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:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
"So, Honey, is the new job still going well?"
"Well, let's just say it's an interesting work environment."
Adam zoned out from the conversation that his mom and dad were having at the kitchen table. His mind was turning to something else, something that had been captivating his full attention for the last few weeks.
The high school baseball star had recently begun seeing a girl at school, who until the current semester, had gone unnoticed. She wasn't one of the popular girls, nor did she hang out with the popular crowd. His new brunette friend was actually a 19-year-old who had been held back from graduating after failing too many classes in her senior year.
Despite her nerdy glasses and her alternative sense of fashion, which was likely the reason that she was a bit of a loner, the young woman, Olivia, had an amazing body. But what really attracted Adam to her was the way she used her body.
Olivia was the kinkiest partner that Adam had ever experienced. It was apparent from the first time he met her, which was at a party over a month ago. At the party, which celebrated the end of the baseball season, Adam was walking tipsily in his unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt through the masses of his peers, many of whom were holding red plastic cups. He was looking for a bathroom so that he could finally release his beer bladder.
He tried door after door in the main hallway hoping to find a toilet. Of course, the room that had bathroom tile peeking out from under the threshold was in use. So, the lean but muscularly toned student-athlete moved on to see if there was another bathroom in the same hallway.
It was when he pushed open the next door that he first saw Olivia. With lowered consciousness, Adam barged into a room in a quiet part of the back hallway. When he stumbled into the room, he realized it was just another bedroom; however, there was somebody in the room. A girl, donning a t-shirt depicting a cartoon cat and wearing thick-rimmed glasses, was lying on the bed with her mobile phone to her ear in one hand and her other hand in between her thighs.
Adam watched the slightly older female masturbate and moan, as blood flowed to the tip of his penis. Olivia then sensed the presence of another person. But she wasn't panicked. She just casually pulled her right hand out from under her jeans and spoke into her phone, "Frank, I'll call you back."
Olivia brushed her hair back, which glistened with sweat. She placed her phone on the bed and scanned with her eyes, up and down Adam's athletic body.
"Can I help you?" Olivia asked, climbing off the bed and making her way over to Adam.
Recognizing he had interrupted something personal, the turned-on 18-year-old drunkenly responded, "Sorry. I'm so sorry. I was just looking for a place to pee. I didn't mean to stop your conversation."
Olivia laughed, "It's okay, Sweetie. You know there's a bathroom down the hallway?"
"Yeah, it's in use though."
"Oh," the attractive loner smiled as she placed her left hand gently on Adam's exposed chest, "well I actually know of another place where you can go. You know how Braydon is a total asshole?"
Curious as to why she was seductively touching him before pointing him towards another bathroom and why she was talking to him about his teammate (who admittedly, was a selfish asshole), the antsy teenager pleaded, "I guess so? And where is the bathroom?"
Olivia slowly dropped to her knees and reached out to unzipper the fly in Adam's jeans. He couldn't believe what was happening, but he was still turned on from watching Olivia masturbate on the bed.
"Uhhh," Adam moaned, feeling Olivia grab his semi-hard cock. His glazed eyes were wide. "What are you doing?"
"This is Braydon's room," Olivia explained, standing up and walking behind Adam, continuing to hold his shaft. She then whispered in his ear from behind him, "You should pee now."
"Are you serious? You actually want me to pee in here?" There was an incredulous tone in Adam's voice. His tip was angled toward his teammate's bed.
"Well, you really need to pee, Braydon is an asshole who deserves this, and, once you're done, it'll be much easier for me to see your hot body shoot another type of warm liquid. Don't think I don't know that this half-chub is something you grew at the sight of me."
A blushing Adam wished that he had shut the door behind him. But he was in the back of the sprawling house, so nobody was wandering the halls. "I don't know if I can do this. I've never done anything like this before."
"Well, let's see if I can make this easier for you, Sweetie." Olivia released her grip on Adam's cock. She stepped in front of him, gripped the bottom of her shirt, and slowly slid her top over her head. Her large tits jiggled as they bounced back to her chest, covered in a black lace bra.
"Holy shit!" Adam gasped lowly. More blood flowed to his now-erect shaft. He stood there hesitantly, as Olivia moved back behind him and held her curvaceous chest against his back.
"That's certainly a nice cum-rod," encouraged the seductive classmate, taking hold of Adam again. "I like guys who can make me laugh. After you do this funny thing for me, I look forward to seeing what else this hard dick can do for me!"
After another moment of hesitation, and considering his desperate need to urinate due to his many beers, Adam looked down at the hand aiming his cockhead and shrugged. He then began to blast light yellow liquid all over his teammate's mattress. As he peed, for what seemed like minutes, Adam couldn't believe what he was doing. He could only imagine what his friends would say if they saw what was going on.
Finally, his bladder was empty and he heard the young woman behind him laughing hysterically. The comforter, mattress, and carpet were had dark puddles. Instant regret swept over the drunk teenager. But that quickly went away when Olivia spun him around to face her.
Her laughing face, beautiful breasts, and exposed stomach had Adam's attention. "That was... insane," chuckled Olivia. "Do you usually do anything a girl says once she takes her top off? Most men wouldn't do that if I asked them to."
Adam tried to find the hilarity in what he just did. He gulped dryly, "Well, you're pretty hot. It was too hard to refuse."
"I like you, um-"
"Adam!" The panting boy filled in the blank.
"Adam," she repeated. "I'm Olivia. And I definitely like that cock of yours. And it seems to respond well to me," she teased.
Feeling his erect cock flex in Olivia's hand, an embarrassed Adam apologized, "Oh, sorry about that. It kind of has a mind of its own."
The fun-loving girl assured, "Adam, when you're with me, you never have to be sorry about your cock getting too excited. The only thing you could do to upset me would be letting it get hard in my hand and then not putting it to work." Olivia knelt down and took Adam's penis into her mouth.
And with that, a kinky and erotic sex life began, which beforehand, Adam would have never imagined. Luckily for the newbie, Olivia was a fan of sex in the school bathrooms and public parks. But she was also able to come over to play every Friday night.
*****
Ever since Christie had started her new job in middle management at a local independent insurance agency, she had been going out after work on Friday evenings with some of her colleagues. She wasn't an idiot - she that with since her husband, who worked the morning shift, was always dead-asleep by 7:30 on Friday nights, her son, Adam, had a golden opportunity to invite a female friend over.
Her mother's intuition, as well as the uncomfortable task of washing his stained boxers, led her to believe that he was taking advantage. She chose not to ask questions, though. She was young once, and she knew how much fun a secret rendezvous could be. And she trusted him to be smart.
Tonight was a Friday evening and Christie was about to go out for the night with her work colleagues. Walter, Adam's dad, was eating a light dinner so that he could fall asleep soon. And, Adam, excited by what Olivia had planned for the night, was barely touching his food.
"Great dinner, Honey," congratulated Walter.
"Thank you! Well, if everyone is done barely eating, I guess I'll get going soon. I'm meeting the girls from the office at a bar tonight, should be fun."
"Adam, what do you have planned for the night?" his father inquired.
The son answered a bit too quickly, "Homework." He then got up from the table, placed his dishes in the sink, and headed to his room.
It was 8 PM, and an anxious Adam stared through a crack in his door into the hallway. He was awaiting the newly familiar sight of his mom leaving her bedroom and going out the front door. Once that happened, he knew he could greenlight Olivia to come over.
Like clockwork, the high school senior watched as his mom quietly walked out of her room, avoiding waking her sleeping husband. And for some reason, as she did every Friday night, she had a small gym bag with her, in addition to her purse. Deciding not to look too far into it, Adam texted his kinky sex partner that the coast was clear.
After a night of crazy sex, which kicked off with them watching a porno together in the living room and then ended with Adam tugging on Olivia's hair as he shot his cum deep inside of her pussy as a large dildo filled her asshole, it was time for Olivia to leave. Christie would be home soon.
Olivia had never met anyone in Adam's family, and the friends liked it that way since it was more fun to sneak around. Around 1 AM they heard a car pull into the driveway. Olivia knew what to do. Before escaping through the back door to run to her parked car on the next block over, the erotic girl kissed her favorite sex partner and began, "Adam, I think at this point we're comfortable enough with each other where we can tell each other anything and aren't afraid of knowing what the other person wants to do sexually, right?"
"Yeah. I'd like to think so. Why are you asking me this?" A skeptical Adam tilted his face.
"Well, I wanted to wait 'til we were in person before asking you to go with me to this thing that I used to go to before I started seeing you."
As they stood at the glass back door, Adam was unsure what Olivia was hinting at. "What do you mean by, 'this thing'?"
"Well, it's this party- "
Just then, they heard a metal key scraping the deadbolt lock on the front door.
"I'll tell you later, Babe!"
The young pair kissed and Olivia ran into the darkness of the backyard as Adam quickly slid the door shut. He then darted around the corner to the living room and hid behind the wall as his mom entered the house.
With adrenaline pumping through his body, the young teenager did not want his mom to see him and start asking questions. Even though Olivia was gone, he knew his mom would be able to tell something fishy was going on with him - she, as with most moms, had a knack for that.
But when peering at the front door from around the corner, it was Adam who detected something fishy. Ok. Well, that's odd. He noticed his mother's blonde hair hanging down to her shoulder blades rather than being in a bun, which was how she usually kept and was how it was styled when she left. Her black mascara was the same as how it was before, but her beautifully mature and strong face now had a shade of red lipstick. She probably put it on in the car. But its uneven tone also showed that it was smudged. The most notable change, however, was that even though his mom was wearing the same long coat that she wore when she went out, there was no longer a shirt underneath. Between the parted lapels of the mother's unbuttoned tanned jacket, a sexy, bright-red pushup bra was exposed, confidently holding in place two large, firm breasts.
Adam's mouth went dry.
The snooping son continued to peek around the corner, watching his oddly behaving mom tiptoe toward the stairs. As she ascended the open staircase, it became obvious that she had shed the blue skinny jeans that she had been wearing when she left. Adam stared as her toned, long legs took turns stepping through her long jacket.
Not knowing whether his mom was having an affair or simply got caught up in some weird bar game, the mesmerized son didn't care. He was just thankful because he knew that he had just seen the sexiest woman he had ever seen in his life. How had he not noticed her in this way before?
*****
Over the course of the week, Adam went about his life as if nothing had changed. But under the surface, his mind was still reeling from what he had seen on Friday. He masturbated every night to the image of his mom - her hair let down, her red bra, the long jacket covering her body. Adam's testicles would then relievingly send up whatever cum remained after Olivia's pussy had taken its share earlier in the day.
The week went by slowly as if it were a form of torture. Normally, the horny young man was excited about seeing Olivia. But that Friday, he was also excited about hiding in the living room again and maybe getting the chance to catch his mom in a similar situation.
Finally, it was Friday night again. Once again, Adam stared through the crack in his door, watching his mom walk downstairs in the same clothes that she had worn during dinner. Again, she wore tight blue jeans, a blouse, and her blonde hair in a bun. Adam recognized that his mom had the face of a stereotypical of a female manager - sharper features that gave a sterner appearance, but attractive to the point where some jealous men in the office cried that her looks were the only reason for her promotion.
Adam also noticed that she again had the small bag with her. Looking closely, it appeared to be full of clothing items since it seemed as though a long heel was stretching the material of the light bag. The son's eyes then locked on to his mom's round butt cheeks, admiring the way they moved the back pockets of her jeans. Adam's hand stimulated the growing erection in his mesh shorts.
Olivia was in the house within twenty minutes. Adam was already primed to go, and it didn't take long before he was replacing Olivia's glasses with a blindfold on her face and then lining her cherryhole with lubricant.
"Wow, you're moving fast. Someone was excited to see me tonight."
With his 6.5-inch rod buried in his classmate's anal cavity, Adam was getting closer and closer to climax. What made this time different was that he was not looking at Olivia. Rather, Adam's eyes were closed, and he was imagining pulling down his mother's jeans and fucking her firm booty as his hands squeezed her chest from behind. When Olivia's hole filled with Adam's warm jizz, they both collapsed onto the ground.
"That was amazing, Babe," groaned Olivia dreamingly.
They lay there for a while as the surprised son contemplated the meaning of what he just did.
The night passed them by, and Olivia knew that she had to leave soon. She didn't want to risk cutting it close like she did last week. It was then, being in front of the same back door, that both she and Adam remembered the unfinished proposal from last week.
Olivia ran her fingers through her sex partner's short, light-brown hair. "Adam, do you remember what I was about to ask you last week?"
"Yeah, I was just about to ask you about that. You said you wanted to ask me about 'the thing'."
"Right, right," Olivia continued, "Well, as I was saying, we've been doing this for a while, and we're definitely comfortable with each other. I don't think we should be afraid to show each other our most sexual sides and be willing to explore together more." She stood there nervously, awaiting Adam's reaction.
Thinking about what Olivia could be implying, Adam's first thought went to his attraction to his mom. Though, Olivia likely was not hinting at anything close to that. "Yeah, I suppose so. I guess it would be a good idea to explore more. I've always been down for whatever with you."
Olivia beamed, "I'm really happy to hear you say that. The reason I am asking - like I said before - is that I used to go to this thing before I started having fun with you. And that thing was actually kind of a sex party..."
"What?!" Adam was surprised, but he had no reason to be shocked. They were strangers when they met and were having sex within two minutes of meeting each other. "What exactly do you mean? How did you even get involved in that?"
"Are you upset?" She needed assurance before delving into any more details.
"No, no. I'm just surprised that you were involved in something like that at this age."
"Well, it started because on my eighteenth birthday I went to a dance club with friends, and I ended up getting involved with an older man. He was a wealthy businessman, so I was kind of turned on by the idea of him wanting me. He was really kinky and taught me a lot of things. He was the one having phone sex with me at the party where you and I met."
"Ohhhh..." Adam had always been curious about that, but he never asked.
"Yeah," Olivia continued, "so anyway, he owns a massive house off of Main Street, and he actually throws sex parties there every week. Most of the people are older though. I'm not exactly sure how he knows them, but they seem to all know each other from outside the party. I think I was the only one there who didn't know everyone else. I tried not to ask too many questions."
Adam's head was racing as he tried to digest the information. "Well, do you still see this guy? I mean, we've never talked about being exclusive or anything. I don't really care too much, but I'm interested in knowing. And what the hell were you doing at these parties? Was it just a giant orgy?"
"I've mainly just been talking to him on the phone because I've been spending most of my time with you. I actually stopped seeing him alone once he started bringing me to the parties. I kind of started doing things with other men at the parties. And no, it's not a giant orgy," Olivia snickered, "it's a really fun themed-party with drinks and sex games. There are some random hookups and group sex, but it's a really fun and exciting party. The older guy, Frank, has been texting me lately saying that he and some of the other guys have been missing me."
"Wow, that's a lot to take in at once," breathed Adam, finding himself in awe.
Wanting to get him to see things her way, Olivia added, "We will be hooking up there for sure, and there are plenty of other women there - women who can do things to you that even I can't."
"I find it hard to believe that there are women who know more than you," he complimented.
"Well, thanks. But I'm serious. You will have a blast there. Normally, outsiders aren't invited, but I told Frank I would come back only if I could bring a guest, so he agreed."
"Thank you. But what if none of the women want to hook up with me and I end up sitting there the whole time watching you do things with other men?"
"Oh, it would never happen that way. First of all, you're young and attractive, so there are a ton of women who'd want to play with you - if nothing else they'd do it to try something different. Secondly, they will have to. If you go to this party, you have to be willing to have sex with anybody there of the opposite sex. They play games that determine who does what 'activities' with what person. It's a ton of excitement, and nobody is left out."
Adam's first thought was that it seemed too good to be true. He was still unsure, but he saw the desire in Olivia's eyes. He knew that if he didn't allow her to follow her fantasies that he would lose her. "Okay, I'll go with you."



"Great! I'll text you the details next week."
"Cool. Now you better get out of here before my mom catches us," Adam voiced half-jokingly, half-seriously.
They kissed, and Olivia left. Adam checked a clock and saw it was 12:45. His stunning mom could be home at any minute. He just hoped that she would somehow come home in the same sneaky and naughty way that she did last time. He wanted the chance to see her again in clothing that no mother should be walking into the house wearing.
Positioned behind the same living room corner wall as last time, with the same great viewing angle, Adam watched his phone's clock in anticipation. Ten minutes later, he heard the faint sound of a stopping car. His heart was racing as he stood there, peering at the front door. The scratching of a metal key filled the first floor of the quiet house.
The door opened, and Adam's jaw dropped. The waiting had paid off. Once again, his mom's blonde hair was hanging down, and she had on her long coat. There were differences though. Christie was wrapped in a dark blue, plaid skirt that climbed way up her thighs. Underneath her opened coat was a white blouse, which was only buttoned halfway up, exposing her cleavage in a matching plaid bra. Adam's forehead started to heat up.
Below the 41-year-old mother's miniskirt was a set of tall high heels that sculpted her legs. The lustful son began to rub his shaft with his knuckles from behind the wall. He almost lost it as his hot mom bent over to unstrap her heels so that she could walk into her bedroom without waking her sleeping husband. She must be stripping for extra money!

*****
The next week went just like the last. Olivia and Adam continued to have sex in the school bathroom during classes. Olivia joked that if she kept skipping class to have crazy sex with Adam that she'd get held back again and would never graduate.
Then, on Wednesday night, Olivia sent Adam a long text about the party they had talked about. "Hey, so I'll pick you up for the party at 8:30 on Friday (I always like to be fashionably late. I don't like looking eager lol). Wear your yellow baseball pants and a yellow shirt. Try to find some cheap yellow shoes too if you don't have any. The theme is colors! So everyone can only dress in one color. I'm wearing all white! You should wear yellow to stand out! See you in the bathroom tomorrow during 3rd period ;)"
There was a lot to be excited about. Adam imagined showing up in his yellow outfit and seeing all of the older adults having careless sex dressed in all of the colors of a crayon box. He imagined women in different colors sucking his dick and riding his cock. His fantasizing, though, turned sour. He realized that being out on Friday would mean missing his mom's return home. Whatever. I can do that any week. I can't turn this down.
On Friday night, Adam walked through his backyard to the next block over to meet Olivia in her car. He was able to find an old pair of yellow shoes that he was able to squeeze into, albeit uncomfortably. Going the extra mile, he purchased a pair of lens-free yellow-framed glasses at the dollar store.
When he hopped into the car, he looked over at Olivia in the driver's seat. She was a bombshell. She had on white eyeglasses (though hers were actually needed); a sheer, low-cut white shirt that seemed a few sizes too small; a white pushup bra; and sheer white leggings, through which Adam could see her white thong. He wanted to fuck her right there in the car, and Olivia knew it.
"You're gonna have to wait until we get there," she teased.
After driving, they had to park far away since the long driveway was overflowing with vehicles. It was a big party. The woman-in-white and the man-in-yellow stepped out of the car and walked toward the large doors.
Getting closer, Adam noticed how truly big the house was. If it wasn't a mansion, it was close. Olivia grabbed the metal knocker, which was stylized to be the nose ring of a bull. She knocked in a specific pattern, and then one of the large wooden doors swung open. It was like stepping into a fantasyland.
A greeter, standing at the door, was dressed in a sky-blue top hat with a sky-blue suit. He jotted down their names and let them in.
"Stay close to me, but don't tell people we're together. People don't like to think relationships are closed here because they like everything to be open," instructed the seasoned visitor. Adam nodded in agreement.
"Olivia!"
Olivia and Adma turned simultaneously when they heard the shout.
"Frank!"
The older man was of average looks and figure, but his sturdy frame cast a large shadow. His hair was brown with a touch of silver, which went well with his black outfit. His face had a commanding presence. Olivia briskly headed for him and into his arms. They hugged, and he kissed her lightly near the lips.
"I missed you a lot. So, who's your friend? He must be pretty special if you made me break my 'no male outsiders' rule to let him in."
Adam felt privileged. He didn't know him being there was that special.
"This is my friend Adam. We've been having a lot of fun lately. We've been doing some of the things you taught me."
Like a master, proud of his student, Frank glanced at Adam. "Well, what a lucky man." With a smirk, he looked back at Olivia. "Though, I hope you aren't settling down on me."
His former lover giggled, "No, of course not. Adam and I are both here to try new things with other people."
"I'm glad to hear that."
"I see you're still wearing all black. Even at a party, you just have to look professional, don't you," commented Olivia, noticing his black dress shirt and pants.
"I know. I just can't help looking like a boss, can I? Well, go have fun, you two. The first game will begin soon."
Olivia turned to walk away, but Adam held up for a moment. "Frank, first of all, thank you for letting me in."
"You're very welcome, Adam."
"Secondly, what exactly do you mean by a 'male outsider'? Like, I can see how I'm an outsider because I don't know anyone. But what does someone being called an 'insider' imply?"
"I've actually always wondered that, too," chimed the girl in white. She had been nervous to ask that question herself, but she could tell that Frank was amused by Adam.
"Oh, excellent question, Adam. I'm surprised you haven't figured it out, Olivia," Frank replied. "Most of the people here are my employees."
"What?! Are you serious? That's incredible," exclaimed a mind-blown Adam.
"Yeah, it's pretty good for company bonding," quipped the laughing boss. "Yeah, it all started a few years ago when I caught five of my employees having an orgy in the storage room of our building. They were afraid I'd fire them, but I guess I got a little aroused, and then one of the women pulled my pants down and started sucking. I got sucked in, so to speak, and the sex parties just grew and grew. Of course, we couldn't keep having them in the building, so I moved them here."
Olivia and Adam were enthralled by the tale. "But how are this many people in your company into this type of thing. I imagine at least half of them are married," questioned Olivia.
"Oh, obviously not all employees partake. Just about half of them do. Most would have never dreamed of doing something like this, but I, as well as a few trusted senior employees, monitor which employees would probably end up enjoying it, even if there's some hesitation at first. When you apply for jobs, those endless personality questionnaires are pretty good at finding people who'd fit the company culture," he heartedly chuckled. "And the only way someone would say no to the boss is if they are strongly morally against this. We are always able to avoid those people finding out."
Looking around the first floor, Adam determined that there were at least fifty people at the party. They were of various ages, but most were between 30 and 55. There were a couple of people who looked like they were just out of college.
In terms of the theme, just about every color was represented, and people had a different way of showing it. One chubbier woman wore a red had, a red bodystocking, and a red wig. A younger, sexy woman had her whole body painted in light green, with green tassels covering her nipples.
Looking at the breasts of the women and noticing the bulges of the men, it was obvious that nearly everyone was turned on. Despite this, there wasn't too much fucking. There was a man, in silver, and a woman, in pink, fucking on a couch in a side room, and that was it.
Going back to Frank and trying not to offend his party, Adam casually remarked, "Hey, I'm surprised more people aren't fucking."
"That's because nobody is supposed to yet. No sex is allowed until 9:30 so that everybody is here and comfortable."
Adam decided not to tattle on the couple he saw in the other room.
"Speaking of that," interjected Frank, "It's getting close now. It's kind of ceremonial that I choose my partner first. The perks of being the boss - all of the women are more than happy to oblige when I ask" Frank winked.
For a sex party, the first floor was well lit. The newcomer figured that it was just a sign of how comfortable everybody was with what they were doing. Frank whistled, and everybody stopped what they were doing and turned to him.
Frank boomed, "It's 9:30! Time for free play!"
The colorful crowd cheered.
Men and women reacted by trying to close the deal with one of the people they had flirted with since their arrival. Some were successful and others were politely rejected. It was free play, not a game, so sex was just optional with whomever people wanted.
Some people left the room in pairs, some people stayed in the room and chatted, and some men whipped out their packages in the middle of the room while women happily went to their knees. One woman, in tight yellow clothing, spread her legs on the coffee table while a blue man ate her out.
A sense of panic washed over Adam as he ran his fingers through his light-brown hair. His muscles clenched in discomfort. It seemed that most people were having sex, but he wasn't. Olivia was nowhere to be found.
With curiosity, Adam looked back at Frank. He was just standing there, looking around the room like a hunter. "I thought you started the sex party and got first choice."
"I do. I know who I'm going to do, and I know what I'm going to do with her. I just have to find her."
Without trying to seem pessimistic and risk killing the vibe, the highschooler asked, "What if another man gets to her first and she agrees?"
With a mischievous grin and a shake of the head, Frank responded, "If I ask any guy to cut in, he's going to let me. What's he going to do? Say no to the boss? If he did, I wouldn't do anything to punish him because I'm not a complete asshole, but he doesn't know I wouldn't do anything."
"There!" Frank pointed across the room at a woman in purple. An Asian man draped in gold was currently eating her out.
The 18-year-old watched as the darkly dressed boss strode across the room and tapped on the shoulder pads of a gold suit. "Mind if I cut in?"
"No. Of course not, sir," the employee respectfully conceded. Though, when he walked away, he couldn't hide his disappointment.
As Adam watched the situation unfold in front of him, he felt a finger poke his back. He turned around to find instant relief. It was Olivia.
"There you are, Babe. I'm glad I found you. I saw how bad you wanted me in the car. I figured you could fuck me now just to get warmed up," she grinned.
"Absolutely!" Adam replied. "Let's do it right here, in the middle of this room."
"That's the spirit." Olivia pulled her top off and lowered her tight, white leggings. She then noticed Adam staring at a gob of white liquid clinging to the top of her white bra.
"Is that what I think it is?"
"Yeah," winced Olivia, with a jokingly guilty face. "I ran into an old friend. I knew he wouldn't last long in my mouth. I figured I'd take care of him early in the night."
His instincts wanted him to be jealous, but Adam assured himself that it was fine. He shrugged, "Fair enough. I think it's time my dick goes inside of you. But I promise to last a little longer and finish somewhere much more intimate."
The friends-with-benefits had intense intercourse in the middle of the main room of the house. Olivia lay on her back while Adam ferociously thrust into her.
Feeling a bit self-conscious in this newly vulnerable position, Adam rotated his gaze to make sure that nobody was staring oddly. He ended up making eye contact with Frank. He could see Frank's profile in the kitchen, as he was under a woman, who was dressed in purple. Frank was sitting in an armless chair, and the purple-clad woman rode on his lap, her blonde bouncing.
While in the midst of satisfying Olivia, Adam continued to stare at Frank and his sex partner. He could see why Frank wanted her. Her sizable chest was held up perfectly in a bright, tightly-wrapped, purple corset top. Her fit body was shapely, and she was wearing bright, lacey purple panties that hugged her butt cheeks. There was a hint of sparkling purple eyeshadow and lipstick.
Frank glanced at Adam and saw that he was with Olivia. He could tell that she was moaning. With genuine excitement, he gave a thumbs up to the new member to his secret party. Adam returned the favor.
Adam simply could not look away from the highly erotic display in the kitchen. The woman, whose purple lingerie was laced-up in the middle, had untied them to allow Frank's throbbing cock the access it desired. Adam studied the gorgeous woman's face.
He froze.
"Oh fuck. Don't stop, Babe."
Adam ignored Olivia's amorous moans and ignored her. But his erection twitched inside her. He just realized that he was at a sex party watching his mom get fucked by her boss.
Holy shit... Everything made sense. She's been coming here every Friday night. Those outfits... she's been dressing for the theme.
Bewildered, the son was as horny as he had ever been in his life. His mom looked so beautiful and so sexy while she majestically worked her body on Frank's lap. Her breasts jiggled as her ass clapped on Frank's thighs. Her matching purple heels that showed off her long, exposed legs.
Adam began pounding his friend beneath him. Olivia was nearing orgasm from the unrelenting pleasure, and Adam was too, but his eyes were locked onto the kitchen.
They both came.
"That was amazing. Holy shit!" Olivia was in heaven.
In a surreal state of mind, Adam was feeling his entire world turn inside out. Expended, he got off of Olivia and wandered toward the kitchen, wanting to watch his mom from an even closer distance without seeming creepy.
Frank's eyes were squinting because he was about to ejaculate. Christie's face showed that she had a ways to go. Her boss grabbed her waist tightly and slammed her down onto his lap one last time. He held her in place as his hot sperm pumped into Christie's mound.
"Oh, Frank, that was incredible. I love the way your cum feels in my pussy." The compliment was overstated as if she was trying to please the boss.
The two middle-aged office workers French kissed. Adam's mom then crawled off of Frank's lap and retied the knot that sealed shut the entrance to her panties.
Her son's eyes were wide, but she didn't look in his direction. After Frank returned from his daze and recouped some energy, he stood on the same chair and yelled loudly, so that the whole house could hear him. "Free play is over! It's time for a ten-minute break, and then, everyone, gather around the pool for the first game."
Adam bolted from the kitchen as he noticed his moderately satisfied mom walking out. He couldn't imagine what would happen if they actually saw each other. Would I get in trouble? No, she's doing something wrong too. There's no way Dad knows about this. She couldn't punish me without hurting herself. Or does dad actually know? Are they open?
All Adam knew for sure was that he had to head to the pool in a few minutes, along with everyone else - including his mom - or risk being kicked out of the party. And he wanted no chance of that happening, especially with his mom looking like she did.
Sipping on pink lemonade from the kitchen (there were a lot of non-alcoholic beverages to promote stamina over the 4-hour party), Adam contemplated how to handle the upcoming challenge. He figured that the best way to blend into the crowd was to hide his face behind taller men.
When he filtered into the room, the men and women stood together on the side of the indoor swimming pool. Instructions were given by the doorman, wearing his sky-blue top hat. "Now, I'm sure most of you know the rules to Tube Pong, but I will remind you anyway. The gender that had the best total sales over the last week gets to toss the water polo balls, and the gender with lower sales will be the ones performing the oral. It is my understanding that the sales winner this week is The Men." The man-in-sky-blue pointed at the crowd, and the men cheered loudly. As the men walked together to the short side of the pool, the women humorously groaned
He continued in a well-practiced manner, "So, each water polo ball has a piece of masking tape on it, and written on that tape is the name of a man who has entered the party. The balls are in this bin and are chosen randomly by me. Gentlemen, if the first ball I pick has your name on it, then you will shoot first. If your ball is picked next, you go second, etcetera. Simple enough, right? When it is your turn, you will attempt to toss your ball into one of those inflatable water tubes floating in the pool, all of them at least ten feet away from where you are standing. Each tube has a piece of tape. Written on that tape is the name of a woman who has entered this party. Whichever tube your ball lands in, that is the woman who will perform oral on you. If you miss your shot by failing to land your ball inside a tube, you will have to wait until every other man has gone before trying again. Ladies, if a man gets his ball in your tube, then you will blow him in the other room."
All of the men were anxious to get started. They were eyeing up the floating tubes and the women that each one represented. Each woman was standing there, silently wishing for a certain man to get his ball in her hoop.
"Does everybody understand the rules? No questions?"
Nobody said anything.
"Alright, the first name is..." The first ball was blindly grabbed from the bin, "Charles R."
An older man, in his 50's and wearing dark red, grabbed his ball from the doorman and scanned at the available ladies. He tossed his ball. There was a tension in the air, filling the room. The yellow ball bounced off of the ring that he was aiming for and landed in another just beyond it.
"Elizabeth H., you are going with Charles!" People clapped and cheered as a petite woman, who was in her early 30s, walked up and kissed the prizewinner as her hand grabbed his crotch through his red pants. They walked out of the room, and Elizabeth's water tube was lifted from the pool with a pool cleaner.
The next man was chosen, and he stepped up. He stared at a black woman, who had curly hair and massive breasts within black lingerie. She caught him staring at her. "I know what you're thinking. If you make this, it's gonna be very awkward in the cubical tomorrow." She and everyone else laughed.
"Hey, no talk of work. That's the main rule," Frank calmly reminded.
As the game moved on, Adam counted down the tubes from thirty to fifteen, he watched guy after guy get to toss, and he had yet to be picked. Two men had actually gone for his mom's, but they missed due to the fact that Christie's tube was way in the back of the pool, about 30 feet away.



Adam then began to imagine the possibility of his ball being chosen. What would he do? He could easily just go for his mom's tube! Could I actually do that? I mean, she would have to do it, right? But that could ruin both of our lives. Or it could be the greatest moment of my life, and she might not care too much.
The nervous son then realized a more urgent problem. Half of the people in the room had already left. There were only fifteen men and fifteen women remaining. He had to hide quickly, but how could he? All he could hope for was that his mom would be chosen and on her way out of the room before his name was called. But then again, that would mean that she'd end up blowing someone else.
The debate in Adam's head was interrupted when one of the company's younger employees was selected next. He stepped up to the edge of the pool and eyed the water tubes and the names on them. He then turned to the women. His eyes met Christie's. "How have you not been chosen yet?"
Flattered, the middle-aged blonde responded with a grin, "My tube is pretty far away. It seems guys these days don't know how to get it in."
"Well, I'm going to get it in," the guy, dressed in all white, said with hubris.
It was looking at his color that reminded Adam about Olivia. He later discovered that while he had been dreamily thinking about his mom, she had been chosen by one of the accountants at the company. Adam's attention then returned to the conversation between a man in his early 20s and his mom.
"Oh really? You think you'll make that shot?" Christie folded her arms, playfully doubting him.
"I don't think I'll make it. I know I'll make it."
Christie chuckled and proposed, "I'll tell you what - If you make it on this first try, I'll give you a blowjob this week and a blowjob during free play next week."
"Whoa!" the doorman exclaimed, and the remaining audience cheered, minus Adam, who was shocked to see his mother speaking that way.
The crowd then went silent as the cocky young salesman lined up his shot and tossed the ball. Adam's stomach was in his throat.
Cheers erupted as the ball splashed down in Christie's ring, 30 feet away. The man, who had just tossed his way to a blowjob from the hottest woman in the room, smiled at his prize. "Well, it's not every day you get to cum into your manager's mouth."
Christie walked toward the group of men, strutting in her purple heels and corset. He flicked her blonde hair back as she stopped a foot away from the younger man. She slid her hand down from his chest to his white pants, and his pupil's dilated. They briefly kissed with tongue before he grabbed her ass, and they walked into the other room.
Adam, along with many other men, remained by the pool in a state of jealousy combined with arousal. He then rationalized that it was probably for the best that she didn't see him yet.
Toward the end of the game, Adam's ball was finally chosen. There were only six guys and six women in the room. Four men were there because they had missed the generously-large targets. That meant that Adam's ball was picked second to last. When it was finally his turn to shoot, all of the remaining tubes had already been pushed to ten feet away in order to speed the game up.
In Adam's personal tastes, the options weren't great. The most promising option he saw was the black woman, who wore black lingerie and had an extra-large chest. He had never been with a black woman before, let alone a much older woman, and he figured that it could count as the adventure he had been looking for when he agreed to come to the party with Olivia.
From ten feet, it was an easy toss for the baseball player. The woman jumped for joy when the ball landed in the plastic tube emblazoned with her name. She was excited from an ego perspective of not being picked last. She was also pleased with the man who selected her, who she considered the best remaining option, by far.
"Adam S., you're with Sheila T."
Watching the voluptuous black woman's chest bounce up and down as she jumped was stimulating to Adam, and his cock began to stiffen. Sheila noticed that as she walked up.
Just as the previous women did, she walked up to her game-decided partner, touched his crotch and kissed him. Her pillowy breasts pressed into Adam's chest as they embraced. She whispered into his ear, "Ooh baby, if you're hard, now just wait 'til I wrap my lips around that thick white dick of yours."
Adam's cock twitched. And not being able to resist, Adam reached up and caressed Sheila's rack, much to her delight.
Glad to finally be out of the room after about twenty minutes, the anxious teenager followed a heavy ebony booty into the room in which nearly every other "game prize" was being awarded. Some pairs had even started fucking as a result of the head.
Oh fuck. No, no, no!
To Adam's horror, Sheila had led him to an available spot on a couch - the same couch upon which, two cushions over, sat the young man who had thrown his ball into his mom's tube.
Sheila guided Adam down onto the couch seat, just feet from the other man. An experienced Sheila then tugged down Adam's yellow pants, releasing the sturdy, young white cock that she was tasked with satisfying. Adam was busy looking down to his left. To his side, his mom's head, dusted with purple makeup, was being rapidly pulled into the boner in front of her. From the current angle, Adam could see almost all of his mother's breasts through her corset.
"Oh, that's a gorgeous one. I can't wait to taste it," complimented the Sheila, an employee in her late 30s. Adam involuntarily moaned as his sensitive, throbbing erection was inhaled and licked by his consolation prize.
Despite Sheila's talents, Adam's attention was on what was going on next to him. He was petrified that his mom could easily see him from her position. All she had to do was look upward. Knowing that, though, just made the son's sexual adrenaline pump faster. I should have gotten glasses with dark lenses.
Christie had begun sucking about ten minutes before Adam and Sheila had entered the room, so it was no surprise that the gentleman she was pleasuring was about to shoot his load.
The mother's subordinate was using both of his hands to grab her head as he thrust into her mouth. Even though her head was being held still by the man fucking her mouth, Christie still was able to move her eyes. She chose to gaze at the face of her horny coworker.
As Adam watched his mom prepare to take a load from the young salesman she managed, Sheila sensually and passionately licked the length of his erection. Adam gasped lightly. But it was enough.
Adam was a deer in headlights, as the pair of familiar eyes made direct contact with his. Christie's pupils expanded, and so did her son's. She nearly choked on the dick in her mouth, but she couldn't stop her oral performance. Her mouth was wide open, and her coworker had (rather foolishly) chosen to take control of her head.
Christie was nearly trembling, unable to break her horrified stare at her son. She was too overwhelmed to clearly think. It was pure shock. Neither the mom nor the son could move from their current positions without creating a massive scene. All they could do was remain there in awe.
The frozen mother finally was able to move her pupils to the corner of her eyes. One of her closest friends from the office, an HR representative, was joyfully trying to suck the cum out of her 18-year-old son's family jewels. Staring at Sheila's mouth, it was then when Christie noticed the respectable size of her son's package. She became afraid that her son would catch her looking at his aroused privates, so she moved her gaze back toward his face.
It was clear that Adam did not catch her examining his penis, because he was too busy glaring her creamy breasts.
Christie's focus on her son ended when she felt a mushroom-like head jerk violently in her mouth. The mother didn't want to swallow a load in front of her son, but she didn't know how to avoid it. As ropes of thick semen shot into her mouth, the promiscuous mother took it all. As the thrusts and pumping died down, she helplessly looked back up at Adam, who had been watching the entire event.
After her head was released from its tight hold, Christie was left with a mouth full of cum that she could barely hold in without swallowing. But, in a rushed decision, she decided that swallowing would be the worst thing she could do in front of her son. She soon realized she was wrong. Her thinking was that she would hold in the jizz until she could spit it into a nearby cup or bottle. Before she even rose from her knees, the blonde mother coughed. The result was the massive, creamy load in her mouth pouring out and down her chin, some dripping onto her breasts. Her mouth open in disgust and shock, she nervously peered up at her son, white cum coating her purple lips and lower face.
Upon seeing that, Adam grabbed Sheila's head and began ramming his cock into her mouth. Sheila happily let him take control as he built up pressure in his loins, continuing to gaze at his mom. A numbed Christie watched her son's tightened testicles repeatedly smack into her friend's chin before he squinted and released his load. Sheila's throat was hard at work digesting the protein.
Adam recoiled back into the couch, and Christie stood up and walked away.
Adam kissed Sheila and thanked her. While he played with her breasts, at her request, he wondered how this would change things with his mom.
The traditional elements of a house party resumed again, as most pairs were done with their deed. Adam wandered around the party. He didn't see his mom, but he did see Olivia. Olivia had a big smile, and she was having the time of her life.
The romantically involved couple ate food and talked to other partygoers. There was still no sign of Christie. It was when a group of people cleared in the foyer that Adam saw his mom from across the room. She noticed him too, which was obvious from her startled reaction. Breathing a deep, calming breath, Christie then signaling Adam over with her index finger.
Adam told Olivia he would be back, and he began the walk toward what would likely be the most awkward conversation of his life. When he finally reached his mom, she didn't say anything. She just gestured for him to follow her. They were soon standing alone in a fancy study room.
"Adam, before we even get into what the hell you're doing here, I need to explain." Christie brushed her blonde hair back. She was more explanatory than angry. "First of all, I'm sorry you're seeing me like this. I don't even know what you're thinking about me, seeing me like this. I don't even know how I got involved in this- "
"Well, you work with Frank," answered Adam.
"You know about Frank and how he started this?"
Adam nodded, "It's okay. I understand. Everyone else is doing it." He figured he would take the forgiving and easygoing approach.
"No, it's not okay. I've been coming here every Friday night since I started working here. When Frank first told me to come, I was about to flip out at him. I had never cheated on your father before. But I was new at the company, and I was tired of bouncing from place to place, and I just wanted to fit in and maybe get a promotion. I don't know... Then - then I guess I just grew into this. It's either you do it and you like it, or you do it and you don't like it. I guess I learned to like it."
"I can understand why. It's a lot of fun," the son beamed. Adam was not nearly as uncomfortable as he thought he'd be. Maybe it was his mom's apologetic tone, but he realized that he had the upper hand, and he was untouchable.
"Well, that brings me to my next point - What are you doing here? How did you even get in here?"
"The younger girl, the one in white, that's Frank's friend. We've... uh... we've been hooking up for a while."
"Oh. I see. Yeah, I know who that is." Christie pieced together the puzzle. "Well, it doesn't matter now. You are too young to be in here. And you need to go home."
"No! I like it here. It's amazing. You say I'm too young but aren't you too married to be here?" Adam retorted.
The cheating mother already knew that she couldn't punish her son without risking punishing herself. "Fine. You can stay here. But do not let anyone know we're related in any way."
"Deal!" Adam agreed. He victoriously turned around to leave the awkward exchange.
"Wait! Just one more thing, Adam." Christie poked, "How long have you been here? I didn't see you earlier."
From the way she asked the question, Adam could tell what she was really asking. "If you're asking me if I saw you and Frank, as well as you at the pool with that other guy - Yes, I saw that."
Christie smacked her palm to her face. "I am so sorry you had to see that."
"Mom, it's a sex party. People are supposed to do that type of thing," Adam coolly replied.
The scantily dressed mom was impressed with her son's level of maturity and understanding. She then entertained the idea that maybe her son had actually liked watching her have sex. After all, he was staring at her breasts.
Suddenly, Frank's voice boomed over the buzzing crowd. "It's time for the next game, Lucky Hard Cards." A wave of excitement came over the party.
Everyone dropped what they were doing and herded into the main room. Adam noticed that men and women were seated in a circle in a man-woman-man-woman pattern. In the center of the large circle sat the doorman, holding a deck of homemade playing cards and a large digital display monitor.
"Alright, so here are the rules," he began, "Frank will be the starting point, or point Number 1. All of the men will be odd numbers, and all of the women will be even. Right now, going around clockwise, count which number you are from Frank."
All sixty people took their turn announcing their number, 1 through 60. The blue-suited showed the display monitor, which already had the numbers 1 through 62 typed around in a circle, each one in a colored box.
"With each turn, I will spin this bottle." He laid the plugged in monitor down on its back in the middle of the circle. He then held up the acrylic bottle and laid it down in the middle of the screen. "Whichever number I land on, if it is your number, it will be your turn to spin. When you spin, you will then land on a number. If you land on the number of an opposite-sex player, then you will have to share a dare card with that person. If the bottle lands on the number of a same-sex player, we will just round you up to the next clockwise number - unless both of you are interested..." The crowd chuckled at the joke.
"In case you forget and need a demonstration - Let's just say that Number 61 spun the bottle and landed on Number 62. Number 61 would then draw one of these dare cards and read it out loud. Number 61 and Number 62 would be bound by that dare, exactly as it is written. Sometimes the dare cards benefit the women, sometimes they benefit the men, and sometimes they benefit both. Regardless of what the dare is, once numbers 61 and 62 have been assigned a dare, they are removed from the board." The happy-go-lucky doorman then fiddled with his iPad and numbers 61 and 62 disappeared from the display screen, and the other numbers expanded slightly to make the circle whole again.
"A reminder," Frank added, "this goes for the whole week. And if I find out that you didn't perform your dare, then you're not invited back next time. I think we all remember what happened last month." The mood became more solemn as some people seemed to reminisce.
"Anyway, let's this game going!" the doorman encouraged, rejuvenating the mood. He then spun the bottle himself. "The bottle landed on number 6! Who is number 6?"
A woman named Leslie raised her hand. She then walked into the center of the circle, squatted down and spun the bottle. "Are you fucking kidding me?!" she laughed. "Number 1."
Everybody got a kick out of her spin. Leslie then drew a card from the pile. "Okay, it says, 'The man must suck the woman's toes every workday this week.'"
People keeled over in laughter. The party's host slammed his hands down in humorous denial. "Bullshit! There's no way!"
Leslie then showed him the card. Frank groaned and grumpily stared at his employee. She wiggled her toes to tease him. The two then sat back from the circle as their numbers were eliminated from the board.
As the game progressed, Adam continually scanned the circle to see who remained. There were some rather attractive women in skimpy clothing. Many of the dares involved props such as massage gels and handcuffs, which the sky-blue doorman then handed out to the random pairs.
Examining the circle again, Adam made eye contact with Sheila. She winked at him and blew him a kiss. He smiled back with a wink. He continued his survey around the circle and saw Olivia. She was in a flirtatious conversation with the man next to her. Then Adam saw his mom again. She was five women away from him and sitting pretzel style. Her inner thighs here exposed. Christie caught her son's long gaze, and they awkwardly grinned at each other.
"The bottle landed on 17. Who is 17?"
Adam heard his number and raised his hand. He approached the digital spinning board and examined the numbers. He didn't know whether to try for his mom or not. It was impossible to control the spin to that level of precision. If I go for her, I won't get it. But if I don't, I could get it. Should I even go for her? What if it's weird?
The son then thought to what number his mom would be. It was hard because some women had left the circle. He didn't want to be seen glancing over at her to figure out her number. Feeling the time drag on, he just spun. 
"32. I got 32." Adam's head scoured the unmoved circle.
"32. Who is 32?" the doorman echoed.
Adam's eyes then flickered to a hand, which was being slowly raised to his left. His brown eyes met those of the woman he had landed on.
"Christie!" boomed the doorman.
The crowd, unknowing of the connection between the chosen pair, clapped loudly. Other men groaned that they weren't selected to be with the sexy blonde.
Trying to avoid an uncomfortable stare with his mom, Adam drew his card. His hands were shaking and his voice quivered. "My dare card reads, 'The woman must keep an electronic dildo in her vagina all day at work, and the man gets to have the remote.'"
The crowd cracked up and hooted. Christie stared at her son in severe discomfort as the doorman handed her an orange, Wifi-enabled vibrating dildo and handed Adam a piece of paper with the website and password that he needed to control the device over the Internet.
The mother and son stopped looking at each other, backed out of the circle, and stared at the ground.
Lucky Hard Cards came to an end within the half-hour, and everybody was teasing others about their dares or complaining about their own. Frank then announced that it was 11:30 and that there would be another hour of free play before people had to leave.
Olivia approached Adam and told him how lucky he was that he ended up with Christie, not knowing who she was to her lover. Adam was still in the process of understanding the implications of the dare.
"Hey, so we have an hour of free play... wanna have some fun?" Olivia bit her lip.
"Yeah, of course, I do," he answered, distantly.
"I know this might seem a little different," the girl-in-white propositioned, "but I think that after today, we are both much more adventurous. And Frank wanted to fuck me because we haven't done it in forever. So, I think it would be fun if you two took me at the same time..."



Adam snapped out of his trance, and his eyebrows went high on his forehead. "Um... In what way?"
"However you guys want me. Which hole do you want? Frank was very insistent on sticking it in my ass."
"Well, I would like to fuck that nice cunt of yours," Adam flirted, "but that would be a bit difficult with Frank in your ass."
"Don't worry about the logistics. Just tell me what you want, and I can make it happen. Do you wanna cum in my pussy? Because it seems like you do."
Adam nodded, and Olivia left to go find Frank. Some people were beginning to leave the party, likely having had their fill for the night. Olivia came back with the boss, and he was happy that he and Adam could join forces. He had been taking a liking to him throughout the night, seeing him almost as a protégé.
Excitedly, Olivia stripped out of her clothes in the kitchen, and the older and younger men walked toward her and pulled down their pants and underwear to their ankles. As Adam pondered how to move forward, an experienced Frank and Olivia led the way. Frank rubbed lubricant on Olivia's asshole before lifting her up off the ground, her back held against his chest. He bent his knees slightly and worked his penis into her young tight butt.
Seeing how things were going to go down, Adam stepped in front of Olivia and sandwiched her in between his body and Frank's. He had a much easier time entering her moist pussy than Frank did pushing his knob into her booty.
Frank held Olivia under the armpits, and Adam held her at the waist. She wrapped her legs around Adam's body. The two men communicated on how to buck up and down in unison. A small audience of remaining guests stayed to watch the show of yellow, black, and naked.
The 19-year-old girl, suspended in air, moaned and groaned, her head tilted back. She kissed Frank's head over her shoulder while Adam bit into her neck. Her current and former fuck buddies were penetrating her two bottom holes with their erect cocks.
Adam noticed the audience oohing and ahhing. To his disbelief, his mom was watching too. However, once she saw that her son spotted her, she left.
After Olivia had orgasmed multiple times, and both men had finished in their respective holes, they set the tuckered-out young lady back on her feet. Olivia thanked Frank and told Adam that it was time to go home. Adam thanked Frank for the opportunity, and Frank said, "Adam, you are welcome back anytime! As long as you are discreet, follow the rules, and keep Olivia happy."
When the highschooler got home, his mom was already in bed. Adam couldn't sleep though. There was too much on his mind, and it was such an extraordinary day. He kept imagining his mom in her purple corset and panties. What is it going to be like seeing Mom around the house? What do I do about the dildo on Monday? Will she actually put it in? Well, she has to. Do I actually turn it on? How often do I turn it on?

*****
The entire weekend, Adam just hung out with Olivia. As much as he wanted to see more of his mom, he figured that they could use a break from the awkward unknown.
Over the course of the weekend, though, the lustful son had only become more obsessed with the idea of his mom having an electronic penis lodged in her vaginal canal that he controlled.
By Sunday night, he still wasn't sure if he could push the button, but he had to know if she would actually have it in her. Adam guessed that if his mom planned to actually bring it to work, she would either have left it in the car or put it in her purse. After thoroughly checking both places, Adam was stymied. The high-tech orange dildo was nowhere to be found. He had the brief idea of going onto the website on his phone, downloading the app, and enter the password to use it. But then he realized that it would only work if it was on.
He then remembered another place where it could be. Downstairs in the mudroom, Adam beamed as he felt the pockets of the fall coat that his mother always wore to work. He felt an unboxed, smooth rubber object in a front pocket. Just to make sure it worked, Adam slid a switch on the dildo and tapped a button on his new app. A low hum shook the inside of the jacket. It worked.
*****
Christie walked into her office the next day wearing her black power suit, ready to work. She had decided early that, as a manager, she needed to exude strength on Mondays to remind everyone that "work her" was not "party her." Christie asked AJ, the young salesman who she blew on Friday, to hand her the newest sales reports. Fortunately, at this point, everyone in the office was able to separate their work and sexual lives efficiently - or at least suppress their desires and feelings at work.
Everything was going normally for Christie as she sat in her office chair, preparing for an important pitch to a potentially big client at the end of the week. Well, everything was normal except for the 5-inch-long silicone dildo wedged in between her pussy lips that could be activated by her son at any moment.
The office professional was wearing tight panties that helped keep the dildo wedged inside of her during the day. She needed to complete the orders on her dare card, or else she would no longer be invited to the sex parties at Frank's and risk falling out of favor. At any time, Frank could find a way to contact Adam and ask him to turn it on, and if he didn't hear faint buzzing, then she'd be in trouble.
It was past lunchtime, and her vibrator had still not been activated. He had doubts that her son would be bold enough to do it. She doubted he even wanted to put both of them in that position.
At school, Adam sat with his phone, glaring at the app that could send shockwaves through his mom's pleasure center with just the tap of a button. And yet, he just couldn't bring himself to do it. He imagined pressing the button and making things even stranger with his mom, who he wanted to be closer to.
Thus, the blonde sales manager felt nothing all day.
On Tuesday, when Christie was working in her office, she heard a knock on her door. It was Frank. He had his hair slicked back, as usual, and he walked in with casually. He whispered, "So, how's the dare card coming along?"
Not surprised that he'd check-up at some point, the subordinate responded, "Pretty good, I guess. I have the object inside me."
"Good to hear. Is it going off a lot?"
Christie didn't want to rat her son out - it felt unmotherly - but Frank was excellent at telling when people were lying. "It actually hasn't gone off yet." But she quickly added, "Though, I'm sure he's just playing a game and waiting for a fun time."
"Hmm... Well, that's disappointing. I liked that guy. I know he's close with a friend of mine. I'll ask her to remind him that he needs to press the button every day in order to complete the requirement. He's new. He might have been overwhelmed and not understood the rules."
Later in the school day, when Adam and Olivia had their planned bathroom break for kinky sex in a bathroom stall, Olivia relayed a message to Adam that she had gotten earlier from Frank. It was about him having to press the button in order to keep going to the parties.
"Did you just forget yesterday?"
Adam didn't know how to explain his reluctance to press the button without revealing his relationship with the person on the other end of it. "I just want to make sure that I can do it at the best time for her - like the most erotic time. I don't want her to think I'm boring." That was the best he could come up with under pressure, and it wasn't too bad.
"I get that. That doesn't surprise me that you'd think that way," Olivia slyly winked.
Thrilled that his explanation had been bought, Adam continued, "Yeah, like you pointed out, she was hot. She would never do anything with me in free play if I were boring."
"I have an idea. Right now, just turn the dildo on and then back off when we're done in here. And later, I'll text Frank to give me Christie's schedule. That way you can know all of the times when she'll be meeting with other people. Nothing is more erotic than the risk of others finding out," Olivia schemed.
Even though he was frightened that turning on the dildo would land him in hot water with his mom, the teenager decided that as long as he kept going to the sex parties, he would keep seeing his mom in attractive situations, no matter how awkward things got between them. Adam breathed and tapped the button. He and Olivia then quietly fucked in the bathroom stall, an art which they had mastered.
Sitting at her desk, wearing a tailored suit and wearing her hair in a bun, Christie carefully reviewed client data. "Uhhh-uhhh!" All of a sudden, she jolted in her chair. Her pussy lips were tingling, and there was a low hum coming from her seat. The dildo, which was inserted far inside of her, was vibrating, and there was nothing that Christie could do other than sit there and let it happen. She didn't know when it would stop.
The first thought in her mind was the image of her son using his phone in class and tapping the button. He was probably imagining what her reaction was. Christie could do no work. She simply closed her brown eyes and controlled her breathing. The dildo stimulated her clitoris, and moisture flooded her mound.
The manager kept her moaning low and got used to the sensation. The pleasure had surpassed ten minutes and was still going strong. Christie felt moisture leak all the way through her panties and dress pants, leaving a wet spot on her leather office chair.
Just as she was about to complete the fantasy in her head, she heard a knock on her door. She regrettably told the person to come in. It was Frank again. He paused and held up a finger. He listened closely and smelled the air. "Well, I see you're finally having some fun with your dare. It's nice to see the young gentleman in charge of your pleasure finally came around."
Christie then recognized that her son was truly in control of her sexual pleasure.
"How does it feel in you? I'm always looking for feedback on the dares. If they aren't good, I'll change them," Frank questioned.
Just as the married mother was about to answer, she adjusted lightly in her seat, which caused a new sense of pleasure. "Ugh!" She groaned. She panted as she spoke, "It...uh...it feels pretty good."
Frank cracked up. "Well, I can certainly see that. I just wanted to see if you've combed through that customer data. Don't let your fun distract you from work."
Easy for you to say. "It won't."
Olivia forwarded Adam a text message from Frank informing him that his dare partner was incredibly turned on by the dildo, and she was leaking pussy juice in the office. The excited son was more encouraged to tap the button.
That night, Adam hid away in his room. He didn't want any contact with his mother because he knew they'd end up talking about what had happened at work.
The next morning at school, Olivia texted her favorite classmate a PDF of his mom's work schedule for the rest of the week. Adam wanted to start small at first. He saw that his mom was eating lunch at 12:30. He knew from conversations at the dinner table that his mom ate lunch with a friend of hers in HR. That would be a good first test.
During Calculus, the devious son played with his phone under his desk. He waited until 12:40 to be sure that his mom was in the dining area and eating lunch with her friend. He tapped the button.
As Christie ate lunch with Sheila, she once again jolted in her chair.
"What the hell was that?!" exclaimed her curvy friend.
"Do you remember the dare I have for the week?" she whispered.
"No fucking way. Ohhh. That's hilarious. So you just have to sit there, completely at the whim of some random guy?" Sheila shrieked.
Her friend nodded.
"So, who's the master of your pussy between the hours of 9 to 5?"
Christie really wished that people would stop phrasing things like that. "Uh, do you remember the young guy, the one who won your services in Tube Pong?" She labored through the question, as her attention was focused on her hardened clit.
"Oh, I definitely remember him. He was a cute little stud, wasn't he? A really nice-lookin' cock on that one. Ridiculous body," Sheila reminisced fondly. "Wait, he's in control? Chris, you are lucky as hell. Instead of thinking about that dildo in you, you should be thinkin' about that sexy, young stud fucking your brains out with all that stamina he has," the friend ribbed.
To Christie's fear, she couldn't help but imagine the scenario where the sensual pleasure coursing through her body was the result of her son's smooth, strong cock thrusting into her. She couldn't un-see the image, no matter how hard she tried, as she became more and more aroused by the continuous vibration. Finally, as the mother-at-work was close to a climax in the middle of the break room, the buzzing stopped.
The buzzing was far from over. The next day, the buzzing came at an even worse time. Christie was delivering the morning announcements to her subordinates, and all of a sudden, she jumped. She lied poorly and said she had hiccups.
Later in the day, the vibration startled her again by its poor timing. Right as she was on an important Skype call with a financial advisor for the insurance company, her pussy lips began to twitch. The professional did everything in her power to keep it together. The vibrating stopped right at the end of the hour - the exact schedule for the call. She knew what was going on. That little smartass.
Christie marched into Frank's office and pleaded with him to allow her to take it out. She said that she had a presentation with smaller corporate clients later in the day that would be important to sales. She explained that the person who controlled her stimulation was purposely doing it at awkward times.
"I knew I liked that kid," was all Frank had to say. Frank then proceeded to tell Olivia to tell Adam to keep up the good work.
Upset with her boss and the lack of control she had, Christie had to continue to perform her job despite the obstacles. At 4:15, Christie was queueing a PowerPoint and shaking the hands of her potential repeat clients. At 4:21, her vibrator went off. She was prepared for this moment, so she was able to limit her jumpy reaction to the sensation. Even though she lost her train of thought a few times, Christie gave an average pitch. The clients were interested, but not as sold as she wanted them to be.
She had to do something. The most important pitch of her short tenure at the company was tomorrow, and her boss was more than happy to allow her to be dildoed while she spoke to the potential clients. She knew that she had to do something that she had been avoiding - she had to talk to Adam.
After classes that day, Adam was planning on doing what he had been doing over the last few days - walking through the front door, going straight into his room to chill and do homework, and only coming out around dinnertime to inform his dad that he would be eating at his friend's house again.
This day, however, was different. As he sat in his room, listening to music and doing homework, he heard three light knocks on his wooden door. His adrenaline spiked, feeling like he was being called down to the principal's office for some unknown reason.
He hesitantly cracked open his door and saw his mom standing on the other side of the threshold. He sighed and opened the door all the way.
"Adam, can we talk?"
"I have a feeling what this is about," he hung his head down.
"Don't worry, you aren't in trouble." Christie walked into the room, closing the door gently behind her. "We just need to talk, and I'm sure everything will be fine."
The 18-year-old was almost shaking on his bed.
"Adam, I'm not here to get mad about what you've been doing with the button. I know you had to do it, and I'm okay with it."
The son relaxed at his mother's promise. "Then what's the issue?"
"The issue is I know you've purposely been turning the dil- the toy- on at certain times when I'm busy. I can see how that was fun and entertaining for you, and at times it even made me laugh, but it can't be like that tomorrow." The caring mother tried to speak softly while making her point clear.
"I thought you weren't upset?"
"I'm not, Adam. I have a really important presentation tomorrow, and it's important for my career that I nail it. It starts at 3; though, I'm sure you know that already."
The mom and son looked at each other and snickered, with a touch of awkwardness.
"So, can you please not tap the button anywhere near that time tomorrow?"
Adam sighed, "I understand, but Frank apparently wants me to keep doing things like that. If I don't stay on his good side, he could stop inviting me to the parties."
Christie tried to rationalize, "As long as you turn it on at some points during the day, things should be fine. Just please do this for me. It's very important."
As Adam weighed his options, there just didn't seem to be an easy solution. Frank clearly was expecting him to keep up his inappropriate behavior. The son then took a good look at his mother. She was still in her work clothes, which was a white blouse with a black skirt that went down to her knees. Her breasts formed to the thin cotton shirt, and her toned legs were stressed by her heels. Christie could see that her son was checking out her attire. Adam then discovered a new option.
The son inquired, "You saw the sales numbers today, right? Which gender is likely going to win the sales competition this week?"
"What? What does that have to do with anything?" Christie looked at her son like he was losing his mind.
"Just please answer the question," pleaded Adam.
"Well, unless the women can pull out a miracle, it looks like the men will win again. Why?"
Adam blushed. He couldn't believe he was about to say it. "I'll tell you what, Mom. If you can find a way to make sure that your water tube is in the front row for Tube Pong this Friday and that my ball is chosen first, I will not turn on your 'toy' during the presentation."
The concerned mother immediately knew her son's intentions. "Oh my god, are you serious?! Adam, that's so wrong. No, I won't do that! I'm your mother."
Quick to defend his morality, Adam boldly pointed out, "Don't act like we didn't have a moment when we were watching each other give and receive head on that couch. And don't act like you weren't watching and enjoying Frank and I fuck Olivia in the kitchen. And I know that you've been getting turned on by me turning on the dildo."
"OH MY GOD! I don't even know how to respond to this." Christie was disturbed, but she was not leaving the room. She breathed and placed her fingers over her eyes, trying to calm down and focus.
Seeing that his mother was blinded, Adam got another idea. He had a feeling that his mom came straight home from work and straight into his room to talk to him. She hasn't changed yet. He took out his smartphone and adjusted the necessary settings.
The distraught and confused mother suddenly jerked as a vibration sent shockwaves through her entire body. She shifted her eyes down and gaped at her son's finger on his phone. She couldn't believe he was doing it right in front of her. Christie realized that she was stuck. The only ways to stop it were if she ran out of the room and into the hallway where her husband could walk by at any moment, or she had to pull down her panties and removed the dildo in front of her son. Though, that wouldn't be the worst thing that she had ever done in front of him.
"Mom, think about. Most of the time, guys don't get it into the water tube they want, especially if it's in the first row. They either shoot too short and go to the back of the line, or they shoot too far and it bounces into another tube. It's just a little risk on your part in exchange for a major win at work."



Maybe it was the fact that she was stuck in a tough situation, or maybe it was because she was so aroused by the vibrator in front of her son that the mental image that Sheila had created was vividly returning, but Christie conceded.
"Fine, fine. I will find a way for you to be first, and for my tube to be in front."
Adam's face looked like it used to Christmas morning. "So, do you want me to turn the vibrator off now?"
The shaking mom took waited than she expected to answer that question, giving the only appropriate response, "Yes, of course."
Adam turned off the dildo, and his mother quickly bolted from his room.
*****
It was finally Friday, and Adam could barely pay attention in school. His mind was swimming with the possibilities that the night could bring. He realized that he had completely forgotten to ask what the theme of the party was. So he texted Olivia, and she replied, "It's Cliché Costume. I'll pick you up at 8:30 again."
"Can we make that 8? I just want to see what it's like there earlier." Just in case the car broke down or some natural disaster occurred, Adam wanted to make sure he would still get to the party before Tube Pong. He wasn't going to risk leaving anything to chance.
The immediate concern for Adam was that, unlike a theme that just involved wearing one color, he could not piece together a quality sexy costume on short notice. He would have to go to the party supply store after school and buy one. The next dilemma was which one to buy.
Meanwhile, at the insurance office, Christie was busy preparing for her big presentation. Her son, who had pressured her into doing things that a mother should never agree to, had already given her a stimulating, buzzing boost earlier in the morning, fulfilling his part of the dare and hoping to please Frank's wishes. It was hard for Christie to study for the pitch while she also had to plan for how she could rig the party game to hold up her end of her deal with Adam. How could she ensure the placement of her tube and get her son's ball selected?
After Olivia and Adam had finished their afternoon delight in the bathroom stall, they sat there on the toilet cover. Olivia's butt was on her partner's thigh, feeling his cum melt inside her steaming pussy.
"I'm having trouble deciding which costume I should buy for tonight. It needs to be the perfect one," Adam voiced his reservations.
"Why does it need to be the perfect one?"
"Well, I'm going to make a move on my- uh...Christie tonight, and it's important that I give myself the best shot."
"Oh, look at you! Someone's in love," teased Olivia. "But actually, if you want someone to like her, then you should try to make it look like you belong with her."
"What do you mean?"
"Like, try to find a costume that somehow goes with hers. She'll think you two are more connected and belong together, and so will all of her friends, who definitely will influence her decision to do things with you."
The athletically-build son considered the advice from the sexually wise girl on his lap. "That makes a lot of sense. The only thing is that I don't know what she'll be wearing."
"I could ask Frank to ask her."
"Thanks. But then it would be obvious that it was done on purpose. It has to look like a coincidence." That was when Adam realized that, every week, his mom showed up to a party in a different outfit. Every day after work, she always came right home, so there was no way that she was buying her outfits at a store. She was either buying them online and having them shipped to work, or a friend was buying them for her and giving them to her at work. He hoped it was the former.
On the bus ride back from school, Adam took out his phone and went on Amazon - the website his mom used to buy literally everything online. He knew her email address, and he hoped that she used the same password that she used for everything else.
That's so bad, he laughed to himself. He was able to log in on the first try, and he was full of hope. The first thing that the conniving son tried was checking his mom's recent orders. After seeing them, Adam had to put his backpack on his lap to cover up. On her order history, dating back six weeks to the start of her new job, were a series of sexy, slutty outfits. There was a Vegas Showgirl costume for what was likely a Vegas night, a retro leotard and legwarmers for an 80's night, a coconut bra and a short grass skirt for a hula theme, red devil horns and a matching bra and thong, a naughty schoolgirl costume, and the purple corset and panties. He imagined watching his bombshell mom seduce him in all of these.
But what caused the teenager to perspire was the newest purchase. It was a slutty cop costume. It was comprised of a black police hat with a crest, aviator sunglasses, black faux leather hot pants, a black belt with handcuffs attached - and best of all was the top - the skin-tight lingerie had to be labeled a sexy "top" as a form of mockery. The "top" was meant to be worn without a bra. It was light-blue material with black trim, which ran along the bottom on the three-inch sleeves. The thin material wrapped around the top third of the wearer's back. And two triangles came around the front to be tied in a knot together between the breasts, cradling them tightly in the blue fabric. The cut on the chest was so low that the police badge barely fit. If the model on the product page was any indication of how his mom was going to look, then Adam was going to be seeing more of his mom's skin than he ever had before.
With heightened urgency, Adam had to find a costume that went with hers. But before he could leave, he had to run into his room and take care of what he was hiding under his backpack.
While her son was out shopping, Christie was busy making small talk with her clients before the presentation. She was feeling confident, and she knew that after her agreement, the orange rubber lodged inside of her wouldn't be going off. The professional sat the clients down and began her presentation. And without the internal buzzing to distract her, she nailed it. The corporate clients tentatively agreed for Frank's company to be their insurer. If we could sign the paperwork today, then the women would win the competition, Christie joked to herself as the clients left.
It was 4 PM, and there was an hour left in the workweek, but the proud manager was finished with her tasks. She was unbelievably happy with how successful her presentation went. She was thankful to her son for honoring his part of the agreement. But then it dawned on her that her having to honor her end of the deal was now a surefire reality.
Having already figured out the most realistic way to rig the pool game in Adam's favor, the married mother started coming to terms with the fact that if her son could toss a ball into a water tube from just ten feet away, then she would have to blow his dick until he came in her mouth.
It felt like her sense of normality was being knocked off its axis. Her son had basically said he wanted her sexually, and yet, she was going to rig a game to help him fulfill his desires. Her mind was consumed with the thought of her having to walk up to her son, touch his cock, kiss him in front of her coworkers, and then take him into another room, drop to her knees in her skimpy cop outfit, and suck his hard cock while he held her head and ogled her body.
After replaying this thought again and again, to Christie's shock, moisture gathered in the middle of her panties. That scenario refused to stop playing on a loop in her head, and she needed relief. The alarmed mom found herself knocking on Frank's door.
"Frank, this may sound strange, but I need a favor of you."
"Well, after how your presentation went, I owe you one," the boss prided himself in his employee's performance.
"Can you text your young female friend to text her high school friend that he should tap the button. Don't tell her that I wanted it. Just tell her that Adam needs to do it from now until the end of the workday in order to fulfill his dare card."
The fortunate part about Frank being as kinky as he was, was that he understood people's sexual desires and didn't taunt them for having them.
"Sure thing, Christie. I'll get right on it."
The aroused manager then sat back down in her office and waited for relief.
Just as the high school baseball star found the perfect costume to go with his mother's - one that showed off his limber, muscular body - he got a text from Olivia. Adam realized that his fantasies were revolving less and less around Olivia and that his attention was mainly on his mother. The text told him that he was required to turn the orange dildo on and leave it on until 5. He checked the time on his smartphone and saw that his mother's presentation was over, so he wouldn't be breaking his part of the deal.
He tapped the button, and he immediately realized that his costume had yet another connection to his mom. Adam held the clear packaging to a prisoner costume. It was an orange, two-piece-set of scrubs with the top half having the stenciled font of an inmate number. He made sure to get a size below his normal clothes in order to make it tight against his body. Not that he was bulky, but he knew it would look sexy if he cut off the sleeves and cut a deep V-neck at the top to show off his developing muscles. Maybe she'll be interested in being satisfied by another orange toy tonight, Adam cracked the bad joke to himself.
Little to her son's knowledge, Christie had closed the blinds to her office and was relieved that her vibrator had been activated. She sat in her seat, her eyes closed. Her business skirt was pulled up to her waist so that when her fluids soaked through her panties they would go onto the leather chair instead of staining the back of her skirt. The blonde mother gyrated her hips in her seat, slightly changing the angles of the phallic-shaped toy.
While her pleasure progressed, so did the scenario stuck in her head. She was on her knees sucking her son's erection as he stared at her exposed breasts. He then grabbed her head with both of his hands and pulled it in tightly as he shot his load into her mouth. After he finished, he reached out and started massaging her titties as he watched her swallow. He then got onto the ground with her and pushed her onto her back. She watched as her son slid her hot pants down her thighs and placed his head in between her legs. She could still taste his cum in her mouth. And right as Christie imagined his tongue flick her pussy lips, she shook and came in her office chair.
Simply not being able to take it anymore, the woman, who was bound to the dare card, removed the dildo from her vagina while she wiped off her chair with tissues. The orange toy had served its purpose. The bewildered mom couldn't think straight and couldn't understand what was going on in her own mind, so she just gave up on trying to rationalize what just happened.
*****
After school and costume shopping, that Friday was no different for Adam. He stayed in his room all day to avoid an awkward conversation with his mom. He heard overheard his dad congratulating his mom on a great sales pitch. This gave the son more hope that his plans would come to fruition. The only time that Adam opened his door was at night when he secretly watched his mom tiptoe out of the house carrying her bag; this time he knew what was in it.
Not long after his hot mother had left her sleeping husband at home, it was time for Adam to meet Olivia in her car. This time, his kinky classmate was wearing a slutty nurse costume. It was definitely both revealing and cliché.
"You are such an idiot!" roared Olivia, as Adam stepped into her car.
He didn't understand. "What do you mean?"
"You realize that you just ran through other people's yards in the dark in a prison uniform, right?"
Adam cracked up as well, wondering what other people would have thought if they saw him. He was also angry with himself because he could have jeopardized his entire night by having the cops called on him. That would have been a fun police statement.
Olivia and Adam headed to the party.
The jittery son, in his prison costume, walked toward the large, wooden front door. Olivia knocked in the correct way, which Adam made sure to memorize for next time. The door swung open, and the party was well underway. The doorman was a different man than last time. This man was just an employee at Frank's firm, not the sky-blue-dressed game host, who had turned out to also be Frank's personal accountant.
The first thing Adam did was find Frank, who was dressed in an expensive-looking pirate costume. The highschooler thanked the business owner for letting him attend again. After the customary greetings, Adam went off to explore the house and mind the cop of his dreams.
Searching throughout the large home, Adam spotted many slutty cats, slutty superheroes, naughty nuns, bad angels, and hot nurses. But he could not find the blonde cop. She could have gotten cold feet and headed home early. Or she didn't walk in here at all. Adam feared the worst.
The reality though, was that Christie was in the process of executing her plan, trying to fulfill her side of the agreement. The seductive mother had convinced Frank's accountant to leave his post at the door and follow her into the currently abandoned pool house. Not that any man would have needed much convincing to follow Christie in her current state.
"So, what exactly do you want from me?" the curious man nasally asked.
Christie removed her aviator sunglasses. Batting her eyes and using the same cute, seductive voice that she used to get her husband to do chores around the house, Christie asked, "If you could make sure that my water tube is in the front row, that would make me sooo happy."
The scrawny accountant, in a rather appropriate Star Trek costume, considered the request. "I mean, yeah, if it means that much to you then sure." He didn't see how that in itself would rig the game.
The attractive police officer was giddy. The slim Captain Kirk was rewarded by getting to see her tits sway in the skimpy blue top that barely held them.
"So, is that all?" He was eager to further help her and keep her attention.
"Well, actually, there is one more thing..." The Christie held up her index finger near her chest.
"What's that?"
"When you are picking the water polo balls, could you make sure that 'Adam S.' gets picked first?"
The accountant was offended that the woman before him would ask him to help her cheat and risk losing Frank's trust. "No! I can't do that. If you want to blow that guy that badly, just do it during free play. I don't even think I could do that if I tried!"
Concerned by his initial answer, Christie tried to calm his disposition. "Believe me, this just needs to happen this way. I wouldn't ask you if it weren't necessary. All you would have to do is set Adam S.'s ball on top in the closest corner of the bin to you and act like you randomly picked it first. Frank would never know." She was almost pouting as she asked. She leaned forward to reveal even more of her large cleavage in hopes that it would make it harder for the man to deny her request.
"Okay, I'll do it."
Christie flashed her teeth and thanked the man for his services. But the accountant was a smart man, and he dampened her celebration.
"However, I'll need something in return," he stated, hesitantly. He was not a confident man, but he was a logical one.
For a moment, it seemed Christie had gotten off easy. It then became clear that she was going to have to do what she thought she would have to do anyway. The sexy blonde didn't feel like playing games, so she cut right to the chase. She had obviously noticed the man, in his replica tunic, eye-fucking her chest, so Christie reached out and grabbed his nervous hands in hers and then slid them under her blue top, which was also acting as her bra.
The scrawny man's face was struck with astonishment, as he realized that the inviting woman had read in intentions and was a willing participant in them. Her breasts felt amazing in his hands.
"How about I let you fuck these?" the gifted woman sighed.
He stammered, "Uh...um...uh..." All he could do was stare at Christie's perfect breasts and questioning face. He decided that it was time to try something he had never done before. The nasally voice then blurted out, "I can put it in between your tits?"
It was a rhetorical question because Christie had already planned to do that. It was also rhetorical because Christie could only give one answer in order to get what she wanted out of him. The policewoman nudged her blackmailer over to a white plastic chair, and he sat down.
"Take off your pants," emotionlessly commanded Christie.
With her order swiftly obeyed, the busty woman tilted her head down, and in lieu of lubricant, spit multiple times on her creamy breasts. While keeping her top knotted, Christie stepped between the man's trembling legs, lifted up her rack, and lowered it around his bare, smaller penis. The pink head, belonging to the man in Star Trek garb, wasn't high enough to make it all the way through Christie's cleavage, but he immediately enjoyed thrusting into it.
It didn't take long for his eyes to squint. His head jerked back, so his dirty-blonde wig fell off, revealing his bald spot. The man then leaned forward, looked over Christie's shoulder, and saw her round ass pressing against her heels.
While trying to delay his orgasm, the man desperately asked, "Can I finish in your ass?"
"No!" Christie exclaimed, sharing a look of disgust. "This was the deal we made."
Not to be denied, the smart man replied, groaning, "I'll deflate Adam's ball a little bit, so it probably won't bounce off your tube if he hits it!"
As Christie knelt there, pressing her melons together with her hands, as she analyzed the offer. All she needed to do to meet her promise with her son was to make sure that her tube was in front and to make sure that his ball was picked first. She already had those conditions covered. Any extra help would just be her voluntarily increasing the odds of her having to blow her son.
She turned her attention back to the 50-something-year-old man's red, squinting face. There was no time left to think, only time to act on instinct. "Yes! You can finish in my ass!"
The ample breasts left the slender cock in a hurry. It had to happen quickly. The man was about to blow his load. Within seconds, Christie had spun around on her knees, slid her black shorts off her butt cheeks, lubricated her cherryhole with spit, and fell forward onto her elbows so that her butt cheeks would be spread wide and hoisted into the air. "Go, go, go!"
Fortunately, due to the smaller size of the accountant's pecker, the spit lubricant was not required for him to slip inside her ass.
It turned out that Christie had answered his request just in time. Because after feeling just two thrusts inside her ass, she felt a rush of hot goo, and she heard loud, nasally groans behind her. Christie held steady as the man, who was way below her league, deposited the last drops of his semen into her ass. Then she stood up, Christie reminded the exhausted man of his duties, put her sunglasses back on her face, and left to rejoin the party.
While standing in the main living room, Olivia noticed that her partner had his head hung low.
"What's the matter, Adam? You seem bummed out."
The depressed teen opened his mouth to answer, but then he stopped when his answer became irrelevant. Adam's eyes lit up as he stepped away from the conversation. Emerging from a back hallway and into the living room was none other than his mom. Adam swallowed to alleviate his dry throat. Christie was even more stunning than he had imagined, and she was more drippingly-hot than the model in the costume advertisement.



Nearly all of the men and women in the room locked onto the blonde, who had an aura of mystery about her due to her glasses covering her eyes. As she strutted into the room, her short shorts cupping the shape her butt cheeks, she immediately came to a halt.
Adam couldn't see her eyes, but he could see his reflection in her gold-tinted sunglasses and that she was looking at him. After deciding that they had been staring at each other's face long enough, Christie inspected her son's choice in costume. He couldn't have possibly known that she had planned on wearing this, because she didn't tell anyone. Studying his prisoner costume, the mother began to consider that maybe it was a sign that, tonight, they were supposed to fit together.
The relatives didn't know what to do next. They had just been standing there. But Christie figured it would be rude and strange for her to deny her son's existence at the party. She walked up to him, with some discomfort.
"Hey, Adam. How are you?" If only he knew what I just did for him.
The aroused son did everything in his power to keep his focus on his mom's face, which was about three inches above his eye line because of her tall heels. Normally, he loved admiring her beautiful face and smile. But in the rarity of her exposing outfit, he had to resist ogling her amazing body. He failed miserably once he began speaking.
"I...uh... I'm uh, doing...um...I'm doing pretty well... I uh, I guess." Between his every word, his eyes left his mother's sunglasses and flickered to her cleavage, her midriff, or her legs.
Christie caught his overt staring and pretended not to notice. She didn't want to seem vain, but she knew it was unfair to expect him not to lose his mind over how she was dressed. The caring mother let her son enjoy her outfit. She was actually flattered that an 18-year-old Adam found her to be so attractive at 41.
Before Christie could react to her son's stammering response, Sheila approached them. She was rocking a green fairy costume, out of which her massive black jugs were spewing.
"Oh my god," she started, "you two look like you planned this together!"
Adam then glanced back Olivia. She had been eavesdropping, and she smugly smirked in a told-you-so manner.
Sheila greeted her friend with a hug and continued, "I think this is a sign that you two should be having fun together during free play." She winked at Adam, in obvious view of Christie, as a way of trying to set them up.
The young son was pumped by the encouragement, while the experienced mother flashed a biting grin in the face of the uncomfortable irony. Christie's embarrassment, though, went unnoticed to her office friend, who was having fun playing Cupid.
"This is too funny. You two must have gotten inside each other's mind during the week while you were having fun with that electronic dildo."
The mom and son laughed a little at the comment, Adam more than his mother.
"You two have to take a picture together to remember this. Don't worry, I'll block out your eyes."
Photos were generally forbidden at Frank's sex parties, but if the people in the photo were okay with it, and their identities were concealed, then it was no problem. It wasn't as if Christie had never broken a rule anyway. After all, she had just let a guy unload in her ass prior to free play.
Since Sheila had promised to make both people in the photo unidentifiable, there was no reasonable explanation for Christie to deny the photo - other than the truth, which she certainly didn't want to tell.
The curvy black woman stepped back with her phone, aiming at the mature, seductive cop and the young, athletic prisoner, who were currently two feet away from each other.
"Come on! Look like you're together!" the matchmaker suggested, excitedly.
Adam and his mother sidestepped closer to each other. They both lightly put their arm around the other person's back.
Sheila held up her phone and aimed it, but then let it down again without taking the photo.
"C'mon guys! This isn't church - it's a sex party. Let's see something a little risqué."
Christie realized that there was no easy way out of Sheila's well-intended nagging. The scantily dressed policewoman scuffled toward her son, her right leg now pressing against his left. She then turned into him sideways, and she raised her left knee to his abs, holding her left thigh across his waist. To finish the pose, she wrapped her arms around his far shoulder. She could feel the half-chub that her son had, likely from checking her out earlier, pressing against her smooth thigh.
Holy shit... Adam was in awe over his mom's change of position. He looked down at her fit, long smooth stretching across his body, and he felt her chest pressing against his left shoulder. He was initially worried that his mom would drop her leg after she felt his growing erection, but she held her pose. That gave Adam confidence.
"You too, Inmate 327," Sheila quipped, reading his costume.
His mom's sturdy legs were blocking his lower body from moving, so Adam had to quickly think of something sexual and intimate to do with his hands. His left arm, which extended out of his cut-off sleeve, was still resting on his mom's back. He took the most obvious route.
Christie's spine tingled as she felt her son's hand run down her naked back. She knew exactly where that hand was going, and she didn't know what to think about it. He's confident, I'll give him that.
With his left hand firmly planted on the rear of his mother's booty shorts, Adam squeezed her left butt cheek enough to make it sexual, but not too much to where he would risk his mom bolting from the scene.
The only decision left was what to do with his right hand. He had two options left: The first option was to place it under his mom's inviting thigh to act as if he were holding it up. That would be the most aesthetically pleasing option for the photo. But Adam had a greater desire for the sexually intimate aspect of the photo. The devious young man took advantage of the opportunity to move his right hand toward his mom's immaculate left breast, which was spilling against his chest.
Through her gold-tinted sunglasses, Christie observed in paralysis. Her son's hand reached for her firm left boob, which was barely covered by cotton fabric. Her eyebrows rose on her forehead, as the young but confident hand cradled and lightly squeezed the firm tissue around her areola. Adam's four fingers were gripping through her clothing, but his thumb rested on her soft flesh.
"There ya go! That's better, you two," Sheila applauded, having no awareness of the context. She held her phone up again. "Christie, just plant your lips on your young lover's cheek, and we'll have a great photo."
Blowing a heavy breath in acceptance of yet another requirement, the mother, who was being felt up by her son, leaned in and planted her moisturized lips on his cheek. She felt movement on her thigh.
Adam's half-chub had grown into an erection, which was constrained by her leg. Christie could sense the embarrassment her son was feeling. She decided to act as if nothing was wrong, recognizing that she was just as responsible for it as he was.
Christie held her lips against her son's cheek. She had kissed him there many times throughout his life, but it felt much different now.
A thrilled Sheila took the photo. The lips on Adam's cheek broke away, but the thigh pressing against his erection lingered for a few extra moments.
"Oh, this has to be the sexiest photo I've ever seen," the photographer honestly remarked to the pair. "You two have rare chemistry."
It was then when Christie hastily pulled away. She briskly took a couple of steps, but then chose to explain her fleeing the scene. "I'm uh... I'm gonna go get a drink." She hurried to the kitchen.
Trying to figure out if something was wrong and if he was responsible, Adam walked away from Sheila.
It was then when Frank's booming voice interrupted the party. "It's 9:30. You know what that means... Time for free play!"
The party's guests erupted, but Adam wasn't in the mood to cheer. His mom had run away from him.
Sensing his disappointment and frustration, Sheila offered a consolation prize. It was her meddling that resulted in Adam's heartbreak. Plus, she couldn't deny that she had a great time with him at the last party. "Hey, Honey. How would you like a visit from the sex fairy? I let sexy young men like you finish anywhere they want," she winked, holding up a sparkling wand.
Tempted, but still feeling down on his luck, Adam politely declined the generous offer. He was more than happy to play with other women any day of the week. But, tonight, he was hung up on just one.
The upset son wandered around the party in envy of the other guests who were able to engage in their desires. Adam tried to find some company among other refraining guests. As he toured the large abode, he noticed that Frank was making use of his free play to be intimate with Olivia. Adam moved on to other parts of the house.
That was when Adam spotted his mom. She was in the lounge room, along with many others. Adam didn't find her by her face. He picked her out by her long blonde hair, exposed back, and her firm ass, which was stretching out her black shorts as they rested on her heels, silver handcuffs dangling to the ground.
Her toned body was wedged between the thighs of the same young guy she had blown the previous week, AJ. Her head was bobbing in and out. Adam was devastated until he remembered that his mom had bet AJ head for this week if he could make his ball in her tube during Tube Pong.
Based on his lackluster expression, AJ was underwhelmed by how his experience compared to last time. Adam was furious with AJ for not realizing how lucky he was. But he was turned on by the same combination of eroticism and jealousy from watching his mom orally fuck another man. The intrigued son tried to get as close as he could to the performance without it appearing creepy and intentional.
He positioned himself around the corner, in an empty room, and he anxiously peered into the living room. From just a stone's throw away, Adam could see AJ sitting on a brown leather sofa as well as the entirety of his captivating MILF's profile.
It was clear that Christie was not giving the same effort that she did when she had fucked Frank or blown AJ last Friday. It didn't matter though. Adam was still stirred by the sight of his mom's lips wrapped around a man's cock.
Adam's hand reached for his expanding shaft, which demanded immediate attention. Recognizing how bad of a faux pas it would be to stroke himself alone while watching another pair, Adam made sure to keep his body hidden behind the wall.
Reasoning that the worst thing that could happen was that he'd look like a peeping tom, Adam watched his mother's blonde head move up and down on AJ's thighs at a moderate clip. Adam slipped his right hand under the elastic of his orange pants and checkered boxers.
Five minutes of watching and masturbating had done nothing to quell his erection. Adam needed to get closer. As he was thinking of how to get closer, he noticed the ebony fairy, who he had rejected earlier, walk into the living room with one of Frank's employees, who was dressed as an Egyptian pharaoh.
Apparently, the "sex fairy" liked her men older as well, because the man holding her hand was likely in his early 60s. The pharaoh had a tent in his white gown, and he lay down on a sofa on the far end of the room, expecting Sheila to climb on top.
Before the fairy and her 44F breasts could hop on top of the Pharaoh for a ride, which would likely break his back, she instinctively whipped her head in Adam's direction, sensing his staring eyes from around the corner.
Sheila asked her eager coworker to hold on for a moment. She then made her way across the lounge to the far exit. Adam wanted to avoid the embarrassment of standing alone behind a wall masturbating, so he quickly released his grip and took his phone out of his pocket, acting as if he was texting in private.
His cover-up failed because Sheila wasn't an idiot. Also, the friendly fairy coyly gestured to the beating cockhead that was poking through Adam's elastic waistband. Well, that sucks.
Surveying the room from Adam's perspective, Sheila quickly found the reason for his spying and masturbating. "You just can't let her go, can you?" She admired his determination.
"I guess not."
Then an offended expression swept over his mom's friend's face. "Well, it's nice to see that you like your hand more than you like me."
"No, no, no. Believe me," Adam felt horrible for his offense, and tried to remedy it, "I would much rather have fun with you than my hand, it's just..." He stared off into Christie's direction.
To his surprise, Sheila covered her mouth, laughing. "I'm just playin' with you! I know exactly what you're doing. Don't worry, I don't take it personally. I know what it's like to be into someone. Christie is a beautiful woman. And I can tell you like seeing her be her seductive self, even if it's not with you."
Adam nodded in agreement.
"I guess you'd like to be a lot closer like last week, but you don't wanna be the creep standing in the middle of a room at a sex party having sex with yourself?"
Adam chuckled, "Yep, exactly, you go it. I can still see pretty well from here, though."
Still being keen on making up for her role in Christie leading him on and then abruptly leaving, Sheila postulated, "Well, I can see that you have a nice view from here... but how would you like to jerk it from a close-up view?"
Sheila obviously had something in mind other than him just walking up there alone and stroking his dick. Adam bit, "That would definitely be better than me stalking from behind a wall."
Sheila was excited. She was confident that she was about to give both him and her what they wanted. "In a party like this, it would be odd if you sat down on that couch next to them and jerked off, right?"
There was a categorical nod from Adam.
"But," the crafty fairy continued, "it wouldn't be weird if you sat down on that couch and jacked off onto a black fairy's tits and face, would it?"
The desperate son marveled at Sheila like she was a gift from God. "Seriously?! You would do that for me, even after I turned you down earlier? But what about your friend over there?"
Finally, feeling atonement for her guilty conscience, a grateful Sheila took Adam by the hand. "Honey, I had fun between your thighs last time, and I'm sure it'll be no different this time. I know you were just upset about Christie, so I'll give you a second bite of the apple. And don't worry about King Tut over there, he can wait." She led her young arm candy over to the brown leather sofa.
The leather was taut but forgiving. Sheila sat Adam down on the cushion right next to AJ. The envious son stared at his sexualized mom running her lips over another cock.
Sheila helped Adam pull down his orange pants, releasing his reddened erection. Tempted to put it in her mouth, or better yet, get up onto the cushion and sit on it, the "sex fairy" settled for cradling her young toy's balls in her right hand while massaging and pinching her nipple with her left hand. Adam was free to pump at the rate he chose.
A mere two feet from Adam's gaze knelt Christie. Her face was comely, but her swaying chest and protruding butt commanded just as much of Adam's interest. AJ didn't even notice that Adam was watching his dick being sucked - he was too busy staring at the same woman, hoping that he would get off. It was even more evident up-close that Christie wasn't putting in as much effort as she did last Friday.
The horny son masturbated anyway, turning his attention to Sheila every few moments in order to make her efforts felt appreciated. But Sheila expected not to be the center of his focus. She had attention from the Pharoah, whose cock she was stroking herself.
Adam observed as AJ placed his hand on the back of the blonde head below him and started nudging Christie to move faster. Christie looked up at AJ's face to gauge his reaction to her performance because she knew that she was too distracted to operate at her best.
It was then that she sensed someone next to her. She looked to the right and saw her friend playing with her own nipple. Christie then followed Sheila's outreached arm to see what she was doing and with whom she was doing it. At the end of the round arm, her hand was caressing and massaging a contrastingly white package. As Christie continued to blow AJ with the aid of his hand, she then turned her eyes to the erect penis standing proudly over Sheila's hand. Wow, that's a handsome one. Good for Sheila.
Christie's curious eyes moved up the orange shirt of the cock's owner. Seeing the familiar hand-cut V-neck, before Christie's gaze got to his face, she had an eerie suspicion of who it was. The mother, once again, found herself making eye contact with her son while she blew another man. Behind her glasses, her eyes doubled in size, as she watched her son stroking his shaft to her performance. With nowhere to run from her current situation, Christie continued to blow AJ while frequently darting her eyes back over to Adam, who gawked at her entire aesthetic.
The first thing that a stunned Christie noticed was that Adam's stroke rate increased after her head had angled toward him. Without realizing it, her libido was kicking in, and she began sucking AJ faster in response. As she sucked faster, Adam stroked faster, keeping the same rate.
After a couple of minutes, both Adam and Christie were paying more attention to each other than they were to the people in front of them. Christie's labia parted as she switched between watching her son grip his erection and watching the reaction in his eyes. Christie then remembered that her glasses were reflective, so Adam could easily when her eyes and face angled more toward his cock, but the mother was past the point of caring.
Her arousal wasn't coming from the dick in her mouth; it was coming from the acknowledgment of her son's pure lust, both for her as a person and for her looks.
A main beneficiary of the increased eroticism was AJ. Christie's elevated performance resulted in him getting even more sensual head than he got last time. Little did he know, it wasn't to please him.
Adam was jerking at full speed. He watched AJ's second hand grab the back of his mom's head and police cap.
For the first time in minutes, Adam turned his attention to Sheila. She was still cradling and massaging his testicles, but she was no longer looking at him either. Standing above her was the old man dressed as a pharaoh. He seemed perturbed that he was ditched for a younger man, and there was an unsatisfied tent in his pants. Sheila glanced back at Adam as if it was his responsibility to come up with a solution.
"Sit next to me, and the 'sex fairy' will gladly jerk you off, too," Adam offered on Sheila's behalf.
Sheila smirked at Adam and gestured for the pharaoh to sit down and reveal his staff. As Sheila placed her hand on the old man's cock, Adam returned to observing his mom.
When Adam darted his pupils back over to Sheila, she had shifted over between him and the pharaoh. She stimulated both Adam's package and the old man's gray-haired package simultaneously. The horny old man repaid the favor by playing with Sheila's well-displayed jugs.
The soft caressing of Adam's swollen balls briefly ceased, as the busty ebony masseuse was switching hands. She crossed her arms, needing her dominant left hand to properly take care of the pharaoh, who was now bending at the waist and making out with Sheila as she stroked him. Adam was glad that Sheila was getting the attention she deserved and that the old man didn't get a bum deal.



Adam's concentration was now undivided on the sexy cop. She was really going to town on AJ's dick, and Adam's clenched fist oscillated so quickly that was a blur. A puddle of hot dew formed at the base of the cheating mom's hot pants, as she felt no need for a thong.
AJ started grunting, and his face was burning red. Christie and Adam were back to staring at each other's faces, and there was no letting up. Suddenly, the wet mom felt a cock twitch in her mouth, and her face was pulled in tightly against AJ's crotch. She knew what was coming next. AJ shot gob after gob of his appreciation into his manager's mouth, eventually releasing her from his grip.
Unable to control her arousal, the misbehaving policewoman chose to do what she knew had turned her son on last time. She used her tongue to push all of the white cum out of her mouth, letting it spill down her chin, as she held eye contact with her son. Blobs of AJ's jizz dripped down onto her bare, projecting rack.
Adam had never seen anything so sexy. He tapped Sheila's head with his hand, getting her attention. The "sex fairy" broke her kiss with the old pharaoh and quickly realized what was about to happen. She removed her dominant hand from the wrinkled cock, and placed it back on Adam's, giving him the last few pumps he needed. Sheila aimed the tip of the thumping cockhead and closed her eyes.
The climaxing son looked back at his cum-covered mom and then back at Sheila. He ejaculated ropes of sperm all over her face and large breasts. Upon seeing that, the old man, who had started jerking himself off, leaned forward and pressed his penis's head against Sheila's thick lips. In ecstasy, the fairy opened her eyelids, which were nearly stuck in Adam's sludge, and took the cumming old cock into her mouth.
Within 30 seconds, all three men were exhaustedly collapsed against the back of the brown leather sofa, and both women keeled over on their sides, panting. Christie huffed as she managed to rise to her feet and run toward a nearby bathroom so that she could straighten up and avoid her son. Sheila lay down on the floor in a heap. She still managed to scoop Adam's cum off her face and lick it off her finger.
Fifteen minutes later, with his mind coming back to Earth from its euphoric state, Adam slowly rose from the sofa, leaving AJ and the pharaoh behind him. He chuckled, realizing that the older man was actually asleep. I need some fucking OJ.
*****
There was no sight of the sexy mom anywhere, though Adam understood that she was probably lying low. He just hoped that the experience they just shared helped them confront the existing awkwardness rather than increasing it.
As the recovering athlete got to the kitchen, there was a commotion. A swarm of five men buzzed around an island countertop. After pouring juice from a banquet table, Adam walked toward the howling men. Through the moving bodies and limbs, Adam could see that they were running a train on a female, which was a rarity, despite it being a sex party.
Of course... Adam wasn't surprised. Pinned down to the counter was a slutty and disheveled nurse. Olivia was glowing. She ecstatically moaned from the constant poking, prodding, fondling, and penetration of her body. Apparently, there were quite a few men who still needed to get reacquainted with their long-lost friend. One of the men, who had already re-established his friendship with her but was involved anyway, was, of course, Frank.
As he left the fuckfest behind him, Adam felt the growing distance between Olivia and him. They still had enjoyable sex regularly, but the passion was starting to fade. Their friendship was still reliably strong and important to both of them, but she was slowly getting drawn back into her crowds of older men, and Adam had an inherently stronger connection with another woman.
*****
Adam waited in the living room for the group of men to finish. He knew that once Frank, the undisputed authority, happened to ejaculate, he would announce the long-overdue ten-minute break. And then, finally, Tube Pong could begin. Adam was agonizingly praying that his mom had actually gone through with her part of the deal. I still have to make that shot. Given his nerves, that shot would be no gimme.
Moans sounded through the kitchen. Three of the men in the orgy were finishing on or in the young woman, a woman who Adam's fellow classmates were beginning to suspect was his girlfriend. Olivia squealed around a cumming brown cock in her throat while Frank inserted himself into her worn pussy to deposit his load. Within five minutes, the remaining two men took turns creaming in her ass.
A winded Frank yelled, "Thirty-minute break, everyone! Meet by the pool when it's over."
Oh, come on. Frank had clearly changed the rules based on his own predicted recovery time.
The anxious son had the jitters. There were still so many things that had to go right in order for his dream to come true. His mom had to have found a way to rig the game in his favor (which meant that she had to have tried to begin with), he had to make his shot, and then his mom would have to actually agree to go through with it.
The break was ending, and people from all over the mini-mansion were heading toward the pool.
Once inside the glassed-in pool house with the rest of the guests, the men and women stood together on the long side of the pool, opposite the bin of balls. Adam could not see his mother within the hoard of women in skimpy costumes. She was likely in the back.
The host of the game, the doorman in the Star Trek costume, repeated the same instructions from last week. He announced that the men had won the sales contest again. The men cheered and walked together in a group to the short end of the pool. The sales result was no surprise to Christie, Adam, or Frank.
The doorman then pressed a button on the wall, and the opaque pool cover automatically rolled back. The order of the tubes was revealed. And just as the hopeful son desired - and as the extorted mother had earned - Christie's inflated tube was in the front row, dead center.
Not knowing if it was just a strange coincidence or if his mom had actually followed through, Adam knew that the tube placement meant nothing if his ball weren't selected first. It then became really important, as Adam heard men chattering behind him, whispering that they wanted to "drain my nuts into that cop's mouth."
The corrupt doorman reached into the bin without looking, which didn't matter because he knew where he had left Adam S.'s ball. But disaster struck. As he blindly reached his hand in, he knocked the ball that he was sexually paid to pick.
The problem then, was that if he looked in the bin, he would be caught cheating. The entire crowd had its eyes on him. He also couldn't risk the suspicious activity of feeling around for a slightly deflated water polo ball.
With an incredible shame for not delivering on his promise, Captain Kirk just grabbed where he believed Adam's ball might have gone. "Thomas W."
Adam's heart sank. He felt like his entire world was collapsing around him. He felt stupid for getting his hopes up.
Christie then burst through the group of thirty women with an appalled expression. She stared daggers at the man in charge of the ball selection. His eyes portrayed sincere regret, not able to communicate with the participant.
The furious mom wished that she could punish the scrawny man, but there was nothing she could do. She couldn't undo her sexual acts with him. She was glad that she no longer had his remnants inside her (when she went into the bathroom following her oral with AJ, she cleaned her booty shorts of her pussy juice as well as the doorman's melted cum from her asshole).
Desperation and anguish filled Christie's heart. She saw her son standing there, his head hanging low with a look of abandonment and embarrassment. She knew he was thinking that she purposely reneged on the deal so that she wouldn't have to blow him. But all Christie could do was hope that Adam's ball could be picked and that he could attempt his shot before another man landed in her tube.
It was then that the reality set in that she could, in mere minutes, have to suck her son's cock. Christie overwhelmed. Before it was just theoretical. Even during planning, she was able to distance herself from the potential reality, and admittedly, it led to strong arousal. But now, the reality was truly setting in, and Christie was left to consider the consequences.
The rules of the game, and of the party, explicitly stated that she would have to perform the oral to completion. The only way that she could get out of it was if she explained her relationship with Adam, which could be worse for her life than actually blowing him.
The first man up, Thomas, grabbed his polo ball and peered right at the sexy policewoman, who stood in front of the women's group. "You're Christie, right?"
Wishing that she could give another answer due to her knowing exactly why he was asking, Christie sighed back, "Yep."
Thomas winked at her in a showboating manner as he lobbed his yellow ball at her tube. Adam held his breath as the ball hit his mom's tube. But it then bounced multiple times and landed in a tube in the back row.
"Amy C.," the announcer called out. Thomas tried his best to hide his disappointment out of respect to Amy. They performed the traditional greeting of kissing the prizewinner while touching their privates in some fashion.
Adam and the doorman both dodged a bullet on that first toss. Pleading that the next ball would be Adam's, Captain Kirk reached into the bin. Unfortunately, he couldn't feel the deflated ball fast enough, and he had to choose another. "David K."
Once again, the chosen man looked at Christie and aimed for her tube. And once again, it bounced off of hers and went in another. Christie was always popular, but tonight, virtually every man wanted her in her salacious costume. If Adam wasn't chosen soon, then all of his and his mom's work would have been a waste. They both held their breaths as two more men attempted and missed under the heightened pressure.
Having nearly cleared the top layer of balls in the bin, Frank's accountant was optimistic about choosing Adam's ball soon.
A downcast expression fell upon Christie's face as the next name was announced. "AJ E."
It was the same guy she had blown twice because of his ability to land a bullseye into her tube from thirty feet away. He smugly turned toward Christie. "After how much I could tell you liked it today, I'll let you have the opportunity again." Some men and women laughed and clapped.
Yeah, sure, that was because of you..., sarcastically thought the MILF.
It was then that Christie noticed that the doorman was trying to get her attention. She subtly peeked in his direction. He was happily raising his eyebrows and gesturing at the ball bin, implying that, while everyone was distracted by AJ's repartee, he was able to scan the bin and find Adam's ball.
Regardless of how misinformed AJ was as to why she gave him such incredible head, and even though Adam would finally be picked next and she would likely have to blow him, Christie felt compelled to do something.
Already worried, Adam then watched in disbelief as his mom hurried over to the opposite short end of the pool. She looked at AJ and began to plead, "I know you can do it, AJ. I wanna see you do this for me. AJ, babe, you have no fucking idea what I plan on letting you do to me." She bent over, placing her hands on her knees, standing like a nervous sports coach.
It was like a knife being driven through Adam's heart. The betrayed son's depression was met with frustration and anger. Not only did she NOT rig the game for me, but now she's helping this guy win?!
"Well, I've never seen begging before," a man, standing in the back, humorously pointed out. Adam felt even worse.
Adam's spirit was only slightly lifted when he saw that his mother's begging position resulted in her knotted "top" shifting to the point where it could barely hold in her tits. Nearly all of her firm chest was visible. Her elegant neck craned upward, her front teeth lightly bit her lip, and her mysterious, determined eyes stared straight ahead. Her hands rubbed on her bare thighs in anticipation.
AJ was ecstatic about the hottest woman at the party begging to suck his dick. But he soon noticed the downside to that. She was standing right in his sightline. "Can you move just a little to the side?"
Christie tightened her core and rocked her hips from side to side. She then held her finger to her pursed lips. "Babe, stop asking me questions and shoot already. Don't you think some of my moves should just be our secret?" she winked.
AJ breathed heavily. He couldn't ask her to move again, and everyone was waiting for him to finally take his turn.
As the arrogant, fresh-out-of-college salesman struggled to line up his shot, Adam began to suspect that his mom had an ulterior motive. He then partially covered his eyes as he watched a distracted AJ throw his ball. It hit the inner rim of Christie's tube and bounced back toward AJ and landed in the water. Not only did he fail to make the tube he wanted, but he had to move to the end of the line.
Great relief washed over Adam and Christie. The happy mom headed back over to join the rest of the women, a skip in her step. As she was about to reach them though, she noticed that her son's astonished, lustful gaze was following her. To Adam's excitement, a pumped-up Christie gave her son a subtle thumbs up and a wink.
"Adam S.," the game host grinned.
Fuck, yes. The son retrieved his ball from the doorman, who whispered, "Christie really wants you," as Adam took the yellow orb from his hands. It all finally made sense, and Adam was on top of the world. He couldn't believe the lengths that his mom went to in order to ensure that he had the opportunity to win a blowjob from her.
The son's feet stopped at the edge of the pool. He was beyond nervous, so he tried the same breathing techniques to relax that he used whenever he needed to pitch again after giving up a home run. His hands steadied, and he lined up his shot with the yellow ball, which he realized was fairly deflated. He figured that could only help him, and he decided to throw a shovel pass at his mom's tube.
At that moment, rather than fighting them, Christie let her natural feelings take over. Her heart was racing, and she wished under her breath for Adam to make it.
The shot went up and seemed to hang in the air forever.
Finally, it came down and hit the inner edge of Christie's water tube, right in the same spot that AJ's did. However, unlike AJ's ball, Adam's ball died as it hit the buoyant plastic, and it fell into the center of the tube.
Overwhelmed with joy, the son stood there speechless. Somebody who wasn't speechless was AJ, who cried out, "That's bullshit!" from the back of the line.
As the rest of the people clapped and cheered, including the envious men, Adam turned toward his mom. Christie, who involuntarily jumped on her feet with joy when her son sunk the shot, took off her sunglasses off again and put them up on the top of her police cap.
The mother and son stared longingly into each other's eyes, Adam with uncertainty over how the following moments would unfold, and Christie with a confident and accepting smile.
The prizewinner was paralyzed with anxiety as his dream woman approached him, with her strutting legs, slender body, lively breasts, round hips, and sexy, mature face. Adam's cock stiffened just from knowing there would be some form of physical contact, whether it be the traditional Tube Pong greeting or just a hug.
Christie wasted no time. She stepped right up to Adam and pressed her chest into his. He instinctively wrapped his arms around her lower back. The seductive mother, in one motion, slid her experienced left hand under the elastic of her son's boxers and grabbed the trunk of his swelling erection. She then closed her eyes and leaned in for a passionate kiss.
Adam was in heaven. He could feel his mom's chest expanding against his, her nipples hardening as she held his erection and gently massaged his sensitive flesh with her thumb. Christie even went as far as slipping a little bit of her moist, pink tongue into her son's dry mouth.
The kiss, which lasted much longer than most, received thunderous applause and cheers. The couple ended the embrace. Adam and Christie then stood there in erotic bliss, with their foreheads pressed against the other.
Christie then nuzzled her cheek against her son's and whispered seductively into his ear, "If things had gone according to my plan, I'd be giving you your prize already. Oh well, I'm not opposed to letting things last a long time before they reach their climax."
As her mouth pulled away from her son's ear, she noticed the doorman watching, nodding his head in agreement with what was happening. Christie winked to him as a thank you for not letting the things she did for him not going to waste.
The blonde mom, in her drop-dead sexy outfit, looked at her son again to see his reaction to being with her in a sexual way. She saw a dreamy trance of pure desire in his wide eyes. His lips moved again in a way that suggested he wanted another kiss. The loving mother happily obliged, and she planted her lips back on Adam's for a brief kiss. To her wonderful surprise, a lustful Adam took the opportunity to slide a bit of his tongue between her unopened lips.
Loving that she and her son were on the same wavelength, but still somewhat conscious of not wanting to hold up the game for others, Christie rewarded the bold teenager by darting her tongue out, massaging his sensually, and then pulling it away. She then leaned in and provocatively whispered, "If you follow me into the other room right now, the next time I do that, it'll be on your dick."
A dazed Adam took the hand that was offered to him, and he trailed his mom's gyrating booty out of the pool house.
****
The night was more sensational than it had been in any of the dozens of Adam's dreams. He followed his mom's guiding hand into the main living room, where the two men, who barely missed Christie's tube, were being sucked off by other women.
Christie walked her son right up to a white cushioned chair, near the coffee table in the middle of the room. She stopped short and lightly spun him around. No longer acting based on careful thought, just on pure sexual adrenaline, the racy cop placed her hand on the center of her inmate's chest and pushed him into the comfy chair.
Finally wrapping his head around this reality, Adam smiled widely. Christie could notice her son's growing comfort, and it made her feel even more confident in what she was doing. Standing over him, she and her son looked into each other's eyes once again.
Then, the tempted son broke eye contact so that he could gape at the entirety of his mother's revealing costume. His intense gaze moved down from her excited eyes to her full rosy lips, to her supple neck, to her voluptuous breasts, to her slender midriff, to her black booty shorts that outlined her mound, and then, finally, to her inviting thighs, which were made even more prominent by her tall black heels. "Wow," Adam breathed.
It was only one word, but with the way her son's face looked when he said it, it meant everything to Christie. The mother knew that her son's eyes were devouring her image with carnal desire and that lewd ideas were entering his young mind. But she didn't want it to be any other way. "See something you like?" Christie flirted in response. She even began naughtily helping him get turned on by her body.



Adam nearly lost his load before his pants were even off. His irresistible mother, who was standing a foot before the white chair, deliberately rotated her body so that her special young man could get a close-up view of her ass, which was contained in the composite leather. She didn't stop there. She then crossed her legs at her heels and slowly bent over from her waist. When her torso was parallel to the floor, she stroked her long blonde hair to the side, arched her lower back, and twisted her head back to look at his face from the corner of her eye.
Intensely breathing, Adam saw how the bottoms of her butt cheeks were out of her shorts, which were stretched on their seams. The incredible source of arousal was also a source of agony because Adam had to do everything in his power to avoid standing up, pulling down his mom's shorts, and taking her from behind.
Seeing her beloved son squirming in his chair was a sign to Christie that her erotic torture had gone on long enough. She snapped up to her upright position and faced Adam again. She leaned forward and used her hands to part her son's knees. As she did that, she felt the strength in his legs. It was her turn to run her eyes over his body, and she was impressed by his new adult figure.
His face had a solid jawline, which he got from her. His skin was clear and clean-shaven. His brown hair was a little messy, but that just made her want to run her hands through it. His arms, coming through his torn-off sleeves, were muscular and lean. His white teeth and lips were assets she had just gotten to experience up close. The deep V-neck in his orange shirt made her wonder why he hadn't taken it off already. And his quads appeared more than strong enough to handle her jolting weight.
Her favorite muscle, though, was her son's love muscle, which was pitching an orange tent in his lap. The sensuous MILF unconsciously licked her lower lip. Tracing his mom's sightline, Adam looked toward his lower abdomen and saw the full boner that, until that moment, he didn't even know he had. Feeling embarrassed by the angled tent, Adam moved his hand to tuck the erection under the elastic of his boxers.
Alert enough to understand what her son was about to do, Christie swiftly reached down and brushed his arm away. She held her son's forearm, leaning down to explain to him, "You don't need to hide that from me. I like looking at it. And you should be proud to have a cock like that. My pussy's already wet from the thought of sucking all of your cum out of it." She wasn't lying.
In response to the intimate statement, Adam faintly thrust his hips up. It didn't go unnoticed by his mom, who grabbed the elastics of the orange scrubs and boxers. They made eye contact again and Adam nodded to confirm the impending action.
In one hard tug, the married mother yanked her son's pants and boxers down to his ankles. Adam parted his knees again even though his ankles were constrained by his pants.
Christie's lips were ajar, as she couldn't believe how perfect her son's package was. He had two sizable testicles that were snug in the aroused package. He had a clean-shaven shaft that was of above-average length and girth. A beating vein ran up in a squiggly line from the balls up to a bulbous knob. She had seen it when he was being satisfied by Sheila both times, but not in much detail due to her head being pulled in another direction. I made a beautiful baby.
The 41-year-old woman lowered her head farther to get closer to the handsome phallus, which was hard just for her. With her body hovering over her son's lap, she flicked her brown eyes toward his face. His eyes were locked onto something else. Christie then realized that her back was parallel to the ground and that her breasts were spilling out of her top. Her areolas clung onto the blue fabric for dear life.
After taking a few moments to study the hunger in Adam's eyes, the blonde siren whispered, "Hey, how about if I let you feel mine, you let me touch yours."
Adam was overjoyed by her offer. But did nothing, as if it were a trap. So, the loving mother helped her son by taking his hands in hers and placing them under the light blue fabric on her chest.
"Uhh...Ohh," moaned the high school student, as if he were handling the Holy Grail. He squeezed them gently to see his mom's reaction. She did nothing but close her eyes and hum, displaying a radiant smile. Encouraged, Adam squeezed harder and rubbed his thumbs over the stiff nipples. Christie did nothing but breathe loudly and adjust her body. The adventurous son then started playing with them and pinching them at full speed. They felt even better than he fantasized, so soft yet firm.
Christie stood there, opening and closing her eyes, and she placed her hand on her son's shoulder. The physical sensations were nothing new, but knowing it was from him was driving her up the wall. "There you go, My Love," she encouraged while she moaned.
Adam blinked when she called him "My Love." Before, she had only ever called him "Sweetie" or "Sweetheart." A generic "Honey" was what she called his dad.
Once her son had figured out how to handle her chest, Christie lowered herself onto her knees. As she knelt in between her son's legs, her butt rested on her heels. Her eyes were magnetized to the erection, which lay against her son's orange shirt.
Adam continued to massage his mother's breasts. Christie looked up at him. Their eyes held onto each other, as the experienced blonde inched her head closer to the grateful 18-year-old's pulsating fuckpiece. She stopped just shy and reached out with her hand, and once again, firmly grasped the warm meat. She pumped twice sensually and then angled it toward her eager mouth. Adam could hardly believe it was actually happening.
Just before Christie enveloped her son's penis in her mouth, she stated firmly, "I want you, Adam." And she took the length of his cock in her mouth. The bewildered son immediately placed his right hand on the back of his mother's head. She didn't need the guidance; he just wanted to make it more intimate. His left hand stayed below his mother's chin so that he could feel her immaculate rack.
The blowjob started slowly, but then picked up with time. Every few seconds, Christie stopped to ask herself if she was really blowing her son. Those pauses always ended with her licking her son's veiny shaft and then more sucking.
Maybe it was the new experience of being with a man this young, maybe it was his sculpted cock and groin, maybe it was the mood she was in - but the frequent sex-party-attendee was sure that it was the most enjoyable cocksucking experience she had ever had. In Christie's mind, though, she knew the real reason for that was because she had a deep, loving, and intimate connection with her son that she could never replicate with another human.
Christie made sure to keep looking up at her son, whenever possible. She wanted to see the look in his eyes and for him to see the look in hers. The salacious cop was keeping her son as a prisoner of her seduction, and she refused to let him break out.
The sexual delight was like nothing that Adam had ever experienced. As good as Olivia was, nothing with her ever felt as good as this. Christie continued to pick up speed, flexing her body and really getting into it. She had been married for twenty years, and she was undoubtedly giving the most sensuous head that she had ever given. If Adam hadn't finished on Sheila earlier, he would have unloaded into his mom's mouth minutes ago.
After hearing a loud noise, for the first time in almost ten minutes, Adam examined the rest of the room. Due to being lost in his own world, he didn't even realize that a third of the party guests were in the same room and collecting their oral prize. At that moment, Adam saw Sheila walk out of the back with the same Asian man that had been eating out his mom last week before Frank stepped in.
When Sheila saw Adam, she practically ran up to them, excited to see the pair that she had tried to set up earlier in the night. The full-figured fairy was enthralled by the clear intensity in the way that her work friend was devouring the young cock.
Deciding that it was the perfect time to finish her work from earlier, Sheila began recruiting peer pressure. As she saw the next oral winner and blower enter the room, she waved them over to her. They strolled over to her in curiosity. When the pair then saw what she was staring at, they were impressed by the passionate and sexy head, but they were confused about why Sheila felt the need to call them over.
The man she had called over, who was dressed as a character from Top Gun, just nodded in agreement, "Yeah, that's definitely really hot."
"I know!" continued the thrilled friend. "Don't you think they should fuck?"
Adam darted his eyes up when he heard Sheila say that. His mom wasn't paying attention, though. She was too engrossed in her X-rated work in between his legs.
The Sex-Fairy-HR-rep winked at Adam, and then repeated, "Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck! Fuck!" Sheila started the rhythmic chant softly and then gradually increased her volume as she pumped her fists in the air.
The pair of colleagues, who quickly understood the reason they were called over, were more than happy to help. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" they echoed in unison. Soon, Sheila's partner joined in as well. All four people surrounding Adam, his mother, and the white chair, were chanting. They looked around the room at the inquisitive men, who were all currently seated and getting blown. Not knowing the reason for the chant, but not wanting to miss out on the fun, the nearly twenty other men in the room began to yell, "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
Even a lot of women broke away from their respective laps to stand up and see what all the commotion was about. They either witnessed Christie's oral or just saw Sheila chanting, but either way, they were happy to help out their coworker. Nearly the entire room was shouting for Christie and Adam to take things to the next level.
The chant was so loud that even the mother, highly engrossed in her son's pleasure, had obviously heard the chants. Even though her mouth was in the shape of an O, Adam knew she was smiling widely. For the first time since she began, the improper policewoman finally released her son's well-hung shaft from her soft lips. "So, is that for us?"
In response, a confident Adam nodded, removed his hands from his mom's chest and head, and placed them on her cheeks. With his hand, he brushed his mom's blonde hair behind her ear. He guided her head up slightly, and he bent at the waist to meet her face. Adam passionately kissed his mother, and she kissed him back.
While still locking lips, Adam guided Christie's body up to her feet. A euphoric feeling led the entranced mom to the point where she was straddling her son's knees. Christie took it upon herself to lower herself onto her son's legs, securely planting her leather-wrapped butt cheeks onto his lower thighs.
Cheers and applause came from the crowd as they witnessed the highly erotic display. However, Christie wasn't paying them much mind. She continued to passionately press her lips against Adam's. For the second time that night, the hopeful son slid a bit of his tongue between his mom's lips. Christie immediately pulled her head back, shaking it no. She then showed her son what she wanted by sliding the length of her soft tongue into his mouth. Adam's eyes flashed and then closed. Christie, kneeling on the white cushion, leaned in, with her light-blue top and badge, and smushed her chest against her son's solid pectorals. She rested her hands on the tops of his shoulders near his neck, circulating her tongue around Adam's.
Then, as the ecstatic young man ran his trembling hands down his mom's back and planted them firmly on her round ass cheeks, the thankful mom gyrated her hips on her son's thighs.
Not forgetting about the organ that she had an obligation to satisfy, the stiff-chested mom lowered her right hand from her son's shoulder and gripped his thumping erection. She jacked it infrequently - just enough to let her son know that she didn't forget about it while they were making out zealously.
After about a minute of the extraordinary embrace, the kiss ended. Christie, now deciding to use the crowd to her advantage, remained still and let her son hear everyone chanting, "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" The soaking-wet mom then pressed her lips against her son's ear. "We better give the people what they want."
Adam was lost for words. All he expected from the night was semi-reluctant head from his mom. He never would have thought that she'd be "persuading" him to have sex with her.
"Okay."
Christie bore a perky grin, as her ego was fed by how her seduction was melting her young son's mind. She was turned on by how attractive he found her. She wanted him to be at a loss for words. She wanted him to want her more than anything.
The starry-eyed son felt his mother's weight leave his knees, as she rose to a standing position. She offered her hand and Adam took it. He got off of the chair and pulled his pants up. Christie smiled at Adam one last time before leading him into the kitchen, which was in full view due to the open floor plan. The audience cheered on the couple, as Christie and Adam appeared to be finally giving in to their demand.
Adam had no idea what his mom had planned. At that moment, he would have blindly followed her anywhere. Christie was feeling sublime, still considering what to do with her son. She then got a wickedly erotic idea on how to give him the kinky sex he was used to, while still maintaining their romantic passion.
In the kitchen, Christie grabbed the chair in which she had mediocre sex with Frank last Friday. She then moved it into the center of the tiled kitchen. This time, she was expecting much more satisfying sex from her partner. Obeying his mom's wishes, Adam let her push him down into the comfortable wooden chair, which had a padded seat.
Adam waited in anticipation for his beautiful mother to pull down his pants again and sit on his lap. But that wasn't what she did next. Adam was worriedly confused as the cop walked away from the scene. He heard her heels clicking on the tile behind him. Then he heard the sound of clanking metal.
All of a sudden, he felt his stout arms being pulled back behind the chair, and a metal ring was clamped around his left wrist. Then there was the sound of metal scraping wood before his right wrist was clamped in another metal ring. Adam didn't know what to think. His mom had just handcuffed his hands to the chair. The under-the-table "bonuses" that Frank had been giving to her and other female employees to buy outfits were paying off. Adam's arms were stuck, and with what Christie was about to do, dollar-store handcuffs weren't gonna cut it.
When his mom came back into view, her gold-lensed aviators were covering her eyes again. Adam, though, could still see everything she was looking at through the reflection. Another thing he noted was that her long, blonde hair was in a ponytail, hanging down from the bottom of her police cap. Adam had never seen his mom in a ponytail before, but it made her look even hotter in her costume, which until then, Adam didn't think was possible.
His mom offered a playful smile, as she raised her right heel and stomped down on the seat of the chair between Adam's knees. Adam followed the striking leg all the way up to the top. Where it ended, tight, black fabric stretched over, what was obviously, a juicy pussy.
People from the other room, the ones who had finished already, walked to the edge of the kitchen and blatantly watched the erotic show as if it was theater. A lot of men had shot their loads into their "prize's" mouth while watching Christie make out with her young friend.
The mother and son were mainly oblivious to the onlookers, as they were in their own world. With her leg tantalizingly on the chair, the blonde cop explained the handcuffs to her prisoner. "I can't have you running away when I'm giving you your punishment for being such a bad boy with that vibrator, can I?"
The prisoner expressed his exhilaration. Not being able to avoid her urges any longer, the seductive mom grabbed a hold of the hand-cut neckline in Adam's shirt. She tore the fabric down to the bottom of the orange scrub shirt and let it fall back on her son's arms.
Trying to rediscover the joy she felt from sexually taunting her son earlier, the captivating mother bent at the waist and began to sensually kiss her son's body, starting at the neck and going down to the V created by his lower abdomen. Adam was already panting. He wanted to be able to touch and feel his mouth-watering captor, but he couldn't.
He flexed his cock in his pants because that was all he could do. Christie noticed his flexing, so she reached down and grabbed the top of his waistband. Adam felt relieved, as he was finally going to indulge in his ultimate fantasy. But then, Christie sadistically let go of the waistband and stood back up. Her son was confused until she saw the devilish grin on her face. Christie was having too much fun seeing how aroused she could make her son.
Then, the cheating mom did something more provocative. She took her breasts in her palms and lifted them to her face. She lowered her neck and carefully licked her tits while she looked at her son. Adam was rattling the chair. His torturer wasn't done there though. Christie then turned around, just as she did earlier, and bent over enticingly at the hips. She added a small circular movement to her curvaceous ass.
She then looked back and realized that her poor son was pain - a good pain - but pain nonetheless. "I can make your cock feel a little more comfortable, but you're gonna have to ask for it."
Adam's perspiring forehead, and his inability to wipe away the beads of sweat, also made it a light form of water torture. "PLEASE! Literally anything! Just touch it somehow," he begged. "And can you wipe my head off. The sweat's getting in my eyes."
Christie decided that her son deserved some time on for good behavior. The mother, who was bent at the hips, backed up toward the chair. She whipped her butt cheeks against her son's forehead, forcefully alleviating the sweat. She then lowered herself onto his upper thighs.
"Ugh!" Adam moaned. He savored the feeling of his mom's ass placing its full weight on his erection.
Christie straddled the sides of the heavy wooden chair and gave Adam a lap dance. Her son's fuckpiece felt just as powerful underneath of her as it did in her mouth. She was invigorated by the sensation of the young cock flexing against her butt, asking for entry inside of her.
All Adam could think about was breaking his chains and reaching around his mom to grab her chest, thighs, mound, anything. With a desire to make things more cozy for herself, the dancer left her straddling position and stood up. Adam's first thought was that he was being tormented again, but he was glad to see that his mom was attempting to remove his shoes and his pants.
The mother tossed his shoes to the side and began to remove his pants and boxers again - for good this time, not wanting him to have the chance to pull them up again. The fortunate son peered at his mom's reflective sunglasses to see that her attention was squarely on his hardon. The impressive erection snapped back against the highschooler's six-pack, again free of its elastic cage. With the exception of his short socks, Adam was naked, much to Christie's delight.
Straight away, Christie returned to the lap dance. It was an even better experience for both parties, as a bolt of lightning shot through Christie's body at the warm touch of her bare thighs on her son's. That feeling was almost as good as the sensation under her ass. Christie could feel, in detail, the six-and-a-half-inches of lust trapped between her skimpy shorts and Adam's ripped abdomen. As she ground into his lap, she felt the cockhead throbbing as well as the blood pumping through the elongated shaft.



