she loosened the knot on the robe and pulled it off.
			

			
				“Jesus,” Adam breathed. 
			

			
				Her sling bikini hid nothing. Absolutely nothing. It winked at the idea of modesty, the strings disappearing into her thick ass cheeks. When she turned towards him, she toyed with the pigtails she’d tied her hair into and rose up on her tiptoes and dropped, making her bit tits bounce immediately out.
			

			
				“Do you like it?” she asked. “I think it might be a little… small.”
			

			
				“Goddamn. That is the best treat ever.”
			

			
				“But that’s not your treat.”
			

			
				“Uh. What is?”
			

			
				Mercedes turned and bent in profile to dig something out of her robe. When he realized what it was, he stood up in the water, staring down at her, his hand going to his cock.
			

			
				“You’re serious.”
			

			
				“I told you,” she said as she kicked off her sandals and climbed the stairs. “Anything you want from me. Anywhere. Anytime.”
			

			
				Mercedes stepped into the hot tub gingerly. An owl hooted somewhere in the night, a lovely, lonely sound, but the two lovers were far from lonely. Together, they were whole. It was weird sitting down with his parents and explaining to them that he and Mercedes had fallen hard for each other, and they had questions and concerns, as they should have. But they were also eager for their son and their family friend. They were willing to put aside their doubts and let them love.
			

			
				Things hadn’t gone so well when Mercedes called Jonah and told him what was going on. He shouted things at her that shattered their relationship forever, but that break had been coming for months now and she endured it in Adam’s arms. They got lots of questions when they went public on Bottlegenie, but they weathered that too, celebrating their joy and love with picture after picture of them together there in the mountains and in the city when the part-time help allowed them to get away together.
			

			
				Mercedes walked Adam through a new experience, leaning on the edge of the hot tub as Adam prepared her. When he slid into her large, luscious ass, they were both staring out at the woods around them, the woods both of them were sure held magic, and the mountain that had nearly killed him, but which had given them so much too.
			

			
				Though the act of what he was doing to her was sexy and dirty as all hell, this was a sweet coupling, lovemaking of a new sort between them. She turned her head often and he leaned in to kiss her, his hands on her sides, her shoulder, whatever he could touch of her. She played with herself as his cock slid back and forth inside her, her pleasure coming in slow easy waves, her orgasms soft rolling hills. And when he was close, he brought her up, an arm wrapped around her waist, and she begged him for it, to come inside her.
			

			
				In the long minutes afterwards, Mercedes straddled Adam’s lap, kissing him slowly and thoroughly while his hands rested on her tender bottom. There were few words. They didn’t need them. And beyond their sight, in the grand darkness of the woods beyond the reach of their lights, old and young creatures slumbered or kept watch, sentinels and wards of the mountain, same as the two lovers finally breaking apart and hurrying for their bed.
			

			
				


			
				Curiosity
			

			
				 
			

			
				Dakota Rennie didn’t bother to try to be sneaky this time as she peered out the front window of her home at the cars parking next door. Every weekend this happened at some point or another and she’d been waiting for it with a book by the window. 
			

			
				But while there was a pattern as to when her neighbors would bring home women, there was no pattern as to who would show up, except that they were all gorgeous and as young as the guys next door, in their early twenties. A few made repeat appearances throughout the weeks afterward, but the guys had an appetite for variety, apparently.
			

			
				It was the eagerness in the women’s eyes that set Dakota’s mind racing. All of them practically ran to Ramsey and Ben’s door. It bewildered her, because the two young guys were such geeks. Sure, they were both pretty fit for gamers and vaguely handsome, she supposed. Ramsey was the taller of the two, Black and with an untamed afro. He sometimes wore glasses but usually preferred contacts, and had a habit of squinting at anything he was looking at. Though shorter, Ben was still a tall guy, a couple inches above six feet, and he had an affable face with eyes that would crinkle with his smile. He leaned closer towards actually handsome, but he kept his hair too shaggy and advertised a dozen games and movies with his tee shirts. He’d be so much more appealing if he ditched the nerdy attire.
			

			
				But these young women who came to visit them acted like brainless bimbos the moment they stepped foot out of their cars. They came, and in the late morning or early afternoon the next day, they would leave. Sometimes, they didn’t want to. There were a lot of tears, a lot of desperate pleading and yelling on the women’s parts. More than once, a particularly obsessive woman or two would return to the house during the week, and once, memorably, one of them took a baseball bat to Ramsey’s Ford Focus. When the cops responded, Dakota watched with a pair of neighbors from across the street, and one of them said, “The sex can’t be that good with those two, can it?”
			

			
				The question echoed in Dakota’s mind ever since. Could it?
			

			
				That night’s entertainment for the guys was an athletic Latina with perky tits and a girlish, round face that would look sugar sweet when she orgasmed. The other was a leggy blonde with glasses with equally perky tits – damn the young and their gravity-defying breasts – and heels she was obviously unused to walking in. The stem of one snapped as she started up the driveway and she stumbled. Ben came back and scooped her up in his arms, making her laugh and kiss his neck as he carried her up the driveway, broken heel left by the guys’ car.
			

			
				Dakota dropped the curtain back into place and headed for the kitchen to pour herself a glass of wine and maybe make popcorn or dig a bag of chips out. She needed comfort food, something to distract her from the curiosity chewing at her – and maybe the jealousy too. After all, she thought she looked pretty damn good for her late thirties. After her second divorce, she gave herself the gift of a butt and boob lift, and she’d always had a naturally haughty appeal to her face. She thought her best feature was her curly copperish red hair, but most guys would say it was her MILF body.
			

			
				And she was a MILF, she knew it and she owned it. She loved strutting into work in outfits that barely adhered to the office’s dress code, loved the men’s eyes on her, loved how all the women in the office hated her. She loved walking down the street and knowing men’s heads turned to watch her go by, loved how their wives and girlfriends would get pissed.
			

			
				She loved sex too, especially after she became a surrogate mother to her best friend and her husband. Her appetites had always been voracious before she gave birth, but afterwards, she craved sex in all its various forms, and her body seemed so much more sensitive. One day, doing Kegels in the middle of a meeting at work nearly left her coming. Kegels! Of course, she was also fantasizing about her yummy assistant licking her cunt under the table while her boss droned on and on and on, but still, that was a first for her. It was enough to almost make her wish she was married again, if just to have dick on demand at home or a face to ride, but the thought of a third marriage left her shuddering with revulsion. No thank you to that drama yet again. 
			

			
				Oh, so sorry you brought your best friend home and encouraged me to fuck him, then you couldn’t deal with the aftermath, Claude. 
			

			
				What do you mean, you don’t want me reading erotica and watching porn, Jason? I have to get off somehow and it’s definitely not going to be from you. You’re too busy playing video games and losing job after job. Asshole.
			

			
				No, Dakota was strictly Team Divorcee now, and she liked it. “Men are idiots,” she declared in her kitchen before taking a long drink of white zin. “God, that’s good.”
			

			
				It bothered her that Ramsey and Ben hadn’t once tried to hit on her. Not once, not since they moved in six months ago into a house that should have been well beyond the means of a pair of college students. Oh, sure, they were friendly and liked to look at her hourglass figure, but they hadn’t so much as flirted with her. And why not? Wasn’t she as good-looking as those college girls? She’d certainly show them a better time, that was for damn sure. But no, they were model neighbors to her, polite, always willing to lend a hand, and stubbornly, frustratingly asexual towards her, even when she had the girls on nearly full display in a low-cut dress or a crop top or something.
			

			
				The self-questioning was driving her just as crazy about her question as to why the young women were so wild about Ben and Ramsey. The growing itch was exacerbated by her spell of bad lovers. The last three guys Dakota went to bed with were wildly unsatisfactory. The first one couldn’t get hard even when she gave him a blowjob and had to take a pill for a half hour’s worth of frenetic humping while she fought the urge to yawn. He ended that session so red-faced and sweaty she worried he was having a heart attack. The second man was too timid, too heartbroken over his wife’s passing two years before. She could at least sympathize with that guy, and the hours they spent talking were fulfilling in a different way, though not exactly the fucking she thought she was going to get from the hot-dad-bod fireman. The third guy was just out and out weird, wanting her to do acts on him that led her to seriously wonder if he was into women or really, really needed a self-examination of his straightness. And when he did finally slip his admittedly pretty big cock inside her, he lasted all of five minutes. Not that Dakota would have had an orgasm even if he lasted twenty. By that point, she was too busy questioning a lifetime of bad choices in men.
			

			
				The evening was a warm one, and she had the kitchen windows open, as well as the patio doors. The breeze wafting through felt good but couldn’t cool Dakota’s feverish mind. She went for the pantry and dug around, finding a half-eaten bag of plain potato chips someone left at an early summer barbeque at her place. She wanted to dive headfirst into the bag and not come back up until there was nothing but crumbs, but just as she was about to bite into her first chip, Dakota heard faint giggling.
			

			
				Without thinking twice, she sprinted for the back doors and the patio. There, she stopped, listening hard, not daring to breathe in anticipation of what she thought – hoped – she would hear. She wasn’t disappointed.
			

			
				“Look at those tits,” Ben said. “Goddamn.”
			

			
				Dakota didn’t think she’d ever heard either of her neighbors say “tits.” 
			

			
				“Let’s go swimming,” one of the young women said. “I love skinny dipping.”
			

			
				“Later,” Ramsey said. His voice was quieter but more commanding than Ben’s. “When we’re done with the two of you. Now get on your knees and suck.”
			

			
				“Oh my God,” Dakota mouthed. Quietly as she could, she stepped off the deck and onto the stones set into the grass that led around the house. She made her way towards the fence, more giggling greeting her.
			

			
				“Mm, fuck, Leanne wasn’t lying,” the other young woman said.
			

			
				A privacy fence divided the properties, with gravel and tall junipers on Dakota’s side. The fence was old and in need of repairs, with at least a couple gaps she could peek through if she dared. But her feet would crunch on the gravel, and as much as she wanted to see what was going on, if they were pranking her or if the guys were really as big as the young woman moaned about, she didn’t dare risk being caught and drawn into their web. Christ, they were fifteen years younger than she was. Barely able to have a legal drink.
			

			
				Instead, Dakota stopped on the last stone between her and the gravel garden. She heard licking from the other side, and Ben moaned, “Ah, fuck, that’s it, use that tongue, you slut.”
			

			
				“I am not a slut,” one of the women said.
			

			
				“Riiiiight. Because good girls print off pictures of their tits in the computer lab to convince us to invite them home. Definitely not a slut.”
			

			
				The other woman giggled, and the first said, “Oh my God, shut up! I am not a slut, I just… I just…”
			

			
				“You want this cock,” Ben said.
			

			
				“Mm, fuck,” the woman said dejectedly, then gave a sharp, indignant, “Mmmf!”
			

			
				“Let’s see how much of me you can take,” Ramsey said to his date. “Open wide now, that’s it, that’s it, take me deep.”
			

			
				“Urk, urk, mmmf, mmmmf, fuuugh, oh my God, oh my God, mmmmf, mmmmf.”
			

			
				Ben again, his voice low, satisfied. “I give you, mm, maybe an hour before you’re howling, ‘I’m a slut’ for me. Pretty little slut. Sucking my cock.”
			

			
				“Asshole.”
			

			
				“You can leave anytime you want. Do you want to leave?”
			

			
				“Noooo,” the young woman whined.
			

			
				“Then get back to sucking.”
			

			
				 Dakota licked her dry lips as she listened to the young women try their best to suck the guys off. How long she stood there she wasn’t sure later, but she never noticed dropping the chip that had been in her hand the entire time. That hand went to her dress, to her sex beneath. She didn’t think she said anything, but she must have been breathing hard, because Ben asked, “You hear that?”
			

			
				“What?” Ramsey asked.
			

			
				“Thought I heard somebody.”
			

			
				“Mrs. Rennie?”
			

			
				“Don’t know. Just thought I heard someone.”
			

			
				Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. Dakota spun, and stepped right onto the chip she’d dropped. Her eyes bugged out, and she ran for the house, taking the stones as fast as she dared and shooting inside as she heard laughter behind her.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				So the guys next door were obviously hung. So they were young enough that she heard them going at it in their backyard until late in the evening, the young women’s cries of ecstasy timed almost to perfection. So she heard Ben’s date howl, as promised, that she was a slut, that she was a dirty slut who needed his dick. So Dakota hadn’t been well and properly fucked in a year, maybe not even since those amazing two months when she and her best friend double-teamed her bestie’s hubby every chance they got until Dakota was pregnant and the fun stopped with her ten thousand dollars richer for having given them a baby as a surrogate mother.
			

			
				So what about any of that? She could resist the allure of a couple gamer geeks.
			

			
				Dakota spent that week trying to scratch her itch. She dragged a coworker into the break room and told him to eat her out, only he was so worried they’d be caught he kept stopping to look towards the door anytime he heard a sound until she finally pushed him away with a frustrated sigh. At a bar on Wednesday night, she allowed a silver fox to take her to a hotel room and ravish her, but her attention was not on him but her drifting back to Friday night and imagining she was pressed to the fence, peering through and watching as Ramsey and Ben gripped the heads of their dates and fucked their mouths before taking them on the grass, the young women riding them. She came twice like that, leaving the older man preening around the hotel room while she quietly slipped out when she was supposed to be taking a shower.
			

			
				Time crawled, but soon enough, it was Friday again. Dakota was useless at work that day, zoning out during an important meeting with a client and barely managing to seem competent purely out of routine. Her boss asked if she was feeling all right, and she jumped on the opportunity, feeling only the slightest twinge of guilt at leaving early thanks to “something she ate.”
			

			
				Or something she wanted someone to eat, anyways.
			

			
				Dakota drove home and spent an hour or two doing laundry and trying not to think of the guys next door. Something in her subconscious must have wanted her to be in that room, because by the time her clothes were done drying, she finally noticed the stepladder in the corner.
			

			
				Telling herself she was not going to spy on Ben and Ramsey again, she took her laundry to her bedroom, put it all away, and sat on the edge of her bed staring blankly at the wall for all of about two minutes before she raced back downstairs to the laundry room and snatched up the stepladder.
			

			
				If she set it up now, no one would hear her at night, not on the lawn, anyways. That was assuming Ben and Ramsey took their weekend dates into the backyard again, but she thought they would. Young men like them loved to show off, and now that they knew she was listening, they’d want to give her another performance.
			

			
				She found a spot overlooking a gap between the juniper trees. The problem was the angle. If the guys took their dates to the same spot, she was fine, as long as they didn’t look up over the fence. But if they decided to take the party elsewhere in the yard, like, say, their pool (and how the hell did college guys afford a house with a pool?), she’d have to move the ladder. She figured as long as she stuck to the grass, she would be okay. Most likely, anyways.
			

			
				It was a shitty plan, but Dakota’s brain was no longer doing her thinking. She was all but panting by the time she climbed down off the ladder, and she never even knew it.
			

			
				“What am I doing?” she whispered to herself as she went back inside. “What am I doing, what am I doing, what am I doing?”
			

			
				Night came on slow. She barely touched her grilled chicken salad, shoving most of it in the fridge uncovered with the fork still in the bowl. In a dreamlike fugue, she wandered upstairs to change into something more stealthy than her dress from the week before, only black exercise shorts barely longer than booty shorts and a tight black tank were hardly stealthy. In the bathroom, she even teased out her red curls and started in on her makeup before she stopped herself, feeling silly and more than a little ashamed. Ramsey and Ben were only twenty-one. She was promiscuous, but in the last ten years, she hadn’t slept with anyone so young. 
			

			
				She told herself yet again that she was not going to fuck them. That wasn’t the point of all this. She was going to… going to watch them, that was all. See for herself if they weren’t putting on a little theater for her. Maybe they were paying these young women to come home with them and make it sound like they were doing such debaucherous things together. But she didn’t believe it, not really. Her mind was grasping at ideas to avoid the truth. She wanted her geeky young neighbors. Curiosity might kill a cat, but it absolutely slayed her pussy.
			

			
				The evening burned even hotter. Standing in front of a fan wasn’t enough. Dakota burned, and she knew it wasn’t just from the ninety-degree heat as she took out an ice pack from her freezer, wrapped it in a washcloth, and rubbed her warm skin with it. She fantasized she was standing in front of Ramsey and Ben with ice cubes in hand, rubbing them across her feverish brow, her cheeks, her arms. They would lean forward as her fingers and the ice neared her cleavage, but she would make them wait, tease it out of them. Maybe even lift her top up and rub the ice around on her soft belly before she turned in profile to them and brought one of the cubes between her tits. They’d come to her, one in front – Ramsey, she imagined in her fantasy – and one behind her. Ben was the more playful of the two and would take the ice cubes from her to tease her cleavage, to make her nipples so hard for him. And Ramsey, Ramsey would wet his fingers and bring them into her shorts. The cold would make her gasp, but then there would be warmth, such warmth as she leaned up to kiss him and he slid a finger-
			

			
				Sound. The garage door rattling from Ben and Ramsey’s. She threw the ice pack back into the freezer and shot for the wine she’d poured for herself, gulping it down and telling herself she should ignore them, that she was fifteen years older than they were, that this was insanity.
			

			
				Instead, she went to the front window, and gasped at what she saw.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				These were not the same young, gorgeous women as the week before. No. These two were older, maybe in their thirties or forties. One was a tall, leggy brunette, similar in body type as the blonde the week before but wearing an elegant skirt and a tight blouse opened to reveal a hint of her bra. This one knew how to walk on heels, and she did so expertly, striding up the driveway and freeing her brunette hair behind her head as she laughed at something one of the guys, out of sight, said.
			

			
				The other screamed “hot mom next door.” She was full-figured and beautiful in a maternal way, her face and body soft, her big tits bouncing with her every step towards the guys’ house, her smile more shy and nervous than her companion’s. Her tight, high-waisted jeans emphasized the pooch of her fupa, and her top was utterly jaw-dropping, a knit, tight tank that revealed so much side-boob it seemed a miracle her tits didn’t slip free.
			

			
				They disappeared from view and again came the sound of the garage door rattling. Dakota ran back to her kitchen and guzzled another half a glass of wine. This had to be deliberate on their part. For months now she’d watched Ramsey and Ben bring home college girl after college girl, and now, after they heard her listening in, they brought home two stunning MILF-types? They were teasing her. Playing her. And oh God, she loved it.
			

			
				Ben and Ramsey took their time that night. Dakota waited at the kitchen table playing word games on her phone, but really just trying to listen for the sounds of lovemaking. After half an hour, she thought maybe they didn’t intend on fucking the women outside that night. Maybe one of the other neighbors complained or something. Thirty minutes became forty. She crept outside, listening and hearing nothing. Frustrated, she tried to pull up a book on the Kindle app on her phone, but she couldn’t focus on that either.
			

			
				Ten minutes after that, Dakota slipped back inside, going for the dregs in the wine bottle. This was ridiculous. She should go to a bar, meet someone age-appropriate or give the silver fox a call – Harry? Henry? Halibut? – and get laid if she needed it this badly.
			

			
				She headed upstairs to change and do just that when she heard it. The scrape of a chair across concrete. Dakota sprinted for the door and did a repeat performance of last week’s careful walk across the stones of her backyard until she stood next to her stepladder, hand on it, breathing as soft as she could as she listened to soft, wet smacks.
			

			
				“On the chair,” Ramsey said. “Asses up, faces down. Which one you want first?” There was no answer from Ben, but a woman gasped, and Ramsey chuckled. “My man.”
			

			
				“Fuck, I can’t believe I’m doing this,” one of the women said. “My job, my career…”
			

			
				“You want to go on home and grade papers, you know where the door is,” Ramsey said.
			

			
				“Nnnngh, lick me, oh, that tongue feels so good,” the other woman whined.
			

			
				Quick as she could, Dakota stepped up onto the short ladder. She’d done this several times earlier, trying to find the best spot, and she had it pretty well situated. The lounge chairs faced towards her house, the two women on all fours, asses thrust up high. Ben was already kneeling behind the classy professional-looking women. Ramsey had a hand between the other woman’s thighs from behind, leaning down to kiss her as he stroked her pussy and what looked like her asshole. All four of them were completely naked, and both women were utterly stunning.
			

			
				The fuller-figured short woman with Ramsey rocked gently back and forth, giving him a look of pure adoration as they kissed and kissed. “I missed you,” she said, so soft that Dakota almost couldn’t hear.
			

			
				“You’re here now, Sharon, and we’re gonna take care of you all weekend.”
			

			
				With that, Ramsey knelt behind her too, both young men diving in with an eagerness that left Dakota nearly whimpering. The silver fox had eaten her out for a while but he was too excited for the main event to make it good for her.  
			

			
				The fuller-figured woman – Sharon – bounced back almost immediately against Ramsey’s thirsty tongue, gasping, “Fuck!” with delight. Her big breasts swayed like pendulums beneath her, nearly brushing the chair. The other woman dipped her head, her fingers clawing at the metal sides of her own chair.
			

			
				“Unnngh, my student, doing this with a student, oh fuck, oh fuck…”
			

			
				Dakota brought a hand to her mouth. She’d suspected this, because where else were two college guys going to hang out where there were MILFs? But this was confirmation. They were going to fuck one of their professors. Two, if Sharon was one too.
			

			
				They guys apparently knew what they were doing. Both women let out a stream of moans and pleased words, both of them bouncing back gently to meet their tongues. The professor tossed her head back, gasping out, “F-fcuk!” and Dakota was sure she was coming, just minutes after they started, but Ben kept going, moving his hand in a way that Dakota couldn’t see but she thought he might be fingering her while he ate her out, or playing with her clit. Her own hand dipped to the hem of her shorts, and she fought the urge to moan. The first encounter she’d seen the week before had been awkward because the young women were so obviously inexperienced. But this… this was Ramsey and Ben showing off, for their guests or her, she wasn’t sure. All three women, probably.
			

			
				“Aren’t they… amazing?” Sharon asked.
			

			
				“Oh God, yes, they are, it’s wrong, it’s so wrong, but mmmm, God, he’s so good with his tongue.”
			

			
				“Wait until you feel their cocks,” Sharon said, and giggled when Ramsey pulled back and slapped her ass.
			

			
				“Not until you come for me.”
			

			
				“Yes, sir,” Sharon said, wiggling her thick curvy ass at him.
			

			
				“Fuck, I love that ass. I’m sending you home sore on Sunday.”
			

			
				“Mmm, yes, fuck my ass all weekend,” Sharon moaned as Ramsey dove back in.
			

			
				Fuck my ass all weekend, Dakota mouthed, feeling dizzy as she slid her hand into her waistband and across her sex. She loved anal. Loved it in her pussy, on her tits, across her face, in her mouth. She loved sex in general, and all this time, two of the biggest studs she’d ever seen had been hiding under the surface of these dorks.
			

			
				“Oooh, yes, Ramsey, nnnngh, I’m there I’m so close,” Sharon whined. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop, oh, ohhhh!”
			

			
				She with a happy little cry, head coming up, her eyes sparkling. And then they widened. Her grin grew, and Dakota knew she’d been spotted. She almost fled down the ladder again, but instead, feeling daring, she raised a finger to her lips. Sharon nodded slightly.
			

			
				Ramsey rose up, ditching his basketball shorts and showing off a long, thick cock, as big as any Dakota had ever seen. It was shaven too, a nice, clean touch, and he wasted no time shoving it deep inside Sharon.
			

			
				“Oooooh, fuck!” she cried out. “Take me hard, Ramsey!”
			

			
				He did, grabbing hold of her waist and shoving deep inside her over and over again. The professor watched, her eyes sightless, her mouth hanging open as Ben continued to eat her out. She raked at her own face, muttering something indistinguishable. Ben’s head bobbed faster behind her, and she nearly lost her balance, rocking forward so far she almost tipped the chair in that direction. A low, throaty laugh escaped her, and then a cry as Ben must have brought her there again. He drew back, face wet with her pussy juices, and said, “Turn over. I gotta see your face when I’m fucking you, Dr. Belanger. I want to watch when I put my first load right in your cunt.”
			

			
				Dakota didn’t just hear what she thought she did. He’d told his professor… he’d… oh wow. Oh holy shit.
			

			
				“I’m not on the pill,” Dr. Belanger said as she turned over. “I… I could get pregnant.”
			

			
				“So should we pull out?” Ben asked. She spread her legs for him and he stepped over her to slap his enormous cock against the hod of her pussy.
			

			
				“Oh, this is wrong, this is so fucking wrong…” the professor muttered. “Yes. You have to pull out. I… yes.” He plunged into her. “Ohhhh, fuck!”
			

			
				“I know you really want to say yes. They’re going to make you pregnaaaaant!” Sharon sang, but it was not the professor she was looking at.
			

			
				It was Dakota.
			

			
				She wanted to run in that moment. To go back inside and drive her favorite toys into herself until she came and came. To try to get her life back on track. But she couldn’t. Still standing on the stepladder, she played with herself, mouth open wide, taking in every moment of the hard fucking the guys gave the pair of MILFs. Watched the professor’s tits jiggle as Ben fucked her hard, his hands under her hips, lifting her legs up as he drove into her with wet “plap plap plap!” sounds. And Sharon, watching Dakota with a pleased, knowing smile, her tits going against the rhythm of her body and Ramsey’s until he switched her spots and laid back on the lounge chair so the busty, thick MILF could ride him, her tits in his face as he happily sucked away.
			

			
				“There’s the slut I always knew you were in class,” Ben said.
			

			
				“Ungh, fuck you,” his professor said, but her legs spread even wider and he laughed his dorky honk of a laugh. “Such a p-pig. Always staring at me.”
			

			
				“How am I not supposed to stare at these big MILF tits and that tight fucking ass?” he asked. “And now you’re mine.”
			

			
				“Ohhhh, f-fuck, fuck,” Dr. Belanger gasped., her head dropping back against the slats of the chair.
			

			
				“My professor. My slut.” He reached down and gripped the back of her head, pulling her up to kiss him. His lips were sloppy against hers, eager, his hips still thrusting hard into her. “Tell me, professor slut. Tell me you’re mine.”
			

			
				“Fuuuuuck!” she wailed. “I’m… I’m…”
			

			
				“Tell me, or I stop fucking you,” he said, his voice singsong.
			

			
				“I’m yours, you little shit! Oh, oh God, keep fucking me, ahhhh!”
			

			
				“Any time one of us wants it, you’ll get on your knees for us.”
			

			
				“On my knees! For you!” Dr. Belanger wailed.
			

			
				“You’ll suck us.”
			

			
				“Suck you! Yes! Suck these fat fucking cocks!”
			

			
				“Oh God, oh God, oh my God,” Dakota mouthed. She was there too, right there, driving two fingers inside herself, her other hand clutching at the stepladder so she didn’t fall.
			

			
				“And when we want it, we’ll fill your every fucking hole,” Ramsey said, reaching across and giving the professor a hard crack across the ass.
			

			
				“Yes!” Dr. Belanger howled. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck… ME!”
			

			
				“I’m gonna come, Dr. Belanger,” Ben said. “Still think I should pull out?”
			

			
				“No! No! Come inside me! Let me have it, I want to have it!”
			

			
				“Are you ready for it? Ready to feel me put a fat little baby inside you?”
			

			
				“Oh God! Yes! Yes! Come inside me! Make me… make me pregnant, you… my… my… student!”
			

			
				Ben grabbed hold of her tits and drove into her, coming, coming, coming. Beside her, almost forgotten about in all this, Sharon bounced wildly on Ramsey’s cock, head tilted to one side, her dazed expression of lust turning into feral as she lunged down and kissed Ramsey. He slapped her ass, and said, “Eat him out of her.”
			

			
				She jumped off him and hurried to obey as Ben pulled out of the professor. Dr. Belanger’s body didn’t seem to want to work right, her back jumping, her head twisting. She reached down instinctually and clutched at Sharon’s head as the other woman eagerly lapped at her messy cunt, and it was right then that Dakota came, gritting her teeth as her vision went red with the waves of pleasure. She fought to keep her balance, but when Ramsey straddled the professor’s face and fed her his gleaming wet cock, she lost it, gasping and drawing every eye on her again.
			

			
				“Hello, Mrs. Rennie,” Ben said cheerfully. “Enjoying the show?”
			

			
				Dakota yipped, and dropped off the ladder. She ran inside, flinging the doors shut behind her and racing for the stairs and her bedroom – and most specifically, her toys.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				This time, the women didn’t leave until Sunday. Over the weekend, Dakota heard them wail their pleasure a dozen times through open windows in Ben and Ramsey’s house. And when it was over, the guys walked the two women down to their cars, another first for them. Dakota only saw this because she was out front, watering her garden. She was sure the timing was deliberate, just as she was sure the tender way both women walked was no accident.
			

			
				“See you tomorrow in class,” Ben said to Dr. Belanger.
			

			
				“Better believe it,” the professor said. Her voice was hoarse, and Dakota wondered how many times she had it stuffed with the guys’ cocks over the weekend.
			

			
				They kissed, Ben dropping a hand to his professor’s ass in her skirt and slapping it. Ramsey, strangely, was far more intimate with Sharon, cupping her chin and kissing her with gentle fondness.
			

			
				“Thanks again, baby,” he said.
			

			
				“My pleasure,” she said. “See you for fall break?”
			

			
				“Absolutely.”
			

			
				Sharon was the only one to acknowledge Dakota’s presence. She smiled at the redhead, her eyes sparkling with both humor and maybe tears. “Take care of them.”
			

			
				“I… I…” Dakota sputtered.
			

			
				Sharon turned to Dr. Belanger. “You too. Their balls need to be drained all the time.”
			

			
				“I hope you’ll be back often to help me,” Dr. Belanger said.
			

			
				The two women kissed, then Ben pulled Sharon in for one too. The two women headed for their cars, and were gone. Ben and Ramsey turned and walked up their driveway, yet again completely ignoring Dakota.
			

			
				“If you think that’s going to work on me…” Dakota said. They still didn’t acknowledge her, but she saw Ramsey break before they were out of sight, his lips drawn up in a grin. Dakota couldn’t help it. She grinned too.
			

			
				Dakota held out as long as she could, but the fuse had been lit ever since she overheard them with those two college girls, or maybe longer. Maybe it was always headed this way ever since she realized they were bringing home different young women every weekend. How long had they planned to take her? Since they moved in? Had this been their game all along?
			

			
				Yes, she realized one night after a string of orgasms from her favorite vibrator left her breathless and sweaty. They were gamers, and she was their final boss. Or something like that. She had positioned herself exactly where they wanted her to be, and they played out the game perfectly because she could take no more. Dakota’s wanting gave way to a need so urgent that she could not sleep that night. Or if she did dream, it mirrored her waking fantasy of their twenty-one-year-old cocks filling her again and again and again.
			

			
				She decided to go to them the next night.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Some kind of fantasy music swelled as Dakota approached their front door. She straightened out her flower-print dress. The thing was so tight she nearly burst free. At first, she meant to slut it up with a little black dress, her go-to for nights out when she wanted to get ravaged, but as she was looking through her closet, her eyes settled on this dress instead. She’d only worn it once before for a summer adults-only wedding, and hadn’t liked it much then. The flower print said “try hard mom” but now that was exactly the look she wanted to give off for her young studs next door. It was perfect, the hem just short enough to show off her thick thighs. Of course, the real star of the show would be her cleavage, as it always was, but she thought her thighs and stockinged legs looked pretty damn good too.
			

			
				Dakota reached out and rang the doorbell. It had a camera, and a moment later, Ramsey said, “Be down in a sec.”
			

			
				The fantasy music ended. Dakota tried to be composed and not a slobbering mess, but the moment Ramsey opened the door on his tall, slim frame in a tank top and long basketball shorts, she couldn’t contain herself. She pushed her way inside, lunging up at him. He grabbed her around the waist with one arm and slammed the door shut behind her with the other, kissing her back, shoving his tongue into her mouth in such a wild, youthful way that it made her even hotter. They were so fucking young. Twenty-one. Jesus Christ, what was she doing?
			

			
				Dakota grabbed his prick through his shorts and moaned against Ramsey’s lips. In turn, he reached down and squeezed her ass, pulling her tighter to him. “The bedroom,” she said. “Now.”
			

			
				He pulled away and they went for the stairs, him leading. She followed him up, looking around at the game and movie posters on the walls, the action figures on shelves, the pen-and-paper game books overfilling a bookshelf. The whole place was geek heaven, and she was about to become their queen.
			

			
				There were two bedrooms on that floor, the plan a mirror of her own house. He guided her into the larger of the two bedrooms. She expected more geek stuff, but the room was masculine and unadorned, save for the bed, the nightstands, and the TV mounted on the far wall, along with a dresser underneath. The walls were a dark hue of gray, trimmed in white, as much a man’s bedroom as any she’d ever seen and in stark contrast to the rest of the house.
			

			
				Ramsey turned around to face her and kiss her again. She yanked his shirt up and over his head. He was lean and surprisingly cut, his muscles slim but tight and his abs deliciously hard. But the real prize was revealed when she yanked his shorts down. His cock was as big as any man’s she’d taken, thick and long and hardening already in her hand. She stroked him as they kissed, then let go and pushed him back towards the bed.
			

			
				“On your back.”
			

			
				Ramsey went, surprisingly pliant compared to the dominating stud she’d witnessed the other night. But judging from his cocky grin, the young Black man was enjoying this, giving her the reins. She chased him onto the bed, and he’d barely settled onto his back before she tugged her dress up and over her hips and her ass. She straddled him, and he pulled her thong to the side before she settled her pussy right down on his mouth.
			

			
				Everything that had been building inside her broke free in that moment. Dakota tossed back her red hair as she ground on his mouth, her need finally being met, and by a fucking magnificently long tongue, too. She stared sightlessly up at the ceiling as she rocked back and forth on his face. Her twenty-one-year-old Black neighbor had his tongue buried in her cunt and she was fucking loving it.
			

			
				She moaned, her need leaving her wordless as she lost herself to the pleasure of the young man taking care of her. Her body moved of its own accord, head tilting forward and side to side n slow rolls, her hips wiggling in little circles, her fingernails digging into her own skin and raking across it before moving up to her long red curls. These she clutched hard enough to hurt, but in the ecstasy of the moment, the pain was pleasure. Everything was. She came on his face, the orgasm so powerful she felt vertebrae pop as her head rolled back and she thrust out her chest, rocking harder, aware she was making such a mess of his chin and lips and not caring.
			

			
				When her mind cleared, Dakota saw his hardon and dropped to swallow it down, sucking so much of him that she drew out a startled, “Fuck!” from Ramsey. She could suck him better than any of those sluts could, she vowed to herself. And she showed him, sucking him hard and fast, taking his long, thick member deep into her mouth, her throat. She choked on him with a “Hurk!” and did it again, and again, and again, pulling up fast and driving down even faster, needing his come in her mouth, her throat, filling her stomach. And all the while he kept eating Dakota out, hands on her ass, exploring it, spanking it now and again and making it jiggle.
			

			
				When he teased her little bleached bud and sank a finger into her, she came up off him and wailed, “Yeah, that’s it, that’s it you geeky fucking stud, finger my ass, lick my cunt, unnnngh, fuck!”
			