"Oh god!" Adam moaned. "This is fucking amazing."
The mom leaned back into her son's upper body and placed her blonde head on his shoulder while she perfected her rhythm. It was a comfortable position for Christie, as she fit perfectly flush against her son's tone body. To top it off, she reached behind her to grab his neck and pulled it down so that his chin was resting on her shoulder. Like a fucking puzzle piece.
The horny MILF felt the young man's chin extend over her shoulder. There was no doubt in her mind that Adam was glaring into her cleavage. She hoped that he could see everything he wanted.
The mature vixen heard her son begin to breathe laboriously. She hopped off his lap. She didn't want him to cum yet.
As his mom left his lap, Adam emitted a sound akin to a complaining whine.
Christie knew how to make her captive happy again. She alleviated Adam's fears with a sly smirk, "What's the matter, My Love? I thought you wanted to pump your sperm into my pussy, not on the outside?"
The 18-year-old closed his eyes and emitted another sound. But it was one of arousal.
The naked son watched incredulously as his own mom, dressed in the slutty cop uniform, hooked her fingers under the band of her sleek shorts and wiggled out of them. Christie was turned to the side as she did it so that Adam could truly witness the curves of her ass.
Christie made a show of working the shorts down her thighs before finally stepping out of them. The growing audience was pleased with the act.
Before stepping forward toward the chair again, Christie removed her glasses and put them on her cap. The mother and son looked at each other without any barriers. Both were letting it sink in what they were about to do and were seeing if the other gave any look of doubt or hesitation. Neither did.
Adam examined the glistening, shaved vagina that inched closer to his face with each of Christie's steps. He then watched it stop just shy of his face. He inhaled the sweet aroma and leaned his head forward as far as he could and flicked his tongue out. The tip of his tongue grazed his mom's outer labia. She jolted back from the unexpected sensation.
She looked down as her son tasted her juices on his tongue. Her cunt was thoroughly soaked. As much as Christie would have liked to press her pussy into her son's face and let him eat out all of her nectar, she had an even more satisfying plan.
Naked below her chest, with the exception of her heels, Christie lowered herself onto Adam's lap.
Her mind was swimming, and she could do nothing but think of the sensual moment that she was sharing with her son. Christie steadily gripped her son's cock as she carefully squatted down. She placed her left hand on Adam's shoulder for added support.
And right before her open, steaming mound could immerse her son's erection, the mother leaned in and they kissed again like lovers. As the mom and son opened their eyes to each other, Christie whispered to her handsome son, "I love you, Adam. And I think it's time for you to fuck me." She sat her pussy down on his cock.
"Uhhhh! Ah! Ah! Ah!" moaned Christie, as the rigid shaft slid deeper and deeper inside of her. It was an ecstatic feeling.
"Ohhh! Ohhh! Ohhh!" Adam was barely hanging onto his load. He felt the hot, wet folds of pink wrapping around his sensitive flesh.
Eventually, the erection was completely buried, and Christie came to a stop on her son's lap. They both sighed, and Christie and Adam rested their foreheads together. The mother tried to gather her wide range of emotions, relishing the pure sensuality before the actual fucking would begin.
That was when Christie realized that, due to her sitting on his lap at a close distance, their heights worked out to the point where her chest hung right against her son's face. It was almost humorous how his face disappeared in her cleavage. The mother arched back as she felt the meat inside of her flex in yearning. She kissed her son again.
Adam's attention turned back to the feeling of his cock inside his mom's most intimate spot. It was snug and warm. He shifted his hips, and his cock felt securely locked in, his mom's vaginal muscles holding on tightly. "It's a good fit," he grinned.
Christie delicately fondled her own breasts and then leaned into her son, pushing her rack into his face. She soon felt the warm saliva from her son's mouth on the tops of her breasts. Christie remarked into her son's ear, with a giggle, "We fit perfectly... lucky you."
With an eagerness for more pleasure, the hot mom began to raise herself on her legs and let herself fall back down onto the throbbing cock, over and over again. Adam helped by bucking his waist up and down in rhythm.
The bouncing mom released quiet, high-pitched moans regularly, the thick head infiltrating a deep place in her vaginal canal. Her fluids glazed the surface area of her son's penis and taut nutsack. With her forearms on her son's chest and her hands by his neck, Christie closed her eyes, entering a state of euphoria.
Sweating from the skin-to-skin contact, Adam's hot breath and fast tongue coated his mother's large breasts in moisture. As he felt the steady motion of his mom's ass clapping against his thighs, and his cock being expertly gripped by her pussy, he tried to figure out how to get his mouth on her pointy nipples, but to no avail. He knew it was silly to want more, given that he had everything he could have ever hoped for, but he would've done anything to be able to move his hands.
After the mom and son had been riding and bucking for nearly fifteen minutes, neither wanting to cum yet, Adam noticed movement out of the corner of his eye. He pulled his head out of his mom's cleavage and, for the first time, looked around the kitchen.
"Whoa," the son was taken aback.
Christie opened her eyes, finding that, at the edge of the kitchen, about twenty-five people were standing there, hypnotized by the way their coworker was springing up and down on the naked teen.
Neither Christie nor Adam knew what to do, so they just kept fucking while studying the faces that watched them. Some of the men and women were touching themselves as if it were a live porno.
Some were even going down on others to satisfy the urges they felt after seeing the couple in the kitchen.
Adam then spotted Olivia. She was standing near the side of the kitchen's massive entrance. Olivia was with Frank, and they were actually masturbating each other as they watched. It wasn't long until Christie noticed her son's friend and her boss ogling them.
Skeptical of what was happening, Christie and Adam saw a horny Frank mumble something to Olivia. Adam was startled by his classmate stepping into the kitchen and toward the wooden chair.
The slutty nurse stood there, wearing an embarrassed smile. "Would you mind," she addressed the couple, whose attention she certainly had, "if took a ride - for just a few seconds?"
Both Christie and Adam were in disbelief. Adam couldn't figure out why she was doing it. Christie had no clue of her intentions either.
Christie wanted to scold her, but she knew that she was her son's friend. "Why?" Christie coldly asked, panting.
Normally fearless, Olivia was quite shy at the moment. She turned back to a masturbating Frank, who gave her an affirming look as if to continue with his instructions.
Olivia continued, "If you let me ride Adam for just under a minute, then you two can go upstairs afterward and use a private bedroom to finish."
Adam analyzed his mom's reaction to the proposition. She seemed puzzled. On one hand, she was having the most intimate moment of her life, and she didn't want to share her son. On the other hand, with all of the people watching, it wasn't that intimate anymore, and she knew it would be amazing if she could take Adam upstairs where nobody else was allowed. They could be alone.
Christie wasn't sure why Frank had sent Olivia to do his bidding, but she figured that since all she had to do step to the side while Olivia sat on her son's lap for a few moments, the reward of the private room outweighed the cost.
Christie and Adam watched their privates gracefully separating. The sensation was marvelous. Adam was still reeling from the idea of his mom having to leave, even for a short moment.
"Are you sure?" Adam asked his mom. He didn't want her to leave.
The mother lovingly kissed her son again. She whispered into his ear, "Sometimes you have to put up with this shit in life. Trust me, though, the reward is going to be worth it. And you are mine. You won me. You are mine, and it's my pussy that's yours. DO NOT let her tell you anything different."
After breaking all physical contact with her son, the blonde cop warned the slutty nurse, "You have thirty seconds before I'm getting back on. Thirty seconds."
Olivia wasted no time. She straddled her friend, and she sat down with Adam's cock disappearing under her white miniskirt. With no thong barrier, Adam's dick plopped right into the familiar-feeling pussy. Olivia started grinding on her casual sex partner.
Meanwhile, Frank, who orchestrated the plan, knowing the strict time limit, wasted no time either. Panting and quivering, he ran into the kitchen. He headed in the direction of his bombshell, 41-year-old employee. Christie's mind had solved the puzzle. Frank had been checking her chest and body out all night, and when he couldn't resist anymore, he sent Olivia over to distract Adam.
Adam ignored Olivia, who was really just a pawn in Frank's game, and peered off to the side as the party's host pleaded with his employee, "Christie, please let me finish on your tits."
The son was perturbed at the trick. But, then again, the only reason he was having sex with his mom was because of Frank, so he couldn't be too mad. Christie rolled her eyes, as she was even less enthused about this idea. If it weren't her boss, the host, then she would've refused and given him a piece of her mind.
With a whatcha-gonna-do gesture directed at her handcuffed son, followed by a mouthed, "I'm so sorry," the nearly nude, married mother dropped to her knees and held her breasts up in her hands.
The boss, wearing his pirate costume, jerked off rapidly over the mature chest, desperate to get off in the thirty-second window.
"Fifteen seconds left," sighed Christie, who wanted to remind her boss that she wasn't going to wait all day for him.
Frank wasn't quite as far along as he thought. "Can I have some help?" He blurted out.
If he didn't sign her paycheck, the woman down on her knees would have gotten up and smacked him across the face. Instead, she reached out with one hand while she held her chest up with the other. She grabbed Frank's average dick and pumped her hand so expediently that it was beginning to burn his shaft. Christie aimed the tip at her chest.
"Five seconds..." she announced, unenthused.
Frank's face went blank, and his non-eye-patched eye cringed shut. Christie made sure to aim the tip so that all of the jizz landed in one spot on her upper right boob, not wanting it to get on her costume.
As soon as the last drop left Frank's shrinking package, Christie let go, stood up, and headed over to the chair without even a glance at Frank.
Frustrated that her son had seen the events that just unfolded, Christie grabbed Olivia's hips and practically yanked her off of Adam's lap. "Time's up!"
The 19-year-old backed away from the chair. But before she could get too far, the intimidating woman tapped on her shoulder and pointing to the white goo on her breast. "Clean up your boyfriend's mess, now."
Frank felt a bit dejected as he saw Christie make Olivia eat his cum off of her instead of her doing it herself. Adam, though, was a bit turned on. But all he really wanted was his mom back.
Finally, the seductive mother and her horny son had the kitchen to themselves again. Adam was frightened that Frank's actions had turned his mom off, as he watched her put her black hot pants back on and then turned to the chair and, regrettably, slid his boxers and orange scrubs back up to his knees. Not knowing what was going on, Adam just followed his mom's lead and pulled his pants up to his waist.
His fears were unwarranted though, as Christie walked up and sat down on his lap once more. She reached around him with her arm to click the lever that unclasped the prop handcuffs. "How would you like to come upstairs with just me, follow me into a bedroom, lock the fucking door behind us, and take me however you want on a king-sized mattress until you finish deep, deep inside of me?"
The highschooler was speechless. But his erection twitching against his mother's pussy through her hot pants sufficed as an answer.
The show was over, as Adam and Christie raced up the stairs. Frank was a single man, but he had seven bedrooms, so they just walked into the first guest room they saw. After locking the door behind them, they both felt safe.
Awkwardness ensued as Christie sat down on the king bed in her full outfit. Removed from the sounds and activity, there was a heightened vulnerability.
Christie removed her light-blue cap as well as the aviators resting on top. "Do you mind?"
"No, whatever is comfortable with you is fine." Adam was indifferent to her having the cap on.
The small talk filled the void that was creating the sexual tension. When they were downstairs, they had the safety of excusing their behavior on peer pressure. But in the private room, where nobody else was even on the same floor, there were no excuses for their voluntary actions.
"And do you mind?" Christie motioned at the cuffs and, once again, Adam expressed their current insignificance. The mother set them aside.
Hoping that the sexual excitement would not be lost solely due to a change of scenery, the provocative mom decided to spice things up. "I have a feeling we've had enough of the cuffs anyway tonight. Don't you?" She smiled from her cheeks.
The son was content with the conversation because he finally saw a path forward. "Yeah," he laughed. "It was killing me not being able to do some of the things I wanted to do."
Christie took the bait. She rose from the bed and walked in a sultry manner toward the door where Adam was still standing. She was a true seductress, as each step placed one heel in front of the other, showing off her lower body. Her eyes were full of lust.
Adam was frozen in place, as his sexily dressed MILF placed her hand on his chest before leaning in to kiss him. It was the same type of open-mouthed embrace that they performed on the white chair when the crowd was encouraging them to screw.
"And what were some of those things that you wanted to do to me?" sighed the experienced female.
"I...um...I...uh..." Adam stammered.
Christie was ecstatic that even though her son had already been inside of her, he was still a captive of her lure. Giving her son a much-needed way out, she suggested, "Don't tell me, Adam. Talk is cheap. I want you to show me."
She then stepped back and stood still, waiting for her turned-on son to make his move. Adam began to raise his hands toward the center of Christie's chest, but stopped and lowered his hands.
The giggling mother could see his intentions and why he was unsure. Giving Adam even more help in making his move, the enchantress untied the knot in the front of her top. She held the loose, triangular ends of the light blue fabric together. "I could tell you wanted to get your mouth on these earlier," Christie simpered. And in one motion, she exposed her entire chest and let the short sleeves slide down her arms and off of her hands.
"Yeah," Adam mouthed, adjusting the tent in his pants. His mom's chest and nipples were free in all their glory. He cautiously placed both his hands on the creamy orbs.
"Do whatever you want with them. They're yours." The proud mother was happy that she could do something to make her son feel special.
He moved his parted lips over her right nipple while he pinched and twisted the left. He gazed up, making sure that what he was doing was okay. It seemed too good to be true.
"Oh, fuuuuck. Keep going, Love. I wanna feel your mouth on me."
That was all the encouragement Adam needed. Christie moaned and pulled the brown-haired teen's head into her breast. After minutes of sensual and playful sucking and fondling, Adam had his fill for the moment, as he eyed a bigger target.
As her son's mouth released its grip on her left nipple, Christie chuckled at how much harder he made them. The mature woman then meticulously scanned her son's figure.
"Well, there are three things that I don't like and one thing that I do like." She tapped her finger on her chin.
"What's that?" Adam played along, as he was sure it would lead to more arousal.
"I don't like that you're wearing your orange shirt still, even though you're now wearing it like a ripped sleeveless vest, so now I can see your abs and how goddamn sexy you look in it."
The young athlete blushed from the knowledge that his weeks in the gym had paid off. He let the vest fall off his shoulders and onto the ground.
"I also don't like that you're wearing clothing below your waist."
Adam, once again, remedied her concern. He grabbed his waistbands and stepped out of his pants and boxers while kicking off his socks. When he stood back up, his penis was also standing tall.
"Now that! I like that!" Christie made sure Adam was staring at her face when she glared at his crotch, as she slowly licked the circumference of her pink lips.
Thrilled with how the first part of the game was going, Adam then looked at himself and realized he was completely naked and that there was nothing else he could take off. "Wait... So what's the other thing you don't like?"
The loving mother held her son's package in her gaze. "I don't like that that's not inside my pussy lips."
"Maybe we can change that," the son sounded, in a clear attempt to be confident.
Christie shimmied her way out of her tight black shorts so that she too was entirely naked, except for her sexy heels. "Oh, I think we can fix that problem pretty quickly too."
For the first time, Adam saw his mom completely naked, and his heart pounded in his chest.
Christie pirouetted in place while wiggling her hips, giving Adam the full view. She then brushed a strand of her blonde hair back behind her ear that was clinging to her face, which was just beginning to show signs of perspiration. That was when she remembered that her hair was still in a ponytail from earlier so that it wouldn't fly in Adam's face when she rode him.
"One more question before you take me," the naked mom inquired, "ponytail or let it down?"
"Whatever you want is fine." He tried not to sound entitled.
"No, tell me," pleaded the laughing mom, as if she couldn't make up her own mind about it.
Adam then put serious consideration into the seemingly negligible decision. "Well," he thought out loud, "that depends."
"Depends on what?" Christie was then curious as to why he was so concerned about the status of her hair.
"On how we do it. Like if it's missionary, you riding me, or me taking you from behind with you on the bed and me on the ground."
The level of detail in the last option was not lost on Christie. She began to think that her enticingly bending over earlier in the day, as well as her lap dance, had ended up having a strong impact on how he wanted to take her. "Something tells me you're gonna want the ponytail..."
Adam grinned and nodded. "I wanna feel what it's like to bury my cock in you from behind."
Christie was now the one starting to tremble. She took her son's hand and led him over to the nearest side of the mattress. She positioned herself between Adam and the edge of the bed. One last time, before they'd begin the process of him filling her with his sperm, Christie and Adam embraced and pressed their lips together.



After the kiss broke, the stunning mother, rubbing her hands together with excitement, turned her slender back to her son. In doing so, she rubbed her booty against his pulsating boner. Adam melted at the feel of his mom's bare butt grinding on his soft skin.
Christie then climbed onto the mattress. The mother was sitting on her knees, as her heels hung over the edge. Her legs parted a tad beyond shoulder width. Gazing down in front of him, Adam saw the moist folds of his mom's vagina.
The beautiful mother then placed her ponytail over her left shoulder and rotated her head back so that she could look at her spellbound son. She knew exactly what he wanted. Christie tantalizingly bent at the waist. Her elbows and arms landed on the mattress. Her butt hovered a foot above her ankles.
The steaming pussy was well-aligned for Adam's approaching cock. Unsurprisingly to Christie, Adam first grabbed her ass and felt its weight in his hands. He then positioned the tip of his penis just centimeters from her open mound.
They both wailed as the cock slid inside in its totality. Christie was able to feel the pulsating vein against her clit. Adam enjoyed the same warmth that he had the privilege of enjoying earlier. He began to thrust in and out.
It wasn't long before the couple was up to full speed. The young baseball player used his strong core to leverage deep insertions, as the willing mom lurched back and forth on her knees and elbows to help increase the depth of penetration.
Adam kept his hands on his mother's upper inner thighs initially, but once they found a steady pace, his hands were free to explore. He reached over Christie's back to grab her hanging jugs, but he was too far away. Frustrated, the audacious son tried to climb into the bed with his mom. Christie felt what he was attempting to do, and she complied. She shuffled her arms and legs forward enough to where there was room for Adam to be behind her on the mattress, kneeling.
Her compliance was quickly rewarded because Adam's firm chest pressed against her back, and his hands fondled her tingling breasts. The mom and son voiced their satisfaction with a series of loud moans.
Christie's suspicion of why her son wanted her to have a ponytail was coming to fruition. Her head jolted back when Adam's right hand took control of her blonde locks. She felt the tugging and soon got to feel the hardened slapping on her ass from her son's upper thighs and nuts due to his increased leverage.
The sensation of fucking her son was too much. "Oh, fuck, Adam! I'm gonna cum! Mommy's gonna cum for you!"
Shocked that he wasn't going to finish first, Adam wanted to ensure that he could feel her orgasm around his dick. He bent over her back again, stuck his thumb into her asshole, and grunted in her ear, "I love you so fucking much, Mom. You're so fucking hot! I want you to squirt out all your juice for me so I can fill your cunt with my cum!"
"Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Fuck! Yes! Yes!" The dirty talking had done its job. Christie cried out as she heard his words, and her insides began to convulse around the enlarged cock. Her arms went weak and her face dove into the mattress. Clear fluid spurted out of her vagina and down Adam's thighs.
Christie lay there with her mind blank. She then twisted her upper body to see that her son was on the verge of finishing. His hands were firmly holding her tired waist, repeatedly slamming her pussy into his cock.
The mother was too dead to perform, but she knew how to help him. And that was by telling him the truth. In a deep, airy voice, Christie encouraged, "Fuck, Adam! I love you so fucking much! I want you to fucking take it all. Cum deep in my pussy. I want you to fucking claim it. I want you to fucking make my pussy yours. Don't stop!"
The feeling of his mom orgasming around his dick followed by her impactful words made Adam lose control. He fucked her in and out at an insane speed as he built up to his climax. Then, the muscles in his core, hips, and legs seized and became paralyzed. He held his body tightly against his mom's ass while his cockhead, which was buried deep into his mom's cunt, ejaculated loads of hot cream.
A muffled moan came from Christie's mouth, which was pressed into the luxury mattress. She felt spurt after spurt of her son's seed shoot up through her vaginal canal.
The couple collapsed into the bed together in exhaustion. Adam's soaked, flaccid penis slipped out, and he spooned Christie on the mattress.
Adam and Christie lay horizontally on the large bed with Adam's arm over the top of Christie's chest and his malleable penis touching her butt. As the minutes passed, not a word was spoken. They just breathed and collected their thoughts.
After the panting settled back into normal breathing patterns, the two finally felt back to normal - physically, anyway.
Holy shit! You just fucked Mom. And she loved it! That thought reinvigorated the growing adult's mind and body.
Christie, out of nowhere, felt a cylinder inflating against her right butt cheek. It wasn't surprising that her son would get hard again because of them being pressed together after insanely good sex. With her typical "customer" not being as young and energetic, Christie was surprised by how quickly her son recovered and wanted more. Already?! Haha. I can definitely get used to that.
The mother soon felt a warm steel bar tapping against her ass, almost as if it were trying to get her attention. Christie let it know that it had her full attention by lightly wiggling her butt against. In response, her son flexed his groin back into her. Christie applied more pressure on her horny son's cock, and his arm moved down her chest until it had her tits in a bar-hold.
They began dry humping.
As she was about to again venture into the unknown with her son, Christie, who was the main attraction at the sex party, remembered that she hadn't completed an important requirement. She grinded on her son while she suggestively informed him, "You know, I still haven't given you the prize you won. Even though I've been naughty tonight, I still wouldn't want to break the rules." (She had already broken the rules earlier with Frank's accountant, but Adam was unaware of that sacrifice.)
"And what rule is that?" asked the frisky son.
"The rules of Tube Pong say that I have to perform oral on you until you cum in my mouth. You've only shot your load in my pussy. So, if you don't let me suck out and swallow your hot cum right now, then I'm going to be in a lot of trouble."
"Well, I can't let my mom get into trouble."
Christie, whose pussy was still tender and recovering, happily blew her son to completion. After Adam quickly finished on her flattened tongue, the well-practiced mom opened her mouth to show him all of the white, salty jizz that he had fed her. Christie then gulped and showed off the insides of her cheeks, proving that she had digested it all - not that Adam doubted that for a second.
Knowing that the party downstairs was progressing, Christie reluctantly got off the bed and reassembled her costume. She knew it was time to leave their isolated paradise and return to the party.
Adam was concerned about what their relationship would be like once they left the room. He didn't know if he would get to experience this again.
Reading her son's thoughts, the "fully" dressed mom offered him a comforting smile. "You can leave the room with me. You don't need to have any worries."
Adam smiled and jumped off the bed.
****
They walked downstairs to see that the party was making its way to the living room. It was time for Lucky Hard Cards, and the seated circle was forming.
The nearest open spots in the circle were next to Frank, so Christie begrudgingly sat down next to him. Adam sat next to his mom on the other side. The game started and progressed in the same manner as last week. The slutty cop was charged with giving her used underwear to a 37-year-old member of her sales team at the end of each day, and he then had to jerk off in them at home before returning them.
Adam wasn't bothered by his mom's task. She was gorgeous and fun, and he liked seeing her happy. Besides, he had seen the way she looked at every other man at the party, and even at his dad, and Adam had never seen her look at a man the way she looked at him.
The high school student, who didn't even work at the office with the other guests, heard his number called by the doorman, Captain Kirk. Adam's responsibility for the week was to add a "special creamer" to the receptionist's coffee every day before she drank it. As Adam backed out of the circle, he turned to Frank, who was also out for the game and seated out of the circle.
"How am I supposed to do my dare? I don't work in your office," he chuckled.
Frank considered the dilemma.
"I actually meant to ask you about that, Frank," Christie, chimed in. "With all of these new corporate clients that I've been getting, I need a managerial assistant. Of course, he would be an unpaid intern who helped me after school." She gestured at the prisoner.
What the fuck just happened? All Adam had wanted was to find out how he could cum in someone's coffee, and suddenly, he was being signed up for an unpaid, after-school job doing paperwork in an insurance office.
The boss glanced at the young man, who he wistfully saw as a protege, and agreed with his quality employee. "Christie, I think you could use some help around the office, too. And then he would no longer be an outsider here, which makes me more comfortable. As long as I don't have to pay him, then I see no issue," he joked, with a heavy laugh.
"Why did you do that? I don't wanna work for free after school! What do you even need me to do?!" The incredulous son had the same tone he had whenever Christie made the mistake of barging into his room without knocking.
In her lewd costume, Christie straightened her posture, and then she quickly alleviated her son's worries. She placed her hand on his upper thigh and pressed her lips into his ear, her tongue licking the lobe. "Maybe I have some tasks for you that can't be done in the house. Follow me upstairs to that bedroom again during free play, and I'll show you what you're going to do for me at work. every. single. day."
The orange tent was re-pitched. Christie was that her son accepted his new position. With her lips back on Adam's ear, she added more fuel to the fire. "Aww. What's the matter, My Love. Do you need mommy to take care of that erection for you?"
Through his numbed mind, the blessed son, somehow, found a problem with his mom's plan. "Wait, wouldn't people know about our...uh... special relationship?"
"At work, I don't talk about my family, and nobody knows that I have a son. And, I have a feeling that I have a friend in HR who would gladly help us hide your working papers. She's already our biggest fan." They both peered across the circle at Sheila.
Adam's worries dissipated, and Christie added, "However, I do think it's time that I finally act like everyone else by keeping a picture of my son on my desk. And I know exactly which one to frame..." The mother and son both peered at Sheila again before turning back into each other and kissing passionately.
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*
Ryan stared wide-eyed at the vibrating screen that was resting on the kitchen counter below him. The two quick buzzes from the black mobile phone had signaled a new message. This message, though, was not a text field. It was a photo - a photo sent to a group chat by a contact named, "Typical Blonde Whore." The thumbnail on the phone's lock-screen instantly dried Ryan's mouth, and blood flowed to the shaft of his youthful penis.
The 5'10" high school senior had just gotten home from lacrosse practice to find his mom's smartphone sitting on the kitchen counter where she had left it while she was off in the laundry room folding clothes. In the photo stood three women, in their early forties, in what appeared to be a nightclub. Each of them was wearing an outfit that Ryan had only seen on college girls at parties in Hollywood movies.
The first woman, who Ryan immediately identified as his mom's friend Eve, was posing backward in a skin-tight yellow club dress that barely wrapped around her firm butt cheeks. Her brunette bangs were facing the camera, and her mouth mockingly gasped, her hand partially covering it, as if she was shocked to find out how much of her thighs she had revealed. Ryan had been mowing her lawn for years, and yet, he never would have guessed that she was the type of person that he saw in the photo.
The second woman, who Ryan easily recognized as Cindy due to her platinum blonde hair, was his mom's friend and also the mother of his best friend, Troy. The married mother of three was fiercely staring into the camera and wearing a semi-transparent, white, sleeveless blouse that was unbuttoned all the way down her massive cleavage. The cheetah-print bra underneath was visible through the fabric, and it matched the cheetah-print pumps that she was wearing below her black leather tights. Cindy completed her pose with her tongue sticking out, seductively licking a lollipop.
Despite all of that enticing imagery, the primary cause of the growing tent in the young man's jeans was the figure to Cindy's left. Ryan's forearms trembled from lustful adrenaline, and his cheeks burned. His attention was now squarely on the dark-haired woman, the one flashing a seductive smile with her shiny pink lips.
The woman was wearing only dark red, including a long-sleeved cashmere top, which stopped just below her mature but firm breasts. After an expanse of midriff, a ruffled skirt, which ran merely a foot in length, wrapped around her waist. And on her feet, she was donning a pair of matching sexy heels.
Ryan had never seen his mother like this before. It was incomprehensible. His mom's eyes - Carol's eyes - seemed to be piercing through the camera lens, seductively saying, "I want to feel you inside of me."
The phone buzzed twice more. A new message appeared from a contact named "Tease & Please." Ryan read the message aloud, "GAH!! That's the best group photo so far. Way to look hot last night ladies."
Confused, Ryan leaned on the counter, trying to make sense of the erotic puzzle. He ogled the image on the screen as he lowered his right hand toward his groin. His fingers brushed his fully hard erection through his denim jeans, and then-
"Oh, Ryan, you're home!"
With his face beat-red, Ryan turned to his mom like a deer in headlights and then reached for a nearby notepad on the countertop.
"Why do you look like you just saw a ghost?" Carol questioned her son as she walked out of the laundry room, folding a white towel.
His heart pounded in his chest. He feared that his curious mom would soon realize the cause of his flushed face.
Ryan was unable to separate his mom before him with the version of her in the photo. For the first time, he noticed the waves in her shoulder-length hair, her white smile, the shape of her breasts, and the curves of her hips.
"I-uh... I thought for a second that I missed the deadline for, um... for one of my history projects. But then I remembered that it's not due until next week. So, I'm just writing a note to remind myself to do it."
Ryan was impressed with his ability to come up with a somewhat-believable story in a pinch. He examined his mom's face to see if his story passed her muster.
"Well, that's very responsible of you. I remember that type of thing happening to me in school - only sometimes, I actually did miss the deadline. That's probably why I'm a stay-at-home mom and not a manager like your father," Carol laughed at her joke, knowing there was a hint of truth.
Making a quick getaway to end the awkward confrontation, the relieved son ran upstairs, removed his sweaty lacrosse attire, and hopped into the shower.
The first thing he did was take care of the unrestricted boner casting a shadow on his firm abdomen. Ryan didn't have a monster cock per se, but the few women who had ended up taking off Ryan's boxers at parties were certainly satisfied with their catch.
Ryan imagined the photo-version of his mother coming to life and running her motherly hands through his thick brown hair. He touched himself to the idea of her kissing him sensually down his chiseled body before making eye contact with him as she took his thick cock into her mouth.
His ejaculate slid into the shower drain.
Despite his orgasm, the aroused youth was nowhere near relieved. Ryan had to have his mother, though, he didn't know why.
All of Ryan's friends considered Troy's mom, Cindy, to be the ultimate MILF. She was the hottest of the three in accordance with society's standards of beauty. But for some reason, Ryan could not stop thinking about his mother. It had to have been the natural intimate connection they shared as mother and son.
The idea of his sexualized mom sharing a unique connection with him made Ryan hard once again. He knew that if he didn't receive more personal sexual relief from his mom soon, then he would lose his mind. He needed more - more than just that one photo to satiate his desire.
That's it, man! A brilliant thought struck Ryan. He had realized there was an important implication in a text message from "Tease & Please" (who Ryan was now sure was Eve, considering "Typical Blonde Whore" was clearly the humorous name given to Cindy).
Eve's message about "the best group photo so far" implied that there were other group photos in the group chat. If I can get into her phone, I can get all of those photos. Hopefully, his mom did not delete her pics and there would be a cache of arousing photos of his loving mother.
Upon the completion of his half-hour shower, Ryan prepared to execute his quickly concocted plan. In order to ensure his focus during the mission, the son seized a blue thong from his mom's panty drawer and masturbated into it, visualizing its owner riding his hardon.
A temporarily relieved Ryan then snuck back downstairs and dropped the cum-laden lingerie into the running washing machine. Good thing she did the whites first. What would he have done with the evidence then?
With a clearer mind, the determined 18-year-old decided it was time for action.
To begin his plan, he entered the living room, where Carol was sitting intently on the couch. A devious smirk was drawn on her face. Surely, she was on her phone responding to the dirty group conversation.
What were they doing last night? Where were they going?
Ryan sat down on the couch next to his mom. She instinctively tapped a button, turning off her phone screen. She certainly was hiding something.
"What can I do for you, sweetie?"
"Well, Mom, Troy says he isn't getting any of my texts, so I think there may be something wrong with my phone. Well, he's getting them, but for some reason, they only show up on his lock-screen and not in the messaging app. Can I send you a text to see if it works?"
Carol shrugged, "Sure, I guess so."
Ryan found his mom's contact on his iPhone and typed, "hi :)". He sent the message and then immediately opened his camera app, swiped to video mode, and discretely angled the camera lens in the direction of his mom's phone screen.
Since Carol had blanked her screen when Ryan had sat down, she now needed to enter her password again to see if her son's text had actually materialized in the messaging app.
"Well, it's showing up in mine, so I guess the problem is actually with Troy's phone."
"Thanks for helping, Mom!" Ryan exclaimed, using a tone that was more enthused than the situation called for.
With his heart racing, Ryan headed into his room, locked his door, and viewed a slow-motion replay of his new video. His dream woman had just given him the four-digit key to her promiscuous photos.
At 2 AM, after Carol was fast asleep and his Dad was finally home and passed out after his late management shift at a local bar and grill, Ryan snuck into his parents' bedroom. Making as little noise as possible, he stole his mom's phone off of her nightstand.
The snooping son connected his mom's device to his laptop and entered the code that he had cleverly obtained. Since he was operating on borrowed time, rather than search and sort through apps and messages now, Ryan proceeded to back up his mom's phone onto his computer, essentially copying all of its contents onto his laptop.
Ryan then snuck back into his parents' room unnoticed and left the phone in the exact position in which he had found it. His plan was a success.
Now that the risky part of his plan was over, Ryan was able to sit on his bed and evaluate his data haul. With an ironic sense of respect for his mom's privacy, the son filtered through and deleted all content unrelated to his sexual fantasies. He soon located at the group chat between his mom and her two friends.
The group chat was titled "Slutty Housewives of Upper County" (clearly a personalized parody of the hit tv show). Ryan's hands were jittery with anticipation as he began scrolling through the messages.
He saw messages from Tease & Please and Typical Blonde Whore, as well as the messages from his mother, "Oral Cum Queen." Precum formed at the tip of his circumcised cockhead as he read his mom's codename.
Ryan had expected to come across dirty messages, but his mind was now struggling to accept the reality of what he was seeing and reading. The message history was over a year long. It was an endless compilation of texts and pictures which were so sexually explicit that the highschooler's physiology could barely handle it. The things that his mom and her friends did were beyond his wildest imagination.
There were pictures of Cindy sitting on a man's lap at a bar - the man's veiny cock buried not-so-discreetly in her pussy while his hands groped her massive tits.
There were texts about how Eve had let an 18-year-old, a 35-year-old, and a 60-year-old fuck her in different holes at the same time.
And it soon became obvious as to why Ryan's seemingly innocent mother was affectionately called "Oral Cum Queen." The chat was chock-full of stories about Carol blowing countless men. There was a series of photos of her kneeling underneath a pool table while wearing a green bodystocking. In each picture, her lips were wrapped around the fuckstick of a different pool player. Holy shit... Ryan was in shock, but he was also more turned on than he had ever been in his life.
Ryan didn't sleep at all that night. He spent over six hours meticulously reading the messages. The only times that he stopped were the satisfying moments when he needed to wipe the melted ejaculate off of his abs. His body steamed from the sexual adrenaline.
Oh my god. Around 5 AM, Ryan found a new favorite picture. His mom was in a room comprised of a bunch of stalls. In the background, there was an open door leading to a dancefloor. Carol's upper body was visible. Her hair was a bit of a mess. She was sweating a little and had red cheeks.
The mother had no top on, but her breasts were pushed up by her own thumbs covering her areolas. And all over her forehead, her nose, her chin, her cheeks, her neck, and her breasts clung loads of white, gooey cum. Carol's bubbly smile demonstrated her pride.
The caption to the photo, sent in by Cindy read, "That's what happens when you let 5 in a row fuck your throat through the gloryhole lol."
Pictures no longer sufficed. Ryan needed to have his mother.
As he read on, he noticed a trend. Part of the reason that each woman was doing this was that they had unsatisfying sex lives at home and husbands who worked late at night.
After researching the business hours of their husbands' workplaces, which he knew from memory, Ryan deduced that the women in the sexually deviant group chat had the opportunity to sneak out together from the time their kids went to bed up until 3 in the morning on Wednesdays and Saturdays. Whatever was the unique place to where the ladies went out, it seemed that they were fucking lucky men without much discernment.
If Ryan could only end up in the same place as them, then maybe, his mom would have so many dicks flying in her face that she would end up with his in her mouth. With his successful foray into espionage, he figured that perhaps he could even wear a disguise.
It was now Friday, which meant that the hopeful son likely had 40 or so hours to figure out where his mom and her friends would head for fun.
Ryan first needed to confirm his first theory. All of the erotic images seemed to have been taken at the same club. Scrolling through the photos again, with a detective-like fixation, he jumped in excitement. Ah, fuck, yes!
His hunch was right. In all of the photos, Carol, Eve, and Cindy were in the same exact club. Only this club was much different than any club he had ever heard of or seen on TV.
On the right path, the horny son browsed for local sex clubs on the Internet. It took an hour of searching. After dozens of false leads, Ryan finally found a forum that provided a list of all of the sex clubs in the state. Many were simply swingers groups that continually met in different locations. There were a handful of physical locations dedicated to those seeking kinky sex. There was, however, one location within five miles of his house.
Its description matched the photos: "A truly no-holds-barred sex club where you can have a three-way on a pool table or fuck a stranger through a gloryhole to avoid having to call the next day! Cum or be cummed on, there is no shame here. Single women $1. Couples $100. Single men $250. Rapid STI checks done at the door."
That had to be the one. Ryan copied down the address. It was a hefty price, but with the potential reward, he didn't blink.
The suitor needed a disguise in order to go unnoticed once inside. If I just wear a cap and a pair of blue light glasses, I should be fine.
He then came to the unfortunate conclusion that he would need to bike to the club since a missing car in the driveway wouldn't exactly be a discreet move.
*****
Eager and horny in anticipation, the young adult spent all of Saturday in his room stroking his tender rod while imagining the scenarios that could unfold later in the night.
From 10 PM to midnight, Ryan sat with his ear pressed to his bedroom door. At 12:25, he heard the door to his parents' room creak open and the sound of cautious footsteps in the hallway.
Ryan then walked over to the other side of his room and peered out his front window. Two minutes later, he watched his mom hustle down the driveway in a long coat. She crossed the street to where an SUV was waiting for her. It was Cindy's car, which Troy often drove. The SUV quietly peeled away into the night.
It was go time.
Ryan hurriedly put on his hat and glasses before hopping on his dad's road bicycle and raced off to his fantasy.
It only took Ryan 25 minutes to get to the club. He wasn't sure if he had the right address. He found himself in a relatively abandoned part of town with no streetlights. Then again, that was likely the perfect spot for a business that wouldn't be approved by authorities.
With butterflies in his stomach, the inexperienced student walked down a narrow alleyway to a door, which had music faintly sounding through its metal seams. Ryan hesitantly pulled the handle. Once inside, he realized that it was just a pre-entrance. A guard was watching the secondary set of brushed metal doors.
Ryan presented the intimidating man with his driver's license to show that he was 18.
"Under 21 have to pay more because they can't buy drinks. That's $300. Don't let me catch you with a drink in your hand."
Glad to simply be admitted, Ryan opened his wallet and withdrew a wad of birthday cash. He counted out $300. "Don't worry. I want to be sober for this."
"Cool, man. Now take these, go in there, and follow the instructions."
Ryan accepted the Ziploc bag containing six boxes of rapid STI checks. He wondered how they could afford to pay for the tests on single women with the $1 cover, but then he watched his $300 disappear into the bouncer's register, and he realized who was paying for it.
He walked into a men's bathroom to his right. After two minutes of swabs and light pricks, Ryan sat on a toilet and played on his phone. He could see feet in two of the other stalls. The waiting was killing him. We wondered what he was missing. It took twenty minutes for all of his negative results to show on the testing devices. Finally.
Ryan showed the plastic bag full of good results to the bouncer. The large man coolly stepped on a trashcan, allowing Ryan to discard the bag. "Alright man, you're good to go. You only get the green one." He wrapped an entry wristband around the teenager's wrist, neglecting the drinking one. "Have fun in there."
*****
It was like traveling to another planet. The nightclub was poorly lit, with the exception of neon signs against boarded-up windows and some industrial lights hanging above the pool table and bar area. There were around 80 to 100 people inside, and there were hidden corners and rooms all over the place. It wouldn't be as easy to find his mom as Ryan had thought.
Despite deliberately scouring the crowd for signs of his mom and her friends, Ryan could not find them. Changing his plans, he decided to simply sit down at the bar and wait until he saw the sexiest woman of his world.
As he sat there waiting for his mom to come into the main room, a flirtatious brunette in her early thirties sat next to him at the bar and ordered a drink. She was wearing a bra, an unbuttoned men's dress shirt, sunglasses, and sleek panties.
"My name is Sarah."
"Hey, I'm Ryan. How are you?"
"Pretty good. You have a really nice build," she nodded, squeezing his bicep.
Ryan enjoyed the attention. "Well thank you. Let me guess... Risky Business?"
Sarah glanced at her film-inspired outfit and then back at Ryan, laughing in agreement, "Yep! So why are you wearing that hat? I have to be honest, it looks a little creepy. It's like you're an undercover agent. People are pretty open here."
Slightly offended, but more upset with himself for being out of touch, Ryan replied, "I-uh... I don't know to be honest. I just wanted to wear it."
He didn't want to admit the real reason. Even in a place like this, it might have been too taboo.
"Well let's get rid of it then, Ryan!" Sarah grabbed the hat from his head, and before he could do anything about it, she tossed it into the mass of people.
Ryan was not getting that hat back. Now he just had the glasses, which were fogging up from the steamy room. He removed those too since, at that point, his mom would likely be able to identify him anyway.
"There's that beautiful face," grinned the tipsy girl at the bar. "Wow! You are really young-looking. How old are you?"



"18."
"Awww. You're just a baby. Well, I think it is my responsibility to teach you a few things, me being a little older. Don't you?"
Ryan's penis stiffened at the seduction. Even though he wanted his mom, there was no reason why he couldn't take advantage of this situation. "I guess so," nodded the young man.
Sarah slipped her foot out of her heel and lifted her leg up. Her petite foot met Ryan's crotch and began to rub it. She then took his hand and slid his fingers into his mouth. "How does that feel, baby?"
He couldn't answer in words. There was just a slight gasp.
Then out of nowhere, Ryan was startled by a familiar voice. "Five beers please, bartender!"
He turned to see Cindy walking up from behind him to ask for drinks.
Frightened of being spotted, Ryan dove his head into Sarah's breasts. Sarah cooed, "Ooooh, go right ahead," as Ryan licked and sucked on her titties. She pulled her bra down so that he could have access to the nipples.
Without looking up to expose his face, Ryan followed Cindy's exchange with the bartender.
"Five beers is $15 cash," stated the bartender as he placed all of the beers on the bar.
"Can I pay in pussy?" shouted another familiar voice.
Out of the corners of his eyes, Ryan watched Eve walk towards the bar in see-through white leggings and a bright yellow bra that complemented her tan skin.
"You know you're the only one I'd do this for. You can pay with pussy on one condition," stipulated the bartender, "I get to hit it from behind and hold that perfect ass of yours."
Eve giggled from the flattering comment as she walked behind the bar. She bent over facing the main room, her elbows and arms on the bar. The bartender positioned himself behind Eve, slid her leggings down below her firm ass, yanked her yellow thong to the side, and thrust himself inside of her. He grunted.
All of this was happening a few feet down the bar from Ryan. It was shocking how fast and loose people here played it. Regulars here had clearly become desensitized to inhibitions over time. But Ryan was incredibly turned on by all of this. Still, he forced himself to turn away from the erotic show in fear of being seen by Eve.
Meanwhile, Cindy strutted behind the bar as well, standing next to her friend. She began sliding the beers down the bar to the five closest available men. The blonde bombshell, wearing a tight, blue, backless dress informed the men that they would be playing a drinking game.
"Here's the deal... There are five beers and five of you. The first three who finish their beer get to take me to the couches and run a train on me." Cindy smirked as she suggestively rubbed her massive jugs, which were nearly popping out of her dress.
The man drank. After the three winners had been decided, Cindy approached the two losers, French kissed them, and let them briefly squeeze her voluptuous breasts as a consolation prize. She then walked out from behind the bar and disappeared into the darkness with three men following close behind.
Ryan's head was now out of Sarah's rack and on a swivel looking for his mother. If this was what Eve and Cindy were up to, he could not even imagine what his mom was currently doing.
"That was amazing. Why don't we go to the back and find a room?" Sarah winked at a preoccupied Ryan.
Right as an attractive woman was offering him to close the deal, a familiar figure caught Ryan's eye. He froze.
Through the darkness, against a back wall, he saw his mother. Wow... She looked beautiful. Carol was in a black cocktail dress that ended teasingly below her rear and pussy. Her look was completed by a pair of sultry black heels and black garter socks that rose just above the knees, showing off her inviting thighs. The deep U-cut in the top of her dress presented her round breasts like they were being offered on a platter.
She was in her forties, so her face had a sexy maturity, and her top-notch body was postured in a way that exuded confidence and experience. She was gorgeous. He marveled at how much she was teasing her firm breasts, which were irresistible to Ryan.
And apparently, they were also irresistible to the man fondling them. A somewhat-jealous son peered across the dark, music-filled club to see a shirtless man in a cowboy hat massaging his mother's breasts through her cocktail dress.
Ryan's envious glare was interrupted by a loud groan. A few feet away, the bartender's eyes squinted as he climaxed into Eve. Eve's face demonstrated that she was unimpressed with the bartender's performance. The bartender's flaccid chode fell out. Eve fixed her underwear and walked away without even looking back at the man who just left his sperm inside of her.
Eve was heading right toward Carol, who was in the far corner of the club. Anxious to see the new development in better detail, Ryan held up his index finger to Sarah, indicating that he'd be back in a moment.
Ryan tailed Eve at a distance as walked over to Carol and the man in the cowboy hat. The covert son made sure to stay in the shadows.
As Carol turned to greet Eve, the shirtless cowboy released his grip of the two jiggling melons, much to Ryan's liking.
Eve, in her yellow bra and white tights, was still mildly dissatisfied as she remarked to her friend, "Well, I can see that things are going much better with you!"
Ryan listened from a short distance away behind a couch.
"I was actually just telling the Oral Queen here about how much she'd enjoy blowing my seven-inch rod," the cowboy spoke, nudging Carol. "In fact, I bet she'd like it so much that she'd even let me enter her pussy."
Ryan was startled and floored over the thought of that man fucking his mom. But, on the other hand, he was oddly turned on by it.
"Ha! You wouldn't even be able to last until you got in her pussy," doubted Eve. "Why do you think she's called the Oral Queen? No man here has ever lasted longer than five minutes in her mouth." Eve winked, "If you want a wet mound to stick your massive piece in, mine is available..."
Carol tugged at her cocktail dress and continued Eve's statements, laughing, "I have never let another man enter my cunt since I met my husband. I only give head. That's how I'm so fucking good at it. I don't cheat. In my mind, it's not cheating if it can't make a baby. And believe me, you definitely aren't the guy I'd cheat on my husband for."
This was surprising news to her horny son considering the attitude everyone seemed to have. Ryan was actually touched to hear that she hadn't been cheating - well, kind of. His mom was just going to this club to feel sexually wanted, not to act like a whore - well, kind of.
The man in the cowboy hat did not give up. He abruptly undid his belt buckle and then dropped his pants and briefs in one motion. A large erection sprang out of its cage.
Carol noticed that Eve was ogling the sizeable cock. Carol reached down and grasped the cowboy's shaft firmly before looking him in the eye.
"How about this, Cowboy..." a confident Carol proposed, "If you can last more than three minutes in my mouth, I will let you shoot your load deep into my pussy. But, if you last less than three minutes, then your load is going on the floor, and then you'll have to fuck my friend Eve's cunt whenever she wants it, however she wants it, for the rest of the night."
"You got yourself a deal!"
Ryan, Eve, and a few bystanders watched closely as the seductive housewife dropped to her knees in order to pleasure the stranger. She started by sensually licking the shaft, familiarizing herself with the new cock, but then she quickly moved on to full-speed sucking. She was on a strict time limit.
The resisting cowboy did his best to ignore the sensations, but Carol was a pro. Her tongue flicked the sensitive underside of the shaft. Her right hand pumped at the base while her left hand massaged the testicles. Her tactical, slurping blows could even be heard by Ryan.
As Carol bobbed her head in a circular motion, working in and away, the feeling overpowered the cowboy, and he surrendered. He closed his eyes and his member twitched in Carol's mouth. Honoring the terms of the deal, she took her mouth off of the cock.
Her original plan had been to aim his tip at the ground, making him watch his ejaculate go to waste; however, Carol felt the need to reward him for his confidence and determination. Plus, she enjoyed having fun.
She looked at the middle-aged cowboy in the eyes as she pointed his swollen cockhead at her creamy, exposed breasts. She let the cowboy watch as his seed spilled onto the massive swath of bare chest.
It took less than two minutes.
Eve, with moisture flowing into her sperm-filled pussy, bent down next to her friend and licked the cum off of her tits. Carol laughed throatily.
The grateful friend swallowed the salty fluid and pointed at her prize, "You're coming with me, partner."
Ryan's jaw was agape.
Eve turned to Carol, "I'm going to take him to a back room and let him fuck me once he regains his stamina. I think Cindy is still getting fucked by those guys from the bar."
"That's fine. I guess I'll just go to gloryhole room since I'm already warmed up, ha-ha." The victorious 43-year-old rose to her feet and strode toward a distant door.
Here's my chance, thought Ryan.
But evidently, a lot of other men believed that it was their chance as well. After the show that Carol had put on, there were plenty of horny men interested in seeing what she could do for them.
A group of eager guys followed Carol to the gloryhole room, with Ryan trailing.
The gloryhole room had two entrances. There was one for men and one for women. An employee, acting as a guard, made sure that people went into the correct room. He also was charged with displaying a counter of how many men and women there were in each room. It would be frustrating for a man or woman to walk in there expecting a fun time only to find out that there is nobody for them on the other side.
The interior of the room consisted of ten pairs of stalls. Each stall was made of a whitewashed, half-inch sheet of plywood. Though the separation between the male and female participants was only half an inch, the stalls did their job of concealing the identities of the participants. The stalls ran the entire depth of the room with no gaps in between the stalls, ensuring the safety of the women.
The only locations where there were no barriers between the men's and women's sides were the twenty holes in the wall. Each stall had two holes - one about two feet off of the ground, great for doggy style sex, and one about three feet off of the ground, great for blowjobs. The one on the bottom was larger so that, during sex, the ballsac could fit through the hole and slap against the female's ass, rather than it painfully slapping against a wood wall.
Ryan could see by the guard's counter that there was only one woman on the women's side, his mom. There were already nine men in the stalls, so Ryan hustled in, taking the final available spot. It was the spot closest to the entrance, which was considered to be the worst spot since it was the least intimate. Everyone who walked into the gloryhole room had to walk past that spot.
Upset that his mom was likely beginning her oral crusade at the other end, the desperate teen had nothing to do but just wait there and hope that, at some point, she would get to him. Okay, she's far away. But if she gets here, you're in!
As Ryan waited, Carol was kneeling down in the farthest stall. Poking through the higher hole was a medium-sized white cock. It was the cock of an older man, maybe 65. The Oral Queen shrugged and began to work her magic.
It was two minutes into the blowy, as Carol was starting to increase her speed, that she heard the man speak to her through the wall. It was usual for men to say things to her. They talked dirty. They called her sexy names. They told her where they wanted to shoot their load. All of those things made Carol very happy. She liked being wanted and appreciated.
This time, however, the man behind the wall commanded, "Take it all you dumb bitch!"
That did not sit well with Carol. It was one thing to call her dirty name but it was another thing to degrade a respectable wife and woman. She pulled away from that ungrateful cock and moved to the next stall.
In the next stall, Carol was dealing with a shaft belonging to a younger man, perhaps Latino. She started with her usual methods of pleasure, and then less than a minute into the blowjob, the fun-loving Carol heard, "Come on, you worthless whore! Suck me faster!"
Taken aback, Carol immediately went to the next stall only to hear, "Blow me better than you blew that cowboy, you nasty whore!"
It was remarkable how she was doing all of the work to satisfy these men, and none of them showed any level of appreciation. They were acting entitled.
Carol then realized that when she had deep-throated the shirtless cowboy, a rare display with an audience, many of the men in the audience had interpreted it as a woman with no self-esteem trying to find a sense of worth in making men happy. That interpretation pissed her off.
Hesitant but optimistic, Carol walked into the next stall.
Meanwhile, in the stall closest to the entrance, Ryan awaited his chance to live out his dream. It was a dream he needed to fulfill. Finally, the moment came as he felt a warm mouth wrap around the girth of his piece. Oh my god, she's doing it.
"Oh god!" moaned Ryan.
"So, is this the handsome guy from the bar? It's Sarah."
Ryan almost went flaccid. He had thought his fantasies were coming to life. It turned out that Sarah had watched him enter. With him being the tenth entrant, she was pretty sure which stall he'd be in.
Sarah's mouth felt great around his erection. She was a few years older and much more experienced. She definitely knew what she was doing. But if his mom reached his stall and another female was there, it would ruin his chance.
Ryan decided that honesty was the best policy.
"Sarah," he articulated, "I think you're really hot, and I really appreciate all of the attention you've given me tonight. But the truth is, the woman of my dreams is here, and I need to be with her. I love her, and I can't get her out of my mind. I'm sorry."
"Oh..." Sarah paused. "Well, there's nothing to be sorry about. I understand completely. Thank you for not just using me for the head and then telling me that you had no interest, ha-ha. I've had that happen before. So, who's the lucky lady?"
"She's the other woman in this room, her name's Carol. She's in her early forties but has an unbelievable body. She has black hair." Ryan described his mom.
"Oh her!" exclaimed Sarah. "She's a pretty popular lady. I think she's the woman of a lot of men's dreams. You have a lot of competition for her attention."
"Yeah, I know... I'm beginning to feel like it's never going to happen," expressed Ryan depressingly.
"Well don't say that!" assured Sarah through the plywood. "I'll tell you what, I'll go find her in this room and tell her to visit this stall next."
"Seriously!" Ryan was overjoyed.
"Sure. I'll get her to come right over here."
Sarah left the first stall and found her young friend's dream woman.
Carol was in the fourth stall from the rear and had her mouth full. The cock was long and black, which was unique because there weren't too many black regulars. Thus, Carol was gagging on the nine-inch garden hose.
This man was speaking just as disrespectfully as the other men, but since Carol hadn't seen any exciting action lately, she decided to take him all the way. The penis twitched in her mouth, but instead of holding it in, Carol aimed it at the ground. She watched the ropes of jizz plummet to the tile in front of her.
"Carol?"
The elegant but frustrated mother felt a tap on her shoulder. She turned to see a younger woman in a wrinkled men's dress shirt. "Yes. Can I help you?"
"Well, it's actually about helping someone else. There's this guy in the front stall. He has a better-than-average cock. He's really young and inexperienced, but he seems like a great guy." To conceal Ryan's feelings, Sarah fibbed, "I was blowing him until I realized that he was younger than me. I only like my men much older. Anyway, I feel bad about having to leave him because of how considerate and nice he seemed, so I was hoping that you could go over to that stall and satisfy him. He really deserves it."
Carol beamed at Sarah like she was an angel sent from Heaven. "I'll be right over. Oh, and by the way, there's a sexually frustrated older man in the first stall. He might be an asshole, but I'm not sure. Have fun!"
Carol's walk to the front stall led her past five more dicks dangling through a hole. Unfortunately for them, they were being skipped. Carol had just been informed of a man who could turn her night around.
Enthusiastically, the housewife turned left into the first stall. In front of her was a thick shaft with taut, shiny skin. It was throbbing from its base up to its young, pink mushroom head. The cock and balls were clean-shaven, and the crotch was trimmed.
The six-inch erection launched through the top hole, pointing at the ceiling. It flexed slowly. It was excited yet reserved. In was young in its appearance yet mature in its presence. Carol wanted that fucking cock.
"I hear that you're deserving of a nice blowjob. Is that true?"
Ryan's heart raced as he recognized the familiar voice. It was the voice that sounded like the comforts of home. He chose to disguise his voice by deepening it slightly. "Well, I haven't done anything to deserve one from you, but I'd definitely appreciate one. I've seen how happy you've made some guys in this club. I hope I can make you happy too."
Carol wanted to tear up at the anonymous man's words, mainly in relief. "Believe me, just by saying that, you've made me happy. So now I think it's time for you to be happy," she seduced. "How about I put that big, beautiful cock of yours in my mouth and give you one of my famous five-minute blowjobs? And don't worry, babe, unlike other guys in here, I'm gonna let you cum deep in my throat, and I will swallow every drop of your sperm."
The phallus in the gloryhole was already on the verge of ejaculating. Ryan pressed his trembling arms and body against the plywood as a means of support. "I would LOVE that."
As Ryan felt his mother sensually kiss the soft tip of his penis, he melted. "Ooohhhhh."
Laughter came from the other side. "If you're getting set off by that, then you're about to be a very happy man."
Carol began her normal procedure for her five-minute blowjob, except that she was putting even more effort into this one. She cared about this one.
The warm tongue running up his shaft, the lips kissing and popping on his head, the forceful circulating sucking, the tightness of his sex organ in her throat - Ryan was not experienced enough to know how to handle this.
It was only about a minute into the best head of his life that Ryan felt an orgasm coming. The stimuli were too overwhelming. His mother, the gorgeous woman who had raised him, was passionately trying her best to make him cum in her mouth.
He couldn't let the experience end in just one minute, so he tried something that he read online a few months ago when he wanted to learn how to last longer.
As the unknown dick jerked and twitched in Carol's cheeks, she that he was about to orgasm. With how little time had passed, she considered that maybe she had blown him too well. Nevertheless, she opened up wide with her soft lips and inhaled the entire length of the young shaft. With her nose pressed against the white plywood, she awaited the sensation of her throat being filled with hot, sticky fluid.



But it never happened.
Ryan had applied immense pressure to the soft area under his package and flexed his pelvis, choking off his flow. He had managed to stop himself from jizzing when he climaxed. The benefit, of course, was that he still had his load and his erection.
Curious as to what happened, Carol slid her mouth off the throbbing cock.
Ryan understood that things might seem weird to his mom, so he gave her assurance to keep going. "It feels so good to have you blow me. I saw what you looked like out in the club. Only in my dreams has a woman like you done something like this for me."
Carol began determinedly blowing again. She made a V with her thumb and index finger under Ryan's shaft, allowing her to practice with precision. The expert vigorously moaned and slurped, lifting her round butt off of her heels, getting her entire body into it.
The most shocking aspect of this blowjob, aside from the unknown incest, was what Carol was realizing on her internal clock.
The five-minute mark was fast approaching, and Ryan was nowhere near cumming.
The Oral Queen's five-minute fellatio rule accounted for one orgasm, not two. The seductive Carol was astounded when she recognized that it definitely had been more than five minutes, and yet, she was not tasting a gooey treat. It had never happened before. But there was nothing else to do but to keep sucking.
"Oh god, this feels so good! You're so fucking sexy!" cried out Ryan, not caring to alter his voice.
Encouraged by the moans and grunts of the man behind the wall, Carol bobbed her head even faster and found a gear she didn't know she had.
About ten minutes into the head session, Ryan was about to cum, and he didn't feel that he could stop it this time. He never wanted his time with his mother to end. He did the only thing he could think of to stop the relentless pleasure.
"Hey, I really wanna eat you out right now."
Carol's head stopped on a dime. In the year that she had been going to this club, a man had never offered to pleasure her orally. She wanted to give the young man on the other side of the wall a drippingly-hot kiss.
But then she got concerned.
"I'm flattered that you'd ask, but I have never had a man interrupt me during head and ask me to do anything that ended up with my mouth off his cock. Is the head okay??"
In a deepened tone, Ryan replied, "Oh, the head is unbelievable. I definitely want to finish in your mouth like we talked about. It's just that... like I said earlier... I want to make you happy. And I wanna taste you."
Carol didn't know if a wet spot had just started forming in the middle of her black thong, or if it had been there for a few minutes now. Either way, she was excited about it. "You're in luck then, because my pussy is nice and wet for you. Babe, you're on your way to getting a BJ from me whenever the fuck you feel like it."
The wife and mother stood up, worked her moist thong down to her heels, turned away from the cock, and lowered herself on her hands and knees so that her pussy lips aligned with the bottom hole.
Ryan lowered himself to his knees and admired the sight of his mom's trimmed, plump pussy pressing into the wide hole. He inhaled the sweet scent and then licked the wet juice off of her lips. He heard a purring moan, and then he passionately made out with his mom's labia. He felt the heat of her body on his face. He worked his tongue around until he heard a louder moan, and then continued that same pattern over and over.
Soon it was Carol who was about to cum. She knew that in this vulnerable position, the man on the other side of the wall could easily slide his bare cock inside of her unexpectedly, but Carol trusted him.
She still couldn't believe that a young stranger was doing this for her. It was a laborious process every rare time she could convince her husband to do this for her. And he never had the desire to perform with this level of palpable eroticism and quality.
Carol felt an orgasm build from her core. Her arms and knees began to quiver underneath her, and the friction in her vulva built up rapidly.
"AAAAAAAAGGHHHHHHH! UHHHHHHHH!"
Ryan heard the loud wail. Hot liquid squirted back from his mother's pussy and splashed all over his face. He was in heaven, and so was his mom.
"Oh fuck! Holy fuck!" yelled Carol, panting heavily on her way to the ground. "That was amazing! You were amazing."
"Thanks. I'm glad I could do that for you," beamed the highschooler as he took his shirt off to use it as a face rag. "And I'm glad your pussy did that for me," he joked, feeling naughty for using a word that his mom had banned in the house.
"Oh, my god!" Carol continued to state her disbelief. "That was the greatest orgasm I can remember. How the hell did you do that? Holy shit, Babe!"
On the other side of the wall sat a proud son. He was genuinely satisfied at having helped someone he loved and cared about so deeply reach a type of happiness that had eluded her for some time.
"You almost made me cum by cumming on my face," grinned Ryan.
"That's right! You still haven't finished yet. Let me take care of that right now."
Carol exhaustedly got back onto her knees and opened her mouth against the higher hole, inviting in the man who had fulfilled her desires.
Ryan accepted the invitation. An expert was inhaling his cock once again. It did not take long.
With her talented tongue, Carol massaged the fleshy underside of Ryan's meat and pressured the pulsating veins running within the shaft. Her lips manipulated the rim of the bulbous tip while she vacuumed up the resulting precum with her mouth.
The lacrosse player's muscular arms forcefully rattled the plywood wall as he braced himself to blow his load. He was paralyzed in place as his mom had complete control over his body. "I'm gonna cum!"
His cock convulsed in Carol's mouth. For a second time, Carol helped the anonymous man bury his cock inside her throat.
This time, there was a tasty reward for the seductress's hard work.
Ryan shouted as all of the energy in his body concentrated toward his groin. He shot rope after rope of thick, hot cum into his mom's throat.
Carol's mouth was filled, and she couldn't swallow fast enough. Cum ran down her chin as she gagged. It was the most satisfying oral she had ever given. She waited there until he was fully spent.
When Ryan slipped out of her mouth, both parties collapsed to the ground breathing heavily.
Carol's head was swimming, and she was remarkably horny. "You taste so good! I can't believe a fucking stranger is making me feel so satisfied!"
She said exactly what Ryan wanted to hear.
"If we satisfied each other so much with my tongue in your pussy and your mouth on my dick, imagine how much I could satisfy you with my dick buried in your pussy."
"Oh, fuck," Carol breathed, "You really know how to turn me on. How old are you?"
Ryan thought about it for a second and realized that his identity couldn't be compromised on age alone. "I'm 18."
"You're only 18? Oh my god, you're better than the men my age. You're actually my son's age." Carol paused. "I hope it wasn't weird that I just said that. Listen, I'm really turned on, and I want you inside of me, but I have a family. And I can't cheat on my husband that way."
"It seems like you always focus on what he wants, not on what you want," Ryan explained. "I'm a stranger behind a wall. You can fuck me and never have to deal with the guilt of knowing who I am. You can just enjoy this one moment of ecstasy."
Maybe it was just the arousal, but the voice behind the wall was making a lot of sense. "Oh my god, I can't believe I'm doing this, but okay. Let's fuck."
Ryan was ecstatic. He was in a dream. "Great! We are gonna love it so much."
"But there is a catch," Carol cautioned. "If I'm going to do something like this with you, then this can't be the last time we screw around. I am NOT saying that I'm going to fuck you again. But we need to have some sort of ongoing thing between us so I don't feel used."
"That's the greatest catch I've ever heard!"
Carol smiled.
"So, how will we meet up here but still make sure you don't know my identity?" The curious son wanted to know how the relationship would continue.
His mom answered, "Well, take my number so that you can message me whenever you want to meet me in here. I don't wanna have to blow through a bunch of dicks to find you again, ha-ha."
I already have your number.
Carol offered, "I have a pen in my purse. Stick your hand through the bottom hole, and I'll write my number. But you can only message me here, not at home."
The sweaty young athlete reached his hand through the hole. "Understood."
And with that last word, Carol noticed that the voice on the other side of the wall sounded rather familiar. She couldn't put her finger on it.
The hand of her soon-to-be lover was extended through the bottom hole. Carol held his hand and wrote her phone number, along with the message, "Best cock ever! - Oral Queen."
As the mother was about to release the masculine hand, she made an alarming discovery. On the hand of the 18-year-old, whose sperm she just consumed, there was a scar. It was a unique scar. She recognized that scar. It was the scar on her son's thumb from when he was 6 and he accidentally cut himself with a piece of glass. She had to drive him to the ER to get stitches.
Carol's face went blank. She had just blown her son.
A million questions sped through her mind, but Carol couldn't think straight enough to answer any of them. Her eyes were as wide as saucers.
Unaware of this revelation, Ryan pulled his hand back to see the erotic message along with the phone number. "Well, I think it's about time that I prove to you I'm the best cock for you."
"Wait... Did you enter my contact into your phone?" The frightened mom waited for an answer that would determine if the scar was somehow just a coincidence or not.
If the man on the other side of the wall were Ryan, then he would realize that she was his mom due to her having the same phone number, which would prevent them from moving forward. If the man on the other side of the wall were someone else, then there would be no issue, and Carol could move forward with her agreement of letting the stranger have his way with her.
But then Carol's mind presented a warped possibility. Ryan could enter the number into his phone knowing it was her and want to do it anyway.
He wouldn't do that. Would he?
"Yeah, I entered it. I'll text you the next time that I'm in here. So... Do you want me to warm up those pussy lips of yours with my tongue?" The muscular son was confident and ready to live his fantasies.
There were now two remaining possibilities. Either the man who was about to stick his penis inside of her was her son, or it was a stranger who happened to sound like Ryan, be the same age, live in the same area, and have an identical scar.
She could sit there and debate the odds all night, but the familiar voice had just offered to perform the same core-shaking cunnilingus again, and she couldn't resist.
The impassioned mother slid her tight, black cocktail dress up and over the curves of her buttocks. With her unsteady hands, she pulled it over her head. Her luscious breasts were free and bounced against her reddened chest. She wanted to be naked.
Her garter socks cushioned her knees just enough as she lowered her body to the ground. Her breasts touched the ground slightly as her elbows and forearms provided stability. Carol pushed her exposed, soaking vagina against the open hole behind her.
"Take me."
Within seconds, Ryan's tongue was back at work. He lapped up the leaking juices while massaging her inner lips. Carol's mouth was ajar as she felt the overwhelming sensation again.
"Oh yeah! Yeah! Yeah! that's the spot!"
Encouraged, Ryan swirled his tongue even faster and with even more passion to great effect.
"Oh fuck! Oh my god. Fuck me, babe, please! Please fuck me now! I want you inside of me!" Carol screamed loud enough for everyone else in the room to hear her in their stalls.
Her lusting son didn't need any more encouragement. Ryan kicked off his shoes and stepped out of the jeans. He was in nothing but his socks as he bent his knees to align his cock with the stimulated vagina. He had never wanted to slide his cock into anything more than this. The hole looked like a paradise. He couldn't believe that this was real.
Ryan angled his cockhead into the open, moist vaginal canal offered to him. His pink pushed the soft flesh, parting his mom's pussy.
The woman, who was really cheating on her husband for the first time, felt her husband's son slide his cock inside of her. She could feel the rigid-bar throb as it continued its journey. It just kept going. It definitely filled Carol's pussy more than her husband's.
The lovemaking began. The thrusts were slow and sensual at first. They were met with moaning and groaning by both parties.
"Aaaahhh! Keep going, babe!"
Ryan inserted and withdrew his penis at a faster rate. The pace change resulted in deeper penetration and increased friction on Carol's clitoris.
"Oh, your pussy is so fucking tight! I love it," cried an enthralled son.
Carol knew how to make her pussy clench more tightly, but it was nice not to have to try as hard as usual. The cock pounding into her mound began to act like a crowbar. It kept changing directions of penetration, rubbing the soft inner surface of her pussy. She couldn't remember the last time that sex felt this good.
Ryan, too, was enjoying trying out the sex method that he saw in a porno one time. His penis pulsed rapidly, and his erection felt warm and gloved. Ryan believed his dick belonged in this vagina.
The pace continued to increase, and there was too much eroticism for either Ryan or Carol to handle.
Ryan grunted, "Your pussy's such a perfect fucking fit. I want you to squirt all over my cock!"
Carol shouted back, "Oh fuck, Ryan! Your cock is fucking perfect for my pussy. Fuck your mommy's brains out!"
Both of their faces turned to stone. The fucking ground to a halt. Their lips were open, mouths dry.
Carol couldn't believe that she just admitted to knowingly fucking her son. Her son didn't know that she knew his identity.
They could hear each other panting loudly. Not a word was spoken.
Every inch of Ryan's erection was still buried deep in his mother. They remained frozen, not knowing what to do next in their state of shock.
But then Ryan, with testosterone pumping through his body and a set of testicles that didn't care about social standards, inadvertently flexed his love muscle.
Carol's vaginal muscles naturally responded to the tingle that the twitch provided by squeezing the throbbing cock. Ryan then voluntarily flexed his member again. It was met with a voluntary squeeze back. This dance continued, as each time the movement of the penis and responding pressure of the vagina escalated.
In no time at all, Ryan was once again fucking his mother. He quickly worked his way back to the pace and method that he had been using before.
"Mom, I wanna fuck your brains out!"
"YEEESSSS, Baby! Fuck my brains out. I'm your fucking mom, make me yours! Oh FUU-UUU-UUCK!"
Carol's juices left a shining glaze on her son's manhood. Ryan continued to fulfill his mom's sexual desires.
"I'm about to cum, Ryan!"
Hearing that, Ryan did the unthinkable. He pulled out.
"Oh no, Ry! Put your dick inside me. Don't stop!"
"Wait, Mom. I wanna look into your eyes when I fill your pussy with my cum."
"FUCK! Oh Ryan, that's so fucking hot! I want that too," replied Carol, on the verge of climax. "Let's get a couch right now."
The two lovers ran out of the stalls butt-naked and went outside into the main room. It was then when they saw each other for the first time that night. They looked each other in the eyes.
Carol ran toward her son. Ryan grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up as they kissed passionately. The mother wrapped her legs around her 18-year-old son's solid torso. Their bodies pressed together and their tongues intertwined. Ryan carried his mom across the room and placed her down on a brown leather couch in a back corner.
Ryan had his horny mom naked on her back.
She looked into his eyes, parted her legs wide, and panted, "Fill me with your sperm, Ryan. All of it."
The family members kissed each other on the lips again. Ryan inserted himself back into Carol. His broad chest rested on her stiff nipples and firm breasts as they humped on the sofa.
It didn't take long. The grunting son pounded his lover's wet cunt with brisk, powerful strokes. Carol had so much sexual energy flowing through that her that she was speechless, only letting out involuntary gasps.
The mom and son made direct eye contact and held the intimate gaze until Carol's back arched and she dug her fingernails into her son's back.
"Ohhh! Ohhhh! OOOOOOHHHHHH!" The fiery friction in Carol's clit triggered an explosive orgasm. She squirted warm juice all over Ryan's crotch and thighs, as well as on the middle cushion of the leather sofa.
The convulsions from Carol's vaginal muscles were too much for her son. Ryan squinted and gripped the underside of his mom's shoulders as he thrust deep inside of her, feeling her soft insides against his head.
His testicles tightened, and he fired ropes of his semen into his mom's pussy. Over the next minute, Ryan pumped his dense, white substance into his mom's body. The exhausted woman underneath Ryan felt each load of ejaculate travel through the base of his cock, up to his throbbing tip, and out into her pussy.
Absolutely drained, Ryan's body collapsed onto his mom's. They caressed each other with their lips pressed together in a romantic kiss - a lovers' kiss.
"HO.LY. SHIT!!!"
The familial embrace was cut short. The new lovers jolted from the random comment. Carol gained awareness of her surroundings to find, in horror, Cindy and Eve sitting on other couches in the same corner of the room.
Carol hadn't even noticed them sit down. She was only thinking about Ryan. What must they think of her?
"That was the hottest fucking thing I have ever seen in my entire fucking life," supported Eve to a relieved Carol.
"You two just made the most erotic fucking sex, ha-ha. I can't believe it," chimed in Cindy.
A surprised Carol needed that affirmation from her friends. "So, you aren't upset or disturbed by the fact that I just fucked my son?"
"Carol," Eve began, "you look the happiest I have ever seen you. Cindy and I like seeing you happy. So, the only thing that could make us upset is if you stop letting that young stud of yours fill your cunt."
Carol smiled, but Ryan smiled wider.
The loving mother took a moment to admire the man she raised, and then she looked back at Eve with a seductive arrogance. "Oh, believe me, I'm home alone with my hot young stud nearly every evening. There's no way I'm not going to let him pump his cum into my pussy every single day."
The gorgeous mom winked at her son before slipping her tongue into his mouth.
"Excuse me."
Ryan, his mom, and her friends all turned their attention toward the gentleman who had just approached the back corner of the club.
It was a black man with a lean build and tattoos on his arms.
"Carol, right? I'm Devon. I wanted to apologize," the man continued with guilt, "I spoke to you very rudely in the gloryhole room earlier. I want to let you know that I'm not the type of man who usually talks to women like that. I only spoke to you like that because I heard the other men speak to you like that, and I thought that's what you wanted. Sorry if I offended you."



The Oral Queen realized that he must have been the owner of the black dick in the gloryhole room, the one who she finished off. "All is forgiven. I truly appreciate the apology. In the end, I had the best night of my life tonight, so none of the bad things from earlier matter now," replied Carol with sincerity.
"Thank you for your forgiveness. I do appreciate you letting me finish on you anyway despite my behavior, ha-ha," Devon tried to make light of the situation to help ease the awkwardness.
"Well, to be honest, Devon, I was upset with how you acted, so your seed actually landed on the floor," explained Carol, making things more awkward.
"That's unfair. Devon is a good guy; there was just a misunderstanding. He should've at least been allowed to cum on your tits," smirked Ryan at his mom.
Staggered at Ryan's comfort with the situation, Carol retorted, "Perhaps you're right. But as for tonight, there's only one man I want cumming on my titties."
Carol pecked Ryan's lips.
"Aw, Carol. I feel bad for him," pouted Eve.
"Then make it up to him yourself," Carol rolled her eyes.
Cindy started chuckling. "I've actually never fucked a black guy before.
Devon perked up.
"Hey, Devon," called out Cindy, "how about I let you fuck my pussy with that long black cock of yours. Then, when you're about to explode, you can pull out and jizz all over my jugs? Will that make you feel better?"
Devon wiped the sweat off his brow then dropped his pants. Cindy leaned back on the sofa. Her clean-shaven mound was exposed to Devon as her tight blue dress clung to the tops of her thighs. Her underwear was long gone.
Cindy threw her legs up on Devon's shoulders. The reinvigorated black man managed to fit his entire penis inside of the trembling busty blonde. He brought her to orgasm quickly.
The married mother of three shot hot liquid on the long black shaft that was penetrating her most intimate orifice. Devon continued to thrust himself inside his willing partner. The pressure started to build in his loins, so he slowly removed his rigid nine inches.
The moaning woman underneath of him stuck her arm out and firmly grasped the source of her pleasure. She pulled the cum-filled cock toward her firm chest. Cindy cupped Devon's balls with her other hand.
The small audience cheered as they watched the 'Typical Blonde Whore' get coated with a large load of the younger, black stud's cum. The first, second, and third pumps landed on her breasts and ran down into her cleavage. Not satisfied with just watching her tits receive the love juice, Cindy re-aimed the tip toward her porcelain face. The next three ropes hit her nose, forehead, and lips.
The boner went soft in her hand, and she regretfully let go. She proceeded to gather the liquid glaze with her fingers and lick them clean.
As the commotion died down and Devon and Cindy kissed goodbye, Carol looked up adoringly at her son. "So, how about we get going. You're going to need some sleep tonight if you're going to have enough stamina to fuck my brains out tomorrow."
Moistening his mouth, Ryan hysterically replied, "I rode my bike here. Can I go home with you guys?"
Carol laughed, "Oh, so that's how you got here without taking a car."
"Just make sure you sit in the back with your mom," winked Eve. "I think the car ride is just long enough for one of her famous five-minute BJ's."
An exhausted Cindy rolled to her side on her couch. "As long as Carol guzzles every last drop. I do not need any damage to the interior of my SUV."
Carol and Ryan rubbed noses and embraced. "That sounds perfect. We should get our clothes though, Sweetie. We can't risk coming home naked!"
The lovers went back into the gloryhole room and put their abandoned clothes back on. Ryan didn't put his shirt back on as it was still soaked in his mother's fluids.
They walked into the main room holding hands to meet Eve and Cindy. "All ready to go lovebirds?" Cindy teased as she tried to straighten her messy hair.
As the group of four headed toward the exit of what was now a nearly empty club, they saw the pool table near the bar. It was rattling on its metal legs as two people were fucking ferociously on top of it.
The man laying down on the green felt was old with white hair and wrinkled skin. The woman bouncing his cock like a bull rider was in her early thirties and was wearing a white men's dress shirt.
Carol was pleased to see that her wingwoman in the gloryhole room had ended up taking her advice and went to the stall with the old man.
Sarah smiled at Ryan and Carol with her eyes. Ryan joked to himself that she better be careful not to give the old man a heart attack.
Before leaving, the naughty mom grabbed her jacket from the coat rack. She couldn't walk into her house wearing skimpy clothes.
Cindy's SUV was parked in the street. Everyone climbed in with Ryan's bike in the trunk. Eve sat in the passenger's seat, and Ryan and Carol sat in the back seats next to each other, still holding hands.
Before the engine even ignited, the cum-filled mother's insatiable appetite for her son resulted in Ryan's erection being pulled out of the fly in his jeans. Carol dove her head into his lap to go back for seconds.
"Jesus, you two couldn't even wait a moment," pointed out Cindy looking at the rearview mirror. "If his stick is that good, maybe I should give it a lick."
Eve continued, "Yeah, I wouldn't mind feeling those beautiful balls slap against my chin."
The stimulated highschooler in the back of the car responded, "Thanks, but I already have all the head I could ever need."
His mother smiled.
"Hey, Ryan," the driver of the car ran her fingers through her blonde hair, "next time you spend the night over my house, find out if Troy is interested in doing the same thing to me. Good intel will be rewarded handsomely."
"Wait, what?" The teenager's eyes went wide.
His mom released her mouth and corrected her friend. "What Cindy meant to say was, if you can find out if Troy is interested for her, she will then ask my permission to do fun things to you, and if I am there with you, and if she agrees to the rules I set, then I might let her join us."
"Damn, Ryan, your new girlfriend seems a little possessive of your cock," Cindy teased.
Carol didn't dispute the claim. She shrugged at her son as if to explain, "Yeah, of course, I'm your mom," and then she went back to blowing him.
Ryan breathed, "I'm okay with that." The imagery in his mind, coupled with the unbelievable head, resulted in an explosive climax.
The young man held Carol's head tightly against groin as he fed her his natural protein. With a more manageable load volume this time, Carol was able to keep it down so that Cindy's seats remained clean.
Ryan lifted his mother up by her torso and looked into her eyes. He planted his lips on hers. "I love you, Mom."
"I love you too, Ryan."
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Lisa knew she had the house to herself. Her husband, Robert, was in Minnesota on a business trip, her daughter was on a weekend trip with her cheerleading squad, and her son, Darren, was out mowing the neighbor's lawn for some extra pocket money.
The five-foot-five, married mother-of-two walked into the living room on the bottom floor of her house. She anxiously fumbled through her purse. Even though the house was deserted, her head was on a swivel. You're okay. You're okay.
She had the first-time jitters. In Lisa's hand, she held the DVD she had uncomfortably bought in an adult store on the drive home from her Saturday morning shift. The reused disc cover was transparent, barring a label that read: MILF Takes Care of a Very Special Young Man. Skeptically, Lisa slid the disc into her rarely used DVD player.
The disc was not Lisa's idea. Her work friend Julia implored her to try it. During one of their office conversations, Lisa confessed she hadn't orgasmed in weeks. Immediately, Julia described how when her sex life at home was in a rut, she stumbled upon MILF porn, and it led to some of the best orgasms of her life.
With a testimonial like that, it was no surprise Lisa suddenly found herself reclining on the couch, staring at her flat-screen TV, and working her jeans and panties down to her ankles. Well, thank you, Jules. The MILF/young man sex story was an immediate turn-on. Lisa was glad she followed her friend's advice.
Her shoulder-length hazelnut hair was splayed behind her on the slate-gray sofa. Her hips jerked violently on the cushions as she rapidly rubbed her two fingers in and out of her steaming, open pussy. Lisa built her way toward an explosive climax.
"Sean, what are you doing in here?! Are you spying on your naked mother?!"
Wait, what?! No, no! It didn't fucking say- The aroused mother's eyes went wide. The erotic plot continued to unfold on screen as the mature actress stepped naked out of the shower to wonder what the sexy young stud had been thinking. She ignored his desperate excuses as she tried to cover her pussy and massive breast implants. A poorly acted and unexpected argument ensued.
Lisa couldn't blame false advertising. It was a MILF DVD. The MILF was a MILF in the truest sense — She was the young man's mother.
Lisa was horrified yet still insatiably horny. She breathed heavily and massaged her knuckles into her swollen clit as she fixated on the video before her.
With each passing line of dialogue and each facial expression, Lisa became more aware she was not only turned on by the MILF-stud sex, but she was also hot from the taboo of the relationship.
Heading for an orgasm at an accelerated rate, Lisa wrapped her arm over her mature, firm 34Ds, which she hid under her loose sweatshirt. Her other arm remained between her thighs so her hand could meet the demand of her shaved, pulsating pussy lips.
The movie became difficult to watch. Lisa tried to listen, but she continually drifted between reality and her own inner world of pleasure. Her hips, limbs, and head wrenched in every direction.
When her head jolted to the side and her eyelids parted, Lisa saw what she could never unsee...
On the other side of the sliding glass door, which connected the living room to the backyard, a young man stood there. His build was slender yet tone, his hair was short and brown, and his eyes were a piercing blue.
Lisa's son was not mowing her neighbor's lawn. He had to put his trimmer back in the shed.
Lisa couldn't think. She could only stare at Darren, whose frame filled the only narrow gap of glass left uncovered by the sliding curtain. She was vulnerable. She was paranoid. She couldn't believe she didn't take the two seconds to check the curtain before starting the video.
His body was cast in his own shadow, but there was enough light to see Darren's eyes switching back and forth between her rubbing hand and the dirty incest movie on TV.
As if her clouded head wasn't numb and swirling enough, as Lisa tried to process Darren's presence in the doorway, she noticed him rubbing his shaft through his athletic shorts.
You gotta get up. You gotta get up. Lisa was petrified by her young son touching his hard cock while watching her masturbate. She commanded her body to quit and flee, but it was pointless. Lisa was approaching a thunderous climax, and she knew there was no other ending.
Her eyes caught her son's.
The masturbating mother and son glared at each other in pure shock. Both Lisa and Darren knew they should stop, but their minds were numb, their genitals were on fire, and their brains were drenched in erotic dopamine. They could only keep going.
Time moved slowly, and with each passing second, Lisa spiraled deeper and deeper into the vicious loop of becoming more horrified and then more aroused. She was horrified by knowing her son was ogling and masturbating to her half-naked show, yet she wasn't stopping. What aroused her was knowing how wrong it was and that she wasn't stopping. She just gasped and panted her way closer to orgasm.
Lisa ended her half-hearted and futile resistance, and she allowed her sexual adrenaline to control her body. Without hesitation, she clenched her core and twisted onto her left hip so her lower body faced the glass door. Lisa was in disbelief with her own actions as she gave Darren a better view of her fingering herself.
"Ahhh! Ahh! Right there! Don't stop!"
Hearing the high-pitched moan, Lisa craned her sweating forehead back to the TV. The mother and son characters were loudly fucking doggy-style in bed, and they were about to cum. Lisa held on for dear life.
She glanced back at Darren to find him with his shorts and boxers down around his ankles. He was stroking his exposed cock with his bare hand. He took it out... Lisa knew how wrong it was, but the unfathomable sight sent her to an even higher level of stimulation. She couldn't tear her eyes away from her son's throbbing, thick, cock and hanging testicles on the other side of the pane of glass.
Having been married to the same man for twenty-three years, Lisa couldn't remember ever being more turned-on.
Her body shook violently.
Lisa's pupils expanded and her lust-filled brown eyes bulged. Wave after wave of intense pleasure hit, and Lisa held eye contact with Darren throughout her entire orgasm.
Hot liquid jetted onto her tired, trembling fingers. She was drawn to his eyes, but every time she closed them during a loud wail, she would open them and watch her son ferociously pump his long, rigid cock in his gripping hand while his bulbous pink cocktip staggered in the air.
As Lisa's orgasmic pleasure finally started to subside, she saw her nervous son awkwardly turn and run from the door, his pants around his ankles.
Darren could no longer be seen, but Lisa's drained mind was still processing what she saw. When her son ran away into the fenced-in backyard, he had his phone in his hand. She didn't know why.
*****
Frantically pacing in the kitchen, wearing her hoodie and jeans, a debate raged in Lisa's mind over what she should do about Darren. I just fucked everything up. Lisa wondered how the transpired events would affect her relationship with her son. She wondered how she could possibly explain herself. And she wondered why his phone was in his hand.
There were massive questions with no answers. Lisa, though, wasn't convinced she wanted to hear them.
Regardless of her uncertainty, the mother knew there was only one path forward. And the sooner she began, the easier it would be.
Lisa called her son into the kitchen to talk. She had heard him run up to his room, and, fortunately, he was willing to come down to talk.
They both sat at opposite ends of the kitchen table, uneasily and without making eye contact. The silence began to linger.
Lisa huffed and brushed her hair behind. "We need to talk."
Staring into the wooden table, Darren replied, "We really don't have to."
"Oh, yes we do!" Lisa declared. "What happened today, with you seeing me like that, it's- it's..." She struggled to cut through the embarrassment.
Darren tried to lighten the mood. He hesitantly assured, "It's okay. It's not that big of a deal."
"What?!" Is he insane? "We just saw each other naked and touching ourselves! How can you think it's not a big deal? I mean, god... How long were you standing there watching before I saw you?"
The eighteen-year-old high-schooler adjusted his posture in the wood chair. It took him a moment. "A pretty long time," he sheepishly admitted.
Oh shit. Lisa froze. She thought her son had shown up just before she saw him. It was not the case. "So, you, um... You saw what the movie was about...?"
Darren looked up from the table. "Yeah."
"You have to understand," the forty-year-old mother hurriedly explained, "I had no idea it was that type of movie when I bought it. I— "
Darren quickly interjected, "It's okay, Mom. It's fine. You don't have to be embarrassed about it. I was watching it too, so it's not awkward." The last thing he wanted was for them to start judging each other.
Hearing her son say she wasn't a freak actually helped Lisa feel better. She released some of the tension in her muscles.
However, the lightened atmosphere did not blind Lisa to a major concern. With a skeptical and prodding expression only a veteran mother could generate, Lisa looked Darren in the eye and questioned, "I saw your phone in your hand. Why was that?"
Darren's eyes darted back to the kitchen table. He nervously breathed and mumbled under his breath.
"What? I can't hear you."
"I... I was taking a video— "
"What?!" Lisa grabbed the edge of the table and jolted back in her seat. The front chair legs pounded back onto the tile floor. It was not from anger, it was out of concern. Extreme and paranoid thoughts and scenarios flashed in her head.
Darren instantly alleviated most of her concerns. "...It's just on my camera! It's not like I was gonna send it or post it anywhere. I promise!"
"Whew!" Thank god. A relieved Lisa caught her breath. Naturally, her son's response prompted a new uncomfortable question. But this time, Lisa kind of already knew the answer. "Why did you take a video of me touching myself?"
Darren twiddled his thumbs. His reply was in the same vein as Lisa's prediction, but it still took her by surprise. Darren quietly explained, "Mom, you looked so beautiful, and I had never seen you look like that before— I just... I don't know. I couldn't stop watching, and I wanted to save the image so I wouldn't lose it." His face was red and he was clearly suffering from the guilt and shame of his feelings, as well as the video.
The loving mother blushed from her son's genuine compliments and his ensuing embarrassment. She thought it was sweet.
Lisa no longer was paranoid. She actually felt bad about the effects her interrogation was having on her son. Still, though, she still had to deal with the situation at hand, and she couldn't sweep it under the rug. There was currently a digital video of her masturbating on a mobile device. He could send it by accident. Someone could frickin' hack it. His friend could go on.
"Sweetie, why exactly do you have that video?" Once again, Lisa already knew the answer, but the curious mind has to know for sure. She reassured him, "I promise I won't get mad."
"I wanted to, um... watch it later," he cautiously confessed.
Reestablishing eye contact with her son, Lisa offered a questioning look and motioned her closed fist up and down.
Darren nodded.
Lisa sensitively consoled, "It's okay. I'm not mad at all. This situation is just as much my fault as it is yours."
The son smiled.
"But," Lisa followed, "I need to see the video to know what you have on there."
Darren sighed. His wavering hand wavering opened a video and reluctantly handed his phone to his mom. An inquisitive Lisa tapped the glass screen.
It was hard to watch. Lisa viewed the recording of her half-naked and masturbating on the family's living-room couch. Shit, he really was there for a while. After a few minutes of runtime, she glanced up at her son. "How long does this go on for?"
"It's like that for a while. It doesn't change until later when you and I see each other."
"When is that in the video?"
"Well..." Darren pondered, "I don't know exactly. If it's that part you're curious about, it would probably be easier to show you the video of that part."
"There's another video?!" Lisa was bewildered again.
"No!" Darren assured, "It's just a clip of this video starting at the point where it gets good."
Taken aback by her son's wording, Lisa pressed, "What do you mean gets good?"
She saw Darren retreat and knew she had made him too uncomfortable again. "It's okay, sweetie. I understand what you mean. Please, just let me see that video."
Darren cued up the shortened video.
Once again, it began with her masturbating on the couch, moving her wrist between her parted thighs. The only difference was her body was more animated and she opened her eyes at the camera. She was a deer in headlights. Eventually, her body twisted toward the camera, showing the tops of her thighs and how she was rubbing her pussy more sensually.
The camerawork was surprisingly steady. It was obvious Darren had pressed his phone against the glass door. The only consequence was the cloudiness and blur from the glass lens contacting the glass door.
Soon enough, Lisa was re-watching her eyes flicker up and down. She knew it was her switching focus between Darren's cock and his eyes. It seemed as though she was biting her lip, though she couldn't remember. Then, it happened. Lisa watched herself quiver and twitch while looking into her son's eyes. Then the video ended.
As many would be, Lisa was engaged and stirred by what she saw. She shrugged, "Well, I can definitely see why you call that 'the good part.'" She forced a smile to go along with her lighthearted joke, hoping to ease the tension further.
Darren was excited by his mom's smile and her interest in the video. "There is another cut of it," he added rather enthusiastically.
"Another video!" Lisa asked incredulously.
Darren reached over the table and swiped to the next video on his smartphone. It was an even shorter clip — One cropped and zoomed in on Lisa's face as she was climaxing. It focused on her eyes opening and closing as she breathed and moaned, her attention moving from Darren's thick cock to his hungry, scared eyes.
The mother was in unchartered territory as she watched the blurry footage of her head shaking and her mouth agape from her moans voicing her immense pleasure.
Lisa was becoming more turned on by the footage her son gathered. "Why do you have this video?"
Darren simply replied, "It's my favorite part."
Lisa could clearly see why, but she asked him why anyway. Darren was apprehensive, but Lisa promised him she wouldn't judge.
The son scratched his elbow. "I like seeing how you were thinking about me in that sort of way when you were cumming."
Stunned, and undoubtedly stimulated, Lisa nodded. Her head felt lighter, but the benefit was she was less scared. Studying her son, she could see how humiliated he was. Partly from her mild arousal, and partly wanting to make her son feel less guilty, Lisa joked, "Well, I bet you didn't think you'd see something that good today, did you? Haha."
The lighter tone was appreciated, but he was cautious. "No, I guess not," he forced a chuckle.
He's still nervous as hell. Lisa wanted to help her son, and her hormones wanted her to push the conversation further. She brushed her hair behind her ears and laughed, "I can't believe I had an orgasm in front of my son."
The mom and son laughed together across the table.
Darren chimed, in the same laughing tone, "I can't believe I orgasmed from watching my mom orgasm!"
Lisa chuckled then paused. Wait. She stared intently at Darren. "I didn't see you cum. When did you do that?"
"Oh right— I walked away to do that."
"Really? Why did you do that? After you had the confidence to touch your...uh...self in front of me, I would've thought finishing in front of me would be no problem?"
Finding his comfort in the conversation, Darren turned his palm, "Well, you were almost done and I didn't want to shoot my load all over the glass door, so I ran into the yard and jizzed in the bushes."
"Oh. Hmm. Well, at least that saved me from having a second mess to clean up," the mother quipped.
Darren was puzzled. "What do you mean by there being another mess?"
Fuck, he didn't know about that. There wasn't an easy escape, so Lisa told him the truth. "I, um— I had to clean up the couch a bit after I was done."
"You squirted a little! I know, like, most women don't do that," Darren exclaimed, with interest.
Lisa fed off her son's excitement. "I mean, I don't usually squirt— not in a long time anyway. And, to be honest, it was more than 'a little bit.'"
Darren's sharp, youthful face lit up. Feeling confident, he proudly stated, "To be honest, I had the biggest orgasm of my life."
Almost delighted by her son's newfound confidence and lack of embarrassment, Lisa decided to play along. "Well, I'm glad I could do that for you."
"I'm glad I could help you make a mess on the couch," Darren grinned back.
The direction the conversation had taken at the family table was astonishing. Lisa felt a tingling between her legs.
In a lamenting voice, Darren added, "I just wish I had a better view."
Lisa perked up, almost offended. "A better view? You saw my fingers inside my vagina and then me orgasm!"
Seeing his mom's dumbfounded reaction, Darren hastily rationalized, "I just mean, like, your hand was over it. And I was kind of far away and at a bad angle, so it was a little hard to see. I still appreciate what I saw, though!"
My pussy was wide open. How the hell did you not get the view of a lifetime?! Lisa replayed a scene from the first video. She realized he was right about not getting a clear view. Still, Lisa's maternal desire to not let her child win an argument resulted in her snapping back, "Well, I had to be more exposed and vulnerable than you did during it, so you shouldn't complain."
Happy to get into another debate with his mom, Darren retorted, "That's not true at all. You got to clearly see my entire package and me stroking it, so I was more exposed. I didn't get as lucky of a view as you did."
Lisa couldn't believe a debate with her son was devolving into an argument over who had a better experience while watching the other masturbate. But Lisa was caught up in winning enough and just sexually stimulated enough to engage. "That may be true, but you got a clear view of me ORGASMING on the couch, and you have a video of it! I didn't see what happened to you."
She's complaining about not seeing me jizz! Sitting on the opposite side of the table, the eighteen-year-old was overjoyed. Restraining his excitement, Darren suggestively asked his mom, "Do you want to see me cumming from watching you this morning?"
Tilting her head in confusion, Lisa didn't understand how her son could possibly show her that. Lisa, though, couldn't justify showing any interest in seeing it, so she just dryly doubted, "Please...How would you even do that?"
Darren coolly explained, "That first video I showed you was actually also a clip— A large part of the whole video. I didn't turn the camera on my phone off before ejaculating into the bushes, so it was still recording."



There was a deep desire to say yes, but she couldn't. Fortunately, Darren saved her from her predicament by presumptuously swiping to the next video on his phone.
Just like the first video, it showed Lisa locking eyes with her son as she shook. But then, a motion-blurred scene played from when Darren ran across the back lawn. The whirlwind motion then came to an end when Darren reached the green bushes by the back fence. And, through rough footage, Lisa watched the replay of her son zealously jerking his smooth cock off before rope after rope of thick, white jizz fired from the swollen tip and into the bushes.
It was (what had to be the largest load she had ever seen) into the bushes.
Lisa squirmed in her seat. She felt the moisture gathering in her panties and brushing against her outer lips. It had to have been one of the largest loads she had ever witnessed.
But reality suddenly set in. "You have to get rid of these recordings, Darren."
"Why?" Darren bartered, "I won't show them to anyone, I swear."
Shaking her head, the wiser adult imparted, "It's too risky. That video could end up in someone else's hands like that," Lisa snapped. "It could be an accident or someone could get into your phone. It's connected to the Internet."
It was a crushing blow, but only for a moment. "What if I put the video on a DVD and then delete it from my phone? It can't end up on the Internet, and I could easily hide it in the house. Nobody could ever see it except for me."
Hmm. Lisa seriously considered his proposal. It was clear how much it meant to him. "Okay, that's true, but there are still a couple of issues. First of all, I don't think it's 'healthy' for a young man to keep a DVD of his mother masturbating. And, secondly..."
Lisa was circling in on her biggest grievance, which had been secretly eating at her the whole time. She didn't want to admit it to herself, but she couldn't deny it any longer. "And, secondly, I hate how I look in this video."
Seeing the disbelief in her son's face, the embarrassed mom understandably added, "Well, would you want to know there's a video somewhere out there of you masturbating and you look like crap? If someone had a supposedly 'sexy' video of me fingering myself, I would never want to look like I do in here."
Lisa had a point. People are bothered by simply smiling oddly in photos nobody will ever see. In front of her was a video of her in a loose, gray, hooded sweatshirt, jeans around her ankles, no makeup, and she was tired after just finishing her shift. And someone was going to memorialize that in a DVD? "If there's a sexy video of me, I would need to feel sexy in it. Call me vain, but there being a DVD like that would bother me."
He knew his mom had a decent point, but Darren was attached to his video. "I get those points. But first of all, that argument about it being unhealthy for me— You have a DVD of a mother and son having sex, and you are clearly interested in the videos I made. So, why is this bad for me but not bad for you?"
Fair enough.
Darren continued, "And secondly, I think you look beautiful in this, Mom. I've never seen you look hotter."
The sensitive mom blushed again. Her son's compliment fed into her arousal. "I guess it's not a problem if you have a video with that subject matter. And thank you for saying I look so beautiful. But, I don't know... There's also still a chance your father finds the DVD. So, there's a lot there's a ton of risk for me, with no reward for me."
Her witty son proposed, "I can make you a copy of the DVD. Then you'd get something out of it, too."
Lisa raised her eyebrows. It was a tantalizing idea. She wanted to see the video again, but she refused to admit she wanted a copy. "Why would I wanna watch a video of me masturbating in a hoodie?"
"Oh. I think it's exciting."
"Yeah, well of course you do, haha. You're excited for the same reason it's boring to me. It's just me touching myself on a couch. I don't get excited by that."
Darren considered all of his mom's hangups. He thought through them carefully. "So, you won't let me keep the video because you would want a copy to watch— Otherwise it's all risk, no reward? But you don't want a copy because you don't think you look sexy enough, and there's nothing arousing about the video because it's just you masturbating on a couch?"
Lisa thought of a delicate way to maneuver through the situation she created for herself. "Yeah, I guess so. I feel bad about making you lose the video. I can see how much you like it."
The clever son prodded again, "I mean, I also have a problem with the video..."
"Seriously?! You certainly seem to like what's in it."
"You're right, I do. The problem is I shot it through the glass, so it's a little blurry. It makes it hard to see well sometimes."
Lisa shrugged, "Yeah, it's pretty blurry from that."
They sat in silence.
Darren then theorized, "So, if this video were on a DVD we both had, and you were looking as sexy as you wanted, and it showed me getting excited by you and finishing with you, so you actually had something arousing to watch— Then you would have wanted it?"
Struggling to think through the implications of her answer, Lisa didn't know how to respond. But the thought of her son showing her that hypothetical video instead of the one he actually shot was turning her on more and more. Lisa confessed, "Yes, I suppose that's something I would have wanted."
Darren anxiously suggested, "Since you want a video with all those things, and I want a version with less blur, maybe we should have a video containing what we both want."
The mother was suspicious of what her cute son was implying. But desperate to hear what he would say next. "So, what are you implying, exactly?"
"Well," Darren exhaled, "maybe we should make another video just like the original one, but on the DVD camcorder we have instead. We can make all the changes we want! Then we would both be happy and I wouldn't have to get rid of my favorite video. I would be devastated to lose a video of my mom looking more beautiful than I've ever seen her."
What. The. Fuck. Lisa's jaw was hanging. She knew her son was intentionally attacking her weaknesses, and she didn't care. Her pussy was flooding and demanding attention. If anything, knowing her son was trying to seduce her into making a taboo masturbation film just made the idea of the film even more tantalizing. "Ok, Darren."
Darren was about to explode with energy. He half-stood from his chair.
"So, how are we even going to do this?" Lisa interrupted the celebration. She then rubbed her face. "God, I can't believe I just agreed to this."
Finally, Darren's wisdom had it's time to shine. "From what I've watched in masturbation porn, it's usually the man and woman sitting together on a bed — or in our case, a couch — and they watch each other touch themselves. Oh, and I think it would be easier for us to get into it if we were watching that film you were watching this morning. We'd be more into it, so it would be more natural and less like acting."
How was she even supposed to comment or critique? "Um, okay."
Lisa had another question. "But how are we even going to film it? Both of us are going to be on the couch, so it's not like one of us can hold the camera."
Darren considered the dilemma for a minute before coming up with a solution. "I think the best way to get the video we both want would be to film it just like a professional video— like your DVD. We can station the camcorder facing the couch, we can place my phone behind the couch and facing the TV so we can edit that footage into the video to show the DVD that's playing..."
The horny son got excited and spoke faster. "It can be just like this morning! We can station my phone behind the couch to capture me sneaking up on and catching you watching the taboo film! Then I can ask what you're watching, then you get really embarrassed when I look down to see you masturbating, and you say I shouldn't be there, but I sit down anyway. You ask me to leave, but I am too turned-on by the movie to leave, and then you see the bulge in my pants and you become even more turned-on. Then you agree I can stay, but I can't look at you because it would be too awkward. So, I stay and pull my pants off and start to jerk off to the DVD. You see me doing it and yell at me, asking me what I think I'm doing. I say I'm just enjoying the film like you are. Then you get more turned on by seeing me stroking my cock— "
"Hey!" Lisa interrupted, "Let's not use language like that."
"Sorry, Mom. You are turned on by me masturbating, and I catch you looking. I say it's unfair that you get to look at me but I can't look at you. So then you agree with me and say I can look at you. Then we start watching each other masturbate, and then we can make eye contact and hold it while we cum, just like earlier today."
Wh— How?? He should put this level of effort into school. It was a high level of detail, and Lisa was impressed by her son for coming up with such a hot story so quickly. She wanted to pick out a part of his plan that went too far or that she didn't want, but she couldn't find one. All the married suburban mother could do was rationalize, "That sounds good to me. But this doesn't mean this can happen again. We will film the video in order to make things fair, and you then will be satisfied with that, okay?"
"Okay," Darren complied. "I'll get everything set up. We can just make up the lines as we go to make it more natural."
Lisa nodded agreement.
Darren went on, "I guess you'll wanna change into whatever more appealing clothes you wanted to be wearing since I know you weren't happy with how you looked this morning."
"I just didn't want a hoodie and bags under my eyes. Don t get your hopes up."
As the mother rose and headed out of the kitchen, she noticed her son's ogling eyes following her swaying ass in her jeans. Enjoying the feeling of an attractive, young man desiring her body and ass, Lisa wiggled her hips with each step to emphasize the roundness of her butt cheeks. She couldn't see, but she was sure that Darren was mesmerized.
*****
Lisa's entire body was tingling and her heart was racing as she hurried up the stairs to her bedroom. She felt sexy and desired, and hot and naughty. Lisa wanted to embrace feeling that way for herself, for her own sense of self-control. And it was true. But, also, under the surface, she wanted to look as sexy as possible for her son.
The shapely, middle-aged mom posed in front of her mirror. Damn, girl! Haha. Lisa had no plan when she went upstairs, and she got a kick out of how she ended up. Her comely face was accentuated by black mascara, blush, and a shade of red lipstick she decided to dub, "slutty red." Her legs were entirely exposed as her classy, sheer white negligee hung barely below her shaved mound. The cups of the sheer white bra underneath were so low they barely clung to the tops of her creamy breasts over her nipples. Her chest was not quite as taut as it once was, but it had an unmistakable sexy maturity. As far as a thong, Lisa didn't bother. She would have to pull it down before the filming started anyway.
Darren shouted upstairs to inform his mom the cameras were set up and he was ready to film. He started recording with all of the cameras. "I'll be waiting in another room, and I'll come in when the moment's right. Just come down and get started when you're ready!"
Feeling like a seductive goddess in her mouth-drying lingerie and slutty makeup, Lisa strutted downstairs to find the MILF DVD already playing. The cameras were in position. There was no going back. You're actually doing it.
The nerves and level of excitement were indescribable. There was nothing in Lisa's life she could compare it to. The not knowing of when her son would come in and see her in her revealing outfit caused much more angst than the masturbation. Just sit on the couch, look at the TV, and watch the movie.
Soon enough, Lisa was lost in the plot and fingering her soaking pussy in turn.
After about twenty minutes, Lisa heard footsteps coming from the other room. Her concentration broke from the film, but she acted as if she was paying attention for the sake of their home video.
Darren walked into the room. The plan from earlier was unfolding exactly as it was supposed to — That was until Darren turned the corner and looked down at the couch to see his mom in a sheer white negligee with three of her fingers buried in her wet cunt. His mouth went dry.
"Uhh," Darren hotly muttered. His brain was malfunctioning. To call his mom "hot" would have been a disservice. He was looking into perfection. Her body curved seamlessly with the shiny garment. Her smooth, large breasts were bouncing gently in a tight, sheer bra while the tops of her areolas poked through. She was absolutely naked below the waist, and her welcoming thighs were spread wide. Her eyes were mysterious and expressive. It was hard to choose which pair of lips were more attractive — The shaved, plump pair which glistened in the lights or the bright red ones which looked like they were made to suck a cock dry. She did this for me. Darren nearly came where he stood.
The stunned son managed to sit down on the right cushion of the three-person couch, giving his intimidating, bombshell mother her space on the left.
Despite his awkward behavior and muttering, Darren had an opportunity to resurrect the video plan. All he had to do was make sure he responded to his mom's planned interruptions. But when his mom told him he wasn't allowed to look at her, Darren did not even blink. He was unable to pull away.
Realizing how entranced her son was, Lisa peeked over at him and noticed the massive tent in his athletic shorts. He must've taken his boxers off when I was upstairs.
In the soft, blue mesh shorts, Darren's erection was contained. The pressure of the trapped hard-on was clearly uncomfortable.
Lisa wished he would just set it free so he would stop grimacing.
Finally, the young man had enough. He tugged the elastic band of his shorts down to his thighs. His throbbing cock sprung from the elastic trap and snapped into a pole against his abdomen. He began to stroke it.
It was longer and thicker than her husband's, who was no slouch, but what really captivated Lisa was the smoothness, shine, and rigidity. She hadn't seen a strong, young cock in two decades, and she wondered why she was bothering with anything else.
The impressed mother then looked up at her son's face. He had a subtle, proud smirk. Lisa realized she had been watching him masturbate for over a minute, and he had caught her. She saw the relentless desire in his blue eyes, and she had never felt more wanted or more turned-on.
They both soon forgot they were in a pornographic film. They just watched each other unapologetically masturbate.
In a move of confidence, Darren stood and slid his shorts all the way off his legs. If she can be naked from the waist down, so can I. In a more freeing state, he sat back down on the couch — this time, he was seated halfway onto the middle cushion.
His subtle change in proximity did not go unnoticed.
Smooth. In slightly greater detail, Lisa examined her son's sexy cock. A prominent vein bulged out of the skin and ran from the swollen, pink tip all the way down to his large testicles, which were clinging tightly to his body. Aww, that's kind of cute. Lisa jammed her fingers into her soaking cunt even faster.
Breathing faster and heavier, the mother glanced back up at her son's face to see him glaring at her buoyant tits, cradled in her white bra. I know. They're fucking hot, aren't they?
To her son's wonderment, Lisa let her negligee fall from her shoulders. With further encouragement from Darren's gaping mouth, Lisa cockily got on her feet and unclipped her bra. She slowly lowered the straps from her arms, allowing her tits to bounce freely for her son to see.
Darren didn't know what to check out, his mom's newly exposed breasts or her newly exposed, round ass? His eyes danced back and forth between the two seductive sights.
Complying with her son's precedent, Lisa sat down on the couch about a foot closer to her son. Her spontaneous reveal had its desired effect. Precum gathered on the tip of Darren's dick and it leaked profusely as he watched her bare tits bounce and jiggle with the rapid insertion of her fingers.
Even though his mom had a cum-inducing body, he always checked back to her mysterious eyes. But it was no mystery his mom was locked onto his throbbing erection and stroking hand. Having learned from his mom, Darren rotated his position ninety degrees so he was facing inward on the couch, giving his mom an even better view of his manhood.
Lisa's eyes enlarged by her son's additional bold move. She was also intrigued by the better view of his heavy, round balls. Just as Lisa followed the path of a drop of precum running down his cockhead, Darren stood up again and took his shirt off, becoming entirely nude.
Hello. Lisa observed her son's naked body and took in how chiseled, firm, and vigorous it was.
Just as last time, Darren sat down closer to his mother. Their thighs were nearly touching, and Darren's left knee was bent into the back pad so he could continue to sit facing his mom at such a close range.
Lisa followed his lead by turning in toward her son. She scooted back, but she leaned against the armrest and spread her thighs so Darren had a perfect view of her pussy and all of its folds. "Getting a good enough view this time?" Lisa seductively smirked.
Darren dryly nodded and grunted lightly.
She responded by using her other hand to rub and fondle her breasts and nipples.
As the antsy mother and son moved and adjusted their limbs and bodies more, their legs became intertwined. With unrepentant lust, Darren reached out and grabbed his mom's thighs and spread her legs even farther apart. He then moved both his feet onto the couch cushion and pushed them outward underneath his mom's bent knees.
Lisa purred as her son took control. She remained silent and watched him execute his idea.
Darren gripped the tops of his mom's thighs again to use them as leverage as he pulled his butt across the couch.
Their genitals were only inches apart, as Lisa was nearly sitting on her son's lap, her legs straddling the top of his thighs.
Lisa's legs were spread so far apart, she knew her son was getting an incredible view of her dripping mound. She threw her head back and removed her hand, allowing him to feel the heat exuding from her body. She then cocked her head at Darren, with eyes full of carnal desire.
Then it happened.
The two adults, full of sexual hunger, looked deeply into each other's eyes. A panting Lisa gave a firm nod of consent to the idea in her son's mind.
Darren inserted his fingers into Lisa's vagina, and she immediately started to shake. In response, Lisa reached out and did what she had wanted to do the moment she saw the precum leaking from her son's loins.
Lisa grabbed her son's youthful fuckstick and began massaging and pumping it briskly. It was warm and pulsating in her soft palms.
The mom and son were masturbating each other.
Lisa and Darren amazedly and incredulously locked eyes before they leaned in at the same time and passionately kissed each other. Their tongues mingled, and Darren could taste the cherry flavor of his mom's bright red lipstick. They were both approaching an excruciatingly wonderful climax.
The mother, who had just kissed her son as a lover, was losing control of her body.



Darren began thrusting his waist up to meet his mom's pumping hand.
He's fucking ready for it. Lisa looked at her son and whispered, "I want you inside of me."
Darren lunged forward. With his free hand, he held the back of his mom's head as he planted his lips on hers and pushed her even higher against the armrest of the sofa.
After slowly breaking the erotic kiss, Darren pressed his forehead against his mom's. He whispered back, "I want you so fucking bad, Mom." He inserted his throbbing cock into his mother's warm, open vagina.
The moment her son's girthy, long, shaft parted her labia, Lisa's orgasm struck. "Ahhh! Ahhh! Darren! Ahhh!" Her weak knees buckled. She felt the rigid cock slide deeper and deeper into her convulsing pussy, the tight flesh rubbing against her clit and vaginal wall.
The bulbous cockhead felt even better sliding out. It was only a brief moment, though, before it thrust back in.
Darren's clenching eyes illustrated he was about to finish. As much as Lisa wanted to help, she was incapacitated by her prolonged orgasm. "Ohhh, fuck!! Fuck me, Darren! Fuck me! Cum inside of your mommy, Darren."
Darren rapidly pounded in and out of his mom's wet cunt. She dug her nails into the firm muscles of her son's back. He picked up the pace as their leaking juices dripped from Lisa's pussy and onto the family sofa.
"I wanna cum in you so bad, Mom!"
"Ohhh fuck! Go ahead, baby! Mommy wants to feel you cum inside her!"
Hot liquid squirted out of Lisa's pussy and all over her son's impressive piece.
The sensation of his own mother cumming on his dick was more than Darren could take. Lisa felt the cock twitch inside of her, and she knew what was about to happen. Darren wrapped his arms around her and performed the last needed thrusts. His balls slapped again and again against his mom's body as he pinned her arms on the couch.
"I'm cumming, Mom!"
Lisa took her son's face in her hands and gave him a long, open-mouth kiss. She opened her eyes to watch his face as he fired a load of hot, dense sperm far into her vaginal canal. Like the one from earlier, it was a load that did not stop.
The white love juice endlessly spewed from Darren's cock and into the deep folds of his mom's steaming pussy. The tender vagina was at full capacity, but Darren's testes were not finished yet. The excess sludge was squeezed out of Lisa's body and rolled down her pussy and over her asshole before dripping onto the sofa.
The two lovers broke their kiss and collapsed onto the couch together.
"Holy fuck, Mom. That was incredible! Thank you so much!" Darren tried to catch his breath.
Lisa adoringly looked up at her son. "Thank you! You have no idea how badly I needed to be fucked like that." She pushed the sweaty strands of brown hair away from his forehead. She savored the feeling of his chest pressed onto hers as she inserted her tongue into his mouth.
To avoid the impending awkwardness, Lisa chuckled, "Well, it looks like I have some more cleaning to do. Perhaps you should go get straightened up while I take care of the new stains on the couch."
****
Later that night, after hours of working on his laptop, Darren walked downstairs to see his mom sitting at the kitchen table, reading a book and drinking a glass of wine. She wasn't wearing an old, hooded sweatshirt like she usually wore around the house. She was wearing a tight-fitting, long-sleeve blouse which really showed off her figure.
"Hey, Mom, I just made the final edit on the — I mean, our — video. Do you want your copy?"
Lisa poked her head out from behind her book. She was grinning mischievously. "Let's pop it into the DVD player. I want to see how it turned out."
"Okay, I think you'll like it! I added some good music in the beginning. We actually made an insanely good porno, haha, even though it went a little further than we thought it would," the son beamed.
"Mmm. Yeah, things certainly didn't turn out the way I expected them to... luckily."
There was uncertainty on Darren's face. He knew what his mom said before they made the video. It was her one condition. "So, I guess this video is my one memory of us doing things like this? I just have to be satisfied with this...?"
He's cute when he's naive. "Let's just watch the video, sweetie."
When getting up from the kitchen table, Lisa paused. "Wait." She held her index finger to Darren. "Before we get seated, let me change into something that's a little easier to take off. I don't want us to waste time trying to get the other naked, do you?" Lisa winked at her stunned son.
Darren eagerly offered, "Should I put a towel down on the couch so you don't have a mess to clean up like last time?"
Lisa softly bit her lower lip and grinned as she strutted up to her son. She pressed her body into his and whispered in his ear, "You can lay the towel down, but that's not gonna stop me from cleaning up our mess. I can still taste it from earlier. I love you, honey."
Lisa went upstairs to change.
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"Ma'am, please sign here," the deliveryman instructed.
Lisa figured it was another package of comic books that Collin had ordered. As Lisa leaned over slightly to sign for the package, she sensed that the deliveryman was trying to stare down her cleavage. It was probably because the man in his mid-forties checked her out on a regular basis. At this point, Lisa just ignored it and closed the door after she grabbed the package.
I can't believe they do the same thing all day every day, Lisa thought to herself as she placed the package on a nearby chair and continued to vacuumed the carpet in the living room. She couldn't believe that her son, who she had been taking care of after school ever since he was 2, was spending all of his time reading comic books with his friends.
It wasn't as if Collin couldn't be out doing more important things. He had a ton of friends on the hockey team he could go out and have fun with despite being sidelined with a knee injury for the last few months. He was muscular and attractive, and Lisa wondered why he was spending his time with geekier friends like Lenny and Sean, instead of dating the cute girls at his school. Every day he just comes here from school, Lenny and Sean come over, and they spend all day reading comic books. Why does he do that? I don't even understand the appeal of that lifestyle!
Curious to get to the bottom of her son's life choices, Lisa stopped vacuuming the upstairs and decided it was time to pick up clutter in the basement where she knew the three boys would be sitting in bean bag chairs reading.
Sure enough, when she walked down the flight of stairs, Collin, Lenny, and Sean were sitting in the mushy colorful chairs, eating snacks, and intently analyzing the pictures and captions of different super beings. Lisa was fairly surprised to see the excitement on their faces as they quickly turned the pages.
They were so focused that they didn't even realize that she was standing there.
I don't get it! I mean, I get Lenny and Sean having nothing better to do, she looked over at the scrawny Lenny and the plump nerdy Sean, but you'd think a handsome 18 year old like Collin would be more excited by going out than doing this!
"Oh, hi, Mrs. Carter," Sean glanced up before quickly looking back down at his open book.
Collin and Lenny shot their heads up and gave an obligatory hello.
"So what do you want, Mom?" Collin asked the woman who usually introduced herself as his nanny (the result of an inside joke among Lisa and Eliza that started back in their twenties and ended up sticking).
"I don't want anything, I was just cleaning the house and I wanted to make sure things were looking good down here." Out of the corner of Lisa's eye she thought she saw Sean staring at her in a funny way, but by the time she turned her head, his head was already in between the pages of his comic.
The there was silence. Before she knew it, all of the boys were back to reading silently to themselves and it was like she was invisible. Wanting to dig deeper into their fascination with their hobby, Lisa restarted the conversation. "So what are you boys reading?"
Each of them responded with some hero or super being that she had never heard of and then went back to reading. "Ok..."
Clearly communication was not the way to go. Well, I guess the easiest way would just be to see what they are looking at all day.
Lisa noticed the stacks of comics sitting on a nearby shelf. "Would you boys mind if I open up your comics and see what they're like?"
Collin, Lenny, and Sean nearly gasped. "You want to read comic books?"
"No, no, it's just that you boys are clearly very interested in these. And if my son and his friends spend all of their time with something I should at least have an understanding of what they are like."
The three highschoolers all looked at each other suspiciously as if Collin's guardian was setting them up for a trap. In the end, they couldn't come up with a good reason to say no.
Collin shrugged, "Go ahead, Mom."
Lisa chose a random comic book about a group of superheroes that she faintly recognized. She skimmed through the first couple pages and she could understand why Collin enjoyed reading these but she couldn't understand his newfound obsession with them.
Oh, well, uh, that's interesting...
As she continued to flip through the pages, she began to notice a common theme. All of the female characters in the comic had skinny waists, massive breasts, and large firm asses. They were scantly clothed as well.
The married mother felt a little dirty holding it so she decided to read another one in order to understand Collin's new hobby. But once again, the new comic portrayed women in the same light. And it turned out that every one Lisa picked up had the same theme.
She studied the female characters and then looked at her own body. Lisa was proud of her body and she knew that it was something that a lot of other men desired. She had 36D breasts on a 5'7" hourglass frame with tone legs, supporting a round butt. Yet, compared to the exaggerated women in these comics, she felt inferior.
Lisa peered across the room at her son and his friends with smiles on their faces at they read. No doubt that their comics depicted its female characters in the same sexualized way.
A wave of concern came over Lisa. She wondered if the reason Collin no longer went out with girls in his own school was because he was obsessed with a body type that he could never possibly have.
Rather than confront Collin about the potential dangers of his comic books, Lisa decided to let him be. Maybe she was wrong to assume that the sexy women were the reason he loved the comics so much. Maybe the sex objects weren't distorting his view of women after all. At least he's reading...
*****
In the few days after she was introduced to comic books, Lisa still felt uneasy about Collin looking at women depicted in an unrealistic way. It was a Friday night and Collin was once again down in the basement reading comic books with his friends. He should be out trying to get laid, Lisa bluntly said to herself.
It was one thing for him to relax with some comics after school, but Lenny and Sean also came over after dinner everyday to read more comics. Since her husband worked late into the night, Lisa didn't see him much. The brunette mother worked shifts early in the morning Tuesdays through Saturdays, Lisa was rarely up past 9PM on nights before work. She usually ate dinner, watched some TV and then went to bed. Usually her husband, Aaron, was away on business trips that often left Lisa sleeping alone.
This night though, Lisa found herself not tiring despite it being past 9. She knew Collin likely assumed she would be asleep and he'd virtually have the house to himself, along with his friends. With her concern mounting, Lisa began to reaffirm her suspicion that Collin's attachment to comic books was due to more than simply the titillating storylines.
Worrying that Collin was going down an unhealthy path, instinct caused the suburban housewife to check up on him. She knew Collin and his friends were likely sitting in the same beanbag chairs and reading comics at the very moment.
The white door to the basement swung open and Lisa started to move down the flight of stairs. The first thing she noticed that was odd was that the lights were dimmed. Why would they be reading in the dark?
As Lisa reached the basement floor, she made out three figures sitting in the same beanbag chairs. Lisa pushed the dimmer switch as she walked into the room and announced conversationally, "So what are we reading now, boys?"
Everybody froze.
Lisa's pink plump lips parted as her jaw dropped. Sitting in front of her were Collin, Lenny, and Sean with their pants and boxers around their ankles. They sat in the colorful chairs with open comic books covering their crotches and looks of horror on their faces.
Nobody could say a word. The three young men sat there trembling, while Collin's mom rubbed her eyes, almost as to wake herself up from a bad dream.
"We are so sorry, Mrs. Carter," Sean lamented with a shaky voice.
Lisa still didn't say a word. She turned her attention towards Collin, whose cheeks were bright red as he pressed the comic book into his groin. What was worse was that Lisa's suspicions had been true. On the cover of the book that Collin was using as a paper loincloth there was a blonde woman with massive jugs wearing a superhero outfit that was practically lingerie.
"I am so sorry, Mom," was all Collin could say.
The startled woman continued to stare in shock at her son. Just a few pages of paper were separating his erection from her view. The athletic teen was still squirming with discomfort as he continually adjusted himself, trying to always make sure he was covered up fully.
Collin could see Lisa glaring at his crotch like she was witnessing a bad accident that she just couldn't look away from. He became nervous that he wasn't covering everything and he continued to fidget with the comic book in his hands to make sure he was leaving nothing exposed.
Lisa lost her breath as it turned out Collin's fidgeting had the opposite effect. For one brief moment, a frantic Collin moved the comic an inch lower on his body in fear of his scrotum being exposed. In that moment, Lisa saw his bulbous pink mushroom head pop out from behind the paper.
Holy shit! I can't believe I just saw his penis while he was masturbating. They do NOT tell you how you're supposed to deal with this! How the hell was it as high up as his belly button?!
Snapping back to the situation at hand and realizing that her son was more embarrassed than he had ever been in his life, Lisa tried to diffuse the situation in a reasonable way while also putting an end to Collin's unhealthy habit.
Lisa took a deep breath and closed her eyes to think without distraction. "Listen, I understand what you boys were doing and I honestly couldn't care less if you do it. However, you will not do it to those ridiculous books. Those things are going to damage what you think a real woman looks like. Do you understand?"
The boys looked at each other and then back at Lisa and nodded their heads.
"So we can't do it to comic books, but you don't care about other things?" Lenny tried to clarify.
Lisa shrugged, "I don't even care if you do it to comic books, just not with ones that have women with Size-F tits and a waist you can wrap your hand around!" She showed her disgust with the drawings.
Sean motioned over at the stack of comics and quipped, "I have a feeling we are going to need new comics."
Lenny chuckled lightly, but Collin was still terrified and of very few words.
Realizing that her entering the room unannounced made the intervention more uncomfortable than it needed to be, Lisa ran her fingers through her long hair and decided to make up for their suffering. She reached into her pocket and pulled out some folded bills. She counted it under her breath. "Okay, here's $74. Go buy some comics that have real women in them."
"Thanks, Mrs. Carter!" Lenny reached for the money. "Don't worry. We will get different comics."
Lisa turned to go back up stairs before she heard Sean call out behind her, "You won't tell our parents, will you Mrs. Carter?"
"Of course not," Lisa assured, "what happens here can stay between us."
Lenny and Sean couldn't help but to notice how Lisa's butt stretched out the back of her jeans as she walked away. Once they heard the door close, Lenny turned to a more relaxed Collin. "You know, your mom is kind of hot."
"Shut the hell up, Lenny! I'm tired of hearing you guys talk about that."
*****
"How's this one?" Collin, Lenny, and Sean were desperate trying to find a comic that satisfied their needs to get off from their favorite source, and Lisa's need for it to be a woman that looked 'real'. They searched the bins at the comic book store downtown thoroughly.
"This is ridiculous. All of these either have the same type of women as usual, or the main character is a normal woman who isn't hot at all," Sean complained.
"I know! I don't know if we're going to be able to find one. I can't go back to watching porn either or looking at pics of girls on the Internet. I need a story that I can imagine in my own mind and kind of bend it how I want," Collin explained to his friends.
Sean pulled a comic book out of a bin and opened it up towards his friends. "Like, look at this. The woman is either mediocre-looking or unnaturally hot. You'd think there would be one of a real-looking woman."
Laughing out loud first, Lenny pointed to the scantly clad female protagonist in the book and cried out to his friends, "Holy shit, guys! Look! Collin, she looks like your mom."
"Wait, what?!" Sean turned the comic back towards him and started chuckling. "Dude, you're right! She has a similar body and everything."
Collin was frustrated and pulled at his short brown hair. "Would you guys shut up already?!"
Trying to rationalize with his friend, Lenny pleaded, "C'mon, man. Tell me this doesn't look like your mom but with beach-ball fake boobs?"
"Lenny, I'm not going to think about that! Just drop it."
"You know, actually, your mom may even be hotter. I'm beginning to see what she meant about real women being better. It's a shame we can't find comics with women like your mom in them."
"Seriously, Lenny, I'm about to throw you through the fucking wall! She's my mom."
"Well it looks like Mr. Cool Collin Six Pack gets ornery whenever he goes too long without a workout at the gym," Lenny teased.
Meanwhile, Sean stood alone, ignoring the arguing before him. He was deep in thought. "Wait guys!"
Both Collin and Lenny stopped fighting at looked at their friend.
"I have an idea on how we can get what we want."
"How's that?" Collin was doubtful.
Sean continued, "You know how I've been getting really good at drawing and design lately?"
"Yeah, Sean, you're the envy of us all," Lenny teased dryly.
"What of it, Sean?" Collin added.
"Instead of spending money on comics, I think I may just need money for printing something. Do you guys trust me?"
Lenny and Collin looked at each other before agreeing, "We guess so."
"Great," Sean was excited; "I'll have a surprise for you on Monday." The fit redhead ran away in a hurry.
*****
It had been 3 days since the awkward encounter in the basement and Lisa had been thinking all weekend about the event. Her mind kept replaying the encounter over and over again. She knew she had left off on a surprisingly casual note with Lenny and Sean. The only thing she was not sure about was where she stood with Collin. He wouldn't tell his father would he?
Lisa felt as if there was some tension between her and Collin. But she wasn't sure if that was real, or if she was just feeling that way because every time she thought about him she immediately flashed back to the image of the tip of his cock. She was concerned about her mixed feelings towards seeing it.
"Hi, Mrs. Carter!" Sean and Lenny said in unison as they walked into Collin's house after school at the usual time. They snapped Lisa out of her deep thoughts.
"Hey, boys, how was school?" Lisa replied smiling.
"Pretty good!" Lenny grinned. Sean and Lenny had a confidence about them. They figured that if their friend's mom could see them jerking off in her house and not only overlook the activity, but also help fund it, then they didn't have to worry about getting into trouble.
Lisa could almost sense the subtle change in the relationship she had with Collin's friends based on Lenny and Sean's tones of voice. She kind of enjoyed the more casual vibe and wanted to go along with it. "I'm glad to hear that. So, did you have a successful shopping trip with the money I gave you?"
Sean mulled over the question. "Well, yes and no."
"What do mean by that? Did you find comics with real-looking women in them?"
"No. There honestly weren't any," Lenny explained. "We looked everywhere."
"Yeah, so we decided to write, draw, and publish our own," Sean jumped in.
The 38-year-old mother bared her white teeth and sat up on the living room sofa with interest. "Well I'm actually really impressed by that. Can I read it?"
"No!" Sean abruptly blurted out as a stark look came over his face. "I mean, uh, it's probably best you don't. It's, um, pretty graphic."
Lisa raised a son for 18 years so she knew what it was like when a child was hiding a secret. She figured Sean and Lenny were just embarrassed about the racy content of the female character. Attempting to rekindle the casual exchange, Lisa laughed, "Listen guys, it's okay! You don't have to worry about offending me. I understand you're young men just trying to get off. If you want to draw hot women with big tits and nice asses I don't care, as long as it's realistic."
The brunette could see how excited the two budding adults were by her comments. She felt liked by them and it was nice to be the cool mom she never tried to be before.
"Yeah," she continued with the added encouragement, "trust me, I can promise you that there's nothing in that comic book that you have that female superhero doing that I haven't already done or seen myself. Honestly, I think it's great you're being creative and you can do what you want down there."
Lenny and Sean were stunned. "Thanks, Mrs. Carter! Oh, and where's Collin?"
For a moment, Lisa almost had forgotten about Collin being in the house. She began to imagine what he would have thought if he had walked into the middle of that conversation. Why was I talking like that?
"Collin's downstairs," Lisa informed before going back deep into thought about her predicament with her son.
*****
"Hey, guys. What's up?" Collin set aside his phone. "So let's see that 'surprise' you had for us, Sean."
"Alright," Sean prefaced, "you know how we couldn't find a comic with a real woman in it that was also hot enough for us to beat off to?" Collin nodded in agreement. "So," Sean continued, "I thought since I knew how to draw that I might as well create one. I drew a character and Lenny helped write the story for her. We had them professionally printed like actual comics with the money your mom gave us."
"Dude, that's awesome! Let me see it!" Collin was just as ecstatic as his friends were about the concept. However, when Collin asked to see it, Sean and Lenny shot themselves a mischievous smirk.
"There's one thing you have to promise us first," Sean started.
"What's that?"
"That when you read it you won't get angry with us and that you'll try to enjoy it no matter what."
Collin was confused. "What do you mean by that? Why would I get angry? Will I not like the story or something?"
Lenny responded with an uncertain voice, "Something along those lines."
"Just let me see it already." Collin was insistent.
"First you have to swear you won't flip out and that you'll read it through before commenting on it."
Collin rolled his eyes. "Fine, I swear."
"Swear on your comic book collection."
"What?"
"Swear that you will read the whole thing before commenting and not get angry. And if you do flip out, then Lenny and I get all of your comic books."
The hockey player figured he was disciplined enough to control his temper regardless of what was on those pages. He was getting antsy and he couldn't wait any longer. "Fine, I swear on my collection. Let's just read it already."
*****
After Sean and Lenny were comfortably seated in the plush chairs along with their anxious friend, Sean reached into his backpack and retrieved three professional-looking comic books. He took one and then passed the remainder down to Lenny, who then gave one to Collin.