			
				“Get back to sucking, slut,” Ramsey said.
			

			
				She laughed throatily and did just that, rolling her hips eagerly as she took him in her mouth again. This time she got her hands in the game, stroking the base of his shaft and jacking what she wasn’t sucking and licking. He jerked at that, trying to maintain control, but she was the one in charge.
			

			
				As quick as she sucked him down again, she was moving, pulling up off him and whirling around, staring down at him as she slid down his body and repositioned her thick hips above his cock. “Don’t you dare fucking come until I have again.”
			

			
				“I can take it,” Ramsey said, his smirk driving her as wild as the tip of his dick pressing against her pussy lips through her thong until she moved that aside again.
			

			
				“Big taaaaah-fuck!” she gasped, because Ramsey grabbed her waist and pulled her down on his cock.
			

			
				Dakota rode him fast, her hips moving with a rhythm and a speed born of her desperation for these two young men. She still wore her dress, her big breasts keeping time to her hips. His eyes followed their movement, his hands gripping her thick MILF hips as she fucked him good and hard, the way she needed it, the way they’d never forget. At this angle his cock rubbed her spot perfectly and whirlwinds of pleasure inside her built and built and built until she was crying out again, once, twice, three times, her pussy drenching his cock, his hips, and his sheets. And still he held on, making her shudder and bounce on him as she lost herself in the string of orgasms he gave her, fucking her like no man ever had.
			

			
				Sound. The garage door rattling upward. Dakota hadn’t even thought to ask where Ben was, and she didn’t care. He was home now, and soon there would be two cocks to take care of her. She focused on Ramsey, smirking, challenging him with his look. He was struggling to hang on now, fucking up into her but still controlled, still showing off for her. She wondered how long these studs could go, how fast they could get it up again, and if they could fuck her all night long. She was looking forward to finding out.
			

			
				The garage door closed again, and the interior door opened and shut. “Get up here,” Ramsey called.
			

			
				Seconds later, Ben did, filling the doorway a minute later, looking red-faced and tired. But he lit up when he saw who was riding his best friend and chuckled as he dropped a gym bag by the door.
			

			
				“Goddamn,” he said. “You win the bet.”
			

			
				Dakota didn’t know what the bet was, or care. She rode Ramsey, staring over her shoulder at Ben as he kicked off his sneakers and dropped his shorts. Both of them were so fucking hung, and she mewled with pleasure at the sight of him, as cleanly shaven as Ramsey. He too was cut and lean, a big tattoo of a fire-breathing dragon on his side.
			

			
				Ben climbed onto the bed and stood up. Dakota reached out for him and brought him to her lips, staring up at him as she sucked the tip of his dick into her mouth. He’d showered recently, but there was still the pleasant smell of sweat on him. He was soft, but hardened quickly as he swept her red curls away from her face and gripped them with one hand.
			

			
				“Look at how desperate you are for it,” Ben said, his goofy smirk making her suck him harder. “We needed a weekday slut. You’re it. You and Dr. Belanger.”
			

			
				“Nnnngh, gah, your… your slut,” Dakota said. Her geeky neighbors’ slut. Whatever hesitation she used to have about that was completely gone. Now she wanted it more than anything. “I’ll even let you breed me too.”
			

			
				“Let us?” Ramsey asked. “Get her the fuck on her hands and knees and let’s give her the score.”
			

			
				Ben pulled away from Dakota and they pushed her onto her hands and knees, her thick curvy ass thrust up high. Ben kept hold of her hair the entire time, pulling her along and molding her to his liking until he had his cock back in her mouth, stuffing her deep with it. Ramsey speared her hard, one hand on her waist, the other rising up and smacking her ass.
			

			
				“You’re ours,” he said, his voice a low, mean growl like she’d never heard from him before, and despite their dorkiness, it was a massive fucking turn-on. “You don’t let us do anything. We take. When we come home at night, if we call ahead, you’ll be over here on your knees ready to worship us. When we fuck you, we decide if you’re going to have our kids. We own you. That’s the deal.”
			

			
				 “Do you want a baby, Mrs. Rennie?” Ben asked.
			

			
				“…es,” she moaned around his cockhead.
			

			
				“What was that?” Ben asked, and Ramsey smacked her ass again. Fuck, he was deep inside her, plunging with crazed, manic strokes that should have been a sign of his imminent release, but he just kept going, driving her wild.
			

			
				She pulled off Ben and gasped, “Yes!”
			

			
				“Yes, what?” Ben asked, and oh God, she hated and loved his smug arrogance.
			

			
				“Yes! I want a baby! Make me pregnant!”
			

			
				Ben yanked her head back so she was staring up at him, her mouth wide open. In an instant, all his cockiness had transformed into dark desire. “Beg us to breed you.”
			

			
				“Breed me!” Dakota screamed as Ramsey fucked her faster and faster, his grunts harsh, so close, so close to giving her what she craved. “Fucking come inside me and give me a baby! Please! Oh, fuck, oh FUCK!”
			

			
				Ramsey exploded inside her, shot after shot after shot filling her unprotected pussy. She cried out too, images of being pregnant again slamming into her mind, her tits full and milky again, her belly round and gleaming with lotion. 
			

			
				Ben laughed and strained even harder, burying every inch of himself down her throat, his control tenuous, his eyes mad with delight. He fucked her mouth, her throat. She gagged on him and begged for more when he pulled out of her mouth, her hoarse cries filling the house.
			

			
				“Fuck my throat, fuck my slutty throat, nnnngh, I’m your best slut, I’m your best fucking cocksucking slut, fuck ME, take ME.”
			

			
				“You’re going to have some competition there, bitch,” Ramsey said. He pulled away from her and rubbed the come drizzling out of her pussy all around her lips as Ben fucked her face again.
			

			
				“Ramsey, he took Sharon two days after he turned eighteen,” Ben said, pushing her head down on his cock and burying himself deep in her throat before pulling back again. “One day, she came to visit him at college. Imagine my surprise walking in and discovering my college roommate’s girlfriend from back home is one of the hottest MILFs I’ve ever seen.”
			

			
				Ramsey slipped off the bed and went for a nightstand, opening a drawer and pulling out some lube. “And she didn’t mind being shared by my new best friend either. She likes hearing stories about us. About the women we take.”
			

			
				“Gurk!” Dakota choked out around Ben’s cock.
			

			
				“When we started to talk about moving off-campus, she paid for this place for us,” Ben said. “Right in the middle of suburbia. MILF City.”
			

			
				“Urk! Urk!”
			

			
				“And in return, we give her a couple more kids,” Ramsey said. “I’m going to marry that slut someday.”
			

			
				Dakota came off Ben with a gasp and a river of spittle. “I can fuck you better than she can. I’m your best slut, not her or that professor whore.”
			

			
				“I like the enthusiasm,” Ben said. He reached down and gripped her chin as she stared up at him. “But you’re going to have to prove it.” Warm, lubed up fingers brushed her asshole and he grinned. “Starting tonight.”
			

			
				“I can take it,” she said. “I can take both of you.”
			

			
				The two guys looked at each other as Ramsey slid his fingers around her entrance, getting her ready for him. “Prove it,” Ben said.
			

			
				Dakota twisted around. “Get on your back,” she told Ramsey. He did, his hand going to his cock and lubing himself up. She slid over him and twisted until she was on her back on top of him, his cock wedged between her cheeks, her red hair fanning across his face. He brushed it out of the way and kissed her neck. Even that little gesture brought forth a searing trail of heat all the way down her spine. Ben positioned himself between their legs, looking at the mess his friend made of her cunt without comment or concern.
			

			
				Dakota rose up. “Hold your cock upward, baby,” she told Ramsey, and he did, pressing his tip against her bleached asshole. She sank down, eyes widening at first at the size of him within her, but she really could take it, and did. Almost every inch of him slid inside her curvy MILF ass, and he let out a pleased, “Fuck!”
			

			
				To Ben, Dakota said, “Don’t just sit there. Fuck me.”
			

			
				“Yes, ma’am,” Ben said, a dopey grin on his face.
			

			
				He pushed inside her, slow at first, watching her to make sure she wasn’t in any pain. She wasn’t. This was bliss. This was everything she’d been craving. They filled her so full, so goddamn full, and she couldn’t help a pleased shiver and a gasp of their names.
			

			
				“B-Ben. Ramsey. Unngh, oh God, fuck me, fuck my slutty little asshole and my pussy.”
			

			
				Dakota would find out the two of them didn’t really have an alpha-beta friendship thing when it came to the women in their bed. Both of them liked to dominate, but knew how to let the other lead too. Ben led that night, setting the rhythm, pumping in and out of her cunt with short, hard thrusts as she rested her weight on Ramsey. Ramsey in turn roped his arms around her, and when Ben pulled back, he’d thrust up, squeezing one of her tits or playing with her mound. They were experienced far beyond their years, thanks to the teachings of Sharon and their other older lovers, and they proved it that first night together, bringing Dakota to the edge fast and never letting her leave it as she came and came and came.
			

			
				“Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” she wailed the third or fourth time. It was notable because it was when she lost her voice. Her moans after that were scratchy whispers, tears of pleasure coursing down her cheeks as she writhed between her two young lovers.
			

			
				Cracks finally appeared in their facades, their pattern losing its rhythm as Ben began to buck errantly inside her. Ramsey was more focused but his hands began to squeeze her tits and dig into her flesh with more insistency, his breath coming harder. Ben came first, driving into her and grunting, “Ahhhhh, fuck, fuck, fuck!” as he added his come to what Ramsey had already left behind. 
			

			
				When he withdrew, a river of come dripped out of her and splattered on the bed. Ramsey flipped her onto her stomach, added more lube to his cock, and fucked her ass, this time going for broke, driving back and forth inside her as he gripped her by the chin and pulled her head back until she was staring up at him over her shoulder, her eyes dazed, her mouth open in an O. He didn’t last long like that, pouring deep in her ass and collapsing sideways, but neither man was done. Far from it.
			

			
				They got her in the shower where they both helped her clean up, then took their own turns under the spray of hot water. By that point, Ben was hard again, and found his phone before pushing Dakota to her knees to worship his twenty-one-year-old cock with her tongue and her mouth. They got plenty of pictures of her this time, trophies for themselves and their friend Sharon. Dakota didn’t mind. She decided if she was in this, she was in it all the way. She really would become their best slut. Better than Sharon. Better than Dr. Belanger.
			

			
				She was made for her young geeky men next door, and as they sprayed down her face with their come, she wondered what she might do to be a good MILF neighbor for them when they brought home that weekend’s sluts. She needed a new apron, she decided. And maybe a maid outfit. Some sexy clothes that said, “hot mom next door.”
			

			
				Yes, Dakota thought, beaming up at them with her eyes closed and globs of their come rolling slowly down her face. She’d make for the best MILF these geeks would ever fuck.
			

			
				


			
				Bred on the 4th of July
			

			
				 
			

			
				Andrea slid the raspberry cheesecake bars into the fridge. There was just barely room next to the birthday cake pie. When her best friend Debra asked Andrea to bring a dessert to their big block barbeque, she only planned on the pie, a perennial favorite and her go-to dessert for any gathering. But with her son Matthew gone to stay with his father, having something to focus on helped and she decided to whip up another dessert.
			

			
				With a couple hours left until the barbeque, she wondered if she had the stuff to make an improvised party mix. She was just starting the search through the pantry when the doorbell rang. There was only one person Andrea expected, and the thought made her smile. 
			

			
				“Come on in, Ricky,” she called.
			

			
				The door opened on her favorite twenty-year-old in the entire world. Ricky walked in with his usual swagger and bluster, calling back, “I knew you were waiting for me. Probably naked.”
			

			
				“Oh Lord,” she said, and laughed. “You know Matthew could be here.”
			

			
				“Nah, I called him on the road this morning,” he said, still at the doorway, taking off his shoes, as he always did in her house. She’d never asked him to, but his parents had trained him well. “I’m sorry I missed him.”
			

			
				“He understands.”
			

			
				Ricky came into the kitchen, saw the open pantry door, and checked her out in her mom jeans. Okay, maybe Andrea wore the extra tight pair just because her handsome young would-be lover was going to stop by, and maybe she could have picked a top a little less tight and without quite so much cleavage, but she’d not so secretly crushed on Ricky since he turned nineteen and came home from college the year before. The young, charming teenager and occasional babysitter to her son had become a man in his element. He’d always been confident and flirty, but he’d both bulked up and cleaned up in college, adding some muscle to his frame and a serious case of dreamy good looks now that he no longer looked like a shaggy dog. His dark brown hair was kept short and professional, and gone, hopefully forever, was his attempt at a patchy beard. He had a jawline too strong to hide away under a beard, and his playful eyes now looked out at the world through contacts, not glasses. It all added up, and he had become number one in her fantasy playbook with a bullet.
			

			
				“Is it the 4th of July or Christmas?” he asked.
			

			
				“Oh God,” Andrea said, grinning despite herself.
			

			
				“Because that butt is a present to me.”
			

			
				She found a spice packet, turned, and flung it at him. It smacked his chest and fell to the ground. He bent and picked it up, staying on his knees and staring. “Is there anything I can do for you while I’m down here?”
			

			
				“Get up. You’re awful today.”
			

			
				“Sorry,” Ricky said, sounding anything but. He stood up and brought her the spice packet, standing close enough to her she could smell his sporty soap.
			

			
				“You smell good,” she mumbled.
			

			
				“So do you,” Ricky said softly. “Did you put on perfume just for me?”
			

			
				She looked at the shelves and not him right behind her, though she knew by now she only had a bag of questionably old rye chips and a half a jar of roasted peanuts. Not enough for a party mix, alas. “No. I’m going to a friend’s barbeque in a few hours. Want to go?”
			

			
				“Absolutely.”
			

			
				Now she did turn, surprised. “You really do?”
			

			
				“A date with the hottest mom I know? I’m not turning that down.”
			

			
				“A date, huh?”
			

			
				“Hell yeah,” he said, staring down at her. They were still so close. Andrea blushed, and he saw. The little shit knew how to tease, because he stepped back and out of the pantry, letting her by. Andrea was almost disappointed he hadn’t tried a move in there. “Seriously, you okay?”
			

			
				“I’m good. I miss him already but I’m glad he’s going to see his dad and all the extended family out there. I just wish…”
			

			
				“It wasn’t on a holiday.”
			

			
				“Yeah,” Andrea said.
			

			
				“I was kind of disappointed too,” Ricky said. “We had fun the last few years setting off fireworks.”
			

			
				“He was so terrified of them before you.”
			

			
				“I know. I remember,” Ricky said, and this smile wasn’t for her, but her ten-year-old son. The two of them had bonded when the elementary and high school kids put on a play together. Ricky wasn’t much of an actor but his then-girlfriend talked him into it. Matthew had been thrilled about the idea of acting in a play, but grew shy when he had problems learning his lines. The director assigned Ricky to work with him on it, since he had his own lines down, and the two became fast friends. After that, Matthew invited him to ball games, where Ricky was his biggest fan, next to his mom. Andrea found him likable and goofy, and both he and his girlfriend were great with Matthew. Things progressed from there, Matthew inviting Ricky over for dinner, Ricky volunteering to babysit when Andrea needed it, and the two of them becoming easy best friends, despite the ten-year age difference.
			

			
				Now that Ricky was in college, that friendship wasn’t quite so front and center in Matthew’s life, but they stayed in touch, playing games online and Ricky stopping by whenever he came back to town, which was pretty often, considering he only lived two hours away. Sometime during those two years, Andrea became his friend too. Of course, they’d always been friendly, but the dynamic had changed with him turning eighteen and facing adulthood. The looks he gave her carried so much more weight, and she found she liked it.
			

			
				“So what are you up to?” he asked.
			

			
				“Well, I made a couple desserts for the barbeque-”
			

			
				“Desserts?” Ricky asked, standing even straighter. If there was one thing he loved more than Andrea’s toned butt and her big boobs, it was her cooking – specifically, her desserts.
			

			
				“Settle down, one of them still needs time to set and the other is-”
			

			
				“Birthday cake pie?” 
			

			
				“Am I that predictable?”
			

			
				“Who cares? That stuff is amazing.”
			

			
				“Not according to Matthew. ‘Mooom, you always make that.’”
			

			
				“On this one, he and I have to disagree. Anything you cook, it’s amazing.”
			

			
				“Thanks,” Andrea said, touched. “Anyway, I was thinking I’d make some party mix but I don’t have enough stuff.”
			

			
				“You want me to run to the store for you?”
			

			
				“No. Two desserts are already more than I promised, and now that I think about it, running the oven in this heat would be silly. And the truth is, I’m really just looking for things to do with Matty gone.”
			

			
				“Aw, man. I’m sorry, Andrea.”
			

			
				She nodded, and tried her hardest not to cry. He came to her and wrapped her up in a hug, and she pressed herself to him. His presence felt comforting, despite the twelve-year age gap between them. So solidly built now, mostly muscle but with just enough softness to make her kinda want to cuddle him.
			

			
				“I kinda want to cuddle you,” she blurted.
			

			
				“I’m game if you are.”
			

			
				“I mean… you’re so muscular now, but soft too and… oh, I’m going to shut up now.”
			

			
				“No, no, keep going.”
			

			
				She laughed and pulled away. “Thanks. I needed that hug.”
			

			
				“Of course.” Ricky stared into her eyes and his smile changed into something tentative, a hint of the boy he’d been just a couple years ago. “Anything for you. You have to know… never mind.”
			

			
				Andrea did. She reached up and stroked his cheek, too familiar of a gesture by far. He leaned in to kiss her, and she almost let him. But at the last possible second, she pulled back and poked his chest.
			

			
				“You get a kiss only after the date.”
			

			
				“You’re serious?” he asked. There was the boyishness to him again.
			

			
				“It had better be a good date.”
			

			
				“Hmmm. I think I can manage that.”
			

			
				I hope so.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Ricky hadn’t been home yet, but he stuck around for Andrea’s sake, a gesture she appreciated even if she tried to shoo him away to see his family and friends for a couple hours. He helped her haul some boxes out to the garage and do some rearranging for her, and all the while, she couldn’t stop staring at his ass in his basketball shorts. So very much not the skinny Ricky she remembered asleep on her couch when she came home from a work conference, her son passed out on the loveseat perpendicular to his babysitter and best friend.
			

			
				Matthew called when she went upstairs to change into some shorts and a sleeveless top for the barbeque. Ricky took the call and talked to her son on speaker, apologizing again for his need to work the night before, which led to him needing to sleep in. He worked for a food delivery company and his hours sucked, but it was a college job and it kept him in a decent little studio apartment. Matthew played it up like Ricky had stabbed him in the back, wailing theatrically, “I’ll never be okay, never!” making Ricky laugh. That laugh cut short when he saw Andrea come out of her bedroom, his eyes going wide.
			

			
				The denim shorts she wore were smaller than she would have ever dared without a date to the barbeque, and the blue sleeveless top plunged far enough to give him a hint of her strapless bra. It wouldn’t quite be scandalous but it definitely would get people talking, especially with the young man-candy on her arm. She had also run a comb through her light auburn hair and teased it out, and her makeup emphasized her best features, her sweet smile and her sparkling brown eyes. All his newly won swagger left him as he checked her head to toe, missing something Matthew said on the phone.
			

			
				“Sorry, man, I missed that,” Ricky said, eyes never leaving Andrea as she approached.
			

			
				“I said I think I know how to beat Glainmarch. I’ve been watching videos.”
			

			
				“Glainmarch? Pffft, I beat him this afternoon,” Andrea said.
			

			
				“Hi Mom,” Matthew said impatiently.
			

			
				“Hi, honey. Did you make it to your dad’s?” Andrea asked. Ricky stepped closer and she looked up at him, then pointedly at the phone. His hand had been reaching out to her waist, and he stopped himself shy, letting it falter and drop.
			

			
				“I was talking to Ricky.”
			

			
				“Aw, hey, give her a break, man,” Ricky said, still staring at Andrea.
			

			
				“Ugh, you’re only saying that because you have a crush on her,” Matthew said.
			

			
				“True,” Ricky admitted, making Matthew laugh his boyish laugh.
			

			
				“Since you’re not here, Ricky’s going to be my date for the barbeque today.”
			

			
				“Ew, gross,” Matthew said.
			

			
				“Would that be so bad, if I was dating your mom?” Ricky asked. Andrea gaped at him, and he gave her a devil-may-care grin that set her heart racing.
			

			
				“Uggggh, it’d be so weird. But you make her laugh and she’s always happier when you’re around so… I don’t know.” That surprised Andrea, and she glanced at the phone sharply. They both did. “Dad’s calling for me. I gotta go.”
			

			
				“I love you, honey. Happy 4th of July.”
			

			
				“Happy 4th. Bye, Ricky!”
			

			
				“See you when you get back,” Ricky said.
			

			
				Andrea grabbed the phone and made sure the call ended before she shoved it in her pocket. “What just happened?”
			

			
				“I think… Matthew said… he’d be okay with it if we…”
			

			
				She laughed. It was more a sound of relief than humor. “I… I…”
			

			
				“Is this… are we actually… it’s a real date?” Ricky asked.
			

			
				“I… I think so?”
			

			
				“Holy shit,” Ricky breathed.
			

			
				“Language,” Andrea said, but already she had the faintest idea she’d be teaching him some new swear words if this day went the way she was hoping it would.
			

			
				They loaded up the desserts into a cardboard box and drove to his parents’ house so he could say hi and get ready for the barbeque. Patrick and Beatrice were a lovely couple in their mid-forties and as boisterous as teenagers. They lived in a two-story home with a raised small porch and came out onto it as their son and Andrea pulled up.
			

			
				“Hey Mom, hey Dad,” Ricky said when he got out. “Check out my date for the afternoon.”
			

			
				Patrick’s bushy eyebrows shot up and he grinned widely. “Well, look at you, Andrea. Gorgeous!”
			

			
				“Thanks,” Andrea said, blushing. “He charmed me into one date. I told him he better make it a good one.”
			

			
				“Like… a date-date?” Beatrice asked. She didn’t sound mad. Instead, she sounded impressed. Or maybe even happy.
			

			
				Andrea and Ricky looked at each other. “Um. Yep,” Ricky said.
			

			
				“I… I don’t want you to get the wrong idea,” Andrea said. “I never… I mean, not until today… it… um… it…”
			

			
				“Get the shotgun,” Beatrice said to Patrick.
			

			
				“We don’t own a shotgun.”
			

			
				“Go. Quick. Buy one.”
			

			
				He sighed. “Well, okay. I want ice cream later anyways, so might as well get one while I’m out.”
			

			
				“That’s the spirit!” Beatrice said.
			

			
				Andrea gaped at them as Ricky grabbed a basket of laundry from the trunk. “You’re, um, you’re okay with… um… us?”
			

			
				“Oh relax. I dated a man in his forties when I was his age,” Beatrice said. “Right before I met Patrick, actually.”
			

			
				“I’m of the opinion every young man should have an older lover,” Patrick said. “So stop worrying.”
			

			
				“We’d love to have you as part of the family,” Beatrice said, standing back to let her son by with his laundry.
			

			
				“Mom, we’re not talking, you know, marriage or anything. It’s a date.”
			

			
				Beatrice and Andrea shared a grin, and Beatrice said, “Oh, this is going to be so much fun teasing him.”
			

			
				“Can I call you Mom?” Andrea asked.
			

			
				“Nope, we are not doing that, noooooope,” Ricky said as he rushed to get away from all three of them.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				They were ten minutes late getting to the barbeque but they weren’t the only ones. People were just starting to show up, some carrying food, some drinks. The side gate was open with floating balloons tied off beside it to help people figure out they should go in that way. 
			

			
				Debra’s husband Gabe, as ever, manned his grill, slapping burgers and dogs down on the hot surface with a bottle of beer close by. He was a big bear of a man, with a bushy black beard that couldn’t hide away his cherubic looks. With his spatula, he pointed towards the house, where Debra was just coming out the back door, rolling a cooler on wheels behind her. She had steps to navigate, and Ricky rushed to her, putting the box of desserts on a folding table and grabbing the cooler for her. That won him immediate good date points with Andrea, and she murmured under her breath to herself, “Keep it up, stud.”
			

			
				Much like the rest of Andrea’s circle of family and friends gone utterly mad, Debra and her husband were delighted to hear Andrea was there with Ricky as her date. Debra openly admired him in the Hawaiian shirt and long khaki shorts he’d changed into. They’d never met, so while Andrea and Ricky helped Debra haul out platters of food and more drinks, he explained how he’d come to be Matthew and Andrea’s friend, as well as his aspiration to be a PE teacher.
			

			
				Gabe overheard this and tipped the longneck bottle of beer towards the young man. “That’s a good calling. You stick to that. We need more teachers.”
			

			
				“Thanks,” Ricky said. “I plan to.”
			

			
				The barbeque was always a good time, and this year was no different. Bubbly summer pop music played from a speaker, Gabe’s burgers hit the table and disappeared fast, and the beer and cocktails flowed. There were some heated exchanges about politics but they got shut down fast by Debra, who was an expert in defusing situations like these. It wasn’t her first rodeo. She’d been hosting these parties for nearly twenty years, and she’d seen it all.
			

			
				“We used to have this neighbor, Larry,” Debra said as Ricky swept a tortilla chip through her seven-layer dip. “This was, oh, the first year Gabe and I were married, so a while ago. Anyway, he was a situational drinker, and his situation was parties. Christmas parties, block parties, he’d start pounding them back.”
			

			
				“Sounds like a nightmare version of my dad,” Ricky said. “The only time he drinks is at a party, but he’s always been a two-drink guy.”
			

			
				Debra nodded enthusiastically. “A nightmare version of that is exactly right. So anyway, Larry, he comes over, and he’s got this American flag outfit on. I mean, head to toe, red, white, and blue. It was silly stuff and we ribbed him a bit about it. But he didn’t think it was funny. He thought it was patriotic. His drink was… oh…” She turned to call to her husband. “What did Larry Capone use to drink?”
			

			
				“Greyhounds,” he called back. “The goddamn heathen.”
			

			
				“Greyhounds, that’s right,” Debra said.
			

			
				At Ricky’s puzzled look, Andrea said, “Grapefruit juice and gin.”
			

			
				“Ohhh,” he said. “Sorry, keep going.”
			

			
				Debra waved that away, half a cheeseburger in hand. “I should have remembered it was Greyhounds. He brought his own tin cans of juice. Anyway, he was guzzling them out of this sports bottle he brought too, and you could tell he was going to make a show of himself, like he always tended to do. Any time he drank, he was always the loudest laugher at a party, and always at his own jokes or stories. If anybody started an argument, nine times out of ten, it was him.”
			

			
				“I know that kind of guy,” Ricky said. He glanced down at Andrea’s hand resting on his thigh. Oops. How had that gotten there?
			

			
				“I’m sure at college there must be dozens of them. So we’re all watching Larry get drunker and louder, and no one’s really laughing with him by this point because we can all see the trainwreck that’s coming, except not really. We had no idea what to expect.” Debra loved dramatic pauses and stopped now to take a big bite of her cheeseburger.
			

			
				“What happened?” Ricky asked, his own hand sliding across Andrea’s tanned thigh and making her shiver. 
			

			
				Debra watched this with delight as she finished chewing and swallowed. “Well, at one point, someone said something about how they didn’t like the fireworks because of their dogs. Fair enough, right? But Larry stands up and says so loud he’s nearly shouting, ‘If you don’t like fireworks, then get the hell out of this country.’ And just as I think he’s going to start fighting or storm out of there, he puts his hand over his heart and starts singing the national anthem. Full volume, really belting it out there.”
			

			
				“Oh wow,” Ricky said. His finger traced an idle doodle along Andrea’s warm skin, and she fought the urge to lean over and kiss his neck. To lick it, and suck on it, and mark him to let everyone know at this party he was hers. “What happened?”
			

			
				“No one knew what to do! A couple people joined in, mostly to humor him and because they were pretty drunk too, and the rest of us just sorta froze. And when he was done, a few of us clapped. He didn’t care. He grabbed a plate of brownies and marched out the gate, shouting at us, ‘God bless America and fireworks’ before he left.” Debra started snickering at the memory, and settled the last of bite of her cheeseburger on her paper plate. “The best part… the best p-part… you’d think he’d stop coming to our little community’s barbeques after that. But nope. Next one, he's there and… and drinking like nothing had gone wrong, and G-Gabe, he… he says, ‘Well, gee, Larry-’”
			

			
				Across the party, Gabe called, “’You want to lead us in the national anthem again?’”
			

			
				Debra’s laugh was infectious, and Ricky joined in, his hand going higher on Andrea’s thigh, almost brushing her pussy through the denim. Heat blazed from her core, so warm she thought she’d burn his hand if he kept it there long enough. To her disappointment or her relief, she wasn’t sure which, he pulled his hand away and stood up.
			

			
				“Get anybody anything else to eat? I have to have a piece of Andrea’s birthday cake pie.”
			

			
				“Mm, could you get me a few little bites of dessert?” Andrea asked him. “Just finger foods. Nothing big.”
			

			
				“Can do. Need another glass of wine?”
			

			
				“I think if I had another one I’d be the one standing up and doing the singing.”
			

			
				When he was gone, Debra leaned in. “I thought you were kidding that you two were on a date. But I saw you two playing. You’re really…?”
			

			
				“Yes. He’s been Matty’s friend for years. And when he came home after his freshman year of college, I kinda looked at him and thought…”
			

			
				“Yum,” Debra said.
			

			
				“I know twenty’s too young for me, but…”
			

			
				“You’re single. Matthew’s not around. He’s a handsome young man. Every woman deserves a fling with a younger guy, to remind them what it was like… how good it could be.”
			

			
				“Debra!”
			

			
				But the words stuck with Andrea. She watched her man across the party, already smiling when he turned to look in her direction. He smiled too. Right then and right there, Andrea decided whatever Ricky wanted from her, she’d give him.
			

			
				Anything.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				While Debra and Gabe lived near a big city park with a terrific view of the fireworks, Andrea and Ricky declined to stay. Another year, Andrea might have, but she and Ricky had been making fuck-me faces the last half hour and she was so wet she felt like she could come if she rubbed herself on the folding chair at the right angle.
			

			
				Back at her place, Ricky walked Andrea to her door, where she stopped and turned to look up at him. He loomed over her by a few inches, his grin nervous.
			

			
				“I’d like to kiss you now,” he said softly. “But I want something first.”
			

			
				Name it. Anything. I’ll drop to my knees right now and unzip you, take you out, and suck you off. I’ll get back in that car with you, push the seat back, and ride you in front of my neighbors. I’ll be yours forever, I think.
			

			
				“What’s that?” Andrea asked.
			

			
				“A second date. And a third. And a fourth. And a thousand more of them.”
			

			
				“Then you’d better kiss me, because I want that too.”
			

			
				He leaned down to do just that, his lips soft and surprisingly gentle. It was a kiss to melt into, and she did, her back going boneless and her knees Jello. He wrapped an arm around her, his other going to her hip, and she brought the other foot off the ground, unsure what she was doing with it until her ankle was behind his, rubbing on it. Ricky pulled her closer, his hardness in his shorts between them making her gasp, and she quickly jammed her key into the lock without looking.
			

			
				The first big boom started. The city always lit one or two off five or ten minutes before the real show began. “Let’s watch the show,” Andrea said, grabbing Ricky’s arms and pulling him into the house after her. Not that she had to put in much effort. He loped after her through the darkened living room, the neighbors’ fireworks down the street occasionally splashing them in colorful lights.
			

			
				Her back doors were unlocked and they shot through them and beyond. Andrea pulled Ricky down to the grass, kissing him again, so happy, so in love. And it was love, she decided, a silly sort of love she couldn’t imagine working out long term, what with him going to college and her with a life here with Matthew. But let the future hold whatever it liked. She wanted whatever they had in the now, and she took it, pulling at Ricky’s shirt, the button on his shorts, everything. He kicked off his shoes and dropped his clothes, so handsome, muscular but with a hint of softness, the perfect blend, and he was going for her shorts, the button confounding him for a moment until he had it. She pinned him on his back, her thong-clad pussy grinding against his naked hardness, his length promising to be so good for her. He gripped the thong and tugged it down her thighs, and she pressed him to her cunt’s lips, grinding on him, whispering down to him.
			

			
				“Do you feel that, do you feel how wet I’ve been all afternoon for you?”
			

			
				“Yesss,” he moaned. “Oh God, oh fuck, I love you, I love you.”
			

			
				“I love you too, Ricky, I love you so much,” and with that, he was inside her, and she gasped, her back arching and her head rolling back, her auburn hair falling across her eyes. He brushed it aside, and her eyes returned to him, glittering happy jewels, the explosions of light and color around them reflected.
			

			
				She rocked on him, taking him fast, hard, her athletic, toned thighs moving with a quick rhythm. He brought her top up and over her breasts and she pulled off her strapless bra for him, her big dark nipples aching for his tongue and his mouth. He leaned up and sucked one into his mouth as she began to buck on him, so close already, so very close.
			

			
				“Ricky, I’m coming, I’m coming,” she gasped as a huge boom filled their universe. Neither of them paid much mind to the fireworks. Their world was each other as her hips jutted up and down, her ass slapping against his thighs as she arched back and cried out, a sweet sound of need fulfilled.
			

			
				The skies lit up, the cavalcade of explosions masking their need as they moved together, Ricky clutching her tight as she rolled through her orgasm and into another, kissing him with all her heart. The night was still warm and sweat rolled down Andrea’s brow as she rode Ricky, fucked him, made love to him, the twenty-year-old she should not feel so deeply for and yet did, the one, the One.
			

			
				He pulled free from her and she tried to grab him to put him right back where he belonged, but he was moving, showing off his strength and twisting with Andrea until she was on her hands and knees on the grass, staring up at the brilliant falling fire. She felt not his cock, but his tongue, and it was not where she expected it to be.
			

			
				“Ohhh, ohhhh, God!” she cried out as her Ricky, her sweet dorky Ricky, spread her cheeks with his fingers and slid his tongue into her bud, licking her ass, giving her sensations she hadn’t felt with a man in so, so long.
			

			
				Her hand shot between her legs and she played with her pussy while he ate her out, her head dipping, her hips rocking backwards. “I love this ass,” he moaned, and dove right back in again, so eager to please her. Her whole body hummed to this, her thick clit so sensitive. It was as if everything inside her was shouting that it demanded him as a permanent fixture in her life. She cried out with release yet again, and already this was the best sex she’d ever had, so pure and blissful and happy.
			

			
				When he slid back into her, Andrea bounced back against Ricky, the fireworks slowing but still yet to reach the finale the city so loved to put on, the minute-long thundering of their very best. Ricky moved hard within her, his need quickening, his hands on her hips, her ass. When the finale came, she bucked hard back against Ricky, feeling him lose control. He leaned in and gasped, “I’m close, ahhhh…”
			

			
				She faced a choice then, one her red-hot mind had been contemplating all day. She knew she should tell him to pull out. That was the safe thing. The proper thing. He was in college, and she had Matthew to look out for as well as a career. But Andrea’s heart needed him to finish inside her, to give her new life to carry, a part of him, a part of her, something new and beautiful.
			