Collin was skeptical when he saw the cover. It read, The Myth of Masturbatra, along with a dark silhouette of a female crime fighter. It was clear that his friends made no illusion as to what the comic book was for.
The story started out with a woman by the pun name of, Iwonna Jerkitov, who accidentally consumed toxic massage oil at a massage parlor in Chinatown. The third page showed Iwonna Jerkitov lying naked on a massage table. Collin realized it was more like silly erotica than a comic book. Still, one thing was annoying him. The main female character looked really familiar despite that in every drawing so far her face was partially covered by shadows. She was certainly a real woman, and she was certainly insanely hot. Collin noticed that he was already hard.
Collin noticed that his friends continually picked their heads up to glance at him. They were trying hard not to laugh and it was almost as if they were waiting for something big.
Remembering his promise to not comment on the story until he finished it, Collin just ignored his friends and turned the page. "WHAT THE FUCK!"
Lenny and Sean burst into laughter. "Hey, dude," Sean reminded, "no comments or getting angry. We had a deal..."
Collin was incensed and the veins in his toned forearms were pounding. He wanted to yell at his friends and give them a piece of his mind, but he knew he couldn't without losing his pricey collection of comics.
"That's right, man, just calm down and keep reading," Lenny said, knowing his friend was in a bind.
A frustrated Collin looked back down at the page. It was a scene of Iwonna Jerkitov standing in the shower, massaging her body with a washcloth and realizing that she now had the power to perfectly sensually touch the human body like the ultimate masseuse. The only problem with the satirical, yet erotic scene was now that Collin could finally see Iwonna Jerkitov's entire face, he realized it was a drawn version of his mom!
Collin continued to look at the image and then back at his friends. Sean had drawn his mom in the shower with the only thing covering her most intimate parts being some steam from the hot water. Collin stared daggers at his friends, who loved his reaction.
"Keep reading, you promised," Lenny teased.
"Yeah, and don't blame us. Your mom said to have a comic book with a real woman who was also hot, and she's the hottest real woman we know," Sean justified with a smirk.
Still furious, Collin knew he had no choice but to continue to read and fulfill his obligation. He blocked out his friends and decided to try to make the best of the situation. He told himself that he'd just forget that the woman in the story was his mom.
That plan didn't work. The second Collin put his head back down to read, he saw the woman in the shower again and immediately recognized it as his mom. And to his surprise, as he analyzed the drawing he realized that it was an accurate representation of her appearance. Collin had never seen her in that light before, and to his surprise, his erection became even stiffer.
When Collin played with the fabric of his pants in order to accommodate the growing hard object, Sean and Lenny became aware of their friend's appreciation for their work of art.
"We knew you'd like it. Don't worry we aren't judging you. You'd have to be blind not to find her hot as fuck."
Collin didn't even acknowledge his friends. After flipping through more pages and seeing the sexy, eye-catching depictions of Lisa, Collin asked Sean, "How in the world did you know how to draw her like this?"
"Well," Sean explained, "all I had to do was look at family vacation photos on Facebook of your mom when she was in bikinis, and plus, Lenny and I have been checking her out and jerking off to her at night for years now."
"Thanks!" Collin replied sarcastically before returning his attention to the comic book.
As he got towards the end of the comic, Iwonna Jerkitov heard that medicine had been stolen from a hospital and was about to be sold on the black market. The female hero, though, instead of fighting, shooting, or capturing the henchmen of the crime organization, used her attractive looks, flirtatious personality, and magic touch to seduce the men. She gave them sensual handjobs while interrogating them. The men were in so much pleasure that they gave her the location of the stolen meds and their boss.
Collin couldn't help but to lightly rub his erection through his jeans as he read about the erotic encounter. The horny young man glanced over at his friends and saw that they were doing the same.
On the final pages, Iwonna Jerkitov accepted her new responsibilities as a superhero, and went to a tailor to have a custom uniform made to conceal her identity. The last page showed the heroine standing proud in a matte gold bodysuit that had a giant hole from her navel to her large chest, flaunting voluptuous underboob cleavage. She wore a gold eye mask with her wavy brown hair flowing in the wind behind her. The outfit was complete with gold high heels that showed off her fully exposed legs, and a short black cape that had a simplistic symmetrical silhouette of a golden penis on it.
The caption underneath read, "For now on, I am Masturbatra! There are a lot of dicks trying to hurt this city, and I'm willing to do everything in my power to make sure they end up in loads of trouble."
Collin took some deep breaths as he decompressed from the sexually intense read.
"So... What did you think?" Sean and Lenny looked at him with anticipation.
"It was a little silly," the aroused teenager began, "but I think it works. That was honestly insanely hot."
Lenny gave Sean a high five.
"I think there's actually something here," Collin continued, very impressed by his friends' work. "So when does the next issue come out?"
"Wait, what?!" Sean was surprised. "Dude, I didn't plan on that happening. This was kind of just a one-time joke. Do you honestly think it's that good?"
Lenny chimed in, "I think a lot of people would want to read this. We can actually sell this if we wanted to."
All three boys became excited about the possibilities. "But wait," Sean hesitated, "I'm sure Collin doesn't want us to publish comics with an exact cartoon drawing of his mom in it. If we want to publish more of these, wouldn't you want us to change the look of the main character, Collin?"
With Lenny and Sean attentively waiting on his answer, Collin flipped through the images of his mom in erotic positions. There was no way he wasn't going to see those again. Though, he couldn't seem too excited about seeing her practically naked in a comic book. "I mean, you guys already have the drawings done and this is how Masturbatra looks in the first comic. I think it would be weird if we changed her look after the first issue."
"I agree with that, but it's your call. I guess we can move forward with the comic as it is."
"There is one issue," Lenny pointed out, "We don't have the money to publish the comics and how would we even sell them?"
They thought for a moment, before Collin spoke up. "We can just sell them online through the websites we buy some of ours from. And I have an idea of where to get the money for printing." He motioned towards his expansive collection of comic books.
Lenny, Sean, and Collin shot each other a look. They all agreed it would be worth it.
*****
After cashing out half of each of their comic book collections, they had enough money to print enough copies to cover the first three issues. When somebody on the comic book website purchased their comic, they got a decent percentage of the revenue and the customer would cover the mailing costs. With the business model set, all that was left to do was write and draw the comics.
Over the next two days, Lenny and Collin worked tirelessly to develop a steamy, yet heroic storyline that could build suspense in the mind and in the loins. After they wrote the comic, Sean spent the following days drawing Lisa in sexy positions and coloring the pages.
Once the issues went off to the printing press and the copies were delivered to Lenny's house so he could hide them in his room, the boys were in business.
*****
On the first day, they were thrilled to see they got two orders for Issue #1. They eagerly mailed it out, and it felt good to make something to share with other people.
A week later, when they logged into their seller's account on the comic book website, Sean, Lenny, and Collin were stunned. There were over 7,000 orders for their comic.
"Holy shit! What the hell happened?" Collin was excited, but tentative at the same time. He figured there had to be some kind of mistake. They had originally thought it would be good if they could sell 20 over the course of a couple weeks.
Lenny got on his laptop and did some investigating. "Oh, here ya go! Apparently one of the people who bought it on the first day wrote about it on some blog and it blew up! At least that's all I can see in the comments section on our seller's page."
"This is nuts," Sean stated, "How are we even going to be able to print that many orders. We only have a few hundred at Lenny's house."
Collin reminded, "We have enough money from the cash we were setting aside for the third issue to cover a lot of it. We can just sell some more comics and we'll have enough. Besides, we'll make so much off of this order that we'll have enough profit to cover our next couple issues."
"Alright, let's get printing and mailing."
*****
This venture was not only profitable for Collin, but it left him in a constant state of sexual lust and fantasy. He was spending all day mailing strangers pamphlets depicting his mom rubbing hard cocks and doing things almost naked. The muscular young man found himself masturbating to his mom's comics every night in order to get relief.
Lisa certainly noticed a change of behavior in Collin around the house. He was much friendlier to her and seemed much more attentive, while at the same time more secretive. Lisa was just glad that their discussion in the basement didn't make things weird between them.
One change of behavior that was the most obvious to Lisa was that Collin was now splitting his time in between home and Lenny's house. She wondered what was going on over there, but she wasn't too worried.
*****
It was Tuesday, and Lisa figured it was time to clean the house again. Normally she made Collin clean the basement, but he was at Lenny's again and she was feeling nice. She actually kind of missed having all three of the boys over every day.
When Lisa turned the lights on in the basement, she noticed something weird. Most of Collin's comic books were gone. Where'd they all go?
Lisa set down the vacuum and decided to investigate. She walked over to the table that usually housed bins and stacks of comics. There were now just a few short stacks. She glanced over the lot, but stopped when one caught her eye.
The cover was gold and the title read, "The Myth of Masturbatra, Issue #2." But the title wasn't what caught Lisa's eye; it was the masked female on the front cover. Well it's nice to see that the boys came up with a comic book character that looks like a real woman, albeit a really hot one that's kind of pushing the limits.
The snooping housewife looked around he room to make sure she was alone. She then opened up the comic that she was previously forbidden from reading.
You gotta be fucking kidding me...
Sure enough, in printed ink, Lisa's face stared right back at her.
Lisa set the comic book down and looked around. Underneath where she picked up Issue #2, there was Issue #1. Lisa was perturbed and she felt violated. She had to see what Sean and Lenny had done to her image. Does Collin know about this?!! I mean he has to; it's in his collection!
Lisa sped through the pages, looking at the pictures and reading the captions. It read like an erotic novel as much as it did like a comic. To her surprise, heat started to concentrate around her pussy.
Now engrossed in the engaging and tantalizing story, Lisa couldn't turn the pages fast enough. She had to keep reading to see what promiscuous things her character would do next.
After she quickly finished Issue #1, she picked up Issue #2 and walked over to a beanbag chair and sat down. She was beginning to see the appeal of Collin's lifestyle.
Lisa was most of the way done with the second book. She was at a pivotal part in the plot where she was in the midst of seducing a crooked stockbroker and had slid her hand down his pants. Then frustration hit, as the aroused brunette tried move on to the subsequent scene. She couldn't open up the next page because it was sticking to another page.
She tugged at it and slid her nails in between the pieces of paper. Finally it opened and Lisa immediately recognized the startling problem. It wason a page where she was pressing a businessman up against his desk while massaging his cock, and he had slid his hand under her gold bodysuit and was feeling her firm breasts. What kept the pages stuck together were splashes of white residue that had a unique smell.
Collin, or at the very least one of his friends, had came all over the page. Lisa wasn't angry or disturbed. She saw what was likely her son's cum drizzled all over her barely dressed character. Lisa began to work her fingers around her labia through her jeans as she continued with the book. She questioned everything that was wrong with her and wondered how she could do something so sickening, but yet she turned the pages.
*****
After a satisfying orgasm at the hands of a comic book based on her made up erotic adventures, Lisa became obsessed with finding out more. For the last few years, Lisa hadn't had a sexual thrill like this. She couldn't believe how gorgeous and flattering she was drawn. She couldn't believe that Collin and his friends could imagine her being that seductive.
Though, Lisa was assuming that Collin had something to do with it. She only knew for sure that Sean and Lenny had written the comic. Searching for more information, she analyzed the back cover and saw the initials of three authors: SJT, LRE, and CHC. It didn't take her long to recognize Sean's, Lenny's, and her own Collin's initials. So Collin did help write this!
There was one more piece of shocking information on the back cover. It was a web address. Lisa recognized the name of the website because she often saw it on envelopes whenever Collin got a new comic.
Please tell me they aren't selling these! There's no fucking way they'd do that! I'm in them doing all of this crazy shit to all of those guys! Oh my GOD!
Lisa ran upstairs to the desktop computer and entered the web address. Her worst suspicion was true. When the webpage loaded she saw seller's page for "The Myth of Masturbatra."
What made Lisa's blood run cold was the statistic underneath of the image of each Issue. Each one has sold over 9,000 copies! How is that possible?! Over 9,000 people have seen me drawn doing that stuff! Oh my God! And Issues #3, #4, and #5 are coming out soon!
Lisa collapsed her head against the desk. She couldn't believe what she had just seen. She felt helpless, and like her identity and intimacy had been sold.
Desperate to find anything that help her, Lisa began scrolling through the webpage, praying to find a button she could click that would make everything okay.
That was when she stumbled onto the comments section of the webpage. This was an open forum where people could discuss the work of each seller and ask advice from others and give opinions.
She began to read what people were saying, hoping she wouldn't find one that said, "Oh yeah, I know that woman who this must be based on. Her name is Lisa Carter."
As Lisa read through the comments she found no such comment. In fact, everyone seemed to think she was just some fictional character, and why wouldn't they?
The more comments that Lisa read about Collin, Sean, and Lenny's work, the more her mood began to swing. Lisa was a hero to these people. Not just a hero, but also a sex symbol.
There were so many posts from different fans saying how hot she was and how much they wanted to fuck her. There were posts from both men and women saying how they wish she were real so she could give them a 'special interrogation'.
Lisa had never felt so attractive and so appreciated.
She spent the next hours reading comments and posts on different websites about her. Lisa was horny again and felt amazing. It was like she was living a sexy secret double life, and she had the three boys to thank. I can't believe I have guys that think of me that way jerking off to me in my own house! I can't believe my own son thinks of me that way!
*****
Lisa hadn't been able to get the idea of Collin writing an erotic story about her out of her head. Every time she thought about it, which was often, she imagined the well-built athlete and his friends sitting in the basement looking at her naked figure and touching themselves, wishing they were the men in the cartoons. She imagined the smell of Collin's semen on the inside of the magazine and the tip of his hard penis peaking out from behind a comic. It sent tingling sensations through her vagina.
It had been two days since Lisa discovered the comics, and Lenny and Sean were finally going to be spending the day at her place again. Consumed with the idea of them spending their days revolved around sexual fantasies starring her, the hot brunette mom needed to be closer to the action.
*****
"Hi, Mrs. Carter!" Lenny and Sean greeted as they walked into the house.
"Hey, Lenny. Hey, Sean. I missed seeing you two here!" Lisa walked towards them with her arms folded under her chest, subtly pushing her breasts up. She was glad to see the appreciation in their facial reactions.
"Yeah, we've been spending time at Lenny's place," Sean explained. "So is Collin in the basement?"
"He is!" Lisa smiled as she walked in close to them. She placed a hand on each of their shoulders and said in a whispering and informative tone, "I'm glad you boys are all touching yourselves to better homemade content now, but I did notice that you guys had no lotion down there, so I took it upon myself to get you some lube and left it in the basement. It's important you take care of yourselves."
Lenny and Sean were shocked. They barely knew how to respond with words, but their penises responded by forming tent poles in their pants. "Thanks, Mrs. Carter," was all they could say before running off to hide their embarrassment.
Lisa chuckled to herself and knew that the seed had been planted. She needed their support.
*****
That night, after 9, when all of the boys would have assumed she'd be asleep, Lisa silently cracked open the door to the basement and walked down the stairs just enough so she could see into the dim room, but the three guys in there couldn't see her back.
Lisa was thrilled when she saw that her plan had worked. In the lowlighting she saw her son and his two friends with their pants and boxers around their ankles, jerking themselves off to a Masturbatra comic book.
The excited onlooker slipped her fingers under her thong and felt the moisture of her steaming cunt. When she made out the shape of Collin's large dick, she sunk her fingertips inside of herself. How is it that big? He's come a long way since he was a kid.
She was mesmerized by how horny the guys were reading the comic book starring a more sexualized version of her. Lenny and Sean were stroking themselves just as furiously. This was the greatest sexual thrill that Lisa had experienced in a long time and it took a great amount of self-restraint to not walk into the basement and show the boys how appreciative she was of all they had done for her.



Though, that thought did spark a rather naughty idea.
*****
Trying to build their fan base quickly, Collin, Lenny, and Sean released Issues #4 and #5 by the weekend. Their sales were skyrocketing and it seemed like people were taking a liking to their new style of comic book.
Lisa was happy about this, too. Every afternoon when she got home from work and Aaron and Collin weren't home, she would read the comments people were writing about her. While she read them, she'd imagine being Masturbatra and Collin being one of the evildoers she had to pleasure for information. Her fantasies became so lustful and so persistent that she couldn't wait much longer to make the move she had thought of the previous week.
*****
Knowing that Lenny and Sean would be coming over, Lisa knew that today was the day. Lisa knew that she needed Sean and Lenny to provide the encouragement and acceptance Collin would inevitably need for her plan to work. Lisa then watched her favorite man go down into the basement. If only he knew...
Lisa immediately went into her bedroom and started changing. She swapped her jeans for short white jean shorts, her long sleeve t-shirt for a black tank top that exposed a lot of cleavage, her bra for a pink pushup bra, and even though nobody would see it, she exchanged her panties for a matching pink thong. Lisa brushed her long brown hair and put on lip-gloss. She was the definition of a suburban MILF and she knew it.
*****
It wasn't long before Sean and Lenny came over. This time, Lisa made sure she happened to be standing in between them and the basement when they walked through the door.
Lenny and Sean walked in. "Hi, Mrs. Carterrrrr." Sean trailed off and Lenny's cheeks reddened. They were stunned. Standing right in front of them was the MILF of their dreams, wearing tight white shorts that hugged her butt, and they could see her pink, sparkling pushup bra from the top and from the sides of her thin black tank top.
Lisa knew they were infatuated with her on sight. "Hi, boys, you both are looking handsome today."
"Thanks," the lean, dark-haired Lenny spit out. "You look, uh, you look good yourself."
"Well you just made my day! Thanks, Lenny. Collin is in the basement as usual."
Sean and Lenny did not want to go anywhere, but they knew it would be weird if they stayed upstairs and ogled at their friend's mom any longer. They lamentably started to walk past Lisa, getting in the last views they could get.
Lisa surprised them though by stopping them as they walked by via placing a hand on each of their chests. "Oh and by the way boys," she whispered, "I plan on having someone come to update the cable box in the basement later tonight. It could be before 5 or it could be after 9. I don't even know if he'll show, but if I were you I would take care of any urges before 4." She winked.
Lenny and Sean continued to be amazed with how cool and sexual their friend's mom was being.
As the two young men passed her by, Lisa stayed where she was without looking back. She knew Lenny and Sean would want to get a good look at her behind before going downstairs.
*****
Everything was set in place for Lisa. There was no guy scheduled to fix the cable box downstairs, Lisa just needed to give herself an exact window of when she should go to the basement, and she couldn't wait until after dinner.
She was waiting until 3:30, when she knew the boys would be jerking off to one of the newer issues of Masturbatra. The minutes seemed to go by like hours as her heart raced in nervous energy. Finally, at 3:24, Lisa couldn't wait any longer. She began to put her plan into action.
Lisa silently opened the door to the basement and crept down the carpeted stairs in her bare feet. She peeked through the bars of the staircase railing and could see that the scene was exactly what she wanted. The boys had heeded her advice and the three boys were lounging in the beanbag chairs stroking their cocks. Collin seemed to be really into his masturbatory work. Perfect.
"So what's going on down here?" Lisa came into the room out of nowhere.
All three of the guys panicked like they did last time. Lenny ran away towards the back of the basement with his pants down. Sean followed suit and they hid behind a foosball table. Lisa wasn't expecting that to happen, but that would only cause a minor adjustment in plans.
Collin, on the other hand, was paralyzed in his seat. He once again was covering his package with a comic book. Only this time, the comic book was one with Lisa in a mask on the cover.
What made this experience different was how Collin was more entranced by his middle-aged mother standing in front of him than he was embarrassed of the situation.
Lisa watched as Collin marveled at her body in her revealing outfit. She saw his blue eyes lock onto her chest and she gladly allowed him to take in the view. She watched as his gaze drifted down to her tan, tone legs.
There was an awkward silence, as Collin had yet to say anything.
"Well, Honey, don't let me interrupt you!"
"Excuse me?" Collin had a confused look on his face.
Lisa acted as if he was the one acting strangely. "I came down here to see what everyone is up to and all of you lose your minds. You don't need to stop what you're doing on my account."
Lenny and Sean peaked their heads out from behind the foosball table.
Collin assumed that he had to be misunderstanding his mom. "Wait, are you saying that we didn't have to stop what we were doing with our hands?"
"Of course not. I was the one that barged in. So what are you reading?"
The young man went from confused, to dumbfounded, to petrified in seconds. "I, uh, it's, uh... just a random comic."
"Oh, really?" Lisa acted interested as she stepped closer to Collin. She was just a couple feet in front of his wide-open legs. She then bent at the waist and slowly moved her head down in order to better exam the comic pressing against the stud's body. She could see the V formed in the side of his abs that was visible due to his shirt being rolled up on his stomach.
Collin gawked at the generous view of his cleavage in the pink pushup bra. It looked like it did in the comics, but was more amazing in person. Lisa brushed strands of her brown hair behind her ear, giving him an even cleaner view as she pretended to study the cover of the magazine.
"That's funny, Honey, because that doesn't look like just a random comic. That looks like the comic you and your friends wrote about me." Lisa feigned naivety.
Collin's eyes widened. He was waiting to be screamed at and called a pervert. He wanted to coil into a ball and die.
Instead, Lisa showed no sign of disappointment. "Issue #5. I haven't read that one yet." Lisa said with a smile.
Collin's heart was beating out of his chest. He stammered, "You...you...you know what this is? You... you've read it?"
"Of course, Honey!" Lisa playfully swiped at Collin's knee and he jumped in his seat from her touch. "What type of mom would I be if I didn't support your art? And besides, I'm a big fan of all the drawings and storylines."
"Rea...Really?" Collin was shaking in his chair and the pages of the comic book were fidgeting against his body. It was the most intense moment of his life from the combination of sexual energy and fear.
The caring woman stepped even closer so she was positioned in between his legs. She placed her hands gently on his thighs, just above his kneecaps, and she lowered herself onto her knees. "I really am a huge fan. You're not the only one who loves reading 'The Myth of Masturbatra' while you satisfy your urges."
Collin was breathing heavily, as the moment somehow became even more intense for him.
His mom continued with a tender voice, "I haven't read Issue #4 yet, and I would love to hear it. Would you mind reading it to me?"
The 18 year old had no clue what do to. He gazed down and saw that the comic book was the only thing that could cover his shaft from his mom's vision. And even if he overcame that, he would then have to read an erotic story he wrote about his mom, to his mom.
"Ummm... I, uh..." Collin stalled as he thought.
"I'd really love to hear it," Lisa asked in a soft, pleading voice.
Collin tried to think clearly enough to explain himself. "I mean, I want to, but I... I can't read it if it's, uh, if it's covering me."
Lisa put on a face as if she had no grasp of his side of the problem. "Well couldn't you just lift it up and read it to me?"
"But then... you'd see my thing."
"Your 'thing'?" Lisa followed up by asking dryly with an open mouth, "Do you mean your hard, long, thick cock?" She held eye contact with her son.
His body trembled. He had never been so turned on in his life and he felt like he was about to explode. He stared at her with astonishment.
Lisa continued her thought. "Why don't you want me to see it? I'm sure it's beautiful."
Collin's hands quivered. He ignored every alarm in his head telling him it was a trap and that he was misunderstanding things. He was too horny and just had to take the risk.
He slowly raised the comic book up his body. Lisa watched as Collin's ballsack came into view with its tufts of hair, and then she watched his shaft appear inch by inch. It just kept going and going until finally the soft pink tip was visible against his bellybutton.
The astounded married woman ran her eyes all over the young hunk's package. It was even more attractive up close. "This is a nice one, a really nice one," Lisa whispered at she bit her lip and looked up at his face.
"Really?" He asked sincerely.
Lisa nodded firmly. "I've seen my fare share of cocks, and this may be the nicest, thickest, firmest, one I've seen. And it's the perfect length. You should be really proud."
Collin couldn't believe he was having this conversation with his mom. "Thank you," he responded, unsure of what was the appropriate way to respond as if there was one.
"So how about reading me the comic book?" Lisa grinned.
Collin nodded and started to read the captions and then every so often flip the comic book around to show Lisa the images. As he began to read, Lisa started to lightly graze the tips of her fingers along his lower inner thighs, gradually moving them higher.
On the second page, Collin flipped the comic book around to show his mom a drawing of Iwonna Jerkitov standing in a bra and thong in her apartment. "Wow, that certainly looks like my body," Lisa commented. "How were you guys able to draw it so well?"
Collin responded, "Sean saw our family vacation photos on Facebook when you were in your bikini."
Lisa could tell that Collin was starting to become a little more comfortable. She continued to lightly run her fingertips all over his thighs as he read. Collin didn't think too much of it other than that it felt nice.
"Ah, that makes sense. That's very clever. I had been wondering how you did that."
Collin kept reading. Eventually they got to a part in where Masturbatra was confronting an evil scientist. She started getting information out of him by seducing him, and the writing of the comic became very erotic.
The long cock in front of Lisa's eyes jerked as Collin delivered a sensual line. His right hand instinctively let go out the comic book and reached down towards his demanding, pulsating erection. He was able to stop himself from jerking off in front of his mom.
He made eye contact with Lisa. He was now fully aware that she saw it twitch.
"I can see somebody's getting excited," she cooed. "It's pretty sexy to read about your mom rubbing a man's cock isn't it?"
Collin, once again, didn't know how to answer. He was just sexually frustrated. He needed to pleasure himself badly and his dick continued to swell.
"It's okay to be honest with me, Honey," Lisa ensured, "My pussy flooded from hearing you talk about unzipping a man's fly and then pulling out his meat so I could satisfy it."
Collin gulped, but his mouth was dry. "Yeah, it's hot to read about."
"I know you think it's hot," Lisa explained, "because when I tried to open up one of your comics I had a hard time because the pages were sticking together. When I opened it up I saw it was because you had jizzed all over my face and tits."
A horrified look returned to Collin's face. He was about to apologize but Lisa spoke again first.
"I had never been so flattered in my life. I didn't know how you could have left a load so big, but now I can see the reason," Lisa confided, as she flicked some of the taught skin of his scrotum.
He jumped as his cock twitched again. Collin couldn't believe this was happening. He stared down at his mom, desperate for relief.
Lisa saw him check out her exposed breasts briefly before looking away. She smiled and then sat up on her knees and stuck her chest out more. "It's okay, Honey. You look at them all day in your comic books, so there's no reason why you shouldn't be allowed to do the same in real life."
Collin tried to control his breathing as he gaped at Lisa's welcoming view. It seemed to provide him with enough comfort to rebuild some of his confidence and composure.
"So how about you keep reading the story? I need to know what happens."
Collin glanced down at his throbbing erection that was starting to cause him pain. He looked at Lisa and said bluntly, "I don't think I can."
"What's the matter? We were having so much fun before."
"I know," Collin cringed, "It's just causing it to build up more and more down there."
Lisa had concern for her special man, but she knew she had to get him to that point of pain first before she could make her move. In one bold motion, Lisa placed her right hand halfway up her son's penis. "What if mommy helped relieve some of the pressure while you finish reading?"
This was it. This was the fantasy Collin had been dreaming about and masturbating to for the last few weeks. In his fantasies he was so confident and sure, but here he was incredibly nervous.
While Lisa awaited his response, she began to lightly rub his sensitive flesh with her fingers. She knew she had him where she wanted him. "Your very own mommy wants to give you pleasure. Will you let her?"
Collin's head was spinning. He simply delivered a nod.
Immediately his cock was wrapped in a warm hand. It slowly pumped in rhythm as another hand felt various areas of his testicles. He looked at Lisa's face and she was staring right back at him with content.
The inexperienced highschooler watched his experienced mom's hand meticulously fondle his erection. Eventually, Lisa looked up at him and giggled, "So... Are you going to read me the rest of the story or not?"
"Oh, sorry!" Collin quickly found where he left off and continued with the sexual scene.
As the steamy climax of the story approached, Lisa's pump rate increased to match the energy. Collin read over his light moans and gasps.
All of a sudden, Collin felt a weird sensation on the tip of his cock. He moved the comic book out of the way so he could see his crotch. He almost came when he saw his mom looking back into his eyes as she was leaving a pool of saliva from her lips, just centimeters away from his skin.
Lisa then used her fingers to smooth the saliva out over the entire veiny surface area of his erection. "I didn't want to pump a dry cock too fast," she rationalized.
With saliva acting as a lubricant, and with his mom frequently reapplying it, the handjob felt even more incredible. Lisa jerked Collin off faster and smoother.
Finally, it was the ending of the comic book. Masturbatra was thanking a District Attorney for helping her save the day by giving him a handjob he would never forget. She even let the lawyer slip his hand inside her gold bodysuit to get a nice feel of her breasts.
As Collin read this he looked down past Lisa's vigorously pumping fist and stared at her chest, which was jiggling inside the firm cups from the rapid motion.
Given the context of the story, Lisa could tell what he was fantasizing about. "Would feeling mommy's tits make you cum faster?"
The gracious boy wasted no time reaching his strong forearm towards her chest. He placed his right hand on the top of her left breast as he used his other hand to hold the comic book.
"Don't you want to reach inside and massage my hard nipple?" Lisa pondered.
Collin was glad she offered. Lisa moaned as his hand slid inside of her pink pushup bra.
She responded by pumping even faster. At this point, neither of them cared about reading the last page of the comic. Collin was reaching climax and Lisa knew he was about to blow.
Collin squinted and tightened his core and broad chest in preparation for the greatest relief he had ever experienced. Lisa pumped even faster.
"Oh God!" Collin yelled as strands of cum began to fly into the air.
Lisa instinctively jolted in response to the flying shots of white cream. They landed on Collin's abs, but most of them found their way onto Lisa's right hand and wrist.
The two experimenters panted in exhaustion. Collin flopped back into his beanbag chair. Lisa stood up and made sure he was watching her as she licked all of his cum off of her hand. "Mmmm. You taste even better than your father!"
Collin couldn't believe he just saw his mom eat his hot cum. "Oh my God! Thanks for everything, Mom!"
Lisa gave her son a wise look. "Well, I didn't do 'everything'. I certainly am capable of 'everything', but unfortunately Masturbatra never goes any further than a good handjob..." Lisa winked.
Despite everything that had just happened, Collin managed to find another reason to be stunned by Lisa. He watched the perfect movement of her back pockets as she walked towards the stairs leading out of the basement.
Before she left, however, she stopped and declared loudly, "It's a shame the two other accomplices ran away before I could bring them into custody and interrogate them too."
*****
"Holy shit!" Lenny and Sean came out from behind the foosball table in the back of the basement. "That was so fucking cool!"
Collin was still regaining his breath. He was glad to see his friends were supportive of what just happened. "Yeah it was. That was the greatest moment of my life! I can't believe my mom just gave me handjob and then swallowed."
Lenny looked at the downside. "I can't believe she was going to do the same for us before we ran away."
Laughing at his friends' misfortune, Collin said, "I guess that's karma for teasing me about her being hot."
Sean pointed out that they still got off; it was just by their own hand behind the foosball table.
"I wonder if I'm understanding her correctly when she was talking about being capable of doing 'everything', but not doing it because her comic book character doesn't?" Collin was still focused on the last thing Lisa said to him.
"It seemed that way," Sean encouraged, "but there's only one way to find out for sure."
*****
Over the next week, the boys began to plan, write, and draw out Issues #6-8 at Lenny's house. These Issues were a bit different than the previous ones. They knew they risked alienating their readers, but they were now focused on something even more attractive than money.
"I can't believe we're having Masturbatra fuck people now. This is going to make things even hotter," Lenny visualized.
By Thursday, they had sent Issue #6 to the printer. "Let's see how dedicated your mom is to acting like her fictionalized version!" Sean rubbed his hands together in excitement.
"Oh, and Collin, let's go over your place tomorrow. We should relax by reading some comics."
Collin rolled his eyes. "You just want to see my mom again." Collin then smiled. "I'm just busting your balls, I want to see her too."



*****
Lisa was glad to see Collin come home from school and go down to the basement. It meant that Lenny and Sean would be coming over soon. She was beginning to feel self conscious about them choosing not to be at her house.
Ever since she jerked Collin off they had a surprisingly normal relationship. It was as if they both knew what had happened, but weren't allowing it to affect anything else. They had both seemed to adopt a what-happens-in-the-basement-stays-in-the-basement policy.
What Lisa was more interested in was how her interactions with Lenny and Sean would unfold. The last time she saw them was right before she sensually jerked her son off in front of them and then told them she wished she could have done the same for them.
Well, obviously it wouldn't have been quite the same since her feelings towards them were a fraction of what they were for Collin, but it definitely would have been a day to remember for them as well.
The one thing that had changed around the house was how Lisa dressed. Instead of jeans and t-shirts, Lisa was wearing tight shorts and tops that usually revealed some of her pushup bra underneath. It made her feel sexier and she often caught Collin checking her out.
Today was no different, as Lisa was still wearing the sky blue spandex shorts and yellow pushup sports bra that she had on when watching her yoga video earlier in the day.
Right on cue, Lenny and Sean walked right through the front door as they usually did. Having not seen them since she ate her son's sperm in front of them and then made a sexual innuendo directed at them, Lisa wanted to make sure she had a chance to talk to them before they disappeared into the basement. She positioned herself in between them and the basement door.
"Oh, hi, boys!" She said first.
The medium-heighted redhead and his taller dark-haired friend stopped dead in their tracks. Standing right in front of them was Collin's mom's gorgeous figure. They ogled at her toned legs that led up to her ass that was barely covered in full by the spandex shorts. Her firm core was exposed by the midriff created by her sports bra that held her boobs into the air while revealing a large amount of smooth flesh.
Lisa let them take in the sight while she witnessed them make adjustments in their pants. "Hello, boys?" She flashed a smile and waved.
Lenny and Sean snapped out of it. Lenny wiped the perspiration that was forming at the base of his hairline that he gelled up in the front. "Hi, Mrs. Carter."
"So how are you boys today?"
"We're good," Sean replied dryly.
"I'm glad to hear that." Lisa tilted her head to the side. "You know you don't have to stand so far away when you talk to me. I don't bite."
Sean and Lenny stepped forward away from the door until they were a few feet from Lisa. They both fought the urge to check her out to limited success.
"So," Lisa continued, "anything new going on in your lives?"
The two tense boys thought about their lives but couldn't come up with an answer. "Not much."
"Are you sure?" Lisa tapped her finger against her chin to show thought. "Because when I was on your seller's page for 'The Myth of Masturbatra' earlier today I saw that you were finished Issue #6 and that it was available for pre-order."
Sean confirmed, "Well, yeah, I guess we did that."
Lisa stated nostalgically, "I can't wait to read it. I had such a fun time reading Issue #5 downstairs with you guys last week."
Lenny and Sean had raging boners, warping the area around their zippers.
That did not go unnoticed to Lisa. She stepped forward and placed a hand on each one of their shoulders and whispered, "Can you give me any secrets about what happens in Issue #6? Are there any surprises? I really want to know. I promise I won't tell anyone."
"We actually don't reveal spoilers prior to the launch date," Sean informed her.
Lenny shot is friend an angry look, like he had blown an opportunity to get closer to the seductress in front of them.
Lisa responded to Sean's statement with a snicker. "Have you boys learned nothing from last week? I had questions that I wanted Collin to answer and he was hesitant to give me the answers, and well, you saw what I had to do to him to get the information I wanted."
Lenny and Sean's eyes widened.
"So I'll ask you again, are you going to tell me what I want to know now," Lisa lowered her body while running her hands down their chests and stomachs as she lowered herself to a squat, "or am I going to have to result to alternative methods of getting information?"
This was the moment that Lenny and Sean knew they could get redemption for running away in the basement last week. Sean knew the right answer, "I don't think we can tell you what happens in Issue #6."
Lenny and Sean lurched the moment Lisa touched their erections through their pants. "That's a shame, baby, because I'd really love to know."
Lisa undid the belt buckle on Sean's khakis and then on Lenny's jeans. She pulled down their zippers simultaneously and their pants fell to the floor with a light tug.
She then blatantly switched her focus back and forth between their two tents in their boxers. Feeling the rush of sexual power, Lisa seductively bit her finger and said in a moaning voice, "Well I've never jerked off two hard cocks at once before. I guess you two can be my first."
Lenny took it upon himself to pull his boxers down and Sean followed his lead. They were amazed this was happening right in the middle of an open room.
"Wow, very nice," Lisa's eyes were bright as she gripped the two shafts and pumped twice.
"Oh God!" Sean groaned.
Lisa saw Lenny looking over her shoulder, presumably at her ass. Lisa changed her position so that she was kneeling and her ass that was resting on her heels. She flexed her lower back to make her butt stick out even more prominently. "Does my ass make you nice and horny?"
Lenny nodded his head as his mouth dried.
"Hmm..." Lisa pondered as she started to stroke the two dicks in her hands, "Maybe I'll have to start letting you slap and grab it when you come over if it drives you that crazy."
"Oh, okay!" Lenny grinned and moaned simultaneously. "Thanks, Mrs. Carter!"
Feeling left out of the opportunity, Sean asked, "What about me? Can I do that too?"
Lisa pumped the shafts harder as she used her thumbs to rub the sensitive underside right under the head. "Well I don't see why not, Sweetie."
"Thanks, Mrs. Carter!"
Suddenly, Lisa stopped jerking them off and walked into the kitchen. Sean and Lenny panicked as if they had done something wrong. But moments later, their dream woman came back with a bottle of white cream. "I almost forgot this!" She exclaimed as she got back on her knees and squirted lotion into her hands.
The boys moaned at the feeling of the soothing lotion. Lisa lathered it on and pumped at the same time. "Does that feel better, boys?"
"Oh yeah!"
Now that there was lubrication, Lisa pumped their cocks considerably faster. Their nuts tightened against their bodies.
"Now that we have more of an understanding, what big changes happen in Issue #6?"
Lenny finally answered the question while he moaned his way towards finishing. "Masturbatra starts fucking guys. It's not just hands anymore."
A devilish grin came across Lisa's face. "I like that."
"Yeah, and she puts a flap at the bottom of her bodysuit so that guys can enter her holes," Sean added as he gritted his teeth.
"That sounds like a lot of fun," Lisa responded. "So people will be able to see her private parts in the drawings?"
"Yes," Sean replied as his penis was pleasured like never before. "Guys even start to pull out her tits so they can see the entire boobs."
"That's really fucking hot," Lisa commented as she panted from the workout. She noticed that when Sean mentioned her boobs that he looked down at her 36D's. "Sean, you really like my boobs don't you?"
The highschooler nodded his head profusely as he came close to reaching ejaculation.
Lisa said, "That's interesting, because I happen to be having a bit of an issue. You two are about to shoot loads of cum out of those rigid cocks, and yet, I don't know what to do with it. I don't have a tissue to place over your cockheads and if I point them straight into the air then the cum will go everywhere and probably end up on the rug." Sean was all ears. "I figured since you like my tits to much that you wouldn't mind coating them with your hot jizz so I don't have to clean my floor?"
Sean nearly hyperventilated. "Fuck yes! You can aim my cock at your tits. Please, please, please do that!"
"Thanks so much, Sweetie." Lisa took her right hand off of Lenny's cock and used her free hand to push her chest up even higher as she turned her attention towards getting Sean to finish.
Sean stared at the perfect melons being hoisted up, as his pink tip was angled directly towards them by Lisa's pumping hand. It was too much. Sean grunted loudly as his testicles jerked up and white goo squirted out of him, landing all over his friend's mom's breasts.
Once every drop was out, Lisa let go of Sean and looked at her chest that had large splatters of cum all over them. It started to melt, as she smiled at Sean and thanked him for saving her expensive rug.
With Sean satisfied, Lisa turned all of her attention to Lenny, who was on the verge of creaming. She took Lenny's cock in both of her hands and stroked it vigorously. Lisa then did something that confused Lenny at first. She reached up with one of her hands and guided him down to his knees.
"Now, if I remember correctly," she explained, "you like my ass..."
Lisa reached behind her with her free hand and rolled her spandex shorts up as high as she could to reveal the lower halves of her butt cheeks. She jerked Lenny until his eyes closed and then she quickly pivoted on her knees and bent over so her face was pressed against the ground and her ass displayed right in front of Lenny's groin.
Lisa was still reaching behind her, barely able to jerk the top two inches of Lenny's erection, but it was enough. Lenny grabbed hold of Lisa's ass as she pointed his dick at her partially exposed booty. He moaned as he came all over it. Shivers went down Lisa's back as she felt the warm splash against her skin.
Lenny's cock softened and Lisa let go of it. She was out of breath, but Lisa stood up with her chest and butt covered in cum. She thanked the boys for the information they gave her before walking away.
*****
Issue #6 yielded the highest sales yet. Lenny, Sean, and Collin were making so much money that thought they might be able to make a living off of the comics.
Lisa got her hands on Issue #6 and loved every panel of it. She was thrilled with the online response and she was glad to see how many people were happy that she was finally going all the way.
With Issues #7-8 already completed and just sitting around waiting for the right launch dates, Sean, Lenny, and Collin were able to relax for a couple weeks. They even started paying Lenny's younger brother to mail out the comics so they didn't have to work. This gave them the opportunity to go over Collin's house every single day. It also gave Lisa the opportunity to come down in a sexy outfit every day and give her favorite highschooler and his friends handjobs as they read erotic comic books to her.
Collin was in heaven with his mom masturbating him intimately every day after school. He was allowed to cum on her tits, her ass, her stomach, even her face. Though, Lisa has still hesitant to let him cum into her mouth even though she fingered herself to the idea of it happening every day after she had her fun with the boys.
Lenny and Sean weren't getting the same level of intimate treatment, but they still had a great life with being able to smack Lisa's ass whenever they wanted and being able to cum on her ass and tits after she jerked them off. She even began to use her saliva instead of lotion just like she did for Collin.
With all of this practice I'm probably beginning to become as good as Masturbatra, Lisa jested herself with a sense of pride.
One day, as Collin was getting stroked by Lisa's hand while reading her a comic, he asked her something that had been on his mind for a while.
"Mom- "
"Yes, Honey."
"Remember when you said you're capable of doing 'everything' and you kind of hinted that you would do 'everything' if Masturbatra started doing that?"
"I do remember that." Lisa said with a tone of vagueness.
"Well," Collin pointed out, "we have published a comic book where Masturbatra went all the way and did 'everything,' so I was wondering if you still planned on matching the types of things that she did in the stories?"
Lisa looked off to the side at the table where Collin kept his comic book collection. I stole all of the valuable ones and he didn't even notice! At least he has no clue what I have planned. Alright, Lisa, just play dumb for now.
"Honey, I have to think more about my answer to that, but I can see your concern." Lisa quickly pumped and massaged Collin towards the point of no return. She truly was becoming as good as Iwonna Jerkitov, being able to make a man finish whenever she wanted.
Lisa continued, "But while I think of my answer, I will leave you with this-"
Right as Collin was starting to erupt, Lisa stuck out her tongue and ran it up the length of her son's cock. Once she reached the top, she opened her mouth and enveloped as much of his long shaft as she could.
Collin lost it as he saw his mom suck his dick. He started to cum and he pulled her head into his body even more. This was exactly what Lisa expected. Lenny and Sean watched as Collin finished into his mom's mouth and throat.
Once his package stopped moving, Lisa slowly pulled away with her lips tightly vacuuming his circumference before kissing his tip. "Be patient, Collin. You're the most important man in my life. I want to take things slow and very, very sensually." Lisa then planted a romantic kiss on his lips before walking out of the basement.
"Holy fuck." Sean gasped from across the room.
*****
Collin and Lisa continued their unspoken rule of acting as if they were a normal mom and son outside of the basement. This was the safest way for Lisa considering she was married, albeit in an unsatisfying relationship.
Lenny, Sean, and Collin spent the entire week at Lenny's making the next Issue of "The Myth of Masturbatra." They were having fun introducing new stories, sidekicks, and villains.
Meanwhile, Lisa was having fun in regards to Masturbatra as well. When Lisa had taken all of Collin's valuable comic books, she sold them on eBay. It may have seemed wrong, but Lisa knew she was doing them both a favor. She was taking away comics that he didn't read anymore and that had unrealistic women on them, and in exchange she was buying something that would allow her to give him a special present that he would consider much more valuable than any comic book.
It arrived in the mail on Friday, and all Lisa had to do was wait until the next time the boys would be over.
*****
On Monday, Lenny and Sean walked through the front door after stopping by their houses after school. To their surprise, Lisa wasn't standing there as usual. They had developed somewhat of a ritual where she could be standing there in a revealing outfit and she'd model it for them as they felt her thighs, ass, and tits before going downstairs where she'd later join them. All the time, Sean, Lenny, and Collin would later ask if they could finger her or eat her out so they could repay the favor. Lisa told them to be patient.
Today, though, they just called out "Mrs. Carter!" to no response. Eventually they just gave up. When they walked towards the basement, there was a note taped to the door. "I am going to be a little late boys, but I promise I will make it up to you BIG time. Tell Collin that you all should start stroking those cocks around 3:30. Try to make sure your pants and boxers are all the way off." There was electricity in the air as Lenny and Sean ran downstairs to show their friend the note.
Lisa had heard Lenny and Sean calling for her, but she was busy getting ready in her bedroom. Money well spent! She spun around in front of the mirror. Her brunette hair shined as she twirled around in her new costume. If they want Masturbatra, then I will give them Masturbatra.
The fit MILF's entire legs were exposed, from her gold heels to her gold spandex body suit. Her body suit had the iconic giant hole in the middle that exposed her stomach all the way up to her breasts. A massive underboob cleavage was revealed from the tight material pushing her sizable breasts up and in. Lisa even made her own modifications to make it sexier. Instead of using a flap between her legs and having material cover her entire back, Lisa had her seamstress sew two gold straps that formed a V on her back, from her shoulders to a metal ring that was the key to the entire costume. The metal ring pulled down on the straps to keep the material on the top of the costume taught, and it pulled up on a thin band of spandex between Lisa's legs that was acting as a thong.
Lisa was thrilled with how she was able to use a narrow band of gold spandex that barely covered her vagina and ran in between her butt cheeks to connect to the metal ring. It was much sexier than what the boys had come up with. They may be good writers but they aren't great fashion designers ha-ha.
Going the extra mile, Lisa added a cleavage view on top of her breasts by creating another hole from the tops of her areolas to her neck. There was essentially just a gold band the width of her areola holding her chest in position.
The final touches were the black cape that went halfway down her back, and a bottle of massage oil that she tucked into the spandex at her waist. Sewn onto the cape was the iconic large gold penis. I'm ready! Oh, almost forgot! Lisa placed her gold eye mask on her face. Now I'm ready.
*****
"I wonder where she is?" Sean thought out loud. It was 3:37 and he, Lenny, and Collin had done what Mrs. Carter had asked of them. They were reading their draft for Issue #9 and were playing with themselves just enough to get an erection, but nothing to make them lose control.
The lights in the basement were dimmed halfway as usual when the friends were masturbating. Suddenly the lights went out completely.
"What the hell just happened, Collin?"
It took Collin a moment to remember that there was a light switch at the top of the stairs as well.
Then a confident, seductive voice boomed from the top of the stairs. "I heard there are three bad, horny boys down here that need to be brought to justice by a sexy MILF's magic touch."
Sean, Lenny, and Collin looked at each other, wondering the right way to respond. Collin eventually took the lead, understanding the game. He yelled in the direction of the staircase through the dark, "You heard correctly, you vixen. You can touch us in anyway you want, you will never bring us to justice!"
The two friends were amused by Collin's great, playful response. Lisa hurriedly tiptoed down the stairs and felt for the light switch at the bottom of the staircase. She pushed the dimmer higher up so it would be brighter when she flipped the switch.
Lisa took a deep breath and turned the lights on. When the light returned to the room, the three highschoolers rubbed their eyes, and it wasn't just due to the change in brightness.
"No way," Lenny mumbled under his breath.
Lisa lustfully ran her hands up her sides and then onto the curves of her uncovered breasts. Her eye mask gave her a sense of sexual mystery. She slowly rotated as she wiggled her hips, giving them a preview of her costume design changes.



"How the hell did she make that?" Lenny wondered as he stared at Lisa's bare booty.
"If I died right now, I'd be okay with that," Sean stated bluntly.
"I think I want to marry my mom." Collin was infatuated. If he could have chosen to have sex with anyone one in the world in that moment, he would have chosen Lisa.
Lisa walked closer to the boys, who then sat up straight in their beanbag chairs. They were stunned she actually made a Masturbatra costume, and even made it better. They all noticed the two thin straps going down the back and the narrow band of spandex that shaped her most intimate area. They loved how she had a hole in between the breasts and the top collar to give them even better visibility.
Lisa stared down at the three sets of open legs and erect penises. She cooed, "I think you were right, Collin. All of you are too bad and tough to simply be brought to justice by my magic touch. Perhaps I can use some other tools at my disposal." Lisa formed an O with her mouth and deliberately licked her tongue all the way around her lips.
"Oh my fucking god, I'm going to lose it," Lenny murmured.
The energetic brunette laughed as she approached Lenny and took his hand in hers and then placed it on her bare behind. "Well don't lose it yet, Sweetie. Don't you want to have some fun with me first?"
"Yes, ma'am." Lenny was wrapped around Lisa's finger.
Lisa bent over and kissed Lenny on the lips and whispered in his ear, "Well it just so happens I know what you like."
Collin and Sean watched as Lisa stood back up and turned around so that her smooth spherical butt was a foot from Lenny's face. The cheeks were parted by a thin gold band that wrapped around from the front, in between her legs, and up to the metal ring.
The bombshell tilted her head back and looked down at Lenny. "Are you going to feel me up or not?" She laughed, glancing over at Collin to give him a God-your-friends-are-morons look. Collin chuckled back.
Lenny's hands took firm hold of Lisa's toned buttocks. He squeezed them, smacked them, and massaged them.
After Lisa figured that he had enough time with his hands, she wanted to up the ante. "Sit up straight," she commanded.
Lenny blindly followed orders and made sure he was firmly planted in an upright position in the bean chair. Lisa rewarded his obedience by pressing her ass against his face and then sliding it down his body until she was in a sitting position on his erect cock, in between his spread legs.
"Ohhhh, fuck, that's amazing," he groaned as the weight of Lisa's naked booty rested on his lap and pushed into his hard-on.
Lisa turned her head back and parted her lips to give Lenny an open-mouth kiss. She inserted her tongue and massaged his before pulling away. "If you think it feels amazing now, then you're going to love what comes next."
Lenny's eyes were wide. Lisa used her legs as leverage as she circulated her hips, grinding her ass into Lenny's erection.
"Ohhhh Fuck! Mrs. Carter!"
The verbal encouragement caused Lisa to increase the intensity of the lapdance. She vigorously ground her hips into Lenny. He placed his hands on her hips.
"That's right, Baby. Grab me while I rub my ass into your rigid fuckstick!" Lisa wanted to show Lenny a good time, but she also wanted to put on a good show for Collin.
Lenny kissed Lisa's neck as she pleasured his cock. Lisa looked over and saw that Sean and Collin were both masturbating to the scene in front of them. That was when Lisa realized it was time to move on.
The grinding came to a halt and Lisa kissed Lenny again with her tongue before getting off his lap.
Feeling blue-balled, Lenny asked desperately, "Wait, is that it?"
Lisa laughed again, as she reached down and placed her hand on his dick. She leaned into his ear and whispered, "If you think that I'm anywhere close to being done torturing you then you are the dumbest criminal I've faced yet."
Putting Lenny's satisfaction on the backburner, Lisa stepped towards Sean, who was rubbing himself like he was trying to start a fire. "So I couldn't help but notice an issue with some of your drawings," Lisa nitpicked as she stood in between Sean's legs.
"Wha... What's that?" Sean asked as he was awaiting an experience that he hoped would be as good as Lenny's.
"I noticed in the newer Issues where my tits are fondled by strangers, that you drew my boobs wrong."
Sean was horny, but also genuinely curious as to what Lisa meant. "Really?"
"Mm-hmm," Lisa confirmed as she lowered her rack in front of Sean's face. "You drew my areolas and nipples all wrong."
Sean's mouth was watering at the pair of perfect orbs in front of him. "I'm sorry about that. I didn't know."
Lisa smiled. "I know you didn't know, Sweetie, but it's something you're going to have to change for next time."
The high school senior with short, straight red hair shook his head and promised to fix the errors.
"To make sure you draw them correctly next time and every time after that, I'm going to have to make sure that you never forget them."
Sean whimpered, "Okay."
Lisa commanded firmly, "So you're going to squeeze, handle, pinch, suck, and fuck my tits until you remember exactly what they look like. Do you understand?"
The overwhelmed guy responded by taking Lisa's melons in each of his hands. Lisa leaned in and gave him the same sexy kiss that she gave Lenny. "Here, let me help you with that." The costumed siren pulled down on the gold band that covered her pink areolas.
Sean nearly came as the 36D's were freed and bounced firmly on Lisa's chest. Lisa followed up the excitement by sitting down on his lower thighs to give him enough room to fondle her tits and lean in to suck on them.
"Do anything you want to them. I don't ever want you to forget them."
With the open opportunity, Sean went straight to sucking. He circulated his tongue on one nipple as he used his thumb to massage the other. Lisa moaned from the feeling that she rarely got to experience anymore. Sean squeezed them firmly in his hands and he didn't want to let go.
Lisa looked out of the corner of her eye at Collin to make sure that he was still engaged. And was he ever.
As Sean was seeing how much of her left tit he could fit in his mouth, Lisa placed her lips on his ear and whispered, "I love how your mouth feels on my chest, but do you know what would feel even better for both of us?"
The virgin looked up in anticipation.
Lisa looked him in the eye. "If I squeeze my tits around your hard cock as you fuck them like there's no tomorrow."
Without waiting for a response, Lisa got off of Sean's legs and knelt down in between them. She placed her rack on his groin and grabbed his erection in her hand.
With her spare hand she reached into her costume and pulled out the bottle of massage oil. "Wonder Woman has the Lasso of Truth, I figured I should have a weapon as well."
Sean was mesmerized as Lisa drizzled the oil onto her chest and rubbed her boobs together to spread it inside her cleavage. "Ahhhh!" Sean moaned as the MILF slid his shaft between her oiled breasts.
He stared, as the breasts were so voluptuous that he could barely see the red tip of his hard-on peeking through. Sean didn't know what do to next; he was enjoying himself just sitting there.
"Are you going to fuck me or am I going to have to do all the work?" Lisa asked rhetorically, as she knelt there with her hands pushing the sides of her breasts in.
No more instruction was needed. Sean began to buck his hips and thrust is groin repeatedly. He slipped in and out and in and out of his friend's mom's oiled flesh.
"That's right, baby, keep going!"
Sean thought things couldn't get any better. He was wrong.
Out of nowhere, Lisa tilted her head towards her chest and opened her mouth. All of a sudden, every time Sean thrusted his dick into the air Lisa's mouth was there to suck the tip.
Collin and Lenny were stunned that she was blowing their friend. Lisa could sense that Sean was getting awfully close to an orgasm. So just as she did to Lenny, she simply stopped and stood up.
By process of elimination, Collin knew he was up next. Anxious to get started, Collin reached out and touched Lisa's thigh.
Lisa could tell he wanted her immediately. She strutted right up next to him and leaned her face in towards his. She French kissed him as she lightly rubbed his pecs. The wafts of his inviting body spray filled Lisa's nose. Before she knew it they were making out with each other. But for every time Collin reached out to touch Lisa, she batted his hand away.
"Why can't I touch you, Mom?"
She replied, "I need you to be the special man in my life, and I have every intention of making you one today, but first I'm going to make you watch me get your friends off. After I finish swallowing their cum, you have me- all of me- to yourself." Lisa kissed Collin and then turned her attention back to Lenny and Sean.
Collin was stupefied and panting.
"Stand up!" Lisa commanded.
Lenny and Sean shot up and stood at attention, as did their penises. It was amazing to Lisa how she went from having no attentive man in her life to having three in the span of a few weeks.
"Come to me," she further instructed.
The two boys stepped towards her and stopped a couple feet away. She saw them touching themselves due to the fact that she left them blue-balled.
"Has a woman ever blown your cock until you came into her mouth?" The costumed temptress addressed both of them.
As expected, they both shook their heads no.
"Well, then this is going to be your first time." Lisa dropped down to her knees in front of them. She grabbed a cock in each hand, Lenny with her left and Sean with her right, and began to sensually pump them.
Lenny and Sean gave each other a grin of disbelief.
Lisa started by running her flat tongue up Lenny's cock and then inhaling its length. She took her time giving him a deep suck. His moans and groans were music to her ears. Lisa then did the same for Sean. She didn't even need to look over at Collin to see if he was enjoying it.
Looking up at them after the first blow, Lisa put on a flirtatiously tentative face. "I always prefer to swallow. Is that a problem for you or is that okay?"
"For the love of God, please swallow," Lenny pleaded.
Lisa really got going. She sucked Lenny while she masturbated Sean and then switched. She knew they weren't going to last long.
Collin masturbated as he watched his mom satisfy his friends.
This was the most erotic and extreme thing Lenny and Sean had ever been a part of. Lenny reached down and grabbed her exposed boob and Sean began to massage the other.
Their muscles started to stiffen and Lisa knew it was only a matter of moments. With Sean's throbbing erection thrusting in and out of her mouth, Lisa used her left hand to pull Lenny's body towards her so he was pressing against his friend.
With the two boys in position, Lisa opened up wide and guided the tip Lenny's cock into her mouth. Lenny and Sean couldn't believe it as Lisa sucked on both of their tips as she masturbated the shafts. It was too much.
Lenny's rod twitched and Lisa prepared as hot cum shot into her cheeks. She could barely handle the load as it was, and to make things more difficult, Sean finished as well.
Her cheeks were full and there was no more room. Lisa started to choke and her lips parted to let out some of the excess. Cum leaked down her chin until she finally had an amount inside of her that she could handle.
Lisa gazed up at Sean and Lenny's dazed faces. They saw the beautiful woman make sure she had their attention before she swallowed the combined load in one gulp. She breathed heavily. "Whew! Holy shit, that was hot," she breathed.
Trying to be nice, Lenny used his fingers to wipe the cum off of her chin. Lisa reacted by grabbing his wrist and putting all of his fingers into her mouth and licking off the salty liquid.
"Thank you, Mrs. Carter," Sean insisted as he fell back into his beanbag chair. "Yeah, thank you," Lenny echoed.
"Just doing my job," she replied playfully as she smacked her lips.
An invigorated Lisa got up to her feet. She recomposed her self and brushed her with her hands.
It was just she and Collin. She approached him with a feeling of liberation. Her pussy was soaking and she knew who would be able to satisfy her in a way she hadn't been for a long time.
Collin removed his shirt to get rid of any restrictions. "Can I touch you now, Mom?"
Lisa didn't respond, as she sat down on Collin's lap and traced her fingers along the lines that defined his muscles. She wrapped her arms around his neck and felt the warmth of his adrenaline-filled body. They started making out. It felt so good to be pressed against his Collin's bare skin.
"Honey, not only can you touch me however you want... I want you to do 'everything' to me," Lisa said with a sultry tone.
"Really?!!" Collin reveled in the pleasure of the weight of Lisa's body resting on his.
"Every single night I slip my fingers into my cunt and imagine that it's your hard cock. I want you to show me how much you love your mom."
Collin nodded as he pressed his middle and ring fingers against the thin gold band of spandex that created a camel toe between Lisa's thighs. "Oh fuck, Collin!"
The 18 year old tucked his hand under her bodysuit and carefully inserted his fingers into the warm, wet flesh. Lisa whined as her son's strong fingers slid deeper into her vaginal cavity.
In order to deal with the painful pleasure, Lisa dug her nails into the young stud's shoulders. Collin bit into her neck as he circulated his fingers around her sensitive vulva. He yanked the dampened material to the side of his mom's mound so there was nothing blocking it as he rapidly pulsed his fingers in and out.
Lisa glanced down at the long rigid dick that was pressed in between her thigh and his solid abdomen. She needed more, and she knew he did too.
Lisa passionately stood up and then knelt down into the beanbag chair on Collin's lap, facing him. She wrapped her arms over his shoulders and dug her finer nails into his shoulder blades as she started to grind her bare shaved pussy into his throbbing dick.
She coated it with her pussy juice as it rubbed against her clitoris. They made out lustfully as they enjoyed the sensation of their bare chests pressing into each other.
"Oh God, Mom! I want you so bad!"
"Take me, Collin! I want you inside of me!"
Collin used his muscular arms to hoist Lisa into the air by her hips. She, meanwhile, took his cock in her hand and pointed it straight into the air. Lisa and Collin locked eyes as he lowered down.
"Ah! Ah! Ahhhhhh!" Lisa moaned as her pussy was gradually lowered onto her son's shaft. It just kept going farther and farther inside of her. She had never had one this deep and she was beginning to wonder if she could fit.
Finally, Lisa stopped, but she didn't feel her thighs pressing against Collin's quads. He leaned his head in and they kissed amorously again. Collin let go of her hips and she fell the final inch to his lap. "Ohhhhhhh! Collin! Yes, yesssss!"
Lisa then began to bounce up and down, using his shoulders as leverage. Collin grabbed her hips and pumped his waist repeatedly. He continually accelerated and refused to slow down. Lisa's black cape was waving behind her from the incessant motion.
The sensation was too much for Lisa. The feeling of Collin sliding in and out of her deeply and quickly made her lose control. She clenched her eyelids and pressed her head against his shoulder as she just listened to the sound of her butt slapping against his thighs.
Collin felt Lisa's cervix contract against his penis. The tightening made the sensation even more incredible. He thrusted even faster.
That sent Lisa over the edge. She shook from her core as her muscles tensed up. She was paralyzed against Collin's body as the best orgasm of her life ripped through her. An uncontrolled high-pitched sound escaped from her open mouth as Collin felt his mom's warm liquid squirt all over his thighs and cock.
The pussy juice splashing onto his thighs and the feeling of Lisa wrapping tightly around him was too intense of a sensation. Collin held Lisa tightly as his cock shot rope after rope of cum deep inside of his gorgeous nanny. "Ohhh, Mom!"
"Cum in me, Honey! Cum in me! I want to you to cum deep inside of me!"
The final spurts of hot semen were ejaculated.
Lisa collapsed against Collin, who collapsed into the beanbag chair. Lisa rested with Colin's softening penis staying side of her.
They lay there holding each other as they caught their breath.
After a few minutes had passed, they heard from the side, "Holy shit, that was hot."
Sean and Lenny laughed in awe.
Lisa giggled at the compliment and she playfully flashed her eyebrows at her son. "Yes, it certainly was."
Collin ran his hands along her body and played with the gold spandex. "I can't believe you made this costume."
Lisa puckered her lips. "Full disclosure... I sold a lot of your valuable comics on eBay to pay for it..."
Lisa waited for Collin get upset, but to her delight, he cracked up hysterically. "Well I'm glad you did." He thought, "That costume must have cost a ton if you needed to sell all of the comics to pay for it."
"Well only a third of the money went to the costume," Lisa explained, "the other two thirds went to the king-sized mattress that I'm going to be putting down here."
"Wait, what? You got a king-sized mattress for the basement?" Collin was confused.
Looking at the young man like he wasn't using common sense, Lisa clarified to her son, "Well, yeah! It's safest if we only have this type of relationship down here where nobody could ever see us. And if my man's hot cock is going to be in this house, I'm sure as hell going to be in bed with him and not sleeping alone in my room."
Collin was ecstatic. "You're going to be sleeping with me when dad isn't here?!"
"I don't know how much sleeping we'll be doing, but I will certainly be down here with you whenever I can. I mean, don't you think Masturbatra should have a secret lair?" Lisa winked.
Collin wanted to take Lisa again right then and there. The kissed for a few seconds before Lisa pulled away. "Ha-ha, I promise we can have fun again later tonight. I need to take a shower and put some clothes on."
"Aww!" Sean and Lenny jokingly showed their displeasure in unison.
Lisa winked. "Don't worry, it will still be something I can use to get your attention."
"Collin, we should write about Masturbatra having a new layer in the next Issue," Sean suggested loudly.
"Yeah! And we have to add in the costume changes and the massage oil weapon," Lenny added.
As Lisa turned to go up the stairs she responded to their ideas, "Please do! That would be fun. If you boys ever need any inspiration for the character, please let me know."
*****
Upstairs in her room, Lisa took off her costume- well, took it more off than it already was. She put her entire Masturbatra costume- her bodysuit, cape, oil, and heels- inside of a faded, brown leather messenger bag that she knew she could easily hide in her new 'lair'.
Just as the shower had gotten to a warm temperature and Lisa was about to step in, her mobile phone rang. The caller ID showed that it was Eliza, Lenny's mom. Lisa panicked irrationally, Shit! She knows I blew her son! Wait... no. She couldn't know that, right?
Timidly picking up the phone, Lisa answered, "Hello?"
Eliza was speaking frantically. "Hey, Lease! You know that delivery guy who works in this neighborhood, the one that you always complain is staring at you?"



This was not what Lisa was expecting at all. "Yeeeaaaah, why?"
"I just got a call at work from Nancy, next door, saying that she saw him go up to my house to deliver a piece of jewelry I ordered. At the door he checked the sender and saw it was from a jeweler, he signed the computer thingy, and then he just PUT MY DAMN NECKLACE IN HIS POCKET! I called the delivery company and they said he delivered it and that I signed for it so they couldn't do anything! Can you believe that? What the hell am I supposed to do? I have never heard of anything like that in my life and-"
Lisa was no longer listening to her friend's voice. She had zoned out from the phone call and was in a moment of deep thought. For the first time since she had entered the real world as an adult, Lisa felt a sense of purpose.
She closed her eyes and inhaled. When she opened her eyes they revealed a newly found sense of inner resolve and clarity. And then, a naked Lisa Carter reached for her faded, brown leather messenger bag.
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I can't believe I'm actually doing this! Lisa's nerves were settling in as her rush of confidence was starting to wane. It had been 10 minutes since her friend Eliza had called her to tell her that the local deliveryman had stolen the jewelry that she had ordered.
Lisa was now sitting behind the wheel of her Honda Accord, driving through the streets, trying to find the deliveryman from Blue Beacon Delivery that she knew had a sexual attraction to her. Beside her in the passenger seat was her brown leather messenger back. Inside of it was her costume- well at this point it was acting as more of a uniform.
It was one thing to dress up as the slutty comic book her 18-year-old son and friends had created, all in order to give them and herself the sexual thrill of a lifetime. It was another thing to think that just because she got really good at giving 18 year olds handjobs that she could then seduce a slightly older man and get him to turn over stolen jewelry. Fucking my son and now tracking down a criminal in a slutty spandex suit... this is officially the strangest day of my life.
There he is! Lisa's heart started beating quickly when her target came into site. Across from her at a small intersection, she saw the navy blue delivery truck with "Blue Beacon Delivery" in white lettering.
Despite no cars being at the intersection, Lisa waited at the stop sign as if there was non-stop traffic zooming across her windshield. She took a pair of sunglasses out of the overhead compartment so the blue-collar worker couldn't spot her familiar face. Every time he sees me he's only string at my tits. I wonder if he even knows what my face looks like.
The deliveryman in the blue uniform got out of his truck and went around back. Lisa heard the back door slide open, and then he appeared again with a box in his hand. The inexperienced investigator watched diligently as the man with brown and silver hair held the brown package and examined it closely. Lisa assumed it was to see if the shipping information on the label implied the package was valuable or not.
After the deliveryman got a signature from the owner of the nearby house, he hustled back to his truck. Lisa found it surprising that the thief seemed to have such a good work ethic.
There! Lisa was jumpy as she spotted a potential lead. When the strange man was running back to his truck she noticed something she couldn't see when he was running the other way. Inside of his pocket there was a large rectangular outline that was too narrow and long to be a phone. It certainly appeared to be the type of box that could contain a necklace.
With her adrenaline flowing, Lisa grabbed her messenger back and started to pull out her uniform one piece at a time.
What the hell am I doing! The 38-year-old brunette stopped dead in her tracks. Think about it Lisa! What's your plan? How are you actually going to do this?
Perhaps finding herself the victim of overconfidence after the huge payoff she got from risking everything with her son and his friends, Lisa hesitated. She saw the false parallel of being able to catch a real criminal with powers that had only been proven to work in a slapstick, erotic comic book.
The married mother of one realized that she had no hard evidence that the man was a thief, she was assuming he had the jewelry based on a distant outline in his shorts, she was guessing that just because he always checked her out that he'd be able to be honeypotted into giving away expensive jewels, and most importantly, Lisa was afraid.
She hated to admit it but she was scared. Doubts crawled into her head that the idea of a sexy superhero being able to get a guy to reveal information by touching his cock was incompatible with real life. She was also embarrassed with the idea of walking out into public in such a ridiculous and vulnerable outfit.
As these thoughts were preventing Lisa from crawling into her backseat and changing into her gold costume, the oblivious deliveryman started his engine and drove away. Feeling defeated and unsure, Lisa just drove home.
*****
An internal struggle ate away at Lisa's spirit the second she stepped back into her home. She had just tracked a suspect who financially hurt her friend, had him in a perfect position to help her friend, and then was too scared to do something.
Looking at a family picture of her absentee husband and her son, with whom the nature of the relationship was still up in the air, Lisa justified to herself that it was good she didn't seduce that stranger. She told herself that a married woman shouldn't be acting that way, and that she couldn't risk getting killed when raising a son, or jerking a stranger off and potentially hurting her son's feelings.
"Hey, Mom!" Collin came up from the basement full of energy. He was still riding the high of just cumming in the hottest woman he could ever hope to be with. Lenny and Sean trudged up the stairs close behind him. "Sean and Lenny were about to leave. And good news- they're going to let us have the rest of the night together!"
Lisa replied an unenthusiastic tone, but tried her best to smile. "Oh, hey, Collin."
"Is something wrong, Mrs. Carter?" Sean and Lenny realized that something was weighing on her mind.
"No, no, just feeling a bit tired."
It was clear to the boys that Lisa was upset and frustrated. Having no idea what she had just done, Collin assumed it had something to do with regret over their sexual relationship moving to the next level.
The muscular highschooler quietly motioned for his friends to leave. When they went to hug her goodbye they didn't even try to touch her body like they normally did, which always made her smile.
Once they were alone, Collin asked if she was regretting what they had just done. Lisa strongly refuted the idea and insisted that it was something else that was unrelated to him.
Trying to lighten the mood, Collin proposed with a smile, "So, Mom, do you want to go downstairs and full around in the new 'lair' later?"
A mild grin formed on Lisa's face, but she simply was not in the mood even though she had promised him earlier that she'd have fun with him. "Honey, how about I order a pizza because it's too late for dinner, and I promise that I will fuck your brains out another night very soon."
The easily aroused young man was upset that he wouldn't get to enter his mom again that night, but he couldn't complain. After all, he had just had the best sex of his life. Even though his mom promised him sex again, he still had the feeling like something was wrong in relation to him.
After ordering the pizza, Lisa took a well-deserved shower and let the hot water running down her naked body was some of the stress away. I'd invite Collin in here to give me a shoulder massage, but with his lack of discipline I know he wouldn't be able to stop there.
*****
The following day being a workday, Lisa was up bright and early for her part-time job as a nurse at the retirement home. It wasn't a glamorous job, but it was rewarding. She donned her light yellow scrubs and drove to work.
While helping the senior citizens play backgammon in the lounge, Lisa's mind drifted to the events of yesterday- not the satisfying and liberating ones in the basement, but the discomforting ones that took place in her car afterwards.
She said to herself that it was ludicrous of her to think that she could be a hero like Masturbatra, though a small fire deep inside of her refused to let go of the idea. Lisa then wondered why she didn't tell Collin, Lenny, and Sean what she had just done. They would have thought it was so cool that I actually considered doing what Masturbatra did in real life. Why didn't I just tell them what was wrong?
Lisa recognized she was also embarrassed about the idea of telling them she failed to live up to the character they flatteringly based off of her. She imagined telling Collin that she actually dressed up like Masturbatra to go out and stop a real criminal: As she did so, his strong hands reached out and grabbed her hips, and his easily excited cock rose in his shorts. Then, after telling him she couldn't go through with it, his hands slipped away and his cock went flaccid. He told her it was okay and that it was still cool that she tried, but she knew it was just out of pity. She knew he was a little let down and beginning to think that maybe she wasn't as bold and sexy as he had originally thought.
Suddenly, Lisa's daydream was interrupted by a loud sound on the television screen against the back wall in the lounge. Lisa rolled her eyes when she saw it was "breaking news." It was never actually important news from the local news station that catered mainly to older people. Lisa could barely stand to listen to the station after one of the male anchors gave a "concerning and grave" report that Millennials' work ethic was going to cause the United States to fall behind the rest of the world.
The breaking news, however, was interesting to Lisa this time around. The anchor reported that there was a steep increase in misdelivered and missing packages in the city and surrounding suburbs over the previous two months. The problem was reported to be the result of technical issues with Blue Beacon Delivery.
The feed then cut to a sound bite from the rather attractive billionaire founder of the new local delivery company, Kevin Thestopolis. The tycoon, who also owned a medical drug company, a military industrial firm, a hedge fund, and the city's basketball team, gave a speech apologizing for the technical issues and promised to resolve the situation as soon as possible. He mentioned that due to not knowing which packages were actually delivered or not, the company's insurance wouldn't be providing refunds yet.
Experience and maturity exuded from his chiseled face, and a sense of trust and mystery came from his soft hazel eyes. In the retirement home, all of the females in yellow scrubs shot each other a sly look as the handsome billionaire's statement came to an end.
"Now that's the type of man you marry," Wanda from the front desk hinted at Lisa.
Lisa briefly relived the moment when she was not even twenty yet and was sitting on the toilet in a public restroom as a blue plus sign appeared on her pregnancy test. She quickly brushed those memories away and turned her attention back towards the plasma screen.
The next interview was with an old man who had ordered his wife an anniversary gift, but it was lost and there was nothing he could do to recover it. Lisa's heart sank when she saw the old man tearing up from the idea that he had spent a significant amount of money to make his 50th wedding anniversary special, and it vanished out of nowhere. The story continued with more people venting about similar losses.
Lisa was heartbroken about how a computer screw-up was hurting people. As the elderly woman across from Lisa waved her hands in the air to celebrate her victory at the board game, Lisa regained the determination that she had lost. I can't help all of those people get their lost items back, but I can get back the one stolen from my friend.
*****
The after-work power nap that Lisa usually partook in was not needed today. She was fully awake and fully energized. When she walked passed her living room and saw her yoga DVD case resting on her entertainment console, Lisa quipped that she wouldn't need that either. I'll be burning my calories in another way today.
Up in her bedroom, Lisa stripped off her scrubs. Not wanting the inability to change easily to be a reason to back down from justice later, the wannabe crime fighter decided to put her uniform on before going out.
Lisa pulled her gold heels, her gold bodysuit, her gold eye mask, and her black cape out of her messenger bag that she forgot to leave in the basement after her last use. Noticing she was forgetting something but not remembering exactly what, the hot mom reached back into her bag and pulled out a small bottle of non-toxic, all natural massage oil that she had first ordered for the boys to use in the basement because it was for "sensual massaging pleasure."
She remembered that her uniform had no pockets so she just had to tuck it into the spandex for the time being. Finally, over her provocative attire, Lisa wore a trench coat to disguise herself and hide her body from other people who may look into her car.
Looking at the clock, Lisa knew that she had two and a half hours until Collin would be home. That reminded Lisa of where she could find some last minute inspiration. Fully aware of the irony, the muse for Masturbatra read the most recent issue of the comic created by Collin, Lenny, and Sean.
She flew through the pages, but once she got far enough into the sex scenes to the point where she couldn't resist the urge to slide her fingers inside her warming cunt, she stopped. She had the perfect amount of inspiration and was in the right kind of mood.
Lisa stared at the deformed beanbag chair where Collin usually sat. She smiled, confident she'd have an amazing story to tell him when he got home from school, sure to make him be even crazier for her.
Turning the ignition in her silver 2013 sedan, the caped crusader put her sunglasses over her eyes and eye mask, and pulled out of her driveway. Figuring that the notorious deliveryman would be in the other part of town this early in the day, Lisa headed over to the south end of town that offered better views of the city skyline.
Lisa drove around incognito for about half an hour, just circling the same streets. She eventually decided to just park by a major intersection, assuming the blue truck would have to drive by at some point. People walking their dogs on the sidewalk passed by her parked car, but they were none the wiser.
Soon enough, a hardworking diesel engine was heard in the distance. It got louder and louder. Lisa turned her ignition on and she felt a jittery excitement. The sound of the heavy truck approached from a side street and it turned down another nearby street. It was a Blue Beacon Delivery truck, and Lisa was locked onto her target.
Instead of trailing the delivery truck right away, Lisa composed herself. She remained still, but with her foot ready to hit the accelerator. To do things as safely as possible, she needed the timing to be right.
Once the truck started to drive out of view on the next street over, Lisa revved her engine and covertly pulled into the intersection and went down a main road until she was down the same side street as the deliveryman. She kept her distance as her right gold stiletto tapped the brake.
It became apparent that he was going down each street to make a delivery. Lisa turned back onto the main road and scouted the next streets he was likely to enter.
A road three streets down had a lot of wooded areas near each house. Not wanting to leave her car and visible license plate anywhere near the scene when she confronted the Blue Beacon Man, Lisa drove an extra street up and parked. Before getting out of the car, she tucked her pepper spray that she kept in her glove box into her bodysuit, just in case the guy was violent.
The walk through the woods in between houses to get to her desired block was not easy in her heels. The never-ending fight between being sexy and being functional...
Despite nearly twisting her ankle on the uneven terrain, Lisa made it through the woods and waited near the tree line in her trench coat. She hid behind a tree. There were butterflies in her stoma-
"POWW! POWW!" A shotgun was fired in Lisa's direction. She hit the ground breathing heavily. She scrambled to coil up behind the tree.
Moments went by when nothing else happened.
Lisa peeked over the arm that was covering her face as she lay on the forest floor. She laughed with relief. She forgot that old diesel engines don't always sound smooth when they are starting up.
Her heart was then racing for another reason. The sound of the engine became louder as the truck pulled onto the street. Lisa had to wait until it drove up closer to her. She waited towards the back of the dead end road that lead into woods.
From afar, she saw the deliveryman get out of his truck and deliver a package to one of the houses. She could see mix of brown and silver hair on top of his head and the in-shape body he had from the job that required a lot of jogging. If only he weren't so creepy sometimes, Lisa lamented, as she made out his appealing face. He ran around back and closed the door before going around to the sliding driver's side door that was always left open.
His truck started up again. Lisa knew she was in a prime spot because either he would have to deliver another box on her side of the street, or he'd have to turn around at the dead end, which would provide her an opportunity either way.
The truck only drove past a couple houses before stopping again. He parked it so the back of the truck, where the packages were, was inline with the driveway. This resulted in the front of the cabin being positioned in front of the woods instead of right in front of somebody's house.
Lisa saw her opportunity and she didn't look back. She let her trench coat fall off her arms and dropped her sunglasses to the ground. Oh God, she breathed as she hustled along the tree line along the side of the road. Fortunately for her, she only had to walk two houses down in her stilettos.
She walked past the first suburban home, looking in the window to make sure that nobody was looking at her. She felt naked and exposed despite the fact that nobody would be able to tell who she was.
It then struck Lisa that somebody could call the cops if they saw her walking outside in her costume. She knew that Wonder Woman wore skimpy clothes, but she could fly away and beat the shit out of people. I hope cops like BJs, was the only solution that came Lisa's mind, as she talked to herself to distract from her angst.
She waited by the trees until the deliveryman went around behind the truck to take the package. In that moment, Lisa ran in front of the truck and quietly stepped inside the open driver's door. She immediately unlocked the passenger's door in case she needed to flee.
The only other adjustment she made was that she had to position herself in a way that she wasn't visible in the passenger window so her presence would be a surprise. But she had to be waiting in a sexy pose so that she would immediately get a rise out of him, as if the costume wouldn't be enough.
The 5'7" brunette stood with her chest pressed against the back wall of the cabin with her left knee on the passenger's seat and her right stiletto on the metal floor. She arched her lower back so her butt would be pushed out and she raised her arms into the air touching the back wall. She then just looked out at the open driver's door, awaiting the rival of the deliveryman.
Lisa heart skipped a beat as she felt the structure of the truck rattle from the motion of the back door closing. She heard footsteps approaching around the side of the truck. Holy shit, this is it...
The deliveryman placed his foot on the metal step leading into the high-sitting truck. "Woah!" He jumped back down to the asphalt, frightened by the presence of another person.
The woman posing like a glamour model used all of her strength to avoid losing her sexy composure. She continued to stare at the man with lust in her eyes.
"What the... What are you... How the..." The man, who had a dark blue sweat stain on the chest of his navy blue uniform, was flabbergasted as he ran his eyes up and down Lisa's curves.



Lisa took her knee off of the seat and her hands off of the interior wall. She faced the confused, but stimulated middle-aged deliveryman. She seductively ran her hands up the sides of her yoga-formed figure before resting them underneath of her breasts- hoisting them into the air even more than they already were. She then used her hands to toss her long brown hair behind her shoulders.
"Who are you? What are you doing in here?" The deliveryman finally spit out. For the first time, Lisa actually read the nametag on the pocket of his work shirt. She had always been so distracted by his wandering eyes that she had never noticed.
"Well, Frank," she began, as she casually stood with one hip tilting up higher than the other. This allowed him to get a better view of the curvature of her rear end. "I'm here on a very special mission."
Frank was even more lost than before. "What mission? Who are you?"
Tempted to introduce herself as Mastrubatra, Lisa was hesitant because she didn't know if it would be wise to directly connect herself with a comic book that somebody could somehow trace back to Collin.
"I'm the handjob fairy," was a lame, but workable, name she came up with on short notice. "I'm a lonely housewife who wanted to satisfy her need for excitement by taking up the mission of satisfying hard-working, sexy gentlemen like yourself."
To be fair, it wasn't a complete lie. Lisa was dressed somewhat like a golden fairy, and her husband's absence had left her lonely up until her new activities in the basement. And now that she saw up close Frank's toned arms that he had been using to lift and carry things all day, Lisa began to think that the handjob might be amusing to her as well.
Frank was a mixed bag of responses. He couldn't tell if Lisa was loony, serious, or both. He was dumbfounded and doubting, yet a visible bulge grew in his linen shorts below his belt. "Did somebody put you up to this? I'm being pranked aren't I? Did Harrison have you do this? It had to be him."
A throaty laugh, and then a patronizing, but gentle sigh escaped the sexy woman's mouth. "Frank, sweetie, nobody told me to be here other than my own intuition. I saw you driving by my house one day and I could just tell that you needed this."
The deliveryman gulped. He was still bewildered, but he was slowly accepting the situation for what it was. "So which house do you live in?"
"That's not important," the masked hero responded. "What is important is that that large erection that's being strangled by your clothing is milked until every last drop comes out." She pointed down at his crotch.
There was no longer any doubt in Frank's mind. He was too horny to question the legitimacy of something he wanted so badly. He cautiously stepped into the truck.
"Take a seat," Lisa offered.
Frank sat down in his driver's seat facing Lisa. He considered the situation with his swirling mind. His hand pulled a lever, and his seat slid farther away from the steering wheel.
He looked up at Lisa's smiling face. "To give you more room," he explained nervously.
"Aww," Lisa cooed, "I wish everyman were as thoughtful as you." She tantalizingly strode forward with her gold heel clanging against the metal, followed by the other. Her tan legs captivated Frank's vision.
Lisa reached down and placed her right hand on the protruding material in his lap, then looked at his eyes.
"So how many men have you done this for?" His breathing rate increased.
A smirk came across Lisa's face. "A few dozen." Frank's eyes widened. "Mm-hmm," Lisa nodded, "so I'm really, really good." She winked.
Frank had a face like he had just won the lottery. "Thank you so much. I definitely need this. Ever since my divorce, most attractive women don't give me the time of day since I'm a delivery guy."
That sentiment actually made Lisa feel good about what she was doing. She began to wonder if Frank actually did steal the jewelry, or if Nancy had misunderstood what she had saw.
There's only one way to find out.
Lisa started rubbing the erection through Frank's shorts. "Well you deserve a thank you as well," she explained, "because I was a bit bored today until now."
The hard-on grew stiffer until it looked like there was a steel bar pressed pressing against the navy blue linen.
"Let's get this belt off."
As Lisa was unbuckling the black belt, Frank swiveled his head to make sure that nobody could see the front of the truck from their houses. Out of an abundance of caution, Frank reached behind him and closed the sliding door.
"I like it... a bit more intimate." With Frank's belt unbuckled and with her fingers tugging down his fly, Lisa was curious to see what it was like underneath his underwear.
Frank instinctively raised himself off of his seat so that Lisa could pull his shorts down. This was easily the craziest thing that had ever happened to him. Lisa wished she could say the same. He admired the stranger who was pulling down his compression boxers to his ankles.
Lisa was taken back and smiled with her eyes. "It's even better than I had hoped," she said genuinely. Not knowing what to expect, it was nice to see a clean, circumcised 6-inch erection spring up and snap back against Frank's shirt.
He didn't know whether she was just saying that to be nice or if she actually meant it, but he appreciated the compliment.
For the first time, the deliveryman got an up-close look at the half-naked bombshell that was about to stroke his cock. He saw her cape with the golden penis on it and he found it to be humorous. He studied how her large breasts stretched the limits of her spandex body suit. "How do you like to jerk guys off?"
It was obvious to Lisa that he was getting hornier by the things she was saying to him, and he wanted to hear more. She knew her best chance to get him to talk to her about possibly stealing Eliza's jewelry was if he was so horny that he couldn't resist giving her anything she wanted. Plus, it just made things even steamier and enjoyable for Lisa as well.
"Well..." Lisa started as she grabbed Frank's penis in her right hand and made slow short pumps. "First I like to get him nice and warmed up. I want to see how badly he wants it... And I can tell that you definitely want it."
A gasp came out of Frank's mouth as if he had just waded into freezing cold water. He nodded his head to Lisa's statement. "And then what do you do?"
With her left hand, Lisa reached into her bodysuit and pulled the bottle that was tucked into her hip. She held it up to Frank's eyes and then popped the cap. "Then I like to do this." She drizzled the oil onto his cockhead.
The liquid ran down his shaft, over Lisa's grip, and down to his balls before rolling off onto his shorts. That stain didn't matter to Frank at the moment. Lisa lathered his entire package until it was glistening. "It's made with natural oils so it's non-toxic," Lisa informed him, "in case I want a taste."
It was unbearable to Frank and he wanted relief. "What comes next?" Frank asked desperately.
Lisa laughed internally. I can't even imagine how mind blown Collin would be ha-ha. There's no way he wouldn't like this.
Lisa tucked her hair behind her ear and arched her back so her butt stuck out behind her on her heels. "What happens now, Sweetie, is that I massage your cock while you eye-fuck my body."
It wasn't so much of Frank being jerked off as much as it was Lisa giving Frank a deep, intimate massage with her hands. She had learned a lot over her last few weeks with Sean, Lenny, and Collin, and she was ready to use that practice in order to spoil the deliveryman's sex organ.
Frank couldn't stop groaning as his shaft was pumped in rhythm by Lisa's right hand, and his testicles were rubbed and held by her left hand. The massage oil made the pleasure so smooth. Each time Lisa pumped her fist down, the excess oil dripped off of her knuckles.
He was amazed by how tightly Lisa gripped his throbbing erection as he rotated his gaze between her round ass, her fit body, her soft lower face, and her voluptuous breasts. "You're so fucking hot," he stated in disbelief.
Finding herself turned on by the compliment, Lisa surprised even herself by sticking out her tongue and licking the length of his shaft. She mainly tasted coconut massage oil, but that didn't matter to Frank.
"Oh my God! You fucking- Oh God!"
Lisa realized that that was as far as she could go. She couldn't risk putting her mouth on it, not knowing where it had been. "That's all you get, but that's more than any other guy has ever gotten."
Frank felt blessed, as Lisa continued with her pumping. She was quite literally operating like well-oiled apparatus. The pleasure was building exponentially.
Seeing the incredible response he got from his first compliment, Frank figured that he'd try another one. "Your husband's an idiot if he doesn't pay enough attention to you. You're amazing."
That praise actually hit Lisa in a remarkable way. There was a kernel of bitter truth there that was interesting for Lisa to hear out loud. She was certainly happier now that she was doing this other type of thing with other people. She put that thought aside though, because she saw an interesting opportunity.
Lisa pushed out her chest to make her rack more visible. "Yeah he his an idiot. I'm actually considering leaving him and finding someone else to be with. Maybe a man who's a bit more mature," Lisa said passively.
Frank's eyes lit up. The woman in the gold costume was pleased to see that Frank had taken the bait.
"You know," he hinted, "I have actually been looking for a woman for a while now." He grunted towards the end as Lisa masturbated him faster.
Biting her lower lip, Lisa let him know she wanted to hear more. "Oh, really?"
Frank was full of hope and tried to play it cool. "Yeah, I just want a woman who's in her late twenties, who wants a guy to spend a lot of time with her and have fun with her."
Lisa knew that he was trying to hit on her, but she was curious. "You know, Frank, sweetie, I'm not-" She was about to tell him her age, but she caught herself at the last second from divulging the private information. I got to watch out for that.
"You're not what?" Frank didn't know why she stopped.
There was a buzz inside of Lisa after the stranger mistook her for a woman in her twenties. She blushed and slowly licked his cock again as a reward. When she pulled her head back up, she responded to his question in a way that advanced her agenda. "Frank, honey, I'm not sure if you're the right fit. You have a nice cock and I know we'd have a lot of fun together. But I'm looking for more of a bad boy."
The deliveryman's mind spun in place. Not only was he distracted by a handjob that was better than any sex he had ever had, but he also had to think to overcome a roadblock in order to keep Lisa interested. He was confused from the mixed signals, because she said she wasn't sure if she wanted him, but she had just licked his penis.
"You know, I'm a bit of a bad boy," he stalled.
"Oh yeah?" Lisa raised her eyebrow. "Tell me how?"
Frank mumbled, "I uh... I um... This one time..." Finally he came up with something. "I ride a motorcycle and was in a gang for a few years."
That was not was Lisa was hoping for, but it was admittedly a bad-boy thing. She wanted him to keep going so he would admit that he stole the necklace... if he actually did.
Lisa beamed as if she had just heard something rivetingly impressive. "That's fucking hot," she flirted. "Tell me more bad things you've done!" She stroked him faster.
With her encouragement, Frank thought of the most obvious example next. "Well, instead of working right now I'm getting a handjob from a stranger."
The masked masturbator found it to be genuinely funny but she stifled her laughter. Lisa winked at him. "You most certainly are." She then leaned in and licked him again, this time she massaged the sensitive area right under his knob with her tongue.
"Ooohhhh!" He moaned loudly.
She pulled her head away and whispered, "You're such a bad boy letting me lick your cock like that, aren't you?"
Frank was panting so much that he couldn't close his mouth. He nodded to agree with her.
"Tell me another bad thing you've done. Anything recent? Your biker gang days were in the past, but what types of bad things do you do to impress me now, baby?" Lisa prodded for the answer she wanted. She then saw pain shoot across Franks' face.
It looked like he was having an internal struggle. He opened his mouth but he just couldn't say what he wanted to.
"You can tell me, honey. I won't tell anyone. I want to know how bad you are."
Frank was in agony. He was insatiably aroused, and he had a dream for the future literally at his feet, but something was holding him back. Finally he mentioned, "I did something bad lately, but I can't tell you what."
Lisa could sense she was close. "Tell me, Frank. I need a bad boy and I want it to be you. You have to tell me."
He refused by shaking his head. It was torture for him.
He was more disciplined than she had expected. "Let's make a deal, Frank," Lisa resorted to backup options. "If I let you slip your hands down my golden suit, then you tell me the bad thing you did?"
With Lisa in motion, her breasts were like water balloons in the spandex. It was too powerful of an offer for Frank. He nodded his head and slid his hands down Lisa's costume. He felt and squeezed her breasts.
As much fun as it was for Lisa to see what she could do to a man when she had him sexually entranced with her mind, it was great to have a pair of tits on her as reinforcement. "Do you like them, Sweetie?"
"Fuck yes!" Frank didn't need time to think that one over.
It was back to business. "So, what was the bad thing you did?"
The familiar strain returned to Frank's face. He cringed. "I uh... This guy had me do something for him and I did it."
Lisa was fluttering on the inside. She was cautiously optimistic that she had a lead.
"Who had you do what?" She asked rapidly. She immediately realized that she broke her sexy persona. She was relieved that Frank was too involved in his own thoughts to notice.
Sweat came down the sides of Frank's face. "I stole a package from someone," he admitted.
That was what Lisa needed to hear. Returning to her character, Lisa fussed, "Oh, that certainly is bad of you. So who would have you do something like that?"
Frank shook his head again. "I can't tell you."
Lisa tenderly massaged his testicles, producing a groan out of the man in the blue uniform. She needed to take him to a point where he couldn't refuse. She switched gears for a moment. "You're going to need to cum soon," Lisa pointed out.
Frank nodded in agreement. "I'm almost there!"
"I'm glad to hear that, the cumming is my favorite part," she said excitedly. "The only part I ever struggle with is where it should go."
She had Frank's attention to the point where he was waiting on her every word.
"Should I have you cum on the ground?" She pretended to be serious about the suggestion.
"No," Frank profusely shook his head as he breathed heavily.
"Should I have you cum on your stomach?"
"No," Frank pleaded again.
With a contrived look of bewilderment on her face, Lisa asked, "Then where do you want all of your cum to go?"
"On you!" Frank stated firmly. He then was afraid he was too blunt and walked back his statement. "I mean, can it be on you?"
Lisa licked her lip. "I was hoping you'd say that."
Frank thought if Lisa said one more thing to him he would blow his load.
"So, where on my body do you want every single drop of your jizz to land?"
With his hands still inside Lisa's costume, he rubbed his fingers on her hard nipples and asked, "Right here?"
"Good choice," Lisa smirked.
With Frank just seconds from ejaculation, she pressed again, "So can you tell me which man made you do something so bad?"
Frank was exacerbated and wailed, "No! Believe me, I want to! I really, really want to! I want you, but I can't tell you who made me steal the package or what they did with it!"
It was clear that Lisa was no longer able to get her friend's necklace back from Frank, but she thought she might be able to get it back from the person he gave it go. And after putting in all of this effort, she felt an obligation to follow the mysterious trail to the end.
"Tell me, Frank! Tell me so I can watch you cum all over my firm chest," Lisa yelled forcefully as she rubbed the swollen cock.
Frank shook his ahead, refusing. "I can't!"
Lisa knew he was just seconds from finishing. She knew that the moment a rope of white cream shot out, her opportunity would be lost. The questions weren't working, and Lisa panicked.
Out of nowhere, Lisa squeezed Frank's testicles in her hand. He groaned in pain. "Move and I'll rip them off," she warned calmly.
A look of anguish came across the deliveryman's face. "Stop! I don't like this."
"And I don't like how you won't answer my question," Lisa charged.
Frank was in pain and discomfort. He was in pain over his testicles being squeezed too hard, and he was pain over the stroking sensation ending so close to orgasm. "Fine, fine! I don't know his name but some guy has been paying me to steal jewelry and I'm not allowed to stop. I don't know why. I don't know what happens. Why is this so important to you anyways?"
"I have my reasons," Lisa justified. "Where do you give him the packages?"
"He told me he'd hurt me 'in the worst possible way'. Please just let me finish!"
Lisa released her grip on his ballsack so that it went back to a pleasurable touch. She realized that he was just a guy stuck in a bad situation and couldn't get out. She figured that since he starting spilling the beans, that he'd be willing to give her the last piece of the puzzle.
Returning to a calmer demeanor, Lisa looked directly into Frank's eyes. "Frank, honey, you've been doing such a good job for me. I promise I won't say anything to anybody about this. They will never know you told me, do you trust me?" She waited until he nodded his head.
Lisa continued, "So, now this is your choice. This won't put you under threat by anyone. Do you want me to stop jerking you, or do you want me to stroke that thick cock of yours until you shoot your cum all over my titties?"
"What do I have to do for the second option?" Frank panted.
"Just tell me where you drop the packages off. That's all you have to do to get what you want." She began to jerk him faster and faster until he was on the verge again. "And I don't know about you, but after all of this work, I want to see your melty cum all over my chest." Lisa gave him a sweet smile.
It was too much for Frank. "I drive the boxes into the city and leave them in a dumpster off of 23rd and 4th. That's all I know! I swear!"
With no time to spare, Lisa swiftly pointed Frank's oily cock at her 36D's. One second later, his body cringed and a load of white goo fired from the tip of his penis and splattered on Lisa's chest. More ropes fired with each ascension of his testicles.
Lisa continued to jerk the penis until the last shot was fired and there was just a drop hanging from his cockhead. The woman in gold was tempted to lick it but she couldn't take the risk.
Frank was out of breath, and he wasn't able to see straight. Lisa glanced down at her chest and was surprised with how glazed it was. Some of the cum even got on her uniform, but she didn't mind.
When Frank's mind finally stopped spinning, he stared down at Lisa, infatuated. He took a mental picture of his jizz all over her immaculate chest. "You're amazing," he said exhaustedly.



Proud of the compliment, Lisa shimmied her chest for Frank to see, then leaned in and sucked the massage oil off of his balls by putting them in her mouth.
As she stood up, she sat on his lap and kissed him. "I'm definitely not going to forget this," she winked.
She got off of his lap and scooted around him on her way off of the truck. Frank inhaled the view of her mostly bare ass. Lisa was back on the asphalt in her gold heels. "It's time for you to go back to work!"
With one last opportunity, the deliveryman gave a plea, "I want to be the man in your life. I need more of you."
Lisa thought for a moment on how to let him down easily. She regretfully said, "I'm sorry, honey, I'm into younger men."
"I act younger than my age!" Frank tried to bargain.
Thinking of going back home and Collin arriving soon, Lisa honestly replied, "I'm sorry. I need to be fucked by a much younger man, a man I can teach things to."
A disappointed Frank started his engine with a bang and drove to the end of the road and to turn around. When Lisa knew she was in his blind spot, she ducked into the woods and hid behind a tree. When Frank drove the other way down the street, he was lost as to how the handjob fairy had disappeared.
*****
Lisa was home before Collin was off of the school bus. She ran up to her room and started the shower. Her faded messenger bag was open on her bed. Lisa was about to take off her Masturbatra costume when she stopped herself. She saw how she looked with her chest covered in the deliveryman's drying cum. The budding superhero didn't know why, but she didn't want to just wash away her first experience and forget it.
Her open messenger back gave her an idea. Lisa walked into her closet and reached up to the top shelf. She grabbed the instant camera that she had previously found in the bag. She pointed the camera towards her and took a selfie aiming down her body.
Lisa was aroused, as the picture printing from the camera showed a top view of her chest with the dried white spots all over her smooth skin. She then undressed and stepped into the shower in anticipation of seeing Collin and his friends soon.
*****
With her physical labor out of the way for the day, both from work at the retirement home, and her masked adventures, Lisa slipped on some black leggings and a red camisole. She made sure that the white pushup bra she had on underneath was poking through.
It had only been a day since she had sex with Collin for the first time, and she was ready to go for it again. Knowing him, he probably had been thinking of it nonstop ever since he came in her.
*****
"23rd and 4th, 23rd and 4th," Lisa murmured repeatedly as she sat in front of her desktop computer in the media room. Clicking on Road, then Terrain, then Satellite, she finally was able to see what the street corner looked like. There was nothing there though but an intersection and buildings. What the hell? I really hope he didn't just lie to me so I'd get him off, Lisa rolled her eyes.
It was after zooming in on the map that the snoop caught a detail that was invisible before. There was an alley on 23rd just south of the intersection, in between a Chinese restaurant and a corner drug store. Lisa scrolled in more but the graphics became too pixelated. She had a good feeling about the alley, but she needed to see more.
Just then, the front door to the house creaked opened. Lisa minimized the map on the Internet and scrambled to hide behind the wall that separated the living room and hallway from the dining room. She peaked around the corner as she watched her hunky18-year-old walk in with his backpack.
He was wearing a t-shirt with the name of the local professional hockey team on it, the Merridale City Monarchs. Lisa saw how handsome and mature his face had become. His body filled out the light green t-shirt and the cuts of his tricep muscles were visible below the short sleeves as he held his backpack straps. He's gonna fucked like crazy tonight.
Lisa didn't know why she was hiding, but she felt like she couldn't let him see her, like she was afraid of disappointing him. It seemed like running up and telling him would be the honest and fun thing to do, but she held herself back.
Collin looked around the house like a lost puppy. But he just figured his mom was in the bathroom, so he just went down to the basement, assuming she'd be down later.
As Collin closed the basement door behind him, a now distracted Lisa darted back to the computer. She continued trying different online maps, but nothing seemed to give her the view she needed. Lisa knew there was a function on one map software that allowed users to get a view from the street. Unfortunately, Lisa wasn't great with the newest computer technology. But I know who is... Lenny.
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Lisa clicked the icons on the map up on her computer screen. She sat in her office chair and banged the mouse in frustration, as the "spinning beach ball of death" appeared on her screen in order to show her Mac desktop computer was no longer responding.
Her frustration came from a few different places. The first was that her investigation was a lot harder to solve than she initially suspected. In the beginning it seemed simple: A deliveryman stole her friend's jewelry, and she had to get it back from him. Yet, after dressing up like a comic book character that her son and his friends created, tracking down the perp, and then seducing him to the point where he came all over her tits, Lisa was left with nothing but an address that led to a dumpster in an alley.
And that alley in the city seemed to be near nothing of importance; only she couldn't know for sure because she couldn't get a clear view on the digital map.
All of this was going on while her son was in the basement, and she didn't know how to go about telling him what she just did with that deliveryman. Lisa didn't think he'd be mad, but so far, she hadn't done things with other men without him being there, with the exception of when she masturbated Sean and Lenny upstairs- but she had announced that intention to him beforehand.
Lisa knew she couldn't go downstairs and share her first alone encounter with Collin and pretend like nothing had changed between now and the previous day.
I finally have a man in the house that I can fuck when I'm stressed out, and I'm stressed out about the one fucking thing I'm not ready to talk to him about.
Looking at the time at the menu bar of the frozen computer, the middle-aged brunette bombshell knew that Collin's friends were about to come over the house. In light of her bad mood, Lisa knew she'd have to get her sexy swagger back if she wanted to be effective at asking Lenny for a huge favor.
Lenny was kind of the techy one out of Collin and his friends. He spent the most time on computers, wore black-framed glasses, and frequently went on spiels about Internet rights. Lisa figured that if anyone could help her get to the bottom of why the deliveryman, Frank, was leaving jewelry in the dumpster against his will, then it would be Lenny.
Already in black leggings, a red camisole, and a white pushup bra, Lisa just needed her fun energy that she usually had. As she heard her front door open, Lisa imagined Collin's head buried between her legs. Lisa's thighs rubbed together lightly in response to her thoughts. That didn't take long. She bit her lower lip.
"No, dude, that's the dumbest thing I've ever heard." Sean's voice echoed from around the corner.
"What do you mean? It's reasonable for her to be able to do that," Lenny responded.
"She can't do that."
Lisa immediately recognized that they were debating over content for her character in the next issue of the Myth of Masturbatra. "What can't I do?" Lisa called out into the hallway.
The two boys went silent. Lisa chuckled, knowing she made them uncomfortable. They walked around the corner. "Hi, Mrs. Carter."
"Hi, boys."
"Hi, Mrs. Carter, you look as hot as usual." Sean gawked at her simple, but sexy wardrobe.
"Thank you, Sean. So why were you boys talking about me behind my back?" She asked, feigning to be serious.
"Well, we..." Lenny looked over at Sean.
Not hesitating to throw his friend under the bus, Sean followed up, "Lenny thought it would be a good idea for Masturbatra to carry around a dildo and whack bad guys with it to beat them up."
"It's a perfectly fitting tool for her," Lenny justified.
Sean rolled his eyes. "It's unrealistic that a woman would be able to beat somebody up with a dildo. The point of the character is to seduce men, not beat them up like every other superhero."
"Who cares if it's realistic, Sean? The whole idea of a woman running around and stopping crimes by seducing men is unrealistic to begin with."
The married mother with 36D breasts was about to interject, but she held off. You think that now...
"What do you think, Mrs. Carter?"
"Huh?"
"Is a dildo a good weapon? Or can we both agree that Lenny is wrong?"
Lisa thought about it before offering her sage advice. "Let's put it this way, if I wanted to get a man to do something for me, I'd be much better off pleasuring his cock than I would be hitting him against the side of the head with one. So yeah, it would be a bad weapon."
Sean raised his hands in victory, and Lenny was embarrassed that he was on the losing side of the debate.
Lisa added, "Sean, can you go down to the basement and join Collin? I need to talk to Lenny alone."
Both Sean and Lenny had a worried expression. They both had the initial reaction that Lenny had somehow offended Lisa by suggesting that a dildo would be a good weapon. Sean went down into the basement.
Speaking quickly and nervously, Lenny started, "I'm so sorry, Mrs. Carter, I don't know what I was thinking. I-"
"Woah, woah, woah!" Lisa laughed. "You're not in trouble."
"I'm not?" The tall 18 year old with long black hair and glasses, who kind of looked like a skinnier version of Clark Kent, felt a little relieved. "So what do you need to talk to me about then, Mrs. Carter?"
"Well, there a couple favors I need from you."
"Anything."
"I'm glad to hear you say that. So the first favor should be pretty easy."
"Ok."
"I got these leggings yesterday (not true), and apparently they are meant to conform to the natural shape of a woman's butt, and I get the feeling like they are deforming it. Since you're the one infatuated with my ass, I figured I'd get an expert's opinion."
They both laughed as Lisa turned around. She stood up on her toes and pulled her shoulders back. Her red camisole slid up on her back, revealing skin between her shirt and the waistband of the black leggings.
Lenny marveled at the perfect ass. And, as he was allowed to, he reached out and lightly rubbed his hand on the smooth surface like it was a marble sculpture. "Can I sign up for your yoga class?" He joked dryly.
The hot MILF giggled and looked behind her shoulder. "I guess that means the pants are fine ha-ha. And if I were you I wouldn't waste my time signing up. I'd rather show my booty off to you here where you can cum on it." She winked.
She could tell from Lenny's flush face and raging erection that he was in a good position for her to ask him for the real favor. "So now that you've helped me with that, I have the other favor to ask."
"Do you need me to make sure your thong fits correctly?"
Lisa laughed again, almost until she was in tears. She wasn't trying to be flirty; she found his dry humor to be that funny. When she finally caught her breath, Lisa replied, "Maybe next time I go shopping. No, what I need from you is your tech expertise. I need you to set up a surveillance camera of some kind."
A look of unease came over Lenny's face. "Like for home protection? Is there a threat of some kind?"
"No, no," Lisa assured, "I can't really explain why right now, but I need to watch what happens in an alley downtown for the next day or two."
"Ooookaaayyyy..."
"I know it's weird, but it's very important that I do this."
"Are you in trouble of some kind? Does Collin know?"
"No to both of those things. And for right now I want to keep it that way. This is just between us."
Glancing behind his friend's mom, Lenny could see a map on the computer screen. She saw him focusing on it. "Yeah, I tried to pull the area up on a map, but the computer froze, of course. I can't get even get a good view of the alley."
"Oh, that's no issue." Lenny cracked his fingers and started typing and clicking away on the computer. It unfroze and he got the map on a street view looking down the alley.
"Oh, awesome." Lisa was impressed, placing her hand on Lenny's shoulder.
"So what exactly did you need to see in here? It's a dingy old alley." Lenny asked, confused.
"Right there." Lisa pointed at her computer screen. "That green dumpster. I need the camera pointing down the alley and getting all of the green dumpster. Someone is dropping something off there and someone else is picking it up. I need to find out who."
Lenny considered her needs. "Ok, that shouldn't be difficult."
"No?"
"Nope!" He said with a smile. "All I need to know is what time it takes place and I can set the camera to start a fifteen minutes before, and it can run for about two hours after."
"Ummm... Shoot," was Lisa's response. The young techy knew immediately that she had no clue what time the drop off happened.
"Well that makes things exponentially harder, Mrs. Carter. Because the tape has to reset every two to three hours, which means that the recording before that time will be deleted. I don't have the expensive equipment for this. That means I will have to watch the camera live to wait for the right cycle and then stop the recording. Is this really that important?"
Lisa exhaled. "Believe me, if you knew half of what I've done to just get to this point, then you'd know it's worth it."
"I would love to help. I'm just saying, it's going to be really hard for me. I'd also have to go into the city to set it up."
Cognizant of the amount of work Lenny was going to have to put into something that didn't concern him, Lisa knew she had to make it worth his while. Since he still had an erection, Lisa wheeled the office chair back from the computer.
Lenny wondered why he was being pushed away from the screen, and then he found out. Lisa planted her firm legging-covered butt cheeks onto his lap. She leaned her back into his chest and turned her head to face him. "Lenny?"
He nodded, his face red.
Lisa slowly grinded into his hard-on with her bubble butt. "Lenny, has a woman ever rubbed her ass so hard and so sensually against your bare cock that she made you cum just from that?" Lisa already knew the answer.
The quivering highschooler shook his head no.
"Well I'm going to be transparent with you, Sweetie. I need you to put that camera downtown in that alley. And I need you to watch it and find out who is taking a package out of the dumpster. And I know that the only way for you to do this job and to care about getting a result as much as I do, is to motivate you." Lisa continued grinding on his groin harder and harder. "And I also know that you love the way my ass feels against your cock. Now, would I go this far with you without Collin watching if I didn't absolutely need this information? No, of course not." Lisa shrugged with honesty. "But I do need it. So I'm going to make a deal with you. If you install a camera in that alley and reveal the person picking up packages there tomorrow, then I will sit you down in the chair of your choice in a room all to ourselves, get into nothing but a G-string and a top, and give you a lap dance so good that you will cum all over my ass."
Lenny was speechless. Lisa couldn't tell if he was in shock, about to cum, or both. "So, Lenny," she continued, "do we have a deal?"
He was in a haze of euphoria from the goddess on his lap. He nodded his head as a light moan escaped his mouth.
A giddy Lisa got off his lap. "I guess we may have to add 'the dazing lap dance' to Masturbatra's powers?!"
Lenny would have found it funnier if he weren't blue-balled. He winced in the chair.
Realizing how close she left him to finishing when she got off his lap, Lisa reached down and finished him off with her hand. She laughed as his ejaculate landed all over Lenny's shirt. He would have been more upset if he hadn't just spent a minute in paradise.
Recovering from his fog, Lenny asked playfully, "What do I tell Collin and Sean when they see my shirt?"
"Tell them I'm coming for them next."
Lenny ran down the stairs in his splotchy shirt.
Lisa was left to think about how to confront Collin. Not only did she go out twice as Masturbatra without telling him, but also now she had told a friend before telling him. The caring mom scolded herself for digging herself a deeper hole. She wondered how she could go downstairs to play with him and act as if everything was normal.
****
Meanwhile, in a nearby neighborhood, Frank pumped his fist in celebration. He was delivering to his favorite house, which he figured would help ease the pain of letting the "handjob fairy" slip through his fingers.
His celebration was interrupted by a text message from a blocked, but familiar, number. He sobered up as he opened the text. "You better have a bigger yield today. You were light the last couple days. I hope for your own sake you aren't jerking around out there. - Rx"
Frank shuddered to think of what would happen to him if he didn't deliver more product to the dumpster that day.
*****
Collin and Sean were talking about a basketball game last night as an exhausted Lenny bumbled down the stairs. He was still panting and his face was glistening.
"What the fuck happened to you?" Collin jabbed. "You look like you just outran a bear."
"Yeah, how much trouble did you get into?" Sean added.
Lenny controlled his breath. He thought of how to explain what happened without revealing Lisa's secret. "She wasn't very happy about me wanting to change the direction of her character."
"Wait, what's on your shirt?!" Collin interjected. He squinted at the liquid spritzed all over Lenny's light blue t-shirt. "Is that cum?!"
Trying to explain the mess, Lenny continued, "Yeah, as I said, she was not happy."
Sean laughed at the bittersweet result of Mrs. Carter's handjob. But Collin sunk back into his chair. He wasn't sure how he felt about his mom jerking off one of his friends without him being there or knowing she was going to do it. He had a slight insecurity that his mom just considered him to be another play partner and not something more.
Just then, Lisa opened the door and came down into the basement. She saw Sean and Collin with their pants on. "Hmm. I told Lenny to tell you two to be ready."
Once again, Sean pointed out Lenny's screw-up. Lisa said it was okay and that she'd wait until they were ready. Most of Lisa's talking was directed towards Sean. It was hard for her to look at Collin. It was likely due to her guilt, but Lisa sensed some tension with her son.
Regardless of his insecurities, Collin pulled his pants down and began masturbating to the beautiful woman in front of him. Lisa worked on Sean first, trying not to make eye contact with Collin for the time being.
While masturbating her son's friend, Lisa realized that if she were going to be Masturbatra in real life, she actually needed to take the handjobs in the basement a little more seriously. Reflecting on her experience with Frank, the deliveryman, she was unable to get him to give her all the information from a handjob alone. I actually need to train a little.
Sean, Lenny, and Collin watched with curiosity as the hot mom switched to using her left hand. She remembered Collin's rather attractive British soccer coach from Middle School say, "A player that can only use his dominant foot is half a player." Lisa didn't want to be half the masturbator she could be.
"Uh, Mrs. Carter," Sean voiced with a tone of skepticism, "why are you using your left hand?"
Lisa knew she was less capable with it, and it felt weird using it for her, too. Not wanting the prodding to go any deeper, Lisa replied, "Sean, you have 38-year-old woman down on her knees, stroking your cock for fun- you need to learn when to not ask questions and just enjoy what's happening."
"Yes, ma'am."
After Lisa aimed Sean's cock so that he came all over his shirt, too, she stood up and knew it was time to face Collin for the first time since she put on the Masturbatra costume.
Lisa tried to smile naturally when she knelt down in front of him. He smiled back, but his came across as forced as well. With his two friends talking off to the side, Collin said lowly to his mom, "So I saw you gave Lenny quite a handjob upstairs."
The loving mother could tell it was an awkward situation for her son. She knew he was probably feeling a little less special, which compounded her concerns about telling him the Masturbatra secret. Wanting to make him feel better while also not lying, Lisa explained incompletely, "When I was up there with Lenny he was at a point where he either had to finish or he would have been in a lot of pain for a period of time. Believe me, I wish you were there to see it. I always want you there when I'm doing something sexy."
Collin knew it was not a complete answer, because his mom didn't explain how Lenny got to that point. But he could sense in his mom's voice that she was sincere about wanting him to be there. The young ripped son grinned at his mom. "Are you going to go lefty on me, too?"
His mom laughed. "Dealer's choice. I think I can get you off with my left, though."
"What the hell, I'll try it out," said Collin, in a visibly better mood that helped put Lisa at ease.
During the experimental, but enjoyable handjob, Collin could see there was still something in his mom's demeanor that seemed off. But he was okay with ignoring it for the time being, and he slipped his hand under his mom's bra.
"Ahhh, God, I can't believe I went a full day without that feeling," she cooed in response to his fingers pinching her nipples.
The non-dominant handjob was going better with Collin than it was with Sean, but after examining her son's heavy balls and long shaft, Lisa knew she'd need a bit more firepower. "How about I just finish you off with my mouth?" She asked with a sense of defeat.
Seeing that she was assuming he'd say yes, Collin tried to throw her off, "I don't know. I think you should keep going with your left hand. You don't want to be a quitter."
Lisa rolled her eyes, and sarcastically laughed at her son's toying. She then opened her mouth into a perfect O with her shiny pink lips, and then went down towards his crotch.
Before she took her son in her mouth, Lisa looked back up at him and reminded with a wink, "Son, the only quitters are spitters."
Collin moaned as his mom sensually made love to his penis with her mouth. He grabbed her brown hair and made a ponytail of it with his hand. He used his other hand to guide her head, as if she needed it.
There was still something suspicious surrounding what happened upstairs with Lenny, but with how his mom was sucking his cock, it was hard for him to believe he wasn't the most important man in the world to her.
Lisa was like an artist, and she wanted to use her mouth to put to bed any doubts of her feelings towards him. She closed her eyes for a moment to just focus on her mechanics. I wish I had an audio recording of my mouth sucking his dick... I'd get wet just from hearing it ha-ha.
It made Collin even happier to see how much his mom was enjoying it. But like all good things, it had to come to an end. Lisa could tell by the way his testicles were moving against her chin and by the way his hands were gripping her breasts that he was about to explode.
Collin groaned. "Oh, fuck, Mom!"
Lisa pulled her mouth back so it was just massaging the sensitive tip. She used her right hand to lightly squeeze his testes while using her left to jerk. She looked up into his eyes. "That's right, baby, fill your mommy's mouth with your cum."
Her son's eyes squinted, and Lisa took her mouth off his mushroom tip and left it open just an inch away. She stopped squeezing his testicles to let them move on their own accord.
Lisa pumped her son four more times before the first rope of thick splooge shot out into her mouth. She pumped him furiously. Collin's pupils were dilated as his nuts were drained. "Uhhhh," Lisa moaned aloud to let her son know she was enjoying the aftermath.



Collin heaved loudly as he finished up. His final rope, shot out with less pressure, fell onto his mother's chin. She scooped it with her finger and placed it into her mouth with the rest of the white substance before swallowing.
There was a pounding noise coming from upstairs, but Lisa wasn't in a hurry to check on it.
Joking to her son, Lisa said, "See, I told you I could get you off with my left."
Her tired son laughed. "I guess we can count that."
Before leaving the basement, Lisa briefly straddled Collin in his chair and said in a serious tone, "Regardless of what happens in the future, know that I love you and would never want to hurt you."
It seemed like an odd thing to say, so Collin just said he loved her, too.
The pounding sound continued. Shit, it's the door. Lisa straightened herself up, popped in a piece of peppermint gum to get the odor of semen out of her mouth, and ran up the stairs.
*****
"Coming!" Lisa shouted through the wood door.
She opened her front door without looking through the glass first. Oh fuck! Lisa was like a deer in headlights.
"Hi, ma'am," Frank greeted her.
Lisa started backing up into her house with her heart pounding, "What are you doing here?"
Frank was nearly as concerned at she was. "I'm delivering a package for you..." He spoke slowly.
"Why so late, you're usually here earlier?" Lisa was still skeptical. She saw Frank staring at her tight clothes.
Frank stepped aside to show the giant mattress behind him. "What, am I under investigation here?" He chuckled. "This was so big I had to leave it off my truck in the morning and go back to the delivery hub to pick it up. You did order this, right?"
Swallowing, and realizing things were likely okay, Lisa then had another reasonable question. "I did order this, but why didn't you just leave it when I didn't open the door?" She used a deeper voice to contrast the one she had used when she seduced him in his truck.
The question clearly caught Frank off guard. "I uh... well it's because..."
I know you just wanted me to answer so you could check me out.
Frank finally had an answer. "Well this is such a huge item, and sometimes with items like this customers request that we deliver it to a certain place inside the house so they don't have to carry it."
"Uh-huh. Well luckily for me I have three teenage boys in my house, so I'll be fine."
Obviously disappointed he was being turned away, Frank grabbed the mattress to just slide it through the threshold. As he did so, Lisa noticed a long rectangular box in his pocket, along with a square one in his other pocket. It looked just like two jewelry boxes, and she knew that he'd be delivering them at some point that day.
Lisa made sure to turn her eyes away from Frank's shorts before he looked back at her. She didn't want to give him the wrong idea.
"So I guess that will just be a signature then?" He held his computerized tablet at her waist, but Lisa had an impromptu idea.
"Actually..." She pretended to look at his nametag for the first time. "Frank? Now that I think about it, only one of those boys is strong, and it's not like he's an expert at moving things like this. Can you put it in the basement?"
"Ha-ha, smart thinking. And in the basement? Sure, but just to let you know we usually only do that for a tip."
Her suspicions that he uncovered her identity rushed back. "And what exactly do you mean by a tip?" Lisa asked harshly.
A taken back Frank recoiled, and answered in a calming voice, "I don't know, like $5 cash?"
Lisa closed her eyes in annoyance with her own foolishness. "Sorry, it's been an interesting few days. And that sounds okay with me."
Eager to impress his crush, Frank lifted the heavy mattress and walked into the house. Following behind him, Lisa frantically sent a text message to Lenny. "1. Put your pants on now! 2. Do you have a tracking device of some sort?"
Thankfully responding quickly, Lenny replied, "What type of thing would u need to do with it? Aren't u in the house? I'm in the basement if u want to ask me."
"Just tell me if you have one, please."
It took a while for Lenny to respond, and Frank was opening the basement door. He actually was quite competent at moving the oversized object. When Frank was halfway down the stairs, Lenny replied, "If u just need the gen location of something, like within 30ft then u can borrow the Tile that I use for my keys."
"Is a Tile really small?
"Like the size of a half dollar."
Frank was down in the basement. The three teenagers stared at Frank oddly. Lisa was thrilled to see that they were dressed.
The deliveryman took a gander at the three young men and teased Lenny and Sean when he said to Lisa, "Yeah, you're right, those two do need to put a little more meat on those bones."
Lisa laughed out of courtesy. They have as much meat as you do.
Lenny and Sean were uncomfortable with their emasculation in front of Lisa, but they didn't respond to the jab.
Making eye contact with Lenny, Lisa subtly held out her palm. Getting the message, Lenny pulled the Tile from his keychain and handed it to Lisa.
"So where exactly do you want it?" Frank looked around the room for a good spot.
"Over there in the corner," Collin chimed to be helpful. Lisa's eyes widened, as she thought he just admitted they were sleeping together. But then she realized Frank probably just thought it was a mattress for Collin.
After setting the mattress down, Lisa walked over to him. "Can you just push it a little farther against the wall?"
As Frank squatted down on his toes to adjust the mattress, Lisa saw her chance. She quickly spit her gum onto the Tile and knelt down to place the sticky tracking device on the arch of his shoe, where he wouldn't feel it when he walked.
Of course, Frank noticed her get down to his side, but he didn't look back, as his eyes stopped at her chest. Lisa gave the king mattress an extra shove, suggesting that's why she got down to the carpet as well.
They both then stood up, and Lisa gave him $5. The only one who noticed her place the device was Lenny, and he was impressed with her covert operation.
Frank thanked Lisa for the money. He then held out the tablet to be signed. Once again he held it at her waist level. Lisa realized he was doing it on purpose so she had to bend over and give him a nice cleavage view.
Tempted to come up with a solution that didn't involve him getting a look that could jog his memory, Lisa concluded that coming up with a weird plan to get out of simply signing for a package would be the most suspicious thing she could do. So Lisa leaned over and signed her name, giving him his view.
When the sexy brunette came back up, she could see in Frank's face how much it meant to him. After leading him on and lying to a recently heartbroken man that she wanted to be with him, Lisa felt less violated by his obvious gawking.
It was nice to have the king mattress that she could share with Collin. But that was mute unless she was able to come clean with Collin, and him still want to be with her in the same way she imagined things going beforehand.
*****
Lisa hopped into the shower to rinse off her perspiration and wash away her stress. Afterwards, she texted Lenny to go upstairs and say he was going to the bathroom. She didn't want to draw any suspicion from Collin by having another meeting with Lenny.
In the living room, Lisa asked Lenny how to track the tracking device she planted on Frank.
"I can track it right on my phone. It's pretty simple to see about where he is whenever."
"Good," Lisa felt confident in her plan. "Would you be able to see when he's near 23rd and 4th?"
"Oh yeah, very easily." Lenny opened an app on his phone. "This shows here he is at all times. I can even scrape this app and feed that live data to a GPS app I have."
Lisa was lost. "And that means?"
"That means I can basically get the GPS to think it is moving in a car- and that car being Frank's. I can set 23rd and 4th as the destination, and we'll get an alert when 'our car' gets there." Lenny was clearly proud of himself for his cleverness.
Though his pride was outshined by Lisa's enthusiasm. "So we can know exactly when he goes there, so that when you set the camera up, you don't have to watch it live all day and risk missing anything! Right?"
Surprised that he wasn't the one that thought of the plan, Lenny replied honestly, "Yeah, that's brilliant."
Lisa gave him a high five. But then Lenny turned back to Lisa. "So if I don't have to put in the work of watching the camera all day, is our deal still on?"
"Of course it is, sweetie! I'm hiring you to find the person taking the dropped off packages. The tech you use to do it doesn't change a thing."
Lenny walked downstairs to get his laptop and return home. He had work to do.
As for Lisa, she knew she couldn't spend a whole night with Collin holding her while holding onto a secret that could change his opinion of her. She cited not having the right sized sheets as the reason for not breaking in the bed yet.
*****
The next morning, before school, Lenny and Sean went to the gym with Collin. Collin assumed that it had something to do with them being taunted by the deliveryman. He didn't ask though, since he had a soft spot for them and didn't want to press their bruised egos.
What Collin wasn't aware of, was that before even going to the gym, Lenny was busy setting up a camera in an alleyway downtown. He set the camera to start recording fifteen minutes before the drop off time the night before. He just hoped that the pick up would happen within two hours. Considering the drop off happened after dark to begin with, his odds were pretty good.
*****
That night, Lisa was settled into bed. She was having some difficulty sleeping during the thunderstorm. She was startled in her bed by a pounding on her front door. It's Frank! He saw the tracking device and knew it was mine! They know I had the camera planted!
Getting out of bed in her nightie with great caution, Lisa grabbed a baseball bat that she kept in her closet just in case. She eased down the stairs, and then tried to see through the glass pane in the front door.
"Ahhh!" She gasped and her back hit the wall, as she saw a dark silhouette move outside. The pounding continued.
Through the muffled door, she heard a muffled yell, "Please, Mrs. Carter, open up!"
It wasn't someone there to kill her. Lisa opened the door to let a rain-soaked Lenny into her house. "What the hell are you doing here this late? And you're wet."
"It wasn't bad under the porch," he brushed off her concerns.
"What are you doing here at this time?! It's 9:30. Collin and Sean are at a basketball game, I figured you'd be with them."
Lenny flipped his wet hair back and placed his backpack on the ground. He was moving quickly. "Oh, no. I had work to do. I promised I'd have it by today, and I have the tape by today."
"Seriously? You have who took the package on tape?!"
"No."
Lisa's bubble had burst. "Wait, then why did you get me out of bed at this time?
"I have information that may be even more valuable. I don't know what you're looking for exactly, but I know where the packages are being taken. The guy was in a hoodie, but I saw where he went."
The news was certainly more helpful that what Lisa could have hoped for. "Yes! Lenny, that's amazing. Show me the video."
Lenny marched towards the living room and Lisa followed close behind. He used a cable to connect his laptop to the TV. He played a video clip of Frank dropping off four small jewelry boxes. Then, after speeding up the clip, a man in a dark hoodie took the packages from the dumpster and carried them down the alley and across the street. There, he walked into an old warehouse.
"Holy shit, that's crazy how this actually worked." Lisa was astounded that her plan was able to come together so seamlessly.
But Lenny wasn't done there. "I did some research on that building he walked into," Lenny began as he reached into his backpack to pull out papers. He handed them to Lisa for her to flip through. "The building was an industrial chemical plant, but the company closed up and evacuated six years ago. There is no current tenant- well legally anyways. Those are pictures of it from different angles. I don't know if you need those, though, but if you wanted to spy in through the roof you could. I don't -"
"You know, don't you?"
Lenny gulped after he was cut off. "Excuse me?"
"You know, don't you?" Lisa was serious.
Looking down at the papers in his hand and shuffling them to bide some time, Lenny then responded, "I don't know if I know exactly what's going on, but I've pieced things together."
"What do you know?" Lisa wasn't sure how to react. But that also depended on what exactly Lenny knew.
Lenny was still a bit hesitant. It didn't feel good to know he knew something he shouldn't. "I know you're helping my mom get her necklace back... or at least it probably started that way. I know it was stolen, and I know it comes in a box like that."
"What else do you know?" It was clear to Lisa how he could have figured that out.
"Well, I know that you know that delivery guy was the one who took it."
Oh shit! "And how do you know that?" Lisa sighed.
"From the tracking device you planted on him. You knew it was him." Lisa was glad he didn't say, "Because you jerked him off in his truck."
"Ah-hah," Lisa responded, as she crossed her legs in her dark blue nightie. "Is that all you know?"
Lenny motioned at her and said, "Look, maybe I'm wrong, but first you actually get the costume, then you're doing things in secret, and you're associating so closely with the character. Not to mention, you've been acting a little strangely."
"I can't believe you figured it out," Lisa was impressed. She was not angry, and it actually felt good for someone else to know the truth.
After a moment of silence, Lenny responded, "I can't believe you're Masturbatra in real life."
They both laughed together, but it had serious undertones.
"So have you actually gone out as Masturbatra yet?" Lenny was dying to know.
Lisa's cheeks got red. "Kind of..."
"How can you 'kind of' go out as Masturbatra?"
"Well I was scared that someone would connect me to your author account and connect that to the shipping address from your house and what not. I just didn't want to tangle you up in it, so I used a pseudonym."
"Oh, you don't have to worry about that," Lenny assured. "Believe me, I didn't want to be associated with an erotic comic either, so I've been putting a fake return address on the shipping labels and just placing the boxes in a drop box. Nobody can connect us with the comic."
"Well that's a relief! But please DO NOT TELL COLLIN. I need to tell him and I don't know when I'm going to find it to be the right time."
"I understand. Just don't do anything dangerous."
Lisa scoffed off his concerns jestingly, "Oh don't worry. Masturbatra doesn't get into fights to solve her problems. I make sure to leave my big whacking dildo at home."
Cracking up, Lenny responded, "I seriously thought you were mad at me for even suggesting that. When you spoke to me alone I thought I was in trouble."
"No, no ha-ha. Remember, I'm the cool mom." Lisa smiled.
"Well, I'm glad that I know this. But I have no clue what you want me to do now, now that I know this."
Lisa brushed her hair behind her shoulders with her hands as she stood up off the couch. "Now would be a good time for you to choose a seat so I can fulfill my end of our agreement."
Never in her decades of having sex had Lisa seen an erection grow so quickly. Lenny was not expecting it to happen that very night. "Wait, right now?! Are you sure?"
"We have the house to ourselves, you already woke me up, you fulfilled your end of the agreement, your cock's already hard, and I have no pants to take off. I literally can't imagine a better moment for it."
Lenny started looking around like he didn't know what to do next. Fortunately for him, Lisa did. "Just sit down on the couch, get naked, and let me do the rest."
The horny 18-year-old did as the experienced woman said. Lisa was glad she had got in the habit of dressing cute for bed, too, so that Collin would be driven crazy when he saw her in the mornings.
Lisa backed up to a naked Lenny. She pulled her blue nightie up and tied the material in the front. All that was below her bellybutton was a thin matching blue thong. "It's time I reward you for a job well done," Lisa grinned.
Lenny quivered as the MILF's bare flesh touched his bare erection. "Ahhg," he groaned. He felt the entire weight of her body resting on his hard-on.
The seductress followed up by leaning into his back, wrapping her arm around his neck, and resting her head against the side of his- giving him a view of her cleavage that a deliveryman would kill for.
As promised, Lisa ground hard and swiftly into Lenny's groin. His favorite part of his favorite woman was pleasuring his inexperienced, but eager sex organ. "You like that?" Lisa asked.
"Yeeeaaah!"
Once Lenny got comfortable with the sensation, he placed his hands around Lisa's waist. She knew he was ready to handle more, so she began gyrating her booty deep into his cock, like she was trying to grind through stone.
For a second time that night, Lenny surprised her. He reached over to his laptop and music began to play. It had no lyrics, but the beat was energetic, and ideal for Lisa to keep her rhythm.
Lisa reminded herself though the deal wasn't to give him a great lap dance. The deal was that she had to give him one until he came. She altered her methods to fit the goal.
She began thrusting her yoga butt towards his abdomen, each time grinding his dick in an upward motion.
Lenny's euphoria intensified. "Oh, fuck, you're amazing," he grunted. He just tried his best to hold Mrs. Carter in place while she took care of the rest. He turned his head to the side so he could smell her shampooed hair and look at her gorgeous face.
It was made clear by the grunts in her ear that her new direction was working. "Are you going to cum all over my ass, sweetie?"
"Oh, fuck yes!"
"That's some big talk, but I want to see that you actually cash in." Lisa concentrated her gyrations onto the hard bar under her body. She felt his precum leaking from the tip of his cock smear all over her butt cheeks. "Ohhh, that's it, sweetie. That's what I want you to do."
"Uuuhhmm. This feels so good."
"You worked very hard today, and I want to see you make the most of this."
"I love how I'm making it wet."
"Me, too, sweetheart. But I didn't do this so you could leave a few smudges of precum on me. I want you to jizz on my ass so much that I have to spend an hour in the shower cleaning it off."
Into Lisa's ear, a panting Lenny, mumbled, "You need to bend over."
Having never grinded on a guy until he finished before, Lisa trusted hi direction. The customer's always right.
Ready to finish him off, Lisa removed her arm from his neck, and leaned forward in the chair. She immediately saw the benefit of her new position. Her legs were steady on the ground and could be used for leverage. Lisa pushed back directly onto Lenny's erection, as he held her waist.
There was so much precum that the grinding started to make a sound. "Lenny, I don't think a man has ever came more on me without actually cumming on me."
He laughed, and said he had a big load coming.
"You better, after all this work on both our parts!"



Lisa got serious again and used his abdomen to put his cock between a rock and a hard place. She grinded up and down in a tight circle. Just as she wondered how we was surviving so long, he cried out, "I'm gonna cum!"
And as Lisa had promised, she pressed her ass against the tip of his cock and made small movements until she felt liquid pump through his vein. Lisa sat there against Lenny's crotch as he moaned in relief. She felt his sticky, dense semen ejaculate onto her firm ass like clay being thrown at a wall.
She waited until he was finished with his graffiti before standing up. She stayed there for a moment to let him see what his cum looked like on her booty. Holy shit, this actually might take an hour to clean off, Lisa thought to herself as she used the TV as a mirror.
"Well, I have to go to sleep," she stated. "I have work tomorrow."
Lenny was almost asleep on the couch, but that didn't diminish his normal character traits. "Shouldn't you shower first?"
With a throaty chuckle, Lisa replied, "Shouldn't you be going home, now that our transaction is complete?"
*****
The next day at work was interesting for Lisa. She knew that when she was finished helping blue hairs go to sleep that she was going to be going on a mission as Masturbatra.
This time, she knew she could use the name and the suit without ramifications. Dressing up as a covert, erotic hero was quite a contrast next to being a nanny in an old folks' home. Though, both were important lines of work. The only difference here is that they'd be impervious to Masturbatra unless that had a dozen Viagra on them, Lisa giggled to herself.
When the workday was coming to a close, Lisa decided to go directly to the warehouse to see if there were any signs of who was stealing the jewelry. Getting her brown messenger bag out of her car, Lisa changed into her gold uniform, sans heels and mask, and put her scrubs on over it.
She went back out to her car and put on some music to pump her up- well, mainly to distract from the nerves. Here we go...
*****
It was an overcast late afternoon as Lisa's Accord pulled behind a fence at another abandoned property in another part of the old industrial park. With all of the old big buildings that were close to downtown, Lisa was surprised it wasn't gentrified yet.
In the back seat of Lisa's car, she had her messenger bag and her trench coat. A little more confident this time, Lisa decided against putting on her trench coat until she got to the warehouse. Changing in the backseat, or rather stripping in the backseat, Lisa finished by donning her gold mask.
Still getting used to the feeling of walking around in a skimpy outfit with a concealed identity, Lisa skulked behind steel drums, empty crates, and anything that would help her hide on her way over the warehouse shown in Lenny's video.
In worn paint, the faded red brick read: Merridale Chemical. There were plenty of metal doors leading into the building, along with broken windows on the second story. Lisa imagined walking in through a front door and seeing countless scowling men aim assault rifles at her. I need to see indie first.
That was when Lisa remembered what Lenny had said. How do I get onto the roof? Walking around the building, Lisa found her access point. She just hoped her stilettos would allow her to climb the ladder. How the hell does Wonder Woman do it?
Fortunately, the ladder cage gave her a sense of security in case she missed a step. After a nerve-racking three-story ascent in heels, Masturbatra was at the top of the building. Just as the pictures had shown, there was glass paneling on the roof. This allowed her to peer inside the facility.
The caped MILF's adrenaline was at its peak, as she saw down onto the ground floor of the high-vaulted building. There, standing in the middle, was a man with a shaved head. He had colorful tattoos going up his arms, and tossed on a nearby chair, was a black hoodie.
Lisa repositioned herself on the roof to another glass panel. She wanted to see exactly what he was doing. That was when shining objects caught her eye. The jewelry. But it wasn't just a few boxes; it was a mound of diamond jewels. It was obvious that Frank wasn't the only driver pocketing packages.
But the diamonds were only part of the intrigue. What gave Lisa chills was that the tattooed man was injecting diamonds with a green substance that he was syphoning from a drum. She didn't know what it was, but she knew it couldn't be good.
After watching the facility for over half an hour, it became evident that he was there alone. Thank God. Lisa knew her work just got a lot easier. She then realized she didn't know what do to if she faced many "villains" at once. Tabling that for the time being, Lisa had to figure out a point of attack.
The worst option was walking in through the front door. She knew the moment he heard the door open, he was going to panic before he could even see whom it was. It took a few minutes of searching, but Lisa found an access point through the roof.
Around the perimeter of the large building, there were lofts on the second and third floors. And underneath one of the glass panels on the roof, there was a bin of musty lab coats. From there, Lisa figured she could slide down one of the support poles.
It was a bit scary, but after lifting up one of the glass panels, Lisa jumped through and landed in the bin of lab coats just a few feet below. The noise was faint, and not enough to break the concentration of the tattooed man two floors below.
Now on the inside, Lisa gathered her wits for her descent onto the floor. She examined her costume to make sure that everything was in place. She adjusted her buoyant breasts in their golden holster, and she whisked her hair back to make it sure the slight waves were bouncy. She was ready to go.
*****
Meanwhile, Collin was in school, but his mind was somewhere else. It bothered him that his mom seemed to be keeping secrets from him. It was especially bothersome because one of his friends seemed to be having some sort of report with her behind his back. In a rash decision, Collin snuck of school after the next bell. He had to figure out what was going on.
*****
Back in the abandoned chemical pant, Lisa's clung on to the pole the size of a tree trunk. It was not slippery like she imagined, and she had to shimmy down behind the tattooed man's back. It wasn't exactly the Showgirls-esk entrance she idealized, but it was quiet and functional.
Her stilettos lightly tapped on the ground floor, and Lisa's heart pounded out of her chest. She had a decision, either start walking and let him turn around to the sound of her heels on the ground, or say something to get him to turn around. Unsure of what to do, Lisa decided to set the mood first. "Hey, sexy, what are you up to?"
It became abundantly clear that she made the wrong choice. The tattooed man was so startled that he jumped, ran towards the drum of green liquid, slid behind the other side, and yelled, "I have a gun!" All of this happened without him even seeing Lisa.
Lisa couldn't help but to break her confident, seductive character. "Please don't shoot! I'm a woman!"
The armed man poked his head out from behind the drum to test the waters. Lisa could see he had tattoos on his neck as well. After catching a glimpse of Lisa, his demeanor went from panicked, to skeptically curious. "What do you want? Step closer with your hands up!"
Doing what the threatening man asked, Lisa raised her hands and walked towards him. "I'm sorry. I'm not here to hurt you."
When he got an even better look at the frightened woman, the man stood up. "Why are you dressed like Masturbatra?"
Lisa was shocked. "What?"
"Why the fuck are you dressed like Masturbatra? You have the new version of the costume and everything? Is this some kind of joke?"
She had no answer for the line of questioning; it was so unexpected. "I uh..."
"Why are you here?"
Lisa was so focused on the black mechanism that the man was holding to his side, that she didn't even notice his growing erection.
Not wanting to say she was there to gather information about his activities, Lisa desperately said, "Yes, this was just a joke. I like to go around in public and see peoples' reaction."
That made the man even hornier, but his face was still scowling.
There was a long pause where neither of them said anything. In that time, the man was able to overcome his arousal and turn his attention back to his work. "Have you seen what I've been doing here?"
The reddening of Lisa's cheeks gave away her answer. She knew too much.
The man did not hesitate. He raised his weapon.
Seeing as she was about to be shot, Lisa ran at him to try to kick him with her pointy heel.
But the strong tattooed man saw it coming. He used his left hand to push the steel drum into Lisa's path. Her leg kicked the steel drum instead of the man, and she fell to the ground. As she screamed and tried to get up, the man aimed his weapon and shot her.
An electric pulse stunned Lisa to the ground. It was the most painful experience of her life. Lisa yelled for help faintly, as she slowly lost consciousness in a pool of green chemicals.
*****
"Uuuughh." Lisa's eyelids batted as she adjusted to the light.
The bright room first led to her to believe she had died, but as soon as she saw a fuzzy outline of a nurse walking in front of her, she realized she was in the hospital. Lisa tried to sit up, and the nurse told her to take it easy.
It took a few minutes, but Lisa was finally back to a normal state of consciousness. She was exhausted, but thinking more clearly. Despite being happy to be in a safe hospital bed, she was concerned as to how she got there.
Those concerns were muted when she saw Lenny sitting in a nearby chair. She waited until the nurse left the room. "What are you doing here?"
"I found you lying face down in the middle of the chemical plant. I had been tracking you." Lenny held up the same type of tracking chip that Lisa had planted on Frank.
Lisa was in a lot of pain in her shoulder where she was shot with the stun gun. "Am I here just because of a stun gun."
Lenny shook his head no. "That green liquid- it was a toxin."
The doctor, having heard that Lisa was okay, walked into the room. "Hi, Jennifer, I'm Doctor Kelsey Prebine. I'm glad to see you're feeling better."
Recognizing that Lenny must have given her a fake name to bury any connections, Lisa was thankful that she was practically an anonymous patient, though she had no clue how she was going to pay for the bill if it wasn't under her insurance.
The doctor continued, "You're very lucky. If you had consumed a larger amount of the toxin then you would have died."
Lisa glanced over at Lenny to see his reaction to the serious news, but his attention was somewhere else.
"We still don't know what exactly you were poisoned with, but it seems to be tagged to your DNA. There are no evident side effects, but we need you to take an abundance of caution and see a specialist until we figure out if there is any long-term harm or not."
The news was unsettling, but Lisa was glad that she was okay for the time being. "Thank you, Dr. Prebine."
After the doctor left the room, Lisa turned to her savior and said, "The doctor is in here telling me that I almost died, and you're checking out her ass?"
Lenny smiled, and was glad that Lisa was back to normal. But then he had a stark look on his face. "You can't go out there like that anymore. You have no training and no help. And you need to tell Collin."
He was right.
"And I'm paying cash from the comic book fund for your visit here. I didn't want it linked to your insurance. Collin is going to ask questions, and you need to tell him first." Knowing his friend's mom was okay, Lenny left.
The defeated erotic vigilante was left with a lot of thinking to do. She thought about what she would have done if her insurance had been used and her husband Aaron found out. She thought about how stupid she was to go into that building with no planning. She thought about why that man was injecting toxins in jewelry, what the toxin was, and if she'd be harmed by it. And most of all, she had to think of how she was going to tell Collin her secret and what's been happening.
*****
After being released from the hospital, Lisa did something she absolutely needed. She had her Uber stop at a fast food restaurant and got a burger, fries, and a shake. The yoga diet was important, but then again, she almost died.
As Lisa slurped down her vanilla shake, she wondered why the man didn't kill her. She imagined that someone who was doing an illegal activity in an abandoned building didn't want to do something so serious that it would play on all the news stations. Lisa didn't want to think immodestly, but she was sure he was aware that he couldn't kill a sexy white suburban mother and expect there not to be a manhunt.
Lisa was dropped off a couple blocks away from her parked car. It was uncomfortable of her to be near the chemical plant after what had just happened. Her shoulder hurt, but her bruised ego hurt more. Her seductive powers weren't as potent as she had thought. I got off some horny teenagers and a lonely deliveryman who hadn't seen a vagina in a year. Why would I be able to do this?
*****
Back at his house, Lenny's pupils focused on the glass tube in front of him. He carefully pipetted 1.5 milliliters of green liquid that he recovered at the scene of Lisa's injury. He then began to make us of the microscope that stepfather had gotten him for his birthday years ago. He knew he was considerably less likely to find something out about the liquid than someone with medical training, but he had to try.
*****
It was a long day for Lisa after she returned to the industrial park to get her car. She bought a new pair of tennis shoes for work, went for a walk in a park, and then went grocery shopping. Though, she knew all of those excursions were to prolong coming home to Collin.
When it was getting close to the time she usually went to bed, when Collin would likely begin worrying about her, Lisa knew she had to go home and face reality.
The house was dark and quiet when Lisa walked through the front door. She felt discomfort in her own home, like she wanted to hide. The only source of light was a glow coming from under the basement door. Collin's down there.
The guilt-ridden mom planned out what she was going to say to him for the hundredth time that day, and then walked down the stairs. But to her confusion, the basement was empty.
That was when she was grabbed from behind. "Jesus, Collin! You scared me."
The muscular young man was shirtless, and his black athletic shorts riding low on his hips showed off the V in his abs. "Hey, mom," he said flirtatiously, as he began to slowly rub his groin against her rear and kiss her neck.
Lisa had no complaints about what was going on. She swept her hair to the side to give his mouth easier access to his neck. She slowly twisted her hips. Her plans were on hold. "What are you doing to me, honey?"
"What does it feel like I'm doing? I'm turning you on so you let me make out with your pussy."
An audible moan left Lisa's lips. "Try doing it and see if I stop you."
Collin reached in front of his mom and grabbed her breasts. He massaged them as he bit into her lower neck. "You're so fucking hot."
"Oooohhhh- yeah? Why don't you tell mommy where you want her?"
She saw Collin's hand point towards the corner of the basement. "On our new bed."
The brunette MILF was pleased to see that her son took it upon himself to set the bed up on a frame and put blankets on it. "I feel bad," was Lisa's response.
"Why?"
"Because after I squirt all over your cock and your jizz leaks out of my pussy, we'll have to take all those sheets off that you spent so much time putting on."
The young stud couldn't wait any longer. He practically pushed his mom across the basement until she fell onto the bed. Lisa shed all of her clothes and lay on her back.
Collin grabbed her long legs, placed them over his shoulders, and leaned in until his lips were touching his mom's vagina.
As horny as Lisa was, her judgment got the better of her. "Wait!"
Surprised, Collin looked up at his mom.
"I have something to tell you. You might think this is a joke, but it's not."
"Okay..."
Lisa gulped and let her sexual emotions fade into the background. "I've been dishonest with you for the last few days. I'm still not sure about why I did it- but I like doing it- but I don't know if I'll ever do it again."
"What?"
"I have kind of actually been Masturbatra... like a real-life version. I already went on a couple missions, and something horrible almost happened to me. And Lenny already knows because I had him do some work for me and he figured it out."
She looked up to see that her son's face was blank. Lisa frantically tried to justify things to her son. "Listen, I don't expect you to forgive me right away, or accept what I've done. I'm so, so, so sorry that I didn't tell you. I love you, but it was just so hard to say something. I had to try to do it, and I thought maybe you'd stop me- though maybe that would have been a good thing. Anyway, I'm just sorry."
Lisa analyzed her son's face again for some sort of reaction. Then, out of nowhere, he grinned from cheek to cheek and began to chuckle. "Yeah, mom, I know you're Masturbatra."
"Wai- what?" That was not the response she expected.
Collin was still laughing. "What, do you think Lenny carried you to the hospital?! And then do you think he took your clothes off and brought you spare ones from the house?"
Lisa looked bewilderedly at the clothes she had tossed to the side of the bed. She hadn't even thought of where they came from, or what had come of her Masturbatra suit.
Her son could tell that was what was going through her mind. "You really should have read more comics before starting this. You are making rookie mistakes."
Thankful to see her son in a good nature, Lisa took advantage of the opportunity to build back their relationship. "Well to be fair, every time you read me Masturbatra comics I was focused on something else that needed my attention."
Collin laughed.
"So, you aren't mad?" Lisa wanted to clarify.
"I wish you had told me earlier, but I get why you didn't. I actually think it's pretty cool, and pretty hot."
"I do, too." She smiled. But something was still pressing on Lisa's mind. "So how did you find out? Did Lenny tell you?"
"No, I actually figured it out about two minutes before Lenny called me in a panic." Collin stepped away to pull something off a nearby shelf. "You were acting so weird that it was bothering me. I left school early and I went searching in your room..."
Lisa glared at her son and was about to open her mouth and say something about his decisions. But he gave her a you-have-a-no-room-to-talk look, and continued, "And I found this."
Collin handed Lisa a 4X6 piece of photo paper.
"Oh, wow," was Lisa's reaction. "Yeah, uh, that's not the way I would have wanted you to find out."
"No, but now you have a good story to tell me. Who was he? How did you do it? How did he react? Did you plan on letting him finish there?"
Lisa was thrilled to see how captivated Collin was in the story behind her chest selfie. She began telling her son about how Eliza had called her about the deliveryman. She went on and on. Collin was in disbelief that the same man was in the house to deliver the mattress they were on.



As Lisa explained her seduction tactics, Collin rubbed her pussy with two fingers while he stroked himself with his other hand. Finally, Lisa came to the explosive conclusion, and asked her son if he was going to continue where he left off with his mouth.
The wise 18 year old explained, "You just admitted that you lied to me, you licked a stranger's cock and then let him into our home, you let my friend walk in here in the middle of the night so he could cum on your ass- and yes he told me about that, and now you expect me to reward you?"
Well when you nitpick details you can make anything look bad. "You're right. I let you down. I'll leave the decision of what to do with me in your hands."
"Do you like doggy style?" Her son asked unaware that it was her favorite position.
Since Lisa knew where he was going with it, she rolled over on the massive bed, and got up on her elbows and knees. She spread her legs far enough apart for him to have access.
Without delay, Collin got on his knees behind his mom and slid his erect cock into her pussy. He pushed it in until his groin was snug against her ass. "Oooh, fuck!" Lisa screamed.
Loving having his mom as his sexual partner, Collin leaned over her, pressing his chest into her back, and whispered into her ear, "I want to pound you until your elbows give out and your body is being smooshed into the mattress."
That caused even more warm juice to flow into Lisa's steaming cunt. She looked back at her son and they made out with his cock buried inside of her. "You can pound me as hard as you want, as long as you make sure I fall asleep tonight with you still inside me."
"Ah, so Masturbatra's going to spend her first night in her new lair?"
"Oh, you mean the Cum Cave? Yeah, of course. Why wouldn't I spend every night next to my man?"
With that, Collin began thrusting his cock back and forth into his mom's strong vaginal muscles, which gripped him each time he entered.
After just a couple minutes, Lisa, who had a huge day, decided to just let her body fall onto the mattress and let her son have his way with her. He was clearly an endless stream of horny energy, and she was more than satisfied to let him pound the frustrations of the day out of her while she bit onto a pillow as an outlet for her sexual charges.
Collin fucked her pussy at a rapid pace while he squeezed her breast, and occasionally, groped her ass. "Oooh, mom! I'm gonna cum soon!"
Taking her teeth off the pillow, Lisa cried out, "OH YES! Cum in me, love. As deep as you can!"
She encouraged Collin to the finish line. She tensed her body and prepared for the final rough thrusts.
A sweating Collin growled as his muscles tightened, and he made on final deep thrust into his mom. Lisa cooed as she felt her son's sperm fire inside of her. But to her surprise, he slowly slid his shaft out as he released his load. He left his tip at the entrance to her pussy.
Finally, he was finished. A spent Lisa smiled to herself, and asked out loud, "Leaving mommy a cream pie?"
Collin grinned. "Wait, I have an idea."
He sprinted up the stairs and was back in no more than twenty seconds.
Lisa turned around to see him with the bag she kept her instant camera in. "I wanted to capture another important moment in Masturbatra history- the christening of the Cum Cave."
"Great minds think a like," Lisa smirked, as she spread her legs wider to permit the photo.
When the picture came out, Collin commented, "Perfect! This is a good second moment."
"Third."
"What?"
"A good third moment," the mom corrected her son. "Check the bottom of the bag."
Collin reached into an area of the bag he didn't have time to inspect earlier. He pulled out a photo of his mom's blue nightie barely covering her ass. And on the lower half of her ass was Lenny's jizz.
"The first lead," Lisa explained.
Shaking his head laughing, Collin climbed under the covers with his mom. "You really are something else."
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::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Hey Emma!
I'm so glad I was finally able to contact you after all of these years. I can't believe you're not on social media or anything. I was starting to think I might never get to talk to my old BFF ever again. We have SO much to catch up on!
My boyfriend, Brad, and I are having a special dinner party at my house this Saturday starting at 8. It should be just couples, so you have to bring a date. I hear that won't be a problem for you since you're married and have kids now! WHAT?! Obviously, no kids, just adults - It wouldn't be appropriate to have them running around, would it? Lol.
Gah! I'm so excited that we get to see each other again. It will be just like the good ole days ;) Please let me know that you can come. I hope to see you! (My address is attached below and so is the invitation response button).
XOXOXO
Allison
Emma was staggered by the e-vite she had read on her phone. It had been 20 years since she had last seen or heard from her best friend from back in college. Now, out of nowhere, they had the ability to reconnect over dinner.
Emma had first met Allison in freshman year. She had walked into her new dorm room and was immediately impressed by Allison's fiery red hair. The two roommates hit it off right away, and they ended up living together for their final three years. The inseparable pair (at least they were back then) were infamous, really. Their minds and words were their greatest assets, though they had other prominent features in stiff competition.
Standing in her kitchen, in a loose-fitting gray cardigan and dress pants, Emma shook her head, almost trying to shake out the incoming flood of memories which reminded her of who she once was. A lot had changed in her life since then.
Emma had made a conscious life-decision to change after college. The 42-year-old woman, who now wore her dark-colored hair in a bun, met her husband, Tom, at her college graduation. He was in attendance to watch his younger cousin walk across the stage. He ended up watching Emma as well.
Emma's parents encouraged her to take the young and successful pharmaceutical salesman seriously. Unfortunately, before their first date, Tom's cousin told him of all of the sultry rumors regarding Emma, her friend, and countless men. Sensing unease, Emma dismissed the rumors as a result of her going to a large school with bored students. Tom bought it, but that close call taught Emma a lesson. If she was ever going to live the stereotypical American dream, she needed to change her ways.
Thank god. The phone rang, interrupting her uncomfortable reminiscing. It was a welcomed distraction until Emma read the caller ID. Tiffany.
There were many ways to describe Emma and Tiffany's relationship. But the most commonly used term thrown around by each of them was "passive-aggressive."
Tiffany Lee had gone to school with Emma and Allison, but they ran in different circles. The great student and, as Allison liked to call her, "Little Miss Perfect," was forever judgmental of Emma and Allison's lifestyle choices. Tiffany frequently called the roommates sluts behind their backs. But due to sharing many classes and working on projects together, the three of them had to be "friends."
Helping to stoke Tiffany's air of superiority was that she was a considerably better student that Emma and Allison. She also had boobs that were just big enough to overcome her personality and earn her a well-to-do doctor for a boyfriend.
"Hey, Tiffany, how are you?" Emma started the conversation with her longtime acquaintance, who now lived just down the street (in a larger home, of course).
"I'm good, Emma. It was such a pleasure having you and Tom over for dinner last week. It was so good to hear Kyle was able to get into that state school. I'm sure you were as nervous as we were when Patrick was applying early decision to Harvard." Some things from college were still the same.
Since Emma and Tiffany both had sons the same age, they naturally lived out their not-so-friendly feud through their boys. When Kyle would get second in a hockey tournament, Patrick would win a mathlete competition. When Kyle would get a B in chemistry, Patrick got an A in AP Chemistry. When Kyle was focused on girls, Patrick was focused on mastering piano. Tiffany liked to say that she and her husband "had a better one."
This phone call from Tiffany surely was not just to chitchat.
"So anyway," Tiffany continued in her elitist tone, "I just happened to get invited to yet another party at Allison Donovan's. Do you remember her from college?" She knew Emma remembered her.
The conservative housewife retorted, "I do remember her, we were best friends. And it just so happens that I was invited as well."
"Oh, really?? Will you and Tom be going?"
It clearly wasn't the answer that Tiffany was expecting. And Emma was excited to point out that she was on the same plane. She was curious, though, as to what Tiffany meant by "yet another party." Regardless, she smiled, "Of course we're going."
"Huh. I'm surprised she invited you, especially after all these years," Tiffany pondered. "Allison's boyfriend actually works with Choi, and Allison had never mentioned wanting to invite you before."
Emma defended, "Allison and I were best friends. Why wouldn't I go to her party when invited?"
"Well, I know that...It's just that...never mind. I just didn't know you two were still friends. Maybe these last few years I have misjudged you." Emma was confused by Tiffany's response, but she believed that Tiffany was finally starting to see her as an equal peer.
*****
"I can't go to that."
"What?" Emma was crushed. Later in the night, Tom informed her that he'd be away all weekend on a sales trip. She begged him to call in sick or take a vacation day.
"Why is this so important to you? You can meet up with her another time. You just said she only lives an hour away."
Tom neither understood nor cared about his wife's additional desires to keep up with Tiffany and to prove to her that she was fit to breathe the same air as her. If Emma failed to show up, she would never hear the end of it from her neighbor.
"Never mind, then. It's okay. If you can't go, then you can't go."
Dealing with the reality that she would have to go alone, the disappointed wife became even more disappointed when she reread the invitation. Allison explicitly said that she wanted it to be a couples' dinner, so she had to bring a date. Maybe I can take one of Tom's friends, Emma joked. She then seriously considered it before realizing it would make her husband too uncomfortable.
Emma checked the email on her phone again. She knew how she could go to the party. The only issue was that she was concerned about her ability to drag her potential date to the event. Talking to him recently, it was like pulling teeth.
*****
"Kyle, sweetie. Can you come down here?" Emma called for her son. It was early on Saturday afternoon after her husband left for his trip.
It had been three months since the incident - three months since Emma had walked into her son's room one day when he was at school. But when she opened his door to grab his dirty laundry, the surprised mom found out that he was not at school. He was standing in the middle of his bedroom with a horrified look on his face.
Just feet below his terrified eyes there was the back of a female classmate's head. It was moving to and fro as the accompanying brunette hair was held in place with Kyle's hands.
Emma was frozen in place as she made eye contact with her son. The poor girl was oblivious as to what was going on above her head. It was never a secret to Emma that her son was sexually active. With his short, neatly trimmed dirty blonde hair and his athletic build, he caught the eyes of many girls in his high school. But to see it right in front of her was sobering for Emma.
To make matters worse, the young woman down on her knees, pulled her mouth away to ask, "You like when I suck that big cock of yours, don't you?"
An already petrified Kyle became even more overwhelmed. Emma didn't know what to do. She didn't want to embarrass the young woman (God knows she herself was in that situation many times), and she was speechless - unable to say anything to her son. So, the stunned mom simply walked away without making a sound.
The mom and son never talked about what happened, which in retrospect was a mistake. The relationship was awkward, and Emma felt like she may have scarred her son permanently when it came to sexual relations.
Even more awkwardly, Emma could not get the scene out of her mind, and she could not figure out why. On most nights, Emma had to envision herself standing in the doorway and watching that girl's head pleasuring her son.
Now, today, she had to move beyond the small talk that they had been sticking to for the last three months. Emma hoped that it would not be too awkward. The invitation said it was a party for adults, and Kyle was technically an adult. But his best quality as a date was that he was literally the only adult she could think to take that would not make her husband uncomfortable. I hope Allison doesn't mind the loophole.
Kyle, with a guarded nature, trudged down the stairs. "What's going on? I was playing video games with friends."
"You have friends over?" Emma noted how even though he was filling out into adulthood, he was still playing video games in his room like he did when he was growing up.
"No," he chuckled at how his less tech-savvy mom. "I'm playing with them online."
"Oh, okay. I was going to say. So...umm... Could you do me a big favor?" The tension between them was on full display.
"What is it?" Ever since the incident, Kyle was wary of his mom's impending questions as if she was still waiting to punish him.
Emma sighed. "Your father is out of town, and I have to go to a dinner party tonight. Can you go with me?"
Kyle's face indicated that he was less than thrilled. "Why do I have to go?"
His mom spared him the details. "Because your father is gone, the invitation requires me to bring a guest, and nobody else can go. And I already told people I was going, so I'm locked in. Please do this for me." She could still see her son's deep-set hazel eyes that he was not convinced. "I'll even buy you the video game of your choice."
Though he was not psyched about spending the evening listening to his mom's friends talk about politics over dinner, he recognized that doing this favor for his mom was a way to ensure that he was in the clear for playing hooky with his classmate. Plus, he wanted the video game. "Ok, I'll go."
"Great! Dress nicely. The party is at 8, so be ready to leave at 7."
*****
Stressed out about the fact that she would be the only person there without her actual partner as well as the evening in general, Emma tapped her foot as she waited for Kyle to meet her downstairs so they could leave.
Emma felt pressure to dress remarkably conservatively. She wanted to show Allison that she had changed since they last saw each other. And she wanted to erase Tiffany's mental image of what she and Allison used to be like when they were together.
Wearing her dark hair in a bun, along with a wool skirt that went to her shins, black heels, and her loose red sweater which was accented by the white collar of her blouse, Emma was nearly out-of-period conservative. The only makeup she wore was mascara and blush.
As Kyle came downstairs, he showed his mom a questioning look. He was used to seeing his mom dress on the less-revealing side, but today she went an extra step. However, the look he gave her was nothing compared to the look she gave him.
"You're wearing that?!"
Kyle looked down at his sky blue polo, dark blue jeans, and brown casual dress shoes. "Yeah, why?" He knew there was a disparity with how they dressed.
A frustrated Emma glanced at her phone screen. It's frickin' 7:05. There's no time for him to change. "God damn it, Kyle," she groaned. "Well, it's going to be your embarrassment when you're there underdressed."
*****
They arrived at the party a tad late.
Allison and Brad lived on a quiet, wooded street. Their house was sided with wood and evoked a woodsy feel. A handwritten note on the door instructed guests to walk right in.
A bit nervous to see her friend again, and not sure how her old friend would take her showing up with Kyle, Emma opened the door. The first notable sensation was the house's rustic smell. There was almost a hippie-ish vibe. The burning incense gave it an earthy flavor that matched the outside aesthetic.
Nobody was there to greet them at the door, but Emma heard talking in the back. She walked towards the voices - Kyle following her without much enthusiasm. They soon found themselves at one threshold to the kitchen, which was full of party guests talking.
Ah, shit. Emma instantly felt out of place.
Kyle whispered a smart-aleck comment, "You said I'm the one who would be embarrassed?"
Examining the room, all of the dozen or so guests were dressed less formally. As people noticed the mom and son, they shot them an odd look, and then hesitantly came up and introduced themselves.
There were Evan and Sarah, who were a married couple in their forties. They were dressed nicely but casually. Gary and his wife Melinda, who were in their late thirties, had a punk vibe to them. Melinda had on a tight black v-neck and jeans. John and Caroline were older but still in good shape for their age. Austin and Jessica were both dressed more formally but in a more modern, form-fitted way. Austin was in a nice collared shirt, and Jessica was a brunette in a shapely red cocktail dress and red lipstick. There was also RJ and Denise, a couple in their early thirties. RJ had a polo stretching around his round stomach. And his wife Denise donned a tight white dress that one would normally wear to a club, which accented her dark skin nicely.
It was a wide selection of people of different backgrounds, and Emma wondered how they all knew Allison. For some reason, likely because of Tiffany being invited as well, Emma had assumed that the party would be mostly former classmates. Emma didn't know if the strangers were giving her odd looks for her attire or because she was there with her son. It's probably both.
Emma noticed Kyle's mood was improving. But then she saw why, as he was clearly staring at Denise's apple bottom butt in her tight white cashmere dress as she walked away. The understanding mother avoided her instinct to nudge her son back to reality, figuring she had already made things awkward enough between them by catching him in a sexualized activity. Then suddenly, Denise turned her head around and caught Kyle staring at her. Emma fretted that her decision to ignore her son's gazing had backfired. But Denise played it cool, just smiling back at him before turning away.
As if there was not enough stress already, like clockwork, Tiffany rounded the corner at the other kitchen entrance. Tiffany, blinking and giving her neighbor the strangest look she had gotten yet, approached Emma. Though, it was expected that Tiffany would have the most judgmental reaction to Emma's decision. "I see you brought Kyle tonight."
In an attempt to explain away her adversary's facial expression, Emma oversold, "Well, Tom had an important business meeting. Sometimes the company just can't function without him. So my son is my date for the evening."
What ticked off Emma even more than Tiffany's judgmental eyes was that Kyle was now checking out Tiffany, too. Emma, though, couldn't blame her son too much. Ironically, Tiffany, who had criticized Emma and Allison for dressing like sluts in college, was in a tight, black leather dress that showed off a lot of leg. It was a lot different from her wardrobe at her dinner parties when she and Tom came over. Then again, Allison was always less formal.
Tiffany shot another look at Emma, and shrugged, "And you continue to surprise me... Well, you always had interesting standards when it came to guys you took on dates. I guess if he has nothing better to do on a Saturday night, and you think he can behave himself in front of the adults, I guess it's harmless to bring him - just interesting."
Kyle was too distracted to realize the insult to his character. Emma, though, was pissed off at the comments. She knew it was a faux pas to bring a highschooler to a dinner party, but Tiffany was going too far by suggesting her son was incapable of behaving himself in social situations.
Finally, like an oasis in the desert, Emma spotted Allison. The two long-lost friends were giddy to see each other and practically ran into each other's arms. As they hugged, they asked each other a thousand questions, as Kyle stood there bored out of his mind.
When she was ready to introduce Allison and Kyle, Emma, once again, caught her son peeking at another female. This time she noticed Kyle locking eyes with Allison's breasts, which were jiggling in an apricot dress. It was a bit more cleavage than one would expect for a get-together, but this was Allison.
Checking with her hand to make sure her bun was still holding together, Emma asked Allison politely, "Wow, there are a lot of new people here. I was under the impression that this was going to be a college reunion type thing. But I guess I'll get to meet some new people tonight."
Allison laughed, "Haha. Well, I don't think I know enough people from college like that to invite them to our parties."
"Yeah, I don't know many people from college anymore either. I mean, we aren't as close of friends as we used to be, but I'm so glad we can catch up now. I had no clue you were living only an hour away."
"Well, I had no clue until a few days ago. I can't believe we fell out of touch! It's mainly my fault for moving to Seattle for a while. Tiffany and her husband I reconnected with through Brad. And Tiffany actually wanted to come to our last few parties when Brad asked Choi. People do change." Allison displayed a shocked face. Emma, though, almost laughed because it seemed that Allison had not changed. "And I actually got your email address from a friend of mine working in alumni relations. I have been scouring the Internet trying to find you! I've been asking Tiffany at all my parties if she knew how to reach you, but she said she had no clue how. I even checked my usual sites hoping you'd pop up there, ha-ha."
Emma bit her lip at the bitchy lie Tiffany had told Allison, but she chose not to open a can of worms. "Yeah, I really need to be on networking sites more often. My kids always tell me how lame I am for not being on them."
After a puzzled expression, Allison laughed off Emma's response. She turned her attention to the young man standing beside her friend. "So, who is this young stud you have with you?"
Grinning proudly at how at least Allison believed Kyle was a fitting replacement for Tom, the married woman answered, "This handsome young man is my son, Kyle. I hope it's okay that I brought him. My husband had to work, so I had him step in."
Allison's eyes went wide.
Emma swiftly justified, "It's okay I brought him, right? You said no kids, but he's 18, so technically he is an adult, ha-ha."
A wicked smile swept across Allison's face. "It is definitely okay that you brought your son. I was expecting a husband or boyfriend, so it's just very unexpected. It's just nice to see that a son is comfortable going to a party with his mom."



Emma beamed with pride, "Well, my family is very close."
"I can see that. I'm jealous. I wasn't sure whether you'd still be like you were in college or not, but this answers my question."
Once again, interpreting her friend's small talk, Emma joked, "Yeah, let's just say I'm a little different now."
Allison agreed, "Well, that's pretty obvious."
The two old friends smiled at each other with pride, though for different reasons.
*****
Dinner was served in the dining room after everyone sat down. There was not much of an entre. The meal was mainly appetizer-type snack food. Most people ate rather lightly.
The whole time, the other eight couples took turns glancing at Emma and Kyle. Emma felt bad and blamed herself for being the one to not bring her significant other. Her choice of date seemed to be throwing off the atmosphere and balance of the evening.
Over dinner, Emma learned more about the other couples and realized that most of the people were friends Allison and her boyfriend had met over the years. Allison and Brad had even been the ones to set up Austin to Jessica.
Feeling less self-conscious as the initial awkwardness faded, the mother turned her attention back toward her son. She had been worried that Kyle would be bored the whole evening. But she could see that wasn't the case because every time she turned to his face, he was checking out the other women in their more revealing clothing. Emma giggled to herself that he probably hadn't masturbated in a while. Oh well, at least he won't be bored.
Later in the meal though, the mother actually found herself being self-conscious again, but now it was because of the attention that her son was giving the other women. Back at home, when she would wear workout clothes, Kyle would often peek at her breasts in her sports bra. Emma knew it was innocent and natural for men's eyes to be drawn to every ass and chest they saw like a magnet to metal. But she still took it as a sign that she was looking hot that day.
Emma wasn't getting any glances today. There was too much competition in the room from the more revealingly dressed women. It was also a little disheartening because Kyle was, after all, her date.
Everybody helped consume the last of the snacks and wine. Allison's boyfriend, Brad, took note, "I see everybody is wrapping up. Let's say everybody meets in the living room in 10 minutes and we'll get started." There was a buzz of excitement around the table and the faces lit up.
Emma turned to her son as if he understood the vague message. Are they serving the actual entre in the living room? Is there a game on TV? What's on TV Saturday night? Are we playing a game?
"Maybe we're about to be inducted into a cult," Kyle softly quipped. Emma considered that he might be right. Allison used to be rather impressionable.
After everyone else had left the table and filtered out from the room, Emma approached Allison and prodded, "So what exactly do you have planned for the rest of the evening?"
Allison smiled back, "Well, it's hard to plan out exactly what will happen. But if I know you like I think I do, I'm sure you'll enjoy our next activity. You do look a little nervous though for some reason. Are you okay?"
"Yeah, it's just that I'm not as good in social situations without Tom."
"Well," answered Allison, "You have your muscular stud of a son you can rely on."
Emma was a little taken aback by the descriptive compliment, but she played along. "Well if I didn't know any better, Allison, I'd say you were just talking about my son in a dreamy tone."
"Oh come on. Can you blame me? Ha-ha. Tell me you haven't noticed how much of a handsome young hunk he has turned into."
Still staggered, Emma turned to her son and studied him. The proud mother had to agree with the spirit of her friend's remark. "Yeah, he is an attractive young man."
Allison reminisced. "Be honest, back in the day, if a guy like that walked into our room for a party, you would've been on your knees before you even caught his name."
"Allison!" Emma jolted, "First of all, let's not talk about our college days like that anymore. And secondly, let's just agree that it's inappropriate to say something like that to me about my own son."
The unmarried friend defended with a smile, "Well you didn't find it too inappropriate to bring him to this party. Though, I do like how you didn't deny what I said." She winked.
Emma was left alone in the dining room.
"Alright, everybody, get in here! It's time to start," Brad announced.
*****
Emma joined everyone else in the living room. The couples were all sitting next to each other on the chairs and sofas. Emma sat next to Kyle on a polyester couch. Brad held an empty, clear fishbowl in his hands while Allison counted small white strips of printer paper - a pen in her right hand.
"You all know the drill, Ladies," Brad began, "just write your name on a strip of paper, fold it up, and drop it in the bowl." He lifted the fishbowl, "Mens' pick tonight."
Kyle turned to his mom and whispered, "Oooh! A battle of the sexes."
Emma snarked back and ribbed, "If it is, you're going down, mister!"
The stack of small papers and the pen made its way around the room. Each woman wrote down her name on a strip of paper. The papers were soon followed by the bowl, and each female dropped in her name.
Emma peered around the room. You could have cut the tension with a knife. There were anxious smiles and bright eyes on the face of each person. Hands were rubbing together. Everyone was jittery and trying to contain their excitement. Emma saw one of the women reassuringly touch the top of her chest, which was red. She then noticed a growing bulge in the pants of a redneck man sitting to the side of her. Her eyes then met Allison's. Allison gave her another wink. Emma recognized her face. It was a face she had seen many times before.
Holy fuck... The realism of the situation hit Emma instantly, like a ton of bricks. How the FUCK was I this fucking stupid? Something in the house had seemed off the whole night, and in every interaction, she had felt like she was on a different wavelength. Everything made sense. The thought had never entered her mind. Everyone's shock to see her with her son made sense. I fucking took my son to swingers' party.
Emma was in a state of shock. She was horrified and virtually paralyzed with fear. It was an unimaginable situation. The married mother was at a swinging party with her own son as her date. Aside from the embarrassment, cheating on Tom was unimaginable. And she didn't want Kyle thinking his parents had that type of relationship or that this was a common practice for adults.
The question was how to leave the party without ruining her rekindling efforts with Allison, and more importantly, without looking bad in front of Tiffany (who Emma suddenly felt like she didn't even know anymore). Emma turned to her son sitting next to her. Kyle was still oblivious as to what was going on. She nudged him to get his attention, but he was so engrossed in the early stages of the "game."
"Ok. It looks like all of the names are in the bowl," Brad announced. "Gary, you get the first pick, and we will go counterclockwise."
Gary, wearing all black, reached for the bowl and placed it on his lap. While Gary's hand grasped a piece of folded white paper, Emma noticed Kyle staring down the cleavage of Gary's wife, Melinda.
It dawned on Emma that this type of party was the dream for a horny young man like her son. But he was too young, and she was too horrified by the event to stay. She was no longer college-aged like he was. Like mother like son.
The mother tugged on her son's arm as Gary called out, "Well it looks like I'll be stealing the host away!" He presented the name, "Allison," written on the paper. A couple of the men were subtly upset that they were not the ones that chose the redhead, who was known to be a fun time. "Ooooh," people teased as if they were second graders finding out that two classmates have a crush on each other.
Gary walked towards Allison and they hugged. Allison mentioned to Brad, "I'll take him to our room if you don't mind."
Kyle's eyes whipped around to his mom's. He realized exactly what was going on. He witnessed the terror on her face. His mom grabbed his arm again.
Emma looked at Allison and hastily exclaimed, "Tom just texted me that he left the stove on, and I need to get home to make sure my home doesn't burn down!" The excuse was cliché, and it sounded a little frantic.
"That sounds like something your husband would do. You have an electric stove, so I'm sure everything will be fine. You can stay," explained Tiffany.
"No, we really should go. I am not prepared to lose my house in a fire."
"I'm sure it's not that big of a deal, Mom," Kyle spoke up. Emma stared incredulously at her son. She knew he knew what type of party it was. She knew he knew that she was trying to make him leave. He wanted to stay and have sex with one of the attractive women at the party. How dare he? Does he honestly think he's not gonna get in trouble?
It then became clear to Emma that, for Kyle, the experience of her walking on him in his girlfriend did not scar him as much as it scarred her. Emma also remembered that her son was a horny guy - once his mind found a clear path to pussy, he no longer stopped to think about anything else but that. He wasn't thinking about the consequences.
Emma tried to press her point. "It's probably not a big deal, but I don't want to take the risk. I'm sure we could do this again another time." Kyle knew there wouldn't be another time.
Allison chimed in, "Well, if you have to go, at least leave Kyle. It would be unfair to take him away from all these lovely ladies." All of the women giggled, and Emma had a feeling that Allison wanted Kyle there so that she could have her way with him.
But Emma believed she was about to outsmart her longtime friend. "I would let him stay, but we drove here together. If I left, he would have no way of getting home. So looks like we have to get going, Kyle."
"Hey, don't you live in Springfield?" The punk-looking man questioned Emma. Emma nodded her head in affirmation. "We have to drive through Springfield anyway. We'll just drop him off. It will be no problem at all."
"That's no nice of you to offer but I couldn't inconvenience you."
"Trust me. We'd love to drop him off. It would be a shame if both of you had to miss the fun over a turned knob on a stove. I won't take no for an answer."
"We could always bring him home. And we could have Choi check your stove now. You're not trying to ditch out on us are you?" Tiffany interrogated.
"Of course not," answered Emma. She feigned laughter, holding her composure in light of Tiffany's challenging stare.
"Yeah, Mom, I'll just ride home with one of them. You can go home if you feel you need to."
Emma shot daggers at her son. She looked at him in almost a threatening way for trying to get rid of her while he stayed. But again, her anger had no effect on him because he didn't care about the consequences.
"Well, then I guess it's goodbye, Emma. I'm sad to see you go, but we'll do this again real soon," Allison lamented.
Emma could not leave her son there alone in that situation. She was torn. She only had three options: She had to leave her son in the middle of a swingers party to have sex with strangers whom she still was unsure about; she had to admit that she was uncomfortable with the party, pull Kyle out of there while looking like an idiot, and embarrass herself in front of Allison and Tiffany; or she could stay with Kyle and then be put in a position where she had to get another man off. All of the eyes in the room were on her, pressuring her to make a decision.
"Hold on a second," she held up a finger. Emma walked into the other room and pretended to make a phone call. In a miraculous turn of events, she came back two minutes later and announced, "Thank god. I got a hold of my neighbor, and he'll check the stove."
"That's great!" exclaimed Allison.
"Good, that would have been a shame," chimed another voice.
"Which neighbor?" pressed Tiffany.
"Just a couple houses down. So who's picking next?" Emma was quick to change the subject from the interrogation as she sat back down next to Kyle. She noticed a sizeable tent in his jeans as well. I wouldn't be able to get him out of here, even if his room were engulfed in flames.
"Next up is Evan," announced Allison, as Gary passed the bowl. Evan, the 45-year-old computer programmer pulled a name out of the bowl. All of the men were leaning forward in anticipation in hopes that he wouldn't choose the woman they had their eye on.
The men looked around and studied the remaining females as inconspicuously as they could. Emma thought how inconsiderate it was of the men to show that much excitement in front of their partners. Emma admittedly found herself concerned that she wasn't being ogled at because of her choice of more conservative attire.
"Emma!" Evan announced with not a lot of passion. The mom was shocked. Kyle turned to her with his mouth wide open. He had only been thinking about himself getting laid. He seemed to forget that his mother had to be chosen.
Emma didn't know what to say to her son. Evan stood up, and under the pressure of the group, she followed his motion. They walked towards each other and hugged. She could see a little bit of disappointment on his face as he looked down at her chest and couldn't get any sort of idea as to how nice her chest was. Hey, asshole, if you think you're disappointed now, just wait until we go upstairs you get nothing.
There was no way she was going to actually do anything with him. As Evan hugged Emma, he felt her body against his and a massive grin shot across his face. Under his choice's conservative dress was a bombshell body that went with her attractive face. He hit the jackpot.
"We'll go up to the guest room!" exclaimed Evan, with newfound vigor.
Emma tried to say something to Kyle as Evan tugged her away from the couch, but nothing came out. It happened so fast.
Just a few minutes ago she was about to leave, and now a stranger was guiding her up wooden stairs, down a hallway, and into a bedroom that had a funky theme and two full mattresses.
Evan locked the door behind them. "So... How do you want to do this? I like to make out first. It usually makes the girl feel more comfortable."
"Evan, no, no, no," Emma waved her hands as she turned her head.
"Oh, so you just wanna get right into it?"
"No, no! Definitely not. I don't want to do anything."
"Wait! What?! Why the hell not? This is what the party is for. In this game, you do things with the person who you match with. What, did you not know what you were getting into?"
Emma lied. "No, it's not that."
"Is it that you're too repulsed by me for even a quickie?"
"No! No! It has nothing to do with you. It's just that I - as all of you know, I'm here with my son-"
"Which is crazy, but pretty awesome."
"Regardless... My husband is not here, and I just realized that I'm not comfortable doing this with my son here." Emma searched for a good excuse without admitting it would be cheating on her husband.
The aroused man was looking for the right answers to get Emma to cave in. "Who cares if your son's here? It's not like he's in this room. Right now he's probably off in another room in the house banging some other woman. And I can guarantee you he's not gonna stop himself because you're here. He's not thinking about you right now. He's thinking about him and who he is about to fuck."
Emma's mind immediately went to a mental image of Allison riding on top of her son in the way she used to ride guys on the lacrosse team in their college dorm room. And then it got worse, she imagined Tiffany being pounded by her son and him enjoying it. The thought of him enjoying giving Tiffany pleasure made Emma's blood boil, even though it was just a one in six chance.
"Still, I just don't think I can do it."
"Think about it this way. I chose your name. These are the rules. If I tell Allison and everyone else about this, they'll make you leave immediately. Not doing anything would be unfair, and your son would still probably believe we did something and that you just had me try to convince everyone we didn't. Everybody, including your son, already thinks we are doing something, so we might as well do it and play by the rules."
Emma was out of good responses. Even if she was able to talk her way out of the room, her son could very well be in another room himself. Evan was right. She chose to stay at the party, and she knew this was a possibility. No doubt Kyle's opinion of her had already changed because reality is more perception than it is truth. Still, Emma just couldn't bear the thought of cheating on Tom.
What the hell is even going on tonight. "How about you settle for a handjob?" It was cheating, but, as she had to convince herself, barely.
The frustrated man released a gritty sigh. He looked at Emma. "I will agree to a handjob on one condition. When I hugged you, I could feel you had a knockout body under those loose clothes." Emma felt an abrupt ego boost from the compliment. "Take off the sweater and undershirt so I can look at your beautiful rack during the handjob."
Emma was startled by the condition. Evan watched as his partner had a debate in her own mind. "Oh c'mon!" he pleaded, "I had just one condition for a handjob at a sex party."
"Alright, alright," Emma nodded in agreement. She realized how ridiculous it would be if she didn't grant his one condition after he had already settled so much. She rationalized that she still wouldn't be naked and that it wouldn't be much different than wearing a bikini.
"While you get yourself situated, I'm going to get a glass of water. I've been sweating since we started the selection process," he chuckled. "Do you want one as well?"
"I'm fine, but thanks."
Evan went downstairs as Emma began to untuck her undershirt.
*******
Downstairs, the game was still going on as a result of joking, stories, and rumors being told between each turn.
"Done already?!" Melinda, the punk-rock wife, quipped as Evan trotted down the staircase.
"Ha, Ha, Ha," Evan replied sarcastically, but with a mild appreciation for the burn. "I'm just getting a drink of water first so that I'm hydrated and ready to go the distance." He made it seem as if he was going to pound Emma's pussy. Then again, there was no reason for anybody at the party to expect anything different. Kyle was looking up at him with an uncomfortable gaze since he was the man who was about to fuck his mom.
Brad noticed the awkward glance, and he decided to grant his girlfriend's friend's son some mercy. "Well, we've been dragging this on long enough. Kyle, it looks like it's your turn."
Kyle's facial expression turned on a dime. His hands trembled as he grabbed the bowl from the floor and placed it on his lap. He had never experienced an experienced woman before. There were four women left in the room. It was Melinda, who had a tan chest that was popping out of a tight shirt; Caroline, who was a woman in her mid-fifties who definitely looked as though she knew how to do everything in bed well from years of practice; Tiffany, who Kyle had always found to be fit, hot, and, as his friends always mentioned, "had big boobs for an Asian" upon which her jet-black hair sometimes rested; and there was Jessica, who was staring at the young arm candy in a sultry manner as though she was about to pounce on him.
Kyle knew he could not go wrong. He reached into the bowl and chose a piece of paper. There was an unbreakable tension in the room. The 18-year-old unfolded the slip and rotated it so the letters were facing up. Blood rushed into his cock, and the tent clearly reappeared in his pants. But he didn't care. "Tiffany!" he exclaimed.



Allison applauded. The other women seemed disappointed, including Tiffany, who always saw Kyle as a rival to her son, Patrick. Despite his family being a little "beneath" her, Tiffany recognized that Kyle was a handsome and physically blossoming young man. He had a strong body, cut jaw, and a charming, easygoing disposition. Still, she wasn't thrilled about allowing the boy - the one who she rooted against vicariously through her son - to find pleasure inside of her.
Tiffany's husband had been gone since the last round, and Kyle was glad he wouldn't be taking her away in front of him.
Kyle and Tiffany stood up. They walked toward each other and then hugged. Kyle's obvious tent pressed into Tiffany's stomach. A couple of people in the room chuckled from the inexperienced boy's eagerness.
"So rigid," cooed an onlooking Allison. Gary, who had been patiently waiting for the hostess to finish her duties, tried not to seem offended by Allison's clear interest.
It was Tiffany, though, who was being jabbed in the stomach by the firm rod and cockhead. A silver lining was that she immediately recognized the stark difference in size between her young neighbor's shaft and that of her husband, Choi. She began to wonder how well it would fit.
******
Emma stared in the body-length mirror that was positioned on a sliding closet door. There she stood, in a loose-fitting shin-length skirt, heels, a beige bra, and her hair in a bun. I look like shit. She knew she was about to give a handjob, but she just felt old and unattractive. Her tits still managed to look good in the plain bra, but she felt as though she came across as a 55-year-old virgin in the 1960s who was about to see a penis for the first time. She was almost embarrassed. She hated looking this prude - if nothing else for her own ability to get through this task. So, the unsatisfied mother let her long dark hair down to her shoulders. She shook her head to mess it up before gathering the strands in her hands and placing them behind her right ear and in front of her left shoulder.
That took 10 years off of her outer and inner image immediately. Examining her reflection, she figured that if she could feel just sexy enough, she could quickly accomplish her mission. Currently, the only controllable aspects of her appearance that she found attractive were her let-down hair, her black heels, and her mascara.
By far the most unattractive and drab part of her appearance was her overly conservative wool skirt. I don't even know if my mom owned something like this. Maybe Allison has more a more 'pragmatic' skirt in her room? Then, Emma figured that her friend's room would be occupied by a sweating Allison and Gary by now.
The stymied housewife thought for a moment. She started pulling open drawers in a hurry. She knew Evan would be back soon. She already couldn't believe he was taking as long as he was to drink water.
Ah hah! Emma uncovered a pair of scissors, yarn, a highlighter, and safety pins from a junk drawer beside the bed. She quickly removed her ugly skirt. She knew she couldn't hem the skirt, but anything was better than what she had. Hell, maybe the torn-hem look will make it sexier. She laid the wool on the bed and drew the scissors. She tried to imagine where on her body the skirt should stop. She eyeballed a location that would be a couple of inches above the knee - sexy enough without being too short.
Jittery from what she knew she was about to do, as well as wanting to finish her fashion design before Evan got back, Emma placed the thin wool between the blades of the scissors. She slid the scissors along the seam of the skirt to where she envisioned the appropriate cutting point. Bang!
In another room, a couple of swingers were performing their finishing moves. The loud noise rattled the walls of the room, causing Emma's trembling hands to squeeze the handles of the scissors. A giant cut lacerated the skirt nearly 8 inches higher than planned. Emma panicked at the realization that her next-best option was to trim the skirt on a slight slant and alter it with the safety pins.
The next issue she saw with her attire was her ugly bra. It was important because her "knockout rack showing" was the one condition Evan had asked for. It didn't exactly look amazing in the thick beige bra despite it feeling amazing to Evan during a hug. A lightbulb went off in Emma's head. She remembered that when they had an apartment together junior year, Allison always insisted that she keep her hamper right outside of the door to her bedroom for two reasons - so she didn't have to smell her soaking wet used thongs, and so that the guys walking by her bedroom could.
Emma was banking on Allison keeping up this habit at her current age since it was clear that Allison's mindset had not changed much. Emma wrapped herself in a guest towel and hurried into the hallway. Sure enough, outside of her friend's room was the hamper. In college, they sometimes shared bras since they were roughly the same size. Emma had always just a tad bigger, but it often worked in a pinch. Desperate to get back to the room and get dressed before Evan returned, Emma reached into Allison's laundry and grabbed the first bra she saw before scurrying back.
Fiddling with the final adjustments, the married mother jumped at the sound of Evan twisting the knob of the door, which she had fortunately just locked. Emma glanced in the mirror one last time and breathed, "Well, here we go..." She opened the door.
Evan's eyes went wide. His eyes checked his water glass to make sure he wasn't drinking something more potent. He couldn't believe the transformation. His gawking was already making Emma feel confident enough to do what she needed to do.
Evan was mesmerized. The woman, who had looked like a housewife in an old TV show, was now standing before him like the bombshell she was meant to be. Her red sweater was gone. And the white blouse underneath was now untucked, her cuffs undone and sleeves pulled up to her elbows. Her top three buttons were undone, necessary to make enough room for her 36D chest, which was hoisted up like a platter in Allison's cheetah print push-up bra.
Nearly drooling as his head tilted down, Evan's eyes were drawn to Emma's round hips. The loose, long skirt was now cut and pinned into a tight gray mini skirt with an asymmetrical hem. It wasn't perfect, but the sloppiness gave it a messy-hot aesthetic. Finally, Evan saw Emma's long, sultry legs which were toned with help from her black heels.
"So, what do you think?" Emma already knew the answer, but she had put in so much work that she felt she deserved the extra compliments.
Evans stammered before dryly whimpering, "Holy Shit!" He approached the vision before him, brushed her black hair away from her left breast, and pressed his lips on hers. Emma pushed him away instantly before wiping her lips.
"What the fuck?! What do you think you're doing? We had a deal. Let's stick to it." Emma became concerned she had awoken Evan's desires to a point where he would discard their deal.
Evan was deflated. "Can you at least just spin around and let me see you some more?"
Emma saw no problem with the request, and she turned slowly, letting him ogle her attractive body. She admittedly enjoyed the attention. Her ass was immaculate in the tight skirt. She subtly wiggled it as she turned. She easily justified this behavior. The faster he cums, the faster I'm out of this room.
After a dry gulp, Evan removed his shirt and walked to an open space of carpeting. He had a "dad bod," but he was in fairly decent shape overall. He certainly wasn't unattractive, but he wasn't a head-turner either. "Do you want me to take my pants off? Or do you wanna do it?"
Nervous for what she was about to do, Emma replied, "Umm... I guess whatever you want. It doesn't matter to me."
"I want to watch you do it," flirtatiously grinned the shirtless man.
Of course. Emma stepped in front of him and slowly got down on her knees. Her heart pounded as her knees touched the carpet. Just a foot away from her face was a bulge trapped inside of a pair of tan khakis. It was easy to tell where his head was.
It took surgical-like precision in order for Emma to unbuckle a brown belt without rubbing her hand against Evan's package. The next step was the plastic button. Emma gripped the waistband while she successfully worked with her fingers. The only part of the pants left that needed to be dealt with was the zipper, which was already partially unzipped due to the outward force of the bulge. There was no way Emma could reach the tiny zipper without making contact with the stiff erection. She looked up at Evan. His eyes were looking over her head, likely checking out her ass, which Emma knew was prominently sticking out behind her, resting on her ankles.
Well, there's nothing to it but to do it. At the point of no return, Emma reached her hands toward the small zipper and began to tug away at it. The palms of her hands grazed the sensitive flesh hiding in Evan's pants, and he released a soft moan.
The zipper went down, and Evan voluntarily dropped his pants to the floor and stepped out of them. His shaft was finally able to elongate, and it stuck straight out, pointing at Emma's nervous face. Still contained by a pair of blue checkered boxers, Emma could see precum leaking through the cotton material. She was disgusted, yet she was oddly proud of herself for knowing she could make another man want her that badly. Both adults were breathing loudly.
She stretched the elastic waistband and slid the boxers down. Evan's cock angled down with Emma's pulling, and when it wiggled free, it snapped back up below his belly button. Emma's shaking hands moved towards the throbbing meat.
"Wait!" Warned Evan in alarm. "Do you have any lotion? If you use your bare hand it will not feel good at all."
"Umm..." Emma thought as she looked around the room. She should have considered that. "I don't think so. If you don't want me to give you the handjob anymore I-"
"Nonsense! Of course, I want it. You know, at home, whenever I don't have lotion, I just use my wife's dirty panties. It feels good."
Emma picked up on the not-so-subtle hint. She yearned for an alternative solution, but she was tired of fighting reality. Plus, it was not like he could see her bare pussy from such a close angle. And also, she recognized that now wouldn't actually have to touch his dick. Emma stood up, slipped out of her beige panties and knelt back down. She could tell that Evan was almost upset that they weren't as sexy as the bra.
Without further delay, Emma wrapped the panties around Evan's cock. He groaned. Emma sat in the feeling of satisfying a new man for the first time since she was 23. She began to pump as Evan lustfully ran his eyes all over her body. Emma noticed his cock was similar to her husband's but the pubic hairs were lighter and the ballsac had fewer wrinkles. Emma pumped faster, hoping Evan would cum sooner.
"I almost forgot!" announced Evan between his panting. "My one condition! You had to be in everything but your bra. You still have your top on."
Emma forgot as well. She had meant to take it off and comply, but it slipped her mind among the countless other thoughts filling her consciousness. She reached down and unbuttoned the few remaining buttons below her massive cleavage. When Emma looked back up at Evans, he was staring in wondrous disbelief. It had been a while since a man stared at her body like that.
As Emma's arms went behind her body to wriggle the blouse off, her chest stuck out even more. When she quickly moved her arms back in front of her, her chest bounced slightly in the tight-fitting cheetah-print bra. Evan's erection twitched.
Deciding to test her hypothesis, Emma rose slightly and then quickly sat back down on her heels, making it look as though she was just getting more comfortable. Once again, her breasts jiggled and Evan's cock flexed. That's hilarious. She had forgotten what it felt like to have that type of power over a man she barely knew.
Emma gripped the panties around his shaft again and began to masturbate him. There was more wrist movement this time as her muscle memory from college came back to her. She sometimes did this for Tom, but doing it for a new man was somehow a different experience. Emma continuously wiped precum from his tip with her panties before it could drip onto her hand. She smartly straightened her spine so that Evan could get a better view of her chest. He took full advantage.
Emma found her rhythm, and Evan was in paradise.
"I am so glad I picked your name," Evan rejoiced. The genuine compliment was a big boost to Emma's self-esteem. Then she remembered.
"Did you see if Kyle was still in the living room when you went downstairs?"
"Yeah, he was. I saw him pick actually."
"Who did he pick? Was it Allison? No, it couldn't have been Allison, Gary picked her. Did he look uncomfortable?" Emma was hanging on for the answer.
Evan could tell how much Emma wanted to know if her son was okay. "I don't know if I wanna get into that now. It's our time right now."
Emma subconsciously gripped Evan's cock with more force and stroked it more powerfully. "Can you please tell me?" She was so focused on Evan's face that she didn't even notice that his precum was running onto her right hand.
"How about this?" he proposed, "I will tell you who your son picked if you lick it."
"What?!" Emma was taken back.
"If you lick it, I will tell you who your son picked. It sounds fair to me."
The caring mom gave Evan's cock the thousand-mile stare. Emma now noticed her fingers and palm were covered in precum. She had already gone so far, and there was no way she could finish up with Evan while her mind was on the cliffhanger of her son's status.
"Fine," Emma winced. She tentatively moved her head towards Evan's groin. She stuck out her pink tongue and tapped it against a spot lower on his shaft that was not glistening with precum. She looked back up at Evan for his approval.
"No, no, no," said Evan exasperatedly. "Lick it, and then I will tell you."
That was worth a try. Emma saw the eagerness in his eyes as she moved her head in again. The top half of the cock was coated in precum, so much so that the panties were soaked through. Well, that solves the lube problem. Not much of a point now, is there? Emma unwrapped the sticky panties from the rigid erection and dropped them to the floor before taking Evan in her bare hand.
This time, she stuck out her entire tongue and flattened it against her chin. She reached out with her left hand and grabbed the rear of Evan's thigh for stability. Emma then pressed her tongue against the bottom underside of the throbbing cock near the tightened testicles. She then felt Evan's hand gently caress the back of her head as he whimpered.
The mother slowly dragged her tongue up the length of the veiny penis. Soon enough, her tongue fidgeted. It had made contact with the precum. She halted her route. With a light sigh, she came to terms with the fact that she'd be licking up precum from thereon in.
Licking upward at a deliberate pace, Emma's entire exposed tongue was soon pressing against a cum-covered cock. The fleshy skin beat against her soft tongue, and all of a sudden, Emma felt like she was in college again. She remembered the familiar feeling of satisfying guys she barely knew. Sometimes she would suck off two guys at once before they fucked her. She remembered why she loved that lifestyle so much and how much she enjoyed men staring at her as if they had fallen head over heels for her.
Emma broke her mouth away from the cock and looked up at Evan's face. He was staring at her with the same lust and passion that the men did all those years ago. Emma was not as horny as she was those times back in college, but she had already taken things to this level, and she was curious how it would feel after all those years. Emma confidently moved her head back toward the salty cock and licked its length. When she got to the cockhead, she swirled her tongue around the bulb and lapped up the juices. She then pulled her head away again and began to jerk off Evan with her bare hand. "So, about Kyle?"
After regaining some of his composure, Evan stated, "He picked Tiffany. The Asian woman."
Emma's eyes saw blood. She fumed as she imagined Tiffany doing do Kyle what she was currently doing to Evan. "Which room did they go into?!"
"Wow, you really want to know where he is."
"Yes, I really do."
"Well, I'll tell you what..." Evan started.
A more empowered and liberated Emma cut him off. She said frankly, "Listen, Evan, no more games. I'm gonna keep negotiating to do more and more with you to get information. How about I just agree to suck your cock until you cum, and you answer all of the questions I ask you. No swallowing though."
The stunned computer programmer nodded his head profusely.
Emma felt she had a maternal responsibility to make sure her son was okay, so this behavior was justified. Of course, she was willing to admit it felt good to be "back in the saddle" so to speak, but this was about much more to her.
She licked his cock again. Despite the many years that had passed since she blew a guy with intense flare, Emma did not show any signs of rust. Blowjobs with her husband, since they had gotten married, were more mechanical than impassioned.
Emma bobbed her head and rocked her body in her heels. She picked up her tempo, and Evan firmly placed his hand on the back of her scalp as if she needed the guidance. Before Emma knew it, Evan's hand was fondling her breasts from the outside of her bra with his free hand. Emma didn't stop. She just continued to suck his hard-on as the precum flowed into her mouth.
Evan began squeezing and kneading her breasts like dough. Emma could tell that he was about to finish. Without thinking, she released her left hand from his thigh and placed it on his hand, which was fondling her chest. Evan assumed she was removing his hand. He was proven wrong. Emma guided his hand under the cheetah material. Evan pinched and massaged her nipple. He took his right hand off of Emma's head and slid it under her bra to play with the other boob.
He moaned louder and faster. Emma felt his solid bar twitching in her mouth. She knew what to do, and she took as much of him inside of her moist mouth as she could. Evan held her breasts tightly as his eyelids clamped together.
Ropes of thick, odorous, alkaline substance filled Emma's cheeks. Evan gasped. Emma held herself in place and waited until the cock began to soften. She then opened her mouth wide and leaned back on her heels. Evan stumbled back onto the nearby bed.
With a mouthful of fresh cum, Emma looked the exhausted man in the eye and used her tongue to push all of the gooey semen out of her mouth. It sluggishly slid down her bottom lip and chin. Evan watched as some rolled down her neck while the majority of it dripped down onto her propped-out chest. The cum melted on Emma's breasts before rolling into her cleavage. "I told you I wouldn't swallow," the bombshell said dryly. "So, while you go get me a towel from the bathroom to help wipe this mess up, can you tell me where my son is?"
The obedient man hurried into the bathroom and grabbed a hand towel and some toilet paper. He handed it to his new Goddess, and he blurted, "He's in the basement."
"Did he seem okay?"
"Yeah, he seemed excited actually."
Emma was not a big fan of the last comment, considering he was with Tiffany. She would have preferred if he went with anyone else. "Thank you. You can go now."



The male swinger left a gracious man. Emma stayed to finish wiping his cum off of her hands, face, and chest.
She was clean of all the liquid, but there were a couple of dried spots here and there. Though, those weren't her concern. Emma had to find her son.
*****
In the basement, Kyle and his frenemy's mom were getting into the foreplay. The young man was kissing Tiffany's neck and giving her a hickey while she rubbed the tent in his jeans and his muscular chest with her hands.
Tiffany hated herself for enjoying being with Kyle. She tried her best to resist, but she was too horny to stop. They sat on the edge of the pullout bed as they started to pant and softly moan.
The sexy neighbor pulled off Kyle's polo and marveled at the chiseled body hiding underneath before running her hands all over it and kissing his skin. She then pressed into his upper body so that he could reach around and unzip her dress.
Once the MILF was down to nothing but her black lace bra and thong, the horny teenager grabbed her ass, slapping it in the process. Tiffany responded to the playful pleasure by shoving her tits into his face. Kyle licked and sucked the tops of her breasts as she undid his belt and zipper.
Tiffany sat down on her "friend's" son's erection, which was contained within his boxers. They made out more before Kyle unclasped her bra. A burning Tiffany lifted herself off of his lap and yanked down his boxers. As she did this, Kyle pulled her thong to the side of her pussy lips. He didn't need to insert his fingers. She was already soaking wet for his entry.
"Take me!" moaned Tiffany as she fell back on the bed, pulling Kyle down with her.
Kyle, though, had other ideas. He lifted her agile body up into the air and flipped her over onto her stomach. He laid on top of her and whispered, "I want to grab your tits while I fuck you."
A kinky grin appeared on Tiffany's face as she arched her back and lifted her rear into the air. Before she knew it, a thick cock was pressing against her labia. It was too big to casually slide in. It took about a minute for Kyle to work it inside.
"Get it in there, baby. Please!"
Kyle's knob found its way inside. Tiffany cried as it continued to slide deeper and deeper inside of her. If she had had one this big before, it had to have been a long time ago. Tiffany turned her head and watched the 18-year-old's eyes and face as he pounded her.
*****
With her blouse buttoned all the way back on, Emma was ready to go downstairs in search of her son. She had no clue what she would say or do when she found him, but she had to know if he was actually going all the way with Tiffany. It was like a bad car accident, it would be an unsightly image, but she had to see it for herself.
Before stepping out of the bedroom, the mother felt that something was off. She wasn't wearing any panties. She found her beige underwear on the carpet, balled up with white stains and dark, moist patches. Emma had a choice between going pantiless in a miniskirt or slipping into cum-soaked underwear.
That was when she remembered that Allison would have some in her hamper. Hopefully, they wouldn't be that dirty. As she approached Allison and Brad's room, she noticed that the door was open. Maybe she'll have clean ones in there. Allison and Gary were out of the room already (Gary did not last long).
Emma rifled through a dresser until she found the right drawer. As expected, the lingerie was a bit on the seductive side. There were no beige panties or plain thongs to be seen. Not wanting to wear a G-String or an open back panty, Emma chose a hot pink thong from the limited options. She considered changing her skirt, but when she looked in the mirror she actually liked the way it accentuated her curves.
There was no disillusion for Emma in regards to how hot she looked. She patted down the strands of her hair that were sticking out in weird angles from the rapid motion of Evan's blowjob. For a moment, she stopped thinking about finding her son so that she could go into the bathroom to scrub the remaining cum spots off of her. One was just under her lip. She realized her lips had gotten tender, so she went through the medicine cabinet for some lip balm.
What she found was a familiar black makeup bag made out of nylon. Allison used to call it her "Dick Kit." In it, she kept all of her makeup that she would use to lure guys into her bedroom, as well as everyday essentials. Emma remembered this bag well because she had borrowed it on more than one occasion.
Emma opened it, and it still had the same types of items, albeit more expensive versions. There was no lip balm, but there was a semi-transparent hot pink lip gloss with a luster finish. Emma figured that if she had to choose a random lip gloss, she might as well choose the one that matched her thong and complemented her dark hair.
Studying herself in the mirror again, Emma was undeniably drop-dead sexy. After what she had just done with Evan, she had found a sexy swagger that she lost over decades of quiet suburban living. She began to feel like she was in college again, but now she felt even hotter. For a final touch, Emma unbuttoned the top three buttons again so her chest would pop out of her blouse. The wife and mother questioned whether it was too racy for the party. It's a swingers party. Sexy is what people are here for. You're not here to have sex, so you have to seem like you belong somehow.
The mom, in search of her son, was back on the first floor of the house. She passed by the living room. Her son was not there, but some of the people who had already finished up were seated there, including Evan.
"God Damn!" shouted Evan's voice.
"There's the girl I remember! Welcome back," Allison expressed, with a sense of pride.
"Where's the basement?" Emma impatiently asked.
"Well, I think there are people down there. But there's a door in the kitchen- "
Emma dashed to the kitchen, and after walking into a pantry, she found the door to the basement. Two men talking in the kitchen craned their necks in a double-take of disbelief.
******
Quietly creeping down the stairs, which were covered in maroon shag carpeting, Emma heard a series of high-pitched whines - whines that could only come from a female being fucked well. There was a steady orchestra of cheap bed springs squeaking and a frame thumping against drywall. Every few seconds, there was a male grunt.
Emma wanted to hustle down the stairs, but she forced herself to go slowly so that she wouldn't be seen or heard.
"Oh, baby! Fuck my pussy! Fuck it! Oh my god, you feel so fucking good inside me!"
On that note, Emma risked being heard and hurried down the walled-off staircase. When she landed at the bottom, she poked her nose around the corner and peered into the room. It was Emma's personal nightmare. On the pullout sofa bed, Kyle was ferociously fucking Tiffany doggy style.
The horrified mother was watching from behind her son's muscular back as he held Tiffany's breasts in his hands and repeatedly slapped his groin against her ass. Tiffany looked like she was in paradise. Emma tried to remember if her face had ever displayed that much ecstasy.
On a closer look, the sultrily dressed mother noticed scratch marks on her baby's back. You fucking scratched him up! Emma needed to do something. She couldn't bear the thought of Tiffany using her son for pleasure and marking him up, let alone allowing it to happen before her. It was almost as if Tiffany was marking him as her property. But every time Emma told herself to storm in and break it up, her body refused to budge. The awkwardness would be too much. Kyle was an adult, and he would never forgive her. She felt helpless.
Left with nothing but the ability to stand there and watch, the next thing Emma noticed was that Tiffany continued to gaze longingly at Kyle's handsome face. Emma stared daggers at Tiffany, almost as if she could break it up mentally. But the perturbed mother must have underestimated her own powers because her neighbor's concentration broke, and she caught Emma's eyes. The busty Asian's pupils enlarged as she stared right back at Emma as she fucked her son.
Tiffany's blood ran cold, wondering what Emma was about to do. But after a few more moments, Tiffany realized that Emma was in greater shock than she was. And she knew immediately that Emma was jealous that she was getting her son's love. "Oh Kyle, baby! Fuck me harder! Make my pussy yours!"
Emma was incensed. Tiffany was trying to piss her off, and it was working.
"Oh God! You're so fucking hot Mrs. Lee!" An oblivious Kyle was getting off on the dirty talking. "I wanna cum so deep inside you!"
"Yes, baby! Don't pull out. Shoot your load deep inside me with that massive fucking cock of yours. I want your cock to be mine!"
Tiffany watched Emma, and Emma's hazel eyes narrowed. There was nothing Emma wanted to do more than walk up and toss that bitch off of the mattress. This was by far the worst thing that Tiffany had ever done.
But there was something even worse about the situation. Are you kidding? Emma realized that her pussy was flooding. She was getting off from watching her son bang her friend.
All of a sudden, Emma found herself using all of her energy to prevent herself from rubbing her tingling vagina. Tiffany misunderstood the cause of Emma's painful and frustrated expression, and she decided to try to make things worse.
"Oh god, Kyle, who's your MILF? Who's the mom you like to fuck?"
"Oh fuck! You're my MILF."
"That's my boy! Fuck me harder."
That last exchange hit Emma the hardest, both in her heart and in her pussy. There was something about Kyle choosing another mom and giving his affection to her that made her upset. You're a smug fucking bitch, and everybody knows it. You're not gonna make me jealous. He's just trying to get you off. I'm his fucking Mom. You know he loves me more than you, he has to. Emma was being driven up the wall - by Tiffany's head games, by the erotic display before her, and the conversation she was having in her own head. He can fuck you as hard as you want, but you know you're not his MILF. I'm his mom. If anybody woman is his MILF, it's me. I raised him into the man he is! You don't deserve the reward for my work, I do. The next logical place for Emma's train of thought to go was to imagine that, instead of Tiffany, she was getting plowed from behind by Kyle. That mental image formed a wet spot in the hot pink thong that she borrowed from Allison.
Emma drove her fingers into her demanding cunt as Kyle had his way with Tiffany. Tiffany was blind to what Emma was doing with her hand because she was covered behind the staircase wall.
"Oh god, I'm about to cum!" Kyle roared.
"Yes, baby! Yes! I want you to shoot it in me," Tiffany responded, with pleasure.
Kyle demonstrated his strength by pulling out, lifting up Tiffany's body, spinning her around in the air, and dropping her back down on her back. It was one of the sexiest moves that Emma had ever seen in bed.
Due to how Kyle had flipped the 42-year-old beauty, she was now lying horizontally to Emma's eye. Kyle repositioned himself to fuck Tiffany on her back. It was clear that he wanted to have more control over the few final strokes to his climax. Tiffany raised her ankles and placed them on Kyle's broad shoulders.
Meanwhile, just over 15 feet away, the mom's jaw dropped. When she had caught him being blown by his classmate, he was fully clothed. He was naked now. And Kyle's body was shredded. She had seen it before, but she had never seen him shirtless when doing something so masculine and instinctive.
But, certainly, that was not the only thing that mesmerized Emma. Her son's erect cock matched the bulkiness of his body. It has at least 7-inches long with a thick, powerful girth. Emma didn't know where he got it from, but it certainly was not from Tom. The wet mom placed an extra finger inside herself as Kyle entered Tiffany, almost to mimic the feeling of the impressive fuckstick going inside her.
After just a few thunderous strokes, Kyle squinted and jammed the length of his manhood into Tiffany. The woman, who Emma had always considered Little Miss Perfect, was naked on a basement mattress, writhing in pleasure around a teenager's dick as it filled her pussy with cum.
This was insanely hot to Emma, but it also made her jealous that she wasn't the one squirming on the bed beneath her son.
Kyle finished pumping, and he collapsed on Tiffany. They kissed passionately and rested there, breathing heavily. Emma snuck back upstairs.
*****
Back on the first floor, Emma's mind swirled. She didn't know what to do. There is not a protocol for how you should handle getting aroused by seeing your son fuck your neighbor and then getting even hornier by imagining he's fucking you.
Emma, with adrenaline flowing through her body, mindlessly paced back and forth, almost looking for a way to touch back down to reality. All of the men, and even women, who had not yet seen Emma's new look, were blown away by the transformation. Men who had been unenthused by her earlier now had their pupils glued to her face, figure, and presence.
Finally, Emma bumped into Allison.
"Oh, hey, Emma. So... You never told me how things went with Ev-"
"Allison, I need to get something off my chest. Can we talk in private?"
Her friend quipped, "Well, it looks like you've already taken a lot off of your chest, ha-ha. It's nice to see the girls again."
"Allison! This is serious. I need to talk to someone about this right now, and you're the only person who could possibly hear what I have to say and not think I'm weird."
The redhead changed her demeanor. "Well, this sounds juicy. I'm sure whatever it is, I'll be able to handle it. Let's go up to my room." Allison inspected Emma's lips and smirked, "And it looks like someone dug into the Dick Kit."
*****
"Ok, so what happened? Tell me everything."
Sitting on Allison's bed to talk about boys, Emma continued to feel like she was back in college again. "Well, uh...um... it's hard to say because I have no clue how you're gonna take it."
"Just say it. I don't care if you killed somebody. Just tell me, and I won't look at you any differently." Allison was simply saying anything to hear the juicy news.
"Ok," Emma breathed and prepared herself for her statement. "When I went downstairs, I saw Kyle fucking Tiffany."
Allison slowly raised her palms, awaiting more detail. "And...? That's what was supposed to happen. Did you not expect him to fuck another woman at a swingers party?"
"No, I knew that. Honestly, though, I wasn't ready to see that, and I would have preferred if it were anyone other than Tiffany. It was what happened while I was watching."
Allison's face lit up. "So, you didn't just happen to see it, you were watching. You dirty girl." Emma's face puckered with some embarrassment in the exact same way it did 24 years ago when Allison demanded to know if she truly did let four men run a train on her. Getting more into the conversation, Allison pleaded for more details, "And let me guess... You found out Kyle has a monster cock."
"No - well, yes - but that's kind of it. Well, I guess that's part of it- " Emma was cut off by her friend.
"OH. MY. GOD!" Allison covered her open mouth. "You wanna fuck your son! Gahhh!"
"No! No! No!" Emma's cheeks reddened.
"Yes! Yes! Yes! Admit it. You want your stud-of-a-son to fuck your brains out! Admit it! Oh my god, I have never liked you more than I do right now. This is fucking amazing."
Emma was at least glad that Allison had no issues with the subject, clearly. "Allison, calm down. It's not that. I was just horny from watching him. I don't actually want to fuck him, I was just horny by the idea of it."
"Mm, hmmm. Sure." Allison had a playfully doubtful look on her face.
"I'm serious. I would never do that. I just got horny from it, and now I don't know what to do. I will admit that after I caught him getting bad oral from some fellow teenager, I have thought that he should be with someone who is trustworthy, understands him, and can help guide him. And after what I just saw, I feel like I'm the only one who could properly do it... But I think every mother feels that when her son starts fucking other women, right? Anyway, what if I can never look at him the same way again and it ruins our relationship?"
Allison thought carefully. "Listen, Emma, I've been involved in the world of kink ever since our freshman year. I can assure you that you are far from the first mother to think of her son in that way. Some mothers actually have sex with their sons- "
"That's gross!"
"And this is coming from a woman that, by the smell of it, was just rubbing her clit to the idea of her son fucking her with his large cock?"
"Point taken," replied Emma, apologetically.
"Anyway, don't worry about it. A lot of younger men think about their moms in that way too. With how hot you are, I can guarantee you that Kyle thinks of you in that way. And him thinking about you that way hasn't affected your relationship."
"Well, I doubt Kyle thinks about me that way because I dress conservatively around the house. He's never seen me like this Actually, nobody has in years, ha-ha. But you've actually made me feel better. Thanks, Ally. And can you really smell my pussy juice?"
Allison chuckled, "Uh, yeah... What, are your panties soaked with it?"
Emma laughed even harder, her cheeks red, "No. But yours are." She tugged the hot-pink thong string from under her waistband. "Sorry about that. I guess I should replace them with a fresh pair."
"Don't you dare apologize. And leave them on - I like you better this way." Allison winked as she stood up and left the room.
*****
Downstairs, more food was brought out, and everybody was hanging out and chatting. Kyle sat in the living room with three other men, including Evan. They were talking about football when Allison descended the staircase and dropped into the room. "How's everybody doing in here?"
There was a unanimous, "Good."
"Excellent. Did everyone enjoy their activities? I know I did." Allison winked at Gary, who was also sitting in the room. His face was flushed from knowing Allison was just being a good hostess by making her guest feel better about his lackluster performance.
Everyone nodded and commented on how much they enjoyed their time. Allison smiled and wandered off to the kitchen. A few moments later, Emma arrived at the bottom of the stairs. She, too, walked into the living room to see what was going on. All of the men were at attention.
When Kyle turned to see his mother, he froze. He was stunned into silent paralysis. His mom had transformed from - well, his mom - and into a slutty, sexy knockout. He gulped as his eyes locked onto every square inch of her sexy body. His mind scrambled to comprehend how this could have happened. Emma stood there was if everything were normal. She had a confidence and a coolness about her.
"Hey, Sweetie. Did you have fun while I was gone?"
Kyle couldn't believe that his own mother was asking him a question about sex, let alone wondering if he enjoyed it or not. She asked it as if it were run-of-the-mill conversation for them.
The flabbergasted son stammered as he kept staring at his mom's chest and then back at her face. "I uh... I um... Yeah." He didn't know what to say.
Emma knew he was ogling her, but she did not want to embarrass him. It was normal for a guy to look at an exposed chest and a sexy outfit. If you say something, you're just gonna have three more months of barely talking to him.



"Good. I'm glad you took advantage of your opportunity." The mother then walked away.
All of the men exhaled as she left the room. Evan began, "You'll never believe what happened when I was with her."
"Dude, her kid's right there," motioned Gary toward Kyle.
Kyle came back to Earth and spoke up, "No, it's okay. Go ahead. We obviously are comfortable with what each other do."
Evan didn't hesitate to tell the story, telling it with surprising honesty. Kyle's head felt like it was about to explode. He had no idea his mom would behave in that way. He borrowed a pillow to hide his growing erection.
*****
In the kitchen, Emma conversed with Allison in the corner while other women talked around the table.
"Yeah, Allison, I just didn't make it seem like something was wrong. I didn't want to hide that I was sexualized. I mean, why pretend that I'm not sexualized when I'm at a swingers party? For the sake of not making things awkward? Being more transparent actually made things less awkward. Talking to him wasn't awkward for me - it was just different."
"That's great, Em! But was it awkward for him?"
Emma enjoyed having her friend back. It was like they had never been apart. She playfully answered in a way that she knew would be endearing to her friend. "Let's just say, it's going to take some time for him to calm down and get used to it."
"Oh yeah, he was blown away? But here's the important question: Did he look like he wanted to fuck you?"
"Allison!" A concerned Emma glanced around the room to make sure nobody heard. "I don't care. Obviously he was checking me out. I'm a woman who looks like a MILF that went back to college to fuck frat boys."
"Well, I can see that your mind is slipping back into the gutter where it belongs."
Before Emma formulated a response, Tiffany approached. They hadn't seen each other since the "event" in the basement.
Tiffany had an arrogant aura about her, which was normal, but this was a higher level. "Hello, Emma. How do you like the party so far?"
"Great!" Emma replied with a fake grin, her teeth clenched.
"I'm happy to hear that. And thanks again for bringing Kyle!"
Allison, who wanted to disarm their "friendly" feud, chimed in, "I second that. I'm glad we're all here to have a good time."
Not interested in starting a fight, Emma simply responded, "Of course. He did a good job filling in for Tom." Emma then tried to imagine how things would have gone had Tom been there. But her thoughts were interrupted by another passive-aggressive statement by Tiffany.
"He did an excellent job of filling in for my husband too." Allison laughed at the joke. Tiffany continued, "I think I'll have to start inviting Kyle over more often to do things around the house. I always wondered why he was never as successful as Patrick, but I guess he is gifted in other areas. Lucky for me, I get to enjoy the gifts from both my son and yours. It's obvious he's always wanted a cougar, and now I get to make him my personal cub. You should be happy with his growth into a man. I know I am."
It was then that Allison sensed the true animous tension that still existed between the two proud mothers. Emma's hands balled into fists, and she squeezed tightly release her anger. All she could do was show a hissing smile as Tiffany left the conversation.
"I fucking hate her," said a rattled Emma to her friend.
"It's okay," Allison comforted, "If you're afraid of your son being taken away from you by that 'cougar,' then you have to remind him of whose cub he really is."
"Allison, I told you, I'm not going to do anything like that with him. It was just the idea that got me going, which is perfectly natural."
"I'm not saying you have to do anything with him. You just have to show him why he should be chasing you and not her. You never have to let him catch you... just always let him think he has the chance until he moves away from home. He'll forget all about her if he's always focused on you. There's no harm in that is there?"
For the first time, the dark-haired mother was completely satisfied with her friend's advice. "Sounds good to me. But how do I get him to chase me?"
"Well, it looks like he's already on the trail..." Allison motioned towards the back entrance to the kitchen where Kyle was tentatively walking in. His eyes were already on his mom.
Emma was feeling good again despite Tiffany ruffling her feathers. Allison's advice gave her a new sense of purpose, and it allowed her to regain her sexy swagger.
It was obvious that her son was checking her out. Emma let him examine her body without shooting him any questioning glances. It made her feel good to see a young muscular man become weak in the knees due to her appearance.
"Hey, Sweetie. How are things going?"
"Good. I just wanted to see what you were up to."
Allison inserted herself into the conversation. "Your mother and I were just talking about how glad we are that you were able to come. She's glad she got the chance to see what a great young adult you're turning out to be."
Kyle and Allison both looked at Emma for her confirmation. Emma didn't know what to add, so she just said, "Yes, Sweetie, I'm proud of how you've been handling yourself."
"Oh, well thanks, I guess."
Not satisfied with her mentee's performance, Allison interjected, "Kyle, I need to borrow your mother for just one second. You can hang right there."
Allison tugged Emma around the corner and into the dining room. Kyle was turned on by how round and defined his mom's ass looked in her miniskirt.
"What the hell was that?" Allison seemed disappointed in Emma.
"What did I do wrong? I was just trying to go along with what you were saying," she defended.
Feeling like a teacher with a bad student, Allison scoffed, "You need to be sexier. That was not sexy at all. If you want him to chase you, then you - not Tiffany - you need to give him the illusion that he could have you. Flirt with him a little, just like we did back in college."
When they walked back into the kitchen, Kyle was still waiting there. "Is everything okay?" He hoped that he hadn't been the source of awkwardness from ogling his mom.
Emma reached out and placed her hand on his shoulder, and she responded with a smile, "Everything's fine, Sweetie. Allison just wanted to make sure that the bra and thong she let me borrow fit correctly."
Kyle's pupils darted down to his mom's crotch area and then up at her more-exposed chest. He held his gaze at her rack until he snapped out of his stupor.
The mom, whose chest was being admired, shot Allison a questioning look, wondering if she went too far. Allison gave a subtle smile and nod back as a way of assuring her that she was on the correct path..
"I thought for a moment that maybe the bra was too tight since your mom's jugs are a little bigger than mine. You don't think they're held in there too tightly, do you, Kyle?" Allison held a serious face as she asked.
Emma flashed her friend a what-did-you-just-do face. Her friend replied with a relax-and-just-trust-me face. Allison then subtly gestured for Emma to follow up on her question.
"Yeah, it isn't too tight, is it, Sweetie?" Emma echoed, somewhat unsurely.
Her horny son could not believe he was being given permission to check out his mom's tits and then comment on them. He pretended to judge the fit of the bra meticulously, but in reality, he just stared longer at the tops of the attractive creamy orbs and the exposed sections of the cheetah-print bra that held them. "I think it fits perfectly, Mom."
"Thanks, Sweetie," Emma blushed from the compliment because she knew it was genuine. She rewarded him by patting his upper back.
"Aww, he's so sweet and fun. What a good choice of a date." Allison once again led Emma in her flirtation efforts.
And again, Emma picked up on the cue. "I guess I'll have to take him on more dates."
Suddenly, there was a lot of hooting and cheering heard in the other room, and it got the attention of the three people in the corner of the kitchen. "It must be people playing a game in the dining room," suggested Allison.
*****
Emma and Allison entered the dining room to find that the long wooden table had been converted into a beer pong table, at the hands of Brad. Kyle filed in closely behind. Two couples were playing beer pong while five people were watching.
The current match was wrapping up, and Brad, who was acting as a spectator and host, announced there was time for one more match and asked the room which couple would be next. Allison volunteered Emma and Kyle.
"Alright, Emma," Allison began as if she were a sports coach getting her team ready to take the field, "I've been helping you flirt so far, but I know you know how to do this. You did this how many times back in the good ole days? Just be confident and sexy."
An anxious but understanding Emma inhaled and exhaled deeply before nodding her head.
The current beer pong game finished, resulting in the losing team leaving the table. Kyle and Emma stepped up. Kyle immediately reorganized the ten cups in the necessary triangular pattern.
Emma teased him, "And how do you know how to play this game?"
"Movies," her son wisely explained, shrugging.
The couple at the other end of the table had a more redneck vibe. John and Caroline were friendly. "Hmmm, are you old enough to drink, mister?" Caroline patronized the 18-year-old standing across the table from her.
His mom resolved the concern, "Don't worry. Allison will be drinking his beer for him if that's alright."
"Fine with me," Allison responded gleefully.
Kyle was a little upset that he was being treated differently, but he was so excited to be standing next to his sexy mom, so he didn't want to complain.
The game started. Both teams took turns throwing white ping-pong balls into the other team's red plastic cups.
"I haven't played this since college," Emma remarked.
"I play this pretty often. Then again, I don't think I've changed much since college," Allison admitted.
Kyle was the first person to make a cup. Emma, trying out her new flirtatious relationship, jumped up and down on her toes and clapped for her son to make him feel special. She could tell her son was laser-focused on her bouncing breasts, and so was John.
Thinking she was doing a good job, Emma was disappointed when she looked over at Allison for her approval. The unsatisfied friend held her palm out and lifted it up, letting Emma know that she needed to raise her game even further.
John made his attempt at a cup but Caroline missed her shot, and the plastic ball fell off the table to Emma's side. Emma went to pick it up but then noticed that it would be a good opportunity to elevate her flirtation game. The mother bent only slightly at the knees and went down the rest of the way with her hips. Kyle was in awe as he watched his mother's ass push the boundaries of her tight miniskirt. On the shorter side of the diagonal cut, he saw the first inch of round, spherical flesh that was his mom's left butt cheek. At his mom's lowest point, he even caught a flash of the hot-pink material underneath the skirt. His mouth went dry.
When Emma popped up, she acted as if nothing had happened. As Emma grabbed the cup of beer that John had hit and handed it to Allison, she whispered, "So how was that?"
"Very good! You definitely got his attention. You just need to take it up a few more notches."
"A few more notches?! I just bent over for him! If I do any more, he'll cum in his pants," Emma defended herself again.
Allison explained, "That's what you want. Think about it. He has already had sex with Tiffany, and he knows he can get it again. In order to tear him away from a sure lay, you're going to have to really get him going. It's better that he's around you cumming in his pants than it is for him to be out fucking Tiffany and letting her become the mother-figure in his life."
The last sentence struck a nerve with Emma. She's right, though.
On her next turn, Emma, the rusty beer pong player, hit her first cup. She turned toward her thrilled son, and she hugged him. It was the first time they had significant contact since their relationship had changed three months ago. Kyle savored the feeling of his mom's chest pressing into his. Emma felt a large bump inflating into her thigh, but she chose not to react, to Kyle's relief.
As the game went on, Emma continued to bend over for balls, and Kyle gladly let her pick up every single one. She continued to jump on her toes and hug Kyle whenever he made a cup. And Kyle hugged her. Emma was proud of herself, and it admittedly felt good to know she could captivate the attention of a young attractive man.
But when she looked back at Allison, her friend, once again, motioned for her to take it up another level. More! I'm already pressing my tits into his chest. God... I guess she'd know best, though. She's been the one fucking doing this the last 20-something years.
Kyle aligned himself with the middle of the table to line up a difficult shot. He barely missed, and he threw his head back. Emma, acting quickly, took the opportunity to improve her game. She made it seem as if she was so excited by the game that she couldn't wait. She slid in between Kyle and the edge of the table, lining up her own shot.
The result of this action was exactly what Emma had intended. Kyle felt his mom's ass brush against his erect penis. It felt incredible, even wrapped in the thin miniskirt. Emma's eyebrows raised on her forehead as she felt her son's thick cockhead graze her butt cheeks.
She had expected him to step back to avoid being caught with his erection poking her booty. And he did shuffle back, but then stopped and casually leaned in so that his cock barely continued to touch her. Emma detected this subtle movement. That smartass! He had clearly had the sense to back off of his mom, but then changed his mind and leaned forward, hoping his mom wouldn't notice that he had ever thought to move backward.
The MILF in the miniskirt hadn't planned for this situation. She had to take her shot with her son right behind her. Emma bent her knees as she did on every shot. Her butt lightly pressed against Kyle's sex organ through his jeans. She then whipped up against it again on her way up to shoot. She missed her shot, but she got another idea.
The other couple took their turns and made a cup. They were soundly beating Kyle and Emma and only had one cup to go. Despite Kyle being distracted, he had made five cups. But Emma had only made one.
When Kyle shot again, he made it, despite his heart racing from the things his mom was unintentionally doing to him.
When it was Emma's turn again, she noticed that Kyle remained near the shooting position. This time, there was a smaller gap between his body and the edge of the table. He wants to see if I'm gonna slide in there again! Emma found it hilarious that he was trying to set up the same situation.
Little did Kyle know, Emma had planned on him ending up in a similar position - one that would beat his expectations. The mom-on-a-mission willfully slid into the tight gap that her son left for her. It was a tight squeeze, and Emma had to gently wiggle her way in there, but she never once gave Kyle an indication that there was a problem.
It wasn't just the cockhead this time. Emma felt the entirety of Kyle's massive erection trapped between her ass and his solid abs. Christ. She couldn't believe she had essentially just grinded on her own son. Her back was pressed against his muscular chest.
Kyle was stunned and frightened, like a deer in headlights, as his mom craned her head up and back to look at him from the close angle. The son knew he had taken it too far and that his mom was going to ask him what the hell he was doing. But he was wrong.
"Sweetie, obviously I kind of suck at this, ha-ha. I've only made one cup, and I'm pretty sure that was just dumb luck. I don't want to be the reason we lose. Can you help me?"
The highschooler's face went bright red. He couldn't believe what he had just gotten away with. Emma pretended not to notice his embarrassment. Kyle stammered, "Yeah...um...Yeah I, uh... I'll help you with your shot."
Emma smiled and thanked her son as if he were doing her a huge favor.
"So, how do you want me to help you?" Kyle inquired.
"I feel like my arm isn't going in the right motion, and I'm not getting enough arch. Can you show me how to do it, so I know?"
Kyle was too nervous to assume how exactly she wanted him to show her. "Like, do you want me to shoot for you, or show you the motion?"
"Well, I wouldn't learn that way. I need to do it myself."
The son was jittery as he contemplated if he was interpreting her statement correctly. He weighed the risks of asking his mom the question, but just decided to go for it, "You mean, like, I guide you? Like, shoot it with you?"
Emma's face lit up and acted as if Kyle had come up with a new idea on his own. "That's a great idea. I guess that would be the best way. Go ahead. I trust that you're a good teacher."
Overwhelmed with the potential implications, Kyle reached for his mom's hand, which held the white ball. He stopped just shy, still nervous that he was not interpreting his mom's request correctly. After a second, making sure his mom didn't flip out, he placed his hand on his mom's hand and grabbed the ball.
"So what next?" asked the student.
"Well, you...uh... You bend your elbow like this," Kyle bent her arm in shooting position.
Emma felt his flexing bicep against her arm. "Wow, someone has been working out." But the mom was genuinely impressed by her son's build. Tom was in decent shape, but he was never the type to lift weights.
Once Kyle was sure that his mom was comfortable with him walking her through the motions, he then instructed, "Now it's time to work on the arch. That's where you generate your power."
"That's good," Emma began, "I think my main problem is that I'm not getting enough arch. How do I get more?"
Kyle's voice rattled through his warm breath. "Well, the more you bend your knees, the more arch you get. You don't want too much, though." Kyle then kicked himself for his honesty. He realized he could have gotten his mom to bend into him even more.
But before Kyle knew it, his mom was starting to lower her body with her knees. This resulted in her pressing even harder into his trapped erection. Kyle began to bend with her. Emma lowered herself until she was about halfway between standing into Kyle and sitting on his lap.
Allison, the opposing couple, and the three remaining spectators were surprised by what they were witnessing and shared glances to confirm with the others that they were seeing things correctly. Kyle and Emma didn't notice the glances, as they were focused on other things.
"And then you aim, push off on your legs, and release," Kyle gave as his final directions.
From her half-seated position, Emma turned up and back to her son. "This will make a big difference. Now I'll finally start getting them in the cups, ha-ha. Thank you, hun!"
"I'm glad I could help, Mom." Kyle was in Heaven. He peered down into his mom's cleavage, as his cock pressed into her flexing glutes. Emma waited until he was done staring.
"Do you mind if we do a dry run before I shoot on my own? I wanna make sure I get it right." Emma didn't plan on keeping this up for this long, but she was secretly enjoying it herself. She loved the way it felt to be surrounded by Kyle.
"Of course, Mom." Kyle nudged his groin up, pushing Emma back into a standing position. Somehow, he was standing even closer to the table, squeezing Emma further.



They went down again and popped back up in real speed. Emma had a flashback to the feeling of grinding on guys at parties. This felt no different.
"Alright, I can do it alone now," Emma promised.
Kyle stood there, pressed tightly against his mom. Emma could feel his erection throbbing against her ass. Her son stood perfectly stout as she lowered herself. He wasn't backing up, and she didn't ask him to. It was much more difficult to bend her knees without him bending down along with her. There was little room.
Emma was determined to make it work with her current space constraints. She gripped her left hand on the edge of the wooden table to help leverage herself. With her butt pressed firmly into her son's abs as well as the top few inches of his shaft, Emma worked her hips down toward her heels.
After going down as far as she could in the tight space, Emma stopped and lined up her shot. What she didn't realize was, in the heat of the moment, the back of her miniskirt had not followed her ass down her son's legs, due to the friction.
Kyle still couldn't see her pink thong, but he noticed that the skirt was bunched up around his groin. He thought his mom might freak out if her skirt were half off, so he bent his knees slightly, trying to lower the material on his mom's firm, round cheeks. At that moment, Kyle realized how much more he felt for his mom than he ever did for any of the sluts at his school. This felt right.
Unaware of what was going on behind her, Emma sprung up to shoot. Her whole jolted, and she missed horribly. Everyone in the room laughed. Emma was in shock. As she slid up her son's body, while leaning still leaning forward, her thin thong had run straight up against her son's tall erection. It was like a bolt of electricity, Kyle's cock grinding into her pussy and bare ass, only separated by jeans and two light pieces of underwear.
Emma slid away from Kyle and stepped to the side. Her turn was over. Allison came up to her and pinched her arm. In a thrilling voice, she congratulated, "There ya fucking go! That's my girl!"
Kyle used his hand to wipe beads of sweat from his forehead.
"I think I did a good job," Emma sort of questioned Allison.
"You did perfectly. That was soooo hot to watch. Don't you dare even act like you didn't like that," Allison commanded her friend.
"It was definitely good for him. I'm afraid he'll want it too much."
"Good for just him? Really?" Allison rolled her eyes, "Emma, you're glowing."
Emma felt both pleasure and concern over the sensation.
John and Caroline both made the last cup, and the game was over. Brad got up from the couch and announced that the table game had reached an end.
The hot mom asked Brad, "So, is the party coming to a close?"
He, and everyone else except for Kyle, laughed. Brad replied, "Of course not! It's only 10:30. We still have another activity. It wouldn't be much of a party if we only passed the bowl around once."
"And this time, Em," Brad's girlfriend added quietly, "make sure you actually put out, regardless of how good of head you give."
The two newbies were surprised that they would be pairing off to swing again.
Emma had never cheated on her husband, but with how horny she was, she would have fucked any guy there just for relief.
*****
Once again, everyone walked into the living room. Allison and Brad were already there, having a discussion, Allison sitting on the ottoman holding the fishbowl.
Emma walked in, her son close behind her. The only place available to sit was to Allison's left. So Emma sat on the reclining chair and crossed her legs so that she wouldn't be showing anything off anything hiding in her miniskirt.
Having no place to sit, Kyle found a better position standing behind his mom. This gave him the ability to stare directly down into his mother's abundant cleavage. It was the best view he had gotten thus far, and it was not lost on Emma, as she leaned back more in the recliner to enhance his viewing experience.
"Ok, it seems everyone is here," Allison took charge this time. "It's time to start again. Ladies, please write your names on the papers being passed around."
All of the women had curious looks on their faces, but none spoke up, not wanting to attack the gracious hostess. Each woman wrote her name, folded the card, and placed it in the fishbowl.
It got back to Allison, and then Brad mentioned, "Wait, it's the women's turn to pick!"
"Yeah, I was going to say," agreed Caroline.
"Oh crap, you're right. My bad everyone." Allison simply dumped the folded papers on the carpet next to her. She then passed out the stack of papers again.
The men soon had all of their names in the bowl. It made its way back to Allison, and she pondered where to start. Gary raised his hand, somewhat jokingly. All of a sudden, the bowl fell from Allison's lap, and the pieces of paper fell like confetti all over the floor near the ottoman. "Are you frickin' kidding me? I'm losing it."
The crowd laughed, and Evan joked, "Maybe you're too horny."
Allison retorted with innuendo and winked, "Well, if I pick your name, you can find out for yourself."
The crowd made an "Ooooh" noise. And then Allison chuckled.
She began the laborious process of sorting through the papers, as the unused men's and women's names were mixed together. Allison opened up each card and checked the names. After a minute, she announced, "Fuck it. I'm just gonna put all the pieces in there, and if you choose another woman just get rid of it and wait until you choose a man."
Everyone agreed, laughing.
The bowl was full of papers, and Allison scanned the floor and guessed, "Well, I'm pretty sure I found them all."
Allison handed the fishbowl to Nancy, the woman in her mid-fifties who Kyle pegged as experienced earlier in the evening. Nancy reached in and pulled out Tiffany's name. She humored, "Okay, Tiff, let's go." It got a rise from the guests.
On her next pick, Nancy chose Evan. When they got up to go find a room, Nancy looked in Emma's direction and badgered, "Don't worry Evan, this time you'll actually get to fuck."
The other couples looked at Emma and laughed heartily at the burn. Emma was stung, but she was determined to play it off coolly but sexually. "I was just getting warmed up. The man I get this time will get to drain his balls wherever he wants."
The men, and some of the women, howled. Kyle's erection somehow got even bigger from his mom's declaration.
"Promise you won't prude-out again?" Allison interrogated.
Encouraged by the positive reaction garnered by her lewd remark, an aroused Emma kept up the ante. "Allison, I'll let you taste the cum that drips out of my pussy as proof!" Everyone gasped and laughed.
"You got a deal, Em! You are definitely back!" Allison was thrilled to have her longtime friend restored to her original persona.
The next person to pick was Tiffany. Emma was praying that she wouldn't choose Kyle. The attractive Asian MILF picked a piece of paper and unfolded it. "Choi," Tiffany emotionlessly read, disappointed.
Emma waited for Tiffany to put Choi's paper back into the bowl and pick again. But instead, she and Choi stood up together, and Tiffany passed the bowl to the next woman.
A confused Emma whispered to Allison, "Wait, but that's her husband."
Allison shrugged, "Yeah, that happens sometimes. There's a one in eight chance you choose your date."
Not only was Emma surprised, but this was also news to the young man standing behind her. Kyle instantly became invigorated by the possibility of his mom pulling his name out of the fishbowl. Since two people had chosen, it was now down to a one in six chance. Emma, too, imagined what would happen if she selected her son's name. Her mind flashed back to her earlier visions of her lying underneath of her son on the pullout bed in the basement. To her alarm, warm liquid once again began to gather in the center of her thong.
It was later in the night, and this round moved quickly. Most of the matched swingers hung around just to see how the game would play out. Unlike last time, Emma now commanded all of the attention from the men. The already-chosen men wanted to stay in the living room to see which lucky guy would end up with the new feminine face.
There were now only four women left. Melinda selected Brad's name. When there were only three women left, and the pile of papers diminished, Emma couldn't believe that there was a one-in-three chance of her drawing Kyle's name. What the hell would I do? Kyle couldn't believe it either. His eyes kept switching between the bowl and his mom's face and body.
The glass bowl was now in Allison's hands. She reached in. As her hand entered, Emma noticed that hidden in between two of her closed fingers Allison clenched two or three white pieces of paper. She swirled her hand in the jar. Emma had figured it out. Allison wanted to fuck Kyle so badly that she found and then withheld his name when she "spilled" the bowl earlier. She had even purposely made the women write their names on papers too so that when she "gave up" sorting and decided to put all the papers into the bowl, nobody would realize they were short one man's name!
Allison dropped one of the papers into the bowl and then read the name, "RJ!"
"Well, I guess now RJ will get to see how horny you are," quipped, Evan.
In a kinky response to Evan, who was clearly upset that he hadn't been chosen, instead of getting up, Allison slid her dress halfway up her thighs, reached under, and tugged down a red, open-back thong. She then stood up, first walking over to RJ and rubbing his black nose and face into her creamy breasts, and then she walked over to where Evan was sitting and shoved the thong in his mouth. "This is a coupon for one free session of hardcore anal sex available only on a later date. Don't lose it!"
Everyone remaining in the room cheered like crazy. That was one of the sexier things Emma had seen Allison do, barring her actually having sex with a guy (or multiple guys). Allison then sat back down next to Emma, wanting to watch the final selections.
Emma pressed her lips to Allison's ear and covered her mouth so that Kyle couldn't decipher her words. "I thought you were trying to rig it so you could get Kyle! I saw you hide the papers?"
With a devilish grin, the host flicked her long red hair and whispered back, "Well, after the comment Evan made, I had to tease him by going with another guy, and I wouldn't have used your son for that. And secondly, what type of friend would I be if I didn't let my friend have her son since she is who he rightfully belongs with and wants so badly?"
Emma's face turned to stone. She rigged it so I would end up with Kyle... Her mind went blank and she wasn't able to think. She was in shock.
As the astounded mom regained her brain functionality, she realized that Allison had this in mind the entire time. Allison had kept telling her to make her son want her more and to be even sexier for him - not because she cared about her feud with Tiffany - but because she wanted them to be together. She was having me seduce him SO I WOULD ACTUALLY END UP FUCKING HIM!
The clever and wicked grin still remained on Allison's face as she watched the gears turn in her friend's head, uncovering her plan. As Allison handed Emma the fishbowl, she offered a semi-arrogant, "You're welcome."
Fear prevented Emma from sticking her hand in the bowl. There were three papers left. The mother didn't know what to do. She couldn't choose her son's name. There's no way she could choose him and then not feel forced by peer pressure to do something. But then, Emma considered that maybe Allison was right. Maybe she did want him as badly as he wanted her. Was she was aroused by the idea due to his attractive body, or did she have the desire to be the one to guide him into manhood? The battle in her mind brought her hand no closer to the bowl.
Oh, wait! It then hit Emma that Denise still had to choose a partner, and John was still waiting to be selected. Denise, waiting patiently in her white dress, also had a 50-percent chance of selecting Kyle. Emma had been torn because she assumed selecting her son was a sure thing. The possibility of choosing someone other than Kyle allowed Emma to finally reach into the fishbowl.
All eyes in the room were on her, more intensely than before. Everybody was engrossed in the concept of a mother picking her son's name. They weren't judging negatively. Some found it interesting, and others, erotic. The mother could feel her son's warm breath on her neck as he leaned over her to watch her fingers swirl in the fishbowl. The back of Emma's head was now touching Kyle's encroaching chest. She knew whose name he wanted to see.
Emma pinched a slip of paper and unfolded it. She breathed. "Sarah." There was a universal exhale after the false alarm.
The torn MILF plunged her hand in again. She chose another small slip of paper. She unfolded it at a low angle so that Kyle couldn't read it over her shoulder. Emma paused, her body still, and the room held its breath. "Kyle."
Cheers, clapping, and shouting erupted. Everybody except for John and Tiffany was thrilled by the outcome. Emma sat there in disbelief as Kyle involuntarily expressed his glee by reaching his arms down and wrapping them around Emma. They wrapped underneath her breasts and lifted them up.
Allison was the loudest supporter. "I am so happy for you two!" She looked into Emma's stunned eyes and congratulated, "It's gonna feel so fucking good when he's pounding you out!"
An involuntary, content smile formed on Emma's face, thinking of the scenario her friend provided. Justifying her willingness and excitement for the situation as her simply "going with the flow," Emma tilted her head back so that she could see her son's facial reaction to the news. He was cautiously excited, and his arms were still wrapped around her.
Emma reached up and grabbed Kyle's shoulder, pulling him down more. With her soft, moist lips, Emma kissed him lightly on his mouth, leaving a smudge from the pink lipgloss. Kyle's face was burning.
"Boo! Come on, kiss him for real!" shouted Melinda.
The beaming mom replied, "I'll wait until he has his shirt off."
As the audience cheered, Kyle was in disbelief over what his mom had just said.
In all the hubbub regarding Emma and Kyle, the swingers seemed to forget that Denise still had yet to pick her partner. Even though it had to be John, it was still customary to pull the name out of the fishbowl.
"Hold on a second," Brad stopped the festivities and foreplay between the mother and son. "Denise has to pick her partner."
RJ's wife reached into the bowl and pulled out the one remaining piece of paper. "I wonder what it will say?" Her joke backfired when the paper read, "Brenda."
"I don't understand," shook John.
Allison searched the floor around her and then grabbed a piece of paper from under the ottoman. "Oh shoot. I'm sorry, John. I thought I put all the papers in."
John said it didn't matter since he got to go with Denise.
Emma gave a probing look at Allison. The slick friend winked back. Oh my god... She rigged it so I could have ONLY ended up with Kyle! Though, with the amount of fun Emma was having so far, she found it hard to complain.
"Hey, Kyle," Allison called out with a naughty grin. "Tell your mom that you want to collect your prize."
Emma smiled but shook her head to the side in a way that showed she was hesitant yet secretly interested in doing what Allison was suggesting.
"I don't know what that means, but I like the sound of it!" a more confident Kyle shrugged.
Allison coyly responded, "I'll let your mom explain it to you."
"I am not going to tell him! He's not ready to hear about that," Emma insisted.
Evan spoke up, "He listened to me talk about what we did upstairs. I'm sure he's okay with hearing it." Evan just wanted to hear about it as well.
"Ok, I will tell him then." Allison spoke over Emma's resisting voice, "Back in college, whenever your hot sexy mother and I would let a true stud like yourself fuck our brains out, we'd let him take home the underwear we had on. We called it him 'collecting his prize'. You should collect yours now."
Kyle looked down at his mom, who was staring right back up at him. "Should I collect it?"
Seeing the hope in the hazel eyes he got from her, Emma didn't have the heart to say no. And she was becoming more aroused by the second. In a dry, sultry tone, she questioned, "Well, you can't fuck me if my thong is still on, can you?"
For Kyle, it was a dream. "Woah. Do you just give it to me?"
The scantily dressed mother was in full-on seductive mode. She pulled Kyle's head back down until her lips touched his ear. "No, Sweetie. Mommy's gonna open up her legs for you, and you're going to reach under my skirt. And then, you're going to slide my wet thong off so that you can see mommy's nice shaved pussy. Then, you're going to keep that thong and cum in it whenever you think of me."
Kyle was shaking in his shoes, and he nearly came into his boxers. He walked around from behind the recliner so that he was facing his mom. In a room full of erotic aroma, Emma uncrossed her legs and pulled the lever on the recliner. Her upper body went back and her legs were lifted. "Go ahead, Kyle. Claim me in front of everyone."
With trembling arms, the 18-year-old son stepped toward the recliner until he was stopped by his mom's heels, which were pressed together. He took a foot in each hand and parted the smooth legs slowly until they were on either side of him. The other men in the room moved so that they could try to see inside Emma's skirt.
The son began to go down on a knee so that he could be level with his mom's vagina. Emma, though, wagged her finger. Kyle paused. Emma then lifted her legs and then rested them on his shoulders. Kyle looked straight down into his mother's miniskirt. He saw the hot-pink thong.
Emma leveraged her ankles and rears of her heels to nudge Kyle in her direction. He took the hint. He leaned toward his mom, stopping once his shins touched the edge of the recliner. He then bent at the waist. At this point, Emma's miniskirt was bunched up near her waist, and the bottoms of her butt cheeks were showing.
The smell of wet pussy filled Kyle's nostrils as he moved towards the thong. His hands reached under the waistband of the skirt and grabbed the lacey, pink strings. He began to yank them down Emma's thighs, but a one-inch-wide strip of material clung to his mom's soaking pussy. With a harder yank, he broke the thong free. Kyle studied his mom's gorgeous, glistening pussy before removing his head from between her thighs. Dad obviously didn't do much damage, Kyle joked to himself.
The horny teenager stepped back, sliding the thong down off of his mom's black heels. He held them in the air for the room, as if he were raising a trophy. Emma closed her legs and adjusted her skirt.
"Mom, they're so wet," Kyle remarked.
As Emma pushed the recliner lever back down, she explained, "That's what happens when you spend the last two hours dreaming about your son burying his monster cock inside of you." Emma then looked down at the large swell in Kyle's jeans. "Speaking of which..."
Allison proposed with a reminiscing tone, "RJ and I will take the guest room. Kyle and Emma will also take the guest room since there are two mattresses. It will be a nostalgic call back to freshman year."
Emma knew that her old roommate just wanted to see she and Kyle have sex. But, after everything that Allison had done, Emma decided she deserved to have things the way she wanted them.
The other pairs began to call dibs on rooms in the house and filtered out of the living room. Soon it was just Allison, RJ, Emma, and Kyle remaining. A thong-less Emma rose from the recliner. With a hot-pink prize partially hanging from his front pocket, Kyle stepped behind his mother and marveled at the back of her skirt.



Sensing her son right behind her, Emma pushed her butt back into him. It made contact with his erection again. Kyle couldn't resist. He grabbed his mom's hips in his hands and started to gyrate them so that her ass would rub against his throbbing cock.
Emma quickly got into it. She began to grind at her own pace and made sure she went hard into her son. Kyle slipped his hands under the waistband of her skirt. The lustful mom responded by reaching behind her with her right hand and pulling her son's head next to hers.
Not being able to take it anymore, Kyle plunged his right hand deep into the skirt and slipped his middle and index fingers into his mom's steaming mound, simultaneously sucking on her neck. Emma moaned and she tilted her neck to give her son easier access.
For minutes, the mother and son stood in place, furiously grinding into each other as Kyle nibbled and kissed his mom's neck. The son's fingers were glazed in his mom's juices. As wide open as her vaginal canal was, Emma knew it would be a painful pleasure to work her son inside of her.
Kyle's fingers twirled around inside Emma. He hit her sensitive clit, and Emma nearly screamed, "Oh god, Baby! I want you inside me. Please, Kyle, let's just fuck already!"
The young stud said nothing back. Instead, he did the hottest thing to ever happen to Emma. He removed his hands from under to waistband, brought them up to her chest, and curled his fingers under the left and right plackets of his mom's blouse. The highest remaining button that was already stretched to its limits due to being the only button that held her large chest inside of the shirt. Kyle flexed his muscular arms and ripped the sides of his mom's blouse apart, popping off every remaining plastic button and sending them flying.
Emma leaned back into her son's chest as she breathed loudly in astonishment. Her melons jiggled in the cheetah-print cups. He had literally torn her clothes off. That sent Emma over the edge. She turned around, let her ruined blouse slide off of her arms, and she pulled Kyle's sky blue polo up over his head. Her son helped her take it all the way off. The lustful mom ran her hands all over her son's incredible body, kissing his chest and abs sensually.
Kyle then placed his hands on the sides of Emma's face and lifted it up to meet his. They kissed like lovers as their tongues intertwined. Emma wrapped her right leg around her son's body, threw her arms around his neck, and rubbed her on-fire cunt into his jeans as they made out. Kyle dragged his hands down his sexy mom's back, under her miniskirt. He held her bare firm booty in his hands.
Meanwhile, Allison and RJ, still in the living room, stood there in amazement. It was one of the sexiest sights imaginable. They watched as the young man held his mom against his body by grasping her ass with one hand while using the other to finger his mom's pussy.
As Allison and RJ continued to witness the scene unfold, Emma began the process of removing Kyle's jeans. They passionately fucked each other's faces with their mouths. Emma couldn't believe that she was actually doing with her son, and she loved every moment of it.
Kyle kicked off his brown shoes and kicked pushed and kicked his jeans from his legs. Kyle and Emma both knew that they were never going to make it upstairs to the guest room. Emma's altered skirt was riding up around her waist, leaving everything below naked.
The sensation of her breasts pressed against her son's chest was so intense that it needed to be enhanced. Emma reached back and unclasped her bra. Her voluptuous tits stayed in the cups as the friction from Kyle's chest supported them. Seeing what his mom was doing for him, Kyle moved his lips from her mouth to her neck. He wanted to better be able to help her. He used his hands to guide the bra straps off of his mom's slender shoulders, letting them fall against her arms.
"Someone's in a mood to be helpful."
"Yep!" Kyle blushed before going back to kissing his mom's neck.
Emma then pulled her arms back, freeing them of her bra straps. Now, it was just the pressure of her chest against her son's that kept the bra in place.
Kyle pulled his mouth from his mom's neck. "I wanna see your boobs so bad."
"I can tell." Emma bit her lip. "But I'm not just gonna let you see my tits. You're gonna have to work for it. If you want me out of my bra, you're gonna have to fucking put your hands on me, work my body over, and fucking take it off."
Thinking things through quickly, Kyle roughly grabbed his mom's waist and lifted her off of her feet. He hastily turned her away from him, causing the cheetah-print bra to fall to the floor. Kyle then pinned his mom's bare ass back against his heavy, thick package. After he set her feet down, he let his head hang over her shoulder. "Holy shit, Mom! Your boobs are incredible."
His mom's breasts were more than he dreamed about. When the bra had fallen to the ground, Emma's tits did not drop by much.
Through her shocked gasps and heavy breathing, Emma euphorically smiled in genuine appreciation and sexual gratification. Grinding into her son with intense love, Emma challenged, "Are you going to fucking touch them, or are you just gonna gawk at them all day?"
Kyle wasted no time massaging the smooth 36Ds. They were creamy and soft, yet the nipples were as hard as diamonds when he pinched them. Emma groaned at his touch. She tilted her head back and arched her spine so that she could nibble on her son's ear as he played with her lively chest.
Not being able to resist the temptation any longer, Emma backed off of her son and pulled his pinstripe boxers lower on his thighs. His rigid, long cock refused to make it easy for her. Kyle then reached down, and with a hard tug, he freed his impressive dick and balls.
With a rapidly beating heart, the suburban mother tried to take hold of her son's cock. But Kyle had other plans. The son grabbed his mom's outstretched limbs and then trapped them behind her back. In her son's self-indulged dominance, Emma would have let him do anything he wanted. Kyle walked her to the ottoman in the living room. He used his foot to slide the furniture in front of the recliner.
Emma had no clue what he was doing, but she trusted it was going to result in a lot of pleasure for both of them. Kyle then rotated their bodies, swapping their positions, as he walked backward toward the ottoman, pulling Emma with him. He fell back onto the furniture. His waist and lower back rested on the ottoman, and his upper back and head lay on the seat of the recliner.
"Ohhh!" The mom gasped, being suddenly pulled down. She landed in a straddling position on her son's muscular upper thighs.
It became apparent what Kyle wanted, and Emma wanted it too. She took it upon herself to work her way up her son's thighs. She released a high-pitched moan as her bare, shaved labia made contact on her son's textured erection.
Kyle flexed his sex organ, and Emma responded by placing her hands on his bulky chest, supporting herself as she ground up and down.
The son then grabbed the waistband of his mom's skirt. In a powerful motion, he pushed the waistband up his mom's torso, over her chest, and over her head, messing up her long hair in the process.
"Holy fuck, that was hot!" Emma moaned. She wished she had more clothes for her son the tear from her body, but she was completely naked. "Where do you want me?"
"I want you to lie down on my chest." Kyle wanted to feel the weight of his mom's body on his.
Emma promptly fell onto her son's wide chest. Kyle savored the wonderful feeling of having her tits pressed against him. Emma slipped the length of her tongue into his mouth. The two lovers made out with their naked bodies caressing and massaging each other.
Emma broke away from his lips and whispered in his ear, "So, is tonight the first night you've wanted this?"
"Uhh..." Kyle didn't know what to say. "What do you mean by 'this'?"
Emma panted. "Is this the first time you've wanted to fuck me? Just tell me, and I'll ride your cock in a way I've never ridden anyone's before." That was all the encouragement her son needed to answer the question. Little did Kyle know, Emma was going to fuck his brains out regardless of whether he answered or not.
"Ever since you caught me getting that BJ. I jerked off using your panties for weeks. But I never knew how hot you actually were until tonight."
Emma whined with pleasure from the combination of the front of her pussy gliding along her son's shaft, and the image of Kyle wrapping her used panties around his cock as he thought of her sexually.
As promised, the insatiably horny MILF pushed herself back up to a sitting position by using her son's chest. She slid her soaked pussy down Kyle's penis and over his hefty balls. Kyle then lifted his mom into the air by her hips.
Kyle and Emma (being held in mid-air) yearningly locked eyes. Feeling secure, Emma moved her hand from Kyle's chest to his cock. It felt surreal for his mom's hand to be gripping his pulsating erection. Emma angled the round cockhead back towards her pussy. It's gonna be a tight fit!
The young son stared at his naked mom, who was holding his thick shaft millimeters underneath of her open, steaming pussy. "You're so fucking hot! I love you so fucking much, Mom."
Emma offered a bright, dazed smile as she nodded her head, letting her son know that she was ready. Kyle let go, and his girthy cockhead tunneled most of its way into his mom's vaginal canal. Emma screamed.
She didn't expect to be dropped so quickly, but after the initial pain subsided, it was a rush of pleasure like none other. She peered down to see that her son was only three-quarters of the way inside of her, and that made her want him even more. With a naughty grin, she ordered her son, "Do that again."
Kyle eagerly picked up Emma and dropped her again. His pink mushroom slowly made progress inside his mom's vaginal lips. It was almost all the way in, and perspiration began to appear on Emma's forehead. She told her son to try it again. She knew the next drop would be the one that put her son's entire length inside of her. "Oh, Baby, make my pussy yours. I want you so bad!" Emma screamed through the whole house.
The strong hands on her waist picked her up again and let go. Gravity took over. She landed with a wet thud. Emma felt the long, thick cum rod penetrate deep inside of her. Emma didn't know a cock could feel so deeply. It had been decades since she had a piece like this inside of her. It was like being fucked for the first time again. She moaned, and she squeezed her nails into Kyle's chest.
Wanting to pound his mom like crazy, Kyle began to buck her up and down faster and faster. He admired her bouncing boobs and lustful face as she rode him like a pro. Emma felt so secure in Kyle's hands that she couldn't imagine being anywhere else. She whimpered with every inward thrust.
She savored the sound of his thighs and her ass colliding, her natural lubricant spilling out in between them. Every few moments, Emma would bend down more so they could kiss romantically and so that she could brush her nipples against his hard body.
To her shock, and against her current wishes, her hung son stopped his upward humping and lifted Emma off of his cock. Kyle, taking control again, grabbed his mom's torso and rolled her over in place. Emma was now on the bottom, and she expected him to finish in her missionary-style as he did with Tiffany.
But Kyle then flipped her over again so that she was on her stomach. Knowing what position he wanted, the thrilled mom kept her arms in place, as she shifted her ass back. With her elbows on the recliner and knees on the ottoman, Emma awaited her son's manhood to enter her soaking cunt again.
Kyle was now standing behind her. But then, instead of the incredible penis working its way into her again, she felt a finger touching her gushing cunt. Emma had no clue what Kyle was doing, and she was too lost in pleasure to care. The next sensation the awaiting mother felt was her son's wet finger circulating her cherry hole.
After the relentless bucking on her son, Emma mentally prepared herself for what would be the greatest sexual sensation of her life. It was something her husband was not nearly kinky enough to try.
She felt her black hair being gathered in Kyle's hand. She turned her neck so he could more easily grab the hair that fell over her shoulder. Once a ponytail was made in her son's hand, Emma glanced back. He had a coy smile on his face and sexual longing in his eyes. He tugged on her hair.
"How did you know I liked doggy style with a twist?" Emma egged him on with a loving smile. She then urged, "You can literally stick your cock wherever you fucking want. I want you in my ass, but there is no way in hell that it's gonna fit right now."
The son seemed to understand the physics problem. He still wanted to explore his mom, though.
Emma squinted as Kyle's throbbing cock thrust back into her pussy. And his right thumb suddenly pressed into her asshole.
The entire time it took Kyle to fill her holes, almost like holding a singing note, Emma moaned, "AHHHHHH!" She was barely able to handle the pressure caused by having two objects inside the nearby holes.
Kyle began fucking his mom even faster, and he watched his mom stare back at him out of the corner of her eye.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! AHHHHHH!" Emma screamed at the overbearing pleasure. "Fuck me, please! Fuck me, Baby! I love you so much! OOOOHHHH!"
"Ahhh. I love you too, Mom. I wanna cum in you so bad." Kyle fucked his mom with all his might, withdrawing his cock and slamming it back in.
Emma came immediately.
The orgasm ripped through her body and lasted for minutes. Her whole being shook violently and tensely as hot liquid squirted from her vagina and onto her son's thighs. Not for one second during those minutes of mind-numbing pleasure did Kyle's cum-filled cock leave the inside of Emma's body. He held her ass tightly against his abs and watched in admiration as his mom's gorgeous body squirmed around his cock.
As the greatest orgasm of her life subsided, Emma's trembling arms gave way, and she collapsed onto the sweat-soaked recliner. The panting MILF could barely think straight. She rolled over onto her back and looked up to see that Kyle was kneeling on the carpet. His broad chest was rising and falling with each deep breath. She knew she had found her true match.
I just fucked my son...
Emma's eyes moved down her young pleasure-bringer's body with utter infatuation. She traced his six-pack to find, at the bottom of his V-pattern, a twitching erection remained standing tall into the air, begging for more. The exhausted, but sexually satisfied knockout couldn't believe that her son still hadn't finished. What fucking stamina.
Overcome with desire and sexual hunger for her son, Emma felt the need to thank her partner for giving her so much pleasure. And of course, she could never leave her own son hanging.
Recovering enough energy, the sexy mom rolled off of the recliner. She gingerly stood up on the carpeting. Emma brushed her shining hair back behind her ears. She waited until Kyle turned his attention back to her before licking her bottom lip seductively.
"Hey... Come here," motioned Emma, standing nude in the living room.
Kyle didn't know what his mom had in mind for them, but he stood up and approached her.
Emma gave her son a playfully disappointed look, "Come closer, Honey. I won't bite."
The 18-year-old's muscular body stopped one foot away from Emma's mature presence.
"What now?" Kyle was puzzled. His fantasy-come-true gazed seductively into his eyes. Emma was silent as she placed the fingertips of her left hand on Kyle's broad chest, rose to her toes, and leaned in with her eyes shut. She lightly pressed her moist pink lips against his, holding them there before gently parting from him and letting her heels return to the carpet.
"I just wanted to kiss you," she smiled.
"Really?" Kyle blushed, feeling loved.
"Yep." Emma bit her lip. "Among other things..."
The experienced lover then leaned in again to kiss her son's neck, then his chest, and then his abs as she worked her way down to her knees. The entire time, she never broke eye contact with her wide-eyed son.
When her knees came to rest on the floor, Emma broke eye contact with Kyle so that she could get a more intimate look at the fuckstick that had provided her with so much pleasure. It was still reddened from use, and the blood pressure within it showed how much sexual adrenaline that he had flowing through him.
Pointing to the sky, the beating cock was angled up at Emma's excited face. It was so much larger than Tom's. It was at least two inches longer, and it was so much smoother due to its youth.
Mesmerized by Kyle's package, Emma reached out with her right hand, grabbed a hold of the hard cock, and started pumping slowly. Kyle's face went blank as he let out an inaudible, but open-mouthed moan. Emma, though, wasn't looking at his face - the object in her silky hands was what had her attention.
After only three relaxed pumps, a long strand of pre-cum drooped down from the tip of Kyle's head. The 42-year-old cougar lowered her body so that her firm buttocks rested on her Achilles. She flicked out her tongue and caught the dangling strand of cum on the tip of her pink tongue before it could fall even farther to the Earth.
Emma then sucked up the strand of precum like a piece of spaghetti, following it back up to the thumping head of the young cock, and then kissing the pink bulb sensually.
Savoring the new taste of the fresh cum, Emma rose to her original posture on her knees, took her hand off of Kyle's shaft, and then rested her fingertips on the sides of her breasts, right above the areola. She stared into Kyle's focused eyes and licked her lips sensually. "I want my baby to finish."
Lost in their own world, Kyle and Emma had completely forgotten that they were not alone in the room. The entire time that the mother and son had been opening each other's eyes and minds up to the erotically satisfying and indescribably loving taboo, Allison and RJ had been sitting on the couch, watching and masturbating.
As incredible as the show was, Allison was at a point where she needed action herself. She asked RJ to stand for a moment. She pulled down his pants and briefs in one fell swoop. The heavyset black man alternated his attention between the taboo in front of him and the provocative woman below him. His dark wood snapped out of his boxers as they fell to his sneakers.
Just ten feet away, Emma began to blow her son. Eager to mimic the activity, Allison held RJ's stiff hardon in her hand. She pumped it twice before engulfing it in her mouth. She slowly withdrew, massaging the main vein with her tongue on the way out.
Allison only wanted to perform that one blow in order to taste her partner. She promptly stood up and pushed RJ into the couch behind them. Not knowing what was about to happen, RJ removed his shirt from his seated position, resting on the tan tweed couch.
The fiery redhead glanced at Emma and Kyle. It was the sexiest display she had ever seen. She saw the love and lust in Kyle's and Emma's eyes as they looked at each other. The mother was doing her best to give her son a moment he would never forget. Allison was not going to miss the finale.
Allison wiggled her way out her flattering apricot dress. She revealed herself in front of RJ, wearing nothing but a tight red bra that matched the panty she had given to Evan. She then bent over so that her head was at RJ's level. Her breasts were hanging tantalizingly.
"RJ," Allison licked her lips while looking him straight in the eye, "when I sit down on that big black cock of yours, I'm gonna need you to bury it deep inside of me. And fuck me how you've never fucked anyone before. I don't want you to stop fucking me until your sperm is lodged so far inside my pussy that when Brad fucks me later this week, his cum won't even be able to reach yours. Do you understand?"