			
				“In me, in me please,” she begged him.
			

			
				As the sky filled with sparks and thunder, Ricky didn’t hesitate. He jerked once, twice, and then he was coming inside her with wild swings of his hips, crying out her name as the fireworks ended, with cheers from all around them in the neighborhood.
			

			
				They fell together in the grass afterwards, Ricky pulling Andrea close and holding her. “I… I came inside you.”
			

			
				“I asked you to,” she said, smiling, her gaze on his chest.
			

			
				“I… I could have got you pregnant.” He squinted. “Could I have? Do you, um, can you…?”
			

			
				“Yes. I can. I’m not on the pill.” His eyes widened, and she kissed his chin, then his lips. “I guess I should have told you that. I’m sorry, but I… I want it.”
			

			
				“I want it too,” he blurted. “I just don’t know if I can be a good father until I graduate, you know? I’ll try, I swear to God I’ll try, but the distance and classes…”
			

			
				“Oh Ricky,” she whispered, stroking his spent cock. “I know you will. Because you’re already so good with Matthew. We’d figure it out. Together.” She propped herself up, and his eyes were drawn to her chest. She grinned, and stood up. “Come on. I want you to try and try and try again until you have to go back Monday. And then maybe I’ll come down next weekend and we can try some more.”
			

			
				“Really?” he asked, shooting to his feet.
			

			
				Someone’s private fireworks exploded nearby, but the light was nothing compared to the shine of glee and need in Andrea’s eyes.
			

			
				


			
				Amped Up
			

			
				 
			

			
				The sea of humanity danced in place to the pop rock of the opening band. Though everyone was waiting for Ouvert Thong, Fire on the Bridge was killing it, despite being relatively unknown. The music was cheerful fluff but with genuine skill hidden away under its surface. The vocals were smart and the hooks catchy, and the band played their hearts out. It was especially hard not to like their beautiful singer and her amazing voice. She was a little stiff on stage, obviously nervous in front of a crowd this big, but by now she’d warmed up to the energy and seemed looser.
			

			
				Jason’s girlfriend Kloe danced with her arms raised overhead, bouncing her head to the easy beats. Every guy around them couldn’t help but stare at her in her see-through lace crop top and bra or her playful white shorts, tied off and billowing around her tanned thighs. But none of that compared to her face, exotically beautiful in its lines, yet intensely feminine in her big doe eyes and warm, easy smile. She fixed him with that smile now, and Jason was again struck by how goddamn lucky he was.
			

			
				They’d known each other for years, since high school. Jason was a jock and she was one of the queens of the school, so they moved in similar circles, but he had one girlfriend through most of high school and into the summer beyond. Though they’d always been friendly with a lot of lingering looks, Jason and Kloe hadn’t hooked up until they bumped into each other their spring semester of their first year of college, both of them having gone to State just an hour from home. Over a long lunch together they found out they were both single, and Jason took a chance. To his surprise, Kloe said yes.
			

			
				They slept together on the second date, and while the sex was good, it wasn’t until Kloe made a comment about how tight her roommate’s little ass was and how she wouldn’t mind seeing Jason fuck her that things really took off. He didn’t think she was serious until she arranged for a little threesome fun, a first for both of them. It brought them even closer together, though the roommate was a little heartbroken Jason didn’t want to pursue things with her. He and Kloe agreed early on that while they might want to have fun with other women on occasion, they wanted the core dynamic to be the two of them.
			

			
				And now here they were, three months into a relationship neither of them expected growing up in the same small town together, but falling hard in love with each other and their fun. With the start of summer came an apartment together, a cheap studio crammed tight with their things, but they didn’t mind. They were together, they were young, and they were happy, the ingredients for a perfect summer.
			

			
				Fire on the Bridge finished their last song, the lead singer breathless as she thanked the crowd with what seemed like real gratitude. Jason and Kloe cheered as loud as anyone else, and he turned to kiss his girlfriend. She grinned up at him, both of them hot after standing under the sun for the opening act, but dusk was settling now. Dusk, and with it came Ouvert Thong, soon enough.
			

			
				Over Kloe’s shoulder, Jason saw someone looking in their direction, someone familiar. “That’s Mrs. Russo.”
			

			
				“Whaaat?” Kloe asked, turning around and immediately lighting up with a huge smile. “Mrs. Russo!”
			

			
				Susan Russo was the mother of a classmate, Lana, and was always in the stands of the school’s sports games, cheering on the teams. She was also breathtakingly sexy, a bright, cheerful redhead with a youthful face in defiance of her forties. Her summery blue dress shocked him, with barely-there straps doing their best to support her ripe breasts, nowhere near as big as Kloe’s but still so mouthwatering. The hem was short and playful too, and to Jason’s further surprise, he didn’t see her husband beside her, or Lana. Then it hit him. Jason remembered some talk from friends back home that Lana’s parents filed for a divorce just weeks after she graduated. 
			

			
				Mrs. Russo turned and waved to them. They worked their way to her, excusing themselves to the people around them. The crowd let them through with some grumbling and soon Kloe exclaimed, “Mrs. Russo, it’s so good to see  you!”
			

			
				“Oh, please, Susan, now that you two have graduated,” Mrs. Russo – Susan – said. She hugged Kloe tight, and blushed when Kloe kissed her cheek. “Kloe and Jason, together. That makes me so happy.”
			

			
				“Me too,” Jason said, hugging her in turn. She felt good against him, and his stirring was a foregone conclusion. “It’s good to see you.”
			

			
				“You too! Gosh, I’m so glad I ran into people I know.”
			

			
				“You’re not with anybody?” Kloe asked.
			

			
				“No,” Susan said, her smile dissolving into despondency. “Have you heard I got a divorce?”
			

			
				“We did,” Jason said.
			

			
				“Well… I had a date for tonight, but he had a work thing come up at the last minute. I’m not worried about it. It wasn’t going anywhere anyways.”
			

			
				Kloe gave Jason a meaningful look and he said, “Well, then, we’re your dates for the night.”
			

			
				“That’s right,” Kloe said, bookending Susan on the other side.
			

			
				“The company would be wonderful. Thank you.”
			

			
				The intermission was going to be a while so they talked about how Jason and Kloe met up again at college and ended up falling for each other. Susan didn’t mention her divorce again, but talked animatedly about Lana, who hadn’t gone to college and was working for the city in their Parks department.
			

			
				Twice, Jason caught Susan checking Kloe out, her eyes dipping to the young brunette’s non-existent top and lingering. Kloe must have noticed too, because she reached out and touched the forty-something redhead often, slow brushes that strayed often towards the straps of her dress or across her shoulder to Susan’s collar, just above her breasts. Susan didn’t try to stop her, and blushed often under the two young lovers’ scrutiny.
			

			
				So locked in the opening salvos of something steamy, they barely noticed the changing atmosphere in the amphitheater. The music started up again, and they turned towards the stage, Kloe looking almost put off by the interruption, making Jason smile to himself. He looked around casually. There were no kids within sight. Ouvert Thong had a reputation for filthy songs, so this was an adult crowd. Good.
			

			
				He leaned in and whispered into Susan’s ear, “Have you ever eaten pussy before?”
			

			
				Her eyes widened and she looked at him sharply. But instead of slapping him, he saw delight there, and maybe something like relief. It was a gamble, but not much of one. A recent divorcee, frustrated with a missing date and gone to have a good time at a concert anyways? She was a slam dunk.
			

			
				“Maybe,” Susan said, blushing hard.
			

			
				Jason reached over and palmed her ass through her dress. God, she was fit for a MILF, that ass curvy but taut. “Would you like to tonight?”
			

			
				She didn’t answer that, only returning her attention to the stage when Ouvert Thong started up one of their classics. On the other side, Kloe still hadn’t noticed anything. He wondered how long he could get away with this before she paid attention to his hand on Susan’s ass, and what he could do to the hot MILF in the short term before Kloe joined in. Go for broke, he decided, and drew his thumb down the crack of Susan’s ass. She glanced at him, eyes twinkling. Still no sign that she wanted him to stop as she started to sing along to the lyrics. An Ouvert Thong fan. He would not have guessed. Then again, he wouldn’t have guessed she would let him so quickly slide his thumb around her little bud, either, playing with her asshole straight from the start as they turned their attention to the stage.
			

			
				Jason teased her like that until the hook, then drove the thumb in as deep as he could through the fabric of her clothes. At any moment, he expected the Susan to balk, to slap his hand or tell him no or put an end to this somehow, but she was a freak. She drove her ass back against his thumb, keeping time to the beat, her face serene save for the smile. But Jason couldn’t go much further without exposing Susan to the rows of people behind them, so he slid behind her, keeping his body between theirs and hers, bringing his arms around her waist and swaying with her.
			

			
				Kloe finally noticed their play and watched them as Jason took Susan’s hands in his and clapped them together to the beat, thrusting his hard prick against her ass every time. She shivered in his arms and ground back against him, head dipping sideways, leaving her neck bare for his lips. He brought them there, and he felt more than heard her moan as he tasted sweet honey and cream on her skin, some body cream or something like that. It was delicious. He wanted to lick every inch of her.
			

			
				The song changed, sliding into a filthy upbeat hit, making the crowd roar its approval. Jason sucked at Susan’s skin, marking her, letting the world know she was his, at least for a little while. She arched up on her toes, her head rolling back against him, hips working faster. Kloe discreetly reached over and palmed Susan’s cunt through the fabric of her dress, her focus still on the stage, as was the MILF’s. No one around them seemed to notice what was happening. No one saw Susan come for the first time.
			

			
				Jason felt it, her shivering, the uncontrolled jerks of her body. He let go of her hands and brought the back of her dress up, baring her ass in a pair of blue bikini briefs. She kept right on shivering and singing as he drew his thumb down those briefs and across her asshole again before bringing the hand around to her mouth and shouting in her ear, “Suck it. Get it wet for me.”
			

			
				She twisted her head, her eyes dazed and happy, and she sucked his thumb, uncaring who watched. Now people around them noticed, laughing and nudging each other. Jason didn’t care and neither, it seemed, did Kloe or Susan. He brought the wet thumb behind her again, drawing down her bikini briefs as he went and sliding his thumb across her ass… and into it. She was tight, so fucking tight, and her cry nearly flew out farther than the immediate circle of onlookers, but the music was all-consuming, so loud it drowned out thoughts and common sense – like when Kloe brought the front of the dress up to show off Susan’s bikini-brief-clad pussy to the world.
			

			
				She didn’t keep the flashing up long, turning and stepping in front of Susan, ostensibly to dance with her. Instead, Kloe slid a hand between Susan’s legs, the dress pooling around her wrist as she rubbed their older lover’s pussy. Never had they taken someone so fast or so brazenly as this, and it made Jason delirious with lust. They built up a fast rhythm, him fucking Susan’s bud with his thumb, Kloe rubbing her pussy and locking eyes with her. Kloe’s smile vanished and transformed into her “I’m going to fuck you all night long so you better be ready” gaze, not cold, not quite steely, but intense. She leaned in to say something into Susan’s ear, the words lost in the noise of the thundering beat and the synth-heavy music. Whatever it was she said, Susan had an immediate and wild reaction, her hand shooting for Kloe’s shoulder and her hips jerking between them, head dipping then coming back up
			

			
				She came again, crying out, her voice joining the throng around them. They were still being watched. Someone had a phone out, recording them. Jason nodded towards him and Kloe turned to look. It made her grin, and again, she leaned in to speak directly into Susan’s ear. The redhead’s gaze shot towards the camera, and she blushed, but she raised a trembling hand and gave the phone a peace sign, sticking out her tongue and winking while she did it.
			

			
				Kloe’s eyes fixed on something and she jerked her hand away from Susan’s briefs, letting the dress fall back in place in front. Jason got the idea and did the same, pulling his thumb free of her ass and straightening out the redhead’s dress. Two security guys walked down the aisle, giving the crowd idle glances as the song ended and Ouvert Thong’s lead singer did the usual, “How we feeling tonight?” yell, getting a wild roar from the crowd when he mentioned the city name, like he didn’t do this every night in every venue. Still, Jason found himself joining in, because it was a night to be silly and free and young.
			

			
				The music started up again, this song more low-key, as was the next one. Kloe moved back beside Susan, and the three of them listened to the music for a while, keeping an eye out for more security and letting the people around them return their focus to the stage. But it wasn’t long before a hand brushed Jason’s cock through his shorts. Susan.
			

			
				She didn’t look at him as she worked the zipper down. He had to help her with the button, hoisting the shorts up with one hand so they didn’t fall. He looked at her the moment she stroked him through his boxer briefs, her eyes widening, her moan visible if not audible. Her other hand wasn’t idle either, sliding into Kloe’s own shorts and working her pussy slowly, lazily, again keeping rhythm to the music.
			

			
				This was more visible and more dangerous than what Jason and Kloe had been doing to Susan minutes before. There was no way to hide the motions of her hands, save that it was darker. The lights from the stage actually intensified that darkness, casting deeper shadows than dusk alone would have created.
			

			
				Jason’s cock throbbed in Susan’s hand, his tip slick with precum. Every male instinct in him told him to drag Susan to the ground and fuck her right then and there, but he didn’t. He watched the show, a corner of his lips raised in a smirk. Susan took her hand out of his shorts and brought it to her face, spitting into her palm as discreetly as she could manage. The brief absence and return of her touch excited him more, and he began to pump his cock into her hand. On the other side, Kloe was rocking her hips, ostensibly swaying to the music but really moving to Susan’s touch. Their photographer turned back around and saw what was going on. He raised his phone again in a hurry, and Kloe brought her hand up to her lips and made a spread-legs gesture with two fingers pointing down. She licked between them and twisted her head towards Susan. Susan kissed the young busty brunette, both of them eyeing the phone as they made out. Kloe bucked and jerked and must have come, the way she lit up Susan with her naughtiest smile.
			

			
				Jason moved. He didn’t give a shit about Ouvert Thong anymore. He needed to come inside their red-hot redheaded slut, and it needed to happen as soon as possible. Into Susan’s ear, he shouted, “We’re leaving. Now.”
			

			
				She relayed that to Kloe, who shot towards the aisle like a sprinter off the mark, followed fast by Susan. Jason stopped to talk to the guy with the phone, the other man looking temporarily panicked. Jason was not a small man, tall, broad-shouldered, and with muscles earned from years of football and track. He leaned in close to the guy’s ear, and shouted, “I need you to send me those.” The man’s eyes widened, and he grinned.
			

			
				A minute later, Jason joined the two women at the exit to the amphitheater. They were making out, hands all over each other as two security guys watched, big stupid grins on their faces. Jason came to the women and palmed their asses before pushing them towards the exit.
			

			
				Jason and Kloe were parked in a garage structure a few blocks away. A few hopeful cabs waited but it would be faster to just walk, so they did, mostly silent save for Susan’s infrequent statements that this was crazy, she was twice their age and their classmate’s mother. At one point, Jason stopped her and pinned her against the brick wall of whatever business they were passing, kissing her hard and hungrily, his hand on her ass.
			

			
				“Tell me you don’t want it and we drop you off at your car,” he growled.
			

			
				“I want it,” Susan said. She kissed him again. “Anytime the two of you are, are… I want it.”
			

			
				They moved again, this time nearly running. The parking structure was not devoid of life, but again they got lucky because only adults walked to and from their cars. Good, because Jason couldn’t wait until they were back at their apartment or at Susan’s.
			

			
				“Kloe. Shorts down, on the hood.”
			

			
				“Fuck!” Kloe said happily, and did as she was told, dropping her shorts and her thong down to her knees. Immediately her wet cunt left a trail of slickness across the plastic.
			

			
				Jason didn’t give any more orders. He pulled Susan’s dress up and yanked down her bikini briefs before putting a hand at her back and pushing her down towards Kloe’s waiting cunt. Ignoring the gasp of a middle-aged woman somewhere off to their left, he dropped his shorts and speared Susan’s pussy with every inch of his cock. She cried out with it, dropping her head against Kloe’s thigh and sucking and licking the skin there before adjusting her aim and eagerly licking Kloe’s pussy.
			

			
				More laughter, and Jason’s mind raced feverishly. There would be cameras and security guards. There would be police. This was stupid – and so fucking hot he couldn’t stop himself.
			

			
				Susan’s bubbly MILF ass rippled with his every thrust. He had never spanked a woman before Kloe taught him how she liked it, and he did it to Susan now, smacking her pale cheek with one hand.
			

			
				“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” she said, and laughed breathlessly. “Oh my God, you t-two…”
			

			
				Kloe grabbed the back of her head and pulled her back to her pussy. “Don’t you stop licking until I’ve come, Mrs. Russo.”
			

			
				There was something about Kloe slipping up and calling their lover “missus” instead of Susan that drove Jason into even more of a frenzy. They were fucking a friend’s mother. The hot mom who had come to so many of their games and meets and competitions. Jason had been to their house a half-dozen times for birthday parties and to pick Lana up with friends. He was balls-deep inside Susan fucking Russo, spanking her ass after he’d finger-fucked it earlier.
			

			
				Kloe reflected his growing need. She bent her knees and spread her legs wide, eyes going half-lidded the way he knew she did before she came. Her hand shot to her mound and played with her clit as she gasped and rocked, making the car’s shocks squeak.
			

			
				“Oh, oh Susan, ohhhhh, fuck, ohhhh, right like that, right like… thaaaaa-ahhhh!”
			