With a parched mouth, the 30-year-old man nodded his head, his large eyes open. Allison turned around so that her ass was in RJ's face. She shuffled back toward the couch before practically jumping back onto RJ's lap.
On the couch, Allison bounced up and down on RJ's lap as she watched the mother make intense oral love. RJ's hands enveloped Allison's tits as he thrust his hips up. Allison was excitedly watching her friend. She twisted her neck to proclaim to the man inside of her, "That's the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen!"
RJ wittily responded, "I guess you didn't get a good look at my cock when you had our mouth on it."
Allison laughed in between the pants that she was released with each bounce on his dick. "Maybe if you and Denise spend the night, I can give it another look after she and Brad fall asleep."
RJ's rhythm picked up.
But RJ wasn't the only one moving faster to euphoria. Emma had taken Kyle's weighted testicles into her hand to help build his load.
As that was going on, RJ and Allison suddenly found themselves approaching a climactic finish on the couch. The redhead turbulently rode the black cock, her back sticking to the stomach of the heavyset man.
Allison's screams had to have been heard throughout the house, because John dashed into the living room, somewhat in a hurry, like something major was happening. He and Denise had finished rather quickly. There was shock and awe on his face as he saw two couples fucking right there in the living room. Emma and Kyle didn't notice him. They were in their own world.
John did end up making eye contact with Allison and RJ. He noticed they were watching the mom and son engage in post-sex oral. John joined the viewing party as Emma and Kyle performed.
Emma, realizing that speed wasn't going to work for her son because of how warm he was, decided to stick out her salivating tongue. She used it to lick her son's penis a quarter of the way down, gently touching the sensitive flesh of his shaft with her soft lips. Let's try this intimate approach.
Kyle, his forehead drenched in sweat, tried to understand his mom's new tactics. Emma held eye contact with her son and bobbed her head back. She then, ever so gently, grazed her teeth against the smooth skin while she used her tongue to massage the underside of his throbbing cock.
After Emma's mouth left Kyle's sex organ, she stared deeply into his eyes and mouthed, "I love you." She then puckered her lips and gave a long and passionate open-mouthed kiss to her son's swollen head, sensually sucking up more of his salty pre-cum.
Neither Kyle nor Emma had ever been a part of something more romantically sexual in their lives. Kyle almost ejaculated at that moment, but he managed to use all of his mental control to stop his body from doing so. He didn't want to miss out on more pleasure. Emma noticed the twitching and realized that she had better take action. She didn't want her son to cum before they could have even more fun. I'm not finished with you yet.
Using a well-learned trick, the mother firmly pressed her fingers underneath his package, between his ballsac and his asshole, cutting off the pressure leading to his penis. That stopped the immediate threat of him cumming.
Emma then opened her mouth and engulfed the length of the cock before her. She withdrew her head, her lips wrapped tightly around Kyle's cock. Gazing up, and seeing the incomprehensible desire in Kyle's eyes, Emma went back in, determined to pleasure him in a way he could never experience from another woman.
Increasing speed without sacrificing intimacy, Emma was finally blowing her son in a way that she found ideal. She dug her fingernails into his hard waist so that she could leverage her momentum in order to bob her head even faster. The horny wife refused to slow down her raunchy devouring of the thick penis.
"Oh god, Mom! Keep going!"
The scene unfolded before John, reawakening his limping dick. He started to rub through his pants. The countryman was then startled by the laughing he heard to his left. He jolted his head in the direction of the couch, taking his hand off his cock. Allison was laughing at the sight of him - a man standing alone in the living room, masturbating while watching another couple have oral sex.
John's cheeks reddened in embarrassment. Allison realized her laughter had unintentionally hurt her party guest. "John, I'm sorry! It's just that you're standing there awkwardly. Come sit down and jerk off so that you don't look so weird, ya goof!" Allison's hospitality and playful teasing made the middle-aged man feel more comfortable to laugh at himself. He sat down on the tweed couch, next to Allison.
RJ was sweating as the attractive, free-spirited woman slapped repeatedly on his lap. With RJ's large form sitting in the middle of the couch, there wasn't much room for John. He undid his belt and pulled his trousers down just enough so that his hand could access his swelling package. He jerked off to the erotic scene between the mom and son.
Kyle placed his hand on the back of Emma's head and moved it back and forth, helping her blow harder and faster. Kyle then fervently started the process of thrusting his erection into Emma's open mouth, pulling her dark head into his groin as he did so.
He's about to cum.
The young cock started to leak more and more of its delicious precum, which was being sent up from the tightened balls hanging below. Emma's mouth was coated in the sperm-less ejaculate, which tasted addictively delicious.
Emma was living her new fantasy, and Kyle was living his.
The imagery of the blowjob was too sensual for Allison to handle. It filled her with so much lust that she needed more than just RJ's thrusting. She reached down to her side and used her hand to commandeer John's shaft away from him. He had no objections.
Surprised, John looked at Allison. She wanted to smile back, but she was in too much sexual agony. The grip on his penis was firm. The slutty woman held her arm steady and allowed RJ's steady thrusting to do the masturbatory work for her.
John was excited, and he took it upon himself to go a step further. He slid his pants off all the way and then stood up on the couch. He placed his hand on the top of the furniture to brace himself. His cock was now right in front of Allison's face, and it was still in her hand.
The horny seductress did not hesitate, even for a moment, to give John what he wanted. Anything to increase her own arousal. She put him in her mouth and talentedly sucked him off while she rode RJ. The big man underneath did not care. He was still fucking Allison, and he found her promiscuity erotic. "You're so fucking sexy, Ally, baby!"
With her head turned, Allison had to stop watching her friend, but she had her own erotic situation to focus on.
Just feet away, Kyle deliberately tugged on Emma's hair. She knew what he was signaling. The mother embraced the welcomed ejaculation.
Just as Kyle's ticking pipe bomb twitched in her mouth, Emma released her lips. Even though she wanted to do it, due to how enlarged his testicles and cock were, there was simply no way she could take all of her son's semen in her mouth.
Emma gripped the thick, wagging cock in her right hand and held it parallel with the ground, about six inches from her blushing face. Her mouth was held slightly agape, showing an anticipating grin.
Knowing he had reached the end of his glorious run, Kyle allowed his eyelids close in a squint. His body tightened, and his cock flexed one last time.
Rope after rope after rope of thick, hot, gooey jizz fired out of the open slit in Kyle's cock and landed all over Emma's beautiful face. The first rope of cum landed on Emma's forehead, some of it getting into her black hair. The second rope landed on her left eyelid, which she had managed to shut at the last moment. The third strand of Kyle's semen erupted into Emma's upper lip, most of the cum going into her open mouth. Emma tasted the full version of her son's delicious ejaculate. The fourth, fifth, and sixth ropes of cum glazed the rest of Emma's face. And the final salty strand from Kyle's softening erection drooped down onto the bare 36D's hovering below
After how she had orgasmed earlier, and what she was able to do to her son now, Emma had never been so sexually satisfied. Kyle was exhausted. He stumbled, but he managed to keep his balance in the end.
The content mother opened her eyelids with difficulty, as her son's load clung to her mascara-covered eyelashes. Emma repeatedly used her index finger to swiftly wipe the remnants of the male orgasm off of her eyes, each time inserting her cum-covered finger into her mouth. After swallowing the facial, Emma was able to look at her son's eyes again.
Emma then rose to her feet and leaned into Kyle's sturdy body so that her breasts pressed against his lower chest. The mother and son embraced and kissed passionately, their tongues intertwining and amorously massaging each other. After they dropped their arms, they then tilted their heads again for one more gentle kiss.
Kyle and Emma let their bodies separate so that they could collect their minds after the incredible experience they had just shared.
It was then that they finally took notice of what was happening on the couch. Emma did a double-take, realizing that her friend was humping RJ's cock as she sucked John's.
"Allison!" Emma got the attention of her friend. Allison looked out of the corner of her eye. "Allison, that's sexy as hell, but can you be doing that here?! What if their wives walk in?"
A concerned look came over John and RJ's faces. Even though it was a swingers party, there was still a difference between your spouse going into a private room with another woman while you're with another man, and walking into an open living room and seeing him in a three-way.
"Yeah, we probably shouldn't do this," John admitted. Still, he did not make the necessary change to his behavior. He wanted to cum.
"Allison, you need to finish up before they come in and see this!" Emma added.
RJ, Allison, and John all picked up their speed. Allison pulled her mouth from John's dick, leaving just her hand to pump. "Then come help me!" Allison pleaded.
"Allison," Emma answered honestly, "I am too tired to do anything to anybody."
Allison looked disappointed - not just because she wanted to get the men off before an awkward situation ensued, but because she wanted to have a "reunion" of sorts with her friend - kind of like the good ole days.
Emma could tell that her friend really wanted her to contribute. Looking at John, Emma could see that his eyes were glued to her chest, even though it was Allison stroking him.
The tired mom then turned back to Kyle. The gracious son smiled with a nod, giving his mom his blessing. He knew that what they had just done transcended casual sex, and he had no reason to be worried. "I love you, Mom."
Emma blew her son a kiss, and then she walked over to the couch. She stood before John, took his hand in hers, and placed it on her chest. John became more aroused as he felt up the nicest rack he had ever gotten his hand on.
The naked, humping redhead smiled at the reunion with her friend. Allison decided to give Emma her version of a reward - she continued to jerk off John's ejaculator, but she aimed it toward Emma's chest.
In a desire to help her friend, who had given her so much, Emma reached up and laid her hand on John's shoulder. She encouraged, "Come on, John. I wanna see that hot cock of yours shoot a load all over my massive tits! Don't you wanna see that? Look how hard my nipples are for you (They were hard for Kyle)."
Allison noticed Kyle sitting alone on the carpet and felt bad that he was left out, even if he had no more energy. She waved her free hand for him to come over. Kyle slowly got up and walked over in front of Allison, next to his mom. With her free hand, Allison traced her fingers along Kyle's chiseled body. It made Kyle feel involved, and the young, sexy visual also encouraged Allison to fuck RJ harder.
Soon, the two men under Allison's control were losing their minds. They were reaching the tipping point of their experience. John was in a squatting position, his rear on the back cushions of the couch, as Allison jerked him off in Emma's direction. The vein in his forehead pulsated. He squeezed Emma's firm breasts. Emma made it easier for him by propping them up with her available arm. She then moved her breasts right under his dick, making an enticing target for his ejaculate. "C'mon, John, let's see it!"
As John closed his eyes to finish, Emma quickly wrapped one arm around his torso and placed her other hand on Allison's. The sly MILF spun John to the side and aimed his spewing nozzle at Allison's bouncing tits.
Allison, riding the black cock, suddenly had splatters of goo on her chest and stomach. "You bitch!" the redhead grinned. Emma laughed back.
With his face making him look like he was about to pass out, RJ came at the right time. Allison braced herself on his lap, and she held tightly onto Kyle's body as RJ finally clenched the muscles in his groin and released his cum deep into the wet pussy. The hostess, who hadn't changed much since college, hopped off of RJ's lap, kissed Kyle on the cheek for his help, and staggered toward her apricot dress so that she put it on as soon as she got cleaned up.
It was obvious that John was unhappy with Emma's little prank. His cum did not hit its intended target. But just as Emma had done with her son's semen, Allison scooped and consumed John's cum while he watched, which made him feel a little better.
With the last swallow of John's cum on her fingers, Allison spun around and smacked Emma on her bare ass, leaving a glob of John's cum on her reddened bottom. The exhausted, dark-haired woman chuckled at the returned horseplay, as she put her clothes back on without cleaning John off of her.
Emma then winked at John while she made a jerking motion with her fist next to her mouth. "Next time, when I'm not tired, you can finish anywhere."
Allison then eyed Kyle and made the same fist motion that Emma had made for John. She playfully flirted, "And so can you."
It turned out that the sex in the living room had reached its finale in the nick of time. Kyle, Emma, RJ, John, and Allison donned the final articles of their clothing just as other female and male pairs began returning to the living room.
*****
Two weeks later, Kyle walked into the kitchen as Emma was in the middle of a phone conversation with Tiffany.
"Well, let's just say that Kyle and I have been very busy lately," Emma smirked in her son's direction as he walked up to her and smacked her ass before leaving the room. "Yeah, I can honestly say that you'd have an intensity and a deep love of unlike anything you'll ever know with Choi. I mean, has there been any luck with Patrick, or is he still aloof?"
It was liberating for Emma to rediscover her personality and her true desires in life (Kyle was certainly enjoying it). And Emma felt good about the reversal of roles. It was nice to see Tiffany to be jealous of her for once. And yet, she now found herself wanting them to be friends, friends who could share this rare life decision.
The proud mom continued, "That's a shame. I can help you keep working on him. Well, Tom is going away this Saturday on an overnight trip. I already called Allison and Brad, and they confirmed that they'll be having another party. They, apparently, also have some new games that they want to try out, so it should be a new experience. Oh! And I bought this really slutty outfit from this fun website that I can send you the link to. Maybe you should get an outfit too, and invite Patrick instead of Choi. You never know..."
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"Jessica felt the weight of her head resting on Rob's chest while remembering the evening they shared the night before. Both knew it was not built to last, but for this one night they could pretend it was the beginning of an endless adventure."
Lena Wilson jolted in her rolling chair, thinking she had heard the sound of footsteps in the hall. It was a month ago that the English teacher got the idea for an intense romance novel. She did not assume it would lead to becoming a published author. She actually just wanted something more private she could do for fun.
So, every night for the last month, Lena snuck out of the bed she shared with her husband and walked down the hall to her small home office.
With the final sentence complete, Lena emailed her story to her work friends, hoping she could discuss it with them before the township's high school was back from Spring Break.
The anticipation of waiting was hard for Lena. She had spent a month of her life writing the short novel and she wanted instant feedback before editing it. The Friday before the teachers were set to return to work, Lena finally got texts from her two colleagues that they could meet for coffee on Sunday.
****
When it was Sunday and the three friends were in a cafe with their drinks, Lena excitedly asked in a hushed tone, "So, what did you think?"
The facial reactions from her friends were even better than Lena had hoped, but their reasoning was not what she expected. "It was so f'ing hot! The intimate scenes were incredible. I kept reading it over and over. The only part I didn't like was how the sex scenes didn't go even further,"
"I know, right?! Lena was holding back on us," another teacher quipped.
"Well, I'm glad you guys liked that so much," Lena responded tentatively. "But what did you think of the story as a whole? What is your critique of it?"
Both of Lena's friends looked at each other and then back at Lena. "To be honest," one began, "I think all of the more whimsical and loving parts were kind of cliché." Seeing Lena's heart starting to break, she quickly added, "But I kid you not, the sex scenes were like nothing I have ever read. You might be the most talented erotica writer I have ever read."
Lena turned to see her other coworker nodding in agreement. This was not what Lena planned on hearing. "Okay... Is there anything I can do to the novel to make it less cliché?"
"We were talking, and we think you should ditch the romance parts and forget about that genre. You have a gift, and you should go all in. E.L. James has nothing on you."
"Seriously?" I don't want to seem pretentious, but I think I'm above writing smut."
"Why? I wish I could write like this. Just cut out the romance and add some juicy details. Post it on one of those erotica sites under a pen name and see how people react. Let the audience judge."
Lena considered it and realized she had nothing to lose. Neither husband nor son would ever know it was her if she used a pen name. "I guess I can do that."
That night, Lena snuck out of her room to enter the small office. She paired down the romantic lines and let her mind go into more explicit details. It was not long before it felt steamy in the closet-sized office. It was enthralling to add naughtier lines and sexy scenes.
Somehow it was the most satisfying night of writing Lena had experienced over the last month. She found a popular erotica site, used the pen name "DirtyBrunette" and uploaded her story under her newly-created account.
"Holy shit," Lena mouthed dryly as she opened her email after work the following day. Not only were there tons of positive comments under her story, but her inbox also had emails from readers asking if she could write a story for them.
****
The following day at work in the teacher's lounge, Lena told her two friends about the praise and offers she received.
"See! We told you. So, are you going to do it?"
"What?" Lena questioned.
"Are you going to write stories for them? You could pick up some extra dough. God knows we need it with our funding cuts."
"Oh, I don't think I-"
"Yeah," her other friend chimed in, "you'd be silly not to do this. Even at $25 a story you could write one in a couple of hours to pick up some pocket money."
Lena did not even consider doing it the night before when she had gotten the emails. Though her friends were making sense. Not that she told them, but Lena loved writing erotica the night before. Also, with her husband, Rick, bringing home a lot of money from his sales career, Lena always craved more financial independence.
"I guess I can tell Rick that it's a performance-based bonus if he even asks. I don't think he pays enough attention to know how I get paid."
There was a lot of energy in Lena's step when she got home from work. Brian, her son, noticed her bouncing around while making dinner. Lena was excited to start her new side venture that night.
****
When night finally fell and her husband was asleep, Lena snuck back into the office. She answered the story request emails from her fans (nearly all men). She told them if they sent her $25 over PayPal, she would write them a story based on their idea and send it to them within a week.
Apparently, nighttime was the most active time on erotica sites, because she got two payments within half an hour. Lena sent the men a confirmation email and said she would get started on their stories right away.
Lena began writing around midnight and did not stop until 4:30 AM. When she finished and had sent both stories, it was like coming out of the twilight zone. She could not believe she had stayed up that late to write. The time flew by, and she had to be up in two hours.
The only moment when time stood still was when she had heard a creek in the hallway that could have been a footstep. Admittedly, it made it even hotter to know that she was doing something naughty at night in between her husband and son's bedrooms. It made her feel like a bad wife and mother.
The only true causes for concern were the giant wet spot she left on the chair and the fact that when she had her moment of panic, she did not have a planned alibi for Rick. Lena made a mental note to start sitting on towels and to simply tell Rick she was answering work emails. With how engrossed Rick was with his demanding job, he would probably understand needing to answer an email this early.
"Wow, I'm going to have to show a movie in class tomorrow," yawned a tired Lena.
****
The next morning, Brian asked his mom why she looked so tired.
"I didn't sleep well. I think I'm going to show my classes a video that I am not supposed to show until next week," Lena joked.
Brian laughed and said, "At least now I know that Mrs. Howell will show us a video next week. I know from the other teachers that they're cutting funding and that you're not getting paid fairly, so I don't blame you for not following their dumb curriculum rules."
Lena was touched that her son was interested in her problems and on her side.
****
Right after getting home from work, Lena checked her erotica email and saw that a lot more guys were asking her to write stories for them. Both of the men she had written for early in the morning had posted already her work. Since her work was signed with her email and pen name at the bottom, a lot of other men wanted the same service done for them.
There were plenty of disgusting and weird requests to filter out, but the silver lining was that Lena had so much traction that she could be picky. The new erotica writer picked out a few interesting emails and told them the rules of her service. Lena soon had four more stories to write.
It was only $50 for working four hours of the night shift, but it was enchantingly fun, and the money would add up. She would just have to nap during her off periods and before dinner to make it work. She could write for a week and then take off a week.
With her future as a writer starting to come together, Lena tasked herself with writing two more stories before going back to bed.
Once again, Lena had herself gripped and aroused with her own words. Her chair towel was even more needed than it was the night before. This time she was smart enough to pull up her nightdress as to not soak the back.
By the time Lena had finished, she was too horny to go to sleep. She was close to finishing and needed to be pushed over the edge. She breathily scanned her email hoping to find an idea from one of her fans that would stimulate her. Some ideas were hot, but they needed a lot of creative effort that she was not in the mood for.
Then, an email from a younger man caught her eye.
"Hello DirtyBrunette,
My name is Brian and I am 18 years old. I live in a smaller town in Michigan and I have a massive crush on the head of my high school's English Department. Actually, it is more than a crush. I think I have deep feelings for her. Every day when I see her, I can't help but think of her in a sexual way. She is the most gorgeous woman I have ever seen. She is intelligent, funny, and I look at her as a goddess.
Now, she is married, but I think she wants more. At the very least, she deserves more. She has wavy brunette hair, hazel eyes, fair skin, is 5'5", and has 34D breasts with an hourglass figure. Every night when I go to sleep, I imagine her walking up to me in lingerie and us having dripping hot sex until we both cum together. I don't care about the scenario and I don't need you to say she feels as deeply for me as I do for her- I just want to have one story where I can be with my dream woman, even if it is just one night. That is all I want.
The reality is, there is no scenario where she would ever have sex with me, so I need this to feel real. I don't know if this will make you uncomfortable or make you think I am a freak, but this goddess is my mom, Lena. I hope you consider writing my story.
-Brian"
Lena's face was frozen in the blue light shining from the computer in the dark room. There was no doubt. Every single detail matched. "Has he been examining my bras?" The email was from Brian, her Brian. And to her horror, Lena was somehow wetter and more aroused than she had ever been.
The shocked mother opened the door to the office and looked at her son's bedroom door. She had no idea what to do. All she had to go on was the feeling inside her created by hours of pent-up arousal. She did not want to cum. She did not want this feeling to go away.
Before putting the computer to sleep, Lena responded carefully so nothing would seem out of the ordinary. "Hello Brian, I am intrigued by your situation. I have never written a story like this before, but I am willing to do this for you. Please send me my $25 fee and I will write the story after I finish any prior commitments."
There was no way Lena was going to prioritize earlier commitments.
****
The next night, Lena could only think about one story. After a day of avoiding her son, Lena could not sneak out of bed and get in front of the computer fast enough.
Lena finally started writing, only to find she did not know how to approach the story. She knew enough details to make it incredibly realistic, but she could not risk exposing her identity.
Lena began to write a story about a mother, a fictional English teacher that succumbed to her son's wishes as part of a plan to get his grades up. The problem was that the fictional teacher stopped being fictional after the first couple of paragraphs.
There was no way Lena could write about herself in a fictionalized way. And with how hot Lena was already, all inhibitions and concerns were rationalized away. He paid for the story to feel real, and I will give him that. Lena described her real self, her functional yet unsatisfying marriage, her struggles at work, and even her new arousal from the idea of her son wanting to fuck her.
When she finally got to the lingerie scene, Lena no longer needed the story to feel real just to appease her son's desires, she also needed it to feel real to appease hers.
Lena left her steaming office and crept into her bedroom. She made sure not to wake her husband as she walked into her closet and removed a sheer black teddy. She took it back to the office and examined it by the computer light. She began to describe herself in the exact lingerie she held. Lena envisioned what her son's reaction would be. It was a rush.
From that point on, the only thing that caused her a hiccup was when it came time to describe her son's penis. She was afraid of putting too generous of a length and making Brian feel inferior. In fact, she realized Brian did not describe himself in the email, and yet she had been describing Brian in perfect detail. She scolded herself for her recklessness.
Lena went back and made Brian's looks more generic without being inaccurate. She figured "brown hair and athletic body" was generic enough. She then described heavy balls and a long, fleshy rod with tight, youthful skin. The crafty writer explained the length and width as being, "long and thick enough where Lena knew it would be even easier to forget about her husband for the night."
After finishing her masterpiece, Lena's fingers, soaked in her pussy juice, operated the computer mouse to send the email. Lena was glad she clicked the "Send" button when she did. It was only moments later that she had to ball her teddy in her mouth so that nobody in the house could hear her orgasmic screams in the dark.
****
The following morning, Lena skipped breakfast and headed straight toward her friend Amy Howell's house, hoping it would take her mind off the story. Her mind had other ideas. It was impossible not to think of the story. Lena had so many regrets about what she had done. There were so many intimate details that would ring true for Brian that he might suspect her.
In another sense though, Lena was glad she aired everything out. She was proud that she wrote nothing less than the filthiest and most accurate mother/son incest story she could. All day, Lena had to fight the urge to go back and read her story in the privacy of the small home office.
****
Lena intentionally came back home after dinner, having told her husband to heat up leftovers for him and Brian. When it was finally 11:30, Lena snuck out of bed again to get off to her story once more.
The lines were even more electric the second time. She knew how it ended, but it did not stop her from rising and falling with the flow of the story. It seemed torturous how long the story was until the sex-filled climax.
Craving more stimulation, Lena found herself editing lines and adding details to make the story even dirtier and more intimate. It was not long before involuntary moans were escaping her mouth.
****
Lena was so lost in her world that she did not hear the footsteps approaching the door.
The door swung open.
Lena let out a shriek and was startled to the point where she nearly fell out of her chair. She was caught with her hand in her pussy. She was a statue, gazing up at her son Brian, who was standing in the musky air that was filled with the scent of her gushing vagina.
Adding to Lena's surprise and confusion was that Brian was not alarmed. His eyes were wide, but he was holding his finger to his pursed lips, reminding her to be quiet. In his other muscular arm, he held his iPad, and he fanned it in a way that told his mom to calm down and not panic.
"Oh my God, this isn't happening," Lena whispered. She stood up to leave, but Brian took a step towards her, and she instinctively backed up from him.
"What are you doing in here?" She whisper-screamed.
Brian closed the door behind him. His iPad screen caused his boxer-covered erection to cast a shadow on his thigh. "Did you mean what you said?"
"What?" Lena replied, confused and panting.
Her son held his tablet under his eyes to read it. "Did you mean it when you said, 'Lena realized she wanted nothing more than for Brian to slip his raging cock into her warm pussy and tell her how much he wanted to please her like the goddess she was.'?"
Lena's pupils got even bigger. She stammered for a while. "How did you know?" She conceded.
"I knew before you wrote it. I heard you leave the computer room one morning and you were still signed into Google as DirtyBrunette. I checked your email."
Lena was speechless. What could she say? She followed the path of her son's eyes to see that her hand was still under her nightdress. She then looked back at her son's face without removing her hand.
Before she knew it, Brian took another step towards her and pressed his fingers into her warm cunt. Lena moaned, finally removing her own hand to cover her mouth, but allowing his to remain.
Brian continued to work his fingers in. Lena sank back in the chair and tried to keep her composure. It was an incredible experience for both of them. Brian could not wait any longer. He whispered in his mom's ear, "I want you right here in this chair."
Lena profusely shook her head no. "The chair's noisy. Take me on the carpet." Lena frantically shed her clothes and her son did the same. When they were both naked, Lena laid on her back to accept her son as her lover. Brian got on top of her and they began making out. As the tip of his cock touched her pussy lips and -
___________________________*********** Ch.2
Lena Wilson's vision dissipated. Her head spinning like a top. Soon after, she felt she was finally regaining her bearings on reality. She looked at the rooster clock on her kitchen wall to see it was 2:27 PM.
She glanced down at the tall stack of white papers on her kitchen table. Finally, she sat back in her eating nook. Uncomfortably peering between her legs, she could see the massive wet spot she had left on the off-white bench cushions.
In the three years it had been since Mrs. Wilson had taken over as the head of the English department, it was safe to say that none of the senior's Final Creative Writing Assignments had ever given her a reaction quite like this one. It was the most disturbing piece of writing Lena had ever read.
Never in a million years did she expect to read a sexual fantasy story like this from her own son. It was creepy. It was traumatizing. It turned her entire world upside-down.
What the hell was he thinking?! What's wrong with him? And how the hell does he know my bra size? And that black teddy I used to- how does he- oh god! This has to be a joke. This is a joke, and he has a screwed-up sense of humor. Maybe his classmate wrote this and put his name there. How does he know the shit with Rick? How the hell did he pick up on that? Ewww, god, does he check me out? Does he tell people he wants me? Fuck. Why me?!
Having too many thoughts to process, Lena got up to go for a long walk. First, she had to do some urgent housekeeping. Still laboring to breathe, Lena turned the soaked cushion over and placed her son's powerful story under another cushion like she was storing radioactive material.
"He made up a world where I moonlight as an erotic author and made a scenario where we would- ughh," Lena shuddered as she briskly stormed out of her house. It seemed like it would be impossible to ever look at her son again. "How did he come up with that?"



Lena walked around her neighborhood for almost three hours before making her way back to her house. She still had no idea why Brian would write that story knowing it was her job to grade it. Lena was still traumatized, but at least her walk made her feel more level-headed.
It was a frightening time. The only was able to decide on two things. She decided that she would not tell her husband for the time being, and she determined that the only way she could ever have any form of relationship with her son would be if she simply talked to him about what in the world he was thinking.
As to why she came in her kitchen to her son's story? Lena reasoned that even for a rough draft it was quality erotica and designed to get people off. It said a lot about her son's writing ability but said nothing of her desires.
***** Ch. 3
Upon finally re-entering her home, Lena could tell by the abandoned backpack on the living room floor that Brian had gotten back from playing video games at his friend's house. Rick was away on business for the next two days, which was normal, and Lena knew the best time to talk to her son about his startling essay was right now.
The problem was the Lena did not know how to approach the conversation. Brian had to know he would have to answer for his actions, right?
Four times Lena climbed up the stairs to his room before walking back down. She would have loved for that home office Brian described to be real. That way she could hide in it.
After another failed attempt at summoning the courage and wisdom needed to handle this weird and awful situation, Lena admitted she needed help.
It felt strange even typing it into the search bar, but Lena tried to research how to handle her son having strong sexual desires for her. It took a lot of searching. Information from psychology and parenting sites did not actually address how to talk about her son's actions. Lena needed someone with experience in dealing with this to help her.
It was not long afterward that Lena found an internet forum. In the forum, there were some mothers, but plenty more sons, talking about their experiences with the delicate matter. One mother stood out, as she was competently answering questions and was highly active on the site in sharing her experiences.
Lena sent a private message to the user, an older mother named Keisha, that contained a rundown of her situation. Lena did not expect a quick response, but within ten minutes, Keisha replied, "I can understand a lot of what you're going through. The first thing you need to know is that you did nothing wrong. Some boys go through this. Both of mine did."
Lena glanced away from her inbox to recheck Keisha's profile picture. She saw her attractive caramel face and fit body. She went back to reading the email. "You will see all sorts of professionals offer theories and advice, but they will never have any idea what you are going to have to go through. As a mother, you cannot afford to get this wrong. I made mistakes with my older son, and we ended up barely speaking for four years." Lena cringed at that statement.
"I then learned from my mistakes so I was able to maintain a healthy relationship with my younger son when he began to show those same confusing signs. I can tell you right now that this is not going to be a quick fix for you. You are going to need to put forth a lot of effort, but it is the only way you can avoid making my mistakes. The good news is that you are already making good decisions. You are right that you should absolutely talk to your son and absolutely not tell your husband. This needs to be handled with emotional precision, and men do not tend to have that when other men are interested in their partners. You need to be understanding and sympathetic of where your son is coming from and why he chose to do something like he did. Nudge him, but do not push him. Allow him to explain himself on his terms, but make sure he opens communication with you. I get email alerts on my phone, so please do not hesitate to contact me with questions."
Lena thanked her new online friend. She knew what she needed to do, and now she had the confidence she needed in her decision.
Back at the top of the stairs, Lena breathed deeply and knocked on her son's door.
"Yes?" Brian called out.
"Hey, it's me," Lena responded, her voice poised but wavering.
It was a little bit before Brian answered. "Ok."
Remembering what Keisha advised, Lena told him through the door, "I just want to let you know that I read your story." It was already a painfully uncomfortable and stressful conversation, but there was no other way.
Brian did not respond, so his mom continued, "I think it is important we talk about it. You don't need to open your door, and we don't need to talk about all of it right now. You aren't in trouble, and this doesn't need to hurt our relationship. I am just trying to understand. How about we start by you just telling me for sure that you wrote it?" Lena knew the answer, but Brian needed to say it.
Minute after minute of silence passed. It was concerning that he was not even willing to communicate with a short response. He writes erotica and emails it to me for my review and grading but won't even say that he wrote it. Lena sighed.
That was when something Keisha said hit Lena. She was supposed to communicate with him through his means. He was clearly comfortable with written communication. Lena's mind went to pen and paper, but she immediately imagined Rick finding the exchange. She certainly did not want to have texts in her number going to her son and one of his friends seeing it on his phone. Based on his story, he clearly liked the idea of email.
Lena opened her laptop again in the kitchen and created a burner email address. She sent her son a message with just a few basic questions. "Hey. Again, I am not angry with you. I am trying to understand things so we can at least communicate about this. I want to know for sure if you wrote the essay. And if you did, I want to know why you chose to write it and why you sent it to me as a part of a school assignment instead of just giving this to me at home. You can respond when you want to, but I think it would be best for both of us if you do it tonight."
The mom walked up the stairs and announced, "I just sent you an email from a new address. You can reply to it when you'd like."
It was up in the air as to if Brian would respond. Lena distracted herself by watching tv but could not resist refreshing her email nearly every minute. After more than an hour of waiting, Lena perked up at the sight of a new email in her inbox.
"Yes, I wrote the story. I guess I needed to tell you how I feel in a way where you would listen to me. It's been really hard to not say anything for so long. I thought the best way to tell you would be in a way where you kind of had to pay attention and hear me out. I needed to know that you would know everything about how I see you. I thought if I wrote it in a way that you liked and made you want to keep reading more, then maybe you wouldn't reject it right off the bat."
Lena breathed. Brian actions made more sense. She had to read it, and if he engrossed her in the story, then she might be more willing to accept his feelings or maybe realize she felt the same way. It made her wonder how long he had thought about her intimately, and it was probably a strain to stay silent for a long time.
Giving it some time first, Lena then replied, "Ok. Thank you for telling me that. I now get why you sent it to me in the way you did." Then came a painfully awkward question to ask. "And the way you wrote about me and all of the things you talked about us doing- How close is this story to the way you actually see me and feel about me? It is important you be honest with me."
Brian did not make her wait on a response, and Lena was encouraged. "I expressed it the best I could. I think what I said at the end of the story is the best way of putting it."
Keeping things flowing, Lena quickly asked, "How did you describe it in the end?"
She did not realize her mistake until Brian responded. "Wait, you didn't read the whole thing? I thought you did. You said you want to understand how I feel but you didn't even read the whole story."
Lena smacked her forehand. "Idiot," she called herself. It was clear Brian was frustrated and felt betrayed. Lena had just ruined their conversation. She was now on a path to be like Keisha with her first son.
Obviously, she could not tell him the truth that she came so badly she had to flip her seat cushion over. Lena needed advice again. So far, things were as difficult and delicate as Keisha had promised. Lena typed up a rundown of the situation. She then asked the experienced mother what reason she should give for why she did not read her son's entire story. And what was the best way to tell him she does not see him in the same way that he sees her?
Again, Keisha was prompt. "You have been doing such a good job of getting him to open up. It was smart of you to get him to communicate over email. The reason you have been doing so well is that he has been honest with you and vulnerable. You need to be the same way. Excuses and lies always fall apart. I am sure it will be awkward for you to tell him why you did not finish the story, but if you are vulnerable with him, then he is going to open up to you a lot more.
In regards to telling him now that you do not see him in the same way, delay that talk. Think about it. He spent a long time working up the ability to tell you this. He is hiding in his room and your relationship is hanging by a thread. Do not make him feel that his desires are not valid and that you do not even care enough about him to think them through for a day. Do not make the mistake I made with my first son by immediately crushing his dreams. Give him an honest reason why you cannot be with him without making it a personal rejection."
It was not exactly the advice Lena thought she would get. She found it hard to argue with any of those reasoned points. She knew that it would be hypocritical for her to demand honesty from Brian and turn around and lie to him.
Lena reached under a cushion in her round nook bench. She retrieved the infamous smut and opened it up to the final page. Finally responding to Brian, Lena wrote, "I see that you think it is 'time we evolve in the way that we show love and affection' in our mom/son relationship now that 'we're both adults.' I know I should have read the ending before trying to talk to you. The truth is that when I read the story this afternoon, I had an orgasm before I could finish. You are an excellent writer, and I think many people would have had that same reaction."
With no hesitation, Brian shot an email back. "I gave you an orgasm? Does that mean you feel the same way I do? When did you have it? I'm glad you liked it so much!"
Lena had guessed that once he read the word orgasm that he would get excited and not listen to her tone. Remembering Keisha's advice, Lena unsurely answered, "Yes, it was a well-written erotic story, and I allowed myself to enjoy it. I came right before there was penetration. What you need to fully understand is that your father and I are married, and I would not break our vows for anyone. Can you understand that?"
"I understand. I knew that was probably the case. I'm glad I could make you feel that way though. I'm sorry if I made you freak out or if I ruined our relationship. I just need you to know how I feel. I just need more than what our relationship is."
It was pleasant that Brian accepted that their relationship could not be like it was in his wild fantasies. What confused Lena, however, was how her son wanted their relationship to be more than it is, even though she just told him it could never be romantic or sexual. Again, Lena turned to Keisha for advice.
"The first thing you need to understand, Lena, is what is going on with your son and why this all started. You are an attractive and mature woman in his life. He is an 18-year-old without a girlfriend, and you are his main female figure, or as he cutely puts it, his goddess. Plenty of boys fantasize about their moms- some a lot more than others. Once your son flies the nest, or even when summer comes, he is going to be chasing tons of women his age and you may no longer be the sex figure around him constantly. He will have more attainable women that can occupy his time and keep him happy. He accepts he will never have any type of sexual relationship with you. He is saying that he needs more without going to those lengths. It is not as if your relationship has to be sexual-or-nothing. Now that he told you how he feels, he needs a response that shows you care and that he is allowed to feel the way he does.
With my first son, I told him to forget about his feelings, and he felt our relationship was over. It was awful. I should have known that we could not go back to a normal relationship. With my second son, I asked him what made him first attracted to me. He told me he saw me bending over while gardening, and something just clicked. I knew he was going away to school to play football in a few months, so instead of telling him to pretend his feelings were not real, I simply invited him to garden with me whenever I went out.
We grew so much closer while gardening. I knew for him it was stimulating for him, but it was just enough to satisfy him for the time he had left at home, and we are both happier with the stronger relationship we have today."
Lena knew it was true that the relationship she had with Brian could never go back to normal. It could only grow or die.
In a new email to Brian, Lena assured him, "You did not ruin our relationship. I think we can have a stronger relationship that is better for both of us. I do need to understand though what first made you sexually attracted to me. Try to be specific."
Her son gave a helpful answer. "The first time I thought of you that way was when I came downstairs and you were in the kitchen in a white tank top. You were in short, pink workout shorts. The tank top was low and I could see the top of your bra. You looked so hot. Then you smiled at me to say good morning and I got an erection."
It seemed innocent enough. It was odd hearing him call her hot. Brian's comments also helped Lena piece together why he had snooped on her bras. Lena thought back to how she used to dress more casually around the house. Rick used to enjoy seeing her that way before he started traveling.
The idea of dressing in a more revealing way for her son felt so wrong. She imagined how Keisha had to bend over to garden knowing her son was getting an eyeful of her ass and maybe even getting hard. It would be awkward, but the risk of losing her relationship with her son made it worth trying.
"Brian, I think I have an idea on how we can have a stronger relationship that can make it less tense for both of us. Can we try talking with our voices again?"
"Ok. I guess."
Lena went upstairs to her son's door. She took another deep breath. "Hey, Brian."
"Hey, mom," he said quickly through the door.
"I am glad we're talking like this. So, I was thinking about how we could improve things. First of all, I want you to know I am okay with how you feel about me. I think our communication can keep getting better, and the best way to encourage that is if we start spending more time together." Lena swallowed, her throat tightening. "I know you like to spend time with me when I'm in more comfortable attire. So, on days when it's just us, how about instead of you hanging in your room, I breakout that tank top and we hang together in the kitchen while we work on our own things?"
"Wait... like you will wear the tank top from the email I just sent you? You're not worried about how I like the way you- And you're going to wear it every day we're alone?" The excitement was rising in Brian's voice, and Lena could already see Keisha was right about the power of this small gesture.
"Well, I have more clothes to wear than just that white tank top," Lena joked. "But they all have a similar vibe. I figure that spending time together will be great. And I don't see the issue with me helping you enjoy that time a little more. How does that sound?"
"Yeah, let's do that!" Brian was excited, and his mom felt a wave of relief. "So, are we going to start that tomorrow? I know you have to grade all those assignments, and I have some homework to do for Monday."
Oh fuck, it suddenly hit Lena, I have to give revision notes on his paper.
******** Ch. 4
"Hey, mom," Brian spat out when he came down in the late morning. There was a sense of nervousness and bewilderment about him.
Lena was in her white tank top, workout shorts, and just the tops of a light blue bra were poking out. "It's before noon. It's a miracle," she chided. She watched as her son placed a couple of books on the table, opposite her. It was clear that Brian could not tell if it was appropriate to glance at his mom's figure or not.
Brian had jerked off to this scene the night before, but experiencing it in person was something else. The outfit was nothing remarkable, but his mother was a gorgeous woman. She assumed Brian would be nervous at first, especially since he had not seen her cleavage in a long time, and now he was getting a healthy view.
"Do you just have history homework left?" Lena forced small talk.
"Wh-what? Oh, yeah." Brian was facing his mom's direction but was looking down at the table. He was afraid of her thinking he was checking her out or staring.
From her laptop, Lena messaged Keisha, "I am currently wearing the same outfit he saw me in when he first got turned on by me, and I told him I was doing it on purpose, and he is still insanely uncomfortable being around me. We are doing work and hanging out together like we used to love to do, but now it is weird. Part of me thinks this is too much, too fast. Do I just wait it out for when he learns he can look at me when I speak? To be completely honest, I am also still uncomfortable with the idea that he might be checking me out."
Minutes later, Keisha emailed, "Firstly, congrats! You guys are set up to spend a lot more time together. Secondly, you are doing everything right. You are already acting on your plan to spend more time together. You cannot be nervous, because he will always end up being more nervous than you are. Again, do not be afraid of being vulnerable and being real with him like yesterday. He will let his guard down, and you will both be better for it."
The learning mother looked at her son. She spoke honestly. "You seem a little nervous so far. I am, too, since this is pretty new for us. What do you think would make this less awkward for you?"
Brian finally looked at his mom's face. "I guess it's that I'm having trouble knowing how I am supposed to handle this ha-ha. I don't know where you're okay with me looking and what we can talk about. I'd like to have an idea."
"Hmm. Well, we can have all sorts of conversations while we work. I hate the idea of having bad small talk. And as far as where you can look, I think you should let your eyes go where they naturally want to. This is obviously new to me, but I dressed like this for a reason so you should help me get used to it."
"Okay," Brian nodded. "I just keep worrying that I'm going to get caught staring at your- uh, bra or something else, and it will be awkward."
Lena laughed for a bit, and it helped her shed more of her nerves. "At least look at my eyes when we're talking. But I will say that you staring at my bra or something else is less awkward than you staring at the table."



Brian's eyes began to wander to his mom's inviting cleavage as they talked.
****** Ch. 5
During dinner with her son the following day, Lena dressed down again. She was quickly getting used to her son checking her out.
The next two days, Rick was home, and Lena stayed in her professional attire. Though they did not hang out after school like they had been when Lena was dressing down, Lena noticed Brian was more enthusiastic and genuine in their brief conversations during the day.
When Rick, who loved to travel for business as much as he could, left the next morning, Lena found herself almost joyful because it meant she got to spend quality time with her son again. Brian understandably was more excited. He needed to see his mom's buoyant tits and smooth skin again.
That evening, they had a lot to talk about after coming off a two-day hiatus. Brian seemed to already be comfortable letting his eyes go where they pleased.
"So, Mom," Brian started, "a lot of my friends have gotten their writing assignments back to start correcting them for the final submission. Have you graded mine yet?"
"Umm," Lena stalled. She had been avoiding it. "I had only done the one reading and did not make any marks."
Brian saw the stack of papers next to his mom, and there were only two packets. "One of those two is mine. Could you grade it? I have a lot of projects coming due and I want to get a start on this one."
"That's fair," Lena drolled. "I have to finish this other one. But I will grade yours tonight. It probably won't be until tomorrow morning before you get up, though."
"Well, why not now? You said you only have to grade your papers and then you're done with work? Does my paper make you uncomfortable? You said you were okay with it and what I felt."
"No, no," his mom tried to explain. "I don't have an issue with grading it. I just really feel like doing some grading in my room and then going to sleep."
Brian looked at his phone. "It's 7:15. We'd lose about two hours of our hangout time. I mean, we don't get a lot of it during the week, and I really like spending it with you."
It was becoming hard for Lena to explain herself. Keisha was right about how excuses always fell apart. Lena was not quite ready though to tell her son that she was afraid of getting horny in front of him by reading his incest story. "I want to spend the time with you, too. I don't want to feel biased by you looking at me grade it. I need to be alone to do it."
"Ok. Well, how about you grade it in your room and then we can go over it?"
Lena could not fight her way out of that one. "Fine. I'll go upstairs and grade it."
Lena took the erotica to her room. She proactively removed her tight shorts and thong as to not risk soaking them. With her red pen, Lena tried to focus on correcting mistakes and narrative flaws. It was not long before she was sucked into the arousing vortex again.
It took every fiber of Lena's being to not cum. Lena was having hot flashes and her toes were curled. Her pussy had consumed her fingers up to their knuckles. By the time she got through, Lena noticed she had only marked a few punctuation and grammar issues.
Her pussy on fire, Lena found herself questioning more intimate parts of the story. She was not doing leaving notes out of a desire to improve her son as a student, but to make the story more enjoyable for herself.
Hoping she was in control enough to go downstairs, Lena put her shorts on, and soon joined her son at the kitchen table.
"Ok, I made some edits," she said, with a light glaze of perspiration on her body.
Brian moved over to sit next to his mom. He was surprised how much heat he felt coming off her body. Lena briefly scrolled through her notes before handing the draft to her son. She could not believe the notes she left.
Brian looked through all the grammar issues. He then turned to the back of the last page and read the hastily-written remarks aloud. "Excellent writing, but not enough detail + character development. What was Lena like before writing romance novel? What evidence is there that her relationship w/ Rick is sexually unsatisfying? Why does audience want Brian to succeed? What does Brian offer Lena that's different? Why would Lena guess what Brian + his penis look like instead of just emailing him? Why would they have sex in office when Brian's room is down hall + farther from Rick? Paper is a little short. The sex is too fast for being new. Have Brian taste Lena since she's wet. Lena is savoring a new man- sex would not be short. Have her get on knees + suck his dick first. Make Brian + Lena change bc of the sex. They just fucked- add more emotions from that? Overall, good job. More details, fewer grammar mistakes."
Brian gulped, trying to remoisten his mouth.
"Those seem to be the areas that you can improve to have a better chance of getting an A," Lena said in a professional tone, distancing herself from the remarks.
"Ok. That's a lot to think about," Brian's voice wavered.
The mom controlled her breathing because she, too, became a little heated from her own comments. She could feel Brian's eyes locked onto her rising and falling chest. She did not want to look at him. "Do you have any questions, and do you have enough of a direction?"
"Umm, I think I'm in a good spot. How do I add details to make it longer beside for the, uh, oral-type stuff?" His voice trailed.
"Well," Lena used her teaching tone, "you can describe the various ways their bodies interact, you have characters change positions, and you can add more dialogue."
Brian nodded. He then looked down at his lap to see he had a major problem. His look of surprise caught his mom's attention. Lena glanced at the disturbance.
Like a deer in headlights, Lena stared at the object trapped in her son's jeans that ran under his shirt. Seeing his mom's reaction, an unnerved Brian started to explain, "I, uh- This- I-"
"Oh," Lena said dryly. In the most composed manner possible, she said, "Well it is getting late, and I should head up."
Brian watched his mom walk away, and he cringed in pain, knowing he probably just ended his newly enjoyable relationship with his mom.
******* Ch. 6
Pacing in her bedroom, Lena massaged her temples in hopes it would help her focus and get a grip. Things with Brian went haywire, and she knew she was partly, if not entirely, to blame.
Not knowing how to move forward and not knowing if she handled the situation appropriately, Lena sent another note to Keisha. She wrote about how she reread the paper, about the notes she took when she was fighting an orgasm on her bed, about how Brian read her notes in front of her, and finally about his erection and how she reacted. She asked Keisha how she could move forward.
The wait was over twenty minutes, but Keisha responded. "It sounds like you had an interesting night. Even though you wrote those story comments when you were aroused, you did a great job of being open with him about what you felt about his story. That story has a strong emotional tie to him for many reasons, and I am sure it was good for your relationship that you responded to it honestly.
I can see why you are concerned with how things were left in the kitchen, but I think you messaged me because you were hoping I would tell you how to feel about how you reacted and where you two left things. You need to think about it first. What is upsetting or concerning to you about the situation? Are you mad at him for not controlling himself, or are you mad at yourself for causing his reaction? Are you even mad about his reaction, or were you just surprised? Do you think your reaction was positive or negative? And why do you feel that way?"
Lena reflected on what happened in the kitchen. She then messaged her friend, "I don't think it is his fault. I think I caused it. I think he was turned on by my comments, and then he checked me out. I think I left because I was unsure about how to handle it. It seemed too intimate. I didn't expect that reaction and knowing he was looking at my chest to help his hardon was hard to swallow. I should have not run out, because now he is probably confused or hurt."
Keisha's follow-up did not start the way Lena imagined.
"I am sorry, but I could not help but laugh at your response. Honey, you told him you were going to wear the clothes that gave him an erection, and then you told him he can look where he wants. What else would happen? Even without you making sexy comments on his erotica he is still going to get hard around you. Not only did I know my son could become erect during gardening, but I had him come out to garden with me for that exact reason. He knew that I knew he was hard, and I made sure he knew it was acceptable. This is why I did- and now you have done- the very thing that got our sons hard. Erections are just their bodies reacting to their feelings and desires. If your son gets hard and you make him feel like he needs to hide it when he is alone with you in your own home, then he will be scared to be around you. Do you think it is a fair relationship if you are allowed to openly talk about how you came to his story, but he is not allowed to be honest with his physical reactions?"
On face value, everything about Keisha's advice seemed so wrong. The thought of Keisha inviting her son out for gardening just so she could let him get a boner while they talked was wild.
In defense of Keisha's thinking, Lena knew she was stupid for not realizing Brian would get horny. Of course, he would get a boner again. Keisha had also been right about how showing off what Brian wanted to see had improved their relationship. Really, all the advice Keisha had given so far was right.
Lena started to think that maybe both of them being open with how they reacted to things was the "more" than Brian needed in their relationship. If Lena could freely sit next to Brian while her tits were still firm from his erotica, then it seemed unfair to make him feel insecure and nervous about his penis getting the same way.
Lena emerged from her room to see that Brian was in his room with the door closed. The mother knocked. "Brian?"
There was no answer. He was likely pretending he couldn't hear her. Lena took out her phone and emailed her son. "I am sorry for reacting the way I did. You did nothing wrong and I got startled. When it is just us here, there is no reason for us to pretend your body doesn't do that."
"There's not?" A voice called back through the door.
"No," Lena spoke back. "I want us to be honest with each other. We don't need to pretend that didn't happen. We both know it happened and it's okay. Do you want to try hanging out again?"
Brian was relieved, but he was still worried about making his mom uncomfortable. "Uh, I don't know. I don't know if I can control it yet. I swear I didn't do it on purpose. My eyes go places and I start thinking about things even when I don't want to."
Lena tried to channel her to learning experience from Keisha. "Brian, you don't need to try to control it around me. I want your body to do what it wants. I wear tank tops because I want you to react like you just did. I am okay that you are turned on by me. Our relationship cannot be the one in your story, but you needed 'more', so I am letting you have it."
It sounded like Brian jumped off from his bed in excitement. "Really?"
"Yes, really. How about we try hanging out again tomorrow? You can let your body do what boys' bodies do, and I won't let that affect our time together."
"Sounds good! I am sure you will have things to grade, and I need to start editing my final essay tomorrow."
******** Ch. 7
When changing out of her work clothes to get ready for another evening of quality time with her son, Lena found herself wondering if Brian would get an erection again. It was a difficult thought to shake. As she put on a red tank top, her first thought was that Brian would probably get hard again. Stop psyching yourself out. You're in a weird situation.
Once they were at the table again, the 18-year-old kept looking over his laptop screen to look at his mom before returning back to writing. Lena knew he was editing his fantasy story, and she wondered how his glances at her were related to the story.
"So how was school today?" Lena broke the silence.
"Same as usual," Brian smiled. "How was yours?"
"That's good, I suppose. I spent about half of each class going over end-of-year papers. Then in the senior classes, we finished Hamlet."
"I see. We are about to start Hamlet." There was a pause where Brian thought a bit more. "Can I ask you a question. It's about the paper."
"Okay..." Lena was unsure of what he was going to ask.
"It is about me trying to add more detail."
"Okay..."
Brian was a bit sheepish. "Is hair tugging a thing in real life, or is it something you would find just in porn?"
The question was not a normal one for a son to ask a mom, but it was not as bad as it could have been. The problem was that Lena could feel him looking at her hair while he awaited an answer. "It's a real thing," Lena said, then took a sip of tea and went back to her work.
"Ok. I kind of have one more. It's like the last one, but it is more- It's part of the notes you gave me, and I want to add it, but I wanna get it right."
"Okay..."
"Is it painful for a woman to be on her knees? Isn't better for them to be laying down when doing- um- the thing you told me to write about?"
Lena tried not to make eye contact. It was a reasonable question, and clearly, Brian did not have much experience in the oral field. She found herself taking into consideration how her comments would affect the outcome of the story. "Uh- prone position could perhaps be more comfortable. Kneeling is the ideal position for all involved. So, uh, yeah..." She sipped her tea and tried to turn back to her work, but it was to no avail.
Immediately, Lena emailed Keisha explaining what was going on and if this type of conversation was acceptable.
Keisha responded, "I certainly would not have encouraged this type of conversation when you are hanging out, because the way you talk quickly becomes the status quo. However, you introduced this language when you wrote those comments and let him read them next to you. You told him to write about these things to make his story better, and you put all these new ideas in his mind.
It is good that you are helping him understand these things. He is going to be curious and has legitimate questions. I am sure he would be embarrassed to get an intimate detail horribly wrong because he was trying to live up to the story you told him to write."
Nothing Brian had asked so far would have been embarrassing to get wrong. If Lena had not answered his questions, he would have written a story that involved hair-tugging and a blowjob from a woman laying down. Though, the idea of a woman giving a blowjob from a prone position was not anywhere close to as hot as the idea of her going to her knees and making eye contact. The ways in which her comments could cause Brian to butcher his story were more concerning to Lena than the idea of him embarrassing himself with naive sexual information.
Talking to her son in her professional tone again, Lena assured him, "If you have any questions when adding the parts I told you to add, it is better for you to ask me than it is for you to risk making an error that could impact the quality of your story."
Brian nodded and immediately obliged. He asked lowly, "Is it possible for a woman to take an entire penis in her mouth? Or is it just unrealistic?"
Of course, that's the first fucking question. Still keeping her teacher's tone, Lena cleared her tightened throat and thought of a correct explanation. "It depends on the woman and the size of the man. Some women can do something called 'deepthroating' where their gag reflex does not stop them from taking an entire penis into their mouth and throat. It is a rarer skill among women, but less so among experienced ones."
Brian typed some notes onto his laptop. "So, would it be weird for someone in my story to have that skill?"
Someone? There's only one damn character that's sucking a dick. God, why not just ask me if I can do it at this point? "It is a creative writing assignment. You can decide to give people whichever characteristics you choose."
Lena shot another email to Keisha. She told her what questions Brian had asked her. "I know you said to be helpful, but this was him wanting to know what I am capable of. What do I do when he asks me things like that?"
"He is asking you those questions because it builds his fantasy and makes it more realistic. When you think about it, it is harmless to tell him the truth. It does not change anything material in your life, and it simply allows him to enjoy his fantasies more. After some time, my youngest ended up asked me if I was ever in a three-way, and I told him a little bit about it. It educated him, he felt closer to me, and it actually even felt nice to share that funny story with him. Again, you can yield to him in small ways until he moves on from you."
It was annoying how Keisha always perfectly supported the answers that Lena did not want to hear. It was true that him knowing intimate details about her did not change reality. He was already imagining her doing explicit things anyway.
"So, what ability did you decide to give Lena?" Lena polled her son.
"I decided not to give her the ability to deepthroat since you said it's so rare. I guess I want to make this a more realistic story," Brian explained, not taking his eyes off his laptop.
Lena gulped. "I don't know if you want the character of Lena to match me exactly, but if it helps you, I know how to deepthroat."
Brian's wide eyes left his computer screen in a hurry. He had to process some new thoughts and fantasies. He finally said, dryly, "Ok. Are you- do you- is it something you can do every time or is it hard to do?"
"I've done it a lot, and usually prefer to do it. I don't do it as much now."
"Why don't you do it as much now?"
Lena pretended not to hear the question due to her focus on her work. She knew Brian would not ask again.
A few minutes later, Brian picked head back up and asked cautiously, "Is it okay to start things off in missionary position?"
"Um, usually it is. That's pretty safe. Though personally, I am more of the type to take control, so I prefer positions that allow me to do that. Those positions can be as cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, reverse missionary, or really any position when I am sitting in the lap. And on the same note, do not have hair pulling in it. I am more the type to tie it back myself."
"Ok. Thanks," Brian said, trying to hide his bewilderment.
Keisha had been right about it feeling nice for Lena to share those details with someone close to her. It was admittedly fun to see his eyes go so wide.
Brian then popped his head back up. "I-uh- I like the way your hair looks in a ponytail and tied back, by the way. I think it was in a ponytail that first time I saw you in the white tank top."
The mother took the compliment with some pride and some uncertainty. "Thank you."
****** Ch. 8
Rick was home from the road the following day, and both Brian and Lena found themselves missing their hangout time. Knowing that there would not be quality time with the other person made the final day of the work week not feel like a Friday. When Lena got home, she found it odd to not have the sensation of someone coveting her body.
On Saturday afternoon, when Rick had to leave again for Houston, there was an air of excitement. Brian made the curious decision to stay at home and do his homework instead of going out with friends on the beautiful April day.



Up in her room, Lena began the process of dressing down. She put on a pair of jean shorts, flip flops, and a red camisole with a white bra poking out from the sides and top. Before leaving her room, she looked in her mirror. She remembered what Brian had said about how her hair looked when tied back. I hope he doesn't get the idea I would tie my hair back to turn him on. It's hot as hell out today and I don't need to be a hot mess while grading homework.
Later, in the kitchen, a voice rang out. "Good afternoon."
Before he could get a word out, Brian looked at the kitchen table. His mom was sitting there in a revealing red camisole and smiling at him. And just how it had been the first time he saw her in a sexual light. His mom had her hair back in an attractive and sexy ponytail.
It was a poor day to wear light shorts. Brian noticed the rising pole in the material, and so did his mom. He looked at her face for a cringe-worthy reaction. She was flush, but she did not look scared. Brian scrambled to the table so that it would be concealed from her view.
"Up early I see," Lena quipped, then returned her focus to her students' homework assignments.
Brian could see the sarcastic grin on his mom's face, and he was glad that she found it funny instead of horrifying.
"I like your hair, mom," Brian said, genuinely.
Still trying to overcome her hang-ups toward his feelings, Lena smirked, "I could tell. Thank you." It was amusing for Lena to see her son's reactions to her funny remarks. "What are you working on today?"
"Still the story. I need to keep editing it and adding more detail."
"Of course. Well, I can tell you're already in the right frame of mind to write it."
Brian chuckled. "I guess so. Uh, by the way, what is that thing called in your hair?"
Lena smiled and rolled her eyes. "The thing 'Lena' is going to be wearing to tie her hair back in your story is called a scrunchie."
"Thank you," Brian answered. In his naivete, he was surprised his mom saw right through his question.
As a follow-up, Lena helpfully added, "She would probably have it in whenever she thinks she is going to be perspiring, that way her hair doesn't stick to her skin."
Brian's face became redder as he was clearly thinking of the physical activities that could make his mom sweat. It was hard for Lena not to laugh at his expense. It felt like she was bullying her son in a way, but he clearly liked it as well.
"So, it would make sense for her to have it in- like she and- during-?"
"Sex? Yes. You could have her already wearing it while she is writing. Personally, I tend to put in it right before I go down to my knees. It's practical and, as you now know," Lena laughed lightly, "it tends to have a strong effect."
Brian was starting to sweat. The air conditioning was on, so it had nothing to do with the temperature. The brunette mother saw that her son was channeling his enjoyable torment into his writing.
At risk of making him pass out, Lena knew it was the best time to ask him something that had been on her mind since the first time she read his story. "So how do you know about that black teddy I had? It would have been tough to find in the closet."
Brian's face went white. He opened his mouth without speaking. Then he finally shot out, "I snuck into your closet to find clothes of yours like that and I found it."
After 18 years of raising him, Lena could tell when Brian was lying, and he just told a transparent one. "I know that's not true. We have been doing well lately because we haven't been holding back with each other. Don't ruin that," Lena said, firmly.
"I can't. I think it'll be ruined if I tell you."
"You need to tell me."
The caught son took a deep breath. His fingers were picking at each other. He faced his mom's direction without actually looking at her. "One night, I uh, I guess I was feeling really strongly. I had been thinking about you an insane amount, and I couldn't help it. I just needed to see your body- like all of it. And I thought it would work if, when I knew you were changing, I hid in the back in your closet." Brian paused to keep his thoughts together.
Lena could not believe the lengths he had gone to, and she had no idea he would do something so bold, even when taking his story into consideration. She did not speak and waited for him to finish.
"I thought I was just going to see you change. You opened the closet door and took a step in. I thought you were going to see me but you didn't. You went to a top shelf, and opened a box and took out the teddy. You slid the door closed and I couldn't see you put it on because the crack in the door only gave me a small view. Then dad came in."
Oh no. Lena knew exactly the night he was talking about. She seldom donned her black teddy. And the night Brian was describing was the last night she wore it. The fact that he was there made Lena's skin crawl.
"Then I heard you guys talking. Then I finally saw you walk around the end of your bed wearing the teddy. But then I couldn't see you, and I heard you two having sex. Then a couple of minutes later you said something to him, and you two started arguing. When you finally stopped, and you went to the bathroom and he left your room, I left."
Wowwwww. There did not seem to be a proper way to respond to what her son just described. Lena remembered the argument she and Rick had and all the things they had said to each other. She now understood how Brian knew about the black teddy as well as how he knew her sexual relationship with Rick was not in the best place.
"Thank you for telling me," Lena said, robotically.
"Are you mad? I swear that I have only done that once and would never do it again. You don't deserve that," Brian pleaded.
"Well, I am certainly not happy you spied on me. I am glad you realize how you shouldn't do anything like that to anyone." Lena relented, "I know you were going through a really confusing time. That does not entirely excuse your behavior, but I hope that us being open like we are, now makes you realize you can't do anything in the shadows anymore."
"I would never do it again. I have not even thought of snooping in any way since we started this."
"Good," Lena breathed. "I do want to know, though, how much of my argument with your father did you hear?"
"A lot of it. Right after you had sex, he apologized for some reason. Then you kind of ripped on him. Then he started arguing about salary. Then you guys got mad and it was over."
"That explains how you knew a lot of that information for your story. I thought were either a really good guesser, or I had been talking really loudly in my sleep."
Sensing the lighter tone, Brian laughed. "No, I just overheard everything."
"I know it is your fault that you overheard our argument, but I am still sorry that you had to hear everything. I hope it didn't stress you out in any way."
"The argument wasn't bad. I've heard you argue before. It was just kind of hard, because of the things I felt, hearing dad get to do stuff to you."
Lena knew it was right to hold her tongue, but she was still enjoying the liberating feeling of giving Brian personal information that he wanted to hear. "If it makes you feel any better, you didn't hear us have sex. Our night was over a couple of minutes after I put my scrunchie in. That's why he apologized and we ended up arguing."
A grin replaced Brian's look of guilt. A few minutes later, Brian asked, "Mom, you know how you wanted me to explain in my story how Brian knew his parents' relationship was sexually unsatisfying?"
"Uh, yes, I think I might remember that note," Lena feigned.
"Would it be okay if I wrote in that story about me hiding to watch?"
"I guess that would be the most realistic thing to put."
"Thanks. And I know you didn't want me to see you in your teddy, but you looked perfect in it."
Lena instinctively blushed. "Geez, maybe you should have yelled that from the closet before I threw it in the trash when I was pissed off," she joked.
But Brian was not laughing at her joke. Instead, he had a guilty face again.
A wise Lena pressed, "It never made it to the curb, did it?"
"No. I figured if you were throwing it out, then it wouldn't matter if I took it."
Lena knew what her son was probably doing with it. "I was pretty stupid for throwing out a $120-piece-of-lingerie. I am sure you may have used it for certain things. Is it in condition for me to have back, or did you stain it too much?" Lena quipped, lightheartedly.
Brian nodded his head, "Actually, it is clean. I know what you're thinking, but I liked it so much I was careful not to stain it. I even wash it after I use it, just in case."
"Seriously?" Lena was taken back. "I am surprised you did not damage it. I am even more surprised you did laundry. You did me a favor by rescuing it for me."
Getting up from the table, Brian hustled up the stairs, opened a drawer, and then came back down with a handful of black fabric. He handed it to his mom. "There you go."
"Thank you," Lena replied, amazed that the lingerie had found its way back to her. "Do you also have the purse I lost last year?"
"Uh, that, I don't think so." The son and mother laughed.
Later that evening, after Lena had retired to her room, she sent a message to Keisha explaining all the things that happened during the day. She told how she let Brian know his erection was not a big deal, how he came clean about spying on her, and how he gave her the teddy back. What Lena wanted an opinion on more than anything else was if it was okay for her to mention her sex life with his dad, and if her playful comments on her scrunchie might confuse him.
"Today must have been another entertaining day for you, Lena. I was actually looking forward to hearing about it. You two seem to have a blossoming line of communication. You are doing even better than I was doing with my youngest at just a few days in. As far as you talking to him about your sex life with your husband, I would have avoided that. I was not married when I started this process with my son, and my son also did not hear me give my husband oral, so I am not an expert on how to handle that. I would say to avoid it unless you feel it is important.
And, Honey, I think those teasing comments you made to him about his erection were excellent. I am sure he feels considerably less nervous when he is around you now. You also did an excellent job of getting him to tell you the truth about his lingerie information. I must say, I do think you made a mistake by asking him to give it back to you.
For all this time, it was his token of you. It surely has a lot of sentimental value because it is a reminder of him seeing you in your most intimate moment. He rescued it after you threw it in the trash, so it was free to become his. He must care for you a lot if he was willing to part with it and gift it to you just because you asked. If you had messaged me at the time, I would have suggested letting him keep it. It would obviously be bad for you to return such a significant gift that he happily gave to you. Maybe make a small gesture to let him know you appreciate what he did for you?
Other than that, I am thoroughly impressed by how well you are handling this. There have been other mothers before you that messaged me because their sons wanted them, and you are the only one who has had the dedication to follow my advice and is having a great relationship with her son. Keep it going."
*************** Ch. 9
Running errands took up the first half of Lena's Sunday. Knowing this, Brian conveniently planned to hang out with friends earlier in the day. Lena got home first and found herself still thinking about what had happened yesterday.
Lena decided that she should not go into any more detail about her relationship with Rick if it did not directly involve Brian, like the night of the lingerie had. Brian should not be subjected to his parents' difficulties.
The mom also thought about how strange of an experience it was for her to purposefully give her son an erection and then be fine with it enough to make flirty jokes to make him even more lustful. It had been entertaining for her to see his reactions and play the game. She even fully admitted to herself that she was looking forward to playing it again. If I have to subtly fuel his desires, then I might as well make it a funny game for myself.
The lingering question, though, was how she would handle the fact that she had asked Brian to give her back the black teddy. Lena went into her closet and removed the black teddy from its hiding place in her closet. For the tenth time, she checked it to make sure there were no white stains. She then held it up and knew Brian was right about how good she looked in it.
The black one-piece was a little sheer on the sides and had cut-out lace patterns running from the abdomen to just under the cups. The mid-level cups were thick and firm with lace patterns around the edges. The cups were held up with black spaghetti straps going over the shoulders.
When Lena had asked for it back, she never thought of what it had come to mean for Brian or how it really became his property since she chose to trash it. The mother felt bad about inconsiderately removing it from his life.
Lena pondered Keisha's suggestion of making a small gesture to let him know she acknowledged what he did when he gifted it to her. With Brian coming home shortly, Lena thought she would come up with a gesture by the next time they had the chance to hang out.
Putting on her cute jean shorts to prepare, she thought about which bra and top she would wear. Of course, she would also be wearing her hair up again with a scrunchie- the same black scrunchie she always wore, including the night Brian had watched her from the closet.
An idea suddenly came to Lena. Hmm. I suppose that would okay. It's two birds with one stone.
*********
When Brian came home from his friend's house, he immediately went upstairs to grab his laptop. He had never been more excited in his life to start doing homework. He made sure his brown hair was neat and that his shirt formed to his body, thinking those things might somehow make his mom want him in the same way he wanted her.
"Good afternoon," Lena greeted, hearing Brian's approach the kitchen.
"Good afternoon, mom. Woah..." Brian stopped dead in his tracks. Seated at the kitchen table was his mom in white tennis shoes and jean shorts. But what made the circuits in his brain fry was that her top was not like the others she had worn. This one was instantly recognizable.
Fed underneath her jean shorts, Lena was wearing the infamous black teddy. It was the same one that Brian had watched his mom wear, had fantasized about, had masturbated to, had masturbated with, and thought he would never see again.
To no surprise, his cock shot up in his shorts, lifting the mesh material. The lingerie did not give away the store, but it seemed to sculpt and present her body in a new way. More of her chest and cleavage was revealed than he would have ever expected. The sides of her body seemed so slender and firm. Brian knew he should speak, but he just kept taking his mom in.
Lena blushed while she coyly grinned. She was proud of herself for pulling off such a bold move, and she was proud that she could still get that type of reaction from a man. "That was even faster than I expected," she remarked.
Brian looked down to see his erection pointing straight out like a fishing rod. His one saving grace was that his shorts were dark and matte so they camouflaged it well. Instead of joining his mom at the table, Brian briefly turned and tucked his dick into his waistband. "I-uh- wow. You look- Wow."
"Thank you for the compliment. I can tell you meant it," Lena beamed. "Do you plan on standing there all day? Because if you're trying to conceal your erection, I think you'll have much better luck hiding it under the table."
"Right," Brian nodded, overwhelmed by the situation. He could not stop looking at his mom. "Why are you wearing this today?"
"Well, I know it must have been hard for you to give it back to me. I wanted to wear it as a thank you for returning it to me, and I thought it would be unfair if you never got to see it again. Plus, I knew it would turn you on," Lena explained.
"This is amazing," Brian gawked. "I can't believe you did this for me. I can't pull my eyes away."
"Luckily for your eyes, they can look wherever they want during our time together." Lena got a kick out of Brian scurrying to the sink to get a glass of water and then coming back.
His mind was reeling. "I wanted to finish my story. I don't think I can focus. I can't ignore them. There's so much skin- and their shape- I just, wow."
The mother, in her bombshell lingerie, was having a blast seeing her son's mouth go dry and struggle to speak. She was well aware it was a generous view of her chest and there was no point in pretending the lingerie had any other purpose. "I hope you don't ignore them, because then I wore this thing for nothing. I am really enjoying the gift you gave me, and I want you to enjoy the gift I am giving you as much as you can. So why don't you focus on writing, and then whenever you need a break or some inspiration, you can focus on me?"
Not sure if he was lost in one of his own fantasies, Brian panted, "Ok."
"And you're almost done with your story?" Lena's curiosity was piqued. "How much more do you have to write?"
"Maybe just one more page of writing, and then I just have to edit some of the parts I added," a red-faced Brian answered.
Lena tried to speak in her teacher's voice, but it was harder to pull off in lingerie. "And you added things from my notes?"
"Yep. I have almost six more pages of plot and details."
How am I going to fucking make it through that?! Lena was unsure of if she could grade the paper in even two sittings. She needed to know what he added, though. "You've really been typing away. Good for you. So, are you going to submit it soon?"
"I don't think so. I want to make sure it's perfect. It's not due for a couple of weeks, so I'm gonna spend a lot of time editing."
"You should let me edit it when you're done writing," Lena spat. She then said more measuredly, "You have the person grading it right here. You might as well have me edit it right when you're done so that you know it will be perfect when you hand it in."
"You are fine with giving me a second edit?"
"Of course. Try to finish before tonight."
"Okay..." Brian smiled with uncertainty. "I will try not to get too distracted."
"Just make sure you get distracted enough," Lena teased, "because, of course, now I expect you to describe how I look in my teddy in perfect detail."
A tormented Brian swallowed and nodded.
*********** Ch. 8
As Brian wrote more and more and kept peeking at his mom more and more, his story became more energized. He went back to earlier parts and made them even dirtier with more explicit detail.
It was an endless feedback loop of intense arousal. He would look at his gorgeous mom, write hot words, get horny from the hot words, and then look at his mom with even more longing. This went on and on for over an hour. Brian never craved his mom this badly. He did not want to fuck his mom, he needed to have her right now.
Lena was performing her grading duties but was well aware of her son's infatuated glances, and she was relishing in them. Every so often she would stretch or lean over in a certain way to change the view she provided. She, of course, rationalized those actions as her doing normal things. For a while, at least, she had no idea what was going on inside her son's head and body.



That changed when Lena heard a scratching-type noise. It was coming over from where Brian was sitting. Lena glanced up to see his right shoulder subtly flexing again and again. Brian's face made it look like he was semi-conscious.
Oh my fucking god. Surreal did not begin to describe what Lena knew was going on under the table. Her son was rubbing himself off through his shorts just feet away from her. This is not happening. This can't be happening.
Lena had no idea what to do. She found it hard to move. It felt so weird. She did the only thing she could think to do, and that was to message Keisha. She needed her advisor to be immediately available.
"Please help NOW! Keisha, I need you now! I'm freaking the fuck out. Brian is JERKING OFF under the table two feet from me. What do I do? Please answer soon!"
It was only four minutes, but it felt like an eternity for Lena. Keisha replied, "This is not acceptable behavior from him. You have been excellent in giving him more on your terms. He needs to know he cannot escalate behavior on his own. You determine what is acceptable or not. You have been consistent with how you have handled your time together. He was able to control himself every other day. You need to ask him why he thought it would suddenly be acceptable behavior today. You need to tell him that you know what he is doing and that he should stop."
Finding it hard to process things at the moment, Lena read through Keisha's message several times. Keisha was right about it being unacceptable, but Lena realized she had left out some key details. Guilt came over Lena because she had a feeling that she had made some mistakes. She wanted to defend her actions to herself as well as to Keisha.
"Keisha, thank you for getting back so fast. I think I should tell you that I might have had a part in escalating things and was a little inconsistent today. I took your advice on making a gesture to show my appreciation for him giving me the teddy back. I thought since I could not give it back, and it would be unfair to remove it from him completely, it would be nice to surprise him if I were wearing it as the top to my jean shorts. He did react strongly, as was expected. I also encouraged him to check me out in it for inspiration to his story. I, however, did NOT say anything that permitted masturbation. That is why he's doing it secretly."
It was two minutes before Keisha responded. "Yes, you absolutely should have told me that. When I suggested you make a small gesture, I meant making him a nice breakfast! I did not mean wear the skimpy lingerie that is the center of all his fantasies, tell him it was a gift for him, and then tell him to stare at you anytime he needed help writing his erotica about you. I am sorry for being so blunt, but what were you thinking Honey? You must have your son riled up like nothing else. The whole point of this process was to control his desires. You have encouraged them to go way off the rails. I cannot believe you put yourself in this situation. He is jerking off because he literally cannot control how much he wants to have sex with you. He will never be fine with just hanging out anymore. He is going to get frustrated until he explodes and it will be too painful for him to be around you."
Guilt, anger, and frustration came over Lena. I'm such a moron. Why the hell did I dress like this? Why the hell did I tell him to stare at my tits? What the hell is wrong with me?
Lena frantically asked Keisha, "What do I do to fix this? How do I get things to return to normal? What should I do right now? I do NOT want to make him frustrated until he can't take it and ends up avoiding me. I put in all this work. It can't be ruined because of one mistake."
Across the table, Brian was still in his trance, thinking his mom was unaware that he was slowly satisfying the raging hardon he had. He was under the impression he was tricking his mom into thinking he was just looking over his story.
Keisha responded to Lena again. "Firstly, forget about things returning to normal. You wore lingerie for your son. Normal, even by your new standards, is not going to be possible anymore. That does not mean you cannot preserve your relationship. At this moment, do not do anything. He is not making a move on you and he is not harming you. He is in his own world, and you should let him continue to be there alone.
For what you need to do in the future, think about what you have done so far. Wearing the arousing outfits, spending time with him, making playful remarks- those have all been ways of you harmlessly stimulating your son. The entire point was so that you could allow him to enjoy his sexual attraction to you instead of being frustrated in private until he resents you or ends up taking drastic measures as he did in your closet.
When it comes to boys and their hormones, think of it as the engine in a car. So that makes women, in this case, you, the fuel. If they want to drive somewhere but there is no fuel, the engine overheats and things start to melt. That is what it was like for him before he wrote that story. If you add just a little fuel and control the intake, they can only go down the road within a certain distance that you allow, and they do it in an enjoyable way. That is what you were doing up until today. Today, you gave him a ton of fuel and opened up the intake so that the engine thought it could go wherever it wanted, but the car was not able to. You made it so he could only drive a limited distance, and when he wanted to go farther down the road and his car was spinning in place, he just kept revving his engine until it was about to overheat.
Your problem is that he will keep revving and revving. He might cool down for a second by masturbating, but it will ultimately just make him want to rev the engine faster until it overheats and explodes. You can never take away the fuel because you gave him an endless supply of it today. If you do not want him to explode, the only way to do it is to help him take breaks from revving the engine."
Lena was picking at the strands in her ponytail, which was now resting on her shoulder. She knew her relationship with Brian could never be normal again. And she knew she raised the bar so high that he would never be satisfied with moderate fun again. She made him feel like he needed it all to be satisfied. "You are right about what I did today. I understand why I can't make things return to how they were. What does 'help him take breaks from revving the engine' mean? How do I do it?"
In a quick, blunt reply, Keisha asked, "What do you think it might mean?"
Keisha was usually not one for riddles. Lena looked at the message in context. Many thoughts entered her mind, but she was either too afraid or not sure enough to commit to any of them. Answering Keisha, she guessed, "It means that I need to make him feel like he does not need to keep driving. Then his engine will cool down. What are ways I can do that?"
"Very good. That is exactly what that means. You will never let him get to the destination he wants, but he will stop driving if you give him a fairly harmless pit stop that he can enjoy just a little farther down the road from where he is now. You would need to keep him at that pit stop, and you only need to help the engine cool off once it's about to overheat again."
Lena's mouth went dry. "And what would a driver find at a 'fairly harmless pit stop' just down the road?"
"Honey, you already know the answer to that."
"Did you ever need to provide that pit stop for your son? How did you know it was the right time?"
"I kept my youngest son's engine in check perfectly. I always made sure he had limited gas in the tank. Even with how careful I was I could not control everything in his world. When he was home during his first summer break of college, and he was away from his new girlfriend, he found a pornstar that looked rather similar to me. Those videos provided him an endless supply of fantasies, and he could not drive to any of them. I never guessed I would have to let him go farther down the road, but towards the end of the summer, I felt the need to cave."
"Wow. That is incredible. What was it like? How did it change things?" Lena's mind was racing. She had doubts, curiosity, intrigue, and apprehension. The fact that Keisha had gone farther than she did was a surprise for Lena, and she felt tinges of jealousy.
Keisha was short and straightforward. "I have an excellent relationship with my son to this day. I do not regret anything I did."
It was clear that Keisha was done answering questions about the topic. Everything moving forward was up to Lena's intuition. Finding herself in the reality that she was wearing sexy lingerie to get her son hard and helping him write his erotica while he masturbated to her, it was clear that she needed to act soon.
Thinking about how she would act or even go about it made knots in her stomach. She needed to consider how and when to bring it up. Meanwhile, she needed to decide how she was going to address the masturbating elephant in the room.
Brian's intense glare towards his computer screen had tightened. His breath rate was up and the vein in his body was stiffer. Lena knew it would not be too long. She decided it was best to let him finish. Though after how long he had been at it, she wondered if something was wrong. Nonetheless, she prepared herself to remain still while hearing the muffled signs of his orgasm.
With her head down in her work, Lena heard a low grunt and the sound of Brian's foot hitting the floor as his body jerked. It was hard to remain motionless while hearing it happen. Lena was waiting for the fast breaths of relief that let her know it was over.
Soon the breaths came, and Lena felt comfortable looking up again. Brian looked relieved in his eyes, but his face was still beet-red. His chest heaved in and out. After Brian's breathing returned to normal, a look of criminality appeared. He was nervous in his movements and announced, "I have to run to the bathroom really quick."
The irony was not lost on Lena. Are you fucking kidding me? Why did you not just do that to start with? It would have made sense if he had been beating off in the kitchen because he wanted to look at her, but after the first minute or so, he was in a trance and looking towards his computer. Lena supposed the silver lining of Brian's exhibitionism was that she now had a clear picture of how far things had gotten.
When Brian came back, he had some small moisture patches on the outside of his shorts. With them being subtle, he was clearly hoping his mom would not notice.
Until she could decide how to respond, Lena just wanted to move past the ordeal.
"So, how is the story coming along?"
"Good," Brian nodded, not holding eye contact. He was pleased that his mom was speaking to him normally, allowing him to believe he had gotten away with it. "I think I'll be done in a little bit."
The idea of reading the expanded and more intense version of Brian's story sent a tingle up Lena's spine. She accepted that she was a sucker for quality erotica no matter what the genre and characters.
There was about a ten-minute period where Brian was heavily focused on his writing. Eventually, his gaze started to wander to the most inviting distraction he had ever encountered. For Lena, it was proof of Keisha's point that he could not cool himself down for long.
Brian's lust was out of control, but Lena was not sure when exactly was the right time to intervene. It could be weeks before she needed to step in. It was insanely stressful, the idea of waiting and watching for the precise moment when her son's engine was so flustered that it would need a pit stop.
Lena made the firm decision that if she was going to provide Brian a pit stop at some point anyway, she might as well force his engine to that point faster. I am in control of this. He's going to need to go farther down the road and he'll go there on my terms. I am not going to wait until I feel I am caving like Keisha.
"I think I'm done," Brian announced, proudly. He had never cared more for a school assignment in his life.
The news got his mom's attention as well. With her new frame-of-mind, Lena asked, "I'm impressed. You included everything I told you to add?"
Brian nodded. "I did, all of them. I even added things in other areas."
"Good. Did you describe how I looked in this well enough? I saw you doing some diligent research," Lena poked.
"Uh, yes. I think I did a good job with it," he gulped.
"Okay..." Lena spoke with a playfully skeptical tone, "Because in your rough draft you did not describe my neck, lips, and tits in as nearly as much detail as you could have. I provided you a lot of help today."
His mouth dry, again, Brian answered, "I added a lot more detail. Thank you for helping me. I definitely used it."
Lena savored seeing her son's face go pale. "I'm actually surprised you didn't take more advantage of this outfit I wore for you," Lena curiously smiled. "I wanted to give you the view you weren't able to enjoy for long enough last time. Of course, this time, I have my teddy on and my hair tied back for you instead of someone else."
The lustful adrenaline inside Brian was pumping so high that his hands were trembling. "I definitely took full advantage. I couldn't stop looking at you. The only time I looked down was to write about you," he defended.
"Oh, I definitely felt your eyes on me a lot, and I'm glad you focused on finishing your story. I am talking about those twenty-or-so minutes where you chose to stare off into space instead of using the view that I gave you. You stopped looking at me right after you started doing it."
Brian's mouth gaped and he struggled to think of what to say. She knew what he did, and she had said nothing. She didn't even react. Brian's heart was in his stomach. "You- uh- you knew I-"
Patronizingly, Lena smirked, "You don't think I know what a guy's face looks like when his cock is being pleased? Did you really think I wouldn't notice you jerking off two feet away from me?"
"I-I didn't think could tell. You didn't say anything."
"I knew right away. I didn't say anything because you were lost in your own world, and I didn't think you wanted to involve me," Lena shrugged. "I didn't expect to let you do it, but since I clearly didn't care, you should have taken advantage of the gift I gave you today."
It was excruciating for Brian. He could have done something unforgettable but missed his golden opportunity. Of course, she knew. Why did he not test the waters more and check her out while he jerked off? He let out a low sigh of agony. "I didn't know."
"You were stroking it for so long that I thought you were going to have to look at me. After about fifteen minutes I thought you were having trouble. So, I redid my ponytail, and I even adjusted my seating a few times so my tits would bounce to help you finish... but, I guess you were in deep focus." It was not a total lie. Lena had to have adjusted her posture at some point in her discomfort of watching him.
Brian's forehead was pounding and had a thin layer of sweat. He hated himself for missing what would have been the greatest moments of his life. "Could we try it again?" He pleaded in desperation.
The lingeried mother laughed loudly. "I am sure you'd like that, but I think that was more of a spur-of-the-moment thing."
It was another defeat for Brian. "Is there a chance it could happen again?"
Lena pondered, "I would say it's unlikely. But, then again, whenever I put on lingerie like this to turn a man on I can't seem to stop myself from playing and teasing more than I should. I guess we won't know until the next time you come downstairs and I'm sitting here in this, wanting to give you another instant erection."
"When do you think you'll dress like this again?" Brian wondered. All he needed was an ounce of hope.
"Well, the reason I wore this was to thank you for gifting it to me. So, you would have to give me a reason to wear it again. Maybe if the story you wrote for me is an even more pleasurable read than the first draft, I might just feel thankful enough to slip back into this for another day of fun."
Brian needed to cum badly. He wanted to take it out and start stroking it to see if his mom would stop him, but enough of his brain was still functioning to know it would be a poor idea. The stakes for his story felt higher than ever. "You're going to like it," he said, more to assure himself. "I want it to be perfect for you."
Lena grinned. "I hope it is. Well, even though I love distracting you, I should probably leave you alone so you can make your final adjustments in peace. Email it to me when you're done, and I'll print it out and give it a read."
The longing son nodded and watched his bombshell mother turn around and walk out of the kitchen. Lena had a sadistic smile on her face.
****** Ch. 9
Why did I do all of that? Once she was alone in the confines of her room, all of the comments, actions, and decisions Lena made seemed like they had happened in a strange dream. She was baffled with how things got to where they were. Everything seemed wrong, but the underlying rationale seemed justified.
Taking her phone out, Lena messaged Keisha, "I am overwhelmed. I could not handle the idea of waiting for when I needed to act. I made the decision to push him to the edge myself so I don't have to wait and wonder. When I'm doing the things you tell me to do and making my own decisions in front of Brian, it all makes sense and I trust myself. But when I step back, it seems crazy. Did you go through this? Am I doing something wrong?"
It was longer than usual, but Keisha reliably messaged back. "Honey, take a few breaths. I understand that this is new to you. I understand this seems crazy. But words like 'crazy' are just words that are meant to relate things to what is normally done. You are not the first mother that reached out to me on that forum. There are multiple mothers every year that ask me for advice, and then they call me crazy when I give it to them. And then their home life and relationships with their sons suffer because they do not want to do something 'crazy'. I cannot think of anything crazier than choosing to have a damaged relationship over a great one just because you fear that your private actions would be called 'crazy' by people who do not understand them.
I admire that you are trying to take control and do everything on your terms. I wish I had figured that out as you have, but you are more confident than I was. I do not think you need my advice as much as you think you do. You keep thinking you are not able to control yourself, and I even thought that at one point, but I realize that every decision you have made was because you felt it was the right one to make. Brian is your son and this is your relationship. Do not worry about how things seem, and just do what your instincts are telling you to do."
Keisha's message gave Lena a new level of confidence. We have a unique relationship, and it keeps getting better. I'm enjoying it and I think he's about to enjoy it even more. Lena thanked Keisha for all her help.
The evening then turned into a waiting game for the email containing Brian's story.
******* Ch. 10
It was not until after 9 PM that Lena refreshed the email inbox on her phone and saw an unread email from Brian. Her heart raced as she took her laptop out of her bag so she could read the expanded story.
Lena locked her door for a sense of security and climbed onto her bed in nothing but her black teddy. It felt appropriate to wear it. She opened the document on her laptop and began reading.



The spine of the story seemed the same, but the details were much richer. The emotions, the subtleties of the mom/son relationship, the issues with 'Lena' and 'Rick', the physical descriptions, and the true events all made the story feel more real.
When the story reached the part where 'Lena' emailed 'Brian' to ask him to describe himself, Lena's eyes widened as she realized Brian was about to describe himself intimately. In the fictional email, 'Brian' went over his brown hair, his deep-set eyes, and his 5'10 athletic stature. He then described his penis as being "seven or eight inches when erect and girthy with a pink head. Hanging below I have two round smooth testicles."
No...Would he actually tell the truth in this? He's trying to impress me, so he probably added a couple of inches. Lena knew her husband was a healthy six when erect, so if Brian were telling the truth, he would be bigger than his dad. Whenever Lena had seen his erection in the kitchen it was always obscured in some fashion. She recognized that it could be a true description, but she was not sure.
Lena kept rubbing her clit to the plot. She knew she was drenching the bottom of her lingerie, but that just made her feel dirtier.
The first major plot change in the story was that the imaginary office upstairs disappeared, and the kitchen was the place where 'Lena' did her writing. The next change came before the climax. Instead of pressing his fingers into 'Lena's' pussy to start sex, when 'Brian' shocked 'Lena' by surprising her in the kitchen, he told her about how he realized he had to have her. He told the story of him hiding in the closet to watch her and seeing her in her black teddy before having a disappointing night with 'Rick'.
Lena then read the description of how she looked in her black teddy from the closet door. It was like poetry. "Looking through the small gap between the closet door and the wall, Brian caught a glimpse of everything he wanted and needed in his life. A tanned porcelain sculpture- bare feet on the soft carpet, spherical cheeks hovering above toned legs, slender sides that ebbed at the waist then flowed inward and out to the chest, capable arms that ended in tipped white nails, elegantly arched posture leading to a long open neck, divinely-weighted breasts displayed in air by taut cups that caused the buoyant orbs to ripple across their surface with the slightest movement, a face of silk with lips of pink and winged eye-lashes that opened to hazel glass that danced in the light, atop a head of brunette there was a tie that allowed a single river of lush hair to flow down to the back, a mind that unmistakably forced the pink lips to part to reveal a loving and mischievous smile- all of this wrapped perfectly within a black lace teddy that served as the only medium capable of revealing the nature of this goddess."
The emotion inside Lena was overflowing. She was alone in her room pleasuring herself, but she had never felt so beautiful and sexy. Ever since Brian submitted his first draft, Lena had been operating under the assumption that he was driven mainly by lust. This was not lust. These were deeper feelings than any man had ever had for Lena, and Lena was okay that her son felt this way. It made her wish she had actually done all of those things she told Brian she did for him while he was masturbating.
Lena was not thinking of any scene or scenario, but rather just about the way Brian saw her when she suddenly buckled on her comforter and clenched her way through the most intense orgasm she could ever remember having. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head, and her pussy juice gushed all over her comforter and she could not stop it.
"Oh my god," Lena huffed, trying to recover. She still did not have her normal vision back. Yeah, he's going to have a good fucking day on Wednesday.
After getting water from the sink to replace the nectar that flooded onto her bed, Lena realized she still had not even read the expanded sex scene yet. I'm going to need to throw my entire bedspread away.
********** Ch. 11
The following morning, Rick came home to say hello and recharge his batteries before heading to Raleigh early the next morning. Brian was upset that he would not have alone time with his mom. He needed to know if she liked the changes he made to his story.
Brian had still not seen his mom that Tuesday yet because she had gotten up much earlier. Lena had masturbated herself to sleep by 9 PM and had gotten up before 5:30 feeling well-rested. Of course, having three full-body orgasms within the span of an hour would make anyone sleep well.
After getting to school early, Lena printed out Brian's paper for him as she promised. It felt wrong to print erotica in school printer, but it was a student's final paper. She was glad she did not print it out at home before reading it because the pages in that packet would be stuck together by now.
Lena did no editing last night. She also was not going to read it again in school. She just ran the story through Grammarly online and circled the mistakes it pointed it on the printed version. In regards to the plot and character development, Lena trusted her series of orgasms to act as her literary analysis.
Lena finished marking the edits and jotted down a couple of notes.
********** Ch. 12
When the school day was over, instead of going home to see her husband, Lena went out to run some errands. She figured it was time to go shopping. Brian had been right about Lena being underpaid, but she was the head of her entire department and was doing just fine. When out shopping, Lena knew that despite Brian's love for her black teddy, it was time to splurge on something new.
Having no reason to be at home, Brian was at a friend's house late into the evening. When he got home, his mom was asleep and his dad was napping on the couch. He figured it was best to go masturbate to the idea of fucking his mom until he could go to sleep.
********** Ch. 13
Brian woke up excited. The sun was bright and the weather seemed perfect. The weather might have been perfect yesterday as well, but it seemed that the days without his mom did not count. Lena was already at work, but Brian was just glad in knowing they would get tons of time together after school.
He walked into the kitchen to eat breakfast and saw a stack of papers on the table. It was his new story. There were a few red pen marks on the first page, so Brian knew it was the edited version. This was it. He frantically flipped through. He was hoping he would find comments that would give him an idea of whether he would get to see his mom in her black teddy again.
In terms of helpful signs, the pages were blank until he got to the page where he wrote about how his mom looked in her lingerie. There were no notes, but there was a giant heart drawn around the paragraph in pen. Brian smiled, knowing she loved how he described her.
He grew concerned, though. There were no notes in any of the parts where he hotly described all the new sex positions. He began to think he stripped away all that made the first draft so powerful, or that he made mistakes in describing the sex positions.
Then, on the back of the last page, he found his mom's verdict. "I came 3 damn times!! Hands down most satisfying thing I've ever read. So hot + intimate. Loved the oral exchange! Like how naughty you think I am ;) Audience definitely rooting for Brian. And that description of me... I want to make it the background on my phone. Made me upset you didn't see me tease you yesterday. Let's hang out at 4:30 and discuss. I'm sorry but thought about it a lot- do not expect black teddy :( "
Brian was ecstatic that his mom loved his story so much. He made her cum three times! The statements he loved the most were his mom saying the audience, which was just her, was rooting for him, and the statement where his mom said she wanted to see his description of her every day.
What absolutely crushed him, however, was that she chose not to wear her black teddy. "You said you would," Brian smacked the papers in anguish. He did not write the story to get his mom in lingerie again, but he let himself get his hopes up. If making her cum three times could not get her back in lingerie, then nothing would.
************ Ch. 14
It was a long day of school for both of them. It was long for Brian because of the frustration and distractions he was experiencing. It was long for Lena because she was excited about her plans for later.
Brian went up to his room when he got home. He figured he would stay there until it was time to hang out with his mom. He did not want to run into her before she was ready to talk to him.
When Lena got home at 3:50, she went into her room to get ready. She wanted to make sure she beat Brian to the kitchen. Lena walked into her closet and recovered the bag she had hid from her shopping the day before. She needed to make her son overheat until he was just about to explode. I think this will definitely do the trick.
************ Ch. 15
Sitting in the kitchen, Lena watched the minute-hand approach 4:30. Brian would be walking into the kitchen at any moment. Two days ago, Lena would not have expected herself to be so at ease. Fortunately, her last conversation with Keisha restored her confidence and she had no doubts or reservations. She felt free to do what she thought was best.
Brian was up in his bedroom putting on a shirt that he felt better complemented the muscles in his arms and shoulders. He fixed his hair and brushed his teeth. He put on mesh shorts again just in case his mom would somehow decide to let him try jerking his cock in front of her again. All things considered, he was feeling positive. He tried not to focus on the negative and chose to focus on how much his mom loved his story.
Shortly after 4:30, Brian walked down the stairs and turned the corner into the kitchen.
"Good afternoon," a smooth voice greeted.
Brian staggered backward and forgot how to breathe. His eyes struggled to take in the view. He mouthed some indiscernible words.
"I don't know why you're so surprised?" Lena smirked. "I told you it wouldn't be black."
It may have been hard for Brian to speak, but the eight-inch-long protrusion pointed towards his mom did all the talking for him.
Lena finally got a clear view of his manhood in his shorts, and she was impressed at her son's ability to describe himself.
The 18-year-old felt like his body was shaking even though it was not. "You look amazing."
"Thank you," Lena blushed. "Though to be fair, it wouldn't be much of a thank-you if I didn't." She saw her son inhaling her from the kitchen entrance. "You know, Brian, you can stand there with your dick aimed at me all day, but I think the view is probably better at the table."
Brian walked over and sat at an angle to his mom. She was in a bright red teddy, and that was all. This teddy was similar to the black one- sheer material mixed with lace, firm cups, and spaghetti straps. But there were two big differences. Instead of having a pattern going up the middle to two round cups, the red teddy had laces stringed up the middle that tied at the chest, pushing two half-shell cups together.
With the entire cleavage of her breasts showing in the smaller cups, Brian knew he was looking at his new favorite clothing item. He ran his eyes up and down his mother's smooth legs. Her butt was pressed into the off-white cushions. "I, uh- I didn't know you had this one."
"Oh, I didn't have this one. If I did, I'm sure you would've found it. I bought this little piece yesterday."
Brian had a lot of thoughts. "It's amazing. Why did you get it? Why didn't you wanna wear the black one? And you're not wearing shorts."
Grinning, Lena flirted, "I bought that black one for your father because it let me torment him until he needed to get off. Since you can last my tormenting for so much longer, I knew I had to buy a much more exciting and revealing one that I could wear just for when I am with you." Lena then added, "And, you're right, I am not wearing shorts. I think I look better without them."
Brian's erection was actually painful. His mother had just told him she bought the sexiest lingerie she owned so that she could torment him. So far, she was doing an excellent job. Desperate to calm himself down, Brian got his heart rate low enough to converse. "You, uh, definitely got me good, telling me you weren't going to wear the black teddy," he smiled.
"Ha-ha. I don't think I could dress like that in front of you and then stop forever. That would be cruel. And, plus, I had a ton of fun wearing it- the feeling of being sexy outside the bedroom, seeing your dick get hard right when you saw me, feeling a pair of eyes on me constantly, knowing I made you jerk off and cum in front of me."
"Yeah," Brian panted, "that was fun."
"I think we beat that reaction today. We're already off to a better start."
The son nodded. "I can't believe you just have this on. I don't think I can help it. I might end up rubbing it again."
"I would advise against rushing into that," Lena said, cryptically. "I can't have fun with you once you blow your load."
Brian nodded again. "You left your hair down today." He then glanced at his mom's wrist. "And you got a new scrunchie."
Chuckling, Lena responded, "I wondered when you were going to say something about my hair. Yeah, I had bought this red scrunchie to match but chose not to put it in. Whenever I put my scrunchie in while wearing lingerie I end up doing naughty things to the guy I am turning on."
Brian was having trouble keeping his mouth moist, and his hands were fidgeting. Lena took that as a sign that she should keep going. "Last time, I was in the black lingerie and scrunchie, and I thought I was just going to get you hard. Then I ended up feeling so naughty I tried to help you cum. And today, just from wearing this new 'salacious-red' teddy I bought for us that barely covers my tits and ass, I already feel naughtier than last time."
Brian did not know how much more he could take. He thought he was going to pass out. His mom had a wicked sense of humor for doing this to him, but he did not want it to end. It took an incredible amount of willpower, but Brian tried to change the subject. It was the only way he could make it through the next few hours. "So, what work do you have to do today?"
It was impressive how her son attempted to resist. Of course, Lena was not going to let him. "I got all of my work done at school. It's great, now I can talk to you without being distracted. What type of work are you going to do? That is assuming I will not distract you too much," Lena joked.
The only thing Brian had brought to the table was his story. His mom's notes said she wanted to discuss it. Earlier he had been excited, but now he was incredibly aroused and doubted he could keep himself together. "I just brought this," he admitted.
Lena grinned. "Oh, good, I wanted to discuss it with you. Did you have any questions about my notes?"
He knew he was giving right back in, but he was simply addicted to his mom. Brian blurted, "Did you really cum three times?"
Lena laughed at the question. "Of course, that's your first question. And yes, I did. I actually squirted all over my comforter and had to wash it yesterday. If you don't believe I liked it that much, just look at what I have on."
That information did well for Brian's pride. "I'm glad I did that for you. I imagined you having an orgasm when I wrote it."
"Well, that explains why it was so dirty," Lena joked again. She laughed with her son.
Brian scanned her notes again. "Were, uh, were you really rooting for Brian to succeed?"
"I did find myself doing that. You made yourself a worthy protagonist."
"How so?"
Lena paused. She did not think that through when reading. It was just something she felt. Having to put herself in literary-analyst mode, Lena thought out loud, "I guess it was because Brian was not the protagonist in the story. You made 'Lena' the protagonist. And the audience would root for what made 'Lena' overcome her conflict. And, in your story, her conflict was with- no, no, it was not with her husband- it was with herself. She needed to feel complete, and the only time she felt that was when she was with 'Brian'..." Lena trailed off. "...in your story," she quickly added.
It seemed like his mom was lost in thought. Brian waited a few seconds before asking his next question. "Did you really like the way I described you that much?!"
Snapping back to reality, Lena beamed, "I did! It was better than the nicest poem any guy has ever written for me. I think what makes it so good is that I've read it over a few times, and each time I read it differently."
"Thanks! And what do you mean by that?"
"Well, one time I would read it, and it would make me feel like an enchanted romantic figure. Then I would read it, and it would make me feel like a beautiful sex-goddess. And then I would read it again, and it would make me feel like erotic temptress that knew exactly what she was about to do with a hard cock."
"That is a good way to put it," Brian agreed. "Are you actually going to make it the lock screen on your phone?"
"I really wish I could," Lena lamented, "but other people might see it. It made me really happy."
Brian then confessed, "When I read your comment, the one where you said you were upset that I didn't see you tease me when I was jerking off, I thought that might mean you'd let me try again. Obviously, now I know I shouldn't have assumed that."
Lena realized it was time for her confession as well. She exhaled loudly, "Brian, I should tell you that I misled you and I'm sorry. I didn't do it to hurt you- well I did- but I wanted to hurt you in a pleasurable way to turn you on. I did not try to help you get off. I actually thought of stopping you, but I think deep down I wanted to let you do it. A few minutes after you came, I entered a new mindset- and I bet if I had been in this mindset during it, I actually would have played with my scrunchie and jiggled my tits in that black teddy to help you cum. I think I liked the idea of doing those things and wanted to turn you on so much, that I ended up telling you I did them."
To Lena's surprise, Brian was not disappointed. He was actually laughing in relief. "I am so glad I didn't actually miss anything. I was pissed at myself for a while."
"So, you're not mad? I feel bad about breaking our honesty."
"I mean, I definitely don't want you to lie to me, but I bet me jerking off in front of you put you in a bad position. I'm just happy you let me do it! Ahh man, I kept hoping I would get to see you put on the black teddy again and tease me ha-ha. But now, you saying that you actually would've done it is awesome." Brian then asked, "And what did you mean by 'new mindset'? Why do you want to 'turn me on so much'?"
"Yeah, I was a bit taken back when you started doing that ha-ha. And my change in mindset? At first, I was concerned about how much you wanted me because I thought it was crazy and because we can't have sex. Then I thought I could control how much you wanted me by just teasing you a little. I think both of us were having too much fun flirting and trying to turn the other person on, so I realized that would not work. Now I've decided, screw it, if I like spending time with you and tormenting your head and cock so much, and if you like eye-fucking my body and making me orgasm with your stories, then I should allow us to do that. There are some hard lines you already know you can't cross, and I am going to keep control over things, but that doesn't mean we can't have fun."



It was the greatest thing Brian had ever heard. "So, you're going to wear lingerie like this every time?!"
Smirking, Lena replied, "I did not say that. We both can't be distracted all the time. Though days like today, when I decide to surprise you, they will probably be the most fun."
"I think so, too. Do you think you'll ever let me masturbate and help me cum?" the son asked, hopefully.
Lena flirted, "You could stroke your cock until you cum right now. But again, I wouldn't if I were you. I want to have a lot of fun with you today, and I can't do that if you blow your load in your shorts."
In elation, Brian then watched as his mom mischievously grinned and removed her red scrunchie from her wrist. She took her time to make the perfect ponytail.
"That's better," Lena said with a wink.
In a mystical tone, Brian remarked, "You put your scrunchie in."
Lena shrugged. "I know I always end up doing way more naughty things for the guy I'm playing with than I planned to, but I want to try something naughty to kick off our fun. My tits and ass are perfectly exposed, and your cock is already an Eiffel Tower in your shorts, so this seems like the perfect time to try this. I know you always envisioned it in my black teddy, but I think it will work even better in this salacious teddy."
Brian's mind worked to figure out what his scantily-clad mom was about to do. He watched her place her hands on the tops of her red spaghetti straps. She lifted them up into the air about two inches, lifting her immaculate chest with her, and then she released the straps so that her chest dropped back into place with a few bounces. The flesh of her firm tits rippled and jiggled for many more seconds before finally subsiding.
Lena could not help but to snicker, and looked at her son. "Think this teddy will work?" Lena asked rhetorically.
The awestruck son nodded in agreement anyway. "Your tits look incredible when you do that. Can you do it again?"
Lena laughed. "Brian, that was just me testing it out. I think it's time that I do for you what I claimed I did on Monday."
Brian watched his mom pinch her arms against her sides. She flexed her round butt cheeks against the cushions to elevate her body, and then she released her glutes so she dropped back down. Her tits gently landed and bounced shortly afterward. Lena repeated this process again and again in slow, rhythmic motion.
"Oh my god, it's even better than I imagined. They're like Jell-O."
"The butt does all the work, and the boobs get all the glory," Lena quipped, drawing Brian's attention to her exposed butt cheeks and inner thighs.
"I love how on this teddy I can see the inside of your tits," Brian gawked.
"I love how you can see them better, too. I certainly picked the right piece for what you like. Hopefully, the strings can handle this. If they break, you'd be getting a really good show after that."
It took a tremendous amount of energy from Brian not to beat off right then and there. "How many times have you done this before? You're doing it perfectly."
"Well, a lot in a way. I basically do this every time I'm fucking a cock. But I've done it in this position plenty of other times."
"I'm sure once guys knew you could do it, they asked you all the time. It's so hot."
Lena stopped for a moment and looked at her son. "Brian, I am about to ask you something, but you have to promise to listen carefully, control yourself, and recognize that this is not something you should ever expect me to ask you again. Do you understand?"
Brian thought through what his mom said and nodded. "Yeah, I understand. I promise. What's the question?"
"I am about to start bouncing my boobs again. I can tell this is an insane turn-on for you. Only for today and only for the exact moments I say it is okay, would you like to place your hands on the outside- meaning the laced cups, not the skin- of my tits."
Disbelief is a word that is often not used literally. Brian was truly in disbelief. He knew he misunderstood something. That would be way further than his mom would ever let him go. "Would I like to what?"
Lena made the offer a little slower. "I am going to let you feel my boobs bounce through my lingerie. Do you think you can listen carefully to my instructions and control yourself?"
Brian's eyes and mouth were open wide. "Yes."
"Good. When I start and tell you can go ahead, place your hands on the bottom of the cups. Do not grab or rub. Lightly cup them, do not move your hands around my chest, and I will let them bounce in your hands. The moment I tell you to let go, you do it. Do you promise?"
"I will just lightly cup them when you tell me to start and take them away when you tell me to. I promise," he assured.
With a seductive grin, Lena declared, "Then this should be a lot of fun. Come sit next to me."
Brian moved around the nook to sit right next to his mom. Lena turned inward to face her son more, and then began flexing up and down on her glutes again. This time, she rocked more forward-and-back and less up-and-down to make her breasts easier to cup.
She got into a steady rhythm, and her buoyant chest was bouncing and jiggling flawlessly.
"Are you ready to feel your mom's tits?"
"Mhmm," Brian nodded profusely, still in awe.
"Ok. I want you to feel them now."
Hands trembling, Brian went in like he was cutting bomb wires. He did not want to break a rule and ruin his moment. He put his fingertips on his mom's lower ribs and slowly raised his palms up. Then, his palms touched the cups. For a moment, his open hands were touching the vibration caused by his mom's bubbling and bouncing flesh. But then Lena's chest went up, only to touch down in Brian's palms again moments later.
Brian made eye contact with his mom, right in front of him, and gushed, "They're even better than I imagined. They seem even fuller and bigger. I can't believe I'm touching them." His erection was on the verge of causing him excruciating pain.
"I can't believe I'm letting you touch them either," Lena poked. "I did not expect to have to say this to you, but you should be cradling them more. You're not going to feel them much by just letting them hit your flat palm. The point of this is for you to feel them. Hold them gently, keep your fingers steady, and relax your arms so that your hands can move with them. It should feel like they're jiggling in your hands."
It just kept getting better for Brian. He followed his mom's instructions to the letter. He cupped his hands lightly around the outside of her breasts. "Wow, that's even better..." He admired the way they looked and felt in his hands.
Through the low breathing of her workout, even Lena complimented, "That feels right. They look good in your hands. I'm glad we're getting to do this together."
Brian smiled. "I never thought I would actually get to do something like this. What made you let me do this?"
"I thought it would be a fun activity for us." Lena stopped flexing her buns and took a break. "You get to experience what it's like to hold my tits and feel them in your hands, and I get pleasure from the feeling of you holding them while I enjoy seeing my effect on you. I mean, it's you holding my tits- that's pretty hot for both of us."
"So, are you getting pleasure because a hard guy is doing it, or because I am doing it with you? Is it hot because it's me holding your tits?" Brian knew it might sound insecure, but he needed to know if he was just an outlet for his mom's fun, or if this was a special connection.
Lena knew why her son was asking, and she looked into space. Sensing the change in mood, Brian reluctantly let go of her chest.
Eventually, Lena then answered her son honestly. "Brian, I get hit on a lot. It's men at work, at the gym, at the grocery store. With how much your father loves to be away on his own, I could easily do fun things with those men. I have no interest. Those guys only have an interest in how I can make them happy. They don't care to understand who I really am and what makes me happy. After I told you we would never have sex, your first worry was that you ruined our relationship, not that you wouldn't get laid. Only you know enough about me to write the stories you wrote. Only you see me in the way you described. Only you could get me excited to sit in the kitchen for hours. Our relationship is complex by nature and has its limits, but the only guy on the planet I want to wear lingerie for, flirt with, bounce my tits for, see get hard, and touch me in the way you just did, is you, Brian. It's you that makes this great."
The emotion was overwhelming. It was not a planned reaction, and he did not think. Brian pressed his face into his mom's and kissed her passionately on the lips. It was shocking, like a bucket of ice water poured over Lena's head. Her eyes were closed, and she put her lips in a more accepting position. It was so stunning that she could not think of whether it was good or bad. She let her body choose for her, and her body kept her in the kiss until Brian broke it off.
Upon seeing his mom's shocked and neutral face, a panic overcame Brian. "I am so sorry. I don't know what came over me. I wasn't thinking. I heard all those things and I-I- I don't know..."
Surprised at how relaxed she was, Lena realized she was simply too stunned to react in any certain way. She knew she had a powerful response to it, but she was not able to process it at the time. She breathed in silence.
Brian was about to speak again, and Lena just held her finger up for a moment of quiet. It took a few minutes for the shocking sensations to leave her body and for her to be able to process her emotions again. She had a conversation in her head before coming to a conclusion.
The entire time, Brian was living a nightmare. He needed to know his fate, even if it was awful.
Then, with a pleasant tone, Lena looked at her son and said, "I am not mad at you."
"You're not?" Brian was careful not to celebrate his survival just yet.
"No," Lena continued, "I know you were not trying to make a move. I actually think it was sweet, and it confirms everything I just said about you."
A wave of relief washed over Brian. "I'm so glad to hear you say that."
With her tempting grin back, Lena said, "I do have to say, I am a little disappointed though. You promised me you would hold and let go of my tits when I told you to. I never told you to let go. That was a great kiss, but you really could have enjoyed it more." She playfully winked at her son.
"So you want me to hold them again?" He asked excitedly.
Lena slipped out of the nook and stood up in the kitchen, allowing Brian to see her entire butt for the first time. Ignoring her son's question, Lena announced, "I think it is time I do something important for you. You're at the point where you need it. Follow me." Lena held her hand out.
Brian wasn't sure if he was about to receive a family heirloom or get a flu shot. "What are you doing for me?"
"Just follow me."
"Where are we going? What is it about?"
With a provocative grin, Lena bent over towards her seated son, her face just inches from his. In a sultry voice, Lena explained, "You and I are going to go up to your room. You are going to take those fucking shorts off and sit on the edge of your bed. I am going to retie my hair, spread your legs, and drop to my fucking knees. Then I am going to take that massive fucking cock of yours- the biggest one I've encountered in decades- into my hands, and I am going to say the nastiest fucking things to you that have ever heard in your life while I stroke your cock. And then, when you just can't take it anymore, I am going to pump your cock as fast as I can while I aim it at my chest. And your job is to cum and cum and cum until you make sure every inch of my tits is covered in your jizz, and then you are going to kiss me in the same way you just did. Do you have any more questions, or would you like to follow your half-naked mom into your bedroom?"
"Oh, fuck," Brian exhaled. He was one more word away from ejaculating in his shorts. He did not know what he did to deserve this. He was in a dream. He thought it might sound too good to be true, but he did not care. "Let's go," he nodded.
******* Ch. 16
Leading Brian up the stairs, Lena knew her son was getting an excellent view of her from behind. Brian was mesmerized by the way her fit butt cheeks and thighs worked together in harmony.
At the top of the stairs, Lena directed, "You go into your room and get comfortable. I have to grab a couple of things from my room first."
"Ok..." Brian was skeptical of the sudden change of plans. He watched his mom walk away and then he went into his room. Seeing some things out of place, he quickly tidied things up. Then he knew to 'get comfortable'.
Soon after, the lingeried mother entered her son's room and closed the door behind her. She found her son sitting on his bed, naked from the waist down. His long cock was rigid and standing at attention. "Holy shit, that really needs to be pumped," Lena remarked, feeling a jolt of electricity through her body.
"What did you get?" Brian looked at her hands.
Lena tossed her son two towels. "Put this under you to protect your bed. And lay this one under your feet going away from you." Her son followed her instructions. "Brian, if you care about that shirt then take it off."
About to be fully nude and erect in front of his mom, Brian eagerly complied. He removed his t-shirt, revealing his sports-toned body. Examining her son's muscles, Lena complimented, "If this is what I knew you looked like with your shirt off, I might have volunteered to do this for you a long time ago."
Brian grinned.
Lena then placed a bottle of olive oil at the end of her floor towel. "I'm a fan of natural lubricants," Lena explained, "but olive oil does make for a messy handjob. Then again, if I were concerned about juices running down my hands and flying everywhere, I would not be doing what I am about to do to you."
With some jitters, Brian gripped the edge of his bed his with hands. Lena stood tall and arched her back as she flashed a lovingly-mischievous smile. The erotic mom slowly pulled out her red scrunchie and began to regather her hair, holding eye contact with her son the entire time. "I have never tied my hair up in front of a man before without making him cum after."
The wait was torturous for Brian. His mom really knew how to draw things out to get him pent him up.
Instead of walking over to her son, for the next part of the show, Lena strode to the bedroom door and clicked the lock. "I know we're alone, but I like the feeling of knowing if someone wanted to stop us, they'd have to break the fucking door down."
She then walked over to the window and made sure the blinds and curtains were fully closed. "Nobody can see us. It's just us now. We're in our own world, Brian," Lena explained in an inviting voice.
Brian's body tensed up. His mom strutted up to his legs and placed her hands on his bare thighs.
Lena leaned over, putting her face close to her son's. Licking her lower lip, Lena seduced, "How many times in this very bed have you stroked your cock to the idea of me getting down on my knees to pleasure you?"
Loudly breathing, Brian swallowed. "A lot."
"Well, Sweety, this is going to be just like in your dreams. The difference, though, is that I know how to do things to you that your dream version of me could never imagine."
Awestruck, Brian let out, dryly, "This is fucking cool."
With a small chuckle, Lena nodded. "Spread your legs, Brian."
Brian opened his legs to allow his mom access. Lena turned around and bent down to pick up the bottle of olive oil, giving Brian another liberal view of her butt. She then turned back to her son and opened the bottle of oil.
She stepped between his legs, and from her son's eye level, she let a small stream of oil cascade down onto his erection. The oil splashed on his lower abdomen, groin, and thighs. "Ahhh," Brian moaned and shuddered from the smooth liquid hitting his throbbing penis.
Lena closed the bottle and placed it behind her. Watching the oil run down her son's body and onto the towels, Lena arched her back again and ran her fingers through her ponytail, allowing her hips to lightly gyrate. Feeling it was finally time, Lena slowly went down to one knee, placed her hands on her son's thighs for leverage, and then went down on her other knee.
After all that excruciating build-up, Lena wasted no time darting her hands forward and taking a firm hold of her son's dick and testicles. Before Brian even let out a gasp, Lena already had one hand stroking his shaft and another gently rolling his testicles.
The sensation of his mom working the oil around his package was indescribable. The knowledge that this was finally happening in real life was euphoric.
Seeing her son's reaction, Lena stroked cautiously. "Try to control yourself. I want this to last a while."
"I will," Brian promised. "This will last a while." He had no reason to be that confident.
"Good," Lena smirked, "because it is not every day that I get to jerk off my son's sexy, eight-inch monster while I let him worship my body. I want this to last." Lena was no longer talking just to get Brian hot, she, too, was experiencing arousal like never before. She restricted herself to gentle pumping actions, trying to focus on simply massaging him.
"You're so fucking hot, mom."
"Oh yeah?" Lena used her thumb to rub the fleshy area just under his pink head.
"Yeeeaaah," Brian groaned. "Your body is unreal. Your mind is so dirty. What made you do this?"
"That is a really good question. I decided to do this to you after I saw you jerking off to me under the table. I knew you needed your mother's touch soon, or you would get too aggravated."
"So, the entire time, all that stuff you did- ahhh god that feels good - so, all that sexy stuff you did, you knew you were going to do this to me in the end? You were just playing with me?"
With a smug expression, Lena nodded. "I know, pretty cruel of me, right? But I just love watching you squirm and beg for it so much; I simply couldn't help myself."
"Well, I'm glad you did it now," Brian exclaimed. "Blue-balling me would be cruel. So, the boob-bouncing and letting me touch them, you planned all of that?"
"Actually," Lena stopped her massage, "I did not plan on doing either of those things. I think I got a little horny and found myself wanting to feel your hands on my breasts." Lena then bobbed on her knees to make her chest dance again, teasing her son.
Brian reached out below his mom's arms and placed his hands on the outside of her breasts.
"Excuse you. I did not tell you to touch them," Lena acted stern, but her son's touch was sending her into a higher gear, and she loved it.
With cleverness, Brian explained, "You never told me I had to stop."
Down on her knees, while beating him off, Lena's body demanded to experience all of the pleasure and stimulation her son's hands could provide. "You really like holding my tits, don't you?" Her son nodded in response.
Lena then noticed the olive oil running down her hands and arms. She wiped each arm on the ample exposed skin of her breasts. "Well, Brian, then while I am giving you the massage of a lifetime, maybe you should make yourself useful and return the favor."
Brian gazed at his mom's glistening, oiled breasts. "I can touch them?"



"Brian," Lena yanked apart the knot that kept the cups of her lingerie in place, "you have my permission to reach your hands inside and grab, rub, pinch, twist, and fondle my tits in any way you want. I want you to make me as horny as you can make me. I want you to make me say as many nasty, dirty things as you can. I want to be fucking filthy for you."
"Fuck, okay." Brian did not hesitate to slide his hands onto his mom's creamy flesh. Lena moaned on the first touch, and that made the son even bolder. Brian was in heaven, and he wanted to send his mom there with him.
Before going back to massaging Brian's cock, Lena just savored the feeling of her son's thumbs rubbing her sensitive areolas and nipples.
"They're really hard," Brian commented, smiling.
"I can't wait to see how amazing they feel when your hot cum is running down them."
"I can't even imagine that."
Lena kept gasping with each new grab of her tits. She put her hands back on her son's erection. "No? You can't imagine a massive load of your cum on my bare tits? You can't imagine how I'm going to shake and bounce them in front of you so we can watch it drip onto the floor together?"
"That would be so fucking hot and nasty. I want to cum on them so bad. Are you really gonna do that for us?"
"If you keep touching me like this, I might have to wrap my tits around your thick fucking cock and let it fuck them until you blow your load all over my chin." Even Lena was surprised to hear that come out of her mouth. She did not think it through. She just wanted to say it.
"Oh my god," Brian froze. "You would let me titty-fuck you?"
Lena knew she could not take it back. She had said it because she wanted to, and that made her feel naughtier. Instead of backtracking, Lena kept going. "Of course, you can. I told you, Brian, I am going to be fucking filthy for you. I want to feel your throbbing, long cock slide in between my boobs. You have a big cock, and I want to watch you use it on me."
Brian grabbed as much of his mom's breasts as he could and massaged her firmly. "I want that so bad. I can't believe that's allowed! I want you to be as filthy as you can. I wanna make you feel like an X-rated goddess."
Her son's comments drove Lena up the wall. Her pussy was flooding. "Sweety, I said you can't fuck me. Keep it up, though, and anything short of that, I am going to show you the X-rated goddess I really am."
"Anything short of sex?" Brian asked.
Lena knew exactly what he was really asking. Instead of speaking, Lena drove her head down and took a long, slow lick of her son's rigid cock. The feeling of her moist tongue made Brian think he was going to erupt. Bringing her head back up, olive oil dripping down the side of her lip, Lena said, "Anything."
"I wanna put my dick in your mouth," Brian blurted out. His mom clearly wanted the same.
Lena laughed. "Of course, you do. Unfortunately, I decide what we do. And I want it just in my mouth, I want you to feel me choke on it."
Without waiting for Brian's response, Lena put her head back down and carefully began to inhale every inch of her son. Brian had no idea how she was doing it, but before long, his mom's nose was pressed into his oiled abs. Lena made some gurgling sounds and then came back out and released it.
"Holy shit," she laughed, impressed with herself. "You have to admit I'm pretty fucking good. I haven't done that to like yours in so long, and I got it down on the first try."
The magic sight of his mom getting eight inches into her mouth almost took away from the fact that his mom just sucked his dick. "That was incredible. You're amazing. I am so fucking lucky you're my mom."
You're damn you are. Lena was proud, but she did not want to get mushy. She wanted to have fun. "You need to stand up for me to do it properly."
"Okay," Brian followed the instructions to stand up. "When you're done, can I return the favor on this too?"
It was a dangerous game, but Lena's pussy was soaked, and she was enthralled that he asked to eat her out. "I'd have to get completely naked for that," she stated.
"Oh." Brian felt stupid for asking. "Well, is there a way to do it without you being naked?"
Lena feigned confusion. "I thought you would be happy to hear me tell you I have to get naked in your bed. I was even hoping you would be the one to get me out of my teddy."
Still trembling on the inside, as he had been for the last hour, Brian flirted, "I want us to be naked in my bed, and for me to be eating your pussy, more than anything. I want you to sit on my face while you have an orgasm."
"Fuck," Lena exhaled. "I'd ask where you learned to talk like that, but I think we both know. Brian, we are definitely going to do that, but first, I need to bob my head on your cock for two or three minutes."
Lena inhaled Brian again. The head of his cock was buried in his mom's throat. He gently thrust as she gagged on his penis, it pinched tightly inside her. Brian had to continually think of random things to avoid ejaculating in his mom's windpipe. Both parties found immense pleasure.
Every so often, Lena would let his cockhead slide out of her throat and into her mouth. That allowed her to look into her son's eyes while she serviced him. Brian then went to place his hand on the back of her head, but Lena refused. Removing him for a moment, Lena lectured, "You are not going to help me there. I know what you want more than you do. Just feel up my fucking body and tell me how much you like it." Brian did just that.
The quickening thrusts told Lena it was the beginning of the end. She was not ready for it to end. Lena pulled her head away and gave Brian's shaft one last lick. She knew her son needed some time without genital stimulation.
She was having the greatest evening she could remember, and she did not want it to stop. "I think it's time for me to get naked."
********** Ch. 17
Brian could still feel and smell his mom's saliva on his cock. She sucked and swallowed the oil right off of it. "Thank you so much for doing that, mom."
"I love how much you appreciate me," she grinned.
"So, can I get you naked now?"
"I basically am already," she laughed. "But I think you should finish the job."
Surer of himself, Brian approached his mom and grabbed the spaghetti straps that had already fallen down her shoulders. Lena slid her arms through the straps. She was topless. Brian then slid the teddy down her hips, letting the red fabric fall down her thighs.
Neatly trimmed, with a landing strip, Lena's smoldering, soft pussy was greater than Brian had imagined. As his mom stepped out of her lingerie, Brian could see the dark red wet spot. "You're already wet?"
"Well, that explains why I convinced myself to deepthroat your cock," Lena winked.
Brian took in the beautiful, nude view before him. It finally was real. He stepped to the side so he could see his mom's ass.
"You don't need to worry about seeing all of me now. With what we're about to do, you are about to become very familiar with my body. Now, get into bed, and keep your head in front of the pillows."
Doing just as she asked, Brian laid on his bed. He kept his arms at his side and eagerly waited for his mom to join him.
Upon seeing her attractive son sprawled on the bed, his thick erection resting on his abs, Lena had to shoo away some bad thoughts quickly.
She climbed into the bed. "Sit up so we can go over a few things." Her son did what she asked. "Your goal is going to be to fuck me with your mouth. That means swirling your tongue in rhythm, and every so often, putting your tongue in deep. I know you're new to this, and I can do a lot of the work myself. Afterall, I will be sitting on your face."
Lena straddled her son. She sat down on his strong chest. Grunting, Brian felt what it was like to be pinned on the mattress by his mom's ass.
"I'm guessing you like the way it feels when I'm sitting on you?"
"Fuck, yes."
"Hold on tight," Lena warned. The wet mother grabbed her son's headboard and leveraged herself onto his face.
Suddenly, his mom's vaginal lips were pressed against Brian's mouth. Her scent was intoxicating. He could hear her moaning from above. He looked up and her chest was blocking her face. Wrapping his hands around the outside of her thighs, Brian began to lap up his mom's nectar. She moaned again, beginning to sensually gyrate on his face.
The son was focused on doing a good job, but he also let his hands wander to his mom's ass. The sensation of her weight pressing down on his head was fantastic.
Lena felt Brian's tongue swirl and penetrate her tender, soft vaginal lips. The feeling of her son eating her pussy was becoming too much for Lena. She wanted to squirt all over his face, but she did not want to risk the incredible time with Brian coming to an end. She wanted to love the way he made her feel for longer.
It was a hard decision, but Lena pushed off the headboard at the last moment. She pushed out of Brian's firm grip and landed on his abdomen.
"Holy fuck," she panted, elated. Her face was glistening, and she had strands of hair out of place. "That was hot."
"Did you have an orgasm?" Brian asked in a confused way.
"I was about to," the mom breathed, "but I stopped it. God, that was so fucking hot."
"Why did you stop it?"
"I didn't want to finish yet. It was not the right moment."
"Why not? What do you want to do now?"
"I don't know," Lena shrugged, still catching her breath. "Definitely something with you," she smiled. "There are tons of fun things we can do. I am fine with doing what you want next. I just want to make each other cum so fucking bad."
Putting it on the line, Brian leaned up and said, "We should have sex."
That was the first time Brian had looked his mom in the eye and said it. "We can't," Lena replied, simply.
"Why not?"
"You know why not. I am married and I cannot imagine being in a marriage when I've banged someone else."
"Look at all the things we just did though. All of those things were bad things to do when you are married."
"I know. I know. But it's just such a big line. Believe me, Brian, I want you to be able to have me. I want to feel like this with you. Your father doesn't deserve me- you do. But life is complicated, and you can't always get everything you want. If I found out your father banged some hotel concierge, I would be riding your cock in two seconds. Your father chose the position on the road because he wants to be there instead of here. He cheats on me with his job. He left me to work and take care of the house and everything else, so I guess that is how I justified letting myself do this."
It was a stunning revelation for both of them to hear. Brian was blown away that his mom wanted it him, but he actually felt more pain for her than happiness for himself. "Why don't you get a divorce?"
"I have thought about that a lot. But I have always been a happy person despite our marriage. It has just never excited me. I always told myself not to leave a stable situation to chase a dream relationship that I may never find."
With an honest voice, Brian told his mom, "We could have that relationship."
A warm smile came to Lena. "I believe that you mean that, Sweety. But how does our dream relationship work when you go off to school and I am working here? How do you go out with your 'girlfriend' when she's 22 years older than you? How would I explain to my friends why my son is 30 and still lives with me and I don't date?"
"My school is close enough for me to come home a lot. I'll be home during all the breaks," Brian figured. "And then after I graduate, we can move away together. We can even move away right now and I'll start school next semester. And I don't care if it looks weird. You're hot and I want to show you off as my girlfriend in public."
"That all sounds like a nice plan," Lena admitted, "but you need to think about it. Do you want to spend your life with me? You could not have a normal life. We would have to be careful everywhere. You would be making a mistake by wanting to be with me. It is a romantic idea you have, but I think you would miss out on great experiences."
"I'm naked in bed with you. You're sitting on my stomach. I just ate you out. My life is not normal and it never will be. I don't want a normal life. I want you. You're saying I'll miss out on great experiences and end up missing out, but 18 and you're 40, and we both would rather be here with each other than anywhere else right now. I don't care if we have to move away and start over again and again. Doing that with someone I love is a lot more exciting than living the way other people do. It is more exciting than the way you live now. I can't possibly imagine anything in the world feeling better than this. If you think there is some life experience that I'd miss out on that's better than this, then tell me what it is. I want to spend as much time I can with you. We're perfect together."
Lena stared at her son, processing everything he just said. He was right about how this was the greatest thing that could happen in either of their lives. Lena had never felt so alive. And she knew Brian was truly in love and that she drove him crazy, a way in which no other woman could.
Besides for the deep breathing, they had been sitting in dead silence for two minutes.
"Then ask me," Lena said, straightforwardly.
"What?"
"Ask me to commit with you. If you think it is a great idea and that I'll be better off, then ask me to leave my marriage, my friends, my job, and change my entire life just to be with you. Tell me you are sure beyond a shadow of a doubt that you know, right now at the age of 18, that this is what you want for your life. If you are so incredibly sure of everything, then you should ask me to marry you."
He could not believe his mom just said that to him. Brian wanted to be with her, but he never imagined this scenario. "It's not legal."
"Forget about the license. If you truly believe that being together, and all that comes with it, is the best for both of us, then you should have no reason not to ask me right now. Commit your future to me right now."
Was she trying to make Brian realize it was a bad idea to be with her? Brian was not sure if it was a real proposition. She seemed to be talking him out of it, but she said nothing to convince him. Knowing it might be just a test, Brian asked anyway. He knew what he wanted beyond all doubts, and he had to ask what his heart wanted him to ask. "Mom, I want to be with you and go through all of those changes together. We belong together. Will you marry me?"
Lena bent down and pressed her lips into Brian's. It was a passionate kiss where their lips interlocked, and Lena held Brian's face in her hands. He had his hands on her sides. It brought about an unknown level of intimacy to both of them. They adjusted their lips and kissed deeply again and again. Lena even inserted her tongue between his lips and teeth. Brian massaged his mom's gently swirling tongue.
Returning to her upright position, an overwhelming sense of relief, liberation, and happiness washed over Lena. With an enduring smile, Lena looked down at her son. "Nobody has ever cared about me in the way that you do."
Lena had not even acknowledged her son's question with a response. Brian asked, "So, were you just seeing if I felt strongly enough about you to ask that?"
Lena's familiar playful smile was back. She looked warmly at her son. "Brian, I already knew you felt strongly enough to ask me that. I wanted to see how sure you felt about us. I know you just offered me a serious proposal. And I have my answer for you, but I think you and I both know that I love tormenting you way too much to simply tell you. I have a better way to tell you."
"What's that?" Brian did not know why he could not get instant relief just once.
Lena hovered over her son, putting her lips against his ear. "How about I let you put your cock inside of me, you thrust that thick fucking cock of yours into my pussy, and I'll grind on your dick while I hold your arms down. And right before I'm about to squirt all over your cock, and you can't take the pleasure any more, and you ask me, 'Mom, can I cum as far inside of you as I want?' my answer to that question will be my same answer as to whether I'll marry you."
Brian's eyes went wide, and the world shifted. "It's a yes?"
"Yes, of course, it is a yes. I know I belong with you." Lena beamed. "Now, do you want to keep talking? Or do you want to fuck your fiancé?"
Lena slid back down Brian's body until her pussy ran over all eight inches of her son's shaft. They moaned in unison. Not wanting to wait, Lena held her son's cock up in the air, knelt up on the bed, and slowly came down, allowing her son to penetrate her. "Oooooh, fuuuuuck! I can definitely get used to this," Lena moaned.
The sight Brian never thought he would see was right in front of him- his penis in his mom's vagina. It was an irreplicable feeling. He did not know how he deserved for this to be his life.
"Are you going to start thrusting soon, Love? Because I want to know what it's like to be fucked by my man. And I'm sure as hell you want to know what it's like for me to fuck you."
Brian enthusiastically obliged. He bucked his hips up and down. Lena placed her hand on his chest to control the pace until he had the rhythm down. The mother and son maintained eye contact, exchanging moans and flirty facial gestures.
Every time Brian tried to touch his mom, she would swat his hand away and pin it back. "No, no, no. Never forget that I'm in charge in the bedroom," she smirked.
Brian did not have any complaints. He was too worked up to talk. The flesh of his cock was ground into by his mom's pussy. Not once did his cock have a straight shot all the way through. With each thrust, his penis was shifted in all the right ways. The friction was nearly paralyzing.
There were loud smacking noises from Lena's soaked thighs landing on her son's muscular groin and legs. The bed shook and the metal joints rattled beneath them. Lena's ponytail thrashed up and down.
For Lena, the sex felt like a rebirth. She was getting off in indefinable ways from the feelings of the young cock sliding against her swollen clit and from the feelings of love and lust her son had in his eyes. The passionate sex was deeply emotional while still having the raw, dirty movements that Lena thrived on.
"I'm gonna cum soon, mom!"
The had been fucking each other in one way or another for what seemed like an entire day. Lena did not expect it to be long, but she did expect it to be spectacular. Not quite at climax yet, Lena decided to stop holding off and allowed herself to make the most of her son's body. Lena began bouncing on her son's cock, gripping its head with her vaginal muscles, taking note of each time it slid against her sensitive walls.
"I love you, mom," Brian groaned.
That pushed Lena to the edge. "Oh fuck, I need to cum, too! Tell me when."
The sex became tighter as their bodies tensed. The fucking became a series of short thrusts and grinds.
Brian's face was sweating profusely. "Any second now!"
"Keep going! I want it all. I want it so fucking bad! Show me how much you love me. Give me everything."
"I am. I am!" Brian's jaw locked and he screamed.
"Ohhhh! Fuck yes!" Lena cried out. She felt her son's cream pump deep inside her. That was the last straw. Lena moaned in a loud exhale. Her body shook and she dug her trembling nails into her son's chest. She threw her head back in sweet anguish.