			
				She came. Jason didn’t waste any time, reaching around Susan and pulling her nearly upright. He tugged the straps of her dress down over her shoulders, making her big, pale breasts bounce free with his next thrust. She turned her head, eyes dazed, and he clamped his mouth to her soft pink lips as he groped her tits and fucked into her. She drove her tongue into his mouth. There was movement. Kloe dropped to her knees in front of them on the concrete and drove her tongue against Susie’s cunt to the catcalls of the three or four observers around them. Jason heard a security guard yell, but by then, the train was leaving the station for both the redhead and Jason. With Kloe’s tongue sliding against her clit and mound, Susan jerked up onto her toes and then down, crying out, “Oh, ohhhh, Jason, ohhhhh, ohhhhh!”
			

			
				He yanked out of her and she twisted around, dropping to her knees beside Kloe. Jason wrapped his fist around his cock and no more than three pumps later, he was coming all over their faces, Kloe cooing him on, Susan beaming up at him despite the chubby, red-faced guy in a uniform barreling up out of the stairwell towards them.
			

			
				“Gotta go, gotta go, gotta go,” Jason said, grabbing their arms and yanking them to their feet. Two of the onlookers intercepted the security guard, and Jason prayed to whatever perverted deity was looking out for them that day to bless the pair of onlookers forever. His two come-drenched lovers dove into the car, Susan laughing until she was crying, Kloe bouncing in her seat.
			

			
				They hit the ramps as fast as Jason dared, the security guard making another appearance and rapping the side of the car with a baton as it passed him by. Susan rolled down the window in the back and called back to him, “Sorry!” and they were on the street and racing away, Jason now laughing too.
			

			
				Four blocks later, at a red light, Kloe said, “You know… our apartment has a balcony. And you never did fuck me tonight, baby.” She turned in her seat and looked back at Susan, who was looking at a compact and wiping her face free of both come and makeup. “What do you think? Our place… or should we drop you off?”
			

			
				Susan leaned up and kissed her. “Your place. But just so you know… my house has a balcony too.”
			

			
				


			
				College Man
			

			
				 
			

			
				No one could have blamed Carsten Reid for thinking Britney Easton was his roommate’s sister and not Raymond’s mother. She sure didn’t look like any mom he knew, not with her tight little body and the big perky tits he couldn’t figure out were real or fake. Her thin-rimmed glasses gave her a nerdy girl aesthetic and helped age her down too, as did her denim shorts, which weren’t exactly scandalous but far more daring than any of his friends’ moms would have worn back home.
			

			
				The two eighteen-year-olds would be living together their freshman year of college at New Bainbridge University, even if Raymond came from the area. Carsten’s own parents and younger brother dropped him off the day before along with his things. They wanted to stick around to meet Raymond and his family, but they lived over three hundred miles away and had jobs to get back to. 
			

			
				Raymond texted him that morning and let him know when he would be moving in. Carsten had just finished a workout at one of the college’s gyms and was still a little sweaty from it, his hat turned backwards, his cheeks red from the exertion. When he walked in, the first thing he saw was Mrs. Easton bent over the unoccupied bed, fixing a fitted sheet into place while Raymond was putting some things up on a shelf over his desk.
			

			
				Holy shit, Carsten thought. Her ass was a perfect blend of bubbly and taut. Her tanned, toned legs and the muscles of her thighs definitely weren’t bad either. But it was that ass he centered on.
			

			
				“Please tell me you’re single,” Casten blurted, giving her his best grin, the one that made him so damn popular back in his small hometown. It was lopsided and gave his eighteen-year-old boyish features even more charm.
			

			
				Mrs. Easton laughed and straightened up. Her smile seemed tentative, though he’d learn eventually that was just her natural look. It was sexy as hell, pensive, like she was waiting for his approval. As she took in his tall, muscular frame, her hand rose instinctually up towards her blonde hair, done up that day, no doubt to keep it out of her eyes as she helped her son – or who he thought was her brother at the moment – move his things up to their second-floor dorm. It was easy to imagine her putting her hair up like that before dropping to her knees and blowing him. 
			

			
				“Aw, come on, that’s my mom,” Raymond said, turning to face his new roommate.
			

			
				 “Wait, really?” Carsten asked. 
			

			
				“After thirty hours of labor, I should hope so,” Britney said.
			

			
				Caught with his metaphorical pants completely down, Carsten roared with laughter. He couldn’t help himself. He laughed so hard and so long he teared up. It got them started too, especially when he came further into the room and dropped onto his bed, still laughing.
			

			
				“I’m sorry, I really am,” he said, “b-but, but I thought she was your s-sister.”
			

			
				“I know, I get it a lot,” Raymond said, crossing the room to him and holding out his hand. The seriousness of the grown-up gesture got to Carsten all over again, and he shook before grabbing at a pillow and smashing his own face with it.
			

			
				“Oh man. That is an introduction,” he said. “I’m sorry. I really am. But you are the most beautiful mom I’ve ever seen, Mrs. Easton. Holy crap.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” Britney said, grinning. 
			

			
				“No, really, I mean… you are hot. Not even just the hottest mom. Maybe the hottest woman I’ve ever met.”
			

			
				“Aw, come on, stop hitting on my mom,” Raymond groaned. 
			

			
				Carsten had seen him in pictures before online when they first got to know each other over Bottlegenie, the social media site they both used. But while his picture and page painted him as a bespectacled video game and fantasy novel nerd, Carsten hadn’t realized how short his new roommate was, maybe five six or five seven, a full head and a half shorter than Carsten. Though Carsten did like his bright Hawaiian shirt and khaki shorts. It was a style that worked for him.
			

			
				“Sorry, man, I am absolutely shooting my shot with her. She’s gorgeous. You’re going to have to get used to that.” To a blushing Britney, he said, “Here, let me help you. You got more stuff?”
			

			
				“Yeah, in Mom’s SUV,” Raymond said as Carsten grabbed one corner of the fitted sheet and wrapped it around an edge of the mattress while Mrs. Easton did the other.
			

			
				“You’re from here, right? Like here in the city, or a suburb?”
			

			
				“The suburbs,” Raymond said. “Pettygrove. It’s almost exactly west of here. It’s only a ten-minute drive or so.”
			

			
				“That’s cool. Got to be kind of nice to have family close by. Home-cooked meals.”
			

			
				“Yeah,” Raymond agreed. “Mom’s cooking is great.”
			

			
				“You’ll have to join us sometime,” Mrs. Easton said. “What are your favorites?”
			

			
				“Anything edible,” Carsten said.
			

			
				“With muscles and a frame like that, you must be on some kind of diet,” she said, eyeing his chest with a corner of her lip rising.
			

			
				“Moooom,” Raymond complained. “Not you too.”
			

			
				“He’s a very handsome young man. You are eighteen, right?”
			

			
				“Mom!”
			

			
				“About to turn nineteen in a month,” Carsten said.
			

			
				“Mm, the birthday boy,” she purred.
			

			
				“Maybe I could get a spanking?”
			

			
				“Oh God,” Raymond groaned.
			

			
				They did a little more of the getting-to-know-you dance before Carsten and Raymond headed down the elevator to get more of Raymond’s stuff. There were a couple boxes of books and clothes, along with a TV. Raymond explained that he still needed to run home and get his computer. It was a lot of stuff, but by agreement, Carsten hadn’t brought much since Raymond lived so close anyways. It made more sense than hauling his own TV and game systems three hundred miles.
			

			
				Back upstairs, Mrs. Easton – “please, call me Britney” – started in on the clothes, hanging them neatly in Raymond’s wardrobe. The school only provided them the beds, wardrobes, desks, and chairs.
			

			
				“If you want to finish grabbing your stuff,” Carsten said, “I can start in on the TV and game systems.”
			

			
				“That sounds good,” Raymond said. He left, thumbs in the loops of his shorts.
			

			
				With the room finally to the two of them, Mrs. Easton – Britney – glanced sideways at Carsten, smirking. “So… the sexiest woman you’ve ever met?”
			

			
				“Every word of it was true,” he said, coming towards her.
			

			
				“Hm.” She stared up at him, biting her lip playfully, eyes sparkling behind her glasses. “So you’re eighteen, you’ve got your roommate’s hot mom in your room all alone… what’s your next play?”
			

			
				Fuck it. “First, I do this,” he said, and leaned down to tip her chin up and kiss her. Her eyes lost some of their amusement and for a moment, he thought she was going to slap him or push him away. But then she returned the kiss, her breath tasting of the spearmint gum she’d been chewing.
			

			
				“Then what?’ she asked breathily.
			

			
				“Then I’d see if that ass is as tight as it looks,” he said, feeling dizzy. Sure, Carsten wasn’t a virgin, but this was the first older woman he’d ever done anything with, and he’d just met her. His hand went to one of her cheeks and squeezed. Yup. Tight and round, just the way it looked. “Fuck.”
			

			
				She licked her lips. “Come on.”
			

			
				“Where are we-?”
			

			
				“Shut up and follow me. We have to hurry.”
			

			
				He did, confused. Britney led him out into the hallway, then down to the stairs at one end. He followed her down a flight, staring at her ass the entire time as they nearly ran. The floor below them belonged to freshmen girls, and she led him down the hallway. A couple young women in the hallway watched them pass, but Britney ignored them.
			

			
				“Stay here,” she told Carsten, and disappeared into the women’s bathroom. A moment later, she came back out and grabbed him by his shirt collar and tugged him inside. “This only happens this one time.”
			

			
				“Understood,” Carsten said, reaching out and palming her ass.
			

			
				She guided him into an empty bathroom stall. “My son never ever knows about this.”
			

			
				“Never,” he said, slamming the door shut behind him and locking it.
			

			
				Britney whirled on him and shoved him against the metal, her lips against his, her eyes threatening to set him alight with the heat emanating from them. “You come in my mouth. Not a drop escapes. He can’t smell it on me.”
			

			
				“Got it.”
			

			
				Giggling came from outside in the hallway, but they both ignored it. Britney tugged Carsten’s shorts down along with his briefs, and gaped down at him. “Fuck,” she whimpered.
			

			
				With that, she squatted. The bathroom seemed pretty clean but she never let her knees touch the ground anyways. Her eyes were on his long, fat cock, her lips parting. “Don’t hold anything back,” she said softly. “We have to get up there, fast.”
			

			
				Britney grabbed his cock and sucked him to hardness, staring up at him as she lashed his tip and his base with her tongue until he was hard as the steel behind his back. Her hands joined in, circling the base of his clean-shaven shaft and jacking him fast and hard with her spittle. In less than a minute it was already the best blowjob Carsten ever had.
			

			
				When she wasn’t slurping on his tip, Britney filled the air with a hungry and enthusiastic, “Mm, mmm, mmm” that drove him wild. He stroked the back of her head and rocked his hips, trying to hold on despite her words. If this was going to be their only time together, he wanted it to be memorable, but Carsten was just worldly enough to think that maybe he could change her mind. After all, he got Britney on her knees sucking his cock in all of half an hour. What would she do for him after a few weeks? Months?
			

			
				“I want to see those… those tits.” Jason almost said boobs, but the one and only time he slept with someone older than him, a college junior that summer, she’d laughed her ass off when he said boobs and told him to call them tits. He hoped he didn’t sound like an idiot now.
			

			
				He must not have. Britney immediately yanked up her practical blue top over a cotton bra and pulled the cups of that far enough down he could see she had absolutely no tan lines. Jesus. Her breasts looked even bigger bare, the big dark nipples slightly crooked and begging for his lips and his fingers.
			

			
				“Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” he said. “Keep sucking me, I’m almost there.”
			

			
				Britney doubled her pace, swallowing him down eagerly. “Mmm, mmm, mmmm,” she moaned around him, the noises coming as fast as she bobbed up and down his length. She cupped his balls, then drove her mouth all the way down his shaft, taking him not just against the back of her throat, but into it, choking on him, making him grip her head even tighter.
			

			
				“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” he gasped. He couldn’t help himself. He began to buck his hips, driving back and forth inside her mouth, fucking her throat. Her hands let go and clenched her thigh and knee, fingernails digging into her shorts and her skin. She hurked, and gasped when he pulled back, then drove down on him again, and again, and again.
			

			
				“I’m close, I’m there,” he said. 
			

			
				She pulled back so she was sucking only his first few inches. Her eyes held his as she returned to jacking his cock fast and hard, and he was coming, coming in his roommate’s mom’s mouth less than an hour after meeting her, hardly a strand of her blonde hair out of place.
			

			
				She swallowed and suckled him for a moment longer, making sure she got every drop. When she pulled back, she opened wide for him. “Now tell me I’m a good MILF slut for swallowing every drop,” she said softly, her cheeks coloring.
			

			
				He blinked, then hurried to say, “You’re a… a good MILF s-slut for swallowing every drop.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” she whispered, and stood up. More laughter, but she ignored it as she tugged her bra into place and pulled down her shirt. “Clean yourself up fast, then go upstairs and tell Ray I asked you to escort me to the bathroom down on the girls’ floor. Tell him you got distracted by one of the young women down here.”
			

			
				“Marti,” someone outside the stall said, and her friend gasped and laughed.
			

			
				Britney unlocked the door behind him and pulled him out of the way. She looked out at two gorgeous freshman girls, and grinned. “Which one’s Marti?”
			

			
				The taller, more tanned of the two raised her hand.
			

			
				“You’re eighteen?”
			

			
				“We’re both nineteen. Everyone in this dorm is over eighteen.”
			

			
				“Good. Thank you, girls. I hope you enjoyed the show.”
			

			
				“We did,” Marti said, and the other nodded emphatically.
			

			
				Upstairs, Raymond was arranging books on a standing lazy Susan-type bookshelf, a tower of small cubes that rotated. “That’s a cool bookshelf,” Carsten said.
			

			
				“Thanks. You seen my mom?”
			

			
				“Yeah, she needed to go to the bathroom. Some of the guys on the floor were being a little weird so I walked her down to the girls’ one.”
			

			
				“Yeah, guys always are around her,” Raymond said glumly.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Carsten fought back a yawn. He wasn’t exactly a straight A student in high school but he was fairly bright and his one-hundred level courses were already boring him to tears. He wished he could test up and out of them, but unfortunately, no dice. Everyone had to suffer.
			

			
				This was the third day of real classes. He didn’t count the first day, since it was all orientation and syllabus stuff. Nothing really got taught that day. But now they were settling in and learning basic math all over again. Fun times, only not.
			

			
				His phone buzzed in his pocket. Professors at New Bainbridge University didn’t allow phone usage in class, so he carefully slipped it free under the table and glanced down at it. The message came from Britney Easton, and his eyes widened when he saw what she sent him.
			

			
				“Mr. Reid, please put your phone away,” his professor said with exaggerated exasperation.
			

			
				“Um, sorry, Dr. Inez,” he said, and shoved the phone into his pocket.
			

			
				But the image stayed with him. Panties and tanned thighs, along with a message. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Bored at work
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jesus.
			

			
				The rest of class seemed interminably long, and when the professor’s timer on his phone went off to signal the end of the period, Carsten was the first out of his seat and out the door, nearly running down the halls in his haste to get outside in the fresh air. On the quad, he yanked his phone out and hammered out a response.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Show me more
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hesitation, then he added another line before he hit send. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 Like a good MILF slut
			

			
				 
			

			
				A minute later, as Carsten walked back to his dorm, he got a response. A picture of her pussy, her fingers tugging the panties to the side.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Like this?
			

			
				 
			

			
				Fuck yes. I want you. Now
			

			
				 
			

			
				Come to my house tonight after six.
			

			
				 
			

			
				He pumped his fist in the air and ran for his dorm.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				The hardest part about the night was sneaking away from the room. Raymond was intent on showing Carsten an old Japanese roleplaying game he loved, and that was fine for a couple hours until six drew close and Carsten had to try and find any excuse to get away. He finally settled on no excuse at all, simply mumbling, “Back in a bit,” and heading out the door like he might need to go use the bathroom. He felt sort of bad about ditching his roommate like that, but the thought of Raymond’s hot mom waiting for him had him grinning before he hit the elevator.
			

			
				The Eastons lived in a two-story house in the middle of suburbia, a nice place with two big oak trees in the front yard giving it lots of shade. It was the tail end of summer and still dusk as he hurried up the sidewalk. Britney answered the doorbell a minute after he rang it, and he gaped at her.
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” he moaned.
			

			
				“Mm, so you like?” she asked, and bit her lip again, grinning at him.
			

			
				He did. Gone was the hot young mom look and in its place was a hot slut in a black leather miniskirt, white spaghetti-strapped top that bared her tummy and a droolworthy amount of cleavage, and a pair of high heels.
			

			
				“Thought you said the other day had to be the only time,” Carsten said as he came in, shutting the door behind him.
			

			
				She retreated backwards, staring up at him as she reached behind her head and undid her ponytail, letting her blonde waves fall down nearly to her ass. “And this time it has to be.”
			

			
				“Uh huh.”
			

			
				“Seriously. I can’t be caught sleeping with my son’s roommate.”
			

			
				“Uh huh.”
			

			
				“My son’s eighteen-year-old horse-dicked fucking stud of a roommate.”
			

			
				“I’m going to fuck you every chance I get this year,” Carsten said, and chased her up the stairs to her bedroom.
			

			
				She fixed her eyes on his, dark and challenging as he yanked her top up and over her head, freeing her big breasts. He started to kneel to suck on them but she twisted around and ran for the bed, crawling up on it and lifting her leather skirt up and over her tight, bubbly ass. No panties. Her thick pussy lips were completely exposed to him and her hand went between her legs as she looked over her shoulder at him, again biting her lip.
			

			
				While she rubbed her pussy and watched him over her shoulder, Carsten hurried out of his clothes, dropping them as fast as he could in a heap on the floor. It felt like it took forever, but he loved the show. She had herself spread wide for him, massaging her wet pussy lips and rocking back and forth, already needy for him. He spat into his palm and stroked himself as he joined her.
			