Brian's body continued to jerk and his cock continued to flex inside his mom, sending more semen inside her. Lena's eyes were partially open, but all she could see were stars. The floodgates in her pussy released and she began to drench her son's tightened package in wave after wave of warm juice.
It was a mess of hot liquids- of semen, of pussy juice, of sweat, and saliva- all pressing between them and rolling down their heaving bodies. The aroma, the exchange of cum, and the thickness of the air just made the orgasms even more intense.
When both their orgasms finally subsided, Lena and Brian were exhausted. Lena fell over onto the mattress next to her son. Brian placed his tired arm on her shoulder, and Lena responded by nuzzling her butt against his softening penis.
They did not speak for over four minutes, just trying to catch their breath and regain full levels of consciousness.
The mother then turned to face her son.
"Hey," Brian mouthed, unsure of what to say.
"Hey, yourself," Lena breathed.
"That was- I want you so much."
"I don't know if you remember," Lena curved her lips, "but you proposed to me, and I said yes. You already have me."
Brian did not think he could ever get tired of hearing that. "I know. I'm just reminding you I want you."
"You are going to make a good husband, for a lot of reasons. I am a lucky woman."
"D'you have any doubts if we can pull this off?"
"I need to go through a divorce, I need to find a new job, you need to get school sorted out, and we need to move to another state. But I've never been more confident of anything," Lena sighed. "And plus," she added, "we have our hangout time to figure all this stuff out."
"Oh wow, we can do this almost every day," it suddenly hit Brian.
His mom laughed. "Of course. Though, let's do it in the beginning so we can get some work done."
With a limp body, Lena rolled out of bed and gingerly walked to the bedroom door.
"Where are you going, mom?"
"I'm going to take a shower. You're welcome to join." As Lena walked into the hall and got some distance between herself and Brian, she realized how absolutely crazy it was, the idea of abandoning her current life to marry her son. All she had planned on doing was giving him a handjob, and she ended up telling him she would marry him. All of the things she had said to him seemed like they were the result of an insane haze of arousal. She was petrified of the situation she had created and wanted to talk sense into herself, and yet, the only thing she wanted in the entire world was for Brian to follow her into the shower and kiss her again. Maybe Lena was the type of person where 'normal' could never satisfy her, and she just needed to live an absolutely crazy life- one where she could be free to make sudden decisions under an insane haze of arousal with the one person she loved, her son.
******* Ch. 18
The following evening, Lena sat in the kitchen alone, and Rick was in the adjacent living room. Lena did not want to tell Rick about how his choices had made her life unfairly difficult. Planning on handing him divorce papers after finding a job in a new state, Lena wanted to make sure there were no blow-ups that could complicate things. She did have sympathy for him to an extent, but she was sure another woman would have a need for an absentee partner. And plus, even if he had been a good husband, Lena knew he was not the one.
Lena was messaging with Brian over email inside the house since they could not be together in the presence of Rick, afraid of him getting a sense something was awry.
In the back of Lena's mind, something had been nagging at her for the entire day. She figured she needed to finally do it.
In an email to Keisha, Lena explained exactly what happened with her son the previous day. Of course, she found it best to leave out the whole getting-engaged part. She was not sure if Keisha would respond with understanding, admonishment, or choose to not respond out of disgust. Lena was certainly expecting at least admonishment.
Just a minute later, Keisha responded with one line, "Welcome to the club, Honey ;)"
Oh my fucking god. Lena wanted to be furious. She quietly banged her fists on the kitchen table. Lena, though, was more thankful than angry. "You bitch ha-ha. This entire time you were trying to get to do this. I should have known. I hate you but love you at the same time. How did you know I would do it?"
Keisha replied, "I am sorry, Lena, but I could tell right away what you really wanted. I had been looking for another mother like you for a long time. You were the first one where I knew you were willing to go through with it. I am so happy for you and Brian."
"Thank you. We are incredibly happy, and you are to thank. Why did you help me, though? Why did you put so much effort into it?"
"You did all the work, Honey. Thank yourself and your son. My motivation was to share the same joy with you and to have someone to relate to. It is hard having this type of relationship with your sons and having nobody to talk to about it. I used the lessons from my second boy to go win back my first. Believe me, when you spend your 45th birthday being double teamed by your sons, you feel joy from helping others learn the same joy."
Lena could only cover her mouth and laugh.
*******
Ch. 19: Four Months Later
****
"Hi, stud, how did it go today?"
"It was fine. I mean class was pretty easy again, but I just keep reminding myself that the credit transfers."
"That's the spirit. You only have to deal with it for a semester."
"Very true. So, you have to tell me! How has your first day of school?"
"I could not have imagined it going any better. As I had told you, I was concerned because I heard the students here are much less interested. That is not true at all, they are fantastic. And the other English teachers seem to already respect me."
"I think you always give off that dominant-controlling vibe," Brian smirked.
"Oh, do I?" Lena asked, suggestively. "It's funny you mention that because since I had such a good first day, I thought we could celebrate tonight by seeing if we can fuck so hard that we void the warranty on our mattress."
"I thought that was the goal every night?"
"No..." Lena rolled her eyes, "I mean really celebrate. On my way home, I decided to be a bad fiancé, and I picked up something for us." Lena opened a bag and provided a small glimpse of a sheer clothing item.
Intrigued, Brian wondered, "Pink? What personality will pink bring out?"
Removing a pink scrunchie from the bag and putting it on her wrist, Lena shrugged, "I guess you'll find out tonight. And, by the way, I also picked up a little something for Saturday." Lena revealed an elegantly-laced white corset, a garter belt, and sheer white stockings.
"Holy..." Brian took a deep breath. "You are going to look gorgeous in your dress, but I kind of can't wait until you get out of it."
Lena laughed. She then shrugged slyly. "I had a feeling you would say that. You know, I already did the whole 'dress thing' once, so, I was thinking, maybe I will return my dress and I will just wear my veil with this."
The son gulped. "I won't make it through the ceremony. And the guy marrying us might not either."
The mom laughed flirtatiously. "I don't care if some black-market wedding officiant is sweating from behind his webcam, I only care about the look you will have on your face when we say 'I do.'"
Brian walked over to his mom, kissed her on the lips, and ran his hands over her shoulders. "Do we really have to wait until later tonight?"
"Yes," she said, lovingly pushing him away. "I am doing something important right now."
"Work?"
"Nope. Keisha and I think we found a mom that is interested in getting a little guidance."
"Did her son try to win her over with erotica?"
"Uh, no. That's a one-of-a-kind 'you thing'. Her son jerked off to her while watching her shower."
"Rookie mistake. He is supposed to wait until she wears lingerie for him." The son and his mom laughed. "I'm gonna go unwind."
"Ok, Love."
Brian walked to their bedroom to watch tv. In the kitchen, Lena took out her phone out of her pocket. She reread the passage on her lock screen, and she smiled.
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The space between each printed letter grew more and more distant as Wes Hawn's mind drifted. He caught himself just before his head crashed into his marketing textbook. Everything the professor was saying, the 21-year-old college student already knew due to his internship from the previous school year and summer. He knew the class would be a bore when he signed up, but it was required for his major. And there are worse things than an easy A.
The clock on the back wall must have had finally hit 3:15 because the professor announced, "Alright, I can see we're out of time. When you read chapter 2 for Wednesday, make sure you take note of the four Ps and how they relate."
"Hey, Wes?"
Wes heard a soft, hushed voice from behind him as he felt a light tap on his shoulder. He zipped up his bag and turned to see Bella. There was a lump in his throat.
Wes had been growing into a rather attractive young man, and he was becoming good at speaking with women. But Bella was the type of young woman that could have any man she wanted, and she probably knew that. Since he was having trouble speaking, Wes nodded in her direction.
"This might seem really weird, but can we, like, talk for a minute outside. Maybe alone by the trees out there? It's kind of personal."
Okay then... He was confused. It was not that Bella was just scorchingly hot. She was also in the 'premiere' sorority on campus - the one where somehow every girl was at least a 9 and had blonde hair. It crossed his mind that she could be interested in him. It's more likely she's already struggling and needs tutoring. The young man nodded his head at Bella again.
It was a silent walk from the academic building to an isolated area in the grass quad. Bella was preoccupied but still walked gracefully with her lean body. Wes stared at her from the corner of his eye and wondered what in the world she could want. It was not as if this was his first time being around her either. They had one class together each of the last two years and were part of the same project group at one point.
They stopped walking once they were under a large tree. "So, the reason I wanted to talk to you was- Well, you heard what happened, right? With me and my sorority and...?"
What the fuck is she talking about? He was socially active, but he didn't pay much attention to sorority gossip. After racking his brain, Wes shook his head. "No. What happened?"
"Ugh." Bella was disappointed that she had to tell her story. "I'm surprised you didn't hear because it seems everyone knows. Anyway, basically, I was at a rave off-campus and I got caught with some ecstasy. Like literally my first time ever doing it! And they actually charged me with a felony over it. So now, I am officially kicked out of my sorority, am on probation, and I have a record as a convicted criminal. All of that because of two little pills and some asshole anti-drug prosecutor that didn't want to give me a break."
Suddenly, Bella was less intimidating. "Wow. That's crazy they'd do that to you." Wes was truly amazed over how a small crime could damage someone's life so much, especially since he remembered Bella was a great student. Sure, he found her a tad annoying, but she was not a bad person. "I'm sorry that happened."
"Thanks."
"So, why did you wanna talk to me?" Wes still had no clue what this had to do with him.
"Well, as you can imagine, my chances of getting a job out of school now are pretty much fucked. I had to tell the company I interned for about the felony, and they already told me they can't let me back next summer. So, since I can't do that, I figured it would be smart to start making a lot more money by growing my Instagram."
What attractive white girl isn't? "Okay. And what do you mean by that? How do want to grow it?"
"Wait... You don't know about my Insta account?" Bella seemed even more surprised by this news.
Wes shrugged his toned shoulders. "Nope. I don't really use Instagram outside of using it for marketing at work. Like, I use it, but I don't really follow anyone."
"Damn, you do like to stay out of the loop, ha-ha. I thought every guy at school at least knew about it. Anyway, I have this premium account that I charge money for. I have enough paid followers to make like $200 or $300 a month. But, I'm thinking it can be a lot bigger and actually be my job. I read that some women are making over 100k. So, I know it's weird that I'm asking you out of nowhere, but would you maybe be able to help me market it online. I know you're like insanely good at all this digital marketing stuff. I know it's crazy competitive, but I really think my account could be big if a lot of guys knew about it."
"Uh, wow. Um- okay, wow." Of all the reasons Wes considered why the stunning blonde would talk to him, this was far from any of them. Though, he had been sort of right that Bella was struggling with marketing and needed help. He obviously didn't have enough info yet to make a decision, but Bella had a good sob story - and he liked the idea of talking more with her. "So, you're right that this is ridiculously competitive and your odds of making it are low. But before we even talk about that, I guess my first questions are: How are guys finding you right now? Who is paying for it, and how much are they paying you? And, like, what do you do on your Insta?"
Bella was relieved that Wes didn't reject her outright. "Well, it's mostly just normal Instagram modeling stuff. I've been charging $5 a year. I know it's low, but I'm really trying to build up my subscriber base first and make it popular. And, to be honest, I think it's mostly guys on campus subscribing." She added, "And recently I also started charging $20 for private videos, but I only offer those to guys that I don't go to school with, for obvious reasons."
"Can I see your account?" Wes hoped that that didn't come out sounding like a desperate, horny guy.
"Yeah! Obviously you'll need to know what I do." Bella handed her phone to her classmate.
The Instagram account was a long series of stunning photos of Bella in lingerie, bikinis, tight dresses, and planned 'candids' from her normal day. Wes warmed up upon seeing some of her provocative poses, such as her with a lollipop held tightly into her cheek and her eyes flirtily glancing up and away. He looked up from the phone and imagined Bella, with her sizeable breasts, athletic body, and blue eyes, in the same lingerie she wore in her photos. He tried to figure out if her butt was photoshopped in her posts or if it truly was that nice under her clothes.
Wes now had a good idea as to what aesthetic Bella was going for. He handed the phone back. Not knowing if it was appropriate to compliment the gallery or not, Wes awkwardly said, "Ah, I see."
"Yeah," Bella chuckled, the dimples in her cheeks showing. "It's not something I show my parents."
"Yeah, I bet. I can see what guys are paying for now. So what's a private video? It seems like you make a lot more off of those."
Bella opened her mouth but got tongue-tied. "Um, before we talk a lot more about this and your pricing and all that stuff, is there a legit chance you're interested? I think you're like the perfect person for this. I just need to know that you're seriously considering helping me."
The idea of working with Bella and those photos was enticing. But Wes was too smart to fall for her charm. "Hmm. I mean, I need to launch my own career after graduating, and I can't be known for marketing a - uh - provocative Instagram account. I want to help you, but I can't risk my career to make some money now."
"Nobody will know you're helping me. I swear." Bella folded her hands in her plea. "I won't tell anyone you're involved. You can literally just tell me what to do to make my account blow up, and I'll do the work myself. You can be like a secret consultant. Please."
Wes considered the proposal. He could see how truly desperate Bella was, and he had a soft spot for helping people. "Ok. I need to know more, but you can consider me 'legit' interested. But, this is a new industry to me. I would need to do a lot of research to set up feedback analytics and market testing. I would also have to identify your target audience and figure out how to reach them online."
With some humor, Bella winked, "Well, I think my target audience is horny guys. And they can be found everywhere online."
Wes laughed as well. "You're kind of right. But it's not that simple. Most guys will like what you post. But only certain types are going to reach into their wallets and pay you for content. And you need to provide content that they will buy. I need to know what exact brand image you wanna sell."
"Ok." Bella breathed. "I think this shows what I'm going for. I've gotten the most money from stuff like this. Just promise you won't tell- well, I know you're not the guy to tell or show anyone. Do you have headphones?"
Wes took earbuds out of his backpack. With Bella's phone in his hands, he played a private video that Bella had made and sent to a paid follower.
The video began with Bella in her dorm room. She was in Lululemon tights and a revealing blue camisole. She was just brushing her blonde hair, and then suddenly, she turned to the camera, which was at eye height. "Oh, hey." Bella questioned, "What are you doing here?"
She proceeded to have a conversation with the camera as if the viewer were the other person in the room. From watching porn enough times, Wes knew this was a solo, point-of-view video that allowed the paid follower to imagine he was alone with Bella. The pretty Bella blushed at and flirted with the imaginary guy. "Well, it's cool you like the way my butt looks in my tights, but you shouldn't be talking like that. My boyfriend could come back at any moment," she urged. "No, I still haven't told him I let you grind on me last weekend." "Because it wasn't a big deal and it meant nothing. You had just won the big game earlier, I was tipsy, and it's whatever." "Ughh. I'm not going to tell you if I liked having your cock pressed against me. I have a boyfriend. You know that." "Oh, come on. Yeah, obviously yours is bigger. Maybe I don't care about cock size that much?" "Umm... yeah, I guess that was the first time grinding on a black guy. So what?"
Wes's eyebrows raised, and his eyes lifted from the horizontal screen. He looked at Bella. He was not judging her. He just found it interesting. Bella had a good idea as to where Wes was in the scene, and she was holding her arms in an antsy way. Wes turned his focus back to the video.
In the video, Bella seemed exasperated but still mildly flirty with the imaginary guy standing in her dorm room threshold. "Well, obviously. If that was my first time grinding on one, then obviously I've never fucked a black guy." "No, I am not interested in doing anything with you! I. have. a. Boyfriend," she clapped. "God, you are relentless. Yes, it felt good. If it didn't, then I wouldn't have danced with you. But that's all it was - dancing." Bella then blushed, "Well, I'm glad that my ass was the 'nicest one you've ever been pressed up against', but that was the only time." Bella gasped and smiled again. "I don't care if you thought you were gonna get to 'jizz on my tits'!" Bella touched the low cut of her blue top. "My friends pulled me away from you for a reason. And you can't talk to me like that. My boyfriend might hear. Why can't you just leave me alone?" Bella held her palms up, "What?! Are you kidding me? That's insane." She listened intently. "Ughh. You are so annoying. Fine, do you really mean it though? If I just touch your cock once, like literally just poke it, you will never talk to me again?" Bella listened again. She laughed in shock. "Oh, and I have to sit on your lap? Is that all? Wow, what a great deal. Who the hell do you think you are?!" A fed-up Bella rolled her eyes. "Thirty seconds? Do you seriously mean that? I'll do that. If that means you'll never talk to me again, I'll do it. So I touch your cock and sit on your lap for thirty seconds, and I'll never have to see you again?"
Wes could see that Bella's talents were in areas other than marketing. He watched as, predictably, she pretended to reach out and touch a guy's cock and sit on his lap while he 'accidentally' moved her around. She ended up in bed with her clothes off. In the final scene, with another camera angle, Bella used a long black dildo to pleasure herself as she begged the viewer to fuck her tight white pussy and use his black cock to pump his cum inside of her. Even though Wes was not the target audience, seeing Bella's taut naked body in bed like that, while she continually checked the door for her imaginary boyfriend, it was erotic as hell.
An engrossed Wes then watched as Bella brought herself to orgasm, a dildo deep inside her. Her blonde hair was splayed on her white pillows. She then told the viewer how good it was, and that he should come back later, and then she rushed him out the door.
When the video was over, Wes was horny and his forehead was hot. He held the phone out to Bella and stared at her blankly. She was nervous about his reaction. She was worried he might run away and tell everyone what he had seen.
"So, what are you thinking?" She asked sheepishly.
"Well, I didn't think you'd be doing that to yourself. And the target market you're going for was not what I expected." Wes was blunt and dry.
"So, are you scared off? I get if you don't wanna help me. Just please, please, please do not tell anyone."
"I'm not judging you. I'm not bothered by it." The male co-ed was honest. He glanced down and realized he had sprung an erection. A look of terror came over his face.
Bella, though, upon seeing the tent in Wes's shorts, was happy and relieved. "Oh good! You liked it, ha-ha. You don't need to worry about that. That's exactly what the vid's supposed to do."
Trying to focus back on business and not on his embarrassing situation, Wes asked, "So you make one of these and sell it to one person for $20? That seems like a lot of work for just $20."
"Oh, no, no. I make one of these and every paid follower can send me $20 for the video. Like, off this one I made $120."
"So only six people bought it?"
"Yeah... That's why I need a lot more followers, hah. Like followers who aren't UNC students."
"I mean, is your market mainly black guys? How did you decide on that? Did you see a need for it?"
After what Bella had just shown Wes, she figured she could be open about anything. "Kind of. I went to a club with friends last year and it ended up being almost all black guys there. And my friends are hot too, but the guys loved me. And, to be honest, I'm from, like, a rural, small town of all white people, so I think that's why it's kind of a hot fantasy for me too. Plus, a ton of white guys are into this stuff too. They think it's hot, just like you did. So it all works out."
Wes silently digested the information and analyzed the situation. This was not really just an Instagram account.
"So, are you still interested in helping me?" Bella nudged.
"Umm... Yeah, sure. Why the hell not?" Wes saw that his new friend was getting excited. "However, there are a few things first. If you want to be successful in a crowded market like this, you need to have a niche brand - which you do have - but you also need to live and sell that brand with all of your marketing. For example, based on your Instagram, I would never know you made videos like that."
"Well, like I said," Bella defended, "I don't want people here knowing that I'm going after that 'niche'. I get ridiculed and called a slut all the time by guys here for just the photos I post, and it's awful. We're still in North Carolina; not everyone on this campus is cool with this. Can you imagine if I came out publicly as the 'slutty, rich white girl who fantasized about being a black cock slut'?"
"Well, I think you just perfectly defined your new brand, hah. And based on what you just said, if I'm going to work with you, I think you're going to have to start all over again on a new platform other than Instagram. You need to sell your brand without worrying about people you know seeing it easily."
"Start all over?! I would lose all the money I make every month on Insta."
Wes shrugged. "I get why you'd be scared about that. But if you want the chance of blowing up and making a living off of this, it's the only way."
"Ok," Bella nodded. "I'll do whatever you suggest. You're the expert in this stuff."
"So, how do I get paid?" Wes bluntly asked. "I would charge an hourly rate, but you can't afford it until this blows up. How about a percentage of revenue? In the beginning, It would require a lot more work for me to do all the brand testing, all of the analytics to see what works, and figuring out how to reach your paying markets, and all that good stuff."
"I was thinking the same! I was thinking you can get 10-15%. Like, I'll do all the posting and reaching out to people and anything else. You would just need to tell me who to reach out to, how to go about it, and what posts work best. Then, if I make $100k this year, you'd get $15,000!"
"Yeah, it would be worth it if you made that much every year," Wes winced. "But if you don't, then I'd be putting in tons of work at the beginning for 15% of the $300 you'll make in the first couple of months while we get started. At that point, I'd almost feel bad taking $45 from you."
In a change of posture, Bella coyly shrugged. "What if in the beginning, I paid you another way?"
Wes was caught off guard. "What do you mean?" He had a good idea but didn't want to risk jumping to conclusions.
"Is there anything I can do for you to make helping me worth your time before I blow up?" Bella noticed that Wes had changed a lot recently, and he now had a clean-shaven face with sharp features. She wondered if she would be offering this deal even if her marketing partner was unappealing. But, fortunately, she was not faced with that dilemma.
Wes, however, did not expect to be in this position, and it seemed too good to be true. "Don't you have a boyfriend?"
The sexy classmate cracked up. "No, no. I don't. That's just something I made up for the videos to make them seem naughtier. Is there anything you want? You can literally ask for anything and I won't judge you. I can always just say no. You've been so cool with me, and I really want you to end up helping me."
Despite how badly Wes wanted it, he knew he could not have something so great come into his life without paying a price. When is life ever like that? "Don't you think it's a bad idea for us to be involved in any way if we're working together? Wouldn't that make things awkward or create tension?"
Bella immediately shook her head confidently. "No, of course not. I mean, I don't do anything with any guys on campus anymore since my Insta blew up. But, I know you're quiet, and I need you on board. So, if you need an extra incentive to take a risk, then I'm fine with helping you. And I think we both know that you find me a little annoying, so there's, like, no chance of any will-they-won't-they stuff." Wes wondered how she knew he felt that way about her. Bella then calmly stated, "I'd just providing a service for you just like you're providing one for me. So, just tell me how I can help you get on board."
"I'd like a blowjob." Wes was surprised at how he blurted that out without thinking.



Bella, though, did not even flinch. "Like, one? Just one singular blowjob?"
"Well," Wes hesitated. He swiped some of his light brown hair from his forehead. "How many would you be fine with giving- How often, I guess, would be a better question."
Bella found it funny how uncomfortable he was. "I mean, I can't do it, like, constantly. But we can set aside three or four times a week that I can give you head. Again, nothing meaningful - just me giving you something fun until we start making good money."
"Hmm..." The hardon in Wes's khakis twitched. He wanted this badly, but he was still weighing whether he was okay with Bella virtually prostituting herself to him.
Sensing her targeted consultant was almost sold, Bella added, "You know, you can feel me up during it, too. I can wear some of the outfits you saw in my Insta posts. I can be on my knees... on your bed... in your shower. Whatever." She was flirtatious and surprisingly at-ease.
Don't be stupid, dude. Wes was grinning and trying to find ways to talk himself out of doing something so reckless. "Oh, boy," he breathed.
"You know, I'm done with class for the day. My roommate's still in class. You can come back to my room with me and I'll pay you the first marketing fee... You're gonna need to get rid of that soon anyway - do you really wanna use your hand?" Bella twisted her body, her eyes were sparkling, her pink tongue touched her front teeth, and Wes swore she was sticking her inviting chest out a bit more.
"Okay, I guess I'll help you out."
***** Ch.1
It had been ten months since Wes had started his side venture with Bella. And it had gone much better than he had expected. He knew the camgirl market was oversaturated, but Bella showed that she was willing to fully commit to her fantasy persona.
Wes had helped her change her Internet name. He analyzed data science from the direct feedback he got from current and potential viewers to help her capture their minds, cocks, and dollars. He had learned a lot while growing Bella's Internet presence and even allowed himself to dabble in new marketing methods.
The only downside to Bella's explosive growth was that the incredible head that Wes had been receiving came to an end. He was not upset with Bella for stopping. She had more than honored her promise to make it worth his while. Bella had even helped set him up for fun sex with some of her friends - friends who Wes, despite being a fit and attractive young man, would not have the clout to land if it were not for Bella wingmanning for him.
Wes remembered the day that Bella received her second big payout in a row. She told him it was time they stopped the physical payments. Wes painfully agreed and knew it was a smart move in the long run. It was not healthy to rely heavily on someone for pleasure when it was all just an economic transaction.
Bella had even offered Wes the opportunity to fuck her for a final hoorah. But Wes knew it was a risk to their professional relationship to escalate things right before quitting. Instead, he just asked her for one final blowjob. So Bella came over, sat on Wes's bed, took her clothes off, and told him that she would suck him off for as long as he wanted until he said he wanted to cum in her mouth. He certainly ended up satisfied.
But that was last winter. It was now September, and the semester was getting into the thick of it. It being Saturday, Wes was back at home just as he was on most weekends. All of last year he had to come home on weekends for his internship, and he continued to do so this year so he would not raise any questions. Plus, he always enjoyed getting to spend time with his mom.
He could not exactly tell his mom that he was now a successful porn marketer. So instead, he took the easiest way out and simply lied to his mom that he was promoted to a paid internship on Saturdays at the same digital marketing firm.
With no need to work an office job, Wes spent his Saturdays working on his laptop by the local pool and lifting weights at the gym, hoping it would help lure one of Bella's friends into dating him after sex.
***** Ch. 2
Jenna Hawn still found herself in those moments where she suddenly felt empty - those moments where it felt like a piece broke off of her and she could never get it back. Those moments were rare and usually passed in seconds.
It was now seven months after her divorce had been finalized, and she was frustrated that she was still having these moments. To say that Jenna hated her ex was an overstatement. If it were not for him, she would not have her son and all the joy that came with being a mother. She simply resented her ex.
She did not resent the fact that he encouraged her to work part-time selling books at a Barnes & Noble even though she was intelligent and had an English Lit degree with plans on getting her Masters in Library. She did not resent the fact that they had bought a house in an area with high property taxes that she now had to pay. She did not even resent that she had been talked into signing a prenup which somehow made the divorce more complicated. What Jenna resented was not making sure that her idiot husband was entirely out of love with his high-school sweetheart before agreeing to marry him. Their marriage had been decent and often enjoyable until his sweetheart ended up becoming his coworker by random chance. And, apparently, despite Jenna being a dream wife, the allure of his first love was stronger.
The fact that her husband of two decades left her for someone else also hurt Jenna's ego. She was used to being desired, having to point to her wedding ring out to flirtatious men seemingly every time she was out in public. And if men were not trying to pick her up, they were doing a poor job of 'subtly' checking her out. Because Jenna was, to state mildly, attractive. She had always had the mature, "motherly" face that led men to see her as a life partner, and a fit busty body that often rendered men too intimidated to instigate the flirting themselves.
In addition to her bruised ego, the lengthy divorce negotiations over the contested prenup yielded Jenna a settlement that covered a quarter of her legal fees as well as a house that she could barely afford to keep. With no work experience other than a part-time job selling books, Jenna found herself as a 42-year-old library assistant with thousands of dollars in legal debt.
Her friends told her to sell the house and pocket the money. But after all that Jenna had lost, she would not lose the home where she raised her son. Even though money was tight, she could make it work.
As the moment of emptiness passed, Jenna again reminded herself that she now had an opportunity to earn new fulfillment and happiness in life.
***** Ch. 3
It was getting late in the evening and Jenna marched upstairs to tell her son, Wes, that dinner was ready. The brunette mother stood outside her son's door and made a point to knock loudly. Two weeks ago she had walked in on him watching porn on his phone. Not masturbating, but watching porn.
That didn't concern Jenna. She was an adult, and she was not oblivious to the fact that her son was a horny 21-year-old. As have many mothers, Jenna had had the misfortune of seeing the lotion and tissue evidence in his room before. And, besides, since her separation Jenna had been nearly addicted to pornography and her vibrating Magic Wand - so she was not one to criticize.
"Uh, the burgers are ready," the mother informed her son after he opened his door. His phone was face-down on his bed.
"Okay. I just have to wrap up texting a friend and I'll be down."
"So," Jenna asked, taking her seat at the kitchen table, "how was work today?"
"It went really well. I got some solid work done again."
"Oh great! What do they have you working on? Are you allowed to tell us common folk now?" she ribbed.
"No, ha-ha. There are still NDAs with pretty much everything I do." Wes was proud of himself for keeping his story straight.
"Honey, does your firm have an outdoor workspace or something? You've gotten a lot of color this summer," Jenna mothered. She noticed the tan that Wes had accumulated at the pool.
"Uh, yes. Yeah, they have some seats out there, and the wifi reaches. I like to enjoy the sun when it's out."
"I can understand that." Jenna then grinned, "And, hey, it's really nice having you home on weekends again."
Whenever his mom said something like that, Wes felt a mix of happiness and guilt. He had been home most of the summer break, but now school was in session. He was happy that him being home brought her so much joy. But it was also a reminder that whenever he went away, she was left at home alone. Granted, she had two really good friends, and she was probably, given how attractive she was, dating again. "Well, it's nice being back! And how was work today for you?"
"Good! And my day was promising too. Apparently, the senior assistant in front of me is on the verge of retiring, which probably means in the next year I will get her job."
"That's awesome, Mom! I'm sure it comes with a raise."
"Oh, yes it does," Jenna laughed. "I will be making an extra 9k a year when it finally happens." She could see the excitement and pride on her son's face. "And when that happens, it'll be smooth sailing."
Her last comment made Wes uneasy. "Like, is everything good with you? You're not behind on anything?"
Before Wes had even finished, his mom was profusely shaking her head. "Everything is fine. Obviously, this place costs a lot and I have the legal fees, but I can pay everything off well. I mean, your father got settled with your tuition payments," a small smirk appeared, "so other than that I'm just buying you a crazy amount of food for whenever you're here."
Wes knew his mom. She was a proud woman. And that pride had understandably grown since the separation. She would never admit if anything were wrong, even if it were. Because, for her, that would be admitting that she couldn't hack it without her ex.
Wes, of course, found that ridiculous. If she hadn't put her life goals on hold to raise him, she would be making over $80,000 a year as a librarian. She was still as smart as one, but without the job title.
The son also suspected that the legal fees were more draining than his mom was letting on. Wes, at the advice of both his parents, had kept his distance from the long divorce process. It was a drawn-out was the fight between the lawyers. It was a costly battle, but despite signing a prenup, Jenna's lawyer dragged things out enough where Jenna's ex left the $400,000 house.
Wes wanted to ask more questions about the legal debt but decided to just return to eating his potatoes.
***** Ch. 4
The following weekend, Jenna sat down for her love-hate activity of the month. It was time to pay her bills. She hated it for obvious reasons. She loved it because with each payment she saw her debt fall, and she felt a sense of satisfaction and relief that comes with freeing herself from her problems.
Today, though, there was a bigger problem. And it was that there was no longer a problem. When Jenna logged into her account to make her monthly payment, there was no debt to be seen. She stared at the zeros in her total remaining balance line and wondered what glitch led to this problem.
Obviously, the debt didn't disappear. Jenna called her lender.
After minutes on hold, Jenna spoke to a customer service representative. "Hello, I have a strange problem paying back a loan." She provided her account information. "Yeah, so my problem is it shows my debt is at zero, even though I know I have thousands left to pay. Your system is not even allowing me to make my regular monthly payment."
"Ma'am, it shows right here that you paid down all of your debt from the same payment account that you have used for all prior payments."
"What?!" Jenna quickly opened her banking app. She saw that her checking and savings accounts were at the correct level. It's a fucking accounting error then.
"Ma'am, I cannot help you any longer since you do not have any outstanding loans with us."
Jenna promptly called her ex. They had communicated a few times since the divorce, but it was always about administrative things. "Hey, Brad, I know this is a weird question, but did you deposit a check into my checking account and then use it to pay off my legal debt?"
Jenna hung up while Brad was still laughing over her question.
She was stumped and worried. But then realized that the money went through her account. There's a record of it. Jenna opened her banking app again. And sure enough, she saw a four-day-old mobile deposit for the exact amount of money as her debt.
Jenna tapped the transaction. A chill went up her spine as she saw a black and white image of the deposited check in the exact dollar amount as her debt. Whoever had done this had gained access to her banking account and her account with her lender. Her heart pounded in her chest. It didn't matter if it was beneficial. It was frightening.
Her first thought was that it was a stalker from Facebook. She did not currently have one, but Jenna had experienced two separate stalkers in college and one a few years back. Even for them, though, this would be a bit much.
The name of the checkwriter just read, "7H9J0K Industries." The signature of the endorser was an illegible scribble. That information was meaningless to Jenna. She then examined the address. It was a street in Chapel Hill, North Carolina. And the only person Jenna knew in North Carolina was her son.
The mother brushed her straight brown hair behind her ears and tried to think clearly. He doesn't have $16,000 sitting around. He's good at computers, but he's not a fucking hacker. It's probably some random rich dad who saw me drop him off at school after Spring break and wanted to stalk me. It was a far-fetched idea, but this was a freaky situation.
Jenna Googled the name of the company on the check. There were random results. The string of characters was mentioned in product IDs. But there was only one mention of 7H9J0K Industries. It was on the website for corporate filings in North Carolina. Jenna tapped the promising search result and then saw the name of the registered agent for the corporation: Wesley Hawn.
***** Ch. 5
Holy fuck. Jenna's mind raced. There was overwhelming evidence that it was her son who paid it. But she had no idea how in the world he did it, or why he would do it. Suddenly, Jenna's mother's intuition kicked in.
She had been curious why her son's employer had a confidentiality policy that was not in place last year. She had also found it odd that he worked inside all of last year, and now he was working outside. And now there was this massive payment. Jenna's stomach churned. She was missing something big.
In her dark, curved skinny jeans, the mother marched straight to Wes's room. She knocked loudly and waited for him to open up. Then, she did not hesitate.
"Hey, Mom, what's-"
"Wesley, did you deposit over $16,000 into my bank account and then pay my debt?"
"Uh," his face shot red. Oh fuck, no. He had no clue how she had figured it out. He had literally paid it through a shell company. "No. Why?"
His lies were far from convincing. A scolding Jenna called his bluff, "Why did you do it?! And how?!"
There was something about the way his mom was yelling at him that Wes was oddly attracted to. He had viewed her sexually before, which was natural with how beautiful and voluptuous she was. But today he was not merely drawn to the faint amount of cleavage she showed or the way her legs filled her jeans. His mom's eyes and voice were exhibiting a level of passion and fire that he had never seen in her before. Unfortunately, that passion was in the form of outrage at him. "How did you find out?" he surrendered.
"Oh my god! It was you! I looked up your company. You own that frickin' 4HJKL business or whatever the hell it's called. Did you think I wouldn't find out who paid down $16,000 in debt?!"
Honestly, he didn't expect her to find out. His expectation was that she would just enjoy the random stroke of luck and not pull any threads to risk losing the massive windfall. He now realized that that was naive of him given his mom's personality. "I thought you wouldn't find out. You've done so much for me, and you don't deserve to have to worry about money or have to wait a year to get a raise to be okay."
His words surprised and touched Jenna. But she was still confused and angry. With a softer but firm tone, she questioned, "How did you get into my account? And where did all that money come from?"
"Well, you keep all of your passwords written down in the computer drawer - which is actually something you really shouldn't- " He stopped as his mom's eyes glowed red.
"Thank you for the advice," she said coldly. "Again... Where did all that money come from? I know you couldn't have gotten it from working on weekends. And I know you don't have an on-campus job. Tell me where it's from."
C'mon, you got this, dude. Think. Wes reeled, and his palms were sweating. His mom had the eyes of a bloodhound with a scent. He knew she could detect his lies, so he hoped he could tell the truth without going into details. "You know how people make Youtube videos and make money from them?"
"Yeah...?"
"I basically do that."
Jenna was confused and remained skeptical. "Why wouldn't you just tell me that? What videos are you making?"
"I didn't tell you because you wouldn't like them. They're just dumb videos."
"Let me see them. I don't care." Jenna believed he was selling drugs. "You need to show me right now. And show me your bank account, too. I wanna see how much money you're making where supposedly $16,000 is no big deal."
Feeling the walls closing in, Wes became more animated. "Well, you know what?! You can stay mad at me all you want. I tried to do something nice. It's done now."
"Oh, no it's not," Jenna laughed poignantly. "I am going to pay you back every dime of it. I'm not taking a handout from you. I'm not going to be the mom that wiped out her son's life savings. And you are going to show me your bank account right now."
"I- I- That's private information."
Jenna scoffed. "You committed a federal crime by hacking into my bank account and withdrawing money from it! You lied to me. Show me your banking app, right now. I'm not leaving until you show me."
"But- No- " For Wes, his great deed was not going unpunished. He now felt dumb for believing he could get away with this. With nowhere to run, he surrendered. With trembling hands, he opened his banking app. Staring at the wall, he held out his phone for his mom.
"WHAT THE FUCK!!!" The room shook.
"It's not what you think," the son calmly stated.
"93,000 DOLLARS?? How?!"
Wes already knew what his mom was thinking. "I'm not selling drugs."
"Did you win the lottery?!"
"No." Wes immediately regretted saying no. He should have considered that angle.
The wide-eyed mother scrolled through her son's business account. "God, do you ever wipe your fingerprints off of anything? I can barely read your phone." Even when in shock, Jenna still found time to mother her son. She examined line after line of transactions, each one of them ended in zeros. "You're selling drugs!"
"No, I'm not!" Wes insisted.
"Well if you aren't, you're certainly doing a great job of making it look like you do!"
"Everything I do is completely legal. I pay taxes and everything."
Jenna breathed and tried to calm down. She was frightened for her son. "Wes, then you better tell me right now what the hell you've been doing."



The reality dawned on Wes. He had to tell her, or this would never end. "You already know what I do."
"What? How?"
He sighed. "You didn't catch me watching porn last week when you walked in on me. That was me working."
"What does that mean?" This was far from where Jenna expected this conversation to go.
"It's not a big deal. I do a lot of video marketing for nude models."
Oh my god... Jenna was bewildered. This wasn't much better than selling drugs. "Wh- How- How are you involved in that? How are you making so much money off of that?"
"It's not anything crazy. I just do market research, data analytics, and branding for some models. And I make money running a video platform for them."
Jenna would have never guessed Wes would get into this. He was less recognizable. "How did this happen?"
He still looked away from his mom, and he tried to sound professional. "This girl from school was a camgirl. She knew I was really good at digital marketing on social platforms and whatnot. So she asked me if I could help her reach a much larger paying audience. I saw a new way to make money in the industry by leveraging marketing data and feedback, and it took off. I made a lot of money. And then I realized that there were probably other women in her situation. So, I started a video website that featured a new model every week. Then I use the feedback to help launch and market data-driven channels for them after their week is up."
The mother stood there. Her mouth moved, but no words came out.
"I know it's a weird industry. But it's perfectly legal, and it was a smart business path. Nobody knows I do this."
"Okay, okay, okay," Jenna huffed. She ran her hands over her smooth face. "You need to send me the link to the site. I need to know what you're doing."
"Why? You're just going to get upset," a defeated Wes looked up.
For some reason, Jenna felt her son's eyes land on her body in an objectifying way. She was sure it was just her paranoia after finding out that he managed porn actresses. "Believe me, I'm already upset. I need to know how much I need to freak out about this."
Wes lowly nodded and texted her the link.
Jenna, with her shoulders tense, left her son's room.
***** Ch. 6
Jenna spent the next hour working off her anxiety on her exercise bike in her unfinished basement. In spite of its industrial atmosphere, this was the room in the house where Jenna always found peace.
Why the hell would he think it's okay to get into this? The money was clearly amazing. And that $93,000 didn't include his persona withdrawals. But regardless, he was involved in porn.
The answer to what exactly he was up to, though, was right in front of her. Jenna unlocked her phone and tapped the link in her son's text.
"Ugh." She winced as soon as she landed on the homepage. Her eyes were greeted by a GIF of a busty, dirty-blonde in her mid-twenties walking down a sidewalk in a bikini top and a knitted cover-up. The GIF then transitioned to her mouthing words to the camera, then to her removing her clothes, and then her inserting a dildo.
It looked like porn made from an iPhone. Still, there was a button underneath the video to buy a premium subscription to the site. And obviously enough people had to be buying it.
As Jenna scrolled down the site, she saw many other video offerings from women of various ages and aesthetics. Each woman had a bio page that linked to her own channel - which was set up by Wes. He's in really deep...
She pedaled faster.
***** Ch.7
Thankfully, it was wine night.
Jenna was joined by her two friends, Bri and Layla, as they sat on her back screened-in porch. Each woman held a glass of red wine and relaxed in her "going out" attire. They always gathered before another journey to a nightclub downtown. Clubbing was not Jenna's cup of tea, but she had promised Bri and Layla that she would get out of the house with them more.
The three friends had grown up together and were close in high school. Things changed when Layla got pregnant and Bri and Jenna went off to college together. Then, with Jenna raising Wes and being married, Bri and Layla had become the closer pair.
Layla had been married and divorced twice, likely due to her being cute enough to get into relationships, but too neurotic at times to find stability. There was lingering resentment that she was the one from their clique that got pregnant in high school even though it could have been any of them. She had a shorter body, a round face, a big smile, and neck-length dark hair that she kept in a ponytail.
Bri was a lawyer who perpetually 'kind of had a boyfriend-ish' while also being 'kind of single'. She was as independent as Jenna was, yet ironically both more free-spirited and corporate. She had sharper features and straight long blonde hair.
And with her brunette hair, round hips, firm body, large breasts, mature demeanor, and assuring smile, Jenna came across as a self-reliant trophy wife. She always appeared to be the most put-together and responsible person in the room, even though she often wasn't while growing up.
In a testament to their friendship, despite their different paths in life, the three had grown closer again over the last twelve months since Jenna's separation.
As the longtime friends finished their first glass of wine, Bri finally mentioned to Jenna that she seemed distant.
"It's nothing," Jenna brushed it off.
"No, tell us."
She had to get some of it off her chest. "Well, I don't wanna give a lot away... But I discovered Wes is doing something for a living that I do not approve of at all. And there's nothing I can think to do to stop him because it's legal, and he's making money hand-over-fist."
"What's he doing?" Bri was intrigued.
"And how much is he making?" Layla humored.
Jenna sipped her wine. "Again, I'm not going to get into it because it's private. But he's doing something with making videos, and he's probably making well over $100,000 a year."
"What, is he doing porn?!" Layla's mind lived in the gutter more than the others. She was also the bluntest.
"What?" Jenna recoiled. "How did you get to that?"
Layla raised her palms. "How else would he make his mom that upset from making videos?"
The truth was out of the bag, and Jenna actually wanted to talk about it. "Well, he's not doing it. He's marketing it. He runs this site where a different 'actress' takes it over every week. Then he does all this marketing research to help them make their own channel after they're done. Obviously, I don't want him doing it. I mean, just imagine if someone found out. And I also keep thinking how bad it is that he's talking to those types of women all day."
"I mean, it might be a skeezy business, but he's doing really well," Layla offered.
Bri joked, "Yeah, he's a guy making over 100k a year and he's good with women. Do you know if he's seeing anyone?"
"Probably all of the girls," Layla snorted.
Jenna shuddered. Her best friends could see they were not being much help because Jenna was growing more worried. "Do you guys think it's possible he's seeing them, like 'casting-couching' them or something?"
"You watch casting couch porn?" Bri grinned curiously.
"No, but obviously I scroll past it when finding stuff I watch. I'm not that out of the loop."
Layla adjusted her short black ponytail. "Well, if it makes you feel better, those women are probably from all over the place. So, he's probably not making them fuck him for a job."
Bri shook her blonde head at her friend's bluntness.
Jenna asked Layla, "Then how is he even finding these women? How is he convincing them to do it?"
"Well," Layla shrugged, "he's definitely paying them. These many girls don't get naked on camera for a week for free. And he's probably recruiting off Instagram or Reddit. Those are kind of big places for amateurs to post pics and videos. Like, it's mainly wannabe Instagram models that realize they can't make as much money as they wanted to. So they do porn instead."
Bri was impressed with Layla's knowledge. Jenna, though, was shaking her head in bewilderment. "What the hell is wrong with girls these days? How in the world are there so many willing to do this type of shit for a living?"
"Oh, come on now," Bri now rolled her eyes. "Jen, you of all people should not be saying that."
Layla perked up. "Why, Bri?! Why shouldn't Jen be saying that?!"
"Well, Layla," a grinning Bri pretended to lecture as if she were in court, "our mutual friend here, Jenna, was once quite eager to get her naked body on camera." Jenna tried to pipe in, but Bri spoke louder. "In college, she, and admittedly I did too, flashed her tits to some cheap forebearer of Girls Gone Wild that came to our campus. She and her naked tits were on camera in all their glory."
"No, no," the mother defended, seeing Layla's shocked and impressed face. "I once got drunk at a party and did something stupid. I wasn't using sex toys in scripted videos for money."
"Once?" Bri questioned. The tall lawyer noticed Layla's engaged face, her craving new information. "Jen, you also flashed your tits for a bunch of random guys when they begged you to during beach week."
"Ok. Well, that- "
"And, you were not drunk at all when that happened," Bri pointed. "And, what about the time you had sex with Kevin Holdfeld against the side of that house at that party junior year when all of those frat guys were watching you and catcalling you, and you just winked at them and kept going?"
"OH, DAMN!" Layla laughed.
"And how about those tattoos we got after- "
"You did those same types of things!" Jenna charged.
"Yeah, I know I did," Bri laughed. "That's why I didn't criticize those women for doing softcore porn."
"Ok. We were slutty. The three of us, we all used to be slutty."
"Used to be?" Layla laughed at herself.
Jenna continued with her thought. "My point is, there's a big difference between having fun when you're a stupid kid and selling your body for a living."
"I don't know," Layla swirled her finger on the rim of her wine glass, "based on what Bri just said, it seems like if camgirling were a thing back then, you would've been doing it."
Jenna rolled her eyes, not appreciating the joke. "I'm not the type of woman who would ever sell my body. All of those things I did were spontaneous and fun, that's why I liked doing them. Getting paid would've taken the fun out of it," she spoke honestly.
"I know you. I know that's true. That's true for me, too," Bri recognized. She then ribbed, "I know you wouldn't take money, but what about the time you benevolently choked on that wide receiver's cock so he'd give Tara a ride home from beach week because she couldn't afford the train."
"Damn, Jenna! I underestimated you," Layla gawked. "I can't even imagine the type of shit you would've been doing if I went to college with you guys."
"Ok, regardless," Jenna tried to move on, "maybe it's because my kid is paying desperate young women a thousand dollars to help a bunch of strange men jerk off over the Internet? Have you considered that that's what's pissing me off?"
There was a long silence. Bri leaned back into her seat, understanding her friend needed space.
Layla, though, was not as good at reading signals. "Those women probably enjoy it."
Jenna huffed, "Let's just head out."
"Hold on. Hold on," Bri halted. "We have to see the videos he's making."
"No. Why?"
"Oh, come on. If one of us had been talking about a porn website, you'd wanna see what it was like too." They were right. "We're your best friends. By law, you have to show us."
The mother sighed and sent her friends the link. "It's just a bunch of GIFs. Look at it, and then let's call our ride."
Bri and Layla could not help but to tap on the top video. Moments later, Bri announced, "I'm now a premium member."
"What? Why?" Jenna sat up.
"I wanted to see how much it costs, and my browser asked me if it could autofill my credit card info. It was $2 for a one-day trial. It happened quickly," Bri innocently smirked.
Layla craned her neck. Suddenly, a woman's voice was sounding from Bri's phone.
"Damn, she's hot. I get why Wes does this," Layla laughed.
Jenna didn't like being excluded while her friends learned more about her son. And, naturally, she was curious.
For ten minutes, the three friends watched as the dirty blonde in the bikini acted in front of the camera. She explained to her imaginary lawn-care provider and his coworker that she didn't have the money to pay them. And then she stripped out of her bikini and asked the men what they wanted her to do next. Shock appeared on the actress's face, followed by reluctance.
Then, Jenna, Bri, and Layla watched the woman moan and beg for more as a beige dildo was worked into her pussy and another beige one slid in and out of her mouth. She eventually came in her shower. The video ended with her naked body resting against the glass in the shower and her asking the men to stay over her house a little longer to help her with more chores.
"Goddam. She knows what's up," Layla cheered.
"Yeah. Now, I am ready to fucking go to out" Bri laughed. She called for the Lyft.
Jenna just stood there with her mouth open.
***** Ch. 8
Layla, in a glittering silver dress, Bri, in a plunging blue dress, and Jenna, in jeans and a red v-neck tank top, arrived in front of their favorite nightclub. It was a 25-and-over club so it attracted an older crowd. It was also less obnoxious than ones with rowdy college students.
As they sipped on a new drink, Bri asked Jenna how she now felt about Wes running the camgirl site.
She sighed. "Well, obviously the women want to be doing it. You know, I'm glad he's not forcing them in any way. But- I just- I can't believe he's doing it. It's going to be hard for me to look at him knowing he's talking to sex workers."
Loud sounds pulsated through the dark club, and lights flashed around them. Bri thought of how she could help her friend relax. "Just think of it this way- "
"Hey, can we get you ladies some drinks?"
"We already have them. You should try hitting on other women." Bri turned away a group of sweaty guys, who seemed a little desperate. Not to be elitist, but the three women knew how attractive they were. Layla tended to give off a wild vibe. Bri was looking as though she could have worked on a runway if she cared enough to be unhealthily skinny. And Jenna remained invitingly attractive and head-turning despite her subtle attire.
"As I was saying," Bri continued, "Just think of it this way: Would you be okay with Wes growing up to marry a woman of your caliber?"
"No. I hope he finds a woman that wouldn't let her partner talk her out of getting her Master's degree," Jenna voiced over the music.
"You know what I mean. You're an intelligent woman. And you're an amazing mom. And you were a great wife. Would you be fine with Wes marrying someone of your quality?"
"Yeah, I'd say so," Jenna decided. "Of course I want him to have someone who'll be quality."
"Right. You've already admitted that we were just as fun and slutty as the girl we watched in that video tonight. Now, we never did anything like that for money - we were sluts, not whores," Bri laughed. "But honestly, Wes has a good head on his shoulders and you raised him well. He's confused now and will make his mistakes, but he'll figure things out like we all did. He's gonna be fine."
Bri's words made Jenna feel considerably better. She knew she should trust her son's judgment more. He got into a great school and was doing well for himself. "You're right. I still don't like it though. I'm still worried. Girls like that are bad news," Jenna chuckled.
Wanting to redirect the conversation to help her friend loosen up, Bri smirked mischievously. "Maybe you're just mad that those girls are cooler than you are now."
Jenna knew it was a joke made with love, but she still felt the burn. "Oh really?! And if being that way is so 'cool' then why aren't you still acting like you did in college? You didn't get pregnant in college. You didn't have to stop."
The tall blonde shrugged. "Maybe I just lost my partner-in-crime. And, hey, I still have a lot of fun. More fun than you."
Standing on the sidelines, Layla was loving the show. "It's true, Jen. Bri slowed down a bit, but she still does some pretty badass shit."
Jenna was actually getting defensive. "Well, I'm sorry that one of us had to grow up and be the mature one."
Bri did not like being called immature. She went into lecture mode. "Do you know what I think? I think you are misconstruing being prude with being mature because you had to give up on being promiscuous and fun when some douche named Brad knocked you up. And it was easier to tell yourself that you were being mature rather than admit to yourself that you could no longer live your life the way you wanted to live it. And now, you are choosing to be prude because if you suddenly started allowing yourself to be sexually liberated again, that would still be you basically admitting that you spent the last 20 years not living life in the best way you could." It had come out too harsh.
The single mother was a deer in headlights. Her eyes were wide and still. Her mouth was agape. She didn't know what to think, but she was starting to simmer.
Bri quickly added, "But, you know what, Jen? That doesn't fucking matter. Because of all of that happening, you got to raise a great son, who is gonna be a fucking millionaire. And now you're a hot, single MILF, which is now even sexier to guys than being hot in your late twenties. Trust me. Jen, you have a chance to be the only one of us that gets to have it all - being a fun slut in college, an awesome mom, and then an elegant fun slut for the rest of her life. I'm actually jealous of you."
Nobody spoke for a moment. Jenna's fingers slowly unclenched. Bri had resurrected her friend's mood - and not just for tonight. Bri had provided Jenna with a new outlook on her single life.
"You might be right."
"I am so sorry for bringing all of that up, Jen. I had no right to do that."
Jenna felt invigorated. "No, you're right, Bri. I dedicated all my time to sleeping with that fucking asshole and telling myself that it was what I was supposed to do. I don't know if I can still be the 'fun slut' you think I am, but I've been separated for over a year now. And I haven't even been dating! I think it's time I have a night where I'm not being the prude bitch. I owe it to myself, and to you."
Layla and Bri cheered and applauded their friend. They had been going out together for some time. Usually, Jenna treated it as a chore. It was a nice change to see her excited about life and exploration again.
Bri raised her glass. "Cheers to having my partner-in-crime back. It might be only for one night, and the crimes might not be as bad, but she's back nonetheless."
With their glasses in the air, Layla, who often still felt left out because she didn't go to college, asked, "Do you guys mind adding a third partner-in-crime?"
"Of course. We're all best friends," Jenna announced, aware of Layla's insecurity.
"Yes!! Is there an initiation ritual or anything," Layla beamed.
Jenna shook her head no. But then Bri offered, "Yeah, there is, Layla. What about we have a competition?"
"Like what? Whoever can pick up the hottest guy?" Jenna asked.
"NO!" Bri wagged her finger. "Obviously, we're all gonna pick up fucking hot guys. Tonight is about fun." Layla and Jen cheered and laughed, so Bri continued to rally, "We're gonna make guys chase us. We're gonna make them feel like it's a privilege to get hard from us. We're gonna grind into guys and then do shit so we can get that rush of doing something fucking hot and inappropriate. We're going to be fun sluts again. We are going to be everything Jenna has been pretending to be better than!"



The ladies cheered and finished their drinks. Jenna and Layla nearly coughed theirs up from laughing so hard.
"Alright," Bri addressed, "let's meet back here at midnight. And you better not bring a guy back with you. This isn't about finding fucking dates. At midnight, whoever did the hottest, naughtiest thing doesn't have to pay for brunch for the next month."
"Fuck yes!" Layla pointed at her friend.
***** Ch. 9
For the first time that Jenna had gone out with her friends since her divorce, she felt excitement. It was the combination of promiscuity in the air and also the kinship of feeling fully accepted by her friends again. Tonight, for the first time in a year, she felt part of a union again.
Her flood of excitement aside, Jenna realized a problem. Layla and Bri confidently glided through the nightclub. Jenna had always had a seductive and flirty personality, but she was unsure if she could shake off two decades of rust in 90 minutes.
Jenna now also wished she had worn something less conservative. Her skinny jeans showed off her shapely thighs and butt. Her red top revealed a fair amount of her 36Cs. But compared to the women in skimpy, tight dresses, she felt out of place for flirting.
The fit 42-year-old stepped onto the dancefloor. She could see that Bri was talking to two gentlemen in their 40s. Layla, unsurprisingly, was already dancing in a sexy way with a buff man in his 30s.
Jenna found herself wandering around aimlessly. She was not sure what she was looking for or how to obtain it. When she noticed that the guy Layla had been dancing with had stepped away, Jenna asked her friend if she had any tips.
Layla was already glistening with sweat in the flashing lights. "Guys think any girl who smiles at them wants to fuck them. Jen, you're fucking hot. Just walk by a group of guys and smile. They'll chase you."
"Can you help me a little bit?"
Layla laughed at how a woman of Jenna's history needed advice. "Yeah. Let's go find some guys." She took Jenna's hand and led her away.
"There. Them." Layla pointed.
"Those guys are barely old enough to get in here."
"Yeah, I know. That's why they're gonna be really easy to talk to. You can use them to get back in your flirting groove. Guys love hot moms."
Not a terrible plan, I guess. Jenna, though, was unsure if she could flirt well with a different generation - or if she could feel comfortable doing it.
"C'mon, follow me." Layla and Jenna aloofly walked close to a group of guys. Layla whispered, "Now, Jen, if any of them look over here and your eye catches him checking you out, just look back and smile. You're gonna be great. You've done this without thinking a million times before."
It was not long before one of the six young men glanced toward the two enticing women. Jenna glanced back at him and held a subtle smile.
"Now turn away. If you smile too long it looks desperate," Layla urged.
Jenna was thoroughly embarrassed over how rusty she was. But she was still effective. The group of male friends migrated over to Jenna and Layla.
"Hey," one of them said.
"Hey," Layla replied coolly before turning back to Jenna.
"You two look great tonight. I'm guessing you two don't have to buy many drinks here?" another joked.
"Of course not. It's nice to be a woman sometimes," Layla winked.
One turned to Jenna. "Is it just you two here together tonight?"
Seeing his youthful face, Jenna inquired, "How old are you?" Layla cringed.
"Old enough to be in here talking to you," the guy spoke confidently.
"Oh. Nice." Due to the new environment, her rust, the age gap, her insecurity over her attire, and her embarrassment, Jenna found it hard to converse.
Layla took it upon herself to be Jenna's savior. "Hey, do you guys know about Girls Gone Wild?"
The men's interests were piqued. "Yeah, of course."
Jenna's face went blank. Layla continued with a smirk, "My friend Jenna here was actually on it back in college. If you've watched the videos, you might remember her face, and maybe some parts of her you can't see now."
A smile swept across the faces of the men as they not-so-subtly examined Jenna's body. Her v-neck tank top, like most non-sweaters, hugged Jenna's breasts and did not leave much doubt as to their size. Jenna suddenly found herself the center of attention and more engaged. She was popular amongst the group of guys, and she felt more in control. She even caught herself peeking down to see the outlines of their cocks in their pants.
The men were more engaged as well. "No, I haven't really watched them." "Yeah, I don't think so." "That's cool, though. I thought they used actresses for that."
"Nope!" Layla answered for Jenna. "She just did it because she wanted to," Layla shrugged. "It's a crazy story. She rarely tells it, but you should ask her to."
"Oh, now you have to tell us." "Yeah, how did it happen?" The guys playfully encouraged the striking woman.
Layla, you tricky bitch. Egged on by the group of men, Jenna's cheeks went red and she sighed. She hadn't been in the brand-name Girls Gone Wild, but Jenna didn't let that get in the way of a good story. "Okay. Okay. I'll tell you." She could see the suggestive men were already hanging onto her every word.
"Alright, so, I was a junior in college, right? I was 20. And I was at a fraternity party. It was a wild one. And I was there with my friend, Bri, who is actually here tonight doing god knows what. But anyway, I had a couple of drinks, and I was feeling good. And then suddenly, three older men came into the house. One had a microphone, another a camera, and one had lighting equipment of some kind. Now, you have to understand, we weren't told that they were going to be there, so nobody outside of the brothers knew what was going on." Jenna could see she still had their undivided attention, and it was building her confidence.
"And, this was the 90s. So, I'm there in this white crop top, and my mom jeans - and I think I had block heels on with my mom jeans, ha-ha." The men laughed even though they didn't understand why that was funny.
"And then this fraternity brother stands up on the stairs and calls out into the living room, where we were all dancing, and announces that Girls Gone Wild was there, and if any ladies wanted to 'get wild' to be on camera, it would be appreciated. Now, I jokingly said to the guy I was dancing with that I should make out with my friend Bri on camera. He told me to do it because it would be hot. So, then, of course, I felt the peer pressure and I wanted to find Bri to see if she was interested. But, as luck would have it, before I found Bri, the Girls Gone Wild guys walked past the guy I had been grinding on, and he told them I wanted to do something on camera. And literally no other girl had wanted to do anything yet! I was their only hope. So, suddenly, I have this camera and light on me. And one of them tells me to do something fun for the camera. And at this point, the entire room is looking at me." Jenna paused her story and breathed, her face blushing. Reminiscing on the story, and seeing the demanding faces of the men in front of her, she was rediscovering her lost swagger. The mother loosened her shoulders and brushed her brunette hair behind her ear.
"So, imagine dozens of people at a party and all of your friends looking at you. And, you have to understand that I sort of had a reputation for doing fun stuff like this. Everybody knew that I had stripped down into my underwear to go swimming in a lake by campus one time. So, now, everybody was expecting me to do something again. And the Gone Wild guys plead with me again to do something. I wasn't sure what to do. But then, somebody who obviously knew what I had done before, yelled out 'Take your shirt off again'. But the problem was, I didn't have a bra on... because I'm just wearing the tight tube top. So, I start thinking if there's anything else I can do. But then I thought, 'You know what? Everyone wants me to take my top off. Obviously they want me to do it so they can get a better view of my boobs. I'm feeling good. Why not give the people what they want..." Jenna paused again, and she could see the young men were entranced and silent. Their hearts were racing. Jenna remembered the thrill she got out of eliciting this kind of reaction from people. It echoed the atmosphere of when she actually did it.
Using her hands to motion, Jenna continued, "So, I look at everyone waiting around me. I just look at the camera, I grab the sides of my white tube top, and I start to pull it up my body. And people start cheering. But, I stopped just before I revealed anything. Then people start chanting for me to take my top off and to see me in my bra again. I let them build up their expectations for a while. And then, in one movement, I pull my entire top over and off my head. And all of a sudden, everyone is blown away when they see me standing there with my tits out. They weren't even cheering, they were just stunned for a few seconds. And then they started cheering and whistling and that type of stuff."
Jenna pridefully grinned back at her own actions. Wow... She let her curious eyes flicker down and three of them seemed to be very interested in her story. "So, here I am, just standing there with my boobs out and everyone's looking at them. The camera is filming them. And I'm thinking, 'Wow, I can't believe I just did that!' I'm about to put my top back on, but then the guy holding the boom mic says, 'Can you give a little shake for us?' I was thinking, 'Are you fucking kidding me?' But then I thought, 'You know, I'm having fun doing this. They're already out. Why not?' So, I kind of shimmy my tits and make them bounce a little. And then, I guess in all the commotion, my friend Bri finally finds me. She walks into the frame and squeezes one of my tits while laughing her head off. And I remembered the guy I was dancing with wanted me to make out with her, so I kiss Bri, and we make out for a couple seconds, jokingly. And as you would imagine, everyone is cheering and hollering. And then, because you men are visual creatures, the dude with the camera says, 'You are the hottest girl we've ever had on here. You have the nicest rack of any girl we've seen, and they're real.' Which I'm sure they say to every girl when they want them to do something for them."
The group of men, and Layla, studied Jenna's face and body. What the cameraman said was possibly true.
Jenna permitted their lustful glances as she spoke. "So, I guess because he saw Bri do it, the dude with the camera then asks if he can squeeze my boobs too. And you have to understand, we had never heard of this group before. We didn't know what they were doing with the video. So I'm thinking, 'Is he even asking this for the show? Or is he just doing this for his own enjoyment?' I didn't know because I had a couple of drinks. But the light is still on me, and people were still watching and cheering me on. So I figure, 'Hey, a lot of guys have touched my tits before. I'm having fun. I'm at a party. Why not?' So I let him reach out, and he squeezes my tits. And I'm just laughing with Bri as it's happening. But, again, guys are visual creatures. So the lighting guy and the mic guy then both ask to touch them. And at this point, I'm thinking, 'Okay. This is probably not part of their video. They're just doing this because they want to.' But everyone erupted when I let the first guy touch them, and I thought it would be a funny sight if two guys were grabbing them at once. So I told them they could do it. So both of them feel my tits for a bit, and I give kind of a 'goodbye' shimmy. And then, finally, I can put my top back on. People started booing and telling me to stay like that for the whole party. But first of all, I'm thinking that the rest of the night guys are just gonna be walking up asking to feel them, which isn't the big deal. I was worried that if people get used to seeing them, it doesn't make it as much of a rush when I do stuff like that in the future."
The attractive woman, in her red v-neck, caught her breath. "So, basically, because of that night, every party, every weekend for the rest of college, whenever I went to a party, guys asked me to take my top off."
Even Layla was shocked over the details behind the story. She had just thought Jenna had flashed her tits on camera. All of the young men were salivating. They were captivated by the sexy woman before them. They would have never guessed she was that type of person.
"Did you do it?" one of the guys asked.
"What?" Jenna replied, caught up in her own emotions and growing confidence.
"Did you take your top off at those other parties when guys asked?"
Jenna slyly shrugged. "You seem smart enough to figure that one out on your own. You were obviously smart enough to procure a fake ID to get in here."
"Ohhhhhh!" The guys laughed at their friend.
A guy called out, humorously, "I don't believe that happened. Can you take your top off now?"
Rolling her eyes, Jenna scoffed, "Shockingly, no. But nice try."
"Is there a link to the video of you doing it?"
"Oh god," Jenna laughed. "I don't wanna date myself, but this was back when DVDs were a thing. I don't even know if my time on camera ever made it into the final DVD. I have a DVD of it that they sent me, but it's just my part of it."
The guys had a lot more questions, but Layla announced that Jenna was now accompanying her to the bathroom.
"Holy fucking shit!! That was amazing, Jen!" Layla gushed.
"You think so? It felt like I was doing really well, but I've also had a couple." Standing in front of the bathroom sink, Jenna saw the elation and improved attitude in her face.
"You were perfect. Those guys were eating out of the palm of your hand. I was too! I had no idea you were such a badass in college. I am so pissed off I couldn't go with you! Actually, no, you might've been uncontrollable."
Jenna laughed at her friend. Recently, Jenna was only able to experience joy when Wes came home on the weekends to see her. Tonight was important. She was breaking through and starting the path to discovering herself as Jenna, the single woman. You're doing so well!
***** Ch. 9
Jenna went to the bar alone and took a seat on a stool. It was time for a break. She was still fluttering from the excitement of telling those men, and re-telling herself, that story.
A few men had come up and offered Jenna a drink. Some merely approached without saying anything, hoping she would take the initiative to talk to them. It was about thirty minutes later that one of the young men, who she had entertained earlier, approached her and asked her if she wanted a drink. Jenna politely declined. I've had enough.
"Well, do you want to go dance then?"
Ehh... The young man was tan and handsome. She recognized him as one of the less vocal men in the group, but one of the more interested. Knowing that Layla and Bri were living it up on the dancefloor, Jenna acquiesced. "Why not?"
In her first true physical contact with a man since her divorce, Jenna entered the dancefloor with her young suitor and began to dance. It was a pleasure to cut loose and burn energy.
Jenna spotted her friends on the dancefloor. Layla was dancing around a guy and twirling on his arm, just as Jenna was with her partner. Bri, it seemed, was now pressed between the two male friends in their 40s. Jenna wondered whether this was common for Bri, or if it was because of the competition. Oh shit. That was when Jenna remembered the competition, which after telling her sexy story in public, she believed she would win.
The DJ cycled through more songs and Jenna twirled with her young dance partner. She enjoyed her frivolous fun under loud music and lively lights. When Jenna spotted Layla again, she was dancing sexually with her back to her partner. And Bri was nowhere to be seen. Jenna reminded herself that she was at a nightclub, and had promised herself and her friends that she would not be a prude. It would be good for her to have a more fitting physical interaction with a man. She checked out her dance partner again. He had a stockier build and was in fair shape. Her eyes wandered down. I mean, he's not small...
Jenna slowly turned away from her partner during a song and gyrated her round hips. The opportunistic young man took the bait and walked his groin into her butt. His wide chest touched against Jenna's back. Alright, you did it. Dancing like this with a stranger was something Jenna hadn't felt in a long time.
The handsome man wasn't pressing hard, as he was mildly intimidated by the experienced woman. Jenna could sense his apprehension, which was something she was used to. She bent over slightly and pressed her firm butt into his groin. A pair of masculine hands took hold of her hips, and they were off.
Welp, there it is. Soon, Jenna remembered another sensation. An erection grew against her grinding butt. "Hey, how old are you?" Jenna asked behind her.
A nervous look came on the man's face.
"You can be honest with me."
"25," he replied, honestly. He was still anxious about her response.
Shaking her head, Jenna thought of how he was barely older than her son. "...And you're attracted to me?"
Nodding and grinning, he said, "Yeah."
A sense of pride swept over Jenna. "You know, there are other girls your age here."
"I know. I prefer this," he shrugged. "So, are you attracted to me?"
Jenna thought he was handsome, but she was just using him as a dance partner. "I'm dancing with you. Let's just have fun with that."
The mother scanned the room to see if Layla had caught her dancing with one of the young guys. Layla, though, was in her own world, making out and getting handsy with a random man. Jenna then sought Bri across the room, only to find that she was still tightly packed between the same two men.
They certainly don't hesitate, ha-ha. Jenna began dancing more sexually and seductively. Her partner responded by grabbing a stronger hold of her hips and pulling her in more tightly. It was a lot of fun for both Jenna and the 25-year-old man.
Jenna utilized her toned, exercised butt to intensely massage the guy's cock through her jeans. Then in Jenna's ear, the guy asked, "Hey. Do you wanna get out of here?"
Jenna shook her head no. "I won't be doing that tonight."
"Ok. I understand. Can I have your number at least? We can meet here again."
Once again, Jenna declined. "Sorry. I'm dancing with you for fun. Nothing's gonna come of it."
"No?" He was good-humored about the refusal. "Darn. I was hoping to see the 'nicest rack' that any of the guys from Girls Gone Wild had ever seen."
Jenna laughed, "You absolutely can... Just find the DVDs and hope my scene is on there."
Realizing that he had taken his shot and was rejected, the aroused young man didn't want to make the hot mom uncomfortable by hanging around. "Well, it was a pleasure meeting you and dancing with you. I have to get back to my friends."
"Oh. Ok, then." Jenna was mildly surprised but knew that might happen from turning him down.
Not even thirty seconds later, though, another guy from the same friend group came up to Jenna. He had to have been waiting for his chance from afar. "Hey, there. Are you free to dance now?" He smiled confidently.
Jenna was more comfortable the second time around. She inspected the taller man and his whiskery face. She feigned a glance behind her. "It seems that way."
The young guy with dark hair eagerly stepped behind Jenna and placed his hands on her hips. "I'm glad you were free."



"Do you think you're going to have better luck than your friend?" Jenna asked skeptically.
"No. I'm just hoping to have the same luck."
His cock had a bit more meat to it. And it was at full mast quickly. That was fast. Jenna noticed this guy also rubbed his dick against her with more rhythm. She made sure her dancing responded in tune. She examined how her flexing tight core powered her rotating hips under her red tank top. The man's firm hands soon climbed up to her lower ribs. Jenna allowed it and subtly arched her back.
With things going further and faster than they did with the first guy, Jenna tried to distract herself from her heating body. She scanned the room for Layla, and she found her sitting on some guy's lap in a booth making out with him. Bri was harder to find. Bri was still compressed between those two men - at least it looked like it from their heads above the crowd.
"Let's move closer to the stage," Jenna pointed. Her dance partner agreed.
Jenna walked next to Bri, keeping far enough away to not distract her. Jenna then felt the impact of the erect cock pressing against her ass again, and she resumed her dancing.
Curious about Bri, Jenna studied her friend. She was certainly between the two men, but they both were not exactly pressed against her. No way.
The man in front of Bri was standing a few inches away. And Bri, with her thin index finger, was slowly running her nail up and down his erection through his pants. Jenna noticed how Bri then knew to effortlessly turn around and do the same for the other man's cock. She's done this before. Each time Bri turned around to 'play' with the other man, the man behind her took hold of her apple-sized breasts over her blue dress. Their sexy apparatus was operating so smoothly that it was obvious it had been going on for a few minutes.
It was strange for Jenna that she felt weird about what she was witnessing. It was a small action by their former standards. Jenna had seen Bri do much worse, and vice versa.
It was disappointing for Jenna that she had come out of her shell, and yet, she didn't match the prowess of her friends. As hot as it felt to tell that story, Jenna knew that her contribution for the night was that she had told a story about something she did decades ago and then danced with a couple of guys at a nightclub. It wasn't interesting compared to, "I sat on a guy's erection with my skimpy dress bunched up while we made out," and, "I was jammed between two guys, and they took turns holding my breasts while I touched their cocks."
The heart of the issue was not the dumb competition. Jenna was questioning why her friends seemed so happy and free while she held herself back.
Abruptly, Jenna snapped out of it as she felt a change in the man's grip. "You're letting your hands take more of an adventure than your friend did." The pair of hands was now solidly on the side of her ribcage.
"Is that a problem? I don't want to be turned away like my buddy did," the tall, dark-haired man chuckled.
Jenna tilted her head back to him. "I'm just making an observation. And I didn't make your friend leave. He chose to."
"Why the hell would he leave?" The young man slid his hands inward, his fingers under the bottom of Jenna's casually bouncing chest. He hoped his question would distract the out-of-league woman from the move he had made.
"I don't know why he left. He asked to take me home, and I said no. Then he asked to see my tits, and I obviously said no," Jenna laughed. "Then he left." She changed the movements of her waist as the song changed.
The friendly guy was surprised, and he snickered along. "I can't believe he asked for that straight up! So, why did you reject him?" he poked.
"I know! It was kind of impressive," Jenna grinned. "And I didn't really reject him. He was growing on me - in a few ways. I didn't wanna leave yet because I wanna dance. And I can't exactly show anything off in here."
"Oh. Well, I'm kind of glad he left."
"I can tell," Jenna playfully rolled her eyes. Her heart fluttered. She was doing a great job and she knew it. She was slowly ceding control to her body, and she enjoyed venturing into the unknown.
"So, you say you wanted to keep dancing with my friend... Which one of us is better so far?"
"Hmm," Jenna shrugged. "Doesn't matter. Both of you are fun, but neither of you made much of an impression on me." There was a lingering smirk.
"Oh, really??" The guy, likely 26 or 27, felt challenged. "What would leave an impression?"
Jenna breathed and then looked back up. "If you want to leave an impression, then impress me."
Willing to go for broke, the young man reached up and took the sexy woman's large breasts in his hands. It was a special feeling for the man. It was electrifying for Jenna.
Her eyes closed and her mouth opened. Moisture flooded to Jenna's soft, parting pussy lips. It was the first time she had experienced any sexual intimacy with another person since her separation. You can definitely do this shit tonight, but not with this kid.
"So, did I make an impression?" The man then felt Jenna's hands briefly clench over his.
"If you're going to make a move like that, then actually go for it," Jenna advised as she squeezed her hands, bolstering his grip. "And yeah, that was a smart move." As Jenna made two hard, deliberate swipes into the hard cock behind her, she reached back with her left hand and gently ran it up and down the back of her dance partner's leg.
The aroused man let his thumbs massage and explore the top of Jenna's amazing chest. His cock pressed more firmly against her alluring ass. "Since we're getting to know each other more intimately, my name is Peter. You're Jenna, right?"
"Yes," Jenna chuckled. "I am, Jenna. And this isn't intimate, Peter. You're doing something with me that dozens of guys have done with me before, and I'm usually in less clothing."
Jenna and Peter danced intensely for two more songs while Jenna let him have free range on her covered breasts.
Suddenly, Jenna saw a familiar face approaching.
"Oh, what's up, Charlie?" Peter spoke before Jenna.
"Hey. I-uh- " the familiar man awkwardly looked at Jenna and the pair of hands on her body, "I thought you weren't interested in doing anything more, um, intimate tonight. Did you change your mind? Or was it just a feeling toward me? It's fine either way."
"What's up with you guys and considering this intimate?" Jenna laughed. She replied to her first dance partner, "Charlie, right? I said I didn't wanna leave with you or show my tits. I never said I didn't want more. You could have stayed and taken a chance like this."
Charlie cringed at his stupidity. "I thought you were turning me down. I didn't want to come across as 'that creepy guy' who couldn't take a hint."
Aww. Jenna appreciated his consideration. She probably did give off that vibe. "Nope, I wasn't turning you down. In fact, maybe after your friend here - "
"Jenna, Jenna, Jenna," interrupted a familiar voice. Apparently, Bri had been keeping a close eye on Jenna, just as she had been on her.
"Hey, Bri," Jenna smiled. Her friend had broken up an uncomfortable conversation.
"Wait, are you the Bri? The Bri from college with Jenna?" Peter asked.
Bri was taken aback but felt important. "Why yes, I am. How do you know who I am?"
"Jenna told us the story from college of you two doing Girls Gone Wild," Charlie added.
"Oh, did she?" Bri beamed with pride at her friend. "Yes, that was quite the night. She's probably the most fun out of all of us. So, are you two fine gentlemen working as a team to seduce my bestie?"
The two young friends looked at each other in confusion about how to respond.
"Isn't she fucking gorgeous? And she's so sexy. She's an instant turn-on, right?"
The two men nodded in unison.
"It's pretty smart of you to work on her together," Bri continued. "In my experience going out with her, it's hard for one guy alone to get her excited."
"Oh, actually, he..." Charlie pointed at his friend.
Jenna's eyes were wide, and she was wondering what Bri was getting her into.
"He danced with her first. And then I came over. So now I'm dancing with her," Peter roughly explained.
"You guys are crafty," Bri applauded. "So you warmed her up, and judging by where she let you put your hands, you clearly got her feeling good. And now, both of you are making a move on her together. Smart, smart boys... Listen, have fun with her and treat her well. And some advice: she loves when guys talk dirty to her," Bri winked. "Well, I know I just interrupted the three of you during a fun moment, so I am going to go back to my two eagerly awaiting gentlemen. And I'll leave you two to sandwich my beautiful and sexy friend like she deserves to be."
As Bri walked away, she turned back to sneak a wink at a stunned and silenced Jenna.
What the fuck... Jenna was left to deal with the expectations Bri had set for her. She had done this plenty of times before, as in back in college. The idea admittedly felt naughty and exciting.
It was quiet before Charlie asked, "Oh, so that's what you want?" He stepped forward.
Being a good friend, and hoping it would increase his chances of doing more with the beautiful MILF, Peter slid his hands from Jenna's breasts down to her hips. "I'm game."
I'm not going to get out of this. There were two sets of eyes on Jenna, and she felt the hard cock against her ass. She could see that Charlie was still excited. She knew what she wanted. "Bri tends to have good advice," Jenna hinted to Charlie.
The fair-haired 25-year-old stepped into Jenna. He pushed his chest against hers and bent his knees slightly so that his still-firm erection pressed into Jenna's thigh.
The stimulation was overwhelming, as it seemed she had hands, legs, and hard cock touching her warm body everywhere. She began dancing again, peeking to see if anyone was staring. Of course, she almost disappeared between the two horny men.
It was not long before they got into a nice rhythm. The breathing bodies enveloped Jenna. She was sandwiched between their two cocks. She tried to remember if it had always felt this way in years past. Soon, Charlie took it upon himself to reach up and grab Jenna's bra cups. They felt as good as advertised. Jenna breathed deeply and hugged around him to keep him against her. Peter let his hands feel up her butt cheeks whenever they swayed to the side.
"How are we doing, Jenna?"
"Not bad, guys. Not bad for your first time."
"Tell us what we can do better," Charlie poked.
"I'll have to think about that."
"Your perfect ass feels so fucking nice. It's like you're a fucking pro. It's hard for me to imagine my cock feeling any better." Peter was trying Bri's advice of talking dirty.
It worked. Because Jenna's cheeks were red and she felt fucking hot. She turned around in her tight space, her ass pleasuring Peter and then Charlie. She now grinded into Charlie was she faced Peter. "Be careful about saying that. The three of us are still getting to know each other. You have no idea how good my perfect ass can make your cock feel." Holy shit, look at you!
Jenna could almost see Peter's throat drying. She stayed in her position, reached her hands, back and gripped the belt loops of Charlie's pants, pulling him into her. She then vigorously rubbed her shapely ass deeply into Charlie's package, going down low and gyrating slowly. Once Charlie gasped, Jenna slowly worked her way back up, enjoying Peter's dazed reaction.
"Damn. If my pants were off I'm pretty sure I would've just jizzed all over your back and ass," Charlie breathed, not thinking clearly.
Ha-ha. Jenna imagined that happening. "That would have sucked," she spun back around to Charlie. "Right now you're better to me hard."
"Yeah, you like feeling our hard cocks against you?"
Jenna involuntarily bit her lower lip. She didn't recognize this side of herself after all of these years, but it felt natural. "I doubt I like that feeling as much as you like feeling up my tits, and the feeling of my hands grabbing you, and the feeling of my perfect ass massaging your thick cocks. But yeah, you're making this kind of hot."
"Maybe it'd be hotter if you used your hands more. It would be so fucking hot if you felt how hard you've made our thick cocks," Charlie smiled.
Goosebumps rose on Jenna's arms and neck. This request was for another level. She knew it was farther than she should go. Bri was doing it. Touching can't be too far. Jenna didn't fully trust her judgment, but she knew what she wanted to do. "I would, but I think I'd make you guys jizz in your pants. You're almost there already."
"We'll take that risk," Peter assured.
Jenna's pupils were dilated. She slowed her dancing and brought her hands down in front of her and wedged them between her and Charlie's stomachs. Charlie promptly shuffled back to give Jenna the space she needed to operate.
"Oh fuck," the young man felt Jenna's fingertips run up and then down his hard cock through his pants.
It was the first time Jenna had even indirectly touched a penis in nearly a year, but there was more than enough muscle memory. She enjoyed seeing the ecstasy on Charlie's face as she used her index finger to trace the outline of his head. "Circumcised. You have a thick mushroom there," she remarked, nonchalantly.
From behind, Peter tugged at the sides of Jenna's tight red V-neck to untuck it. He swiftly slid his hands underneath and onto her bare flesh. The mother jolted from his warm hands on her skin. She began dancing firmly again against Peter while she listened to Charlie.
"Thanks. How many times have you blown or jerked off a thick, mushroom head like mine? You seem to be really fucking good at handling them." He savored Jenna's light touch.
"Don't get too proud. I've jerked and blown a lot thicker and a lot bigger," Jenna grinned matter-of-factly. "And I blew 48 guys my junior year alone."
"What?!"
"What about it?" Jenna played dumb.
"That's an insane number. Like, insanely hot. But how? And you actually counted? I wish I went to school with you."
"I mean, that's really only a little over one guy a week. And when you consider I went out twice a week at least, it's actually pretty tame of me," Jenna coyly explained. "And Bri and I had a lot of fun that year." The mother's mind flashed back to that year. It was a wild one. Her left hand fondly reached down and briefly held a spot on her waistline. That was a fun year.
"So, touching and seeing cocks must be no big deal to you."
"Hmm?" Jenna came back to reality. "Oh, no."
Suddenly, Jenna was watching Charlie adjust his pants and belt. Within seconds, two inches-worth of fleshy dick rose out from under his waistline. It was dark in the club, but his head and the top of his shaft were clearly visible. Jenna would have frozen if Peter had not been tightly holding her sides while he danced.
"What do you think?" Charlie asked, not sure about his bold gesture.
The firm hands under Jenna's tank top slid up closer to her bra. Jenna tried to wrap her mind around what just happened. But she was more concerned about being seen. "Let's go over there." Jenna gestured to a dark area next to the wall that separated the dancefloor and the elevated bar area. It was right in front of where Bri was smartly operating.
The three horny dancers quickly relocated. Jenna could see Peter and Charlie mouth things to each other as they walked. The moment they were back in the swing of things, Jenna promptly reached down and gently flicked the bare cockhead. "Did you seriously just whip your dick out in public to show me?"
"Yesss." Charlie was enthralled by her hand on his erection.
Jenna spun around and thrust her ass into Charlie's semi-exposed cock. She could feel his head in higher definition, and she heard is heavier breathing. Peter and Charlie had been learning from each other. Because the sweaty Charlie immediately slid his hands under Jenna's shirt, but he did not show Peter's restraint. He grabbed her chest, his hands on the top of her breasts where her bra did not cover.
Well then...
The taller Peter had three inches of bare cock rising out from his jeans before Jenna could even get her hands down there. "You were that excited, you couldn't even wait?"
"I couldn't, ha-ha."
Part of Jenna's brain was swimming in a fog, and a smaller part felt tethered to sanity. But even that part of her brain wanted her to enjoy herself. She was surrounded by two young guys with their hard cocks out, and she had a desire to please herself and them. If you're going to do it, just do it.
The bombshell 42-year-old tucked her experienced hand inside Peter's khakis and lightly grasped and rubbed his solid shaft.
"Fuck that's hot. You're so fucking hot. This feels amazing. Don't stop."
Jenna smoothly masturbated him. "Still think I can't make your cock feel any better?" She bit her lower lip again, this time on purpose. Peter shook his head no.
"I wanna rip your bra off and feel your nice tits," Charlie grunted in her ear from behind.
"Oh yeah?" Jenna turned around and stuck her hand down Charlie's pants. She found herself trying to work Peter's khakis farther down his waist. "In my experience, that's usually hotter if you're watching me do that in front of you."
"Fuck. If I see your tits, I don't know if I'll wanna cum in your mouth, in your pussy, or on your tits more," Charlie blurted.
Holding a throbbing cock in her hand, and feeling a larger one grinding into her ass, Jenna imagined the scenarios Charlie laid out. Her panties felt like a steam oven. She wondered if either of the guys could feel how warm she was.
Jenna reached up behind her and pulled Peter's neck down. He began kissing her neck, just as she had hoped. A slight moan escaped her lips. "How about we find a place where you guys can show me how big your cocks are? And if I like what I see, maybe I'll show you my best assets?"
The two young men stared at each other in awe and urgency. They talked among themselves over Jenna's head. Jenna enjoyed their eagerness and desire.
"We can take you into the bathroom. Our friend Eric's taken girls into the handicapped stall before. He said it's a great place to be alone here."
She had no clue who Eric was, but Jenna was horny and the plan sounded fine to her. "Put your cocks back in," Jenna cautioned, "for the time being."
Each man had an arm around Jenna as they walked toward the men's bathroom. Peter went in to see if there were any occupants. After the all-clear, they walked onto the tiled floor and Jenna was walked back to a large stall with a blue door that hung from three inches off of the ground to the height of Peter's head.
"How classy," Jenna ribbed. The guys laughed. It being a nicer club, the stall was clean, thankfully. Jen, just look where you are right now. You can leave.
"So, do we just drop our pants and show you?" Charlie placed his hand on his belt.
Jenna stood against the opposite blue stall wall. "Well, that probably helps me see them, don't ya think?"
Peter and Charlie looked at each other in agreement and dropped their pants and boxers to the floor. While the woman took in the view, each guy subtly checked out the other's cock to see how he compared. Peter was a bit bigger.
"What do you think?"
The sight of two men, naked from the waist down, cocks hard and beating, made Jenna's mouth dry. She could not believe where she was and who she was with. This is insane. "You both are fairly healthy boys," she complimented.



Jenna was nervous, but she then reminded herself that she had the control. They think this is normal for you. This never happens to them. You've done this shit a thousand times before. You know how to do this. They're lucky to be with you.
Jenna strutted up in her heels and lightly grasped a cock in each hand. She lightly pumped each of them as the lucky men exhaled in pleasure. She then held their balls in her hands as if she was weighing them. The experienced seductress then stepped back.
"So are they 'Jenna-is-going-to-her-top-off' good?" Charlie seemed optimistic.
Instead of responding with words, Jenna rolled her eyes. She then reached under her shirt and unhooked her bra. She finagled her arms to free them from the loops. She then let her beige bra fall to the ground. She would have revealed her bra first, but it was not a sexy one.
Somehow, Jenna's breasts looked bigger under her V-neck without the bra. They did not drop much after it was off. She saw her audience examine her discarded lingerie. "They're 36C's," she read their minds. "You guys are fucking lucky I'm in a good mood like this."
"We know," Peter breathed. "We just really want to see them."
"And maybe do more to them," Charlie flirted, to Jenna's delight.
"Oh, really? Hmm..." Jenna played at being pensive, "Well, you guys showed me your most fun features and let me play with them. I guess I should show you my most fun features and let you play with them." Jenna gracefully lifted her top up and over her head. She exposed the entirety of her smooth, firm breasts. Her areolas were slightly darker and less round than they were in her twenties, but it made them look more developed and mature.
The men gawked and inhaled the view. Jenna brushed her brunette hair back into place with her hand.
It was thrilling for Jenna to have this type of experience again, and she savored the feeling of freedom. She studied the bright, ogling faces of the men as she held her red top to her side and then dropped it to the floor. Peter and Charlie could see that she had not exaggerated earlier about how nice they were. They looked amazing in front of her sturdy but tight body.
"Those are fucking glorious," Peter remarked dryly.
"Can we please fucking touch them?"
"Well, they're already out. So why not?" Jenna smirked as she delivered her tongue-in-cheek response.
Both guys stepped forward and grabbed her breasts. The feeling of their hands massaging and fondling her hard nipples and soft tissue was euphoric. Jenna soon reached down and took their cocks in each of her hands again. She stroked them more firmly this time, giving them a handjob.
Peter took it upon himself to lean down and suck her right tit. Jenna moaned, so Charlie quickly followed with her left.
"Fuck, you guys are taking full advantage. I guess I don't need to ask how much you like them."
"I wanna cum all over your fucking tits. I wanna fucking coat them," Charlie grunted.
"Really? You guys wanna cum all over my fucking tits?" Are you seriously gonna let them do this? For some reason, Jenna's mind snapped to the porn video from her son's website that she had watched right before going out tonight. She wondered if her son had it on there because he was into MFM just like the two guys in front of her were. The mother then brushed away the distracting thoughts and got back to her situation at hand.
"Fuck yes, we wanna do that. We wanna cum on you so bad."
"I think we can arrange that, then." Jenna pushed the two men away from her and walked over to the toilet and sat on the seat cover. The two men stared at her curiously and awaited further instructions. "Well, I'm not going to suck your dicks while kneeling on cold bathroom tile," Jenna explained.
The two men's eyes went wider. They glanced at each other before walking in front of Jenna. Before Charlie knew it, Jenna was licking the length of his cock. She had clearly done this many times before. Jenna then pulled her other full fist toward her mouth so she could lick Peter's balls and shaft.
"I wanna feel my cock in your mouth so fucking bad." Charlie was chomping at the bit.
Jenna rolled her eyes in exacerbation and moved her mouth back to his dick. "Of course you do." This time, she inserted as much of it as she could fit into her mouth and throat.
"Oh fuck, that's hot." He was on the verge of cumming already.
Of course, Jenna had to do the same for Peter. It was not long before Jenna was ferociously and loudly blowing both men. One cock was being sucked and the other was being pumped at all times. The men showered her with praise and massaged her breasts and other areas of her skin. None of them had any clue or even cared if someone had walked into the bathroom yet.
"Fuck. I wanna fuck you so bad. I wanna bury my cock so fucking deep in your pussy," Peter cried out.
Jenna did not plan on going this far. But when Peter said that, she knew it was pointless for her to pretend she didn't want it. I'm gonna actually do this. Fuck, yes.
Jenna stood up and kissed Peter hotly. The video she had watched earlier was again prominent in her mind. "If you think you can bury your cock and fuck me as hard as you say, then take my fucking pants off."
While Peter tugged and yanked at Jenna's heels and jeans, the mother looked at Charlie to provide him with his role. "You, I'm just going to be blowing your thick fucking cock the whole time. Just hold me in place and hold my hair back. Can you do that?"
Charlie nodded profusely. Jenna leaned in and kissed him followed by a wink.
The moment Peter had Jenna completely naked, Jenna rushed to the toilet and bent over it. She held herself up by placing her hands on the seat cover. Charlie intuitively hopped up on the tank and sat down, his cock right in front of Jenna's lips. Peter wasted no time rubbing his fingers along Jenna's soaked mound before inserting all eight inches of his sex organ.
"Ahhhh. Ahhhh. Ahhh. Ohhhh!!!!" Jenna moaned and her eyes watered slightly. She wanted to savor the feeling, but she also was horny for more. Jenna felt Charlie's hands cradle her head and pull her hair up and away from her face.
Soon, Jenna was moaning in ecstasy. Her moans were muffled by Charlie's smooth cock thrusting in and out of her mouth. This was far from Jenna's first MFM. She had even been with four guys at once. But all of those times, she was on her back or they were running a train. This felt dirtier and naughtier than she remembered.
The sensation of Peter's cock sliding in and out of her pussy was something she did not want to end. But looking up at Charlie's wincing face, Jenna knew this would soon end for all three of them. Jenna promptly clenched her vaginal muscles so that her G-spot rub against Peter's rigid shaft with greater friction.
Jenna had learned to make herself cum after fucking enough mediocre partners in school. Peter was not bad at all, but Jenna wanted relief sooner rather than later. So moments later, a tremble shot through Jenna's body and she cried out and clenched her eyes shut. Wave after wave of pleasure passed over her. Juice leaked out onto Peter's cock.
It was a whirlwind for the sex-starved mom to finally cum from a man. Or in this case, two. Her actions had another consequence though, as Peter announced he was cumming. Her immediate instinct was to tell him to pull out, but Jenna wanted to feel cum being shot deep inside of her. "Cum in my fucking pussy! Come on. Yessss!"
Peter bit down and grabbed the gorgeous woman's firm ass as he fired his load into her hot mound. When Peter was finally tapped out, Jenna let him slip out. "Sit in front of me," a panting Jenna ordered Charlie.
Jenna was once again seated on the toilet cover, her body still fizzing and brain still hazy. Charlie stood before Jenna with her undivided attention. "Charlie, tell me when you're gonna cum."
The oral was intense. Jenna deepthroated his mushroom head and squeezed his balls. Charlie massaged and pinched Jenna's enlarged breasts. Half a minute later, Charlie announced he was about to blow. Jenna knew she had already been reckless letting a guy cum in her without a condom, so she had just enough sense to pull her head away. "Do you wanna coat my fucking tits?"
Charlie couldn't speak. "Ahhh-ahhh!"
Jenna rapidly pumped Charlie's cock as he fired hot semen onto Jenna's breasts. She was too horny to think clearly, so she licked and sucked his final drops until he went limp.
When all was said and done, the three clubgoers found themselves exhausted on the bathroom floor, catching their breaths. Jenna let Charlie enjoy the sight of his melting mess before she wiped it up with toilet paper and flushed it.
"Well that was fun," Peter beamed.
"I can't believe I let you guys do that," shook Jenna with a dazed grin. She used toilet paper to soak up the cum leaking from her vagina. She then laid down on her back with her head on Charlie's thighs and her feet in Peter's lap.
Charlie agreed. "That was the best sex of my life. And I didn't even fuck you."
"I'm not surprised to hear that," Jenna laughed. "And you guys are clean right?"
"Oh god yeah." "Yes, I swear."
"Ok, good."
"We could take you home sometime?"
Jenna shook her head. "Hell no. This was a one-shot deal. You guys are like my son's age." Quickly realizing that was a weird comment, Jenna added, "Well, a bit older obviously." Despite everything that had happened tonight, her 24-7 role as a mom caused her to think about what she had discovered earlier about Wes and her concern for him.
"What's this?" Peter asked, rubbing Jenna's left hip. Jenna looked down at her tattoo of four red hearts in a row. "Oh, that's a good story."
***** Ch. 10
Back at home, Wes was apprehensively managing his business. He had to onboard a new actress, provide her with a data-backed screen persona, and he had to make updates on some of the actress's personal pages.
This was normal work, but it was difficult to do while thinking about the painfully awkward interaction he had with his mom earlier. He imagined she was currently drinking heavily at the nightclub with her friends to try to forget the night. Wes planned on doing the same, but first, he had to finish using his brain for work.
"She'll get over it. She has to get over it."
Wes figured he could calm himself by going back to his tried-and-true relaxation technique. As it turns out, the discovery of his porn startup was not the worst secret Wes held in regards to pornographic videos. In fact, when Wes saw the look on his mom's face when she stormed in earlier, he had feared something worse.
See, right after his parents' separation, Wes naturally missed his father. He was feeling nostalgic one day and wanted to see the hole that was left in the house after he had moved out. The entire side of his parents' closet was empty. There were a couple of stray hangers and old ties on the carpet. The drawers were left open and bare. Items and photos that had been on the dressers for years had disappeared.
There was one drawer in a nightstand that Wes knew well. And that drawer was closed. It inspired hope in Wes that his dad's collection of Maxim magazines were still there. His sneaking of those magazines from his dad's drawer had been his introduction to the adult world of sexuality.
But when Wes opened the drawer, the Maxims were gone. There were just mail-in leaflets and plastic packaging, as well as a clear DVD case resting at the bottom. Inside the case was a silver disc labeled in black sharpie as "Collegiate Sluts Productions. Girl #23: Hot Brunette/Big Tits + Makeout."
What Wes saw on that video permanently changed the way he looked at his mom. If it had not been for Bella and the opportunity she had presented him, he would probably still be wrapping his mom's used underwear around his cock every time he jerked off.
Instead, Wes now had the burned video on his laptop. He could watch the sexiest thing he had ever seen whenever he wanted. Despite his best efforts and on-again, off-again relationship with it, Wes found himself relying on the video to make him cum tonight.
You need it, dude. He hoped that his mom knew how sexy she was and that the way she smiled in the video was the way she deserved to smile every day.
***** Ch. 11
Back in the nightclub, Jenna was smiling.
"Well, there you are!" Layla threw her arms back. She was obviously more intoxicated than her friends.
"How was it?" Bri asked, slyly.
"What do you mean?" Jenna was breathing quickly. She checked her phone and it was 12:17.
"Ok, you can play dumb for now. We'll talk about it in a bit. You can go last since we all know you won. Layla, you go first."
Layla raised her hand. She was drunk. "So, I hope I passed my initiation thing into the group, or whatever it is. I made out with some hot guy while I sat on his lap. His dick was so hard and it was literally right on my pussy when I was sitting on his lap."
Bri and Jenna laughed at how Layla had a mild slur to her words.
"That's pretty good! But it kind of seems like you were just hooking up with a cute guy you saw," Bri teased.
Layla's face soured. This competition was a stupid way to get everyone out of their shell, but in Layla's drunken mind, this was part of her becoming part of the team that Bri and Jenna had in college, and she failed.
"You did a good job, though. You're gonna make a good partner-in-crime," Jenna raised her glass of water, making Layla smile again. "Bri, what did you get into?"
"Well, Jenna," Bri toyed, "I was dancing with a couple of guys and we all felt each other up. I was doing that until I got sidetracked by enjoying watching you take what I did to a whole other level. Wanna share with the rest of the class? Please tell us what exactly happened in that bathroom."
Jenna could not hold back as she recounted the story of her night. Not even Bri could believe what Jenna did in the bathroom with those random guys. Bri suddenly grabbed Jenna's hand and tugged.
She marched her right over to the table of young male friends. Peter and Charlie were sitting there.
"Excuse me," Bri announced. Jenna did not know Bri was going to do this, and she tried to walk away, but Bri stopped her. "Excuse me, boys. You two," Bri pointed at Peter and Charlie. "Did you gentlemen actually fuck her - my gorgeous best friend - in the bathroom like a fucking slut?"
If Bri had not been smiling with pride, the boys would have thought she was mad. The other four friends at the table looked at them in awe. It seemed the "bullshit" story they told when they came back from the bathroom was actually true.
Peter and Charlie did not want to upset Jenna. "Uh, we don't think we should - "
"You can tell her. She won't leave us alone until you do," Jenna surrendered, secretly wanting to brag to Bri.
"Oh, then yes we did do that. And it was amazing!" Charlie grinned.
The look on Bri's face was priceless to Jenna. She loved Bri, but she also loved how she proved Bri, as well as her own internal doubts, wrong. There was a cockiness in her tone. "Yeah, that's right. And tell her where I let you guys finish."
"I finished in her tits." "And I came in her uh- vagina." The young men tried not to gloat too much. Their friends were blown away. As was Bri.
"Oh. My. God. You are the fucking queen," Bri high-fived her friend. She looked back at the boys. "So you got to see these? How were they?" She pointed at Jenna's chest.
The boys nodded. "They were fucking glorious. We actually got to suck them for a while, too."
"Woah, woah, wait!" Bri was excited for her friend. "She let you two suck these?" Bri grabbed Jenna's breasts from behind.
"Okay, okay..." Jenna laughed. "Would you stop?" She then finally managed to pull her enthusiastic friend away.
"Look who's back and better than ever! We're going to set up a new game."
"This is why I stopped hanging out with you I think. You might be insane."
***** Ch. 12
Out of the bright lights, music, and high energy of the nightclub, Jenna began to think about what she had done with a clearer mind. She wondered how much of it was the alcohol and how much of it was her. She wished she had a breathometer, but part of her knew she was well below the legal limit.
The Lyft ride was relaxing for the friends. They were off of their heels, and their ears were slowly adjusting to the quiet.
On the long bench seat in the back of an SUV, Layla remarked, "What a fucking night." The three women laughed.
"So, when are we going to talk about the fact that Jen used one of her son's pornos- "
"Hey!" Jenna cautioned, pointing to the Lyft driver. The driver was an older non-native speaker.
Bri shamelessly asked to the front, "Hey, you don't mind if we talk about sex stuff, right?"
"No," the man shook his head. He was interested in what the three attractive women had to say, and pretended not to be listening.
"So anyway," Bri continued, "when are we going to talk about the fact that Jen used one of her son's pornos as inspiration to try a new position when fucking two guys half her age in a bathroom stall?" She made Layla laugh.
"Keep it down. And that's not where I got it from."
"Oh really? Because you never fucked in a threesome that way before. Then suddenly, you see a hot woman do it with dildos in the shower on your son's site, and then hours later you try it with two random guys? Admit it: It made you fucking horny. And I think it made you horny all night."
"Even if it did, who cares?" Jenna didn't see Bri's point.
"Well, it's just interesting that you were so upset with your son posting these videos online, and then here you go acting them out in real life because they made you so horny. 20 years of being a prude erased in one night," Bri pondered. "You say it's dangerous for him, but he clearly fucking knows how to make great content."
"No." Jenna tried to brush off Bri's logical comments. "It's because I'm single again and you created a competition. You of all people know I play to win."
"I've tried to make competitions plenty of times since you've been free of Brad, and it never worked then," Bri chimed, annoyingly. "But tonight, out of nowhere - "
"Enough, please."
***** Ch. 13
The following morning, Wes and Jenna sat down on the back porch for breakfast in the open air. It was not common for Jenna to eat breakfast there, but she hoped the feeling of openness would make things less uncomfortable.
Wes had a full plate. Jenna, though, was just picking at fruit because she had Sunday brunch later with Bri and Layla. The mom and son allowed their chewing mouths to be an excuse for their lack of conversation.
"Did you have fun last night?" Wes finally spoke his first sentence since last evening.
What? For a moment, Jenna thought Wes somehow knew what she had done. He's just asking a general question, Jen. Calm the fuck down. "Um, yeah. Yeah, it was fine. Kind of the same old routine. Good drinks and whatnot."
"Oh good," Wes nodded. It was horrific small talk. He was unsure of how his mom was going to handle his new career. And clearly, she had been thinking about the same.
"So," Jenna picked at her fingers, "I want you to know that I have thought a lot about your new 'side venture'. And I want you to know that it's not that I don't trust you, or that I think that you're doing something shameful. I realized I am just - I am mainly concerned that something bad will happen to you. Not because you can't handle yourself, but because there are a lot of unsavory people who work in that industry."
This wasn't going as poorly as Wes had imagined. "Ok. I mean, this job is just me behind a computer though. Nobody can hurt me. I'm really on top of my books so nobody can rip me off in any way. You don't need to worry, Mom."



"I always worry about you. It's my job." Jenna then prepared herself mentally to begin the next part of her speech. "And when I mean 'something bad', I don't just mean evil people. You do business in that industry in your own way. That's how you've been successful. But there are even good people in that industry that think they have to do things to get ahead because they just assume that is how the industry works across the board. So, you end up with good people unknowingly doing bad things to you, even though they think they are good."
"Wait, what?" Wes stared at his mom in utter confusion.
Jenna's messaging had sounded much more creative and effective in her head earlier this morning. "What I mean is," she swallowed, "women who think that everything in your industry revolves around sexual quid pro quo might try to offer you sexual favors in exchange for better treatment." Jenna watched Wes's posture change. "And they think what they are doing is harmless and fun because they've done it with other people. But they don't recognize that you're young and still learning. And getting you used to that type of scenario could be really unhealthy for you."
Wes shook his uncombed hair. "No. I promise I've never made any woman do anything like that. I swear. Doing that- "
"I know." Jenna knew it was just her paranoia, but this was the second time that she felt like his eyes were running over her body (they were). It reminded her of how she was stared at last night. She ignored it. "I know you wouldn't make them do it. You're a better man than that," the mother assured. "I'm referring to you allowing women to do sexual favors for you because they hope you will do favors for them. That can be dangerous and unhealthy as well - you getting used to women having sex with you for monetary reasons."
Having gone through months of that with Bella, Wes was already aware of the potential drawbacks. That was why he made sure to have most of his sex outside of his work-related activities. And when someone, such as the current camgirl on his testing channel, offered him sex, he made sure it was a rarity. "Ok. You don't need to worry about that."
"Good. So you can look me in the eye and tell me you've never done anything with your coworkers?"
Wes's eyes darted down and away. She'll never let it go. He hesitated, "I can tell you that I haven't."
It was clearly a lie. It was the most worrying answer Wes could have given. For Jenna, the thought of Wes being manipulated by these professional seducers of men was frightening. He was clearly unable to see the dangerous path he was taking.
Jenna thought of how to handle it. Don't call him out for lying yet. He'll close up. "Ok. Well, I want you to know that I understand why you hid this from me. But, I have thought a lot about it since we talked yesterday. This is a legitimate business in the real world, so you shouldn't feel the need to hide anything from me. I know you think that because it involves sexual matters that it would be uncomfortable to tell me things. But I'm an adult. And I'm your mom. Any difficulties you're facing, any advice you need, or any questions you have of any kind, you should never think I can't handle it or that I'd be mad. Even if it's asking me if a woman is trying to take sexual advantage of you, you can tell me about it."
Thank god. He wasn't in trouble. Wes thanked his mom, pushed off from the table, and left without asking for any advice.
He'll need some time before opening up. Jenna honestly was not ready for him to come to her with questions. After what Bri had said to her on the ride back last night, she was no longer certain what her attitude toward him producing porn should be. She just knew that her son was safer staying away from the type of woman that wanted money for sex. He NEEDS a normal job.

***** Ch. 14
After breakfast, Wes went to his room to check on his platforms. Downstairs, his mom continued to think about the things he could still be hiding from her.
How long will it be until this blows up on him? Jenna knew it was only a matter of time before a woman found a way to blackmail her son into paying her more. Or his identity would be linked to the websites and he would be known permanently as a porn producer.
She knew she had been wrong, and laughably hypocritical, to slut-shame the young actresses earlier. She understood them, but she doubted Wes could tell the difference between a woman that having sex for pure fun and a woman who was using it for financial purposes.
Those concerns of Wes being taken advantage of lingered in Jenna's mind all morning. She had brunch with Bri and Layla in two hours, and she was hoping she could somehow set those thoughts aside and enjoy her day.
Oh, fuck! Suddenly, the thought of blackmail reminded Jenna of something. It was something that had briefly crossed her mind when she was flirting with the large group of men the night before. When Jenna had mentioned her "Gone Wild" DVD, she said she had a copy. That wasn't true, though. Brad had it.
Jenna didn't think that Brad would use the DVD as revenge porn. He was inconsiderate, not evil. But, then again, she also didn't think that Brad would ever leave her. If I call him again he's going to think I miss him.
She called anyway. "Hey, Brad, I'm not trying to make a habit of calling you, but it happens that something important came up a second day in a row."
"Is this about the debt? Did the bank find the issue?" Brad asked.
"No, it was paid off by someone else. What I- "
"Who?"
Jenna didn't like him being nosy in her finances. But she also could hear his jealous tone. "No one, just a guy I know. It doesn't matter. What I wanted to ask was, have you seen my DVD? You know, the one I gave you for Christmas. The one of me from college..."
"Why? Do you want to show it to someone?"
It was rich that he was concerned about her doing something with another person. "Do you have it? Because I think we can both agree that it's something I should have now."
"I don't have it, Jen. Honestly. I left it at the house where I always kept it. I didn't want you or your lawyer suggesting I kept it to blackmail you," the ex nervously laughed.
Jenna chuckled in response, "No, I know you wouldn't do that. So, where did you leave it?"
"Where I kept my magazines."
Jenna walked into her bedroom and opened the nightstand drawer. The Maxims that her ex had collected (much to Jenna's annoyance) were gone. Resting on the bottom of the drawer was a clear DVD case with a silver DVD inside of it. "Oh, yes, Collegiate Sluts Productions." Having never found a trace of that company online, Jenna had concluded that it never got funding for production, or it was a made-up company by three horny guys meant to get women naked. Either way, she had the disc.
It had been a long time since Jenna had seen the video. She had watched it with Brad back in college. And she watched it once more when she gave it to him for Christmas nearly a decade ago.
It was not something she really thought about. It was just one of many promiscuous and wild things she had done in school. Last night marked the first time she had even told the story since college. Reflecting upon her narration of events last night, Jenna wondered if she had built it up in her mind. After all, she had last seen it 10 years ago.
Wes was in his room playing music, and Jenna knew she could have privacy in her basement.
Inserting the disc into the DVD player that she used for her cycling workouts, the mother was ready to see if her glory days were how she remembered them.
And sure enough, they were.
The DVD opened with a scene of a wild party. Soon, the camera found Jenna. And she did everything she had described at the nightclub. The only detail she undersold was how much she was grinning and laughing. Watching her smile in the recording brought that same smile to Jenna's face in her basement.
In the video, her butt filled out her mom jeans much better than she thought it did. Her hair was in a ponytail, and she was in her white crop top.
Another small detail that she missed was that when the cameraman asked to feel her breasts, Jenna teased, "Wow, someone's a little horny," and she winked at the camera. She also stepped toward the camera so both men could touch her more easily. Young Jenna then looked around to soak in the large crowd that was watching and enjoying the moment with her.
Jenna then watched the younger version of herself get back into her tight crop top and blow a kiss to the camera.
The mother studied herself flirt in her provocative late-90s attire. She darkly joked that wearing an outfit like that around the house when Wes was home would let her know quickly if he had actually been admiring her in an un-son-like way.
Jenna's face turned to stone. No... no, no no.
There's no way. He would've guessed they were all gone. Jenna paced around her small concrete basement before sitting on her bike and starting to pedal.
See, back when Wes had hit puberty, Jenna wasn't exactly oblivious to male needs. She knew what boys did once they hit that phase. On numerous occasions, she would walk into his room and find lotion, and tissue, and sometimes Brad's Maxims that Wes had snuck from his room. She never said anything to Brad, deciding that it was a father-son conversation. Now Jenna wished she had told Brad, especially because he kept the damn DVD in the same drawer.
Calm down. Brad probably kept it way at the bottom. And porn is fucking free on the Internet. He's not 13. He wasn't sneaking around for Maxims in the last year. The odds seemed slim to Jenna, but there was a horrible possibility that Wes had seen this video. Fucking Brad!
Jenna imagined a curious Wes sifting through his dad's stache of porn mags and then him finding a single DVD in the thick stack of papers.
Ok, calm down. Don't let your mind run wild. Don't freak out, just figure out if it's true. It was merely a suspicion. You would have noticed a more obvious change in his behavior around you, right? Then again, he built a fucking porn distribution system and managed it for a year without you realizing it.
Without asking Wes, she had to know the truth. That was when Jenna remembered a more obvious method.
The Hawn parents, Brad and Jenna, were both clean people. Their house had always been regularly power washed. Their possessions were valued and treated with respect. Brad would always handle a disc by the edge with the tips of his fingers. However, the Hawn child, Wes, was another story. It took him years to begin using coasters. Jenna had never seen her son handle a DVD, but she had a pretty good idea as to how he would handle one.
The mother ejected the erotic disc.
And her heart sank.
The top of the silver disc was covered in fingerprints that reflected in the light. Jenna shuddered. Her son had watched the video, and not just once.
***** Ch. 15
Jenna was honked at twice for driving errors on her way over to the diner to meet Bri and Layla for Sunday brunch. Her mind was somewhere else.
For their second meet-up in a row, Bri and Layla could tell their friend was distraught.
"What's going on? You're not regretting last night, are you?" Bri gently prodded.
"No, no. It's something else. It involves Wes again."
"Oh, are you worried about that hot girl from the video we watched sleeping with him for more money?"
Bri smacked her forehead in response to Layla.
"No, Layla. But thanks for reminding me." Feeling closer to her friends after last night, Jenna knew she could tell them. "Wes has seen my DVD."
It took them a few moments. "Woah, what?! Hold on, like you mean he's just seen the DVD, or he watched the DVD?"
Jenna sighed. "He watched it. A few times at least."
After Jenna explained the fingerprints, Layla asked, "Why do you think he watched it? Do you think he knows it's you?"
The mother's eyelids clenched. "Yes, Layla, he knows it's me. It's obvious. And he watched it for the obvious reasons."
"That's hilarious," Bri chuckled.
"What?! How?" Jenna strangled her silverware.
"C'mon. That's funny that he found it. It's funny he likes it."
"Okay, neither of you have a son. You don't realize how serious this is."
"Honestly, what do you think is so bad about this?" Bri sipped her mimosa.
Jenna shook her head in frustration. "He's going to look at me as a sex object instead of a mother. I'm pretty sure he's already checking me out."
"Can you blame him? You're really hot. He didn't need the video to know that." Bri always had interesting ways of complimenting Jenna.
"Bri, the entire dynamic of our relationship and how he sees me are going to change forever. Do you not realize the problem?"
"Well, I mean, you said he's already seen it a bunch of times. Do you notice him treating you differently or with less respect?"
"No." (In fact, he had been treating her better.)
"So, that means he still clearly sees you as a mom."
"Yeah, but he's checking me out and it's uncomfortable."
"Seriously?" Bri coughed on her drink. She whispered across the table, "You just let two random dudes his age turn you into a slut sandwich and jizz inside you. And then you fucking bragged about it with them to their friends. But your son sneaking peeks after getting turned on by a hot video of you is your cause for concern?" Layla laughed loudly.
Jenna's cheeks were red, and she did not enjoy the two-on-one debate. Bri had a point, though. Jenna had been dealing with horny guys and uncomfortable advances her whole life. Her son's attraction was weird by normal standards, but it made perfect sense after him unsuspectingly seeing that video of her. "Maybe I'm overreacting."
"Think about it," Bri pondered out loud, "you were just worried about how he had been hiding secret porn videos from you and lying about it even after you found out. And now it's almost the reverse. So, now, why don't you just handle things with him in the same way that you want him to handle things with you."
"Dammit, you're annoying," Jenna frustratingly grinned.
"It's my job," Bri winked.
"So, Bri, while you're in the mood to give advice, why don't you tell me how I bring up to him that I don't want him selling porn anymore because I'm scared he'll get blackmailed and ruin his life."
"That I don't know." Bri then quipped, "I'm usually the eye candy who is offering handsome college students high-paying jobs - I'm never the one who is trying to take them away."
At home, Wes was busy, but not with work. Wes was busy exploring his mom's hamper. After the interaction he had with her in the morning, he was feeling closer to her. So, he was resorting to a habit that was becoming more common. When he had been in classes during the week, he missed not having access to the hamper.
It didn't take him long to find a pair of dark blue underwear that was nestled inside a pair of jeans. The aroused son reached in and removed the odorous panties. There was something about these that was different, though. In the center of the soft cotton, there was a hard off-white stain. There was another type of staining that encompassed a larger area.
One definitely smelled like pussy juice. The other certainly looked and smelled a lot like semen. Wes's first thought, of course, was who fucked his mom last night when she went out with friends. His next thought was surprisingly arousing. She didn't make the guy wear a condom.
Wes sent a photo to his business partner, Bella. "Is this semen in the middle there?"
"Well hello to you too lol. And yeah! Looks like some lucky girl got it good on a one night stand ;)"
"How do you know this isn't from just a date lol?"
"I wouldn't wear those if I thought there was a chance I was getting laid."
Panty-raiding was relatively new to Wes, but just from walking into the laundry room through the years, he knew his mom had sexy thongs. Bella was right. Wes then noticed the boring beige bra lying atop the hamper. Holy shit, she fucked some random guy last night! The son was mind-blown and excited. Did she start doing this after dad left? Was she doing this shit the whole time she was with him? No, this was definitely a rare thing, because she would've expected the sex.
Wes didn't want some other guy's cum on him. So he removed his shirt, lay on his toned back, and stroked his cock the mere sight of the panties - the panties that proved it was possible his mom could be the type of hot slut who would someday, somehow, end up having sex with him. Dude, I don't know whether you're insanely lucky or insanely unlucky that she's your mom.
***** Ch. 16
A week later, pacing in her room, Jenna played out the upcoming conversation in her head. She imagined her statements and her responses to the many different reactions her son could have. The weekdays, where Wes was back in class, had given Jenna plenty of time to think. But she had procrastinated the entire weekend so far.
Obviously, Jenna had to have a talk with her son. Sho no longer felt guilty over Wes finding the video. It wasn't her fault. And the video was the truth. It was a truth that made her happy, and she should not have to apologize for it or be embarrassed by it. What was delaying the talk was that, as Bri had wisely pointed out, since Jenna encouraged Wes to be open and ask any questions concerning his uncomfortable videos, then she should be open and honest about him finding hers.
Fuck. I'm actually going to do this. Jenna walked to her son's door and knocked.
"Yes?"
"It's me. Can I come in for a minute?"
Wes opened his door and sat back down on his bed. His bedroom had that young man smell - some sweaty things that should have been washed, mixed with some body spray. "What's up?"
Jenna felt odd standing there in her son's room and looking down at him. It reminded her of when she was about to yell at him. She also felt him taking in her appearance. Jenna sat down on the edge of the bed next to Wes.
"Well..." she began, "I think it's best I just come right out and say it. I know you've been watching that video of me."
No... Wes's face shot bright red. "What do you mean?"
"The video of me from when I was in college that's in the nightstand in my room. I know you've been watching it." Jenna knew she could not leave that simple truth up for discussion.
Still, Wes tried his best. "Wait... What?! I have no idea what you're talking about."
Jenna looked her son straight in his blue eyes with an 'oh-come-on' stare. "I saw your fingerprints on them."
Shit. Wes was beaten. He had nothing to say in his defense, so he just stared back at his mom, waiting on her reaction.
"I'm not mad that you watched it. I get it," Jenna began her speech from memory. "I'm mad that you lied about it. And I'm disappointed that you've been lying to me all summer, and all year."
Wes nodded. Thank god. His shoulders relaxed after learning he was not in deep trouble.
Looking at her son's still-nervous face, a new sense of guilt washed over Jenna. She was being a hypocrite. She was about to begin a long lecture about honesty and openness while she herself was still planning on withholding some information. You have to tell him.
"Listen," Jenna deviated from her speech, "I ended up telling Layla and Bri some of what you've been up to." The mother sighed, "And they got a premium account on your website."



The son's eyebrows raised. This was surprising to him. "Oh."
"I had been watching it a little to see what you've been up to all this time." Jenna saw her son cringe. "As I said earlier, the stuff you make isn't bad or worrying to me. It's the danger you're in. I know you don't want me to talk to you about this. But imagine all of the people who can find out that you are the head of a porn site. If someone shares your identity or calls you out online, think about how other people would treat you forever. Wes, take a lesson from you finding this tape of me - When you make adult videos, you never know who is going to find out. And it can come back to bite you." Jenna hoped a personal story would help the message resonate.
"I know you're right about that," Wes admitted. "I just- I don't do anything that bad. I'm really careful. I did stuff with one of the women regularly a long time ago. And that was it. New recruits try to have sex with me all the time because they think they can get a leg up. I almost never do anything with them. And I have set rates anyway, so them trying that with me cannot possibly help them."
That was not the answer Jenna wanted to hear. Not even close. At least he's finally talking. "Which one was it? Which girl did you do things with a lot?"
"Why do you care? Are you going to talk to them?!" Wes panicked.
"No, no, relax. I wouldn't do that." Jenna explained, "I've explored your site, and I've seen the girls on there. It just helps me understand it in better context."
Wes breathed. "It's this girl, Bella. On the site, though, she goes by Melanie Jones. She actually goes to school with me. That's how I got started."
"Ohhh." Things started to make sense for Jenna. "And Melanie? Really?"
"Why? Do you think she's out of my league or something," Wes questioned, semi-jokingly.
"No, not at all. I'm your mom - I think every girl is in your league," Jenna tried to joke back and soften the tension. "No, it's just that, you don't seem like her, um, preferred clientele."
"What do you mean by that?" Wes knew exactly what she meant.
How do I say this? "She seems to be really into black guys, and only black guys."
"How do you know that?"
"I read it on her profile page," Jenna answered.
"That's not on her profile page... The only time she starts bringing up black guys is in her videos." Wes was slowly confirming a crazy hunch he had.
Jenna's mouth moved but the words had trouble escaping. "Oh. Well, as I said, I watched a couple of videos to know what you've been up to. So that must have been one I watched."
Wes was stunned. "You just said you know she's only into black guys. That means you had to have watched a bunch of her videos." He watched his mom's face freeze. "You're lying to me. That's unbelievable!" The son stood up in a huff.
"Wes, wait. Wait, please." Dammit.
"You came in here with this bullcrap about honesty, and you were just trying to manipulate me the whole time!"
"No, I swear," Jenna pleaded, "I didn't plan on it. I came in here wanting to be honest. I just panicked because I didn't expect to talk about this. Please, let's talk. We need to, Wes."
"You're just going to keep lying to me."
"I swear I won't." Jenna raised her right hand. "Wes," she spoke slowly, "I swear I'll be honest with you. Okay? Can we promise each other to not lie or hide things? We'll get through this a lot easier. If you think I'm lying at any point, you can stop talking to me about this forever."
After a few more deep breaths, the son sat down. He understood how uncomfortable this was for his mom because he knew how awkward this was for him. "Okay. Fine. Tell me how you know about Bella. Or I guess 'Melanie'."
Jenna touched her face. Do the right thing. "I've been watching her videos, along with some other women on your site."
"Why?"
"For the same reason you watched that video of me a bunch of times. It's porn that I like," Jenna said candidly.
Woah. "What did you like about it? And who are the other girls you watched?"
"Okay, hold on. This is going to be a two-way street," Jenna informed. "So, what is your plan with all of this? Where do you see this side venture going?"
"I mean," Wes proclaimed, "I can keep doing this as a full-time job for a long time. I make better money with this than I would with anything else."
Hell no. "Ok. That- uh- that's not going to happen."
"Why not?"
"You can't be a porn distributor. You have a great brain. Porn can't be your contribution to society."
"People like it. You like it."
"Let's not go that far. I watched some of it. And people like drugs too, but that doesn't make 'drug dealer' a worthy and safe profession. And wait, hold up... Does this mean you haven't even started applying for any actual jobs yet?"
"Nope. I haven't had to." Wes knew what his mom's reaction would be.
"Honey, they go fast! The best offers are happening now! Entry-level people are the ones that get hired later in senior year. Do you wanna make half of what you're worth?!"
"Okay fine, Mom. I'll look into applying for jobs. Can we move on now?" Wes was annoyed that his current job didn't count as real work.
"Okay." Jenna knew she hadn't gotten through yet. But something else had been bugging her. "Can I ask you another question? It's kind of an uncomfortable one: Why did you watch that video of me a lot? What do you see in it that you like enough where it helps you overcome the fact that it's your mom?"
Wes held his eyes down. He didn't want to be honest, but he recognized this could be his only chance ever to tell his mom how he felt without serious repercussions. Then again, this could also nuke their relationship. Dude, you gotta say it now.
The son's heart was in his throat. "I watch it a lot because I think it's the hottest video I've ever seen. You were just perfect in it. I mean, you're perfect now, but back then you were too. I just like everything about you in it. And I think I like it more knowing that it's you." He swallowed, "You being my mom, I think, just makes you more attractive in it."
Wowww... Like a deer in the headlights, Jenna stared at her son. She had expected him to say it was hot. She did not expect the rest. She didn't know how to handle this. "What exactly do you like about me in it? I want to understand where this is coming from. And why does me being your mom make me more attractive in it?"
Wes was in the mood to come clean, if anything, for his own mental health. "Everything is perfect in the video. Your looks - the way your hair looks, your skin, your arms being exposed like that, obviously your chest both in and out of the white top, the way your legs and butt look in your jeans. And you just look so happy and you're smiling. I like your whole personality too. I like how much you like being sexy in front of everyone and how you're turning every guy on. I even like how you let the camera people feel you up because you thought it was hot. I think I just like that you have these really good qualities as a mom, and then I can also think of you as being that sexy and have, I guess, a slutty vibe. It's hard to explain. Being a mom makes you happy and being really hot makes you really happy. So I guess I've been imagining that you could make me really happy while I make you really happy."
Uhhh. There was no possible way to respond correctly. Jenna was having trouble processing each part of that statement, let alone all of it together. Her mind was troubled, but her heart was beating faster. Wes's thoughts were so sweet yet so concerning. His compliments made Jenna feel like the most beautiful woman in the world, yet she was worried about the place they came from. She was also amazed by how beautiful Wes thought she was in just a tube top and mom jeans. Jenna found herself wondering how Wes thought she looked on an average day. "Have you been checking me out at all since you've watched this video?"
"Um, yeah. I do, I guess."
Jenna was curious. "What about me do you usually check out? I can feel you looking sometimes."
"Oh, um," Wes scratched his face, "I guess everything. Obviously chest, and butt, and legs, and face."
"Can I ask you another question?" Jenna's interest was piqued.
"Well, can I ask you one now?" Wes had his own questions.
"Yes, of course. I suppose that's fair." The mother wanted to learn more but was willing to wait her turn.
"What porn did you watch on my website?"
"Um..." the mother thought, "I watched Melanie, as I said. I watched Amy, I think it is? She was the one from last week in the bikini video. And I watched Brook's videos where she's the teacher." She responded quickly and then pushed ahead. "So, when you look at me -"
"Wait, those are the three?" Wes was not finished with his turn. "Melanie is the interracial one. Amy is just two guys on one girl. And Brook is the one that has sex with her young male 'students'. Are those things you're into in real life?"
"If you answer my question, I'll answer that. Okay?"
"Ok, I guess." Both Wes and Jenna had an increasing desire to learn more about the other's psychology.
"When you check me out, do you envision me being the version of me from the video? Or do you just see me as I am now?"
That was an interesting question. "Half and half," he figured. "Physically, I just check you out as you are now. I mean, you're probably in even better shape now. Personality-wise, I still imagine you're my mom and everything great about you now, but you have that same fun attitude you used to have in the video."
That answer made Jenna feel on top of the world. She adjusted her posture on the bed. It was hard to tell if Wes was intentionally saying the right things to try to flirt with her. He could be, but he's too nervous to be smooth. I think he's just telling the truth. You should tell him you're not that far removed from the way you were, she darkly joked. She came back to the conversation and wanted to hear more of what her son had to say.
"Sorry, Wes, what was your question again? Oh right, you asked me if I'm into those things in real life. The teacher thing? Eh, depends. The interracial and two-on-one? Yes, I am," Jenna rushed her answer. "So, what exactly was it about me letting the camera crew touch my breasts that made such an impression?"
Wes breathed air onto his face, blowing strands up his medium hair. "Hmm, I think it was just seeing how much you loved being touched and loved being sexy. You knew it was 'wrong' and it would shock them so you did it anyway. Plus, your chest also moved a lot when they touched them. And I really liked your outfit."
"Really? My cliche 90's outfit?" Jenna laughed.
"Yeah. It was simple, but it looked really good on you." Wes half-seriously, half-joked, "You should wear it on Halloween and be a 90's girl."
The mother rolled her eyes. "I am quite sure I don't even have it."
The increasingly aroused son asked his next question. "And you're into interracial and two guys on one girl... Have you done either of those recently?"
Suddenly, Jenna's mind took a step back from her conversation with her son, and she could analyze the situation.
They were seated close together on the edge of the bed. Jenna could see how his arm conveniently rested over his lap. She could see how his face was going flush. Her son was into her, and he was getting worked up. A comment from Bri resurfaced in Jenna's mind, and she was struck with an idea that hadn't occurred to her earlier.
At brunch, when Jenna had asked Bri for advice on how to get Wes to leave his porn business, Bri mentioned how she was the eye candy that convinced attractive young men to take high-paying jobs - not take their jobs away. So far in this situation, Jenna had been determined to take Wes's risky job away. But what if instead of convincing him to drop his job, I encourage him to choose a better one?
The idea was forming. But for it to work, Jenna first needed to increase her bargaining power. "Have I been with two guys at once and a black guy recently? Yes, actually," she answered honestly, looking at her son with more pride than shame.
"That's crazy. How did you even get with two guys at once? How did it happen?" Wes adjusted himself in his bed and swallowed. Fucking tell me, please.
"I probably shouldn't talk about this with you. But I'll tell you a little bit," Jenna prefaced her story. "I went out clubbing with Bri and Layla. We decided to have this competition of who could do the 'sluttiest thing'. Now, I didn't plan on having sex that night. I was just planning to maybe dance with a guy. But, you know how things go - a guy asks you to dance, you say yes, you dance with him, he leaves for a bit, his friend comes up and grabs your chest while he grinds into you, the other guy comes back. Next thing you know you're dancing with two guys and jerking them off a little bit on the dancefloor while they feel you up. And suddenly, you're in a stall in the men's bathroom blowing them before they fuck you."
Holy shit. Wes was so hard that he was in pain. He could not believe his mom just told him that story, especially in the way she told it. He didn't have enough width in his arm to cover his tent. His mom's eyes caught it moving but she swiveled them away to avoid an uncomfortable situation.
"How old were these guys? How'd they ask to dance with you at the same time?" The eager son was enthralled.
"They were around 25. And- "
"That's it?! You seriously did that with guys that age? Does age not matter to you? Like, you'll do things with guys in their 20s?" Wes felt slightly closer to his dream.
"Evidently," the mom shrugged. "And actually, those guys didn't ask. Bri basically told them to turn me into a 'slut sandwich'. And so they did." Aww man, look, you're making his forehead sweat, ha-ha.
"Did you get fully naked for them when you had sex?" Wes was subtly applying pressure on his erection with his arm.
He's fucking rubbing himself right in front of me. "Well, as you know from the video, my tits and ass are crowd-pleasers. So, yes, of course, I let them see and enjoy everything I had to offer."
Wes's entire body was red. His face was beating. He was imagining his naked mom. Dude, just make her keep talking like this. "How did they fuck you at the same time?"
"Funny story about that. It was one in my mouth and the other in my vagina while I was bent over. I had never tried that position before until I watched Amy's video where she did it that way."
"Seriously? Amy from my site?"
"Yep. I guess it inspired me last week. And after watching Melanie's videos all week this week, I guess it's no surprise that I had interracial last night when we went out."
God... "That's so cool!" Wes was having a harder time breathing. 
Jenna had to brush strands of hair behind her ear again. They were sticking to the side of her face. The mother undoubtedly had her son's unwavering attention and interest. She examined his breathing body, which filled out his shirt and shorts much more than it did a year ago. It was then that Jenna's eye caught the clear outline of Wes's erection in his khaki shorts. It seemed to be more exposed by the movement in his arm.
You have him now. This is the best chance you'll have. He'll give up $100k a year for this. Look at his face. He's sweating. And he's as hard as a rock.
"Hey, Wes?"
"Yeah?"
"It's a lot of fun actually getting to talk to you like this."
"I agree completely!"
"Good! I'd like to have a better relationship with you like this. But it's honestly hard to do that when I'm worried about you. I trust you and, obviously, I have no issue whatsoever with the videos you make. But other people can do bad things in the porn industry to a small company. It's important to me that you're not around those people. So, I was hoping that you would consider leaving the porn industry so that you and I could have a better relationship like this." Jenna tried to read her son's face as she spoke.
Ooof... Wes was perplexed. Conversing this way with his mom was a dream. He had never felt so close to her in both a familial and sexual sense. But at the same time, could he throw away the $160,000 he planned to make this year in the off chance his that mom was going to be sexually interested in him? Is she just leading me on again to get me to quit?
"Hmm," the 21-year-old thought. "What does a 'better relationship' mean? And I don't think I can give up so much money."
"You don't have to give up all the money from the videos or shut down the site. Just stop making videos," Jenna pleaded. "And a better relationship could mean many things, I suppose. But it would obviously include both of us talking a lot more honestly like we are now and also being more considerate of each other's feelings."
You got this, Jen. Jenna brushed her hair back again and cleared her throat. "For example, if you show that you're considerate of my feelings by getting a couple of 'traditional' job offers before the end of next month, maybe I can show my consideration to your feelings by buying that cliche 90s costume from the video and spending Halloween with you."
Dude, take it. When will you get this again? Wes could hardly believe his ears. He envisioned his mom wearing that tight white tube top and those mom jeans all evening with him, going to parties together. He was feverish. But wait, dude, think about it... She's willing to do THIS just to get you to stop. Try for more. Really, why the hell not?
"That same outfit from the video? That would definitely be a fun Halloween. But, I can't give up the big money and all the sex benefits of my job just for one night out and getting to talk more openly with you." Wes was proud of how cool he played things.
Jenna had considered her son might say no. She knew it was possible that she'd have to sweeten the pot, but she had not discussed her counter offer. "Yes, that exact outfit. And, I can see your point about the perks of your current job." The mother was sitting on pins and needles. "How about you tell me how I can make things fairer so that my plan makes more sense?" Please don't be gross. Jenna immediately began imagining potential requests and whether she would accept them or not. It was a weird game to play in her head.
"Um," Wes was afraid to over-ask. But he also didn't want to under-ask. "Can you send me pictures of you in your outfits every day - including all of your workout ones?"
"Yes," Jenna snapped. Thank god. Of all the things he could have asked for, that was well on the safe side.
Wes immediately realized he made a mistake. You could've asked for a lot more, dumbass. She said yes so easily. The son quickly followed up as if he was still continuing the same thought. "Yeah, great. So that will take care of weekdays. I just need to think of weekends when I'm home."
Of course... Jenna figured things couldn't be that easy. "And what do you want on weekends when you're home?"
Wes went for broke. "What about head?"
"What?!" Is he out of his fucking mind?!
"Sorry! Sorry! I read the situation wrong."
"You certainly did!" Jenna was bewildered. She scoffed. "That was FAR off from what I thought you'd ask. How could you possibly think that's acceptable?"
Wes was worried he had just ruined everything. "I'm so sorry. I just figured I'd ask for more to see if maybe it'd work. What did you think I'd ask for?"