			
				“Are you clean?” she asked.
			

			
				“Got tested just before college. I’m good.”
			

			
				“Have you slept with any of those young sluts since the other day?”
			

			
				“No.”
			

			
				“Good. I don’t mind sharing you but I want you tested if you sleep around.”
			

			
				“Yes, ma’am. Same to you.”
			

			
				“Mm. If you want this again, you’ll have to make me beg for iiiiii – ohhhh, fuck!”
			

			
				He picked that moment to slide into her. “Beg then,” Carsten said, and smacked her ass. That made her laugh breathlessly.
			

			
				Britney was so warm and wet for him as he pushed inch after inch inside her until he was balls deep. She wiggled back and forth, cradling her head in her arms.
			

			
				“Oh, ohhhh fuck, that’s good, now take me, fuck me, use me, you young fucking stud.”
			

			
				He gripped her by the waist and pulled back to drive into her even harder and faster. She took it with a cry of pleasure, and by the fourth thrust, she was throwing it back at him, her tight bubbly ass smacking back against his hips.
			

			
				“Spank me again.” Smack. “Harder!” Spank! “Yesss, that’s it, hard like that, nnnngh, fuck, Carsten!”
			

			
				He spanked her again and again. His breath wanted to catch in his throat at the sight of the thirty-something MILF loving this, loving being used and spanked and fucked. Screw all the other girls at school, this was the life, this hot, crazy bitch in heat and her MILF body.
			

			
				“I’m coming over here and fucking you every chance I get,” he growled, spanking her ass again.
			

			
				Her head came up and she gasped, “Yessss, fuck me, fuck me all the time, I need this cock, I need it…”
			

			
				“Is that you begging for it, my dirty MILF slut?”
			

			
				“Yessss! Fuck me, fuck me fuck me fuck meeeee!”
			

			
				Her head dropped against the blanket and her hips jerked. He cracked her ass again and that did it for Britney, big time. She cried out and clutched her head, coming, coming. She pulled too far forward and he slid free of her, but that gave him an idea. Carsten dropped and gripped her ass to eat her wet cunt as she was still coming down, her folds glistening with her wetness.
			

			
				Her head rocked right back up, and she cried out, “Nnnngh, yessss, eat me, eat me you fucking stud! Big-dicked… fucking… stud!”
			

			
				He ate his roommate’s mother with a hunger he’d never felt before, ravenous for her pleasure and her wails of his name. He drove his tongue into her like he was still fucking her and she shot a hand between her thighs, slapping her clit and rubbing it like she was pissed at it. Her head twisted and in just minutes she yelled, “Oh, oh fuck, Carsten, c-coming again, coming…. again!”
			

			
				And she did, rocking back and coming so hard she squirted a little. It surprised and delighted him, and he leaned back, wiping his face with the back of his hand. She twisted around, a look of horror on her face, but then he was on her again, pushing her onto her back and splitting the uprights, grabbing her ankles and yanking them skyward as he pounded into her again.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, FUCK!” Britney yelled.
			

			
				“Take it, bitch, take my cock,” he said. His mind screamed at him, “What the fuck did you just say to her?”, but she loved it, her smile going goofy.
			

			
				“Bitch, your bitch, your MILF bitch in heat.”
			

			
				“Mine. All year. All throughout college. Load… after… fucking… load.”
			

			
				“In my cunt! Fuck my cunt! Oh God, it’s y-yours, it’s yours!”
			

			
				“Gonna come, gonna come in this sexy MILF pussy,” he said, not sure where the words coming out of his mouth were coming from. He’d been vocal with his former college girlfriend before, but not with this kind of assuredness. Something about Britney brought out a savage lack of giving a fuck, because he knew whatever he gave her, she wanted. “Beg me to come back and fuck you again.”
			

			
				“Please! Please come back and fuck your good little MILF cunt again and again! Come in me! Take my pussy! My ass! My mouth! They’re yours, they’re yours, they’re…” She jerked and went silent, then a wail of pure pleasure escaped her, wordless, like a fire siren. “Ahhhhhhhheeeeeee!”
			

			
				He drove deep, coming, coming, coming. His hips still jerked as he let go of her ankles and dropped to suck at her nipples greedily, cupping her tits and squeezing them together, never spending more than half a minute on each of them as she gripped his head, gasping for air and shivering from head to toe.
			

			
				“Jesus, Carsten,” she finally said. “Oh my fucking God. I, I, I think I squirted, I…”
			

			
				“It was hot,” he said simply, and returned to sucking on her nipples.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Carsten and Raymond went to the Easton house to have dinner the night after Carsten fucked Britney, eating ziti and playing board games like nothing at all happened, save for a moment when Raymond left to use the bathroom and Carsten pushed Britney to her knees to give his cock a few quick sucks while he took pictures.
			

			
				She was into that. She was into everything. Their second time sleeping together, she let him film her from the neck down riding his cock. By the fourth time, he finally remembered to ask a pretty goddamn important question.
			

			
				“Uh. You are on the pill, right?” he asked.
			

			
				“Nope.”
			

			
				“You had your tubes tied?”
			

			
				“Nope.”
			

			
				“Uh. Shit,” he said, dropping his head back against the pillow as she continued to suck his cock gleefully.
			

			
				While his classes might have been easy, it was hard to concentrate flooded as his brain was with thoughts and images of Britney. His grades might have slipped if she didn’t tell him no As, no pussy. She might not have a lot of moral compuncture or boundaries on what she liked in bed, but she didn’t want to be responsible for him flunking out of college. That was sweet, he supposed, but juxtapositioned with her crying out for him to breed her, to pump a dozen more kids into her, it was sort of strange.
			

			
				Not that he minded. Not one bit.
			

			
				Their third week together, they were discovered, though not by Raymond. Carsten had a sinking feeling his roommate knew, considering his friend’s long sighs and glum looks whenever Carsten was around. No, this discovery came about when Carsten and Britney didn’t make it twenty feet into the house before they were all over each other, him humping her brains out on the plush carpet right in front of the couch, leaving wet spots spattered all over.
			

			
				Britney had her long, tanned legs sky high, one heel off, the other pointed at the ceiling as she gasped rhythmically, “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” when the door swung open.
			

			
				“Britney? I heard you yell and… ohhh, is this the new boyfriend?” a woman asked. 
			

			
				“Uh huh!” Britney said breathlessly, still staring up at Carsten as her tits bounced with his thrusts.
			

			
				The newcomer was just as fucking gorgeous as Britney, full-figured with a spray-on dark tan and makeup pancaked in a way that screamed sexpot, especially around her eyes, her lashes full and her eyeliner dark. Her curves were barely contained by a sleeveless tank and a pair of ultra-tight white yoga pants, hugging her fupa and putting it on full display. A pair of sunglasses rested on her caramel-colored hair, and she held a boba tea in one hand.
			

			
				“Wow. He’s young.”
			

			
				“Hi, I’m-” Carsten pulled back and shoved deep inside Britney again. If she didn’t care, neither did he. “-her son’s roommate.”
			

			
				“Really young.”
			

			
				“Eighteen,” Carsten said helpfully.
			

			
				“Almost n-nineteen,” Britney said.
			

			
				“Almost nineteen,” the newcomer repeated, and slurped her boba tea. She stepped inside uninvited and shut the door behind her. Carsten heard the lock click, and grinned as he pumped into Britney one more time.
			

			
				“You’re just in time to lick my come out of her pussy,” he said casually.
			

			
				“Mmm, fuck,” Britney moaned. “Join us, Sarah.”
			

			
				Sarah hesitated, brought the drink to her lips one more time, then said softly, “Oh, fuck it,” and set her tea aside on an end table.
			

			
				In another minute, she was riding Britney’s face with hard rocks of her hips. Like the blonde, she had a mouth on her.
			

			
				“Fuck, look at you, look at you spreading her apart,” she said, grinding her pussy against Britney’s lips. “I w-want to see that big fah-fat cock come inside her. So fucking young. So young.”
			

			
				The view of her tits had him fucking Britney even harder than he had been. Carsten stared at them as she cupped them and brought them up to her mouth, licking each of her small dark nipples in turn and giving him a sultry, knowing grin. Like Britney, she was a mom, and like Britney, she had a c-section scar across her stomach, promising another tight MILF cunt to drain his balls into.
			

			
				He reached out and grabbed Sarah by the back of her head. She met his lips with her own, tasting of the sweet treat she’d been drinking. Her delicate tongue slid against his, her hand going to his groin.
			

			
				“Britney’s my best MILF slut. Think you can compete?”
			

			
				“I’ll f-fuck you better than she, ahhhh, she ever could.”
			

			
				Britney was already rocking to this, and moaned at Sarah’s words. She was close again, so close, and Sarah turned her attention to her, rubbing Britney’s mound and pussy lips spread around Carsten’s dick. Britney came with a yelp, and Carsten pulled out of her before standing up and helping both women to their feet.
			

			
				In another minute, he had them face to face and kissing while he plunged into Sarah’s pussy for the first time. She was on top, rocking side to side with giddy anticipation until he fucked her. Her ass was thicker than Britney’s, less toned, but no less sexy. The brunette and blonde MILFs made out while he drove deep inside Sarah, a moan curling out of her and hanging long in the air.
			

			
				Two hot moms. Both of them his.
			

			
				This was heaven.
			

			
				Carsten alternated between them, shoving his wet cock deep into one and making the other moan in frustration. But they weren’t idle either, hands against each other’s pussies, playing with each other’s clits. Britney, forever his slutty firecracker, came fast, her eyes rolling up, her expression loopy. Sarah wasn’t far behind, crying out, “Ahhhh, Gawwwwd!” when she came.
			

			
				 “Keep fucking her, come inside her, make her yours too,” Britney moaned.
			

			
				“N-not on the p-pill, Guh, Guh…” Sarah said, head bouncing all around as Carsten fucked her hard, one hand on her tanned shoulder, the other on her hip.
			

			
				“It doesn’t matter,” Britney said, and giggled with sex-fueled madness. “He’s going to come inside us and make us pregnant and we’re going to be mommies again, won’t that be amazing, won’t that be just the hottest thing ever? Mommies to an eighteen-year-old stud’s babies?”
			

			
				“Oh fuck, oh oh oh,” Sarah gasped, and she whipped her head sideways, eyes alight with shared madness. “Do it, nnnngh, fuck, come in my, my, my pussy, fuck, come in meeeee!”
			

			
				“Fuuuuck!” Carsten said, and drove deep, spurting wildly, his come filling her and spilling out as she cried out with joy. She scrambled forward and dropped her still-dripping cunt right onto Britney’s face, sitting on her and grinding, her eyes closed with a smile matching Britney’s.
			

			
				“Preg-nant,” Sarah cooed, then collapsed forward on the bed.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Raymond stopped the game, and looked sideways at Carsten as he raised a slice of pepperoni and black olive pizza to his lips. Raymond’s favorite, and Carsten’s treat. He’d been feeling another wave of guilt about things, even if he was already trying to think of an excuse to duck out of that night’s game session with their friends. Britney and Sarah sent him a picture at noon of them together of them in pleated skirts with butt plugs peeking out from between their asscheeks. In about ten more minutes, Carsten would have pulled the disappearing act for the dozenth time over the last few weeks. He really meant to spend more time with his roommate, he did. But also… he really wanted to fuck Britney and Sarah in the ass. Plus, they’d been hinting at a third MILF. He didn’t want to assume, but he thought it might be one of his hot professors. Okay, he was almost certain of it. She told him they had a mutual couple of friends, and there had been that time during a test when she crossed and uncrossed her legs, looking right at him.
			

			
				He didn’t know what his life was anymore, but it was pretty goddamn great.
			

			
				“Are you sleeping with my mom?” Raymond asked.
			

			
				Carsten chewed and swallowed his bite of pizza. “Um. She’s really hot.”
			

			
				“Ah, damn it,” Raymond said, and sighed. He tossed the controller onto the desk, stood up, and punched Carsten in the chest as hard as he could.
			

			
				“Ow. That hurt.”
			

			
				Raymond hit him again, this time in his other boob, and then grabbed another slice of pizza. “I’m putting in for a room change,” he said miserably.
			

			
				“I’m sorry, man. But she’s like… I mean, goddamn. Really, really fucking hot.”
			

			
				“Shut up. Just… shut up.”
			

			
				Raymond sighed again, took a big bite of pizza, and set it on the paper plate in front of him before wiping his hands and starting to play his game again.
			

			
				A few days later, Raymond was gone, and Carsten had a new roommate. This one’s mom wasn’t so hot. Oh well.
			

			
				But he’d yet to meet his new roommate’s aunt.
			

			
				


			
				Little Boxes
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I really appreciate this,” Elissa said as she led the way upstairs. “Thank you so much again.”
			

			
				“You’re welcome,” Nolan said. “You know I’m always happy to help. Especially if it means eyeballing you in those shorts.”
			

			
				“So long as you let me sigh about you in your tank top,” she said, glancing over her shoulder at him with twinkling eyes.
			

			
				Their flirting was not new. He’d always been shameless with Elissa, and ever since he turned eighteen a few years back, she gave it as good as she got it. But something changed as of late. Her words seemed to carry more weight, and her flirting came with soft brushes of his hands or arms. When he used to come over to swim in her pool, she would step out back, say hello, offer him a drink of water or whatever she had on hand that wasn’t alcoholic, and then go back to whatever she was doing. Now, Elissa would come out and find any excuse to hang out with Nolan, sometimes even donning a swimsuit or a bikini herself and doing slow, languid laps alongside him.  Little things that made him realize maybe they were really big things. That was scary, in a way, but exhilarating too.
			

			
				Given how hot Elissa promised the attic would be, swimming after this seemed like a no-brainer and he was hoping to convince her to join him in a bikini again. He didn’t think it would take much convincing. Worldly, Nolan might not be, but he wasn’t a virgin either and she’d been giving him some pretty obvious signals.
			

			
				It was hard not to be a little bit in love with Elissa. At thirty-two, she was an utterly stunning fair-skinned Latina. To look at her, a person would think upper-middle-class mom, which was exactly right. Most of that came from how she dressed – an ever-shifting wardrobe of cute and trendy clothes, a tennis bracelet, earrings that put the emphasis square on her stunning face. Fine features, big dark expressive eyes that tended towards serious contemplation, and the most gorgeous smile he’d ever seen from any woman, period, all enhanced by her shoulder length auburn curls. A face like a poet’s, moody, delicate, and beautiful.
			

			
				And of course there was her body, the one he’d fantasized about a thousand times. Perky breasts, a slender stomach, and an ass that she’d worked hard on in the ten years since she gave birth. That ass was art, big and juicy and yet somehow athletically tight all at once, the result of hours of lunges and squats every week.  
			

			
				“You can look at me in any clothes you want,” Nolan said. “Or out of them.”
			

			
				“Ohhh, today is going to be fun,” Elissa said. “Listen, please, really do be careful on the stairs leading up to the attic. They’re sturdy, but they’re so narrow. If something happened to you too, it would wreck me.”
			

			
				The previous fall, Elissa set out to do what they were doing that day, bringing down some things she had stored in her attic after her husband left her, with the intent of going through it all and getting rid of most of it in a garage sale. She only got two boxes in before she fell off the stairs and broke her leg.
			

			
				“I’ll be careful,” he promised her. “But if I broke my leg too, would you play nurse for me?”
			

			
				“Don’t even joke about that.”
			

			
				“The playing nurse part? Hm. You’re right. We should play doctor instead.”
			

			
				“Oh my God, you’re awful today.”
			

			
				Elissa led him to the ring that pulled down the attic stairs. She went for a stick with a hook in the end, but Nolan was tall and simply reached up and snagged the ring, making her stick out her tongue at him. The stairs came down folded in half, and he carefully undid the other half, having been warned it could pinch fingers.
			

			
				“Boy, I understand why you fell,” he said. The stairs were more like a ladder, though the rungs were wider than he expected them to be.
			

			
				“Yeah, I’m starting to rethink this,” she said.
			

			
				Nolan glanced at Elissa. Her cheeks were paler than when she greeted him at the door, and she looked up at the ladder with obvious unease.
			

			
				“Hey. It’s okay,” he said. “I have an idea. It makes sense for only one of us to be up there and hand the stuff down to the other, if it’s not too heavy.”
			

			
				“Nothing up there is.”
			

			
				“Then I’ll start with some light stuff, get used to the ladder, and we’ll take it slow, okay?”
			

			
				“Okay,” she said. “But please, be so careful.”
			

			
				He climbed the ladder. She was right. Apart from the hinges needing oiling, it was plenty sturdy. The attic reminded him of a barn, with solid wood flooring and exposed beams overhead in a vaguely bell-like shape, wider near the edges, but shorter. Privately, he thought the real danger would come from hitting his head on the ceiling. There was plenty of natural light at the moment from windows at either end, but that would change before too long. He checked to make sure the overhead hanging bulbs worked, and when they came on, he set about looking around the space at what needed to be hauled down.
			

			
				It was all mostly in plastic tubs, each carefully labeled with masking tape. He found one marked DVDs and Blu-Rays, and grabbed it first. That should be light enough to help calm Elissa’s fears. It came off the stack covered in dust, filling the air with motes. He hauled it to the open hatch, and carefully climbed down.
			

			
				“See?” Nolan asked as he handed the box off. “Nothing to it.”
			

			
				“Why did I hang onto these?” she asked, shaking her head. “I watch everything on streaming now.”
			

			
				“Physical media’s making a comeback. People like actually owning things.”
			

			
				“Well, you’re more than welcome to these if you want them. Consider it a signing bonus.”
			