Jenna rolled her eyes and slapped her hands on her legs. "I don't know, like one of those fucking normal things you read in erotica or see in cliche porn- like cleaning your room in a maid outfit, letting you have my underwear, giving you a lapdance, spying on me getting changed - that type of kind-of-gross-but-not-too-gross shit!"
Woah, dude... The horny son imagined his mom in each of those scenarios. She didn't have the maid personality at all, and it would also make her costume on Halloween seem less special. He already had full access to her underwear. He also didn't like the idea of being a creepy spy, no matter how hot the view. Wes beamed, "I definitely want the lapdance each weekend then."
"No, those weren't offers, Wesley. Those are the things I thought you'd- " The mother saw the lights in her son's eyes and his eagerness. She took deep breaths. If you say yes, this is over now. You fucking said it. If you say no, he might back out forever. C'mon, Jen. You're worried about going too far now? You let two guys cum in you last week. There are worse ways to go too far than giving a good guy an inappropriate lapdance for two minutes.
"Okay, fine," Jenna relented. "But I'm not even ordering the Halloween costume until after you show me proof of a serious job offer."
"Yes! Really?! I'll definitely do that."
Jenna couldn't remember the last time she had seen her son so enthused. His face glowed with happiness. It actually made Jenna happy to see what she was able to do for him. "Yes, really," she shook her head and chuckled at his reaction.
It's happening, dude! Wes's arm was pressed firmly into his erect cock and less subtle in its movements. "Wait, are the lapdances going to be, like, casual ones or actual good ones? And what are you going to wear? What should I wear?"
"Wear normal clothes, because that's what I'm gonna be wearing." It was setting in for Jenna that she had just agreed to sit on her son's lap, press her body against his, and grind into him. He's rubbing his dick just from you talking to him. Jenna exhaled, "And, yes, I'm not trying to pull a trick on you; I promise they'll be good ones."
***** Ch. 17
Summer had been officially over for a week, and October came rolling in. Wes was again back on campus for five days of classes. As promised, he had stopped all recruiting of new actresses. He told current ones that he was no longer paying them to make videos, though they could make new ones for their own sites. He also posted an announcement on his site that anyone that would like to cancel their premium membership because of the production halt may do so.
Wes was sure that his mom, a frequent user, would see the announcement and know that he was following through on his pledge.
Fortunately for Wes, he was still able to profit from the premium members who would stay to keep watching the current videos. Though, that was the last thing on his mind. Just a few days... It'll be here soon. Knowing he was going to experience a new level of sexual tension and pleasure from his bombshell mother was surreal.
As his mother had hoped, her offer was a good motivator for him to apply for jobs. She just needs to see that I'm getting legit offers. I need to get an interview.
The week of waiting brought plenty of nerves for Jenna as well. Putting on a skimpy outfit she used to wear while she spent Halloween with her son was her initial offer. She had hoped that teasing him (though still wildly inappropriate) would have been enough. But that task now seemed innocuous compared to what she was facing. Jenna didn't question her ability to follow through with it (she knew she could and would). She questioned what attitude she should have toward it.
The idea of performing a naturally erotic activity, like a lapdance, with her own son was nearly impossible to process. How the hell do I go about this? How do I even tell him when it's time? Like, 'Hey, Wes, it's time for your lapdance'? God... This is going to be so frickin' awkward. I mean, look, if you treat it like it's awkward, you'll never be able to get through it. It would be brutally uncomfortable for both of you. You have to do it like you would any other one. Jenna shook her head. But... it's not like you can simply pretend he's just some random guy in college that you can grind into trying to make him jizz his pants for fun. Jen, you can do this. Just find the middle ground. Make it a 'motherly' lapdance, hah. The mom laughed nervously at her thoughts. 

Wes drove home early Saturday morning as usual. Another benefit that came out of telling his mom about his true line of work was that he didn't need to leave the house for nine hours on Saturday anymore to pretend he was working a made-up job.
Despite all of his anticipation during the week, Wes avoided his mom most of the day. It was one thing to imagine getting a lapdance from her. It was another thing to approach her and ask her when he would get it. Dude, you're gonna have to bring it up. She's not going to.
Jenna checked a kitchen clock. With her task looming over her head, the day was dragging on forever. You can't go through this tomorrow, too. And afterward, you're gonna need to rinse off and gather yourself before Bri and Layla get here. The mother knew that if she wanted to perform the deed before Bri and Layla arrived for wine night, she would have to do it now. There was a sinking feeling in her stomach.
It being Saturday, Jenna was dressed casually in a pair of soft skinny jeans, a fitted graphic tee, and a pair of white Keds. This is about as basic and normal as it gets. The busty brunette filled out the clothes she was wearing and she wondered if even her casual clothes provided too welcoming of a view. But the reality was that she would be pressing into her son anyway, so changing into less flattering lounge attire would only serve to remind her how inappropriately sexual all of this was. Alright, it's go-time. Remember, Jen, stay calm. This is NOT a big deal. It's a frickin' dance for one song. You've done this type of shit plenty of times in your life. You only need to do three of these before Halloween.
Jenna had done a good job of putting her task in perspective - it was really the only perspective a mom could possibly put this in. She was less daunted, but she was still too nervous to go upstairs, because, like her son, she still had no idea how to initiate this.
Luckily for Jenna, footsteps sounded down the stairs. Wes walked into the kitchen to get more food.
"Oh- Hey, mom." Wes was uneasy. He wasn't sure if his mom could see him shaking or if that was just inside of him. She looks so fucking hot today. (She was dressed no differently than usual.)
"Hey, honey." Jen, you gotta do it right now. Look, he's more nervous than you are. The mother could see that her son was lounging in his room all day. He was in blue basketball shorts and a plain t-shirt. Shit. Would you put some fucking jeans on? Just ask him to change. No, that's weird. Then it looks like you're afraid it'll get sexual. Jenna's eyes went back to her son's face. Just stop stalling and do it. "So, I saw on your site that you stopped making videos... Have you also started applying for jobs?"
Dude, she's gonna do it! "Yeah, I did! I'm committed to doing it. I did everything you asked me to. I applied for 9 'actual' jobs," he smiled.
"Great! Then, um, I know you've probably been wondering when we would do that lap-dance thing we talked about," Jenna swallowed. "I was thinking now would be a good time?"
"Yeah, for sure!" Wes answered loudly and quickly. His knees were weak. "Like, where do you wanna do it?! And how long will you do it for? I realized we didn't talk about it too much."
"Uh, maybe the living room will work? We have those wooden chairs in there," Jenna's voice cracked. "And I was thinking we make it last the length of a song, you know, standard procedure, so to speak." Her son nodded in agreement. "So maybe go move one of those chairs out of the corner. And I'll meet you in there in 5. Sound good?"
Jenna hustled deep into the kitchen and took deep breaths. She opened a bottle of red wine that she had been saving for Layla and Bri's arrival. She took a swig from the bottle and then looked in a wall mirror. Why are you so nervous? If anything, this is funny. Like Bri said, c'mon, it's funny! The mother's psychological tricks on herself were effective. She cracked a smile in the mirror. "See? It's funny. This is a fun thing for him. He's really excited about this. You're being a good mom - He's been so supportive in the last year. Do this for him. Let him have his fun."
After corking the bottle and chewing a breath mint, a considerably more at-ease Jenna entered the living room. Her son was sitting in a wooden chair in the middle of the room. The anxious glow on Wes's face caused Jenna to smile wider. She was happy and also a weird-kind-of proud that she her son feel this excited.
"Hey," Wes grinned. He had clearly used his hands to brush his hair in order to look more handsome
"Hey," Jenna grinned back. The lamp in the living room was off, and there was some yellow light pouring in from the kitchen and through the blinds. I suppose that's the right ambiance. "Alexa, play dance music."
The smart speaker in the living room pulsed and began playing an EDM song. Jenna didn't know the song, but it had a smooth beat, so it worked. A nervous tingle surged through Jenna accompanied by the familiar rush she had whenever she was doing something she "shouldn't" be doing. "Are you ready?" Jenna asked her son (and really herself).
Oh, man. Wes nodded, folding his hands together. "Yeah."
"And no touching," the mom lightheartedly warned.  
Wes chuckled and let his hands drop to his sides. Jenna breathed and bounced lightly to the rhythm before strutting toward the chair. She didn't think. She couldn't. Jenna then spun around and dropped down onto her son's lower thighs, making sure that her legs would be straddling his the entire time.
"Ohhh," Wes breathed. It was a hell of a view. His arms instinctively reached up, but he caught himself before he touched his mom's legs. God her ass is amazing. Dude, just keep your mouth shut and don't freak her out. Let her focus.
The mother sat up and swiveled her hips from side to side. She sat closer to her son's muscular knees rather than his lap and danced. Jen, you know he's going to be hard. Nothing's gonna change that. You've been warming up for a minute now. You have to go in at some point. The beautiful mom brushed her silky brunette hair behind her ears. She then began pushing off of her feet and working toward her son's lap. Just go in. You know how to do this.
Jenna abruptly arched her spine, leaned forward, and lifted herself with her feet. She thrust her firm booty back into her Wes's lower abdomen. Then without warning, Jenna dropped her butt down into his lap and began forcefully circulating and grinding.
"Aahh- Ahhhhh," Wes gasped and moaned. The sensation was euphoric. To know that his mom was doing it was incredible. He had trouble believing his own eyes and nervous system. Fuck. Of course she's good at this too! Of course...
Her own ability to actually go through with this left Jenna questioning herself. What the hell is wrong with me? Ha-ha. Her lack of inhibitions was amusing to her. She had pre-defined limits, but what was acceptable within them was something she'd have to figure out.
But there were other things that drew her focus as she danced. Jenna's prediction about her son already being hard was unsurprisingly true. He was probably hard all day before this. She had tried to ignore the erection, but she was literally rubbing her ass into it. She could feel the swollen mushroom head through his mesh shorts and her jeans. The cockhead was trapped high on her son's hard lower abs. Brad would be pissed if he knew, the mother darkly joked.
Wes was enjoying the view almost as much as the dance. The way his mom's ass stretched her jeans and the way her long hair swayed with her movements were sights that he would remember forever. The scent of her vanilla shampoo and the weight of her body on his legs were things he never considered in his fantasies. She was heavier than he imagined but in a good way. She was solidly built with a tight body and wider hips.
Jenna was grinding with pressure, but it was robotic. She was basically just sitting and bobbing on his lap. She felt off-rhythm, and she felt she was being disingenuous. Jenna had promised her son an 'actual good' lapdance. And also, she had too much pride in her own talents to do something like this so poorly.
Alright, Jen, you're being waayyy too mechanical. Your limits don't exclude giving him an actual fucking lapdance! C'mon, you've been in this position with how many guys before? Relax and follow your natural rhythm. Jenna took a deep breath. His cock is hard, and it will be the whole time. His works the same way as every other guy's. Just rub your ass against it and try to have fun teasing him. You're in this for three weeks, so you might as well rip that band-aid off now.
The mother embraced the reality of her situation. She relaxed her tensed muscles. She then remembered how in college she used to dance with guys and turn them on for fun even though she had no plans of going home with them. Seeing this activity in the same light helped change Jenna's outlook. Suddenly, the lapdance felt less like a chore and more like a short game.
In a changeup, Jenna began grinding from her strong core instead of her hips. This gave her the control, the power, and the fluidity that she had been using to her advantage since she was 18.
Wes immediately noticed the difference. "Ooh ahhhhhh. Wow..." Light moans escaped Wes's mouth. Holy crap... It seemed that every deep, teasing movement that his mom's spherical butt cheeks made was specifically designed to massage and pleasure his cock - and just his cock.
In a way, he was right. Jenna was not a stripper. The only experience she had dancing in men's laps came from when she was riding their cocks during sex. And all of her movements were designed to build them up as much as possible before making them cum.
The relaxed mother heard her son's gasps and short breaths. She turned her head sideways and broke the silence. "Need to stop so you can get a glass of water?"
"No, no!" Wes urged, laughing, "You can keep going."
"Ok, then. Just checking," Jenna chuckled. She then seamlessly switched to slower and wider movements to match the beat change in the song. "So, how's it going so far?" Jenna was truly curious.
Wes could feel his heart beating rapidly and the warm weight on his penis. "This might be my favorite thing ever. This feels amazing. Ahhhh- you're soo good at this."
An immodest grin appeared on Jenna's face, and she blushed. She always felt appreciated and elevated when a guy made a genuine compliment like that. "Thank you. I'm glad you're enjoying yourself."
"This was totally worth it," Wes admitted, his forehead starting to perspire. "Ending the site was so worth it."
That comment reminded Jenna of why they were there. Her son's site was not just a way for him to make money, but it was something he had built from scratch, and it was a keystone of his social life. He gave that all up to be sitting under me right now. It was the ultimate compliment. "It makes me happy to hear you say that. So, what do you like about this so far, exactly?"
"The way my dick feels," Wes breathed. He could practically see his mom's eyes roll even while behind her.
"Yeah, no kidding. That's the point," Jenna shook her head laughing. "I mean, what have I done so far that you liked so much? What about this makes this so worth it?"
"Oh, wow. Huh..." he had to breathe every few words. "I really liked it when you did the thing in the beginning, like where you bent over a little and slid down on me. I loved those broad side-to-side movements you did. Ahh. And I definitely like the view. Your butt looks so good like this."
Jenna smirked and bit her lower lip. She was proud of herself and her seductive arsenal. She was also thrilled that her son was this ecstatic. Well, he's in heaven. Jenna couldn't remember a guy being so enthralled with her and actually being able to explain why. With men it was always, "You're hot," and, "I don't know. It's just amazing." Jenna loved hearing actual feedback. And she found it heartwarmingly funny to hear her son's reaction to every small thing she did as if it was the greatest moment of his life.
A playful but motherly grin grew on Jenna's face. She raised her ass 12 inches off of Wes's lap. She then arched her back forward much more than last time, which granted her son an incredible view of her cyclist's butt. She thrust it back into his upper abs and lower chest, grinding it in as she slowly lowered herself down. Just before she reached his lap, she tightly gyrated her hips, working her butt firmly into his thick cockhead. She then raised her ass again, just a few inches, and then dropped it. The lively ass slid down the length of Wes's cock and landed with an audible thud on his lap.
"Oh my god. Oh wow. Oh wow. Ahhh." There was not one moment where Wes was silent. Fuck, Mom! Wes's body was sticky and hot. "Damn, Mom, that was incredible. How'd you do that thing where you grinded on just the top of my dick? You landing on me was so hot."
Jenna was back to grinding forcibly side to side. Her face was close to hurting from her smiling and holding in laughter for so long. It was funny to her to see the effect she had on her son. "I told you I'd give you really good lapdances," she looked back at him. "And I figured you'd like that."
Wes wanted it to continue. "Do you have any more of those surprise moves? Do you know any stripper moves, ha-ha? You can do anything. I'll be fine with it," he encouraged. His heart raced, and the muscles in his hands were stiff. She's in another league. Wes was realizing how much a person could learn from many conquests.
"Hmm," Jenna thought. She was in a good mood. "I don't know if they're stripper moves for sure. But I know a few things that might be fun." This song could last 2-and-a-half or 10 minutes. I should've checked.
"Okay!"
Jenna mentally sifted through her niche repertoire of moves she had for when on a man's lap. Definitely not those. The 'lie-down thing' is probably not bad if I just move up. Not that one. The arm thing is bad - well, I can do it without the arm. The leg spread's really no different than this. A few of them were just sex positions but without the penetration. One was from a movie, and she had never tried it.
Jenna had to rule some moves out for being too intense and inappropriate, which was the same reason why she wasn't going to turn around to dance. He can barely handle me facing away from him.
"Okay, I have three things I can try that aren't too over the top. I think you'll like them," Jenna smugly grinned.
"Really? Go right ahead."
Jenna stood up. Her back pockets were just below her son's eye line. She looked behind her, both to see her son's mesmerized face, as well as to line up her latitude.
She then planted her ass squarely on Wes's chest. She slowly slid down his body like last time. This time, however, she leaned into her son's body so her back slid against his chest. When Jenna finally landed on her son's lap, her head was next to his and her neck was on his shoulder.



"Ahhh, you're killing me," Wes muttered under his breath. Jenna's ear was next to his mouth, so she heard him.
The mother chuckled. She felt his chest rising and falling into her shoulder blades. This was basically a position that she used for chair sex, except her arm was not wrapped behind Wes's head. Jenna began flexing her core and lightly rolling her hips. She could hear her son moaning and panting with each shift in weight on his cock. She felt him try to rub himself underneath her. He's gonna pass out! "Are you doing okay back there?"
No, I need to fucking cum. "Yep! Just a little hot." Wes's body was a boiler room. Dude, just keep it together. You need to.
"I can tell you need a short break," Jenna cracked up. "We can end it early if you need to."
"No, I swear I'm fine. You can keep going." Fuck, dude. Get a grip.
Jenna enjoyed hearing how afraid her son was of it stopping. "Relax, Wes, I'm not getting off. But I will give your hardon a quick break."
Confident that she could pull it off, Jenna wrapped her ankles around the back of the chair. Normally, she would be wrapping them around a guy's naked body and she would be doing this on a mattress. But she worked with what she had.
Wes waited in anticipation.
To Jenna, this felt like the most improper thing she had done thus far, even though it was physically the least intimate. Jenna shifted forward so that she was seated ahead of her son's warm package. She firmly gripped his bare knees. Using her feet behind the chair as leverage, Jenna slowly tipped her upper body forward until she was planking straight out. She moved her hands to the carpet for support.
Jenna was impressed that she executed it without a bed.
Wes was stunned. His mom's thighs straddled the sides of his body. Her head was out past his bent knees. And her beautiful ass, in its entirety, was displayed and laid out before him on his lap. The only possible purpose for this move seemed to be for his mom to show off how curvaceous and firm her butt cheeks really were.
The no-touch rule was pushed to its limit. I need to fucking grab it, or smack it, or something... I'd even be fine with poking it. "Please never stop biking," he jokingly begged his mom, to her delight. "So is there a reason for this move other than to show your butt off?" He teased.
"Nnnnope!" Jenna cracked up.
"Well, I'm a fan."
"I figured you'd be." She flexed her butt cheeks together and then let them rest. Then she flexed them quickly again. Jenna didn't know how to twerk - nor would she try. But based on everything her son was muttering, she knew her flexing was having it's desired effect.
"I love the way it moves."
Jenna continued to flex her cheeks and let them fall. After a few more seconds, Jenna unhooked her feet and pulled her butt forward so she could sit back up.
"You have the nicest ass ever. It's not just the looks. It moves and feels perfectly too." A sweating and bewildered Wes realized that he was with a woman whose skills and abilities were far out of his depth. If I end up cumming on her ass through my shorts, she better not blame me.
"Well, I'm happy you appreciate it as much as I do. Usually, guys become so distracted by my tits that they never focus on my ass."
"I mean, I wouldn't mind getting distracted by those either," Wes not-so-subtly hinted.
Jenna looked back and rolled her eyes. "These dances are ass only. And look at you," Jenna mocked, "you're struggling with just this."
"I'm hanging in there," Wes laughed at himself. He fully understood why his mom didn't want to cross that line.
"Besides," Jenna tilted her head, "there are some fun things that I can only do when facing away from you."
"Like what?"
"Well, this one I know is a stripper move." This was just something Jenna had seen in a movie, but there was nothing complex about it. She hopped off of his lap and stood up. "Here, move to the edge of the seat, and spread your legs apart."
Thus far, Jenna had been the one straddling. So this was a change. Wes followed instructions.
"Here, you can move back a little bit. There ya go." Jenna helped him adjust his positioning on the chair.
Meanwhile, neither of them had noticed that the song had been winding down. It came to an end. There was a long moment of silence. It was awkward until the first beats of the next song played.
Shit. "Is this just the next part of the first song?" Wes hoped out loud. "I think it might be."
"Well, considering it's a new singer and new music, I'm going to say no," Jenna ribbed. She was perspiring from all of her movements in the low-lit room. Jenna had already been mentally set on trying out the new move. It felt like she was leaving a job incomplete. I can't end a lapdance on thirty seconds of conversation.
"So, is it over?" Please say no.
"Well, the song is," the mother explained, "but the promise was to give you a lapdance for a whole song. And I basically gave you a knee dance for the first minute or so, and then we just sat there and talked for the last 30 to 60 seconds. So... Alexa, set a timer for two minutes."
The speaker announced it was setting a timer, and the music continued.
"Seriously?!" Wes's heart was pounding out of his chest, and his body was numb. "Another two minutes?" Fuck yes! She's fucking amazing.
Jenna shrugged. "You've been honoring your word, I'm not going to cheat on mine." She re-guided her son's knees apart. His package jutted out just in front of the seat. The mother turned around again and stood between his legs. Jenna placed her hands on Wes's thighs and bent over until her butt pushed Wes's upper body against the back of the chair.
"Oh fuck. Are you grinding on just the tip again?" Wes was almost too stiff to control his body.
Jenna turned her head back as she worked her way down. She smiled at her overwhelmed son's face. "Of course I am. But only for a little bit."
"Why?" Wes wavered.
"Because, remember, this is to do that cool move I can only do to you when facing away from you." Jenna's ass reached Wes's lower abdomen once more. She concentrated her swirling cheeks on his circumcised cockhead, which she easily felt through his mesh shorts.
"Uhhh. Ahhahh! Ugh!" Wes's moans were giving way to tormented groans and grunts. "Wow, wow, wow, wow, wow."
After a satisfying fifteen seconds, Jenna then did what she had originally planned on doing. The mother lowered herself between her son's legs and rubbed her ass down the length of his rigid cock. She squatted in her jeans until she was massaging his previously hidden testicles.
"Oh fuck," Wes hazily remarked.
A proud Jenna responded, "Pretty cool, right?"
Wes peered straight down his body to see that a tall blue peak had appeared. The rest of his tent and his groin were covered by his mom's vigorously circulating ass. She was keeping her balance with a strong grip on his mid-thighs. This is fucking better than sex. "I like this move a lot. I like you grinding on my balls. There's no way you know how good this feels," Wes admired.
"Oh yeah? You're actually about to like this move even more." Jenna breathed through her extended workout.
"How?"
Her playful smile was replaced with a more sinister one. Jenna pulled her butt away before thrusting it back onto the tip of her son's throbbing cockhead. She then perfectly aligned her buttcrack with her son's shaft. Jenna could feel the length of the cock enveloped between her two spherical butt cheeks. You fucking did it first try. How 'bout that? She then deliberately made powerful, quick, small rotations, and slowly worked her way down Wes's favorite body part.
Unsurprisingly, Wes liked it too. No fucking way. Oh, fuck! "Ohhh, that's so fucking good. Don't stop! I fucking love this." His mind was melting. He could barely think.
"I wasn't planning on stopping," Jenna assured. He's frickin' losing it. She pulled away and stuck her ass back onto the top of his tent before slowly working her way down again. Her ass worked Wes's concealed cock like a paint roller on a wall, but with an added gyrating movement. With each pass, Jenna used more force. She dug her fingers into Wes's legs, trying to leverage more pressure.
Jenna knew that continuing this until the timer went off would be the proper way to finish this week's dance.
"Oh fuck. Fuck. I'm gonna need to cum so much later," Wes panted, exhausted.
That was a weird thing to hear her son say, but Jenna was hardly surprised. After this, he'd probably blow up if he didn't cum. "Oh, really? Does it have anything to do with what I'm doing right now?"
"Yes! It's literally entirely because of this!" Wes practically shouted. "You're so fucking hot."
The exuberant response was what Jenna was hoping to hear. She promptly broke her pattern to stand up, press her ass into her son's heaving chest again, and work her way down onto his cockhead. Once his moans became too loud, Jenna finished grinding down the length of his shaft and then went back to her 'paint roller' technique.
Ahh, ahhhhhh! Wes suddenly felt his pink cockhead burn. It reignited every time Jenna began a new cycle. I'm not gonna last. Fuck! Dude, you can make it! You can make it. Don't ruin this. Don't fucking ruin it...
But his mom's relentlessness was proving fatal. The exhausted, horny, and stimuli-overloaded son knew he had finally passed the breaking point. "Fuck. I'm gonna wanna cum to this, Mom," he breathed.
"I would think so," she smirked. "You don't need to hang here when the song stops. You can go run right up to your room after this and have your private time - that would be quite the compliment. I'll just assume you're occupied until you come out later tonight."
Jenna didn't realize what her embarrassed son meant this time.
"No! I mean- " Wes's eyes shuttered. His muscular body was stiff as a board. His toes were curled, his fists closed. "AAAAHHHHH! UUUUUUGGHHHH! AAHH-AAAHHH!"
Jenna froze too because she soon realized what was happening. It was not the loud grunts and cries that triggered her stoppage. It was the feeling of thick liquid hitting her shirt on the small of her back. No fucking way...
The mother immediately pulled herself up and spun around.
The head of a red, swollen cock poked through the waistbands of Wes's boxers and blue shorts. It rested on Wes's t-shirt. There was a trail of dense white cum landing from his chest. Jenna's eyes went wide. Wes regained his sight and looked down. He panicked and covered it in embarrassment. The burning sensation he had felt was from the denim seam between his mom's butt cheeks meeting his sensitive flesh.
Jenna could see from her son's disbelief and terror that he didn't pull his shorts down. I fucking tugged them down with my ass. She was silent.
"I am so sorry! Sooooooo, sooooo sorry!" Fuck, holy shit. What the fuck's wrong with me? Dammit! Wes had experienced the most explosive orgasm of his life, but all he could think about was the horrific mistake he just made. "It was an accident. I tried to tell you it was happening. I swear," he pleaded, covering himself up. But covering himself up did little good, as his light blue shorts were died dark blue. His wet cotton boxers and mesh shorts clung to the surface of his dick.
The mother raised her hand in a calming way. It was more to calm herself than her son. "It's okay. I know it was an accident. I can see now that you were trying to tell me." Relax, Jen, none of it actually got you. You're okay. How many guys have jizzed on you before? It's no big deal.
Jenna got over her initial shock. He just fucking jizzed everywhere - from a fucking lapdance. Her face started to crack. You fucking pulled his shorts down with your ass. Jenna snickered. Look, he's petrified that he came. The mother was trying to muffle her chuckling. It was hard not to see the comedy in this.
"Beep beep! Beep beep!" When the timer went off from the smart speaker, less than half a minute after Wes blew his load, Jenna erupted in laughter. Wes was confused, but he took it as a sign of relief. He forced a laugh too, not getting what the joke was.
"What's so funny?"
"Nothing. Nothing. Just, of course, that would happen," Jenna rolled her eyes, with them watering slightly.
You might be fine. "You're not mad? Are we still gonna be able to do this next week?"
"I'm not happy about having to clean cum out of my top. But, no, I'm not mad. It's probably at least half my fault," she admitted. "Some motherly advice though, whenever you're with a girl, don't say 'I'm gonna wanna cum to this,' say, 'I'm about to fuckin' cum,' so they know to fucking act on it right away." Jenna still laughed.
"Ok, noted. So are we gonna still do this next week too?" Wes was relieved he was not in trouble. But he still was anxious about his mom calling the deal off after this mishap.
"Of course, if you hold up your end of the deal again, I'll hold up mine." In a loving taunt, Jenna added, "Though, I guess now I can't promise you a whole song."
Wes beamed. His demeanor perked up as much as it could for someone who was just drained. "I'll wear, like, spandex boxers and spandex shorts so nothing can be tugged down," Wes retorted.
Jenna laughed. "Well, I actually wouldn't do that," she admitted. "I can't really do what I need to do well if your dick is trapped. Wear shorts like that - just tie them tighter." Her son nodded his head. "Anyway, I have to go get ready for Bri and Layla. Move the chair back and maybe blow a fan in here?"
Wes told her he'd get the room straightened up, and Jenna hustled upstairs.
***** Ch. 18
In her bathroom, Jenna ran a cold shower and then carefully removed her top. She held up the back of her t-shirt before her. There was a tall spread of melting white goo. Jesus, did he just not jerk off all week in preparation? Jenna thought back to when she danced against his testicles. She didn't remember gauging their size with her butt. It'll just be easier to throw the damn shirt out, Jenna snickered. She then noticed a rope of cum running off the shirt. Jenna turned around in her mirror. "Of course..." In addition to darker stains on her jeans, likely from Wes's leaking precum, there was a large splotch of white semen. Guess I'll be wearing different pants tonight.
The mother turned her attention back to her shirt. She smell of the fresh ejaculate was potent. Without thinking, she pinched a gooey puddle with her finger and thumb. She watched the liquidy strands form and break as she separated her fingers, and noticed its consistency as it slowly ran down her fingers. Jenna then held her fingers under her nose and let the scent waft in. Yeah, that smells like someone just came - and super salty. Her body mildly reacted. Jenna, somewhat instinctively, darted her tongue out and let a small droplet stick to her tongue. Hmm, she sighed and shrugged. It's a natural curiosity.
Jenna then used her free hand to wriggle out of her jeans. In the mirror, she could see the wet spot that formed in her striped thong. You were grinding on a hard dick as hard as you could, what else would you expect? Jenna comfortably explained.
After kicking away her jeans, she peeled her thong down with her dry hand. Her bra came off next, and she stared at the mirror. A sweaty but familiar and relaxed face stared back. Hey, you just made a cute 21-year-old cum on your back from a fully clothed lapdance... you're getting better with age. The mother then stood at the entrance of the running shower. She examined her cum-covered index finger and thumb, and then she studied her shower drain. No, this was a huge deal for him, and that's sooo disrespectful. I know you don't want to, but he deserves it. Jenna slipped her fingers in her mouth as she walked into the relieving shower.
***** Ch. 19
In his room, Wes lay in his bed, gazing at the ceiling. He had yet to clean his cock off or change out of his clothes. He was stunned, and his mind spun. You just did that. That just happened. She just did that to you. And you just fucking did that on her.
Wes thought back to the last year: Him finding that video of his mom in his dad's drawer, him being sexually frustrated by his thoughts of his mom, Bella coming from out of the blue to offer him relief and a wonderful distraction, him thinking about his mom again and learning more about her. "Now she's giving me lapdances that make me cum."
Wes slunk to his feet and removed his clothes. He inspected his naked body in his mirror. His muscles were not quite buff yet, but he had great tone with defined cuts in his abs. His shoulders and neck were much thicker and prouder than they used to be. His shaft was fairly well-hung (It would fall into Jenna's category of "a very healthy boy"), and his balls were once described by Bella as "fucking monsters." Wes was handsome, and he was still way out of his mom's league - but literally every other guy is too. She obviously doesn't care about your age either. So, other than being her son... Wes laughed.
In the shower, Wes rehashed his thoughts again and again. Do you think she liked it as much as you did? She seemed to love it. Though, it's in her nature - maybe she was making the best out of a chore. I mean, she's only doing this because she wants you to stop managing porn. And she fucks guys all the time. She might just always find a way to have a good time and none of it means anything more than that. But she did those extra tricks and was fine with adding extra time? The college student was confused. But he was fine with that. He just didn't want it to end.
It was not long before he heard Bri and Layla knocking on the front door.
***** Ch. 20
After drinking wine, the three friends went to the same nightclub they had gone to the previous two Saturdays, at Jenna's insistence. Jenna could have fun and draw attention anywhere, but this club was the only one where she knew she could fulfill her current desire.
Jenna felt she could tell her friends anything. But she was nowhere near ready to talk to them about what just happened with Wes. Part of her had wanted to blurt it out on the porch, but Jenna needed to digest the situation first.
In the nightclub, after downing a cocktail, Jenna, wearing a tight sweater dress and boots, strutted straight toward two of the youngest-looking men in the room. It was not long before she was provocatively dancing with them. She only danced between them for a few songs before she was removing two condoms from her clutch as the men walked her to into the men's bathroom.
Jenna was surprised by how wet she was and how badly she was in need of relief. This time, she chose to sit down on a lucky young man's lap so that he could bounce her on his thighs and cock. She faced forward and zealously blew the other lucky man. She let them switch positions twice before she helped a satiating orgasm rip through her body. A clear-minded Jenna rejoined her friends and took it easy for the rest of the night.
***** Ch. 21
The following two weeks were not so different.
Over the next 13 days, Wes racked up as many interviews and offers as he could. He was stimulated by the daily selfies his mom was sending him of her in her biking pants and tops. The son loved the photos, but he made sure not to use them as an excuse to flirt with her. He knew he was climbing a steep mountain, but he had no chance if he started coming across as creepy. Just focus on getting job offers. Wes fantasized that the more over-the-top he went on his side of the agreement, the more his mom would reward him.



It ended up being kind of true. On each of the next two Saturday evenings, Jenna upped the ante of her dances. Most of that was simply Jenna trying out new things to avoid being repetitive. But, of course, knowing that her son was trying so hard to make her proud did encourage Jenna to add more erotic flair with everything she did.
On the Monday after her first dance, Jenna had found some instructional videos online for 'safe' moves that she could perform with her son. She quickly realized that her lapdance had been especially focused on physical pleasure compared to standard dances. Jenna had to either shamefully admit that her 'motherly' lapdance was not motherly at all, or embrace the idea that her methods were actually the right ones.
Her prideful response was not surprising. "What's the point of just putting on a show and barely doing anything? What would a man get out of that? That's just a way to take guys' money without giving them anything of substance." Jenna was being a little harsh of the stripping profession, but she was right in that her style of lapdance had more integrity. She pointed to her son's orgasm as proof of that.
So, of course, on the weekend of the second dance, Wes again orgasmed intensely. This time, it was no surprise to Jenna when she heard the same loud grunts and groans behind her followed by the sensation of a jolting erection against her butt. Wes's tied mesh shorts were able to contain his pink head despite the unrelenting force of his mom's ass. The song that Jenna had chosen was six minutes long, not wanting her dance to seem intentionally shorter than the first. Besides, they did a lot of talking that cut into the dance time.
The dance on the third weekend was more of a rush because Wes was on the verge of orgasm as the song was coming to an end. Figuring that since this was their last lapdance, Jenna decided she would complete the dance in the same way she had the previous two (And it admittedly bothered her that she didn't achieve the same result as the last two times).
"I'm gonna cum now. I'm gonna cum now!" Wes had dryly moaned. Jenna joked, "Is it in your shorts again?" "Yes," he breathed as the song ended. There was silence and then a new song began. But Jenna didn't stop fiercely grinding up and down. She made sure she held her son's cock between her butt cheeks until she felt him cum. When Wes asked if she had realized the song had changed, Jenna explained, "I did. But you would've finished if I hadn't taken time to stand up and do that butt-twirl thing as part of the lapdance - I mean, I wasn't even on your lap."
On each of those two Saturdays, even though there was no finger-licking afterward, Jenna continued her routine of showering, sipping wine with Bri and Layla, and then finding a couple of eager young men to help her get off in the men's room.
***** Ch. 22
It was the last school week before Halloween. After weeks of incredible experiences and having nobody to confide in, Wes finally caved and told Bella what was going on with his mom. He figured Bella would be nonjudgmental since he had kept her secret for so long. Bella didn't find it normal exactly, but she at least pretended to be supportive. "Like, wow, um- I guess I hope that your night out with her is as amazing as you dream it'll be," she spoke honestly.
When classes ended that week, Wes drove home Friday for a change. Halloween had been on Thursday, so obviously the parties were moved to over the weekend. Jenna insisted he come home to go out on Friday night instead because it was going to rain on Saturday. The greater truth was that Jenna didn't want to ditch her friends on Saturday and have them asking questions.
Wes was more than happy to see his mom a day early, especially if it meant going out with her sooner. Dude, she's gonna do this! She would've made up an excuse by now. I mean, she did everything else. But what if she ends up not wearing the costume, or saying she couldn't find it, or 'modifying' it by adding a bra and a tank top?
As his mind speculated wildly, Wes reminded himself of a secret he had. He felt bad for doing this, but he had not yet accepted any of his job offers, even though that meant that a highly competitive one was revoked. He loved his mom and certainly would not blackmail her. But the reality was that if his mom didn't honor her end of the deal, he was going back to making tons of money distributing porn. I forwarded her four job offers. She knows I have them. I think she's gonna follow through.
But Wes's secret was being kept in vain. Because, while Wes was driving home that late afternoon, Jenna was currently examining the "costume" that she had bought at the mall on the day that her son had sent her the emails of his numerous job offers. He really went after it. I should've started motivating him like this earlier on.
At the mall, Jenna had success piecing together her outfit. She found a cheap pair of blended-fabric mom jeans that gave off the same look as her ones in college. She found the block heels after three stores. It was the white tube top that was somewhat embarrassing to purchase.
Jenna searched through nine stores before finally finding the closest replica in a young women's fashion store. The cashier asked Jenna if she wanted her to gift wrap it, presumably for Jenna's nonexistent daughter. In spite of that experience, Jenna had fun finding a black grommet belt and some tacky neon bracelets. She wanted to make it clear that she was a '90s girl' and not just some hot mom in a slutty top.
Staring at her ensemble laid out on her bedding, Jenna wondered if Wes would be upset that the costume was not exactly the same. Worst case scenario, I ditch the accessories and go as the 'hot mom in a slutty top', Jenna laughed. 
***** Ch. 23
"Oh my god, that's hilarious!" Jenna applauded and laughed as her son walked through the front door.
"Thanks," Wes grinned. He eyed his neon, geometric-patterned athletic shorts and matching light pink t-shirt. "I figured it would match your costume without being too dorky."
"It looks good on you," Jenna warmly complimented. "You just need the windbreaker."
"Thanks. And I think that would cross the dorky line," Wes responded. "So... Were you able to find everything for your costume?"
"Well, it was a bit of an ordeal. And I made a couple of small changes to make it more like a costume (Wes's heart sank as she spoke), but I think it turned out well. I would've had it on if I knew you'd have yours on already."
"Yeah, makes sense." The son spoke dryly, sensing reality wasn't going to live up to his dreams.
"I just ate, but you can eat some leftovers. And I'll go get ready."
"Okay." Wes felt gutted, but he also was annoyed with himself for feeling like he was being wronged. Just what his mom had done for him so far was special. If she walks down wearing a fucking ski parka, you should tell her she looks beautiful and be fine with it. But still, he hoped for the best.
Upstairs, Jenna was undeniably excited. Regardless of the surrounding circumstances, you would be hard-pressed to put on a self-created Halloween costume without being excited to show it off.
The mother wondered what her son would say when he saw her, or how he'd respond when she asked him what he liked about it. After brushing her hair, brushing her teeth, and applying makeup, Jenna stepped in front of her full-length mirror. She adjusted her posture to see how her outfit moved with her body. It was strange to see herself in an outfit she used to wear. Even with how promiscuous she had been lately, she could never imagine walking out of the house like this on any other night. "That poor boy's gonna have a heart attack," Jenna humored.
The sound of heels echoed on hardwood flooring, and Wes knew his mom was coming back into the kitchen. He impulsively rose from the table. But the sound of the heels stopped.
Jenna knew this was the grand finale. It was what her son had worked and sacrificed so much for. And, naturally, Jenna had a penchant for dramatic reveals. "Hey, Wes," she coyly called into the kitchen, "are you ready to see my costume?"
Hearing his mother's suggestive, suspenseful tone filled Wes with hopeful anxiety. "Yes," his voice cracked.
"Well, I don't know," Jenna paused, standing behind the corner wall. "Now that I have it on, I really don't think it's something I should be wearing in front of you (she was right). Maybe I should go change back." It was clearly not a real threat.
She's trying to kill me. She's either in the outfit or one that's 'hysterically' rated-G. "Please, just show it to me." A moment later, Wes watched as a neon-orange, strappy block heel poked beyond the wall. It was remarkably close to what his mom had worn in the video. Wes's heart raced. Dude, I think she's wearing it. She even has the shoes. The geometric shapes on Wes's shorts moved. "Are you actually wearing it? Please just show me. You're killing me."
He's definitely at full-mast already. Do you hear his voice? "I have a feeling you want me to honor my deal?"
"Yes."
"I figured," Jenna sighed, feigning reluctance. "I'll tell you what, if you promise you won't go into cardiac arrest when you see me and you promise to honor your deal by taking one of those jobs," she titillated, "then I'll let you see what I'm wearing."
The 'no cardiac arrest' promise was starting to seem like a big ask. "Yes, Mom, I swear. Please just let me see you." 
An anxious Jenna strolled into the kitchen and then turned to face her son. His eyes went wide as they scrambled to take in the view before him.
Fuck me. Wes's mouth had dried instantly. He had to moisten it just to say, "Wow..."
I was off by a few seconds. Jenna's prediction of her son being at full-mast had been wrong. She watched a tall tent rise in his breezy shorts.
The son was still in stunned silence. His crazy fantasy had come to life. The woman he dreamed of the most was standing before him in a way he had always dreamed of her. His mind swam in a bath dopamine and adrenaline. Wes finally commented, "It's the same as the video."
"Kind of. Obviously, I don't have the original clothes. I'm sure I lost all of them on bedroom floors before I graduated," Jenna made fun of herself. "So, what do you think? How did I do?" Her son's protruding erection was an answer in itself, but Jenna wanted to hear what he had to say.
Wes gawked, "You nailed it. I can't believe it's you. This is the hottest you've ever looked." He wanted to run his hands all over her bare taut skin.
"Oh. Well, thanks," Jenna blushed.
Wes noticed the sly but joyous grin on his mom's comforting face. Her fully exposed arms, shoulders, and hips were fit and smooth. Her jeans were loose at the bottom but tightly hugged her thighs and butt. The accessories and belt were additions, but Wes didn't care. A band of white fabric wrapped tightly around the middle of Jenna's body, from the middle of her abdomen up to the top of her large breasts. There was a hint of cleavage created by the white compression top that contained her breasts. Oh my god. She's not - "Are you wearing a bra?"
As Wes focused his eyes, he could see two bumps in the fabric. The material was just sheer enough to notice darker circles around them.
"I don't know why the hell you're looking there." Jenna stared down her son before cracking a smile. "And no, I'm not wearing a bra. Our deal was for the same outfit. So, I'm in the same outfit I was on that night."
Wes was horny as hell, but his mom's humor was helping him feel comfortable about it. "I don't know if I would've had the balls to call you out on not wearing one."
"I'm pretty sure it's because of what's going on in your balls that you would've," Jenna quipped. "So, where do you plan on us going out 'trick-or-treating' tonight?"
"Well," Wes informed, "there's a club I know downtown. I know you haven't been there. It's a lot smaller and kind of a lounge with a dance floor. I figure we can actually hear each other talk there. And it supposedly has solid Halloween parties. It's not one of the 'big ones', so it shouldn't be too busy."
"Works for me. When do you wanna leave?"
Despite everything they had done together already, Wes was incredibly nervous he asked, "So, I was thinking since we're spending the day together anyway, we could do the lapdance today before we go out?"
"What?" Jenna perked up. "What do you mean?"
Wes explained his thinking, "Well, like, instead of doing it Saturday, like usual usually do, we do this week's lapdance tonight. It's our last one, so I thought it made sense to do it the night we went out." Studying his mom's presence, his throat was tight.
He thinks it's this weekend too?! Jenna had assumed the last dance was last weekend, and that the reward for this weekend was them going out together. Think. What was the deal you made with him? Jenna was not afraid of giving her son another lapdance. She was concerned about giving him one in her current attire.
"Oh," the mother navigated, "did I make a promise or say that I might do it tonight specifically or something? I just forget the nuances of the deal we made."
"Well, I don't think we specifically said. I just know the deal was that we'd do a lapdance every weekend and we'd go out for Halloween on the last weekend. I kind of figured since we were going to do the lapdance before we went out tomorrow night, and then you moved Halloween to tonight, we would do the lapdance tonight now, too." Wes fidgeted his hands.
"I see." Fuck, that makes sense. Jenna was willing to accept that she had agreed to a dance this weekend. Just do it tomorrow. "Honey, does this week's dance have to be tonight and in this outfit? I know that wasn't in the agreement."
"That's true. It can be tomorrow. I guess I was just hoping you'd be dressed like this for the final one," Wes tragically laughed. Dude, she's getting off on a technicality. Oh well, you can't make her do something she doesn't wanna do.
Jenna felt bad, but wearing an outfit like this for a lapdance absolutely crossed one of her hard lines. She painfully offered, "You can just watch the DVD of me again before the dance tomorrow. I look the same as I do in the video. You have my permission to imagine that I'm wearing it."
Hearing that was even worse. Wes put on a grin. "That's ok. I kind of assumed in the deal that us going out was the 'last hoorah', so the lapdance would happen before it. For what it's worth," he added, "you don't look the same in the video. I think you're more attractive now than you were then."
Okay, he has to fucking know what he's doing. Jenna suspected that her son could be trying to tell her what she wanted to hear, but that didn't stop his honest words from affecting her.
Somehow, in his mind, you promised this. I mean, when you agreed to the deal, even you believed that going out would be the 'last hoorah'. So if you agreed that there is a dance this weekend- Fuck, good job, Jen. Jenna then snorted, You should've had Bri write up some paperwork.
The mother studied her awaiting son. He could tell that she was processing her thoughts.
Just look at his face right now, Jen. The reality is, you probably did promise this to him, he's already hard, he's been dreaming of it, and you know you're gonna grind on him until cums at some point this weekend. So, you can either do it now where he'll cum happily in 5 seconds - or, you can possibly skirt your deal and drag this whole thing out another day. What's the big deal with your outfit, really? You're in fucking jeans again. It's literally no different than the other times.
Jenna finally addressed her son. "The truth is, I can't say that I promised you a dance tonight, but I also can't say that I didn't. Since I offered the deal, it's obviously my fault for not making it clear. So, if you agreed to the deal thinking that I'd give you a lapdance in this, then I guess I have to."
"Wait, seriously?!" Wes practically jumped with excitement. He was tempted to high-five his mom. "Oh man, this is amazing!"
Shaking her head, Jenna surrendered, "Just go get the chair set up. I'll be in soon."
***** Ch. 24
As Jenna walked into the living room, she felt confident from her experiences. When she saw her son sitting in the chair though, there was a heightened sense of vulnerability because of how she was dressed. Her tits had been out of sight, out of mind the last three times. But with how her thin tube top was presenting them, she imagined Wes would be craning his neck to sneak views.
Wes's breathing rate was already higher, and his eyes were more lustful. He kept thinking about what she did the last time she wore that outfit. This is it. 
"You're gonna pass out unless you breathe," Jenna teased. Shit, I don't have a song. She asked Alexa to play the same song as last time.
Once Jenna turned around to begin her dance, things felt back to normal (relatively speaking). She started it in the same way she had the previous two times, by going right into her son's chest and working her firm ass down his body until she landed on his lap where she began grinding into his swollen cock.
Wes moaned and panted like he always did. "This feels so good. I think these jeans feel nicer."
"Probably," Jenna laughed, as she remembered, "they're like those thinner, soft polyester-blend ones." They were cheap and comfy. I didn't think I'd be doing this when I bought 'em. Paying closer attention as she ground her butt cheeks in, Jenna too noticed how her son's anatomy left a more defined impression through her softer pants.
"I'm a fan," Wes flirted. "They should've asked you to turn around in the video."
"Why?" Jenna blushed. "Do you think those guys would've liked seeing how my butt moved when they touched it?"
Wes swallowed. "Yes." Who wouldn't?
Bringing back a move that she had tried last dance, Jenna jumped to her feet. The mother stood over her son's legs and reached behind her back to play with her spherical cheeks. She repeatedly lifted them up with her fingers and then let them drop, showing off how buoyant and firm they were as they rippled and jiggled in her tight jeans.
"I love when you do this," Wes admired. "I love the way they move and shake. It's so hot." He had become comfortable with complimenting his mom, especially during the dances.
"I know," Jenna smoothly replied. The mother turned her head back to witness her son's facial reactions as she gave her left cheek a playful smack, inches from his face.
It had only taken that one comment for Jenna to get back in the mindset she usually had. She was back to experiencing the enjoyment of seeing how tormentingly happy she could make her son with her simple gestures.
Jenna then stretched her arms back to pin Wes's shoulders to the back of the chair. "Remember this one?" Jenna suggestively asked as she stuck her butt back just until she felt a point of pressure. She began to rhythmically swivel her hips to the music.
Wes gasped as with each pass his mom's jean pockets grazed his nose. Her ass seemed even more attractive underneath a mostly naked torso. "I'm so fucking hard already," Wes panted. God, she's fucking hot. Keep going.
"Oh really? Well, I'll find out soon if you're telling the truth or not," Jenna grinned. She fluidly worked her way down his chest. Just before her rotating ass touched the tip of Wes's erection, she worked her way back up to his chest.



"Oh, fuck," Wes laughed in a tormented way. "You're killing me. My dick's never been this hard."
Jenna laughed loudly. She worked her way back down until she was grinding firmly into the tip of his cock. She was becoming rather slick at her contractually obligated chore. Jenna turned her head back to her moaning son. "Well, you definitely weren't lying about being hard. Why are you so much harder today?"
"Ahhhh-ohhh." Why the hell do you think? " Because of the way you dressed - because you actually dressed like that for me."
"That makes sense. What specifically about my outfit do you like so much?" Jenna had some ideas, but she wanted to hear him say it.
Everything. "The way your legs and ass look in your jeans. I love your tube top."
"You see my legs and ass in jeans like this all the time. Tell me why my top makes you so hard."
"I don't know if I can say it," Wes winced. He had never really talked about her chest before. Her ass? Plenty. But not her chest.
Well, now you have to tell me. Jenna's interest was piqued. She enjoyed knowing that he was afraid to say it. "Don't be afraid to be honest with me. You can tell me everything you want to. Tell me, and maybe I'll drop down onto your legs."
That was enough motivation. Wes confessed, "Your tits look so big and perfect like they're stuffed inside of it. They look even bigger than usual, especially with how your slim your body is around them. Ahhh. And I didn't tell you, but I can see your nipples and areolas through it, and I like that. They're just so pushed up and bouncy in it."
The mother dropped onto her son's lap and vigorously ground into his hard dick. "Spread your legs," she quickly ordered. Her son parted his legs as wide as he could, and Jenna slid down between them. She leaned forward and massaged his throbbing groin, much to his delight.
Jenna then rotated her head back to look at Wes's face. Her tongue was on the roof of her mouth, and she raised her eyebrow. "Do you want me to try something fun with you?"
Wes simply nodded his head. What's she gonna do?
"I've known how to do this move the whole time, but I always thought it would be a bit much. Now, I think you've had enough experience with your dick on my ass where you can handle it," Jenna explained. "The only thing is, I don't know how close you are to cumming. And I don't wanna set you off," she warned.
I'm good. I'm fucking horny as hell, but I'm good for a while. You got this, dude. "I'm not close or anything. Let's do it."
"Okay... Just let me know if you need me to stop." Jenna continued to propel her hips. "What I'm going to do you is a clothes-on version of something fun I used to do in college. Whenever I really wanted to make a guy cum but we didn't have a condom, and I wanted to do something sexier than a handjob, I would do this move." The mother breathed. "Are you sure you wanna try it with me?"
Ohhh, fuck. She had Wes at "make guys cum" and "sexier than a handjob." Dude, just think of something else if you get too close. "Yeah, Mom, I really wanna try it with you."
"Alright then," Jenna smiled impishly. "I know you're already sticky, so I need you to unstick your dick from your body and point it out as straight ahead as you can." In her showman tendency, Jenna decided to stand up and off to the side. She faced her son as she brushed her hair back behind her ears.
This was the first time Jenna had given Wes instructions to manipulate his genitals to help her with a move. The son tugged his messy shaft and head off of his body. He angled it as forward as he could, and friction of his boxers helped keep it in place. Blood coursed through the son's veins. His mom simply asking him to do this was making him sweat. He had no idea what she had planned for them. "Ok. It's standing up on its own now."
I can see that. With her eyes lingering down, Jenna had watched her son adjust himself. She could now see that her son's pole jutting far out from his abdomen. Jenna was not a size queen per se, but for what she was about to do, she was glad she had ample real estate to work with. "You're gonna love this," Jenna assured her fixated son.
"I think I will too," he nodded. "Do you need me to do anything else?"
Jenna stepped beside her son and turned her head back to him as she placed her hands on his knees. "I do. I need you to sit back and just think about how it feels."
She then stepped over and straddled her son's spread legs. The mother lowered herself so that her thighs rested on Wes's muscular lower quads. She elegantly spread her legs wider, causing her butt cheeks to squeeze together as if she were using the thigh machine at the gym. Once she was situated and straddling her son's legs, Jenna kept her head in place as she slid her rear toward her son. Her bubble butt soon reformed as her flexing cheeks stretched her jeans and the center seam disappeared between them.
Wes watched in yearning as his mom's ass agonizingly moved toward his angled erection. He moaned lowly as his thinly veiled cockhead made contact in the valley between her round cheeks. His mom stopped moving backward.
The young man still had no clue what his mom had planned. But he could already see why she hadn't tried it yet. "What are you going to do?" he exhaled.
"Just relax," Jenna hushed.
Wes felt a small surge of precum pump up and out of his dick when he heard his mom's tone of voice. That's probably the same thing she says to every guy she does this to (he was right).
The brunette mother brushed her hair behind her ears again. And then, simply, she started leisurely and gently sweeping her ass from side to side. She moved like a slow pendulum. On each pass, one cheek took its turn smoothly grazing her son's rigid cock and then catching it just enough to pull it to the side. And then, eventually, the force of Wes's erection overtook the friction of her swaying butt, causing his penis to spring back into place.
After all of the hard movements and force his mom had used to pleasure his cock, it was this action - one where she was barely making contact- that drove Wes farthest up the wall. "Ahhhhhhh. Fuuuuck. Wow, wow, wow. How'd you even learn how to do this?"
"Lots of experimenting," the mother hinted in a soft tone. "Do you like it?"
"Oh my god. It's fucking amazing. I never want it to stop. Why does this feel so f'in' good?"
Jenna beamed. "Cocks are sensitive. They like friction. You can get them off with friction from a lot of force. Or, you can get them off by pushing all the right buttons. Do you feel how my ass is just brushing your cock? I'm just providing pleasure to one of your most sensitive areas."
"I definitely feel that," Wes moaned. "How long do guys usually last before they cum?"
"Ha-ha. Um, not long. You're clothed though, so you should be fine."
"I'm hanging in there. I feel like I'm high," Wes sighed and smiled, "but I think I'm gonna last."
"That's called euphoria. And that's what you should be feeling. But it also means you're gonna wanna cum soon."
"Really?! I don't want to yet."
"I know," Jenna still spoke in a softly. "I'll stop for now. We can always come back to it when you're ready again." To end the move, the mother collected her son's shaft between her cheeks and drove it back against his toned abs before giving it two hard, swift thrusts.
"You're incredible." Wes wiped the sweat off his brow.
The mother placed all of her weight on her son's lap as she brought her legs up and wedged them between her son's. "You think so?" Jenna bit her lip. "How about you spread your legs and move forward a bit so just your dick and balls are hanging off the chair... If you give me the space to go down low enough, I'll give you a better idea of how incredible I can be."
"Holy fuck," Wes grunted. "We can do whatever you want, Mom. I wish there were a fucking mirror in front of us."
"Why? Oh, hah. Wes, you can barely handle looking at my ass. If you were also looking at my tits while I did that to you, this lapdance would be over by now."
"Probably. But I think I could handle your tits alone, just like I can handle your ass alone."
Nice try. "You might be able to. But that's not the point. The idea of dancing with them on you seems like a bit much." Jenna tried to reject him tactfully. "I mean, is this really that bad?" The mother looked back at her son's face as she lovingly worked her way up and down his pulsating erection.
"Ah-ahhh!" She should have tried this when trying to get me to clean up my room. "No, no, it's not bad. That's amazing. But I just meant it would be so fucking hot to just look at you in your top while you danced. You always seem so much happier when you're doing something hot. That's, like, the sexiest thing about you."
"That might be true," Jenna pursed her lips. "But even if you were just looking at them while I dance, can't ya see how I would be going too far?"
Wes was determined. "You just bent over and did something to me that you literally designed for no other reason than making guys cum on your ass," he pleaded through his shortened breath. "And it was gorgeous. No matter how well your tits move in your top, it would be less erotic than that." He continued, "I know you love showing them off - you should! And I really wanna see them in that tight top. I'll get to see them all night anyway. It'll be fun to see them now."
Fuck. Jenna thought about how she was currently running her butt up and down her son's cock to see how horny she could get him. You basically dry-humped him until he came three frickin times, already. And you're doing it again right now. He fucking came on you. And then you TASTED HIS CUM. Jen, what the fuck is wrong with you, ha-ha?
You fucking loved doing all of that. Jenna wiped her palm across her forehead and laughed at herself. Jen, it's your fucking titties. You show them to eeeveryone. When have you ever turned down showing them off to a hard guy you were messing around with? What, are you afraid you're gonna make him jizz in his pants? You know you're gonna make him cum anyway. If he wants to watch your titties bounce in a tube top that badly, you might as well have fun driving him up the fucking wall one last time before it's all over.
Wes could see the gears churning in his mom's head as she fell into a mechanical form of dancing. He didn't want to interrupt her internal dialogue. You said your piece. Let her think, dude. No matter what she says, you'll still have that new move that makes you cum.
Jenna stopped grinding on her son's lap and turned back to him. "I don't agree with your point that just because I did some things means that I should do others. But, I also realize it would pretty much defeat the point of me going braless in a tight, sheer top like this if I weren't going to show my tits off." Jenna bit her lip.
"Are you serious?!"
The mother shrugged and sighed, "It's a holiday. I'm in a good mood." Jenna had no idea where to begin, but she didn't want to think about it too much. She simply stood up, pushed her son's legs together, turned around, and sat back down at the edge of his knees. For the first time, she was staring at Wes while dancing on his lap.
Wes's pupils were dilated, and he had a dazed smile. In his dreams, his mom was riding his cock with the same hip movement and grin that she had right now. "You're stunning," Wes spouted.
His mom blushed. "My tits?"
"No, like, your face, and everything else. And yeah, of course, your tits too."
It was great to see his mom's teeth and the reactions in her eyes. He realized he had been staring at his mom's eyes and mouth for long enough for it to be weird. There were other things to look at.
He ogled at the light and steady bounce of his mother's firm breasts in her tube top. He shook his head, "Of course."
"Of course what?"
"Of course they look that good. You're right... If I had been looking at 'em during that ass-grazing thing you did, I definitely would've jizzed."
"I get that my lapdances are really hot for you, but you should be able to do some over-the-clothes stuff for a few minutes without blowing your load," Jenna chuckled.
A look of embarrassment came over Wes. "It had never happened before. These times with you have been the - "
"No! No! It's not a bad thing. It was cute when you did it. I've taken it as a major compliment. I just don't want you to be with an attractive and experienced co-ed and then you blow your chance before you can seal the deal." It was an affectionate statement.
"I can't help it. You're ridiculously sexy," Wes admired. "I just get so wrapped up. Everything you do is a turn-on."
Jenna smiled. "Even if that's the case, you can still help yourself relax. I think your problem is that any time you see something arousing, you think, 'Wow, that's so hot. I wanna get naked right now.' Am I right?"
Pretty much. Her impression of him was hilariously bad, but his mom's analysis was spot on. "Yeah, that's right."
"You keep trying to jump ahead to the next level in your mind. Sometimes you'll have to wait a long time before you reach it with someone. Sometimes it never happens. Just enjoy the pleasure in the moment. Always say to yourself, 'If this is the only thing that happens to me, and I walk away blue-balled, then that's okay. The feeling of just being pleasured was worth it.'"
Hmm. Wes nodded in understanding. His mom was right that he had to stop imagining fantasies of what could come next while he was still in the middle of something great. He didn't need to think about cumming. Instead, he could just focus on enjoying the pleasure no matter how long it lasted. "I get it. Solid advice, Mom." They shared an affirming grin.
Jenna's motherly grin, though, quickly turned wicked. "I'm glad you understand my advice. But I wanna see if you can follow it."
Before Wes knew it, Jenna had dug her feet into the ground. She was sliding her hips up his thighs.
The mother stopped moving forward once her thighs parted around her son's torso. She was close enough where his cock, if it somehow bent straight out, would touch the zipper her jeans. Wes, though, couldn't see how close she was because her breasts were mere inches from his face.
"Wow, wow, wow," he breathed on the white polyester fabric.
In a soothing tone, Jenna whispered, "Just relax. Relax your shoulders. Relax your mind. Relax your cock. Take a deep breath." I didn't say to exhale on my chest, Wes. "Good. Just focus on how it feels for me to be sitting on your lap like this. You're allowed to be as horny as you want. It's just that anytime you start imagining doing anything, just focus back on how this feeling is affecting your breathing." Jenna resumed her light grinding.
Wes breathed in and out. He certainly felt more relaxed and in control. He was also insanely horny. "Am I allowed to still talk to you?"
"Yeah, of course. I'm teaching you a trick I picked up to help you avoid cumming so fast. This isn't a monastery."
The broad-chested son laughed as he exhaled. "Right, right. I was just going to say that I like being able to see your nipples through your shirt. I mean, you kind of have to look closely, but it's a big turn-on."
"Yeaahhh... This top is a little thinner than my last one. There weren't exactly a lot of options. But I guess that ended up being a good thing for you," she flirted. Jenna abruptly placed her palms on the sides of her breasts, resting her fingers on top. With her thumbs, she gently massaged her tits, just outside the areolas.
"Oh god," Wes moaned instantly. He envisioned touching them like that.
"Remember what I just taught you. I know it's turning you the hell on - that's why I'm doing it. Just breathe and enjoy it. I could do this for five seconds or five minutes."
Dude, just calm down and enjoy it. Wes quickly gained control through his breathing. "I'm good. I'm good."
Her son's hot breath continued to seep through Jenna's thin top. You know what he's thinking about every time his mind wanders... Now is as good of a time as any. You know he's gonna be thinking about it all night, every other second. Look at what you're wearing; you're not exactly concealing anything. Just get it out of his system now.
"Wes, I'm glad you're learning how to control yourself so quickly. Because I've realized that tonight you're probably going to witness something for the first time. And I think it's best if we both know you can control yourself before it happens in a nightclub," the mother explained.
"What do you mean?"
Jenna sighed and locked eyes with her son. "Even when I'm out in sweaters, somehow, men have good luck getting me out of my top. I am in a sheer tube top tonight, and my nipples are showing through it. So, it's safe to say that at some point tonight, some random guy or guys - maybe even you, if annoy me enough about it -, will end up convincing me to show my tits." She could feel her son's body stiffen beneath her. "So, I was thinking it would be good to do a test run here. I don't want you jizzing your shorts in the middle of a club."
"Yes, let's do it." Wes's answer was immediate.
"If you cum, the lapdance will be over."
"I don't care. Let's do it now. I think a test run is a good idea." Holy shit... it's happening.
The mother poked, "I don't think you actually care about the test run. I think you just wanna see my boobs."
"It's possible," Wes grinned back.
Jenna's heart was pounding through her chest as she stood up and stepped away from the chair. The mother was nervous. She was not concerned about her son sexualizing or lusting after her body (that train had long gone). She had a rising concern that he would realize her breasts were disappointing compared to how they looked in the college video, and her self-confidence would suffer a massive blow. That's stupid, Jen. They're bigger. You're a fucking MILF now. Look at his face. He's fucking crazy about every small thing you do. You're better than ever before.
As the mother locked eyes with her son again, she had no doubt that she was making the right decision.
"Are you watching?"
"Hell yes." 
Without any further notice, Jenna reached her arms across her torso, hooked her fingers under the sides of her top, and pulled up.
Wes did not cum. But he certainly needed to. "Fuck me," he dryly blurted.
"So, does that mean you like them?" Jenna cutely shifted her hips. Her exposed breasts rose and fell with her excited breaths.
She fucking did it. Those are fucking perfect. The spellbound son nodded to his mom. "Eleven out of ten. They're even bigger with nothing on. I don't know how." He fought off the urge to touch is demanding cock through his thin shorts.
Jenna blushed, and she brushed back strands of her brunette hair. "Oh yeah? That's a high rating. How do they compare to how they looked in the video?"
"Oh god, definitely better now. I don't know if there's a size difference, but they're at least just as big and firm as they looked in the video. And your areolas look a little bigger, which is definitely nice. I get why every guy wants to get his hands on them," Wes gushed.
Hearing her son talk about how her body was more attractive now than it was in her twenties sent Jenna to cloud nine. Okay, he simply has to know what he's doing (he still didn't). The mother was glowing and feeling herself. She placed her hands on her bare chest and massaged them lightly. "Are you close to cumming yet?"



"Nope! I think I'm good, actually." Wes had nearly orgasmed but didn't, helping him temporarily cool down. "I could stare at your boobs forever."
"Well, this song's gonna end soon. So, we should probably do something about that hard cock of yours," Jenna seductively hinted.
Wes shuddered. "What are we going to do about it? Are we gonna do that ass-grazing thing? Are you gonna drop in between my legs so I can see your tits?"
"We could either of those things," Jenna shrugged, as she strutted toward her son and stepped over his legs. "But now that I taught you that trick, you might be able to last too long from me using just my ass. I think we should face this problem head-on."
No way. No way. No way. Wes was stunned as he felt his mom's fingers push into the center of his chest. His back was held against the wooden chair as his mom sat down on his lap. She pressed her hips forward so that her covered mound was against his pulsating dick. Wes's chin was maybe three inches from his mom's rising and falling breasts. "What are we doing?" he gasped.
"What does it look like? I'm giving you a full lapdance. This is the same way they'd do it at a strip club, except, like I promised you, I give really good ones," Jenna informed.
"So, what makes yours a 'really good' lapdance?" Wes was staring at his mom's bare chest. He wanted it pressed against him.
Jenna lifted Wes's chin with her index finger until he was looking at her face. "I'm gonna build you up as much as I possibly can by teasing you with my tits and grinding into your hard cock. And I'm not gonna stop until after you've finished cumming."
Wes loudly exhaled as his toes curled. "I like that."
The warm breath from Wes's mouth hit the smooth surface of Jenna's breasts. It caused them to swell even more. The mother took a deep breath and began circulating her hips, pressing her denim-veiled vagina into her son's solid shaft. She gripped his t-shirt, holding her in place.
"Ohhh. Ohh, fuck, this is nice." Wes tried to savor the reality that his mom was naked from her waist up and sitting on his lap. He was unrelentingly aroused and his head was in an intoxicated sexual fog. "God, you really know how to work a cock."
"Mmm. So I've been told," the mother smiled widely. She began elevating and dipping her hips, making sure to glide her mound all the way up to the tip of her son's shaft before driving it back down. With every action, Jenna could feel the pressure of Wes's warm, defined penis on her soft labia. Getting into a rhythm, Jenna rolled her shoulders, accentuating the movements of her upper body.
Out of instinct, with his mind too gone to realize it, Wes moved his arms onto his mom's upper back. Jenna noticed the pair of rigid forearms and masculine hands holding her beneath her shoulder blades. I don't even think he knows he's doing it... The mother gave her rule-breaking son a few seconds to correct his mistake.
"No touching," Jenna politely reminded.
A panting Wes brought his hands down. "Sorry. I got lost! Your pussy is so warm. This feels so fucking good."
Woah. Hearing her son mention her "pussy" out loud was simply weird. But with what she was doing, that word was fair game. You've been turning him on talking about your 'tits' and 'ass.' Jen, if this is gonna make him cum faster, then so be it.
"Oh yeah?" Jenna lewdly asked her son, "Do you think feeling my warm pussy grinding into your cock like this is gonna make you cum?"
"Fuck yes! I'm gonna cum so fucking hard," Wes cried. "I love your hands being on my chest."
Jenna dug her nails into her son's chest. "Oh yeah? I'm gonna make you cum really hard? How big of a load do you think you're gonna shoot out?"
A delirious fever spread through Wes's body. "So fucking big. Ahhh. If my shorts were off, my cumload would hit your fucking tits."
The imagery went through Jenna's mind. She looked down at her bobbing chest. "That is a big one. I think it would be really messy - especially remembering how messy you made my clothes that first time."
"You fucking drained me. You, like, forced it all out of me with your ass."
"Oh, I remember," Jenna assured. "Did you like that feeling afterward, after I forced every drop out of you?"
"Ahh-ahhh. Yesss. Mom, it was the greatest feeling ever." He licked his thirsty lips. "I wanna feel your pussy rub my cock that hard. I wanna cum like that again so fucking badly."
"Are you trying to make a special request?"
"Yeahhh," he cried.
Jen, that's fucking stupid. He's gonna cum from what you're doing now.
"Well..." Jenna thought, "You have been behaving yourself. And it's our last one. I might as well send you out the right way."
Jenna wasted no time kicking her feet up and wrapping her legs around Wes and the wooden chair. She squeezed in tightly with her strong thighs and calves. Her pussy became inseparable from the underside of her son's tall erection. "Ahh," a moan escaped.
"Ohhhh." I need to cum in you so bad. Wes noticed his mom changing her grip from his chest to his shoulders. He happily allowed her to rely on his shoulders for leverage.
Jenna pulled herself up on her son's body, her warm mound rubbing his sensitive flesh as it rose. She then made a tight pivot in her hips before grinding back down. Her eyes were closed until she landed on her son's lap.
The mother could feel Wes's girthy shaft pressing into - and pushing aside - her warm pussy lips through her soft jeans and thong. Her thong was sticky.
He did it again. Jenna noticed her son's arms were on her back again. Fuck it, he'll just keep putting 'em back up.
"Harder," Wes lustfully pleaded, exuding the scent of musky sweat and deodorant.
"Wow, you're really pent up. Ahhh. We must be doing a good job then." Jenna's carnal impulses flared. She released her son's shoulders and grabbed hold of the chair's back rails. Her upper body pressed into her son's.
Oh man... The moment his mom's enlarged breasts touched his face, Wes began to doubt reality. Each of her hardened nipples was to the side of his head. Every part of his face below his eyes was buried in his Jenna's cleavage. They're amazing. Wes felt the creamy breasts brush his face as his mom erotically danced up and down.
Holy shit. The hot moisture of her son's breath coated Jenna's boobs, and she glanced down to see his face rubbing between them. "Just go ahead and touch 'em."
"Wait, like, seriously?!"
"They're already touching your face. So why not? Maybe they'll make you cum faster."
Wes's hands trembled as he grabbed as much of his mom's breasts as he could. Jenna threw her head back in a silent gasp. Wes's sweating hands continued groping the ample flesh. "They're fucking perfect, Mom. I'm, like, jealous and happy for every guy that's touched them, hah. They feel so nice." He used his thumbs to create friction on her hard nipples.
"Ohhh-uhhh. Mmm, god." Jenna's feet flexed and her eyes shut. What are you doing? Tell him to stop. "Wes, if you're gonna fucking breathe on 'em and make 'em wet anyway, you might as well just put 'em in your mouth already."
"Are you joking or serious?" Wes gazed up at his mom in a way he could never look at any other person. "Because I wanna do that more than anything."
Woah. Jenna's eyes dilated more when she noticed the deep, entranced gaze in her son's. It was a disarming and intense gaze. Jenna grabbed the sides of her son's face, tilted her head down, and passionately kissed him on the lips. Wes let go of her breasts and placed his hands on the bottom of her face. Their eyes were shut and their lips entangled.
Jenna rested her hands back on her son's shoulders. She amorously angled her neck to further press her lips. Wes subtly parted and closed his mouth twice. Jenna realized what boundary he was testing. The mother, with no reservations, acceptingly parted her lips and slid the length of her soft tongue into his mouth. Wes slipped his tongue into hers. Their tongues sensually massaged each other. The mom and son lowly moaned.
When the long kiss ended. Wes had stars in his eyes. Jenna found herself unusually flustered.
"Well, then," the mother breathed.
The mom and son unsurely chuckled together to break the awkwardness.
"And, um, yeah, to answer your question, my tits and your mouth, um, yeah, that's fair game." Her son was not as tongue-tied as Jenna was as he placed her left breast into his mouth. "Ahh, there we go, Wes. Do the other one." Wes obliged.
Try it again. Wes lifted his head from his mom's breasts in an attempt to kiss her again. His mom promptly kissed him back with her red lips.
When that kiss broke, Jenna touched her lips to her son's ear. "Do you wanna make out with me while we see just how hard we can dry fuck? I wanna use my pussy to see how much cum I can force out of that hard, sexy, big fucking cock of yours."
Wes lurched but he didn't ejaculate. There's no way this is part of the show. She definitely wants to do this. Dude, keep it together. The lucky son was close to just begging his mom to out him out of his torture. "Yesss. Mom, I wanna rub my cock on your pussy so bad."
The mom and son went from slow grinding to impassioned dry fucking in seconds. Jenna rode on Wes's cock the same way she would have if it were inside of her. Wes flexed his meaty shaft while running his hands all over his mom's gorgeous, naked body. The entire time, they made out, swirling their tongues together.
The son took advantage of the situation to do something he wanted to do for some time. Wes lowered one of his hands and, with a mild smack, grabbed and felt up his mom's left buttock. He heard a laughing growl through his mom's occupied mouth.
When it got to the point where Jenna was literally just rubbing her demanding mound straight up and down her son's dick, she knew where things were headed. And for the first time in her life while in this position, Jenna didn't want to go all the way. She knew she loved Wes beyond him being her son. She knew she wanted to fuck his brains out. But she also knew she should avoid sex with him right now. Stop, Jen. Stop! If ya fuck him now he's just gonna wonder if you just did it 'cause you got horny from a lapdance he made you do.
Jenna pushed off of her son and stumbled backward into a standing position.
"Wait, what's wrong?!"
"Nothing," Jenna gasped for air and waved her hand. Get your mind onto something else for a moment. The mother took a moment to think. "Go sit on the couch."
"What? Why?" Wes feared it was all over and somehow made a critical error.
The mother sensed her son's fear of being blue-balled. Her son had no reason to worry because them leaving the room unsatisfied was never an option. Jenna brushed her hair long brunette hair back, and she mischievously announced, "You and I are going to watch porn together. And while we're watching it, I'm gonna stroke your cock."
"Yes, please." Wes didn't know how much longer his heart could beat this fast. His mom was relentless, and he was in the palm of her hand.
"Go get your laptop and your lotion. I'm gonna grab towels."
In less than a minute, the mom and son were back in the living room together. Jenna laid towels over the couch cushions. Wes set his laptop and masturbation lotion on the coffee table.
"So, how are we going to do this?" he asked.
In a more relaxed tone, Jenna instructed, "Just sit back and enjoy the video. You can look at me, but try to focus on the video. I'm gonna have one hand on your cock, and the other in my pussy. Both of us are going to cum, we're going to clean ourselves up, and then I'm going to put that slutty top back on so we can go out together."
There were no flaws with that plan. Dude, just drop your shorts. Do it now in case she changes her mind. The young man tugged his funky shorts and boxers down to his knees and took a seat on the couch.
Jenna's attention flipped over to the fully exposed cock. It throbbed in every vein and stretch of smooth skin. Wes's pink cockhead rested on his lower abdomen. His large testicles looked like they needed to be drained. "You're a very healthy young man," Jenna offered the mother-like compliment.
"Thanks!" Wes was humbly embarrassed. "So, what do you wanna watch?"
"Let's watch one of yours."
"Huh? One of my videos? Wasn't the whole point of this to get me away from it?"
"No. The point of this is to make sure you get a good job and can't be blackmailed. You already made these videos, so we can enjoy them all we want."
Wes took it as an honor. He quickly logged into his admin account. "Which one do you wanna watch? I can't choose."
Jenna cleverly suggested, "Let's watch one of the 'Brook' ones - the MILF teacher trying to make the young student cum like crazy. That seems appropriate."
Wes swallowed. He started the video. As he leaned into the couch cushions, he watched his mom's hand reach in front of the screen before pumping the nozzle of the lotion bottle twice. She's actually doing it.
Avoiding reigniting her desire to hop on his lap, Jenna merely glanced from the corner of her eye as she gripped her son's cock. She heard him gasp from the cool relief, and then she turned her eyes to the laptop screen.
The experience was confusing for Wes. After how intense they had just been, his mom was now practically ignoring his presence. Her hand was deftly stroking his lotioned cock, but her lack of attention made her seem disinterested. Dude, just say something. "I like the way you're stroking my cock. You don't even need to look, do you?"
His mom smiled warmly, but she didn't turn to him. "I'm just getting familiar with it right now. When I start actually stroking your sexy cock, you'll know it."
Wes muttered hotly. He peered down in amazement at his mom's familiar hand gracefully lathering his malleable skin. It was remarkable what she was able to blindly do using muscle memory. Despite the soothing pleasure, Wes was unsure if his mom was into it. "So, why are you just staring at the screen? Do you not wanna be doing this. Could we look at each other a little bit?"
The mother still didn't turn. "I'm half-naked and sitting right next to you. You just had your tongue in my mouth. You just sucked my tits. And my wet pussy just dry fucked your cock. And, now, we're watching filthy porn together while I jerk you off." Jenna then slipped her fingers under her mom jeans and thong. She pressed them into her soaked pussy lips. "So, Wes, you can either question whether I actually want to be doing all of these things with you; or, you can sit back, relax, cum to this video with me, and then take me out in that sexy top that I am quite happily wearing for you."
Wes didn't ask any more questions.
The porn video and its storyline progressed. The enticing plot only made Wes and Jenna each think more about what they had just done with the person next to them. In the video, it was just a woman masturbating with a sex toy that she pretended was a young man. But the porno was having its intended effect. Both Wes and Jenna had to wipe perspiration from their heads. 
They now watched the climax of the porn. Jenna could have finished off her son at will, but she wanted him to last through the video. "Getting close?" Jenna suggestively asked. She allowed her handjob to become more inspired. The mother enjoyed playing with her son's sex organ, and she was now manipulating it in the nuanced way that she had learned from experience.
Of course, I'm close! To his mom's amusement, it was clear that Wes was focusing on his breathing to stop himself from cumming. "No, not quite yet. Are you close?"
Jenna laughed, "I can orgasm when I want to." She finally turned to her son and offered him the same warm, seductive smile. "Honey, I know I've been tormenting you for a long time now. But, if you just say the word, I promise you that I'll give you the hottest, most intense, and quickest handjob you'll ever receive. I wanna finish you in a way that no other woman could possibly finish you." He's gonna want it now.
"Uhhhh- ohhh." Go for it, man! "Ok. I'm ready for it. You can do it now." Wes had loved and savored every moment of being horny with his mom, but he desperately needed relief. He pulled his shirt up high in anticipation.
His mom's smile grew wider. But then, instead of his mom furiously masturbating him, Wes watched as she pulled her other hand out from under her jeans.
Jenna held two glistening fingers under her son's nose. Wes closed his eyes as he inhaled the aroma. "Oooooh, wow. Is that-?"
"My pussy juice? Yeah, it is. I'm glad you like the smell." Jenna shockingly stuck her fingers into her son's moaning mouth.
In utter disbelief, Wes closed his mouth around his mom's sweet fingers. It was heaven. He then felt his mom's wet lips press against his ear.
"Now we're even." Jenna held her fingers in his mouth. She waited for the look of wonderment and confusion on her son's face. "You see," she whispered, "you know that time you blew your load all over my back? Afterward, in my bathroom, I pinched some of your hot cum off my shirt, played with it in my fingers, and I tasted just a drop of it with my tongue." Jenna then pumped her son's penis once, making him lurch. "And after I tasted that one drop of your salty cum, I decided to slip my fingers in my mouth - just like what I'm doing it to you right now - and then I sucked, licked, savored, and swallowed your warm sperm until I was positive that I had digested every. single. drop."
The mother firmly pumped her son's shaft a second time.
"Ahhhhhh!! Ohhh- ohhh!"
Jenna directed the thick ropes of her son's semen onto his muscular chest and abs. The mother and son both watched the twitching cock ejaculate.
Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my god. When Wes finally stopped wailing, he sunk back into the couch and looked at the enormous mess he made. White liquid ran from his navel up to his pecs. He could hardly breathe. His broad chest gasping for air. He turned to his mom. "Oh, that was- that was- holy. Oh, just- wow."
Jenna lovingly peered down on her son. "I can honestly say that I've never had more fun giving a handjob."
Wes was astonished - astonished by what just happened, by how much he came, by the secret his mom had told him, and by his mom in general. "Was that real?! Did you actually do that, Mom? Did you actually taste my cum, or were you just tryin' to get me off?"
The mother was silent. She held her gaze in her son's eyes. "Don't you ever forget what I was able to do to you." Jenna lowered her head. She carefully ran her tongue from just above his softening cockhead, all the way up to his strong chest.
Jenna then held her forehead against Wes's. Her lips were parted to show him how much of his fresh load that was resting on her palette. Some dripped down her chin. In an act of passion, Jenna pressed her lips to her son's as she swallowed and moaned.
The mom then slid her tongue into her son's mouth and swirled. Wes's body jolted at the taste of his salty remnants. He then grabbed his mom's head and kissed her back.
After kissing like lovers, Jenna licked Wes's lip to gather a blob of cum that had stuck on from her chin.
Jenna pulled away before standing up and wiping her hands off on one of the towels. With her son in stunned silence, it was hard to suppress her self-satisfied grin. "Go get yourself cleaned up. You have a date in a little bit."



***** Ch. 25
Upstairs in her bathroom, Jenna splashed cold water on her face. She had to reapply her makeup anyway. The mother examined the dark stains on the front of her jeans. It's safe to say these are done for the night.
It took discipline for her to not finish from when she was fingering herself. And it took discipline not to fuck her son when she wanted to. Jenna Hawn needed to cum too. But she wasn't ready for the intoxicating feeling inside to die. At this point, she already knew that the only way she was going to cum tonight was with her son's dick buried inside of her. He has no idea how fucking lucky he's about to be, Jenna bit her lip.
In his bathroom, Wes showered the sweat and stickiness from his skin. He could still feel the residue from where his mom licked his body. How is this real? Is this just her doing everything possible to get you to ditch the porn stuff? No, dude, come on. She swallowed your cum! Your mom doesn't lick your cum and let you suck her tits just to get you to quit a job. Then again, she's a total slut. This might be no big deal for her whatsoever. All of this shit might just be as intimate a handshake for her. As crazy as it seemed on paper, it still seemed plausible to Wes that his mom did not desire him specifically. She looked like she wanted it. But still, she could just get into the mood like that with every guy.
***** Ch. 26
Regardless of any doubts, Wes was thrilled to be going out to party with his mom. When he walked back downstairs, he was wearing spring khakis with his pink shirt. He also had a backwards hat on and had bandages on his arm.
Jenna confusingly glanced. She was refueling with juice and a snack.
"I'm going as a skateboarder now," Wes explained. "My shorts were soaked through, and I didn't wanna have a shorts tent in the nightclub."
"I changed my outfit too! For a similar reason." Jenna stepped out from behind the counter. She was still wearing her sheer, white tube top. But now she was wearing black workout tights and black heels. She had ditched her 90s accessories, and instead, she had tucked a long strip pack of condoms into her waistband so that they hung down her side. "My mom jeans were a bit of a mess. I could've put on skinny jeans and been 'a hot mom in a slutty top'. But then I figured that harder jeans would be going a little backward for you, and I also wanted to keep the 'spirit' of my original costume." Jenna held out her arms and slowly rotated. "So, woolah! College Slut."
Wes applauded her creativity, as well as her sex appeal, as she spun. "I really wanna press my cock against your ass right now."
"I take it you like the tights?"
Wes dryly nodded. This was better than the original costume.
"Well, how about you finally take me to this party, and maybe I'll let you see what they feel like there."
***** Ch. 27
It was dark out when Jenna and Wes walked into the smaller club just outside of the bar district.
There was nothing necessarily intriguing about the nightclub. It was one large, long room where the front half was a bar and seating area. The back half was a dancefloor that could hold maybe thirty people. Of course, tonight, the club was close to full with everyone in costume.
"Mom, what do you want to drink?"
"I can my buy my own drinks," Jenna proudly informed. She wanted to tell him that she was already saving money to pay him back for his debt loan.
But Wes smacked his head first. "I know you can. I don't spend money on you because I think you can't afford things. I do it because I care about you and I wanna feel like I'm making your life better. So, put your pride aside for 5 seconds and tell me what the hell you want to drink." The son was laughing.
Jenna grudgingly smiled, "Fine. Just buy me a beer." She stepped behind her son, wrapped her arms around his chest and kissed him on the cheek. "Thank you, Honey. I know I can be a little stubborn at times. I'm glad that you've always been on my team, just like I'll always be on yours. I'm really proud that you're my son."
Before Wes could tell her to stop being mushy, Jenna quickly whispered, "And after what has happened this past month, I now have a few more special reasons to be proud of you - reasons that most moms won't ever get to have."
"That's nice," Wes breathed. "And you'll actually have a more normal reason to be proud of me tomorrow. I'm gonna accept one of those job offers."
"Don't."
"What?" Wes heard the urgency in her voice.
"Don't do that," the mother stood up straight. "I let someone stop me from being independent and living my dreams at your age. I was going to tell you later, but I might as well tell you now - I want you to run your website. You found what you want to do, and it makes you happy. You shouldn't give up on that for anyone. I trust you to be smart."
"Really? Wasn't this whole thing about me stopping? So, if I said I wanted to go back to running the site, is our night over?"
"We made our deal because I didn't want to have to frightened about your future, and you wanted to experience me in a sexual way. I think we both got what we wanted, and a lot more. If you wanna run your site again, the worst thing I'd do is start texting you at school to nitpick scenes and offer plot suggestions."
"Oh god, I'll just shut it down then. That's a living hell."
"Oh yeah?" Jenna took her son's hand as they grabbed their beers. "I want you dancing with me ASAP."
At long last, Wes was holding a beer in one hand and his mom's waist in the other as they danced together under the moving lights. He admired how she seemed to feel a deeper energy in places like this - an energy he couldn't quite feel. He was mesmerized by her eyes and lips. Her revealing outfit also did a fair job of earning his attention.
Jenna turned around, giving her son and his erection open access to her tights-covered ass. Wes stepped into his mom and planted his cock between her warm, well-defined butt cheeks.
"Ohhh, that's smooth." His mom's ass slid and swiped across his rod with ease and pleasure.
Wes was not the only one who could feel the closer contact. Jenna found herself wishing that he was still in his shorts. "Can you imagine if I had been wearing these during our dances? I would've had a lot more fun, too."
"I can't even imagine. Your ass would have looked and felt even better." The son ran his hands along his mom's soft-covered thighs. The sleek pressure on his steel bar was intense. "My cock can go so much deeper into your ass when you're in these."
Yes, it can. "Oh yeah?" Jenna spun around. She and her son playfully kissed each other and got a better view of each other's bodies. "Before we see how much deeper it can go, I want you to enjoy some other things about me. You can see me in my tights almost every day. This top, however," Jenna pressed her chest into her son's, "is a treat just for tonight."
For Wes, the sensation of the large, firm breasts pushing up and into his pecs was divine. There was not much cleavage, but the 36Cs ballooned up in the white top. The horny 21-year-old switched between making out with his mom and staring down at her inviting chest as their legs rubbed together. He placed his hands on her bare midriff.
Unsurprisingly, the provocatively dressed and seductively dancing Jenna was receiving a lot of attention. But she was happily occupied. Wes got a kick how every time a guy checked Jenna out, they would then glance at him, do a double-take, and then try to piece together how in the world he ended up dancing with her. They probably think I'm some tech founder who just sold his company.
"So, are you having a good time? Is this as good as you wanted it to be?"
"Obviously! And I love that everyone can see us out together in public. I like everyone seeing how hot you are and that you're being sexy with me. It's exciting."
Jenna bit down on her glossed lip. "Oh yeah? Does it turn you on to know you're with the girl that every other guy wants to fuck?" She tugged on the front of her tube top, revealing a teasing amount of cleavage. She then shoved her round butt into Wes's dick and threw her arms back behind his neck.
The well-partied mother sensually rocked her hips down her son's body. She squatted as low as she could before grinding her way back up. Jenna then tantalizingly bent over and arched her back, giving her son a spectacular view of her butt and giving his cock deeper access. Wes subtly bucked his hips and pressed his shaft into the crevasse.
Wes swiveled his neck to see that there was a lot of attention on his mom, and also on himself. She was trying to make him feel special with all of the attention, and he appreciated it. "Christ, I almost feel like I should be wearing one of those condoms."
Erotically, Jenna snapped up and turned into her son. Just as she always had, Jenna savored the energy that the audience created. There were about ten people keeping an eye on the interesting and provocative couple. The mother lifted her beer bottle over her son's mouth and poured the remaining sips onto his tongue. In another surprise, her index finger stretched out and tickled his cock.
Wes jolted and coughed up the beer onto his chin and shirt. Jenna and Wes were hysterical. Onlookers had their hands over their mouths in equal amounts of shock, arousal, and humor.
"Ah, boy." The beer splashed down onto his chin and neck. He watched it trickle and run underneath his shirt. He then looked back at his mom.
Jenna grasped her son's shoulders, raised an eyebrow, and confidently looked into his eyes. "What did we learn?" Her son shook his head, so Jenna taught, "Condoms are a necessary evil for strangers. But when it comes to people we're really close to, isn't life a little more fun when one person can surprise another with a sticky mess that runs down their body?"
Wes didn't know if it was okay to say it. "Mom, I wanna fuck you so bad."
Jenna's body jerked and then felt lighter. I can't believe I just heard him say that. She kissed her son's lower neck and licked the beer going down his chin and then his mouth. She let her son's tongue enter her mouth, and she responded with hers. They passionately made out and ran their hands along each other's bodies.
"Wes, do you know if there are any really private bathroom stalls here?"
Wes's eyes widened. He had fantasized constantly about fucking his mom in the bathroom on this night ever since she had told him her wild story. He had imagined how it would work and where they would do it. But then, of course, it was always a silly dream. "There are a couple of those handicapped bathrooms. We can go into one of those," he panted.
"Take me there."
The trembling nervousness returned to Wes's body. He was holding his mom's warm hand as he knocked on the wooden door. It didn't appear that anyone could see them, not that they cared.
Wes opened the door to the private bathroom. It was clean, had a dark tiled floor, had a potted fern, and it smelled like airy soap. Jenna quickly slid inside the door and locked it behind her.
When the click of the lock sounded, there was instantly a more serious atmosphere. There was no longer any plausible deniability about where things were going to end up. Wes was not sure how far they would go, but Jenna did. As far as Jenna was concerned, they were in there for one reason, and it was going to occur before that door opened again.
Not wanting to sober up from her high or risk second-guessing herself, Jenna wasted no time. "Take 'em off."
"What?"
"You heard me. Take your pants off."
Wes obediently removed his shoes and tugged his jeans down his thighs. "What about my boxers?"
The mother's tongue touched her lips as she nodded slowly. "Yeah, those too. And make a show out of it." She walked over and sat down on the toilet cover.
The son grinned. He knew his mom was toying with him, and he wanted to become her favorite sex toy. Wes had little experience stripping, but he had learned some principles from watching his mom all this time. After his jeans were down to his ankles, he kicked them at his mom. He missed, but Jenna bit her lip anyway.
When he was down to just his elastic boxers, his mother's focus was squarely on the thick erection trapped inside the gray material. Dark spots had formed. Jenna wondered whether or not some of it had soaked through her tights.
"This is pretty fucking sexy," Jenna encouraged. "I don't think any guy has ever stripteased his cock for me before. I'm excited to see what you have planned."
With more expectations, Wes scrapped his plan to just slowly lower his boxers. Instead, he stepped before his seated mom and lightly stroked his outlined shaft with his fingers. It seemed risky, but so far his mom was only becoming more engaged.
Jenna brushed her hair back behind her ear, tilted forward, and made a popping sound with her lips.
Emboldened, Wes stepped closer to his mom until he was standing over her legs and the toilet. His boxers were a foot from her face. He tugged on the sides of the stretchy gray material, exaggerating the outline of his erection. The mother was sure her son's throbbing manhood was going to spring out. But instead, Wes let go of his boxers and lifted his shirt.
An impressed Jenna admired her son as he methodically pulled his shirt over his head. She examined his twisting and flexing muscles as he worked the pink top off. When he finished, Wes looked down at Jenna's face to make sure that what he did was okay.
"You know, if you had walked around the house shirtless more, you probably would have been secretly stripping for me in restrooms much sooner."
The son was embarrassed by the compliment. "I'll remember that for now on."
He went back to tugging on his boxers. He then pinched his sac underneath of his balls in order to lift them up and show them off.
"Those look fun to suck on," Jenna winked.
The imagery went through Wes's mind, and it was hard not to just rip everything off and go after his mom. Instead, he placed his free hand on his mom's shoulder and guided her back against the ceramic tank. He then stepped even farther over her to where he was straddling her upper thighs. His cock was inches from her face.
Well then... Jenna was used to being in control. In reality, she still was. But she was enjoying letting her son run the show, and she was more than willing to comply with whatever he had planned.
She's not stopping you. Go for it. Wes rolled one of his boxer legs up until he was able to pull his testicles out from under it. He could see his mom's surprised eyes looking at his large, smooth assets. And just as his mom would do, Wes shuffled forward again so that his exposed balls were an inch from her lips. He could feel his testicles being coated in his mom's hot, moist breath.
Not able to help herself, Jenna darted her tongue out and licked her son's left ball. When her exhilarated son looked at her, Jenna offered a mischievous glance. "I'm sorry. I know touching isn't allowed. I promise I'll contain myself from now on," she sarcastically apologized.
And not able to help himself, Wes thrust his hips forward just enough to where his scrotum rested on his mom's lips, teasingly brushing it side to side. It was mere seconds before Jenna was kissing her son's testicles and enveloping them in her mouth.
"Ahhhh. Why does that feel so good?" Wes's eyes were bright, and he was truly amazed at this new experience.
Jenna did not respond. She just continued to listen to her son's groans and lovingly working his balls with her mouth.
As much as he didn't want to tear away, Wes felt like he was going to cum from that alone. Jenna sensed her son tugging away, so she opened her mouth to free the saliva-soaked package.
Wes now wanted to test what would happen if he "accidentally" let his bare cockhead get too close. The young man again tugged at the sides of his boxers. He was still straddling his mom's thighs, but at a safer distance. As he pulled the material, the elastic waistband caught the bulbous head atop the long cock.
The onlooking mother gawked in anticipation as her son tantalizingly yanked the boxers down his legs. It got to the point where his shaft was parallel to the ground, and it seemed that the friction could no longer hold. Jenna could see the entire length of his creamy, white shaft but not the pink cockhead. She was biting her lip at the thought of it finally snapping up toward the sky.
But just as the friction began to give way, Wes pulled his boxers back up to their normal position.
"Uuugh," Jenna sighed. She was both playful and sincerely disappointed. She suddenly found herself marveling at the restraint that her son had shown over the last month when she had been torturing him with her mind and body.
"Mom, you just have to enjoy each moment. You can't think about what's about to happen next. I could take it out in two seconds. I may never even take it out. You just have to enjoy the feeling of being teased now." Wes shot a sly grin.
What a smartass. "Touche," Jenna smirked. "But you're forgetting that I can always make you do whatever I want, whenever I want."
"Because you're my mom?"
"In a way..." Jenna breathed. She felt the nectar between her pussy lips. "If you understand a guy and what he wants, you can control his dick. And if you can control his dick, you can get him to do anything. And, Wes, I know you and what you want better than anyone else ever will, including you."
"Oh really?"
"Yeah," Jenna nodded. "I always know exactly what you want, and I am the only one who can actually provide it to you. That's why I know you're about to stop teasing me and take your cock out already."
Wes swallowed and rocked his hips as he stood. He had no doubts about what his mom was saying, but he had learned by now that it paid off to challenge her. "Really? You seem pretty cocky about that. What do you think that you can 'provide' me that will get me to do whatever you want?"
In a similar manner as her son, Jenna seductively worked her way out of her white tube top. "Part of the reason you're in love with me and wanna fuck me is that I'm your mom, right?" Jenna poked. "Because I've been thinking about how much things have changed - how both of us are now single adults, how you're already behaving like the man of the house, how we've stripped for each other, how we've already dry fucked, how we've eaten each other's cum, and how now the idea of you being my son, especially when you're really grinding deeply into my ass and pussy, makes things so much fucking- " Jenna broke off and huffed. "Never mind. My point is, I'm considering making a big change to our relationship, and right now, for some reason, the idea of you ripping those boxers off, whipping out that sexy cock of yours, sticking it right in between these, and showing me just how much you love me and want me as a mom and as a hot fucking slut - that might really help me make that decision."
"Wait, what?" The nearly naked son could almost feel his mom's words dripping down his steaming body. "What big decision are you making?"
The mother was unfazed and seemingly bored by the question. "10... 9... 8... 7..." She picked her white top off the ground and prepared to put it back on.
"Wait!" Wes threw his boxers down his legs and kicked them away.
The faked fatigue left Jenna's face, and she smiled in entertainment as Wes's cock slapped against his abdomen as he stepped over her. Wes grabbed the shirt from his mom's hand and tossed it to the other end of the bathroom.



"Mmmm, fuck," Jenna quietly complimented. She took her ample breasts into her hands and gazed lustfully at her son. "6... 5... 4... You're very much a grown man now. I can't do everything for you. 3... 2..."
A panicked Wes grabbed his mom's shoulders for balance and thrust his erection into the deep cleavage before him. Jenna quickly pressed her breasts together, trapping the youthful penis.
It was a reversal of roles, as Wes was now hovering over Jenna while she was seated. "It's a good thing you acted quickly. I almost had my top back on, and I was thinking I'd end up walking out the door."
Looking down at his cleverly grinning mom, Wes knew he had been manipulated again. She had literally told him she was going to, and it still worked. "Please don't use that power for anything evil, ha-ha."
"Evil? Never. Bad? I won't make any promises."
The mother and son took a moment to inspect how Wes's cock rested between Jenna's firm, squeezed breasts. His cockhead breached the surface of the buoyant flesh.
"Okay, this is hot," Wes beamed. "I like how I can see it now. I wanna watch it disappear."
"Mmm. And I wanna watch it reappear. You should be proud. Not many cocks have poked through." Jenna knew she shouldn't, but she couldn't help herself. "Your father's didn't fit through."
"So, I am bigger than him?" Woah, dude!
Jenna raised her brow. "Longer, thicker, heavier, harder, smoother, bigger balls, better-tasting cum, and much more energetic." Her son's face lit up. "Like I said, you're the real man of the house now. And I bet you have been for some time."
The grip on Jenna's shoulders tightened. Wes was no longer concerned that this was all just meaningless fun for his mom. The things she had done with him were tied to something deeper. "I wanna fuck your tits so bad."
Jenna rolled her eyes. "I know. It's almost like I had you do all of this because I wanted you to do it too."
Wes slowly bucked his hips up and down. Jenna's boobs were sweaty, but she started spitting onto her chest to provide more lubricant. Her bare chest felt every unique sensation of her son's pulsating cock. "How does it feel? Tell me."
"Uhh-uh. It feels so good between your tits. It looks amazing too."
"Yeah, I know. Be dirtier. Tell me what it's like knowing your cock is buried inside my body."
"Oh, fuck." Dude, she's not gonna care. Say anything. "I want it to be inside of you. It belongs inside of you like this. I wanna coat your tits and chin in my cum and watch you lick it all up."
"Yeah? Tell me more."
"I fucking love how your spit feels on my dick. It looks so fucking slutty and hot when you do it. It makes me feel like you're gonna put it in your mouth until I blow."
Jenna sighed. "Oh yeah, honey? Do you have any idea how easy it would be for me to suck your cock right now?"
Oh god. "Would you do that? I want you to do it."
The mother laughed loudly. "Wes, in college I blew guys just for walking me home. We've done way worse stuff. A bj is like a handshake - a handshake I've mastered."
Wes was horny from the idea of his mom agreeing to blow him as well as the idea of her being so practiced. Wes was thrilled, but he wanted to keep testing, without being too obvious. Just see how far you can go. She's saying no to nothing. "I like the sound of that. But I wanna grind on you first."
"You what?" Jenna was surprised and a little confused. But she was susceptible. "How do you wanna do that?"
You got this. She won't leave. Wes thought. "I want you to bend over the sink. My cock's out now. I wanna see how far I can get it inside of you through your leggings. I wanna see your face and tits in the mirror when I do it."
Jenna popped up and pressed her bare chest into her son's. They made out passionately.
"Fuck, Mom, I love the feeling of you being naked against me like this."
"Me, too." Jenna then kissed his neck and kissed all the way down his hard body. When she got to his cock, she kissed his tip, swirling her tongue to gather his precum. She then swallowed and kissed her way back up.
Wes could not believe his mom had actually kissed his dick. He then felt his mom's soft lips against his ear.
"I'll bend over that fucking sink for you. But you have to promise to grab and touch literally anything you want, and promise you'll try as hard as you can to get inside me."
The son nodded breathlessly. "Okay."
"And a piece of advice," Jenna turned back as she approached the sink, "tug my hair."
With the confidence of somebody who had been in this position many times, Jenna's heels clacked on the tile floor before the sink. She bent over in front of the mirror and placed her hands on the front of the granite counter. She knew that she was going to have to be strong.
Wes approached from behind, and his mom seemingly offered her ass up to him, wrapped in her black tights. He looked into the mirror and saw his mom's anxious face and barely hanging breasts.
The nude son glanced down to see that his mom's cameltoe was facing him and was in line with his cock. She's gonna love this. It's the type of thing she goes crazy for. Wes breathed one last time. In one motion, he gripped his mom's waistband and tugged her tights over her ass. He used his fingers to yank her thong to the side. In an instant, Wes led his tongue into his mom's soaking wet cunt.
"Ooooooh- What are you- aahhh-ohh. Fuck!"
Squatting behind his mom, Wes summoned every lesson and every trick he had learned from his casual sex life. He knew that he was not the greatest yet, but he knew that he could be effective. And with how open and warm his mom's labia already were, effective was all that was needed.
Oh no no no. Alarm bells were going off Jenna's head. She had decided that she was going to fuck him, but she had wanted things to escalate on her terms. Things had always escalated on her terms. Feeling her son's tongue inserted in her vagina and his mouth vulgarly making out with her pussy, Jenna moaned and whimpered many things. But one word she never said was "stop."
With her knees weakened from getting taken by surprise, Jenna's eyelids fluttered in the mirror. Her head dropped slightly. Fuck, Jen. You're allowed to cum. Let him make you cum. He got you.
"Yeah, Wes, keep going! Keep fucking going. It's fucking yours. I wanna cum on your fucking face. I wanna watch you swallow it all. Fuck you're hot, ahhhhh!"
She wants it! Wes had a lot to say, but he feared pulling his mouth away would ruin his rhythm. He slid one hand from the back of his mom's leg up to her hip and lovingly massaged her body. Jenna bent over even more as she leaned her forearm into the front of the counter. She reached her other hand back and grabbed her son's hand.
The flood of acidic nectar into Wes's mouth increased. His cheeks were glistening, and his mom was practically fucking his face. When Jenna's hand painfully clenched his, Wes knew what was coming. He was overwhelmingly proud and also anxious about making sure he finished the job.
Wes firmly pressed his face in between his mom's thighs, swirled his tongue, and sucked and kissed with all of his facial and neck muscles. Looking at her own face in the mirror, through her watery distant eyes, Jenna faintly grinned for the last time before shutting her eyelids and temporarily losing control of her body.
Suddenly, Wes felt his mom's body convulse into his face. Liquid squirt into his mouth, onto his chin, and down his neck and chest. It stained his already stained shirt. The young man gripped his mom's legs and held her steady.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!!! Ahhhhhhhhh!! FUUUUUUCK!!!!!! Uuugh!!" Jenna's mouth was agape and moaning. Her head was smushed sideways on the cold granite. It felt as though her legs and body were not hers, and she could hear white noise in her ears. She could scarcely remember a sensation like this, and she knew it was largely due to who she knew was behind her.
The scent and taste overwhelmed Wes's senses. His instincts told him not to let go no matter what. He knew that his mom would not abandon him in a moment like this. She would wait there no matter what, swallow as much as she possibly could, and hold him tightly. Wes had never experienced a female orgasm this strong, but he was determined to do what his mom would do for him.
As the orgasm subsided, Wes noticed that he was largely responsible for his mom's ability to stay on her feet. Jenna's eyes flickered open in her exhaustion. She turned on a faucet and lunged forward to drink as much water as she could.
Both the mother and son heaved and panted. They soon regained their sense of strength and their sense of reality. Jenna used her hand, which was still tightly holding her son's, to show her appreciation. She was not ready to speak yet, but she lightly massaged his fingers with her thumb.
Wes responded by softly kissing her thighs and booty. He then noticed that his mom's legs were regaining their balance. Her head and neck rose.
"Mmm," the mother finally cooed as she recovered her confident and energetic posture. She reached behind her and tapped on her son's chin, motioning for him to rise. For the first time since he started, Wes could see his mom's lustful face and starry eyes.
"How was it?"
Jenna studied the wetness on her son's face through the mirror. She rocked back lightly so that her bare ass was snugly pressed into his warm erection. "Did you get it all?" she playfully inquired.
By now, Wes was learning well. He dropped down again and took a long slow lick. When he heard his mother moan, Wes rose to his feet and licked his fingers in the mirror. "As much as I possibly could."
"Good." A satisfied Jenna stood straight up and leaned back into her son's body and arms. She placed her son's hands on the front of her waist and laughed, "So what made you think that you could get away with that?"
Wes laughed loudly, swiping his erection into his mom's butt cheeks. "I took a big gamble. I had a good feeling that you'd like it and wouldn't stop me."
"That's fucking hot. I mean, never do that with any woman other than me." Jenna could see her son begin to shake his head profusely. "I know. I know you knew that this was a special circumstance. I'm your mom - I have to say things like that." Jenna rested her neck on her son's shoulder. She began softly swiping her hips in response to her son's movement. "You know, when I felt you pull my tights down and move my thong out of the way, I thought you were about to stick it in," she laughed.
"No, I wanted to try eating you out first." Wes swallowed and massaged his mom's stomach with his thumbs. "What would you have done if I stuck it in, though?"
"Let's just say that you were smart to eat me out," Jenna assured. She had fully returned to her lively self. Her upper body separated from her son's, and her butt more methodically rubbed into Wes's cock in sync with the music filtering in from outside the bathroom. "I had told you to dry fuck me as hard as you wanted. Actually putting it in there would have been a mistake for you..."
"Why would it have been such a big mistake?" Wes circulated his hips, forcefully smearing his package.
Jenna bit her lip. She brushed her hair behind her ear and looked into her son's eyes through the mirror. "Because, honey, as I'm sure you already know, I'm fucking amazing at sex. I can do things to you in a bed, in a car, or in a bathroom that you will never forget. I can work your cock in ways where every time you have sex with any other women after me, you'll just be thinking about me." The mother saw her son gulp. She ran her hand down her chest and body. "You had my legs trapped in leggings, and my thong was pressing into the side of my pussy. Wes, I don't care how horny you are or how badly you need relief, I don't want you to ever make the mistake of burying your cock into my pussy if I'm not in the position to be fucking amazing. I promise you, nothing in your life will ever feel better than you giving me as much as attention, energy, and dirty talk as you can while I, without restraint, tease and work your cock until you drain every ounce from those juicy balls as far inside of me as you can get it."
Wes was literally speechless. He was stunned by the greatest statement he had ever heard. His reply was his dropped jaw and a tighter grip on his mom.
I think I broke him. "You're not gonna make that mistake with me, are you?"
"No, never," Wes moistened his mouth. "Am I gonna get to feel that feeling?"
Jenna cheekily grinned. "You know, it's funny. Every time I've walked into the bathroom with a guy or two, I've ended up fucking a guy and sucking a dick. And I've been really dirty with them - every time. But this is the first time that a guy has eaten me out and forced me to cum before I expected to. So, I'm gonna change things up a bit."
Please, just tell me what we can do. "In what way?"
"I'm not going to suck your dick."
Wes could tell that his mom was scheming, but he didn't see how that could make a sexy plan better. "No? I think it would be hotter if you did."
The brunette mother turned around and squatted. She took a long, slow lick up her son's shaft. She then, to his awe, took the length of his penis into her throat. Jenna gagged slightly but delivered three blows before pulling away and standing back up to face her son. "Ok, if you're that horny for it, I'll do you that little favor," she rolled. "But I can give you a much better one at home when my legs and head aren't buzzing from a lights-out orgasm, ha-ha." There were a few things in that sentence that Wes wanted to discuss, but Jenna continued, "And I could do fucking nasty and tricky things with you, but I think those are best left to try on a mattress." Once again, Wes opened his mouth, but he shut it as Jenna ran her fingers up his cock. "So, I was thinking that, instead, you just go take a seat over there. Then I can show you how I want to finish every lapdance that you end up talking me into giving you from now on."
Dude, it's happening. You did it. All that fucking work, you did it. I don't know how, but holy shit. By the time Wes wandered over to the toilet and sat down on the cover, Jenna was fully nude. She allowed Wes to savor the complete aesthetic.
"You're beautiful," he blurted.
Jenna bobbed on her feet. "Thanks. And I am quite happy that you look the way you do."
They laughed. Wes then motioned, "A landing strip, huh? I guess I should have expected it."
"Oh yeah? Why's that?"
"I don't know - mature but fun? It's like you expect it to be seen."
Jenna strutted toward her son. "I touched it up before we went out tonight."
"For me?!"
The mother sat down on her son's thighs and shrugged. "I had a hunch you'd get lucky." She took her son's erection in her hand and held it up in the air.
Wes and Jenna kissed as Jenna guided the cockhead into her soft mound. They each moaned as Jenna slid down the length of the shaft. It was incredible for Wes to finally be on the inside.
The mother and son looked into each other's eyes and smiled. Jenna's entire weight rested on Wes's legs and torso.
"I wanna fuck you so hard," Wes moaned.
"Oh, I know you do. And you're gonna get to. Starting tomorrow, I'm going to teach you how to be my perfect lover. And I know we're going to learn a lot together. But right now, I just want you to relax and let me handle it." Jenna pressed her hand into his chest and pushed him against the tank. "You just need to cum really badly. And I want you to let me do that for you."
Wes's mind raced. Thoughts about how his mom already had plans to fuck him regularly and how she had decided he would be a longterm sex partner swirled. Dude, she's fucking you right now. Wes could think about those things later. He needed to just focus on how his mom was riding his cock. He was able to relax his shoulders enough to let his mom take full control.
A seductively smirking Jenna precisely but passionately rode up and down on her son's lap. Wes could see by the look in her eyes that she was in love with him. He was almost scared by the admiration and pride she saw in him.
Her toned muscles in her vagina gripped his cock like a fist. It was like nothing Wes had ever experienced.
"How the hell are you doing that?! It's so tight."
"I wondered when you were going to say something." Jenna increased her speed. "I figured your loose college friends wouldn't be quite this tight yet. It's what happens when you practice gripping cocks a lot," she suggestively shrugged.
"Can I touch your tits now?"
"Seriously?" Jenna's eyes rolled. "That's like me asking you if I can touch your cock right now. I think we have a pretty good understanding that that's okay."
Wes reached out to fondle his mom's breasts. Jenna leaned forward toward his face. Wes quickly took the hint and began taking turns sucking and massaging each tit.
"Uhhh. I'm guessing you still like them?" Jenna poked.
"I don't think I could ever grow tired of them, or of you riding me like this - holy shit, or of you doing anything with me," Wes gushed.
Jenna kissed her son and fucked his mouth with her tongue. "GOOD. Wes, I hope you know that I will never stop being your mother. And if you ever stop needing traditional 'motherly help' from me, know that I will always thoroughly enjoy providing 'alternative help' for you."
You lucky bastard. "Mom, I never wanna stop cumming in you."
A warmth and sense of completion filled Jenna's being. "No? Then I guess we better get started by making that happen a first time." Jenna fervently danced in her son's lap. She shifted his cock and tugged on his sensitive flesh. "Think you're gonna cum a lot?"
"Fuck yes! I'm so horny."
"I can't wait to see how fucking dirty and slutty I feel knowing my 21-year-old son just came inside of me."
"Oh yes! It's so fucking hot. I wanna be your main cock. I want you to feel that dirty and slutty every fucking day."
Jenna's hair danced, and her hand on her son's chest began to dig in. "If you want to be my main cock, then keep fucking me and don't stop. You're the man I fucking deserve. You and I deserve it to feel this fucking good! Wes, tell me when you're gonna cum. I want you to tell me you're gonna cum!"
"I'm really close!" Wes's muscles were tight, and his hips were locked. He continued to admire his mom's figure and savor how much pressure was being applied to his erection.
"Yesss! Give me a 10-second warning, honey." Jenna ran her hands up and down her son's body and kissed him again.
Wes was not as experienced or as precise as his mom, but he tried his best to gauge it. "Ok, I think it's 10!"
Jenna hopped off of Wes's lap. She pulled him up off of the seat and tugged him toward the sink. She bent over again. "Stick it the fuck in. I wanna watch you do it. I want you to watch me take it."
Wes easily inserted himself again. "Uhhh."
"Pound away. Fuck me as hard as you can!"
Using all of his strength, his veins bulging, Wes thrust again and again into his mom's wet vagina. The mom and son held eye contact through the mirror the entire time.
With a confident but dazed look, Jenna silently mouthed to her son, "Cum for me, Wes. Just fucking cum for me."
Wes plunged the length of his cock inside of his mom one more time. Ropes of fresh semen fired deeply into her vaginal canal. The mom and son wailed in unison.
Jenna held her eyes open to watch her son's cute face twist and clench. She felt the warm goo fill her pussy as the cock throbbed. Wes pulled out slightly and then thrust back in, delivering more cum.



"Don't stop, baby. I love you, don't stop," Jenna groaned. "Give me all of it."
Soon, the twitching in Wes's cock died out. The son remained firmly inside his mom, leaning into her for support. When he opened his spent eyes, he could see his flirtatious mother staring back at him through the glass.
"That was incredible," he panted. "I've never needed to jizz that badly." Wes ran his hands over his mom's ass.
"I like hearing that." Jenna turned around and squatted down again.
"Mmm, uhhh." Wes felt his mom's tongue lick his entire package clean. "I need to lie down."
"Me too," Jenna rose and kissed her son. "Come sit with me."
Wes gratefully sat on the plastic seat cover and lounged back against the tank. His mom sat sideways on his lap and rested the side of her right breast against his rising chest. Any position other than standing felt comfortable.
They sensually made out and kissed each other's cheeks and neck.
"Well, thank you," Wes finally said. "I can't fucking believe we just did that."
"Oh yeah? I bet," Jenna chuckled. "Imagine how fucking weird this is for me! But I think I owe you a thank you, too. It's been a long time since I've came like that and wanted to be fucked so badly."
The son was thrilled to hear that. "I hope you could tell how much I wanted you. I'm glad you came like that. I wanted to make you happy so badly."
Jenna lifted herself up to adjust her position. She was now straddling her athletic son, just as she had been minutes earlier. After her son pulled her in and kissed her lips, Jenna replied, "I know exactly how badly you want me and how happy you want to make me. Listen-"
Bang! There was a loud sound from outside the door. No longer in the fog of intense arousal, they were suddenly in tune with their surroundings. They remembered that they were inside a public bathroom in a busy club. Passersby could have heard almost anything they did or said. But both Wes and Jenna decided to ignore those unpleasant thoughts.
"Listen," Jenna continued in a serious tone, "I think it's obvious that we can never go back to 'normal'. And when sex is involved, especially with our special circumstances - and our age gap, our life-stage gap, and experience gap, and distance gap - things tend to get more complicated and require more work. I want you to know that I am willing to put in the work so that we can maintain a closer relationship. Before we get too far ahead of ourselves, I need to know that you are willing to put in the work and that you have realistic expectations for you, for me, and us."
Wes processed everything his mom had just said.
Jenna became concerned that she was killing the mood. "I know this is a shitty time for this, Wes. I wish I could just make out with you and enjoy this, but it's important."
"No. No. Mom, I fully get it. I agree," Wes assured. "I want us to be a team. I promise I'll work harder, wherever it may be, to keep this going with you. I'm willing to be realistic. What do you mean exactly, though, when you say realistic expectations?"
"For example, for you" Jenna laid out, "I expect you not to rely on me for all of your sexual needs. You're in college. It's important for you to be fucking other girls your age. I expect you to get into cute long-term relationships, I'm sorry, cute long-term, open relationships. And we can enjoy our relationship when we're able to."
Wes nodded. Admittedly, he had been fantasizing about being just with his mom. But he knew that she was right. "Ok. I understand that."
"And expectations for us together, aside from the hot sex, is that we have honest communication." They both began to laugh. "This way, one of us isn't secretly running a porn empire and hacking into the other's financial accounts, and the other isn't secretly watching porn and getting double-teamed in nightclub bathrooms. No keeping secrets for now on. We work as a team."
"I completely agree with that. I like what ends up when we're honest," Wes smiled.
White cum began to leak from Jenna's vagina. "I know. I like what happens too."
"So what are the expectations that I should have of you?"
"I was just going to get to that," Jenna sighed with some discomfort. She decided to mask the potentially bad news. "Obviously, there are the good ones. You should expect me to include regular, dirty, nasty sex as part of my role as your mom. You should expect me to give my all when we have our time together. I wanna be the hot slut for you that I never was for your father."
Yes, please. Wes was nodding. "Yeah, I like that."
"Good," she pursed. "It's important for you to know, though, that in order for me to be hot, slutty, and free in that way, just like you, I am going to be having sex with other men and likely getting into longer-term relationships with some of them."
"Oh, I see," Wes scratched his face. "So, like, if you're in a long-term thing with some guy, will that impact how often we- "
"No, no," Jenna laughed. She brought her face closer to her son. "You shouldn't notice much of a difference in the quality or quantity in what we do. You are always my main man. Even though I love you and love being with you as much as I do, I've realized that I'm simply not built for monogamy. I'm an 'all eyes and hands on me' type of girl. I'm going to be doing the same sexy things with other men that I do with you, but it doesn't mean my time with you means less."
Holy shit, dude! "Then I think it's great! I actually like the idea of other men being blown away by what you can do, but me still being your main guy."
Jenna was relieved. "Oh yeah? I mean, I knew you liked my slutty behavior, but I wasn't sure if you were okay with me having actual regular relationships with other guys."
"If I'm your main guy, then I think it's hot. I like the idea of you trying things out and getting turned on by other guys and then thinking of fucking me," Wes admitted.
Jenna wickedly stared at Wes. "You're my son. I always end up thinking about you. And, by the way, I never told you, but that night I found out about your porn site and ended up fucking those two guys in the bathroom, I thought about you when they were fucking me."
"Wait, seriously?!"
"Yep. And thinking of you made me act so much fucking sluttier."
"That's so fucking hot. I LOVE the idea of you being taken by two guys at once. When you get into relationships, you should try dating two friends at once!" Wes was getting excited again. His physiology was returning to normal.
"Would that make you even hornier for me? Because I could easily do that," Jenna arrogantly winked. She then touched a small patch of skin just underneath her panty line. "I never told you about my tattoos."
"No, what are those? I didn't even know you had them until I was pulling your pants down," Wes laughed. "Are they new?"
"Nooo," Jenna shook her head. "They're from college. If that video got you hard, then you'll love hearing about these." The mother elegantly rose to her feet and turned her left hip to her son.
There were four small, faded red hearts with numbers inside of them and small letters underneath. At first, it looked like a video-game-themed tattoo. "11. 27. 16. 48. J. E. and B. C. What does that mean?"
"J.E. and B.C. are Bri and me."
"Oh, okay," Wes nodded. "What does it mean?"
"Well," Jenna explained, "in our junior year, Bri and I were kind of joking around about how we were getting a reputation as being kind of slutty. It really started freshman and sophomore years because guys would come up to us all of the time to try to pick us up, and, uh, granted, we would say 'yes' a bit more than average. And over the summer before junior year, I stripped down to my underwear to go swimming at a lake with this fraternity. So, as you can imagine, we had been earning this reputation, and many people - the type who went out to party - knew we about it. Anyway, when Bri and I were talking about it our first week of junior year, I admitted to her that I kind of liked having the slutty reputation and being known for it." Jenna saw her son's reaction. "I know, big surprise there." She continued to reminisce, "But Bri then said that she secretly liked it too, and she wished that guys knew that she was just as slutty so that she'd get as much attention as I did. So, naturally, I ended up teasing her that maybe guys could tell I was a little more promiscuous than her." Her grin widened. "She came back and said that guys just liked my boobs and ass more. I knew it was true, ha, but of course, I couldn't resist getting under her skin. I denied it and said it was because they knew I was a little sluttier."
Wes's hand was now reaching out and touching the tattoo on his mom's waist as she told her story. Jenna could see her son's engaged eyes and sensed his awakening interest. She sat down sideways on his lap again but facing the other way so he could read her tattoo.
"So, Bri," Jenna went on, "swore that she and I were luring in men at an equal rate. It was probably true, but I denied it to have fun with her. And finally, Bri, being competitive and always having to win the argument, suggested a competition to see which one of us really was sluttier and more seductive."
"Holy shit! Really?! You and Aunt Bri did that?"
"Yeah, I thought it was a hot idea too," the proud mother nodded. "We had a ton of fun coming up with ideas and planning it. But Bri was worried that if she won, I would say I wasn't taking it seriously. So, I jokingly suggested we each tattoo our results so that we'd have to live with it forever. As you can see, though, Bri actually liked the idea and thought that it would be a 'cute' friendship tattoo. So, you're looking at my results from a year-long competition."
Wes inspected the numbers again and gawked. "Wait, Mom, is each one of these-?"
"Yep! Each heart is a 'category' we negotiated, and the number is the number of guys in 'em."
"Woah," Wes lit up. Blood flowed to the tip of his penis. "How did dad not make you get this removed? He'd fucking lose it."
"As far as your father has always been concerned, the numbers are the date Bri and I became friends and our house numbers growing up."
"You went all that time and never told him?"
The mother raised her brunette eyebrows. "Yeah, I guess I was never able to be myself with him like I can with you."
Wes knew she said that because he would love hearing it. Still, it made his heart race. "So what does 11 mean?"
"11? That's what just reminded me of my tattoo. It's your favorite category - threesomes."
Oh fuck. "You had eleven?" Wes was blown away at first. He then teased, "Though, I think you could've done a lot more. You could have had one every weekend. And were they any type of threesome, or just MFM?"
Coyly shrugging, Jenna sighed, "They were all me alone with two hard cocks. That was a category that both Bri and I wanted in there. And you're right. I could have had more, but I had to work on other categories," she reasoned.
Wes did not even notice that his sticky and overworked penis was close to full mast. His only focus was on his beautiful mother. "Did you win that one? And what does 27 mean?"
"That is actually the one matching heart that Bri and I have. We went out together, so we tended to run into groups of men with the same mindsets at the same time. And 27? That, uh, that is a category I argued hard for because I knew I could win it. Looking back on it, I should have known it said a lot about my preferences."
"What was it?!"
"Freshman guys," Jenna said bashfully. "Bri wanted to do students' dads. But I guess I always preferred teaching things to horny younger men."
"Wait, so you fucked 27 freshmen?! That's amazing! They must have felt so unbelievably lucky when some bangin' junior went home with them. How did you even pick up that many? Did you just fuck the ones that approached you, or did you find them? And did you beat Aunt Bri?"
Her head thrown back in laughter, Jenna kissed her son on the cheek before answering, "Yeah, they were all pretty pumped. I always like when guys act lucky that they get to fuck me. I bet you've realized that by now. And I always approached them because they were too scared to try hitting on me! God, I used to love torturing them - not as much as I like torturing you - but I would pull out so many funny stunts. I would tell them I needed someone to help make my 'boyfriend' jealous, and then I'd egg them on to touch me in dirtier ways, and then I'd get mad at them for going too far. Or I would bump into one so that he'd spill his drink on me, and then I'd get mad and tell him that the water was shut off in my dorm that night so I couldn't wash the stains out right away or rinse off. I'd, like, demand he let me throw my shirt in the laundry machines and shower off in his dorm. And then they'd get pissed off at my demand, but then they'd realize that I'd be naked in their room with my shirt in the basement laundry." Jenna was laughing to the point where she couldn't breathe. Her son was laughing too as he imagined being put in that position. "So, yeah! I won that category by a couple of touchdowns."
"That's so fucking hot. Maybe it's because I'm 21, but I like knowing you like fucking young men." Wes wiped the sweat from his forehead. "Especially now that you're a MILF. Technically, you're my MILF."
"Oh, am I now? I guess I am your MILF, aren't I? And believe me, fucking hot young men like you and teaching them the ropes is my pleasure," Jenna flirted.
"Would you still fuck a college freshman? Next to fucking your son, that's like the ultimate MILF move," Wes jested.
"Eh, I think 21 is young enough." Jenna thought, "Though if you think I could drive you crazy and become a sexier MILF by finding an 18-year-old, you might be able to talk me into it."
"I'll have to remember that. And what category is 16?"
"Black guys. Just like I had a category that I knew I would win, Bri put one in that she knew she would win."
"16 isn't bad at all though."
"No! It's really not. She only had 21. I actually thought I was going to win after I started becoming more popular in the football cliques. But she pulled away at the end."
"Too bad! Well, hopefully, they were all threesomes so you got two for the price of one."
"Oh, no. You weren't allowed to double up on points," Jenna waved her finger. "It's not like you have a threeway with two black freshmen and get a point in each. You had to choose. But obviously, theoretically speaking, if four hung wide receivers are all flirting with you at a house party, and everyone starts taking turns asking sexual questions for fun, and then you randomly ask if they've ever had group sex and how big the group was, and then they ask you back, and you sheepishly admit that you slept with three guys at once a few weeks ago, and then they ask if you liked it, and you try to change the conversation but they won't let you, and then you admit it was one of the fucking hottest and most fun experiences you've ever had, and then they ask you what your limit on the number of guys is - hypothetically - and then you say don't know but that you could comfortably handle five or six, and then they all look at each other and 'jokingly' ask you if you'd be down to try it with four, and then you just blush and 'joke' back that they'd have to be drinking with you in a private room for you to even get in the right mind for it, and then they ask you to come chill out with them in a bedroom, and then you spend the next glorious hour getting fucked on a mattress by four handsome athletes with monster cocks and letting them come back for seconds - Well, then in that theoretical case, you either mark that as one threeway or four black guys. And when you're trying to catch up in a category where you only have12 points, it's hard not to take all four points."
Dude, she's gonna give you a heart attack. Wes's mind was swimming again. He didn't know if this effect that his mom had on him would ever wear off. His chest tightened and his breathing increased. He was as hard as a rock.
Well aware of what she was doing to her son, Jenna moved her hand over to his shaft and lightly stroked it and continued the conversation as if nothing had changed. "Any more questions about my tattoo?"
Wes swallowed with some effort. "What's 48?"
A simple, wicked grin spread on the mother's face. She leaned in and sultrily kissed her son's lips and then slid off of his body. A silent and frozen Wes watched in awe as his beautiful mother effortlessly took the entire length of his thick cock into her mouth and throat.
"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god." Wes placed his hands on her shoulders and tried not to interfere. The sound of his mom gagging and slurping on his erection would stay with him forever. He then saw his mom holding her silky brunette hair in her hand. He took the hint and held it for her, though he knew it was likely just her wanting him to feel more involved.
It was hardly a minute before the smutty, loud, clinical blowjob brought Wes to the edge. His vision blurred and his hands trembled. Seemingly immune to everything happening around her, Jenna continued to work at the same pace.
"I'm gonna cum!" Wes shouted again.
Jenna pulled away, stood up, spun around, and sat down again on her son's lap. She looked back at him as she leaned forward and ground her bare ass into his twitching, wet cock.
The mom and son watched together as spurts of liquidy jizz flew onto Jenna's smooth ass.
"Wowwwww! Oh, wow, I like that!" Wes caught his breath. "You are so fucking good with your mouth, thank you so much," Wes panted.
Jenna wiped the small amount of cum from her ass and tasted it with her fingers. "I've been told. And I look forward to teaching you how to be just as good with your mouth."
They had been in the bathroom for way too long. Jenna used a wet paper towel to clean herself off and she gave one to her son. When their odorous, stained clothing was back on, they opened the door to find nobody standing outside. When they got back into the main hall, people promptly were pointing and whispering with laughter.
The only thing that Jenna and Wes cared about was getting home to fucking relax.
**** Epilogue
"I can see that being popular. You should ask Bella her thoughts because she saved that last series from being mediocre."
"I know. I will. I think the new actress just might not be the right fit for it. She seems to be into it but too scared to actually do it."
"If she's too nervous to make videos where she's flirting with older guys, then she needs some help. You should have her hit the town with me like you convinced Bella to; I'll help her gain her confidence to go after what she wants rather quickly," Jenna grinned.
Wes laughed. "Well, I think we need to come up with a fake name on a business card for you for when you do that so that she doesn't know my mommy helps me out for fun."
The sedan came to a stop on the side of a quiet campus road. "Alright, honey, have a good week. Let me know when you want me to pick you up."
"You don't have to keep driving me, mom," Wes smiled.
"I know I don't. Maybe I like spending an extra five hours with you every weekend."
"I know. I do too, but it seems like a burden on you. I mean, if you're going to drive all this way, you should at least spend the night. My roommate isn't coming back tonight, so we could probably sneak you in," Wes wishfully suggested.
"You know I want to. But that's risky. So, is you spending time with me all about the sex now? I'm just a sex object for you?" Jenna chided.