			
				He turned and headed back upstairs. “I’m not taking a dollar for doing this,” he called back.
			

			
				“Oh yes you are. Have you seen how much shit he left behind?”
			

			
				That made him chuckle. “Yeah, there’s a lot. How’d you get it all up here?”
			

			
				“My cousins helped. We daisy-chained it. One person down here, one standing on the stairs, one up there. There was a lot of tequila involved, so I’m kind of surprised none of us wound up in the hospital then.”
			

			
				He saw something he’d missed the first time. Hanging from a post in a corner was a clear plastic garment bag with a wedding dress inside. He went for it, figuring it would probably be the lightest thing up there.
			

			
				“You must have been beautiful in this wedding dress.”
			

			
				“My grandmother said I looked like a whore,” she called back, sounding more amused than irritated. “She was blunt like that. It was strapless and she said my boobs would fall out.”
			

			
				“I’d have loved to have seen that.”
			

			
				“I’m sure. You really would have liked the bridal lingerie I wore that night.”
			

			
				“Got pictures?” he asked, coming down the stairs carefully, the wedding dress held out in front of him.
			

			
				“I did, but I got rid of them. I don’t know why I kept this except… I guess I thought things would work out. I didn’t know if I wanted them to, but for the boys…”
			

			
				She took the dress. “I get it,” Nolan said. “Maybe you didn’t necessarily want him, but a dad for the kids.”
			

			
				“Yeah,” she said glumly. “I could have handled the affair. We could have gotten through that. But he was so absent with the boys, and that I couldn’t take. And now he wants to be a good dad to them with his new family. That’s a good thing, I like that, I like that he wants the boys out there this summer, but even if it’s been five years since we divorced, it still stings that Bryce changed his life for another woman but not me.”
			

			
				Nolan came down the rest of the way and she turned to look at him, the dress still in her hands. Without a word, Nolan hugged her. She tucked into him, smiling as she rubbed her face against his chest. “Mm. I don’t want you to get much more muscles,” she said. “You’re very cuddly like this.”
			

			
				“Implying you want to cuddle later?” he asked hopefully.
			

			
				“It is supposed to storm tonight. And I hate thunder and lightning, so maybe, just maybe, if you do an extra special job…”
			

			
				“You got it.”
			

			
				The work was simple enough, but Elissa’s ex-husband Bryce left a lot of stuff. Nolan couldn’t believe Elissa kept most of it, but like she told him, she was devastated by the divorce. She cheered up when they talked about her boys, two of Nolan’s favorite people in the entire world. Their summer with their dad was a chance for them to reconnect but it was also a chance for her to get a lot of projects done around the house, like the garage sale she had planned and a bathroom remodel. She was an interior designer by trade with an architecture degree, and her plans for the bathroom sounded like something out of a palace.
			

			
				Talk shifted to Nolan as the heat in the attic built and built. He opted not to go to college and worked at a tech support job while getting IT certified. The work he did could be soul-crushing but it was full-time and he made okay money, enough to rent a one-bedroom apartment in the suburbs not far from where Elissa or his parents lived.
			

			
				By midmorning, they were only halfway done and the attic was starting to cook. Nolan called down, “I’m ditching my shirt. I hope you can handle that.”
			

			
				“Oh, I think I can manage,” she called back.
			

			
				“Feel free to join me if you want.”
			

			
				She laughed. “Bring it down with the next box. I’ll throw it in the wash when we’re done.”
			

			
				He did that. Nolan loved sports in high school, playing pretty much anything and everything that fit into his schedule. Thanks to his parents’ generosity, he joined a gym after graduation and was a regular there ever since. It left him with a pretty cut body, especially his pecs and his abs.
			

			
				Elissa eyed him now like he was a bowl of ice cream. “Oh my.”
			

			
				“You see me without my shirt all the time in the pool.”
			

			
				“Yes, but there’s something extra delicious about you all sweaty.”
			

			
				“You mean that?”
			

			
				“Mm hm.” She reached out and poked his pecs. “Springy.”
			

			
				Holding his breath, he reached out and poked her breast. “Soft.”
			

			
				“Nolan!”
			

			
				“What?” He gave her his best grin. “You can dish it out but not take it?”
			

			
				“Oh, I can take it.” She poked his chest again. “Get back up there.”
			

			
				Not long after that, when Nolan came down with a box of cookware, Elissa was tapping a text into her phone, smiling to herself. Half an hour later, someone rang her doorbell and they took a quick break so she could answer that. Nolan came down to the second floor to use the bathroom and splash his skin with some cool water. He was just in time to see Elissa walk past to her bedroom with a black shopping bag dangling from her fingers. The smile she gave him was enigmatic as she disappeared and came back out.
			

			
				“What was that?” he asked.
			

			
				“A friend hit a good sale at a little boutique,” she said. “I had her pick me up a few things.”
			

			
				“Sexy things?”
			

			
				“Maaaaybe.”
			

			
				“Hmmm.”
			

			
				“Hm indeed.”
			

			
				While they were still taking a minute to cool off, Elissa found him a small desk fan for the attic and came up to plug it in. Nolan stared as she bent over to plug it in, her big round butt stretching her shorts to the limit. “Fuck,” he moaned, then realized he’d dropped an F-bomb in front of a woman who used to smack his wrist whenever he’d swear. “Um. Sorry.”
			

			
				She looked over her shoulder, smiling shyly. “I don’t mind. You’re twenty-one now.”
			

			
				“Old enough to tell you you have the best ass I’ve ever seen?”
			

			
				Elissa didn’t answer that, but stood upright and went for the hatch again. He thought he’d gone too far, but before she disappeared from view, Elissa said softly, “You can tell me that anytime you want.”
			

			
				Finishing the rest of the attic took half the time of the lackadaisical first couple hours. By the end, he was a sweaty, dirty mess, and not in a sexy way. But the job was done, the hallway lined with totes.
			

			
				“I’ll help you haul all this to the garage,” he said. “But I need a break and about a gallon of ice water.”
			

			
				“I’m in no rush. Take a shower. I’ll fix lunch. Oh, and leave me your clothes in the hamper outside the bathroom door.”
			

			
				“I didn’t bring any other clothes to change into.”
			

			
				Elissa lit up every molecule of his being with her smile. “So?”
			

			
				“Fuuuuck.”
			

			
				Because of what Nolan was pretty sure was going to happen, he took his time in the shower. He had to. The dust in the attic combined with the sweat on his skin made for a fine coating of muck that seemed to cover every exposed inch of him. He turned under the spray for long minutes, washing his hair with a bottle of men’s shampoo in a caddy under the showerhead. His cock stayed half-hard, aching for him to jerk off to fantasies of Elissa. There was something far more visceral to their flirting that day, something beyond just teasing. This, Nolan thought, was going to happen today or it was never going to happen at all.
			

			
				By the time he finished and cleaned out the dirty bathtub, the house was silent, save for the soft pattering of the first of the afternoon’s rainstorms. It was a sound that had always soothed him but he barely paid it any mind now. He moved through down the hall in a towel, listening for Elissa, but she was a lot closer than the kitchen.
			

			
				“Lunch is ready,” she called softly from her bedroom.
			

			
				“Fuck. Me,” Nolan mouthed, and headed in that direction.
			

			
				Resting spread-eagle on her back among her nest of pillows was Elissa. And she was in sheer white lingerie, a pair of wispy panties, a bra that did nothing to hide her breasts, and white stockings. Her hand rested on her pussy through the panties, and she pushed the fabric aside, revealing herself to him.
			

			
				“This is what your friend brought you?” he asked.
			

			
				“Thought I might show off what I’d look like in bridal lingerie,” she said softly.
			

			
				“Fuuuck.”
			

			
				She grinned, her eyes sparkling. “So… hungry?”
			

			
				“Starving.”
			

			
				Nolan hooked a finger into his towel and dropped it. Her smile grew wider, and she purred, “Mm, that’s going to fill me up so nicely.”
			

			
				He wanted to tell her so much in that moment, that he loved her, that he wanted to see her not just in bridal lingerie but a dress someday when she walked down the aisle to meet him as his wife, that he loved her boys and wanted to have more kids with her if she wanted that too, but this was tender and new and he was afraid of pushing too hard too fast. Little did he know all that would come true, that his beautiful bride a little more than a decade older than him would meet him at the head of the church with a soft little baby bump, both their hands resting on it throughout the ceremony, their eyes only for each other. That would come, but that afternoon, as the rain intensified and the thunder began to grumble in the distance, they began their first slow tentative steps towards love.
			

			
				Nolan came to Elissa, taking his time about it, watching her as he took her ankles gently in his hands and kissed both her stockinged feet. She sighed contentedly, watching him too, the hand at her pussy stroking her lips languidly. They were full and ripe and already wet for him, gleaming as she spread herself to him and slipped a finger inside.
			

			
				“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said. “Tell me this isn’t a one-time thing.”
			

			
				“I was hoping for a lot more,” she said.
			

			
				“Good. Because you’re mine now.”
			

			
				“Yours,” Elissa said dreamily.
			

			
				Nolan loved the word dripping from her mouth. He nuzzled her foot, the material soft against his skin, and he began the journey along her legs, dragging his lips and his fingers in lazy patterns across the stockings, making her squirm. Elissa played with herself faster, her eyes locked on him. Her other hand rose occasionally to her hair, tugging a lock of reddish-auburn down to her lips to chew on it.
			

			
				“Nolan,” she said as his lips brushed the sides of her knees, so close to her exposed skin. His cock was hard as diamond, but he didn’t care if he ached later. He was taking his time with this, savoring his mom’s friend – his lover! – the way she deserved.
			

			
				His lips brushed her thighs, so close to her fingers working in and out of her pussy, so close he could hear her wetness. “I’m going to come just from you kissing me like that,” she breathed. He smiled and did it again, then moved to the other thigh, watching her out of the corner of his eye. Elissa wasn’t exaggerating. As he teased her warm brown skin with his tongue, the hand at her hair shot to his head and she gripped his short hair, gasping his name.
			

			
				“Nolan! Oh… oh!”
			

			
				Her hips rolled, a gentle cresting that left her lips parted and a pleased smile spreading across her face. His hands went to hers at her pussy and he pulled her fingers free. She offered them to him, and he sucked them clean.
			

			
				“Delicious,” he said.
			

			
				Then he dipped, his eyes still on hers as he took his first slow, easy lap of her pussy. “I’m so wet for you,” she whispered. “I’ve been all day.”
			

			
				“I should have taken care of you sooner.” His tongue slipped faster through her and he teased her hooded clit with his thumbs. It was thick and swollen, and when he brushed it, she shivered with pleasure.
			

			
				“I thought you might, up in the attic. I thought when I bent over you might… mm… take my shorts down and take me right there, bent over for you.”
			

			
				“Fuck,” Nolan moaned.
			

			
				“You can have me anytime you want me, if you want this again.”
			

			
				“I do.”
			

			
				“Me… too… oh, keep doing that, please keep doing that.”
			

			
				“That” was rubbing Elissa’s clit with both thumbs in opposite directions, firm but not hard. He kept lapping at her pussy too, on the verge of losing control and going wild with his tongue. She was so beautiful like that, her panties pushed to the side, her bra-clad breasts rising and falling, her dark, contemplative eyes locked on him, her hair across one eye. She was the picture of lust and need.
			

			
				Her knees spread with her mounting pleasure, her feet rising an inch off the bed. His tongue slid faster and deeper through her folds, his shoulders bobbing with the motion. Her lips worked like she wanted to say something and the way her eyes went half-lidded would play itself out in his dreams the rest of his life.
			

			
				“You’re so beautiful when you come for me,” he said against her delicate lips, and that pushed her over the edge again.
			

			
				“Ohhh, oh, Nolan, Nolan, ahhhhhh!”
			

			
				They moved together like that until she came down again, at which point Nolan hooked her panties with his thumbs and pulled them down her legs. He followed the material until they were freed from her delicate feet, and he rested a hand on her ankle. “Turn over,” he said. “I want seconds.”
			

			
				Elissa laughed breathlessly and twisted onto her hands and knees. 
			

			
				“Fuuuuuck, I love your ass,” he groaned. “Am I swearing too much?”
			

			
				“My love, I don’t care what kind of language you use in the bedroom. I know I’m going to swear like you’ve never heard before if you keep this up.”
			

			
				“My love, huh?” he asked softly.
			

			
				Elissa looked over her shoulder at him, those eyes serious, her smile secretive and so fucking beautiful Nolan couldn’t help coming up the bed and kissing her, his cock pressed against the place he so very badly wanted to be in that moment.
			

			
				But first came his need to whet his appetite again.
			

			
				He slid down until he had her ass in his palms. “My love,” he said wonderingly, and dipped down.
			

			
				With his nose pressed to Elissa’s bud, this time, she took as much as he gave, rocking back at his face, her head twisted and looking back with nearly closed eyes, an expression like a pleased cat on her face. Nolan abandoned skill in favor of eagerness. He really didn’t have a choice. In all the years of Elissa’s friendship with his mom, he’d fantasized about that ass countless times, and now here it was, his to play with, to relish, to love. That she loved him too was even more gas on the fire, and his coolness evaporated.
			

			
				Elissa. The woman of his dreams.
			

			
				Her knees spread wider and her head dipped as her pleasure mounted. Clad in only her bra and the stockings, it made for a hell of a vision. Her breathy moans filled the silence of the house while outside the storm built to a slow climax, the thunder coming ever closer. The rain made for beautiful background noise too, a soft ever-present tapping that seemed to keep a strange beat to the oral session.
			

			
				“Nolan, Nolan, ahhhh, m-making me feel so good…”
			

			
				“Come again for me, Elissa, show me that beautiful face again, let me see you come,” he breathed against her cunt, and she was there, crying out his name.
			

			
				“Y-yes, c-coming, coming Nolan, coming again… for… youuuu!”
			

			
				Her words fell away and she twisted her head as far as she could to watch him as she came and came. Her arms couldn’t hold her up anymore and she collapsed face-first into her pillows, head twisting back and forth. Nolan shot up her body, gripping his cock with one hand and pressing it to her sex while his other hand went to her chin to pull her head back and kiss her. She returned it with relish, gasping as he plunged into her in the plank position, her legs spread, his above her, thrusting down and in.
			

			
				“Oh, oh fuck, Nolan, oh my God, oh fuck!” she cried out.
			

			
				There was no holding back for him that first time. Not with that magnificent ass against his skin, not with the unparalleled beautiful MILF crying out his name and kissing him. His hand went to her throat, then under her to her breast through the lacy white bra, cupping it as he frantically drove into her warm, wet core. She took every inch of him, her body seemingly molded to his size, and he grunted his pleasure as he took Elissa, making her wetness spatter the bed.
			

			
				“I want to see you, I want to see you, I want to see you,” she begged, and he pulled out of her with a grunt of need. She twisted around fast, clutching his face with one hand and his slick cock with the other, jacking him hard and fast. He thought she meant to get him off that way, and in his sex-crazed mood, he definitely did not mind, but no, she had another idea and soon let both his face and his dick go to push him to the mattress in a move that would have made the football coach proud. She landed on top of him and kissed him frantically again, her reddish-auburn hair spilling across their faces. He brushed it back and she smiled down at him as she guided his cock where it needed to go, taking him with pleased, “Yes!” before she began to ride him.
			

			
				And it was fucking amazing.
			

			
				Elissa moved fast, bobbing on his cock her perky tits bouncing to the beat. He reached around her and undid the bra for an even better view. She took it by the cups and tossed it aside, covering her tits with one arm. Her open-mouthed grin and sparkling eyes sent him spiraling even deeper in love. As if she were a magician’s apprentice, she revealed her breasts with a flourish of her arm, and he immediately sat up so he could suck one of her brown nipples into his mouth.
			

			
				“Yessss,” she moaned, “suck them, suck my tits.”
			

			
				Her tits. He couldn’t remember any girl his age calling them that, or maybe they had and it just sounded dirtier because this was his mom’s best friend, the woman he’d crushed on for so long. She pushed him back down playfully and took his hands to cup her breasts as she rode him even faster, rocking back and forth on his cock.
			

			
				Elissa threw back her head. “I’m going to come again, I’m going to come again, oh my God, oh baby, I love you, I love you, I love youuuu…”
			

			
				Nolan nearly froze at the words, then gasped them back, “I love you, oh fuck, oh God Elissa, I love you so fucking much, come for me, come for me, ah shit, I’m close too, I’m so close…”
			

			
				“Yesss, coming, coming, nnnngh, God, so good, so fucking gooooood!”
			

			
				“Elissa,” he warned, his balls aching for release. But she was paying him no mind, eyes closed, her pleasure wrecking her conscious mind. “Elissa!”
			

			
				He grabbed her by the waist and lifted her bodily off him. She snapped out of it and twisted to the side, dipping low to engulf him in a fast, frantic blowjob. He was too close to hold on, and warned her one more time, “Elissa!” before he erupted. And to his delight, she didn’t pull away, but stayed right where she was, staring up at him as he came and came and came in her mouth.
			

			
				When he was done, she pulled off him, wiped her lip with one finger, and swallowed. “Mmmmm,” she purred. “That was delicious.”
			

			
				“That was fucking amazing is what that was,” Nolan said.
			

			
				“Agreed.” Thunder boomed so loud it rattled the windows and she jumped. “Okay. I was serious. I really do not like thunder. Can you strip the bed while I gargle and wash up and we’ll cuddle? If that’s not too weird?”
			

			
				“I want that maybe as much as I wanted the sex.” Her smile dazzled him and left him remembering her words. “You love me?” he asked.
			

			
				“Maaaaybe.”
			

			
				“Maybe I love you too.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				* * * * *
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