"Ha, no," Wes shook his head and laughed.
"Are you sure? Are the rides meaningless unless they're sex-related? Am I going to have to make the rides sexier for you to appreciate them."
"Uh, actually, yes," Wes nodded. "Yeah, they're really boring and I hate them. I think we definitely need to make them sexier."
"Hmm. Well after you're done your homework one of these nights, take your clothes off and Facetime me. And we can discuss how we can make these trips more enjoyable."
Jenna and Wes made out and hugged each other firmly.
"Are you sure you can't spend the night?"
"Nope! I have a date tonight," Jenna winked.
"Nice guy?"
"Nice guys? Yeah, I'd say they're nice."
"Wait! What?!"
"Don't be jealous," Jenna teased. She touched the left side of her waist. "Just remember that now every time some guy looks down to grab my waist and fuck me from behind, even though he'll have no idea what it means, he'll be looking at proof that I already have a favorite man."
"I still think you should have gotten it on your ass."
"I know you would've loved that. But Bri was right that it looks hot next to the others. And hey, maybe I would've done that if you had manned-up and gotten one on your cock with a 'J' in it and a banner underneath that read 'mom,' like I suggested," Jenna cheekily grinned. "Goodbye, honey. I love you."
"I love you too. Now, are you SURE you can't stay the night?"
"GOODBYE!" Jenna kissed her son deeply again and then prodded him out of the car. "If you're horny, go use the condom in your wallet on some easy co-ed. You know I'll always be there for you when it's time to come home."
"Okay," Wes feigned a sigh. "Bye, mom."
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Alice listened closely with her ear pressed against the hotel door. It was nighttime, and she had left the small suite she shared with her husband in order to go down to the second floor and check on all of the boys for him. The nightly room inspection was a simple check, and Alice meandered the hallway in her slippers, a wrinkled red shirt, and a pair of black yoga pants, which she had lazily thrown on when leaving her room.
In each room down the hallway, she had only heard the sound of silence. Beneath each threshold, there was only darkness, which contrasted with the beige carpeting in the bright hallway. When she had made her way down to Room 221, however, she heard faint noises. And unlike the other rooms, there was light spilling out into the hallway from under the door. Busted.
Being the coach's wife, Alice often found herself performing caring roles. Her husband had humorously deemed her the "Team Mother" during an event two years ago. And since then, players and parents alike had been referring to her as such. All the job really entailed was having annoying responsibilities thrust upon her. She had to help organize the varsity lacrosse team's events at the high school, she had to be in charge of fundraising, and she also had to be responsible for her current job — being the mother figure for the team when they traveled for weekend tournaments.
Alice enjoyed going to tournaments to support her son, Eli. What she hated was her involuntary duty of mothering the other twenty-three high-school seniors on the team as well. The players never caused trouble, though. They actually were boringly well-behaved.
That was why, as Alice stood outside of Room 221 (because her husband had politely reminded her it was time for her to "go downstairs and make sure those young idiots are actually in bed"), she was surprised to find the only room disobeying orders was her son's. With his dad being the coach, he usually set a good example.
But what was even more surprising was that Alice finally had something remotely interesting to do. It was actually exciting. For years, she had traveled to tournaments and done nothing she enjoyed. Even with her son on the varsity squad for the season, she would watch him play for an hour, and then she would go back to the same monotonous shit.
In fact, through the years, there had only ever been one reliable form of entertainment. It was the one release the resentful wife had from her boredom. At night, while her husband slept, Alice would reach into her pajama bottoms and finger herself to the fantasy of one or two boys from the team — with their strong muscles, horny minds, and youthful cocks — summoning enough courage to seduce her. And, every time, they would ultimately succeed in taking her.
Obviously, Alice knew those thoughts were wrong. In her defense, the naughtiness made the fantasy hotter, and nothing else seemed to make the weekends go by faster. Outside of Room 221, she was not bored, though. For the first time since she was crowned Team Mother, players were showing the audacity to break her husband's iron-clad rules.
The easy solution was to knock on the door and tell the players to turn the lights off. Alice, though, wanted to make the bust far more eventful and prolonged than it needed to be. Spying seemed like a fun option. With her ear against the door, she carefully eavesdropped on the conversation on the other side. She slowed her breathing to hear the muddled words.
"Go!"
Alice didn't know what to make of the shout. Her first speculation was that the boys were playing a racing game. Sounds of low grunting and heavy breathing reverberated through the flimsy door of the old hotel. The mom took note of every small sound, trying to guess at what exactly the three boys were up to.
"Oh god, this hurts a little," one of the young athletes painfully sighed.
Alice then heard her son's voice. "It's not meant to be done this quickly — it's unnatural."
All of the boys laughed. A dirty thought hit Alice. It sounds like they're jerking off in there.
She was suddenly reminded of her most common fantasy. Alice predicted her fantasy grew from spending so much time with the players and from knowing how much her husband would hate it. But the reasons were irrelevant. The idea of being taken by horny, young studs still had a hold on her. So, despite the odds being against three boys jerking off together in a well-lit room, and even with fully acknowledging the fact one of the boys was her son, Alice felt a burst of adrenaline coursing through her veins. I could probably get away with peeking in.
Alice wanted to see what was happening on the other side of the door. Sneaking into a room was a risk, but just the thought of being in the same room as the boys while they were jerking off made her feel closer to her titillating fantasy.
Alice stepped out of her noisy slippers. She then slowly unclenched her hand to prevent the jingling of the metal keys on the ring. She quietly sorted through the eight spare room keys which her husband had collected at check-in. Finding the key to the old door was the easy part. Unlocking it without being heard was a taller task.
The instant she heard another round of laughter, Alice inserted the key and turned the lock. In a swift motion, she twisted the door handle and slipped inside the narrow gap, closing the door behind her. Her pulse was pounding as she stood in the entryway.
The lights were actually off, but the muted tube TV, which was casting a sports talk show, was bright enough to fill the room. Around the corner of the wall, the boys did not stop their activity. As Alice had hoped, they were so absorbed in whatever game they were playing, she had walked in unnoticed.
No longer muffled by the door, the sounds in the room were clear. Alice was able to pick up on nuanced noises. The groans were louder, and there was labored breathing. There was the sound of friction from skin rubbing against other skin. For an experienced woman, it was a familiar melody.
Holy shit! Alice's hand was over her open mouth. They're actually fucking doing it! They're all fucking jerking off!
"Who's going to be last?!" one of the boys asked with tantalizing urgency.
She tiptoed farther along the entry wall until she was able to peep around the corner and see the entire room. At the last moment, she muffled her gasp. Her eyes shot open at the sight of her son and his two friends standing naked in a triangle, stroking their cocks.
The forty-year-old mom's shocked eyes pinged from one detail to the next. The visual stimuli were overwhelming. The three powerfully built, young men were standing in the middle of the hotel room, frantically masturbating their thick shafts while their testicles swayed beneath. Alice's mouth went dry from how the TV projected light upon their bodies, highlighting the cuts in their abdomens and the veins running up their muscular forearms and biceps. Fuck...
The feeling of walking in on a naughty dream, the sense of the many taboos, and the simple attraction to the nude males all combined to form the hottest sight Alice had ever seen.
Alice was overcome with confidence. She watched her hand move up the wall toward the light switch. She knew there was no turning back.
"WOAH!" The three young men jumped out of their skin. The sudden burst of light made their blood run cold.
"What the hell is going on in here?!" Alice demanded, using the sternest mothering voice she could muster. Each boy snapped his neck in her direction before stumbling back in horror. They all frantically stretched their hands over their erections, trying to cover themselves, but none was completely successful. "Michael!" Alice barked. "Don't you dare move a muscle."
The panic-stricken young man halted his attempt to pull his boxers up from his ankles. He froze in place, his enticingly long cock angled into the air.
Alice noticed how it had an adorable, slight curve to the left. She then made her way into the open room, smelling the distinct odor of masculine perspiration and active hormones. "Corey," Alice demanded, "just what exactly is going on in here?" She ran her eyes up and down his tanned body.
Corey was the only one with a crop of hair on his sculpted chest and down his abs. To Alice's disappointment, Corey had found a way to completely hide himself with his hands. The scared boy turned to his friends.
"Don't look at them, Corey, look at me! Explain what you are doing."
"Um...nothing, Mrs. Chase, just screwing around."
Alice stomped her foot down in front of his. She reached out and pulled his arms to the side. He seemed too terrified to resist. When his hard-on was freed, it pointed up at Alice, much to her subtle satisfaction. "You were screwing around, indeed," Alice scorned. "I could hear you from outside. Does your mother know this is how you behave when you're away with the team?"
"Please, just stop!"
Alice craned her neck to find the source of the futile plea. For the first time since she had entered the room, Alice made eye contact with her son, Eli.
He was red with embarrassment. He seemed ashamed and frustrated by his mom's behavior.
Alice recognized his facial expression. She had seen it before when she had read notes from his teacher without his permission and when she had found porn on his computer. Alice lowered the severity in her voice, slightly. "Stop? Why? What's wrong with me getting to the bottom of things?"
Eli, whose large testicles hung visibly below his covered shaft, explained, "Mom, we were just playing a stupid game. That's all — just a stupid, stupid game. There's no need to freak out on us."
Her interest was piqued. "A game?"
Michael didn't hesitate in throwing his friend under the bus. "It was Eli's idea."
"Dude, seriously?" Eli rolled his eyes.
Alice turned her attention to Michael. "Well, since you seem to know what's what around here, why don't you explain this game to me?"
Michael breathed. "It was just a dumb game we came up with over the summer when we were bored at that camp we had to go to."
Alice knew exactly what lacrosse camp in Maryland he was referring to because she organized the fundraiser to send them there. The boys had to live in cabins for a month with no girls in sight. So, what Michael said made sense. Alice, though, was having too much fun interrogating them. "At camp? You mean the camp trip I helped organize? You spent your time at that camp playing 'jerking off' games?" The mother acted as if she had unearthed a horrifying scandal, but the thought of a bunch of naked, young men all alone in a cabin stroking their cocks was actually a turn-on.
"Everybody played it!" Eli spoke up, trying to defend himself. "I didn't just make it up alone."
"Oh, really??" Alice faced Corey, standing inches from his nude, breathing body. "Is this true? You played this nasty, filthy game at camp, too?"
Corey shamefully nodded his head.
As Alice pressured Corey, she peeked at the other boys from the corners of her eyes, wondering if they were checking her out. She was in tight, black yoga pants which wrapped around her toned legs and stretched over the cheeks of her yoga butt. Her soft, slim-fit, red scoop-neck shirt clung to her body. Her 34C breasts, which due to her expectation of a quiet room inspection, were not covered by a bra.
Yep. As she had hoped, two sets of eyes were flickering between her firm ass and supple tits. "So, Corey, how is this filthy game played exactly?"
Corey continued to stare at his feet. He awkwardly stammered through the description. "Um...we...well, we stand in a circle and kind of rub ourselves in front of a saltine cracker. And whoever is the last one to, um, finish on the cracker...has to eat it."
What the fuck?! It was a shocking turn, even for Alice.
She scanned around her bare feet and found a square cracker on the hotel carpet. Alice suddenly was withholding a smirk. She realized she had all the leverage. Her investigation had discovered a more enjoyable lead.
"Corey," she began to lecture the blond defenseman in a patronizingly slow voice, "I'm an adult, and you are, too. So, how about you show some respect for me and explain yourself like a mature adult? I can't even be sure of what you just said, but from what I gather, the game is: You boys get naked, tease your cocks hard, and then you jerk them off together at a cracker. And whoever shoots his cum on the cracker last has to eat it. Am I getting this right?"
All of the boys were taken aback. Alice could see how surprised and aroused they were by how a married woman was speaking. Michael quickly answered, "Yes, Mrs. Chase, that's right."
Alice brushed her brunette hair behind her ear with her fingers before directing her laser-like gaze on the tall redhead. "So, Michael, if you lost, you were really going to eat that cracker? Even when topped in your friends' sperm?"
"It's not gay or anything...it's just a dare, a penalty," he blushed.
Alice responded with a nod to leave Michael unsure of whether she actually believed him or not.
"Please don't tell Dad," Eli piped up. The pink mushroom head of his cock was visible. It rested on his lower abdomen, beyond the shield of his hovering hands.
"Yeah, please, don't tell Coach," his friends echoed.
"I'm obligated to report — and I absolutely should report — each and every one of you," Alice fired. She marched behind Corey. He was short and stocky, with a strong build. His exposed butt cheeks were pale globes in comparison to his darkly tanned body. Alice couldn't resist "accidentally" grazing her hand against them as she walked around him. She watched his body shudder from her touch. Alice continued, "But, I won't report you. I cannot let Eli get into trouble with the rest of you perverts and miss the playoffs."
The teammates all exhaled in sweet relief, still breathing deeply from arousal. "Thanks, Mrs. Chase," they blurted. "Yeah, thanks, Mom."
Alice knew she was at the defining moment of the night. She had reached the critical point where she no longer had any logical reason to remain in the room. Either she had to be satisfied with her experience thus far and leave, or she had to come up with a reason to stay.
She let her sexual adrenaline make her decision for her. "However," she powerfully added, "I am the Team Mother, and I can't allow an after-hours activity like this to continue while unchaperoned."
The high-schoolers shared puzzled looks, unsure if they understood. "Mom, what are you talking about?"
Alice scoffed. "You boys are behaving like idiots, and you obviously need to be supervised. For one thing, do you have any idea how dirty a hotel carpet is? And one of you was actually about to eat off of that floor?! And do you have any idea how it would reflect on our program if we got billed for hotel damages because there were cum stains on the carpet? The school sees our bills. You don't think they'd call the hotel to ask what happened?! The team can't afford to have any of its star players getting sick from eating off of this disgusting carpet, and we certainly can't afford to be pissing off the school administration."
Her reasoning had clearly struck a surprising chord because each of the boys showed a new sense of shame. They recognized how thoughtless they had been.
Alice bent down, plucked the saltine cracker from the carpet, and casually tossed it at the wastebasket. She then walked over to the white cardboard box on the dresser and selected a fresh cracker before returning to the center of the room. She shook her head in exasperation. "Plus, what were you guys thinking? With the cracker on the ground, I doubt any of you has the aim to accurately hit it from a standing position."
Corey and Michael looked confused. Eli was in disbelief.
Alice adjusted her stance to form a circle with the boys, and she lowered herself to her knees. With a let's-just-get-this-over-with look on her face, the mother raised her hand to chin level, displaying the saltine in her flattened palm. "Now, everyone squeeze in," she instructed.
She could see the hesitancy in Corey and Michael's faces. She was asking them to stand naked over their friend's mom. As she suspected, they weren't able to resist approaching her open hand anyway.
Eli, though, had moved back against the wall. He struggled to process his mom's outlandish behavior.
"Come on, Eli, let's go. Let's get this over with so I can get back to bed. I'm not going to let them start unless you're here."
Reality was warped, and Eli was unsure how to react. His mom was on her knees. Her inviting cleavage exposed most of her braless tits. The curvature of her ass and thighs was more prominent from her sitting on her ankles. Ultimately, those factors, along with the begging eyes of his desperately horny friends, drew Eli into the tight circle.
Fuck. Wow. What did you just do? Alice could scarcely believe three youthful, lively, fully erect cocks, including her son's, were mere inches above her hand and only about a foot from her face.
She involuntarily bit her lower lip before speaking. "It's nice to see that everyone has joined us."
A tense silence filled the room. Alice patiently waited.
Michael cautiously asked, "Mrs. Chase...so, uh, do you want us to finish the game...?"
Alice laughed and gasped as if she were offended. "Of course, honey. Do you think I'm some prude who stormed in here because I wanted to ruin your fun? I'm forty. I've seen enough men stroke themselves in front of me, so this isn't a big deal. And I know how much you horny teenagers like playing with your dicks — I have one of you at home." She winked at Eli. "I'm just here to do my job, which is to make sure that you boys are being responsible."
All of the boys, including Eli, somehow managed to become even more aroused. They breathed louder, to Alice's delight.
"But what if...," Corey spoke reluctantly, "...what if some of our...stuff...gets on you?"
Alice rolled her eyes. "We've talked about this. I'm not going to answer you until you ask me like an adult."
Corey gulped. He tried to reword his question. "But what if we miss the cracker a little and shoot some of our jizz on you?" His face grew redder.
Alice grinned. "Boys, seriously? I'm a grown woman. It's nothing I haven't handled before. It wipes off. Let's play already. I need to get back to bed."
But, once again, there was all silence and no action. Michael and Corey were awkwardly looking at Eli. They obviously wanted his blessing.
Alice's hazel eyes met her son's, and she politely asked, "Eli, sweetie, do you mind starting the game? It was your idea to begin with, so I want you to start it again." The mother then analyzed her son's fit, firm body and masculine, healthy cock. She wondered how a man that sexy had lived with her in her house without her realizing it before.
With her son's pulsating erection inches away from her touch and feeling the weight of her knees on the carpet in an ideal position to watch him cum in her direction, Alice's pussy began to flood. She had discovered a deeper desire, one which gave her fantasy its meaning.
As nervous as he had been, Eli could see his mom had no issues with him masturbating in her presence. She seemed perfectly fine and had even encouraged it. The son wiped his hand under the sweaty tuft of brown hair on his forehead. He acknowledged his friends, "Ready? Go!"



In the blink of an eye, all three boys were jerking their cocks at full speed. It was a remarkable sight. Alice bit down hard on her lip to quell the surge of eroticism in her body. Watching the smooth, rigid shafts, slapping balls, and juicy, circumcised cockheads, Alice wanted to put them all in her mouth.
In an act of self-control, she held still. She confined herself to the role of cheerleader. "That's it, fellas, keep stroking! Who's gonna be first? Who's gonna be last?"
They all pumped faster. Alice had seen her son's cock countless times while raising him, but she never could have imagined how big and delicious it would end up looking. His large testicles were swollen with cum and jiggling back and forth due to his aggressive handling. Alice tried to fathom how large of a load he was brewing.
Michael's cock was the longest and had red hair — a perfect microcosm of his physique. His masturbation method was using his thumb and index finger to massage the sensitive skin under his cockhead and shaft. Alice was intrigued by his technique.
Corey had the best body in the group. Even though Alice still found Eli to be sexier, she loved watching Corey's tight, barreled chest flex up and down while it danced in a light sheen of sweat. His dick was the shortest, but it had girth, which Alice imagined would stretch the limits of her wet pussy.
"Let's go, boys! Make those cocks cum. I wanna see some hot, white goo shoot out!"
"Oh, fuck!" Corey groaned. His hips forward, and he pressed his cockhead down directly onto the saltine. He released a spurt of dense cum directly onto the snack food. Three more spurts followed, which all touched the target, though, much of it spilled into Alice's palm.
Corey didn't stop pumping just because the dense spurts stopped. He seemed determined to take full advantage of the opportunity Alice had gifted him, which was fine by her. In the end, it was a relatively small load. The final tugs resulted in a few droplets flicking off of his cocktip and landing on Alice's yoga pants and wrist.
"One down!" Alice excitedly narrated. Her head was spinning from what she had just experienced for the first time. She became more engaged in the race. "Who's going to be next? And who is going to be last?" Alice didn't want Eli to be last. Eli eating the cracker would be bad, but she was more concerned about him, and her, being denied the feeling of him cumming in her hand. She didn't know the rules, but she was worried if he didn't cum next, he would have to stop and eat the cracker without finishing.
The mother subtly rotated her body toward her son. She gave him access to an even better view of her perky, creamy cleavage. Eli lightly moaned upon seeing his mom's hardened nipples poking the fabric of her tight, red shirt. "It's coming down to the wire! Who will be the next one to cum?" Alice flirtatiously winked at Eli.
Eli simply couldn't believe what was transpiring. His load had been so pent up, and the wink sent him over the edge. "Oh god, Mom!" He grunted loudly in ecstasy. He held his spasming cock in the direction of the cracker.
Alice's brain was swimming in a bath of dopamine and hormones as she watched her son ejaculate at her. The first long rope of cum landed across her fingers with the tail end hitting the saltine. The second powerful rope misfired over her hand, splattering a rope under her chin and down her neck.
Alice had naturally winced at the projectile, but she quickly pretended not to notice his errant jizz. For the half-minute in which Eli pumped his cum at the cracker, he fought to overcome his body's constriction in order to aim properly. In a motherly way, Alice used two of her fingertips to gently guide and stabilize the ejaculating cock. Her only regret was not putting it in her mouth.
The strain had caused the vein in Eli's forehead to throb. He stared down at his mom with a dazed smile and stepped back.
Surprisingly, the one with the most innovative technique had come in last. "I'm sorry, Michael," Alice lamented.
Michael hung his head and forced himself to stop massaging. "Dammit."
"So, now what?" Alice quizzed. "Michael has to eat this cracker as is?"
"No. It's just a game. I am not eating that thing, it's—"
"Boo!" Corey jeered. "Yes, you are eating it, and that's final, man."
"That was the deal...," Alice concurred.
"Wait, guys," Eli interjected. "The person who loses has to eat the cracker with every guy's cum on it, right? So, that would mean Michael has to finish on it too, right?" Eli peaked down at his mom and slyly winked.
He knows I'm enjoying this... Alice was caught off guard and impressed by her son's change of attitude. The fact he wanted to help her turned her on even more. Looking up at Michael, Alice agreed, "Yeah, Michael, it's only a full punishment if you have to cum on it too."
Alice knew her offer was a perplexing one. On one hand, Michael would just be adding his own cum to the cocktail. On the other hand, she was a sexy MILF offering him the rare opportunity to cum her hand.
"Okay," Michael nodded. He began massaging his erection with his index finger and thumb again.
Since his method was clearly a failure for him, Alice urged, "Come on, Michael, I wanna see you grip your cock like a man."
He did as requested. Eli and Corey cheered on and teased their friend.
It was taking a few minutes, and Alice could tell the lighthearted taunting was distracting Michael. She looked Michael in the eyes and assured him, "Honey, I don't care how long it takes. I just want to see you make that long, hard cock cum for me."
Apparently, positive reinforcement was all Michael needed, because a few strokes later, he cried out, "I'm sorry, Mrs. Chase," and unloaded all over her hand and arm. A drop or two landed on the cracker.
Alice stood up, holding out the cracker in her cum-filled hand. "Woohoo! It looks like we have a winner! Well...maybe a loser, I guess, haha."
"I really don't want to." Michael recoiled and gagged at the sight of the semen-soaked snack. He began shuffling backward toward the door.
"Michael, sit down, and get ready for your penalty," Alice ordered.
The grossed-out teen bolted for the door, but Eli and Corey lunged at him and held him in place. "Fine, fine!" Michael yelled. "I'll do it."
"Looks like someone is cranky. He must need a fulfilling snack." Corey's joke drew a laugh from Eli and Alice.
"Can we just get this over with?" Michael grouched.
"Yes, honey, just sit down on the bed."
Michael flopped onto one of the beds and sat back on the full mattress. He sunk down into the pillows until his head rested on the wood headboard.
The cum on the cracker was starting to melt. Alice noticed the strong-scented mess on her body was melting likewise. She twinged as she felt her son's jizz run down from her neck and onto her right breast.
Alice pinched the cracker between her sticky fingers. "Eli and Corey, hold his arms back so he can't escape again," she instructed.
Eli and Corey stood on each side of Michael and pinned him down to the bed. Michael felt helpless and desperate. To his surprise, though, Alice wasn't walking up to his side to force the cracker into his mouth.
Instead, with a naughty grin, Alice slowly climbed onto the foot of the bed. On her hands and knees, she crawled up the mattress alongside Michael's body. When her head was in line with his chest, she swung her knee over to straddle his naked torso. As Alice sat up, she firmly planted her ass down on his abs. "Now, you can't move."
Michael's erection immediately returned.
But it wasn't feeding time yet. Alice could feel her son's eyes watching her on his friend. She didn't look at him, but she heard only slow breathing in his tightened throat.
Alice used her clean hand to explore and massage Michael's muscular chest. Her son did nothing to interrupt. So, Alice then lowered her chest onto Michael's and shifted her hips down his body.
Michael muttered. Alice moaned. She felt her warm pussy rub the entire length of the fleshy erection through her damp yoga pants.
The audience watched with dropped jaws. Eli admired how his mom savored the feeling of another man bringing pleasure to her pussy.
Michael saw how large and full the breasts were as they bulged on his chest. The physical feeling was even more incredible.
Alice got a slight chuckle at how Michael gawked at her large, full breasts bulging on his chest. In a sultry voice, she reminded, "I think somebody needs to open wide."
The gunky cracker was ghastly, but Alice knew Michael would do anything she asked of him.
When Michael opened his mouth, Alice presented the delicate, oozing cracker. She watched him gag as it approached his nose, so she held the cracker in place to help him adjust to the foreign smells. Alice then rubbed her pussy up and down his cock again as a form of encouragement.
Michael nodded as he opened again. The seductive mother guided the cracker between his lips. But before it touched his tongue, she stopped.
"You know, I'd hate to do this," Alice pondered, withdrawing the cracker, "but I've had to work late tonight, and I had dinner hours ago. Would you boys mind if I ate some of this?"
Eli realized his mom wanted to eat their cum.
"I'm actually cool with that," Corey consented.
Michael pleadingly shook his head. "No, go ahead!"
Alice then turned to her maturing son. "Eli, sweetie, would you mind if I ate some of the cracker you made?"
Eli was burning up. "No, uh, not at all, Mom."
"Thanks, sweetie."
The three boys watched in awe as Alice sat up on her knees, worked her pussy into Michael's erection, and then dropped the melting saltine into her mouth, jizz-side down.
"Mmmmmm, god..." Alice breathily salivated as she chewed. Fuck. The erotic flavors and scents overwhelmed her tastebuds and filled her nostrils. Her mouth was awash with the salty, alkaline juices. "You boys did a great job," she muffled and cooed. "This is amazing."
"Thank you for doing that for me!" Michael sighed.
Alice laughed, nearly choking on the chewed cracker. She laid her chest back down onto Michael's and wickedly reminded him, "Rules are rules, honey. You're still gonna have to eat this."
To the audience's surprise and excitement, Alice planted her lips on Michael's. She plunged her tongue into his mouth and erotically kissed him. She swirled her tongue around his, sharing the sticky gobs of cracker and cum.
As they made out, Alice gyrated her hips into Michael's groin. When the cracker had been swallowed by both parties, Alice pulled her lips and tongue away. She sat back up. "So, how was the penalty?"
Michael was speechless and panting. Eli and Corey were wishing they hadn't jizzed so quickly.
Reluctantly, Alice slid off the young cock and out of the bed. Wanting to see the look in her eyes and the mess on her skin, Alice walked to the bathroom. The three mesmerized boys followed her from a distance to watch the attractive, sexy woman tidy her shirt in the mirror.
Alice saw three sets of eyes in the mirror's reflection. She thoroughly examined her face and hands. "Wait," she stopped, "what the hell is this? Who jizzed on my chin?!"
Eli froze. The anger in his mom's voice made it clear that he had crossed a major boundary. He thought it had been obvious when it happened. But, with his mom in the middle of all that commotion earlier, a misfire could go unnoticed. Eli sheepishly raised his hand. His mom spun around. Her explain-yourself-mister face was all too familiar.
"I'm sorry, Mom, I—"
"Why would you cum on my chin?"
"Mom, I- I swear it was a mistake," Eli fumbled. "I couldn't control where it went. It was hard to aim, I didn't mean to—"
"How could you not control it?"
"It was just... You were there on your knees, looking hot, and I didn't think I would cum that much. I'm sorry."
Alice relished her son's response. She almost felt bad for tormenting him. Almost. "You did cum a lot at me, didn't you?" she asked, in a milder tone.
Eli nodded. "Yeah, I'm sorry. I couldn't help it. I didn't mean to cum on you."
Playfully smacked her head with her palm, Alice explained, "Sweetie, I never said I was angry about you cumming on me."
"Wait, what? I thought you just said you were?!" With his mom strutting toward him, Eli backed up slowly, intimidated by what she might do. Soon, his back hit the wall, and there was nowhere to go. Eli gulped as his mom's stiff rack pushed into his sculpted chest.
Alice dryly intimated, "Eli, I am very happy you came on me. What frustrates me is you came on my chin. I mean, really? You're given the once in a lifetime opportunity to shoot your load at your mom, and you hit her chin? You knew you'd cum hard for me. You knew you'd miss my hand anyway. With just as much ease, you could've hit my lips, my cheeks, my forehead, my tits..." Alice glanced down at her own chest and then stared back at her son.
The young Eli was on a rollercoaster of sexual emotion. He went from being frightened to feeling deeply ashamed, to feeling more turned on than he had ever been. His testosterone had recovered enough. Eli grew an erection into his mom's thigh. She ignored it.
Below his nose, Eli spotted a glistening streak on his mom's shapely breast. "Hey, Mom, I think I got a little cum on your chest."
Alice gazed at her rack. She acted surprised to find the drying stripe of cum in her cleavage. She smiled at Eli. "I guess you didn't completely misfire after all. I mean, it's not exactly the entire load, but you certainly left your mark."
Eli beamed. "Yes, I did."
"But, as great as it is, it can't stay," Alice frowned.
The son sighed. "Yeah, I guess you're gonna have to wipe it off at some point."
"Haha. Well, someone's in a joking mood today."
"What do you mean?"
"Sweetie, you're making me feel as though I failed you as a mother," Alice disappointedly shook her head. "What was the very first rule I taught you, way back when this thing," she grasped his long cock with her warm hand, "wasn't the sexy, cum-filled monster it is today?"
Eli's brain short-circuited. He shuddered. "I-I don't know."
"Yes, you do, Eli. The first rule I taught you, back when you were a toddler playing with your toys, was if you make a mess, you have to clean it up." Alice guided her son's eyes down to the cum streak on her chest.
"Seriously?"
The MILF felt her son's cock flex in her hand. Her pussy lips tingled. "Clean up every drop of the mess you made, now, mister. I couldn't care less what you use to clean it. I just need every square inch of my tits to be spotless. Do you understand?"
The muscular eighteen-year-old was maturing. He didn't go for his mom's breasts. Instead, Eli placed his hands on her yoga pants, and he confidently grabbed her butt cheeks. He pressed his lips against his mom's ear and whispered, "I know you want me to clean up my mess, but what if I'm not done playing with my toy?"
Alice ground her wet pussy into her son's thigh, softly moaning. In a state of disbelief and intense arousal, she began sensually pumping her son's shaft. It took a moment to gather her thoughts again. "I might let you clean up later. It depends — are you gonna leave me with another hot, reckless mess?"
"No, Mom," Eli countered. He slid his hands up her body and squeezed her breasts. "I plan on being much more careful about where I leave my hot mess."
Alice growled under her breath and put her second hand on her son's cock. "Oh, sweetie, I believe you will try to be careful. But, I have some bad news for you. I've helped satisfy more than enough beautifully hung men, and I can assure you, you will never be able to control one like this all by yourself. So, Mommy's gonna let you play with your toy again, but only if you let her help you. Sound fair?"
"Ahhh." Eli flexed in his mom's steady hand. He thrust his hips back and forth because he wanted her to pump faster. "That's fair," he grunted.
"Good." Brushing her son's hands away, Alice proceeded to roll her t-shirt over her head. Once she had stripped herself topless, the mother grazed her stiff nipples against Eli's hot body. She knew her son was living a dream, and she planned to make it a wet one.
Alice touched her soft lips against her son's and then sensually kissed him. As she pulled away, she playfully bit down and tugged on his lower lip. Eli felt out of his league.
The first thing Alice noticed on her knees was the cum residue on her son's cockhead. She apologetically shook her head at her son, "I'm sorry, sweetie. I forgot to clean up my mess earlier. Don't worry, Mommy's not a hypocrite."
"Of course, look who's out of bed," Alice chuckled. She sensed her son's rejuvenated friends hovering around her topless body. She heard them beating their cocks, and she rolled her eyes. "You help one guy get off, and then, suddenly, every horny guy in the room thinks he can just waltz right up..."
Corey and Michael stopped instantly. "Sorry, Mrs. Chase, we thought because of...well, we just thought because of what we did earlier—"
"Oh my god," Alice laughed and paused her handjob. "What the hell is up with you three boys?! Seriously, why do you always think I'm mad at you? I'm amused by how you're handling this, and I like pointing it out."
Corey and Michael sighed in relief. Eli sighed louder. He didn't know what exactly his mom wanted or what turned her on. But he did know she was more than capable of deciding what was best for her, and for him. The son saw his two unsure friends standing awkwardly. Eli encouragingly raised his eyebrows.
Michael nodded and then subtly gestured a pumping fist at Alice. "So, we're allowed to...?"
"Oh my- Yes!" The mother humored, "If I wanted you to stop, I would have told you to."
As soon as the smiles and stroking of her son's friends recommenced, Alice returned to expertly masturbating her son. She allowed him to grope and fondle her breasts.
Minutes later, Eli caught eyes with Corey. He broke out of his trance and shot his friends a questioning grin. "Whoever leaves the biggest load wins?"
"Hell, yes!" Michael hooted.
"Alright, alright, settle down," Alice objected. The idea of another game, and her son initiating it, was exciting. But Alice didn't want the boys, or herself, thinking this lewd behavior required any pretext. "You boys are gonna psych yourselves out from games and end up blue-balled. How about you just focus on having as much fun as you can draining those cocks? Just keep your eyes on me, and think about how badly you wanna cum for me."
The proposition was more than agreeable. The boys continued to watch Alice's slender body rhythmically react to her stroking hands. Eli cupped her moving tits.
Loud, nasally breaths sounded from behind Alice. Given how well she had ground her ass into his body and cock, it was no surprise Michael had chosen to masturbate while watching her ass flex on her heels. Alice gave it a tantalizing wiggle.
It seemed Eli and Corey were still going strong. It makes sense Michael'd be first. He fucking suffered haha. Alice wondered what gave her the confidence to dry-hump his bare shaft with her steaming pussy. He'll remember that forev⸺ Ahhh. Alice jolted like she had been tased. Blobs of warm sludge thudded against her upper back and on shoulder blades. Well, hello!
"Thanks for the warning, Michael," Alice sarcastically laughed. She reached back and gave him a scratch on the shin, letting him know she was teasing.
Eli and Alice found themselves laughing together at the sudden interruption. They soon faced another one, as Corey began squinting.



It seemed Corey learned from Michael's error because he clearly declared, "I'm going to finish soon!"
"Thanks for the heads up!" Alice grinned. She could see Corey studying her sexy body. Her tight black pants were covering her ass, but her upper body was fully exposed. There was already a mess running down her back, so the mother fully expected Corey to make more of his load.
"Um, Mrs. Chase..."
Alice had started a burst of rhythmic strokes on her son's cock, and she waited until she had serviced him before turning her head back to his friend. "Yes, Corey?"
Corey hesitated. "Do I have to finish on your back? Or could I finish somewhere else, like, on the front of you? Like, here...?" He waved his hand over his face.
Shocker, Alice thought. She briefly flicked her eyes to her son's face. He humorously mouthed, "Shocker."
In the same patronizing tone as earlier, Alice demanded, "Before I even entertain that idea, how about you ask me again like an adult?"
Corey swallowed and attempted his question again. "Mrs. Chase, your face is really sexy, and I really want you to watch me jerk my cock off onto it." Hornily, he added, "I want every inch glazed in my jizz. I wanna cum so much you can't even open your eyes." He breathed. "Can that happen?"
Alice's jaw dropped. These boys watch too much porn. The new bravado was impressive and highly arousing. But Alice held her composure and played it off coolly. "I guess if you aim well enough," she shrugged. "Tap my head when you're close. I need to know when to close my eyes and turn around."
"Alright!" Corey grinned and stroked harder.
Alice turned her attention back to her favorite boy. My boy.
Eli smirked at his mom. "I get the feeling you don't mind the distractions too much."
"Nah, they're not too annoying," she winked. "I'd hate if they took away from your experience. Though, I get the feeling you love watching me playing with your friends and making your friends happy. Which reminds me, sweetie, do you mind if Corey gets the honor, so to speak?"
Alice twirled her finger at her face.
Eli knew he could say he wanted her face, and she would give it to him instead. But he sensed his mom valued his lack of jealousy. Plus, his mom had suddenly become his hero. "Of course not, Mom," Eli smiled sincerely, "you raised me to love sharing."
Oh, fuck. He knows how to get to me. Alice studied her hand movements. She made sure her son was receiving the greatest handjob she had ever given. "You like how Mommy strokes this beautiful, thick cock of yours? You've never felt anything like this before, have you?" She continued to talk dirty and manipulate her son's sensitive flesh.
"Oww!" Alice felt a hard slap on the back of her skull. She knew what it meant. Corey had waited too long and was losing control. The brunette bombshell immediately swiveled her neck to find a pink cocktip pointing between her eyes. She instinctively tensed up and closed her mouth and eyes.
The hand that slapped her held her scalp in place. She heard Corey yell in pleasure. "Ahhhhh-ohhh!"
A sticky load gushed onto her porcelain face, and Alice flinched. The load was fluid and extensive. Corey had left such a small load the first time, Alice was realizing he had rushed it, and had been extra pent up ever since. In total, Alice counted six ropes of cum fire onto her face.
When her son's friend finally ran dry, she basked in the sensation of the young, smelly load oozing down her forehead, nose, and cheeks. As Corey had dreamed, Alice had to wipe her eyes in order to see again. "Holy shit, you weren't kidding!" she proudly congratulated.
Corey was exhausted but standing proudly. Alice used a stray pair of boxers to clean her eyelids and then used her tongue to clean her lips.
Eli had masturbated himself while he was watching and waiting for his mom's return. Actually seeing his friend's load on his mom's face was unreal.
Alice admitted to her son, "When I got out of bed to check on you all, I didn't expect the night to go like this."
Eli cracked up. "Oh really?! I mean, what's so weird about it? Was it eating a cum-covered cracker, or was it letting your son cum on your neck?"
"I planned on those things. I just expected less teenage sperm on my face." The mom and son laughed together.
"So," Alice continued, "now that we're done with distractions, I think it's about time you give your mom an early Mother's Day present."
Eli twitched. "You want me to cum on your face for Mother's Day?"
"No, I — well, yes — but that's not what I have in mind right now. " Eli watched on edge as his mom gathered saliva in her mouth and spat on his cock. She then began pumping faster and faster until her hand was a blur.
Soon, the spit wore off, and Eli was cringing from the burning pain. "Ah, ah ah!"
The moment Alice heard her son's groans and read the pain in his eyes, she opened wide and took the entire length of his shaft into her mouth and throat. The mystified son stared down at his mom like she was a magician who had just made a car disappear. Alice hummed around his shaft as her hazel eyes met her son's. His face was priceless. The mother was thrilled she could elicit that type of reaction from her son. She sensually soothed his throbbing manhood with her wet mouth, feeling the weight of his balls against her chin.
Alice then noisily released the delicious cock from her mouth. "By the way, just because you're giving me this today doesn't mean I won't still be expecting a card and flowers."
"I plan on giving you a lot more than that," Eli panted.
"Do you now?" Alice blushed. She used her fingernails to flirtatiously tickle the underside of his cock. "Since you've been so eager to play games tonight, how about we play one more? Just the two of us?" Alice tempted. She had her son's attention. "I wanna play a guessing game. I'm sure you know Mommy's pussy wet right now. But I want you to guess just how bad you've made it soak. So, Mommy's gonna suck your dick in a way only she knows how. And your job is to simply tap her head whenever you believe your dick's as wet as her pussy. Because if you guess right, Mommy's gonna let you enter it."
The room felt unsteady, and Eli needed a drink of water. What???
Before her son could even respond, Alice tilted her head sideways and lunged her head back in, taking her son's testicles in her mouth. She licked, sucked, and loudly gargled them, letting Eli know how wet she was making them. He's gonna smell like me for a month.
"Ohhhhhh!" Eli moaned. He was paralyzed. He could only reach down to twist and rub his mom's nipples. It was done with the same level of passion and care with which his mom was sucking his dick. The son wished he could do more to reciprocate, but he knew his mom was in a giving mood.
Alice popped her lips open, releasing her son's saliva-drenched ballsack. "Mmm," she purred, "don't take your hands off me. Keep touching me."
The son vigorously nodded. His mom was nasty and dirty, and he couldn't get enough. "I love seeing you coated in all that cum. Your face looks beautiful right now."
The mother bashfully smiled. "Yeah? You like knowing your Mommy's a cumslut? You like knowing what she did for your friends?"
The eighteen-year-old had never heard that term before, and he fucking loved it. "Yeah, I love how you're a cumslut. I loved what you let my friends do to you."
Alice had not used the term "cumslut" to describe herself in many years, and hearing her son call her one made her feel hotter than she ever had. With a dry, lustful smirk, Alice dipped her head below her son's package and then came back up, allowing the length of his erection to lay on her face, running against her nose. She wanted to show him, and herself, just how hung he was.
Eli's first thought was how on Earth his mom had fit it all her mouth. His second thought was how he wanted his mom to never stop looking at him in that way. And his third thought was how his dick was currently resting in his friend's load.
Apparently, Alice was fully aware of that phenomenon. With a playful glint in her eye, she rolled her face in a circle, dragging and smearing her son's cock through the hot cum. Once she had slimed her son's manhood, she flattened her tongue and repeatedly licked the underside of his shaft and cockhead.
"Ahhhhh! That feels so good, Mom."
"Wow. You're not stopping me yet? You must think I'm really soaked." Alice continued to lick his cock clean.
"Yeah," Eli nodded, "all the way through your panties," he grinned.
Alice stopped licking and tenderly rubbed her thumb on his thigh. "Aww, sweetie, I think we both know I'm not wearing any." Her son's testicles lurched, and Alice thought she had lost him. That close call told her it was time to bring it home. "Eli, I've bathed every part of your package except for one place. So, unless you think you've made me completely fucking drenched, I would tap out now."
Eli's hands remained on his mom's breasts.
"No? Really? Alright, final call..." Alice ducked her head even lower, going between her son's parted legs.
With curled toes, Eli gasped for breath. He dug his nails into his mom's shoulders as she forcefully licked his gooch, massaging the soft tissue between his thighs. Eli didn't even know this was a thing. I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum. Eli tapped his mom's head profusely.
Alice instantly pulled her head away, stood up, took her son's hand, and guided him over to the nearest bed. The mother and son lovingly kissed while they carnally ran their hands over each other's bodies. Both were too aroused to appreciate the deeper romanticism. But there was always time for that later.
He needs to fucking pound me already. God damn.
Eli had been naked all night, and his mom needed to join him. "I wanna see your ass and pussy."
Alice grabbed her son's hands and placed them on the elastic waistband of her yoga pants. "Oh, yeah? Go ahead, sweetie. But you better do a fuck of a lot more than just look at 'em."
Eli kissed his mom again before squatting down and tugging his mom's waistband. Alice stepped out of her tight pants. Her toned legs and plump buttocks showed Eli where his athletic genes really came from. Unable to resist, Eli hugged his mom's waist and loudly palmed her butt cheeks while he buried his nose and tongue in her wet pussy lips.
"Ohhhh, fuck!" Alice wailed. She bit her lip as her fingers trembled. She grabbed the sides of her son's head, running her fingers through his hair, trying to reward him the best she could. The sensation was too much too quickly, and the mother knew their window was closing.
In a rough but essential motion, Alice jerked her hips back and pulled her son up by his hair. "Okay, I get it — you like me," she laughed, having a dazed look in her eyes. "Let's just fuck already."
Eli figured his mom was great at sex. But he soon realized she knew even more than he had imagined possible. Using one arm, she suavely pulled him away from the bed and slid him behind her. She then gathered her hair in her hands, and using just her core, she sensually bent over the edge of the bed, arching her spine, and pushing her ass out to reveal her open pussy. The entire time, she stared back into her son's eyes.
It was as close to a written invitation as Eli was going to get. He felt steam from the welcoming mound, just inches away. His mom's elegant, cum-covered face was smooshed sideways into the mattress, and her fingers were gripping the sheets in preparation for his thrusts. Sperm was running down the length of her back and onto her butt cheek.
All it took was one antsy wiggle in his mom's ass to show him how badly she wanted it too, and Eli plunged the length of his cock inside her warm, tight pussy.
"Ahh! AHHHHHHHHH! AHH!" Alice gasped for air while she moaned. She continually opened and shut her eyelids, trying to watch as much as she could. Her son's thick, rigid cock stretched her vaginal muscles in a way she hadn't experienced in a long time. "Yes, yes, yes. Don't stop!"
Eli came to a rest when his balls were snugly against her pussy lips. Each hand gripped one of her butt cheeks. His cock throbbed inside his exhaling mom. "Oh my god."
Alice had never felt so hot. She needed to cum, and she knew her son did too. Taking it slow was no option. With watery, flirtatious eyes, Alice instructed, "It's time you pound your Mommy hard like the cumslut she is."
The moment the words left his mom's lips, Eli started rapidly and forcefully burying his cock inside of her. The mom and son panted loudly as their bodies slapped together again and again. Their juices ran down each other's genitals, and their hair stuck to their faces. Eli manhandled his mom's waist for dear life, slamming it back repeatedly into his thrusting cock. Alice used all of her energy to hump on her elbows and forearms to deliver her ass into her son's body, helping him go as deep as possible.
It was a new paradise for both of them. Alice still didn't know what had come over her. She hadn't been involved in any group play since high school, and she had gone twenty years without so much as being tempted to touch another cock. She only had her fantasies. And in one night, she had allowed her fantasy to consume her to the point where she had awoken a new, more satisfying version of herself. I'm fucking my son. "I love you, Eli," Alice moaned.
"I love you too, Mom."
An orgasm tore from Alice's core and into her extremities. "Ohh! Ohh! Ohhhhhh!" she whimpered. Eli felt his mom tightening around his shaft, and he felt her pussy juice running down his thighs.
When Alice finally managed to catch her breath, she showed her son her loving, dumbfounded, lustful hazel eyes. "Where do you wanna cum?"
"In your pussy," Eli squinted, with his face beet red. He was still pounding and was hanging on by a thread.
Alice's movement had died, and she exhaustedly shook her head. "C'mon, sweetie, read the room. Where do I want it right now?"
"You want me to cum on you," he huffed.
"Fuck, yes! Tell me where you want it."
Eli couldn't see too well, but he could tell by the substance splashed across his mom's sweaty face it would not be an original option. Her back was covered, and it had started to run onto her perfect ass. Eli knew of one place to further make his mark. "Your tits," he grunted.
Mother's intuition. Having already prepared for his answer, Alice pulled out, rolled over, and sat up on the edge of the bed. She immediately began sucking her son's cock.
Eli knew it was coming to an end. He watched his mom suck her juices off his cock before holding it against her left tit.
Alice quickly masturbated her son and sweetly seduced, "Cum for me, Eli. Cum all over my titties. Show Mommy how much you love her."
"Oh fuck!" It was too much for Eli. He grabbed the bottoms of his mom's succulent breasts and ejaculated. "Fuck, I love you, mom!" the son cried. His testicles pumped up and down. From his round cockhead, he spewed wad after wad of rich, creamy goo onto his mom.
An enthralled Alice grinned ear to ear as she milked her son's erection. Her eyes flickered between his squinting face and the wonderfully large mess he was making on her perky tits. "Don't stop," she pressed, helping to drain her son.
Alice was surprised by her son smacking his cock against her flesh to make sure any excess drops found their way onto her body. "Yeah, fucking get all of it on me," she dirtily begged. She held and rubbed her breasts together, spreading her son's sperm all over her inviting rack.
"Ohh, I'm done," Eli declared. He was wiped out.
"Mmm. Good boy," Alice proudly smiled.
"Thank you, Mom. Seriously, thank you!"
"You're welcome. Oh," she remembered, "silly me. I almost forgot." Alice cockily stuck her tongue out and generously licked the cum residue from her son's cock, making him shudder. "I had to clean up my mess."
Staring at the cum running down his mom's tits, Eli dryly offered, "Do I have to clean up mine now?"
Corey and Michael suddenly piped in. "And do we have to, too?"
"Yeah, do we have to clean up our mess?"
Where the hell am I? Alice was bewildered to be naked in a room, her pussy soaking from her son's cock, and three young studs begging to lick their cum off of her body. It was the hottest night of her life.
"Well, normally, I'd have you boys clean up after yourselves. However, sometimes a mess is so fucking big and delicious, a mother knows only she can clean it up." In front of a captivated audience, Alice used her hands to wipe the cum from seemingly every part of her naked body while she fed it into her mouth. When she had devoured the last specks of their mess, she stood there in ecstasy and bashfully asked, "So, I think I'm going to need a shower before I go back upstairs. Do you guys mind?"
All three men shook their heads no.
"Ok. Well, while I'm in there, I want you boys to scrub the carpet wherever it needs it. That's a mess you can clean up." The three boys nodded, and Alice headed into the bathroom with a wide smile.
After her shower, Alice walked back into the bedroom wrapped in a large white towel, which tantalizingly covered her from her lower breasts to her upper thighs. The dark, wet marks on the carpeting told her the boys had followed through on their cleaning chore. She then noticed her yoga pants and t-shirt nicely folded for her on a chair. "Aww. Thanks, boys."
"Thank you," Michael laughed. Corey and Eli thanked her too while they sat up in their beds.
The boys were shirtless, and their blankets were covering their lower bodies, but Alice had a feeling they were still letting their tired cocks breathe in the open air. "You're certainly welcome," she confidently flirted, "and the pleasure was also mine."
"Mom, is there any way you can spend the night?"
Alice walked over to her son's bed and kissed him on the lips. "I would, but I suspect your dad would freak the hell out if he caught me sneaking out of this bedroom in the morning. Coach might make you boys run some laps for that one." She earned a laugh.
"I still think it would be worth it," Michael boldly suggested. "You'd be able to help us get rid of our blue-balls before the game tomorrow."
Their confidence had grown quickly. Eli had the same hopeful grin as his friends.
Alice shook her head. "No, I'm not spending the night, and I'm not sneaking in here tomorrow morning for you. Tonight was fun, but I think we all know how risky and wrong it is for me to keep doing this."
She then rolled her eyes and huffed. "The problem, though, is my husband keeps telling me over and over again to be 'the mother' and to 'help the team.' So, even if it's wrong, if I believe spending time with my son and his friends makes me a better mother, and if I believe promising to drain your cocks if you win the game tomorrow would help the team...well, I have to follow Coach's orders, don't I?"
The three teammates excitedly pumped their fists in celebration. Alice bit her lip.
"I'm so glad you walked into our room," Corey thanked.
"It worked out well for you, didn't it?" Alice chuckled.
"Yes, it did, haha. What do you think you would've done if this had been another room, one without Eli?"
"Um..." Alice studied her son. Fair question. "I don't know. It was instinct. There was this feeling I had that Eli would want me. Yeah, all of you were horny, so I knew you wouldn't resist. But him being here made me more excited and willing to risk it." She then considered, "If I had to bust players in some other room, I still would've wanted this to happen, but I wouldn't have even walked in. I wouldn't have had that instinct of whether those boys wanted me or not."



Michael raised his hand as if he was in class. "I mean, Mrs. Chase, I'm pretty sure the guys in other rooms would've taken you up on your offer, too." Eli and Corey were already snickering and nodding. "Everybody on the team thinks you're hot. And, not to seem creepy, we all talk about banging you — except for Eli, of course. He usually just gets made fun of for it."
Uh, wow... Alice's eyebrows shot up. She looked at her son, and his reaction told her Michael's claims were true. "Well, hold on," she reasoned, "there's a huge difference between dreaming of banging a woman and then being willing to get naked with friends in a room to jerk off on her. That's kind of a niche turn-on, doncha think? So, even if all twenty-four players on the team talk about me being hot, I can guarantee you most of them don't have the right personality to do what you boys just did."
"Mom, you're not wrong," Eli spoke up. "Most guys probably wouldn't dream of jerking off in front of other guys. But, I don't think that matters. Guys do things just because their friends are doing it. Like, at lacrosse camp, nobody wanted to play the 'Cum Chip' game. Then, a couple of us decided to play, and suddenly the whole team was playing it."
Eli could see the gears turning in his mom's mind. She was half-naked, and he loved the new world where he could stare at her without her showing concern. "If each guy on the team was cool with circle-jerking onto a potato chip, why wouldn't they do it with you?"
Instantly, Alice envisioned how she would feel — and look — with twenty-four youthful, horny, muscular boys excitedly rubbing their hard cocks against her ass, pussy, back, and tits, and taking turns covering her naked figure in their gooey, salty-smelling cum. She imagined her son's stunned face as he watched her before lovingly pounding her and trying to claim her as his own cumslut.
For the first time, Alice was fantasizing about being with more than two players at once. Her new experience had opened a door. Every room she had passed in the hallway contained a group of boys who desired to fulfill her fantasy. And what drove Alice even crazier was how Eli was encouraging her.
"I think you're right." Alice slyly looked at her son. Her hips shifted in the tightly-enclosed towel, allowing the curve of her left butt cheek to peak out. "Any player who is willing to strip naked and show his boner to his friends for sake of jerking off onto a potato chip would almost certainly do the same for me."
Corey propped himself on his bed and joked, "Well, there's only one way to find out, Mrs. Chase: Right now, you need to go door to door and see which rooms end up like this one."
"Why would I need to do it in small groups like that?" Alice returned. "Why wouldn't I just let the entire team jerk off on me at once?"
Corey and Michael laughed at the hot mom's joke. Eli wasn't so sure.
"I can't even imagine..." Michael quipped, "You'd be too blind by person seven."
Rather than laughing at the friend's joke, Alice flirtatiously sniped back, "Hey. You don't tell me what my limits are. You have no idea what I'm capable of. And you have no idea how slutty I want to be. Honey, if there's one thing I've learned from my time as Team Mother, it's that I am more than capable of organizing, encouraging, and satisfying twenty-four horny, sweaty boys at the same time. Don't flatter yourself; I had fun playing with all your cocks tonight, but I could've made you cum just as hard while working your entire team."
The three friends were frozen. They stared at the wet-haired brunette. Even Alice was stunned by the words leaving her mouth. It was a brand new fantasy for her, but she already knew she wanted the real deal. She peaked at her son, and he seemed nothing but supportive.
"Plus," Alice intimated, "because Eli now knows how much dirtier his mom wants to be for him when she feels like a cumslut, I'm sure he'll help all of his friends share me in the most satisfying way possible."
Eli dryly nodded. It was like seeing his mom for the first time.
Alice dropped her towel in the middle of the room, showing off her squeaky clean curves. She took her time wiggling into her yoga pants and red t-shirt, enjoying the attention. Following a wink and returned smile from her son, Alice announced, "Well, boys, I have to get back to bed."
"We'll get to do this tomorrow, right?" Corey needed confirmation.
Alice paused her exit and turned back to the boys. "Uh-huh. In fact, I was thinking, since I know how good all of you taste, maybe after you win tomorrow we can play one of my games. It'll be much easier for me to clean up."
"You're the best mom ever," Eli gushed.
"Thank you, sweetie," Alice blushed at her son's corny and sincere compliment. She blew him a kiss and switched off the lights. "Now get some sleep, you idiots!"
"Wait!" Michael called out.
"Yes?" Alice hesitated on the door handle.
"When do you plan on letting every guy on the team do it at once?"
Alice paced back into the dark room. As she formulated her answer, her knees surprisingly buckled. She knew what she wanted, but she knew the moment she set the ball in motion, she couldn't take it back.
Still, the words came tumbling out. "Well...the hotels make sense. If all the players wanna do it during a trip, my husband is usually asleep by 10:30...but, if it's too scary with him in the same hotel, I might be able to meet you all at one. Maybe you three could just bring it up at practice next week?"
Michael shook his head against his headboard. "Nobody would believe us. To be honest, I think the guys would love to do it during an away trip as a big F-you to Coach. But if we told them, they'd just think Eli was pulling a weird prank."
"Hmm." Alice's voice shook as she whispered, "You're right. Planning won't work. I need to spring it on them like I did with you tonight. Maybe you boys can make up a reason to get everyone into your room next weekend after 10:30?"
"Yesss," Corey rubbed his hands.
"No," Eli disagreed. His mom tilted her head at him, and Eli argued, "We'll find a way to get everyone in here tomorrow night."
Woah. Alice's heart stopped. "What?! Why tomorrow?"
"Why not?" Eli grinned. "I don't wanna wait a week. I can't even imagine how hot and slutty you'll look doing those things with my friends. Then I'd get to bang you afterward. You don't want to wait a week for it either."
Alice felt a tingle within her pussy lips. Her yoga pants still had a wet spot from earlier, and she could feel it sliding against her as she walked to her son's bedside. The idea of being involved in such an intense activity the next day was both hot and stressful. But as she started running her hands over her son's defined chest and abs, her nerves faded and her erotic confidence returned.
The mother and son sensually kissed with tongue. Alice couldn't help kissing her way down Eli's torso. Her thighs leaned into and rubbed the side of the mattress.
Alice knew her son and his friends were waiting for her answer. As much as she hated to admit it, her son was making sense. Why am I such a fucking slut? For the second time that night, the mother let her sexual adrenaline answer for her.
She stood up and commanded the room's attention. "IF you boys win tomorrow and promise to help me, you have my permission to tell the team to expect a secret reward later at night. Don't give them details. Just tell everyone I want to give them something I think they deserve, and Coach is against me giving it to them — so, I have to give it to them after hours, after Coach falls asleep. That should, uh, stimulate their imaginations."
"And then what?" Eli poked. "I'm worried they'd still think it's a prank when we ask them all to our room."
"And then," the mother curved her lips and continued, "when it's time to perform room check, I will sneak out of my room, walk down to your floor, and then, while you three play lookout, I will visit each room and invite each player to your room for a special surprise from me personally."
Eli wondered how he had never seen this side of his mom before. "Do you think they'll know what the surprise is?"
Alice dryly nodded. "I think they'll have a good idea when they open their doors and I'm standing there in nothing but my bath towel." She dug her nails into Eli's abdomen.
She was alarmed by her unplanned commitments, but she kept going. "After I'm back from the hallway, I'm going to go into your bathroom and change into a thong, a bra, my yoga pants, and my top. And while I'm busy getting dressed, you three are going to explain to your teammates that I recently found out about your disgusting game called 'Cum Chip.' You'll tell them I was shocked to learn how effective it had been for team bonding. So, as Team Mother, I chose to put the team first and not tell my husband. In fact, I even asked you three to host games of Cum Chip during the season."
The three young men were locked onto Alice's words, and they nodded in understanding.
She continued. "But earlier this week, I found out all of the players were making dirty and inappropriate comments about me during practice. And I also found out players were badmouthing my husband for not appreciating their success enough. Right away, I knew a distracted and unmotivated team wouldn't survive in tournaments. So, I figured, what better way to bond the team, release sexual frustration, and thoroughly reward hard work than a game of Cum Chip, where instead of simply cumming on a potato chip, they'd get to play with me."
"Holy fuck," Eli blurted out.
The darkened room fell silent. The only sound was of heavy breathing. Alice wasn't sure what she did to earn the level of admiration and respect she saw in her son's eyes. Well, it's either admiration, or he's—
"Seriously?!" the mother cracked up as she lifted her son's sheet. "How are you hard again?"
"What do you mean?! Did you not just hear yourself?!"
"No, I know why. I mean, how? How is it up again?! You came twice in the last half-hour!"
"For me, it was when you changed back into your clothes," Corey announced.
"Yeah, I have no clue when mine came back," Michael laughed.
Alice was amazed. Christ, young men... "All of you are hard again?"
The boys nodded.
She tickled the taut skin of her son's erection. Suddenly, his hand was gently squeezing her ass. It was a feeling Alice wanted to get used to. "Mmm. Well, I shouldn't be surprised you boys keep getting hard for me. Cocks always remember what they like, and I might have worked my pussy into them a little too well," she flirted.
Eli and Michael hotly breathed. Corey politely reminded, "I guess my erection is for a different reason then, ha."
You didn't even remember, haha. Alice suddenly felt her son's hand sensually rub her ass. She twirled his erection in her hand as she gyrated her hips.
"Corey, I'm sorry you missed out. You should've lost Cum Chip." Everyone laughed.
"If I lose tomorrow, do you think you would do that to me?"
Alice felt her son's hand run between her thighs as she responded to Corey. "Oh, honey, I don't think anybody in here wants me to wait till tomorrow." She bit her lower lip. "Eli and Michael, go hold Corey down."
Alice and Eli shared a loving smile. Then the Team Mom removed her shirt.
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"I just don't think it's enough." Cassie was unsure, as she examined the high-end headphones sitting on her friend's couch. "It's our first Christmas together, and I think I should get him something a little more meaningful."
"Relax, Cass," Julia assured, "Ryan said he wanted those when you were at the mall, right? So, obviously, you got him something he'd like."
"I don't know it's just—" Cassie was cut short by a voice approaching the living room.
"Hey, I'm going to the store to get some snacks, do you two want anything?"
"We're good, Eric, just leave us alone," Julia snarled.
"Jeez, I'm just being nice. Cassie, how about you, do you want anything."
"Thank you, but I'm fine, Eric," Cassie replied sincerely, as her best friend's brother walked past the living room on his way out of the house.
"Why are you so mean to him, Julia?" Cassie poked at her friend.
"Cass..." Julia rolled her eyes, "are you serious? Eric is the most obnoxious person to live with—"
"Well, yeah, of course you think that. You're his sister," Cassie countered. "You should be nice to him. He's always nice to me."
With another roll of the eyes, Julia patronizingly asked, "Why do you think Eric is always so nice when you're here?"
Cassie was a little taken aback. "You mean he's usually rude?"
"No!" Julia laughed. "He's definitely not a jerk. He's just— He's all silent and awkward when you aren't here. He's not creepy—"
Julia got caught up in her own thoughts. She didn't think her brother was creepy, but his eyes did tend to linger in the presence of any attractive woman, and sometimes they landed on her. He just needs to find a girl and get laid, Julia would always tell herself.
Getting back to her friend, Julia summarized, "He's just always isolated and not really that smooth, socially."
Curiosity hit Cassie. "I don't get why he's so awkward. He seems like he could be a popular person."
"I know! I don't get it either," Julia shook her head. "He's smart, but sometimes in too much of a geeky kind of way. Girls find him attractive and everything, but it's like he doesn't even realize they're flirting with him. He just doesn't get it, ya know?"
Hearing that made Cassie feel bad for Eric. He was always nice to her. She had a new appreciation for how "outgoing" he was around her. "That sucks for him. I'm sure he'll grow out of it. I'm glad he's comfortable around me, though."
"Cass, seriously?" Julia sarcastically smiled. "C'mon..."
It suddenly hit Cassie. Her eyes flashed open, and she felt like an idiot. "Ohhhhhh... I, uh— Wow... That's crazy. Are you being serious? How do you know for sure?"
"Please, he's been in love with you since the first time I brought you over to hang out last summer. He still gets antsy when I mention you're coming over."
"Aww," Cassie blushed. "That's kind of cute."
Julia quipped, "I bet Ryan wouldn't think it's cute."
Cassie leaned back and chuckled, with a hint of seriousness. "No, no he would not, haha. He's protective enough as it is. And I forgot to tell you — When we were at the movies last week, he got all pissed off just because of the way another guy was checking me out."
"But anyway," getting back to the main conversation, Cassie continued, "I kind of feel bad about your brother. He should've told me eight months ago before I started dating Ryan, maybe I would have given him a shot. He's sweet, and he's pretty good looking."
"Yeah," Julia nodded before laughing hysterically. "You should put, 'I think you're sweet and pretty good looking' on a decorative card and send it to him. It would make his Christmas."
Cassie threw her head back. Laughing together, Julia shook her head, "God, he'd blow his load just from that."
The brunette friend covered her mouth as she giggled at the semi-taboo joke. "Oh my god, don't even say that! You don't know what he does in private."
Abruptly holding Cassie's arm, Julia leaned in and gossiped, "I swear to fucking god, that's not a joke. One time I walked by his room, and the door was open. And his laptop was open on his bed, all these crumpled tissue balls were around it, and a picture of you in a bikini from that trip we took was on the screen."
"What?"
There was silence. Julia saw the stunned, dropped jaw of her friend. Cassie seemed bewildered but frightened. Julia nodded in confirmation. "Yeah... not joking at all."
Before deciding whether she felt violated or complimented, Cassie opened the Facebook app on her phone and scrolled to the picture Julia was likely talking about. The image was a bit more risque than Cassie's usual posts. She remembered asking Julia if it was okay to post beforehand.
In the PG-13 photo, Cassie and Julia were lying down on their stomachs on their beach towels. Their smooth, tanned figures were in the bright sun, and they were both smiling under their dark sunglasses. The friends were shoulder-to-shoulder, and the camera captured their similar, grapefruit-sized busts. Cassie noticed her friend in her aqua bikini, but she was more focused on how her round butt checks could be seen behind her head in her cheetah-pattern bikini and on how her long brown hair was held in a cute ponytail.
It was no surprise why Eric chose that photo to wank off to. Cassie was about to joke to Julia how she didn't know Eric wasn't jerking off to both of them, but she quickly shut down that weird thought.
Spying on her friend's phone screen, Julia playfully smirked, "If you let him see you like that, then he'd really blow his load."
The two girls laughed again until it was hard to breathe.
While Julia continued to amuse herself, she could see the gears turning in her friend's head. Julia knew Cassie well. They could read each other's minds, and they knew each other's personalities, good and bad. It wasn't hard for Julia to pick up on the tantalizing emotions growing within her friend. The subtle bite of her lip made it obvious.
"Cass," Julia blankly stared. "Are you actually thinking about what I think you're thinking about?"
Sensing she was right. Julia was suddenly entertained and highly interested.
"Well..." Cassie blushed. She ran her hands over her face, trying not to laugh again. "He's been so sweet to me all year, and he's always offering to do favors for me," she rationalized, voicing with some swagger. "Maybe he deserves a meaningful present from me."
Julia's mind raced. Her friend's way of thinking was enthralling. "Oh my god, you're definitely going to do this! I'll help. This is, like, the hottest thing ever."
Both Cassie and Julia were surprised by how much she loved the idea.
But Julia suddenly remembered, "Wait, what about Ryan, though?"
The surge of excitement faded, and Cassie stopped to think. "Well, he doesn't have to know... Eric's quiet anyway — like you said. I'll make sure he doesn't say anything. It's not like I'm going to cheat or anything. I just want to do something small."
Tingling on the inside, Julia sarcastically downplayed the gift, "Yeah, you just want to give him something small and memorable that'll make him blow his load."
The slender brunette was taken back with how her friend was talking about her brother. "And you're okay with this?! This isn't weird for you at all?"
"No! I don't care what he does. Cass, you doing something hot and fun for someone is a turn-on regardless of who it's for," Julia easily explained.
The humming sound of a car pulling into the driveway filled the living room. They knew it was Eric coming back from the store.
"Let's continue this in my room." Julia quickly tugged Cassie's hand and led her upstairs.
*****
Upstairs, in Julia's room, the two young women couldn't stop talking about Eric's special gift.
"So, what exactly are you thinking of doing?! Like, what do you think would be good to give him?"
Cassie squirmed in her cross-legged position. "I don't know," she exhaled. "Maybe a new pic of me in that bikini? You said he loved that."
"Booooo!" Julia mocked her friend. "C'mon, that's not creative! He can already see you like that online anytime he wants. You said you wanted this to be a meaningful, special Christmas present."
"Alright, alright," Cassie surrendered to the taunting. She knew Julia was right.
After thinking more about what Eric would like and what would be a fun gift for her to create for him, an enthusiastic Cassie smacked the bed. "I know what would be good!"
"What?!"
"What if instead of a bikini, I put together a sexy little Christmas-themed outfit and give him a few photos of me? Maybe GIFs, so they're moving a little?"
"Yes!" Julia shrieked. "That would be amazing! What could you wear?"
"Um, I don't know. I'm sure there's a lot of Christmas lingerie sets out there. Or, I could make my own." Cassie shrugged and then joked, "Maybe put bows on my tits..."
While Cassie was busy laughing at her own joke, Julia was not. She stood up and started scouring her room.
"Here!" She popped up with a Cosmopolitan magazine from under her bed. She practically shoved an open page into Cassie's face.
"What is this?" Cassie ran her eyes over the text-filled page.
Julia was giddy and rapidly summarized, "It's a story about this model who wanted to do something hot for her boyfriend for Christmas, so she wrapped her body in a ribbon and bow and laid seductively under the Christmas tree, and when her boyfriend came downstairs she gave him a lap dance and let him 'unwrap her' afterward."
It was a sexy story, but Cassie wanted to know the lesson of it. "Okay. That's awesome, but why are you showing me this?"
"Obviously, you wouldn't be in a bow under the tree, and you wouldn't let him 'unwrap you', but it would be really sexy if you put on a slutty Christmas costume and gave Eric a little dance."
"No. How would I— No—" Cassie was speechless. She was in shock. She didn't understand how her friend could even suggest it and why she was so into the idea.
Admittedly, the more she thought about the story, the more captivating it became. But, it was a nonstarter. "I don't think I could do that anyway. I don't know how to give a lap dance or be sexy in that way."
Julia was clearly locked onto the idea. "Just watch videos on YouTube. There are definitely instructional videos you can watch. It won't take long to come up with a short dance to one song."
Cassie could tell Julia had a vision, but she simply couldn't bring herself to do it. "Julia, I just don't think I can do that. It's a bit much."
There was no quit in Julia. She pressed, "You said you wanted to give him a special gift that he'd remember. It doesn't get much more meaningful and memorable than a surprise lap dance in lingerie on Christmas morning. C'mon, think about how insanely hot it would be. Think about how much he'd love it. You'd love it, too."
Julia's persuasion pushed Cassie back onto the fence. Cassie was torn. It would be such a vulnerable and risky act, especially for a girl with a boyfriend. On the other hand, it would accomplish exactly what she wanted, and she wouldn't be getting naked or fucking or even kissing another guy. Plus, undeniably, the idea was highly erotic.
As much as Cassie wanted to say yes, though, her mind kept stopping her. "I mean, it is just a dance. But... I just don't know."
Suddenly, a loud pounding sound filled the room.
Julia and Cassie jumped as if somebody had uncovered their secret talks. They calmed themselves down, and Julia finally called out, "Who is it?"
The door opened, and they saw a tall, college-aged guy with dirty-blonde hair, a broad chest under a long-sleeved t-shirt, wearing a pair of blue jeans.
"What do you want now, Eric?" Julia annoyingly scoffed at her older brother. It was incredible how quickly she could change her tone.
Cassie closed the Cosmopolitan magazine as if Eric would somehow see through it and realize what they had been discussing.
Eric stepped into the room to place a carton and a spoon on Julia's dresser. "I just wanted to drop this off." He glanced at Cassie and shrugged. "It's green tea ice cream. I remember you saying you liked it, and I happened to see it at the store, so I just picked it up."
"Thank you, Eric," Cassie was astounded.
The shy guy closed the door and walked away.
Cassie stood up and went to the dresser. She opened the ice cream, and as she took the first cold spoonful in her mouth, she turned back to Julia with red cheeks.
Julia smugly returned her friend's flirty grin.
"Fuck. Fine, he wins. He's definitely gonna 'blow his load' after this."
*****
Julia and Cassie spent the rest of the day in the mall, piecing together her slutty, Christmas-themed outfit. As they shopped, they continued to discuss how Cassie would actually go about delivering the present.
They spent a lot of time perusing. There were too many options. After half an hour in Victoria's Secret, Cassie finally stumbled upon something she liked. "Julia, look."
Julia turned to Cassie and nodded her head in approval of what her friend was holding in front of her. It was a red, satin thong with white fur trim. Festive.
"You're sure Eric will like this?" Cassie wanted there to be no doubts in her wardrobe decisions.
Still feeling high on the exciting adrenaline, Julia friskily chastised her friend by grabbing the thong and holding it against Cassie's waist. "Sir?"
A man in his mid-thirties, who was in the store shopping for his wife, was startled by the two attractive young women. Cassie was stunned, as Julia tried not to laugh, "Sir, would this girl look hot giving you a lap dance in this?"
The man's face and ears shot red. He was as off guard as Cassie was. His eyes flickered to Cassie's frozen body and the thong held against it. He amusingly nodded his head before turning away and adjusting the front of his jeans.
"What the fuck?!" Cassie hit her friend and laughed along with her as they went up to pay.
*****
With most of the shopping done, Cassie and Julia sat at the food court and went over the plan. They decided it was best for Cassie to perform her dance to "Santa Baby" because it was the only sultry Christmas song they knew.
"So, are you going to lay under the Christmas tree like the model in the article?" Julia nudged.
"No, no. I was thinking about that, and there's no way I am going to do that in your house with your parents home."
"Wait, what? They won't be home. Why the hell would you be willing to do any of that with them home, to begin with? Haha. Just do it in the afternoon when they're at church. Eric isn't religious, and I don't go with them anymore either. You wouldn't have to worry about anybody walking in."
"Oh." Cassie ran through the scenario again. "I see. Either way, I just can't imagine myself being comfortable just all exposed like that and waiting for someone. I'd feel too self-conscious."
Julia thought about the problem. Her teeth found their way onto her bottom lip. "Why don't you just be a gift for him?"
"What do you mean by that? I already am, haha."
"No." Julia explained slowly, "Why don't you literally come out of a wrapped box like the Christmas gift you are?"
Both friends imagined Cassie rising from a large, beautifully wrapped box in nothing but lingerie. They imagined the dumbfounded look Eric would have on his face.
Cassie was sold on the plan. When buying a pair of sexy, red heels at a shoe store, Cassie asked the manager if she could have an unused shipping box from the back.
*****
That night, Julia and Cassie binge-watched as many lap dance tutorials as they could find online. They designed a routine to fit the length of the song that would guarantee to rock Eric's world. Cassie couldn't remember the last time she was so thrilled about something, and Julia encouraged her friend in any way she could.
For each of the remaining four nights before Christmas, Cassie came over Julia's to repeatedly practice her routine on the empty wooden chair in her room. They put a long pillow in the chair to make it seem more like she was grinding in Eric's lap. Julia gave her pointers and suggestions. It was a lot of fun.
Each night, Cassie got herself so worked up that she went over Ryan's apartment so he could fuck her brains out. Julia, on the other hand, just kept getting caught up in all the excitement,so she naturally had to use her pink vibrator until she sweatily collapsed naked in her bed.
*****
Finally, it was Christmas Day.
It was a unique Christmas for Cassie because it was the first time she woke up on Christmas morning more excited to give a present than to receive one. After exchanging presents with her family, Cassie made her way over to Julia and Eric's house.
Julia led Cassie up to her bedroom upon her arrival. She was just as enthusiastic as Cassie. She went into her closet and retrieved the clothes they had purchased a week earlier.
Inside Julia's bathroom, Cassie donned the tight, skimpy attire. She applied her gloss and mascara to make her lips and eyes pop. The final touch was a red Santa hat to tie the theme together.
Cassie spun around and examined herself in the full-length mirror hanging on the bathroom door.
She couldn't believe how hot she looked. "He's gonna love this!"
"Good!" Julia shouted through the door. Naughtily, she took her friend's phone from the bed and began typing. "And I have good news for you."
"What?"
"I just sent my brother a text from your phone. 'You' told him there's a little present for him, so he should come downstairs in a little bit."
"Oh yeah?"
"Yeah," Julia laughed innocently, "I almost started typing the message to Ryan, at first."
Inside the bathroom, Cassie didn't find that last part to be as funny. She looked into the mirror, and her breath was caught in her chest. Her mentality broke and her enthusiasm popped. "What the hell am I doing?"
Julia wasn't sure if it was a question for her, or if it was hypothetical. "What do you mean? Are you alright?"
"No," Cassie frantically heaved. "I can't do this." She started forcibly tugging the lingerie from her body.
Julia could hear the commotion in the bathroom. She knew her friend was upset and losing her mind. "Cassie, stop! Open up."
There was nothing but loud, fast breathing and the sound of heels dropping on the tile floor. Cassie then burst out from behind the door, tears in her puffy eyes. "I can't do it."
"It's okay, It's okay." Julia held her, trying to calm her down. "What's the matter?"
"I can't do it. I can't cheat on Ryan. Why did you text Eric?! Why did you make him think I was gonna do it. I don't wanna do it," Cassie cried.
"It's okay," Julia consoled. "Nobody is making you do it. If you don't want to, you don't have to. I thought you wanted to, though. Remember how excited you were? You were all set." On the inside, Julia was also disappointed. She wished she could satisfy her friend's worries so she could be happy to do it again.
Cassie, though, was far from ready. She caught her breath, though, which was a positive sign. "Jules, I know you wanted me to do this, but I just can't. I really wanna do this for your brother, but I can't. I swear if I weren't with Ryan, I would've done it."



"I believe you, Cass," Julia nodded. She found it odd that Cassie was treating her gift like it was selfless a favor to her as well. "Eric doesn't know what you were planning. And you don't need to apologize to me. I am surprised, I guess. But I'm not mad."
"I know. I know. I know. I just feel bad because of how much you helped me this week and because of how much I wanted to do this for your brother. Trust me, I would never hurt him on purpose. He deserves this, and I truly did want it badly. I just can't do it."
Julia went into the bathroom and returned with a cup of water for her friend. "You don't need to explain yourself. You're in a relationship. It was unfair for me to act like this was no big deal to you."
In the back of her mind, she was upset over how much work they had put in and how excited she had been for her friend, her brother, and herself. It bothered her that she had been imagining her friend delivering the steamy present to her brother for night after night, and now it wouldn't be happening.
"No, you don't need to be sorry. This whole thing of giving him something was my idea. I should've known I couldn't follow through. I just got so into it, I wasn't thinking straight."
Julia knew the feeling. She didn't want to seem insensitive, but her subconscious was urging her to try. "I feel bad because I sent Eric that message from you. I know it's completely my fault that happened. But, I don't want him to think you were pranking him. Is—"
"No, I don't either!"
"Right!" Julia brushed her black hair from her forehead. "Is there anything you can give him to make him happy? Even those photos or GIFs were a good idea. We could make them right here."
After long thought, Cassie lowly shook her head. "I can't. It's still cheating." She could see her friend's disappointed face. Lightening the mood, Cassie cutely shrugged, "We could always send him some pics of you to make his Christmas."
"What?" Julia froze. She tried to respond, but she was baffled and stammering. "Why would you say that?"
Cassie's smile returned. "Why not? He'd enjoy them. Why does it matter if they come from you or from me?" She wasn't serious, but she did enjoy teasing her best friend.
Julia looked almost embarrassed. "You're kidding right?"
"No. What's the big deal? You wanted him to 'blow his load.' Our bodies are pretty much the same, so if he had fun with my pics, he'd definitely have fun with yours, too."
She had to be joking. Julia knew Cassie had to be pulling her leg. But, still, she wasn't positive. And she also wondered what would even make her suggest such a thing. "He's my brother. You know it's different. It's not even remotely close. Why would you even say that? He doesn't check me out or anything, he checks you out."
"I don't know..." Cassie shrugged, getting her sense of playfulness back. "You did catch him jerking off to that pic of both of us."
"No, but— No, obviously, he was looking at because you—" It was hard to speak over Cassie's smug smile.
Cassie had never said anything, but she had been considering it ever since she saw the photo Eric had been caught masturbating to. "Uh-huh... Well, there are plenty of photos of me on Facebook and Instagram — even other bikini ones — and he chose that one? The one with both of us? You probably look even hotter than I do in it, haha. He was definitely stroking it to both of us."
Julia was taken aback, and she pressed her hand into her mattress for support. She tried to explain it away, but in the back of her head, she always knew the truth. Her face was beet red. "He's not attracted to me. I think it's just the body. That's how guys are."
Shrugging again, Cassie held her palms up. "And...? Even if that's the only reason, I'm still right." Suddenly, the tables had turned. Cassie was the one excited and turned-on by the idea of her friend giving Eric an erotic gift. "So, you should just send him some pics. You're the one who was so excited for him to get something special."
"No," Julia gawked. Her mind swirled. She was still trying to digest her realization her brother fantasized about her. "No, I sent him a text from your phone saying there was a present for him, so he's expecting one from you," was the best Julia could come up with.
"As far as he knows, I'm just the one telling him he has a present waiting for him. If that present happens to be a note telling him he's getting some raunchy pics of you..."
The imagery of that scene ran through Julia's head. She imagined her brother walking downstairs and reading a card with a link to a photo album. Then he would go online to find a bunch of seductive photos of her in a skimpy bikini. Then, after his mind blew up, he would run back to his room to jerk off to them like crazy.
"I'll take some if you take some."
"WHAT?!" Cassie swallowed, clearing her ears. "Wait, what, seriously?"
Julia was afraid of her friend's reaction. She sheepishly shrugged.
Cassie, though, was beaming. She stood back up, elated with her friend. "You would seriously do that?" She never for a moment thought that was a possibility. "That's amazing."
Smiling with her round cheeks, Julia sighed, "Yeah, if it gets you to send some, then I guess I will."
Cassie found it rich how her friend was trying to justify her naughty thought. She didn't want to betray Ryan's trust, but Julia just presented her with a salaciously sexy opportunity that she couldn't ignore. "Okay! If you send some, I will. I'm not kidding about this."
Letting her dopamine-soaked mind process her impending decision, Julia firmly agreed, "Fine. If that's what it takes, I guess I can do it."
"There is a catch," Cassie held her finger, mischievously. She couldn't leave well enough alone.
"What?" Julia rolled her eyes.
"You have to wear the Christmas outfit."
"Uh... hell, no."
"Hey, I already put it on. It's your turn," Cassie justified. "I would've worn it if I was single. You're single, so you have to wear it. I know you don't wanna do it, but I'm the one sending pics when I have a boyfriend, so you gotta be risky with me."
It was hard to argue. Julia's heart was pounding. "He's my brother."
"Yeah, I know. So, if you're gonna send your brother dirty pics anyway, you might as well kick his ass. We spent all that time buying it — One of us has to wear it. And I'm going to."
Finding herself abnormally susceptible to peer pressure, Julia wavered, "I guess it doesn't make sense for it to go to waste. I guess one of us has to wear it. Are you sure you're refusing to wear it? You literally just had it on."
Cassie smiled. "Yep. You will not wear that again."
With a loud, annoyed huff, Julia surrendered. "Fine. But you owe me one." She walked into the bathroom and closed the door.
*****
"HOLY FUCK!"
Julia was hit with wide eyes and a dropped jaw. Her friend was in disbelief over her transformation.
"You look like a model for a December issue of Hustler."
Julia's cheeks burned red, and she couldn't help but rotate to show off. "This is fucking ridiculous. I can't believe I agreed to it."
Red and white, candy-cane-patterned thigh-highs ran up her smooth, fit legs to the middle of her thighs. The red, satin thong, which matched the Santa hat, was barely covering the landing strip on her pussy. Her round butt cheeks were bare, parted by the red, white-fuzz-trimmed thong. Her red stilettos caused each cheek to flex out prominently. And just as in the magazine article, her outfit was finished off with a shiny, gold ribbon wrapping around her back, tied tightly into a bow on her chest, pushing her 34C tits high into place and covering her areolas.
"I think Eric will like it," Cassie chuckled.
Julia tried not to smile. "This is too much." She stared down her practically naked upper body and bare thighs. "Am I missing something? I remember buying more things."
"Nope. That's it, Jules! Now you know how I felt when I realized what I'd have to wear."
Feeling so vulnerable, Julia had a new appreciation for what her friend almost did. Out of nowhere, she heard the sound of a phone camera. She looked up to see Cassie snapping away with her iPhone.
"What are you doing?!" Julia immediately covered up.
"What do you mean? This was the whole point," Cassie smirked.
"I'm not ready yet," Julia laughed. She wasn't emotionally prepared to take sensitive photos for her brother. Cassie didn't seem to care.
"Good. They'll look more realistic this way."
"Stop!" Julia reached to take her phone back, but Cassie pulled it away, leading to a short chase around the room. "This wasn't the deal we had."
"You're right. You need to drop your arms. You're supposed to flaunt it. You definitely shouldn't be embarrassed."
"I'm embarrassed," Julia defended. "I'm just not ready. And the deal was, I would take some if you did. You didn't even change yet."
Cassie rolled her eyes and quickly pulled her top over her head and wiggled out of her jeans. She rapidly tapped the shoot button while in a number of sultry poses and facial expressions. After only twenty seconds, Cassie held her arms up. "Tada! Now there's a million of me. I held up my end..."
Julia knew it was useless to fight it. She let her arms fall from her chest and waist — not that much of her had been covered, to begin with. "Fine. What do you want me to do? Let's just get this over with."
Her annoyed attitude did little to fool Cassie. "Uh-huh. Well, it'll go faster if you actually try. Be sexy."
Julia tried to strike a sexy pose with her hands high on her waist, but it was nerve-wracking and uncomfortable.
"Your face is the problem," Cassie admonished.
"Excuse me?!"
"You're being too shy. You can't tell me this is how you look when you send nudes to guys."
Julia was bewildered. She couldn't understand how her friend didn't see the problem. "Cass, this isn't exactly like me doing it for other guys. This isn't natural. I'm not really in the right mood."
"No?" Cassie pursed her lips. "Because I think the only unnatural thing about this whole situation is that we tried to have me give your brother the dance instead of you."
"What...?"
This was not some sudden epiphany. This thought had been growing in Cassie's mind all week. It was a feeling she had. "I think we should put you in the box. We should've planned that from the start."
"What...?" Julia was short-circuiting. She didn't even know how to begin unpacking her friend's suggestion. "That's disgusting. You're joking, right?"
"No," Cassie slyly grinned. "You were just as into this as I was. I mean, whose idea was giving your brother something dirty for Christmas?"
"Well, that's not fair. I—"
"And whose idea was the lapdance?"
"I know—"
"And whose idea was it to pop out of a box?"
"Mine. But—"
"And which one of us picked the song?"
"Well, we kind of both did."
"No, you did! And which one of us found all those videos, and set everything up, and planned the dance to make sure it was perfect?"
"I get the point. But that—"
"And which one of us came up with the idea of your brother 'blowing his load'?"
"Uh—"
"And which one of us is currently half-naked in Christmas lingerie because she wanted to make sure her brother would actually get to blow his load this Christmas?"
"I—" Julia began to stammer. She couldn't formulate sentences and didn't know how to respond to the flurry of attacks.
Cassie was relentless. She was awash in the same adrenaline-pumping, drippingly-erotic hold that possessed Julia all week. "Look. Just imagine this: You go downstairs and wait for your hot-stud of a brother. Then, he opens the box, and you pop out, looking like a sexy, fucking goddess. His thick, horny cock springs up, and you can see in his face how fucking hot he thinks you are. Then, before he knows what hit him, you're grinding your ass into his hard cock like a pro until you feel yourself making him jizz in his pants. And you know it's the greatest thing that'll ever happen to him and he'll be jerking off to your photos forever."
Julia was silent. She was still playing out her friend's vision when she heard the camera snap.
"Jesus, Jules, just look!" Cassie encouragingly smiled as she turned her phone around.
On the screen, Julia saw herself in the scandalous wardrobe. The most noticeable aspect though was her facial expression. Her hand was brushing her black hair behind her ear, and a closed smile was drawn across her bashful, yet cocky face. Her eyes were lively and her skin seemed to glow. She couldn't deny it — she looked incredible.
"Uh, wow," Julia commented. She barely recognized herself.
"Yeah," Cassie laughed, as she watched her friend's facial expression begin to match the one in the photo. "Your brother is gonna love seeing you pop out of that box."
"I don't know if—"
"He'll never forget the way you look. It's gonna be insanely hot for both of you."
Julia's skin felt stickier. Her breathing was labored, and her face felt warm. She could hear her body faintly beating. "You really don't think he'd be freaked out to see me like this?"
Cassie knew she was almost there. "Honey, he's gonna cum before your ass even touches his lap."
A short chuckle escaped Julia's mouth. Her face broke, and her white teeth grinned widely.
Before Julia could change her mind, Cassie took her hand. "Let's go! You're gonna do great!"
*****
Cassie pulled Julia downstairs into the living room. Julia saw the perfectly wrapped large box placed beside the family Christmas tree. When she had built it for her friend, Julia treated the box as a fun little prank. Now, she viewed it as a daunting, inescapable contract. The box and lid were wrapped separately so the "user" could step out at any time she needed to. But she had a feeling she couldn't run away from this.
"It's perfect, Julia," Cassie applauded, as she opened the lid and stepped in to test its size.
Scanning her environment, Cassie spotted an armless, wooden chair sitting in the middle of the room and a Bluetooth speaker resting atop the piano. "Wow, you really tried to set me up for the perfect show, haha."
"Yeah," Julia breathed, second-guessing the details.
"I suppose the chair is for you, now," Cassie teased, rhetorically.
Julia's cheeks burned, trying not to giggle at how absurd this all was.
"What are those?" Cassie stared peculiarly and pointed at a set of weights tucked against the back wall.
"Oh yeah," Julia questioned her rationality as she placed the weights on top of the supporting spindles under the wooden seat of the chair.
"Ohhh... Gotcha. When you're really grinding into him, the last thing you want is the chair sliding across the room. And do you think those are the weights your brother uses to get his muscles nice and firm?"
Part of Julia wanted to slap her friend so she would shut up. But she could only laugh and stammer. "Just shut up for a minute, please."
"I'll shut up when you get in the box," Cassie stuck her tongue out. "Go ahead."
Julia stared into the dark inside of the box as if she was agreeing to enter an inescapable purgatory. She picked at her fingers. "Are you sure this is a good idea?"
All joking aside, Cassie shared a sincere moment with her best friend. "Honestly, yes. I mean, look where you are. Do you seriously believe you would even be thinking about doing this — let alone wearing what you are and standing next to the box — if you didn't want to? You know you want to do it, and believe me, he will want it. You know that, too, though."
Julia nodded and took a deep breath and slowly stepped into the cardboard box.
"Just have fun with it! It's hot, but it's also kind of funny. If you're gonna do it anyway, just enjoy yourself!"
As Julia watched Cassie lower the box lid to encase her in darkness, she had one final request. "When my brother is about to open the box, can you text me to let me know? I might need to mentally prepare myself first."
"Of course. I'll know exactly when he's coming because I'll be watching from behind the dining room wall the whole time," Cassie winked.
With that information, as Julia watched the last gap of light disappear, she knew she was truly locked in place. What the fuck am I doing?
She heard Cassie walk out of the room, only for her to return a few minutes later and tap the top of the box. Julia called out, but Cassie walked away again. She suspected it was some sort of note, and she was right. Taped to the lid of the box was an envelope that read: FOR ERIC.
*****
Inside her cardboard cocoon, Cassie figured it wouldn't be long until Eric would come down for a snack or drink and search for the present he was promised. The massive gift wouldn't exactly be hard to find.
The waiting was killing Julia. She could only smell the fresh cardboard, and black surrounded her until she remembered her phone was lying next to her. She browsed the Internet, hoping to distract herself enough to avoid getting psyched out.
Soon enough, Julia heard footsteps marching down the stairs. Her heart was in her stomach, and her phone vibrated. "He's downstairs!"
She was too jittery to think clearly — but maybe that was a blessing. Julia gulped and opened her music playlist to "Santa Baby" and awaited her queue to play it over the Bluetooth speaker resting on the piano. She knew Cassie's (or what was supposed to be Cassie's) side of the operation even better than Cassie did. But part of her wished she didn't so she could just nix everything.
Walking by the living room on his way to the kitchen, a giant, glimmering package caught Eric's eye. He knew to expect a gift, but he had asked Cassie when exactly he should come downstairs to receive it, and she never replied.
Upon closer inspection, Eric grew skeptical. Seeing his name on the envelope of the giant present just seemed too good to be true. He began thinking it was a prank by his sister.
Despite his doubts, Eric plucked the envelope from the wrapping paper. As Julia heard the sound of the tape being ripped off, she silently rose into a squatting position. Her legs trembled, and her bare ass pressed against the warm cardboard as she awaited her signal.
Outside the box, Eric opened the envelope to find a Christmas card inside. He read the unfamiliar writing aloud. "Dear Eric, you've been sooo nice to me ever since we met! So I was thinking about how I could give you the perfect present this Christmas. But then your sister told me about this great idea she had! I know she sometimes acts like you bother her, but she actually really loves spending time with you. She cares about you more than anyone!
So... we thought it could be fun if I helped her give you the special gift you deserve. (p.s. I don't even know exactly what she has planned!) She just told me to write down these instructions for you: "Hi Erry! Don't open the box ;) Just take a seat & get comfortable so I can make sure you have a very Merry Christmas. Love, Jules XOXOXO"
The paper shook in Eric's twitching hands. The handwriting was not his sister's. It was Cassie's, and it was no ruse. There was nothing explicit or even a hint as to what the gift could be, but a warm feeling spread through Eric's limbs. He knew it was his male brain and constant horniness twisting the words, but his body reacted to the seductive language. The secret plan and the winky face sent his imagination running wild. He racked his brain on why the letter ordered him to "get comfortable."
Desperate to find out what the secret present was, an aroused Eric shuffled around the box and toward the wooden chair. He was filled with angst.



'Get comfortable' seemed impossible. He didn't even know what it meant. He was in a t-shirt, jeans, and socks while sitting in a chair — He was as comfortable as he could be.
For a minute, he just sat and breathed deeply, staring at the shiny, blue box. Another message then caught his eye. His eyes weren't looking for another note.
On the side of the box facing his chair, written in Sharpie with his sister's sprawling handwriting, was the instruction: "Knock twice on chair to open!"
Inside the box, Julia could feel the heat and thin layer of moisture on her forehead. She was in a steamy box from all her stress, her angst, and her inner instinct to push forward. She was scared, but she was more tormented by waiting. She needed to leave the box. Her stilettos were puncturing the bottom cardboard panels under her squatting, wobbling legs. You're fine. You're fine. Julia tried to focus on remembering her first moves.
Then it happened. A sharp chill surged through Julia's spine. The instant the knocking sound met her ears, Julia reactionarily exhaled and jammed her finger down onto her phone screen.
"Santa Baby" awoke the Bluetooth speaker, startling Eric.
He searched for the source of the music, but before he could even get his bearings, his neck snapped his eyes back toward the box. An angelic, sexy, nearly-nude figure rose from out of the wrapped gift box.
Eric couldn't see her face. He could only see her long, black hair, topless back, and perfect ass cheeks just feet from his face. His brain told him who it was, but he refused to believe it.
Julia ignored all the thoughts. She simply started her routine. Her eyes closed, she placed her hands on her hips and dipped her hip to the side in rhythm with the song. The tension in her muscles finally released enough for her to open her eyes and focus on dipping her butt. Being able to stare into the Christmas tree rather than her brother's face right away gave her the space she needed to get into the right mood and mindset.
Staring at her from behind, Eric's cock was swollen to the point of pain. He felt weightless and paralyzed in the chair, as he watched the girl of his dreams seductively dance for him.
Julia gulped before her first big move. She knew in her heart that if she could follow through with it, she was all in. Just as she had practiced with her friend, Julia slowly bent over at the waist and touched her right hand to her left shin, and ran her fingers up her smooth thigh as she rose.
"Uh-m-num-uh," Julia lightly muttered nonsense under her breath. It was time to step out of the box and turn toward her brother.
Every warning system in her brain urged her not to, but Julia couldn't stop herself from fully unboxing herself and turning around. Eric's opened mouth, wide eyes, and frozen, shaking body hit her immediately. He was a deer in headlights. Woah. A twenty-year-old Julia couldn't believe the power she had over him. Her brother was a year older, but his mesmerized, lustful gaze in his eyes told she was the one in control.
All the fear melted inside Julia, and the weight lifted from her shoulders. Her brother was not only okay with the gift — He was enraptured. The atmosphere in the room shifted to where Julia had always imagined it during her brother's gift — fun, flirty, and a little naughty.
A relieved, confident smile on her brightened face, Julia strutted right up to her brother's knees. It was difficult not to stare at the massive bulge in his jeans. Eric quickly reached his hands over his erection while Julia spun away from him again.
Not a word was spoken, but Julia knew her brother wanted it. Before sitting down in his lap, the sister reached behind her, parted Eric's knees, and brushed his hands away from his bulge.
An indescribable excitement filled Julia. "Are you ready?" Julia glanced back and smirked.
Looking up at his playful, seductive sister, a heavily breathing Eric nodded his head.
In an unspeakable decision, Julia sat down on Eric's lap. Instantly, she pressed her ass into his bulge and gyrated her firm, round butt cheeks into his erection, causing him to moan. Feeling the surreal sensation of her brother's boner underneath of her and hearing his satisfied gasp in her ear, Julia's jaw fell open.
Continuing with the routine, she stretched her arms back around Eric's neck. It allowed her to pull her back tightly into his solid body while holding his head next to hers.
Stunned, and still at a loss for words, Eric was overwhelmed by the unobstructed view of his sister's buoyant, perky breasts being held in place by the thin, gold ribbon. The unforgettable view Eric had of her cleavage was not on Julia. The dance had set it up by design.
Tempted by his bombshell, erotic sister, Eric laid his hands on her bare quads, above her high socks. Julia, though, reached down and smacked them away. "No touching!" she flirtatiously cautioned.
Immediately, Julia could feel the body beneath her clam up. From the corner of her eyes, she could tell by the way her brother's head hung that he was feeling shame and embarrassment. She felt bad he was taking the rule so personally. C'mon, you know why you can't. She was hoping he wouldn't be shut in for the remainder of the dance instead of enjoying it because that would suck for both of them.
Julia tried reengaging her brother by grinding harder into his denim jeans with her thong. It didn't take long for her to figure out a way to make him feel better while also doing herself a big favor.
"Your jeans are rough on my legs. My skin's chafing."
Eric waited. He didn't know if he was allowed to speak. His mind was moving a mile a minute. Finally, he hesitantly voiced, "Sorry. I didn't know."
"Haha!" Julia laughed, as she danced. "Yeah, I know you didn't expect this. Mind if I take 'em off real quick?"
"Uh..." Eric swallowed. "No, no. Go ahead."
"Good. They're killing me," Julia thanked, as she hopped off her brother's lap.
Eric unbuckled his belt and propped himself up with his hands to let his sister tug his jeans down over his ankles. Feeling liberated and encouraged, Eric took it upon himself to pull his shirt over his head, revealing his muscular upper body.
Suddenly, Julia was the one who was flush. She hadn't planned on having to take her brother's pants off, let alone him winding up in nothing but his boxers. Julia knew she had every right to stop given the changes, but her brother was an attractive man who wanted her attention, and she had spent too much time and energy working on the present to give up in the middle.
Julia planted her ass back into her brother's warm lap and rubbed herself into him even harder. She was thankful that the gym weights were under the chair or else she might have been sliding him across the room. With her straight, black hair pressed from her brother's neck and shoulder down to his abs, Julia wondered what was running through his mind.
The answer to that question wasn't even known by Eric. He was too horny to hold onto a thought for more than a moment. The weight of his sister's gorgeous body forcing itself into his cock and chest was heavenly.
Without the restriction of the jeans, Eric's cock had more freedom to move. And, for the first time, Julia's circular thrusts helped straighten it out into a natural position. Eric sighed in relief from his swollen penis finally resting up against his lower abdomen.
The change of position hit Julia instantly. A smug, devilish grin swept across her face. She had made him that hard, and she had moved it into that position without using her hands. And if she knew anything from dancing with guys at parties, a guy's hard-on pressed against his stomach was better for everyone. Julia forcefully targeted her brother's solid abs, digging her ass side to side, rolling the shaft and head under each flexing cheek. It was funny to make it move in any direction she wanted, and her brother was panting too loudly to complain.
On the next pass, Julia's instinctively moving hips found a new course of movement. "Ahh-ahh." Julia held her moan the best she could, as her pussy ran down the length of her brother's rigid cock. Her eyes went wider, and her fingers briefly clenched behind Eric's neck.
There was no delusion beforehand — Julia knew fully well her mound could end up making some contact. What she didn't prepare for was how, um, healthy her brother was. It wasn't some insane monster, but it easily rivaled anything Julia had ever touched before.
Curiosity couldn't be killed, and Julia made another pass, analyzing and savoring the sensation of the thick cock pressing her sheer thong into her warming mound. She was having a blast, and couldn't help herself. "With a body and cock like that, why the hell aren't you bringing home girls every night?"
Eric swelled with pride and warmth. He was amazed how his sister complimented his cock. The introverted twenty-year-old honestly replied, "I don't know... I guess most girls don't interest me."
Julia smiled. "And I do...? You never show it."
"Well, no," Eric admitted, "but you always tell me to leave you alone. And you make fun of me. So, I didn't think you wanted me to talk to you."
"Haha!" Julia rolled her eyes. "I'm your sister. It's my job to tell you you're annoying. You're supposed to ignore it and tease back."
"Oh," Eric chuckled. "Well, you do interest me."
Julia blushed. "Yeah, no kidding, you dork. Cassie and I kind of pieced that together. I wouldn't have stepped out of a present like this if I didn't know that."
The rhythmic twerking in Eric's lap somehow stimulated him even more. He could hear his sister's light groans and smell the faint perfume on her body. His confidence was building, but he still was too numb to know where the line was. "I love how you look in your outfit. It's really sexy on you."
"Thank you," the sister beamed. She affectionately scratched her brother's neck and sensually rubbed her ass on his boxer-covered cock. She felt her back pressed into his chest. "I wanted to drive you a little crazy."
"It worked."
The brother and sister laughed together.
"I love the way it feels!" Eric added. "Thanks for taking my pants off. It feels so much better for me!"
The lustful attention plus the erotic tension in the air was intoxicating for Julia. She wanted him to be hornier for her, and she loved feeling sexy. "Who said I took your pants off to make it feel better for you?" Julia's frisky voice lingered, as she ran her thong up and down her brother's hard pole again.
"Ohhhh!" Eric sighed. His face was bright red and sweating.
It was a natural segway to the next part of the routine. Julia didn't know where she was in the song, but she could tell by how her brother's smooth, perspiring skin slid against hers that he was ready for more.
As planned, Julia began slipping down between Eric's parted legs before using her grip on his neck to pull herself back up. Each time, she sensually pressed the entirety of her ass into his groin before pulling her shoulder blades back over his broad chest.
Eric dropped his head and moaned into Julia's ear, "I love the way you dance."
"Yeah?" Julia breathed. "I learned a lot of these moves, like this one, just for you."
It became too much for Eric. He physically couldn't help himself. He lifted his arms and grabbed his sister's ribcage, right underneath her breasts.
Holy shit. Julia peeked down to see her brother's veiny forearms reaching around her. She loved the way he tightly gripped her body with his strong hands. There was no point in pretending. In a sultry tone, Julia challenged, "If you're gonna be bad and break the rules anyway, why not grab what you really want?"
Eric was dumbstruck. Still, he managed to run his hands onto his sister's breasts and underneath her ribbon.
With the masculine hands squeezing and handling her firm chest, Julia moaned loudly. "Oh, Eric..."
Her enamored brother rubbed and squeezed her nipples while her smooth thighs intimately worked their way into his lap. The performance became dirtier and sexier than she had ever imagined. She tried using her ass to communicate how much she was enjoying herself. She hoped if she pleasured his cock enough, he would be able to tell just how much she wanted to give him this present. But no matter how well she massaged the hot erection with her bare butt cheeks, it didn't feel like a strong enough message.
Julia's head thrashed side to side from the incessant, incestual touching. She responded by rubbing the moistened, thin strip of her satin thong up and down Eric's rigid penis as sensually as she could.
The unintended consequence, however, was Eric's cockhead poking through the slit in steamy boxers, followed by a couple more inches of length.
"Ah!" Julia jolted and nearly jumped, as she felt the exposed, heated flesh sticking against her right butt cheek. She knew what happened, but how could she be expected to stop.
With Eric groping her chest and his defined cockhead and warm, sensitive flesh rolling against her butt and softened pussy, Julia found herself alarmingly excited for the next part of the dance.
At this point, she didn't know if she was on schedule or if the song had started over again. But either way, she heard the next verse of lyrics and went ahead with standing up and turning around to face her brother.
When the brother and sister looked into each other's faces and eyes, they both realized the other was just as mystified, confused, and happy as they were. Neither knew what was going on, but neither wanted to stop. There was a shared unspoken humor in the situation.
Julia's chest heaved up and down, as she smiled and stepped back over her seated brother. She straddled his lap and touched her fingertips to his breathing chest. In a slight change of plans, Julia found herself biting her lower lip and gazing into Eric's eyes as she sat down, trapping his mostly-bare cock against his stomach and her wet thong.
The sensation of his sister's warm pussy lips pushing against his cock was divine. But Eric was more distracted by the feeling and sight of his sister's chest pressing into his.
Their foreheads were soon resting against each other for support, and Julia started to dance again. Though, this time, her dance was her simply kneading her red, satin thong into his cock, working it from base to tip.
The siblings moaned and groaned from the intense sexual pleasure, which was unlike anything either of them had ever experienced.
When Julia glanced into her brother's eyes to find him checking out her bulging breasts, she dug her nails into his shoulder blades and ground her demanding pussy into him even more passionately. Julia, too, soon was staring at how her tits were tightly compressed against her brother's sexy pecs. There was only one problem she could see.
Not knowing what was coming over her, Julia rested her chin on her brother's shoulder and inhaled the scent of his bath soap on his perspiring skin. She whispered into his ear, "Are you gonna unwrap your present or not?"
"What?" Eric panted. He saw and felt loops of the golden bow on his torso. "Holy shit, I can do that?"
"Mmm." Julia shrugged, "It's Christmas. It's wrapped in a bow. So, I have to let you. That's the rule."
Eric didn't hesitate to tug the end of the bow and untie the ribbon. He reached around his sister's back and tore the wrapping from her body. His sister's hard nipples made contact on his skin.
"Uhhhh!" Julia gasped.
She watched Eric drop his head and take full advantage of her generosity. Before she knew it, he was kissing and licking the tops of her breasts. Julia never imagined things escalating to that level, but some of the blame was hers for referring to her chest as 'your present.' Nevertheless, Julia couldn't bring herself to tell her brother to stop, even if she had wanted to.
There was the ready excuse that Julia was simply getting caught up in the moment. Or maybe she could blame it on her decision to orgasm after practicing her routine every night. But Julia knew the real reason why she was writhing in sexual anguish with her brother.
All of the walls she built and little lies she told herself seemed foolish now. All of that worrying was pointless. This present was just as much of a long-awaited gift for her as it was for him. Julia leaned back from Eric to give him the space he needed to grab her breasts and place them in his mouth without restraint. Comfortable in his steady hands, Julia released her grip from his neck and ran her hands through her silky hair on the sides of her head. She humped his cock with her pussy. "Oh, fuck, Eric! Keep going. Keep going!"
With newfound confidence around a woman, Eric grabbed his sister's ass and squeezed her butt cheek. It was a dream. He followed it with a loud, playful smack on her taut flesh.
Julia cooed and wickedly smirked. "I bet you've wanted to do that to me for a while."
Eric replied with an even louder smack and a wide smile. But there was something else he had dreamed of doing even more. The brother pulled his sister against him tightly and deeply kissed her on the lips.
Julia's eyelids shot open before she affirmingly closed them. She dug her nails into her brother's ribs, delivering a sharp, painful pleasure.
No longer needing the control, Julia was willing to cede Eric his fair share. And that suited Eric well because he wanted to kiss her the way he truly wanted to.
Suddenly, Julia was startled by her brother's hand darting up and gripping her neck. His veiny forearm flexed, and his fingers pinched the sides of her supple neck, making her feel lightheaded. The unexpected clenching and gasping for air was frightening, but Julia could only stare at her brother. Despite the new, vulnerable position, Julia decided she trusted Eric completely.
She released a high-pitched, complicit moan to tell him she accepted his plans.
Eric pulled his sister's neck and head next to his. He then whispered into her ear, "You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this."
Years of desire were released in one explosive, open-lipped kiss. Julia kissed him back with equal force, smooshing her nose against his face. She was going to let him kiss her for as long as he wanted.
When the initial burst of emotion subsided, Eric and Julia began making out intensely while Eric maintained his grip on her throat. They massaged each other's tongues and tugged on each other's lips with their teeth. The longer they made out, the more playful and bawdy it became.
The large dick pressing into her soft labia, coupled with her brother's sexy handling of her neck, gave Julia an erotic high. "Your cock feels so fucking good against my pussy," she whimpered.
"Uhhh. I know. Imagine how good it would feel inside of it..."
The performance had gone way too far already — And an insatiably horny Julia wouldn't have changed a moment of it. She couldn't fight it. Even her conscience was egging her on.
Julia stared at Eric with a look of acceptance. She accepted the reality and all of its consequences. And once she did that, nothing stood in her way of giving her brother an enamored, lustful nod of permission.
Eric reached down between their bodies until he grabbed Julia's soaked red thong. He tugged it to the side of her mound, as Julia bit into his neck, burying her Santa hat into his ear.
With the strength of his one hand around her neck, Eric lifted his sister higher onto his body. Julia clawed and clenched her glossed nails into his skin to the point where she knew she would leave long-lasting marks. And that only made her want to grip harder.
Using his free hand, Eric tugged her sticky thong to the side of her plump pussy lips and then angled his long shaft straight into the air.



Julia then felt a pair of lips and s hot breath against her ear. "I've never gotten to cum in one of my Christmas presents before."
"Ohhhh! Fuck, I love you." A high-pitched moan left Julia's lips as her brother lowered her onto his beating cockhead.
The siblings gasped and held their breaths together as Julia's steamy labia parted to make room for Eric's penis.
Julia slid down and took in the entire length of her brother's erection. When she finally reached the end of her journey, she sat still and felt Eric's rapid heartbeat through his pulsating cock inside of her. "Ohhh, god!"
"I can't believe you let me fuck you for Christmas," Eric laughed in disbelief, loosening his grip.
"I didn't," Julia cracked up, tears in her eyes from the wide range of emotions. "I was just gonna give you a dance."
A brotherly, arrogant grin formed on Eric's face. "Just a dance? Then what's all this for?"
The dark-haired hottie giggled at her brother's inflated ego. Normally, her instinct would have been to dampen it. But it was a refreshing change of pace. "I don't know what this is for," she played along, swiveling on his cock. "Maybe I got the sense you needed me to be your sexy Christmas cumslut?"
Just like that, Eric palmed his sister's waist and thrust his hips, flexing his cock. Julia started working her pussy around Eric's dick, getting familiar with the size and feel. It wasn't long before she started bouncing up and down in his lap. After each thrust, she landed on his lap with a loud slap and moaned loudly from the feeling that he was somehow deeper inside of her than he was the thrust before.
For Eric, it was the realization of his greatest fantasy — the one he never imagined would come true. Just knowing his swollen knob was pleasuring his sister's clit with each upward buck was incredible.
The increasing vigor and speed of the aggressive thrusts caused Julia's Santa hat to slide down over her eyes. She had to shake it off her head. "Fuck. Don't stop!"
"I won't! I'm not gonna stop!"
The siblings wailed and growled in unison. Their actions became more violent. Their muscles were tense and rigid. But despite that, Julia was still able to tighten her cervix every time her brother forcefully bucked her into the air, refusing to let him leave her.
"Oh my god, Jules! Ahhhh!"
"Ohhhhh, Yessss! Yes, yes! Fuck me, Erry! Keep going! I want to feel you cum in me!" Julia cried.
In a few thrusts, Eric warned, "I'm gonna cum soon!"
Him saying that sent Julia over the edge. She wasn't even going to make him pull out. She knew she wanted him to cum in her, and that drove her crazy. Julia screamed, as her body shook from its core.
She held her brother with her trembling arms and tensed up in his lap. "I'm cumming, Eric!"
Overcoming the restricted movement, Eric never stopped fucking his sister as hard as he could. For the first time, Eric felt the weird sensation of warm liquid squirting down his cock and onto his upper thighs and testicles.
Eric's overstimulated cock twitched in place, and Eric lost his ability to control his hips. His muscles locked up, and he needed to release.
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum, too!" Eric announced. The only movement he could manage was grabbing the tops of his sister's shoulders and pulling her down onto his lap as strongly as possible. His cock would physically not go any deeper.
Julia was close to blacking out. "Yeah!!! Do it! Tell me you love me."
It wasn't a desperate or insecure request. Julia knew how he felt, and she needed to hear it before he did something so intimate. Eric understood and was more than elated to share his feelings.
"I love you so fucking much, Jules!"
"Ahh-ahh!" Julia beamed, squeezing his body.
Julia suddenly felt a hot rope of liquid splash deeply into her pussy. "Uhhh!" More ropes followed, and Julia could feel her own brother twitching and filling her pussy with his semen. Her mind was blank and on fire.
For over a minute, Julia let Eric drain all of his seed inside her. It was the strongest she had ever felt in her life. After he finally stopped, Julia's orgasm broke, and she collapsed into her brother with her face on his heaving chest.
Eric stared into the distance, his penis softening inside his sister while he safely held her.
Both of them were physically and mentally spent. They only had enough energy to breathe.
For over five minutes, they rested together, rebuilding their strength and thinking about what they had done. Eric had slipped out of his sister's soaked pussy. Julia cooed from the feeling of her brother gently rubbing his hand on her back.
When they both became conscious of the Bluetooth speaker playing Santa Baby for the millionth time, they finally awoke, and Julia sat up. The brother and sister shared looks of questioning over the consequences, satisfaction over how it felt, and a bit of humor from how fucking unbelievable it was that they actually fucked each other.
They communicated with just their eyes, trying to see if the other was showing any signs of regret or remorse. Instead, the longer they stared at each other, the more lively their eyes became, and their lips and cheeks began to budge. Soon, they were awkwardly laughing together.
"Um, Merry Christmas," Julia offered.
"Yes — It is," Eric glowed. He then flirtatiously added, "So, will there be a Happy New Year, too?"
Julia scoffed and smiled with her dropped jaw. It was a bold demeanor from a man she had always mistaken for being shy. I guess getting laid will do that. "Umm..." She ran her fingers along his chest and pondered his question. She was still trying to understand the major decision she had just made. But, her devilish grin revealed her true desires. "Let's just say, I have a feeling this is the start of a very, very happy new year."
Eric kissed Julia, and she kissed him back. "I am really glad to hear that, haha. Thank you so much for the Christmas present," he gratefully laughed.
"My pleasure." Julia then remembered, "I actually have another one for you."
"Seriously?" It was difficult to believe he'd also be getting something else.
"Yeah! Sit tight!" Julia, sadly, had to get off his lap. She quickly reached into the box and picked up her phone. She was about to turn the music off, but she was afraid silence could make it feel awkward. So, she changed the background music and then sat back down sideways on her brother's lap, leaning against his solid frame.
"Here!"
Eric saw the sexy photo of his sister in the Christmas lingerie. "Wow, you look really hot." He didn't really understand why she was showing him a pic she took on her phone.
Still a little mentally depleted, Julia realized the sexy photos didn't really mean much unless she sent them to him. "They're for you! I took a ton of 'em. I'm gonna send you all of them."
"Oh!" Eric brightened up. He slipped his hands between Julia's closed thighs, much to her satisfaction. "Thank you! I didn't think we'd be sending dirty pics, too."
"We...?" Julia sarcastically replied, "I thought I was just gonna send you these. I didn't realize you had already taken some pics for me too."
Playing along, Eric shrugged, "Yeah, I did. They're pretty hot, too. Do you not want me to send 'em now?"
Julia looked at her smiling brother and her cheeks burned red. "I mean... If you already took them and planned on sending them to me, I guess it would be okay."
"Good. It's only fair. If you're gonna start sending me nudes and sexy pics all the time, then I have to pull my weight."
Part of Julia wanted to shove her brother's smug grin away from her, and another part of her wanted to kiss it. "You really are annoying."
"So are you." The brother and sister kissed again, gently massaging each other's pink lips and tongues.
When they broke off the long kiss, Julia and Eric were buzzing again. Their fingers started tracing the curves in each other's bodies.
"I have a request," Eric began.
"Oh, really?"
"Yeah. Could I maybe have that thong you're wearing? Or maybe even just the ribbon?"
It turned Julia on to think about why he wanted her cum-soaked lingerie. Her hips wiggled beneath her as she kissed him. "You can have both," she offered. "You can have my stockings, my heels, my hat. They came from inside your present."
Eric was overwhelmed. He could feel how much his sister loved him. "So, I get to keep anything from inside the present?"
"Uhh," Julia was hot and flustered. It was the sexiest, cutest thing ever said to her. "Um, yeah," she nuzzled into his lap. "The box was under the tree for you. So, whatever was inside, I guess you get to keep it."
The siblings began making out with high intensity. Their hands explored each other's bodies, and Julia began to readjust her position on Eric's lap.
But their "brother-sister repartee" was cut short. A car door slammed shut outside.
"Shit!" They exclaimed simultaneously.
Their parents were back from church. Julia and Eric frantically kissed one more time before Julia hopped off, grabbed her hat and ribbon, and sprinted up the stairs. Eric scrambled to reassemble his wardrobe. And Cassie, who had been watching the entire ordeal unfold while masturbating from behind the dining room wall, ran from her hiding place to follow Julia up the stairs, saying hi to a surprised Eric as she ran by.
*****
Upstairs in Julia's room, Cassie was freaking out. "Oh my god! Oh my god!"
Julia just had a coy expression. She admitted to her friend, "I just had the best orgasm of my life."
"Me too!"
They giggled together.
Cassie then helped her friend by running a shower for her. "That was so fucking hot!"
Julia stepped out of her wet thong and comfy socks.
"Can you send me the pics I took earlier?"
"Suuuure," Julia hesitantly replied. "That's right, you are supposed to send them to him, too, right?"
"You know, you can just tell me you want him to yourself, haha. I'm pretty sure he won't have much interest in me after what you just fucking did for him."
Julia blushed and bit her lip. "Um, it's not that I'd be jealous or anything, I just—"
"It's fine," Cassie assured. She knew what her friend wanted. "I'll just send them to Ryan."
"Yeah, that would probably be even better for you."
After walking into the cold shower, Julia poked her wet head back out. "Or, you could send them to your brother."
"Wha—" Cassie went silent, trying to formulate a response. "He's thirty, and on-duty in the Marines."
"Yeah," Julia smiled back. "There are, like, no girls on base. He'd love getting 'em."
"I don't know if—"
"It is Christmas. And he's all alone. No girlfriend... Missing his little sister."
Cassie actually started to feel bad.
Julia could also tell she was a little excited. "And, hey, don't worry. If you wanna be one of those weird girls who sends dirty pics to her brother, I won't judge you. I'll still find a way to love you, Cassie."
The friends cracked up, and Julia ducked back into her shower.
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"Are you ready to go yet?"
"Yeah!" Olivia jammed and twisted her heels into her canvas sneakers.
It was always obvious when her boyfriend was growing impatient. He wasn't direct, but there was always a tone in his voice.
In front of her bedroom mirror, Olivia combed her chestnut hair down behind her back with her fingers. She smoothed out the wrinkles in her white tank top to make sure it wore well on her fit stomach and revealed the right amount of cleavage in her larger breasts. She had been dreaming of this day for over a month, and she wanted to look perfect. After a couple of twists in her cute miniskirt, she adjusted the waistband of the floral, ruffled material. Alright. That's fine.
Olivia hurried into the kitchen and excitedly kissed her boyfriend. They had been together for over a year after meeting at a bar when they were MBA students. Now that they were done with school, Olivia was sleeping at Charlie's place at least four times a week.
"Hey, we really need to get going," Charlie pressed.
"Why? I thought we had plenty of time to get there?"
Irritation lingered in Charlie's eyes. It was early, but he was more than just cranky. "Well, we did have time. But guess who I just got off the phone with?"
Based on Charlie's expression, Olivia knew the answer. "Why'd she call you?"
Her mom had a habit of calling her friends for various reasons. Usually it was sweet. Sometimes it was annoying...
*****
"Your mom said she wants him out of the house. And she said if she asked you, you'd flip out. I tried talking her out of it, I swear! But she did that voice thing again with that little chirpy pitch she does. I couldn't say no. She said we just have to drive him there with us, and he'll do his own thing."
"Are you serious?! We have to take him?! "He's a fucking adult now, he — "
"I mean, he's still in high school."
"Nooo... He's eighteen, and he's graduated. He doesn't need a babysitter." A fire burned in Olivia's eyes. Her anger wasn't as much about her brother tagging along as much as it was about her nosey mom changing her plans for her.
Fuck... Peering up at the bright sun rising in the blue sky, Olivia wistfully recognized it was the beautiful summer day she had been imagining. For months, Olivia had wanted to go to the Six Flags amusement park with her boyfriend. She didn't know why, but it seemed to have a certain romanticism about it (a romanticism that was now spoiled).
Climbing into Charlie's truck, she saw the three narrow bench seats. "Should I move into the middle seat? Or are you gonna put in the bed seats for him?"
Without speaking, Charlie grumpily walked to the back of the truck and began setting up the bed seats.
Olivia didn't like his attitude. None of this was her fault. In all fairness, though, she understood why he was annoyed. Normally, they'd get to wake up later on weekends. They would strip each other naked almost as soon as they woke up, Olivia would close her eyes and bounce on his cock, and then Charlie would cum hotly into her pussy. They'd get along splendidly all day after that. Today, though, they didn't have time for morning fun and then a major wrench was thrown in their plans.
Standing in the open truck bed, Charlie unfolded a pair of cheap bucket seats, which rested against the rear window of the truck. The seats made sitting in the back of an open truck less cool, but they did allow passengers to be buckled up. And living in New Jersey, that was the only way Olivia's brother could sit in back without Charlie getting a ticket.
"Okay. Let's fuckin' go already." The driver-side door slammed shut, and Charlie and Olivia accelerated away from Charlie's apartment complex.
*****
It wasn't long before Olivia realized they weren't on the fastest route to her mom's house. "Why are we going this way?"
"Because Trey lives this way."
"What? Why are we stopping by his place?"
"Well," Charlie cleverly smiled, "if your brother is coming with us, and if it's now a group activity anyway, we might as well one more to get the group discount. Plus, Trey acts like a high-school kid too, so maybe he can hang with your brother while we do our thing. And Trey is also free today, and he wanted to go, ha."
"Goddammit," Olivia muttered to herself and rolled her green eyes. She didn't find the plan to be as clever as her boyfriend did. She could see his point, but she really just wanted her plans to stop changing without her input.
When they pulled up in front of Trey's apartment, the former college football receiver trotted out of his house in basketball shorts and a striped tank top. He smiled brightly and waved as he approached the car.
Charlie waved back to his roommate from senior year, then he pointed his thumb backward. Trey picked up on the gesture and hopped into the bed of the truck, strapping himself into one of the bucket seats.
The navy truck then pulled out of the driveway and made its way to Olivia's mom's house.
On the gravel at the edge of the yard, Charlie braked and honked the horn. "Let's let go, David," he mumbled.
David ran out of the house, thrilled for the day at the amusement park. He looked similar to Olivia, but he had their late father's pointed jaw and cheekbones.
The little brother was blissfully unaware he was the center of his sister's and her boyfriend's frustration. Perhaps he should have taken a hint when Charlie told him to sit in the back of the truck with Trey instead of taking the empty seat inside the cabin for the half-hour drive.
As they were about to leave, Olivia and David's mom walked out of the house to talk. Olivia rolled down her window to chat, but David pretended as if he didn't see her and peeled away.
There were some choice words Olivia wanted to share, but she didn't want to start an argument on what was still set up to be a day of vacation. Besides, she knew she, too, was likely testier than usual.
*****
Never had Olivia experienced a greater swing of moods than when she saw the archway entrance to the amusement park. She could hear the roar of people on rides. There was a crisp smell in the morning air. And the sky was clear. An energetic optimism swept over her.
After buying the discounted tickets, they all strode into the bustling park and started pointing out which fast-moving rides they wanted to try. Olivia reached out to take Charlie's hand, but he nudged it away. He explained how he didn't want to make his friend and her brother feel like the third and fourth wheels.
Olivia understood his reasoning, but she was briefly reminded of what could have been.
Being the youngest, David was the most animated. "Let's go on Nitro! No, wait. Let's go to the Haunted House!"
"Alright, alright. Calm down, my man. Let's see what everyone else wants to do," Trey chuckled.
"How does everyone feel about the Wonder Woman Lasso?" Charlie surveyed.
"Sounds good to me," Olivia cheered. David and Trey agreed to go on the giant, spinning pendulum ride.
The superhero-themed park wasn't usually busy on Sundays early in the season, so it only took five minutes of waiting before the group was pushing through the metal turnstile and selecting their seats.
As the ride operator checked the overhead restraints, a voice-over announcement played to tell them to keep their arms and legs to themselves at all times. Olivia swung her dangling legs and shared wide, anticipating smiles with her boyfriend and brother seated on each side of her.
The ride clicked and came to life. They all winced.
"Woahhhh!"
The ride began rocking them side to side. Before long, they were being swung high into the air. Their breath was sometimes taken away, but they could always scream. Every time the pendulum swung them to the highest point, their hearts were in their stomachs as they floated in air before being swung back down to Earth.
For a moment, as they swung up to the pinnacle, Olivia could see the entire amusement park against the horizon. She then glanced down to her left at her brother. David immediately snapped his neck away. Was he just staring at me?
That thought was interrupted by the gut-wrenching feeling of falling.
When the ride was over, the gang staggered toward the exit gate, laughing together.
Just beyond the exit, there was a kiosk with a dozen monitors showing rider photos taken during the first fall of the "Lasso of Truth." None of them had any interest in buying, but it was always fun to see their reactions from the ride.
"I definitely don't remember being that scared," Trey joked, pointing at his horrified face.
Meanwhile, Olivia's attention was in another area. Alright, next time you come here, you're wearing a sports bra. It turned out there was a more-than-reasonable explanation for her brother's darting eyes. Realizing it now, Olivia saw that her 36Ds had floated halfway out of her scoop-neck tank top during the ride. Luckily, her bra had done its job.
"Okay, so what are we doing next?" Charlie asked, as they walked back onto the pathway.
"I actually need to pee first," Trey bluntly voiced.
David followed, "So do I."
Of course. Olivia smirked, and Charlie saw her.
"What's up?"
"Nothing. I kind of just find it funny how David always follows Trey's example."
"Yeah, when your brother came with us to the blueberry festival last year, he said to me, like, 'Trey is so cool.'" Charlie did his best impression of David (it wasn't good). "At one point, I think he was even talking about joining the football team like Trey."
"Aww," Olivia smiled. "Yeah, I don't think he's big enough for that."
Charlie waved his head. "Uh... Well, no, not right now. But Trey wasn't huge either until he started playing. I mean, your brother is what? Five-ten, One-eighty? If he bulked up just a little more, he could be a good size for a safety."
"Hmm, I guess." With David being seven years younger, and him being a skinny twig growing up, Olivia still had trouble viewing her brother as a grown adult, now matter how much bigger her "little" brother had gotten. Her first boyfriend, her prom dates, and her first few sex partners had all been on the high school football team, and Olivia remembered how burly they had been. It was weird to think how her little brother was now close to the same size.
Putting that aside, Olivia had much more present thoughts. She was alone with Charlie. With a coy smile, Olivia twisted in her skirt and shouldered her boyfriend. "You know, we're finally alone..."
"And...?"
"And, you can kiss me now, and we won't be making them uncomfortable."
Charlie giraffed his neck, taking note of the crowd around them. "I mean, I'd hold your hand now, but this isn't really a romantic place to makeout."
"Oh, please." Olivia's green eyes rolled. "Who gives a shit if we makeout? We're allowed to. We're not gonna get kicked out of the park. People can just look away for the five seconds we do it if they don't wanna see it."
"I know. I just— I hate it when I have to watch people making out and going at it in public, so I just don't want to be the one responsible for it."
Charlie's dislike of PDA wasn't news to Olivia, but that didn't stop her from crossing her arms and rolling her eyes again.
Soon, Trey and David came back from the bathroom.
David hadn't lost any of his energy. "So, which ride is next?!"
"Ummm..." Scanning for the cool ride she spotted from atop the Lasso, Olivia twisted and twirled in her ruffled skirt. "Let's go on that roller coaster," she pointed.
Gesturing with his mocha-shaded hands, Trey complimented, "I dig the skirt, Olivia. I like the floral. It's really in right now."
"Haha." Olivia blushed. She had a friendly face and a robust body which supported her large chest, so she was used to men complimenting her appearance. "Thanks, Trey."
Olivia then analyzed his outfit, looking to return the compliment. But with him in charcoal basketball shorts and a white-and-blue tank top, Olivia knew she needed a more believable compliment. "I see you have the bicep tattoos out today. I don't think I've seen that mermaid before. It's cool."
Standing next to them, Charlie was irritated by how he hadn't been the one to compliment his girlfriend first. "Alright, let's go over to the coaster."
Not surprisingly, David eagerly led the charge to the roller coaster. Olivia followed close behind, striding with an added pep in her step from Trey's complimenting words.
The group got into line for Nitro, a fast coaster with a number of hills. Charlie and Olivia waited in line by sitting on the metal railing which sorted the zig-zag line. Seeing as David and Trey were deep in conversation, Olivia cheekily slid her hand inside the pocket of her boyfriend's shorts.
"Woah!" Charlie jerked, yanking her hand out. He obviously didn't expect Olivia to tickle his dick through his shorts. "What are you doing?!" he sternly whispered.
"What?" Olivia was taken aback. His reaction turned more heads than her playful massage would have. "I was just trying to have some fun."
"Yeah, well, stop. I don't want them seeing."
"Oh, c'mon. They're not looking. And I'm pretty discrete," she pridefully flaunted. "What's the worst that could happen? They'd think it's funny."
Charlie ran his hand down his face in exasperation. "No. I don't want them thinking that you're like that."
Excuse me? Olivia blinked. "What do you mean by, 'like that?'"
There was no possible good ending to the conversation, so Charlie simply moved on. "Never mind. Let's just have a 'platonic day,' okay? We'll be home alone later tonight."
Loudly sighing, turned away and stepped forward in line.
As the four friends were corralled into the final line for their row of seating, David did his brotherly check up by asking Olivia about her new job. Trey stood behind them and chatted with Charlie. After the group ahead of them sped off in a roller coaster train, the next one hissed to a stop inside the station.
"Hey, Liv."
Olivia leaned behind Trey's back to see her boyfriend.
"Liv, let him in front of you so we can sit together."
Holding up her finger to excuse herself with David, Olivia dryly shrugged at her boyfriend. "No, it's okay, we're having a 'platonic day' anyway." She then went right back to talking to her brother about his college plans. She assumed Charlie got the hint.
When the gates opened, they all filed into the roller coaster and pulled down their waist restraints.
David rubbed his hands together, thinking about the upcoming rush. "This one has one of the best g-forces out of any ride here."
"I think this one has loops, so I guess it needs g-force for those? Oh wait, that's 'centrepegal' force, right?" Physics was not Olivia's strong suit, but it was her brother's.
"Yeah, you basically got it!" he encouragingly smiled. "Though, of course, they made all the names confusing. There's centripetal acceleration, which makes the roller coaster go around the loops. And then there's centrifugal force, which is the pressure we feel when going around the loops. And, of course, they couldn't even make it that simple. Because centrifugal force isn't even a real force — It's just a made-up name for the type of inertia we feel."
Jesus, Dad definitely dropped me on my head. Olivia was smart, but her brother was intelligent. Having gone off to college before David was even a teenager, she never got to appreciate how bright he was. At least now she got to admire how he was only eighteen and already had the ability to correct her without being annoying or making her feel stupid. It was a rare trait for people of any age.
"Are you going to keep your hands up the whole time?" David asked.
Olivia smiled. "Of course." She then turned to her left, "But only if Trey does, too."
Trey playfully nodded along. "I'm game. Let's do it!"
Being treated like an equal part of the group by the twenty-five-year-olds made David feel special. He proudly faced forward down the yellow track, which was rising out of view.
A staticky message played over the PA system as the train inched forward. Resisting the urge to hold on tightly to the triangular waist restraints, they all waved their hands in the air. A loud hiss echoed at the edge of the platform, and then there was silence.
Wooooosh!!!
Earning its name, the train shot forward down a short straightaway before climbing the lift hill. The only sound that could be heard over the roar of the coaster was the streaming and hollering of the people in the cars. The screaming intensified as the passengers dropped over a hundred feet and then climbed another hill with relentless speed. There were no loops, but there were more than enough drops.
Once that initial rush of chaos was over, Olivia settled into the speed of the ride. She looked to her friends to share her reaction. Charlie had the same exuberant face. She then glanced up at Trey, only to be caught off guard by his eyes angled down at her chest. Due to the low cut in her spaghetti-strap tank top, the top half of her creamy breasts were exposed and bobbling from the thunderous metal rails.
Curiously turning to her right, Olivia saw that her brother's eyes fell victim to the same distraction. Checking on her skirt, Olivia was relieved it was still held in place on her mid-thighs. Thank god.
The ride went through a short indoor section of roundabouts before cruising back into the sunlight and dropping down a few more hills.
Finally, they jolted to a stop, causing their backs to slam against their seats.
They disembarked. And, of course, as with any marquee ride, they found themselves exiting through the gift shop.
"Let's find our photo!" David urged.
Charlie held up his finger. "I'll be right back." He grabbed a bottle of water and stood in line to pay for it.
David, meanwhile, was scouring the screens at the photo kiosk for the familiar faces. The photos of other riders were hilarious because the camera was stationed beneath an unexpected drop. "Found it!"
But just as Olivia and Trey approached, David abruptly doubled back toward them. "Never mind. You can't really see us," he shrugged. "Let's just head out."
"Hold on, dude!" Trey laughed. "Let's actually look at it." He wrapped his arm around David's shoulder and pulled him along back to the kiosk.
As an outgoing Trey approached the counter, he immediately regretted ignoring his little buddy's advice.
The photo was not too different than the one from the last ride. They all had their hands in the air, and Olivia's chest was floating due to not dropping at the same rate as the ride. However, there was one key difference.
Trey and David's wide eyes were fixated on Olivia's tits.
The five-eleven Trey was nervous to look down at his best friend's shorter girlfriend. But his nerves paled in comparison to David's.
Getting caught checking out a girl was embarrassing. Getting caught staring at your sister's rack was frightening. And getting caught staring at your sister's rack and then it being memorialized in a gift shop photo was downright horrifying.



Wow. From the corners of her eyes, Olivia could sense how uncomfortable her brother and Trey were. They knew what they did. And while it put Olivia in an awkward position, a sense of pride washed over her. She was more than used to men checking out her tits, but it was hard not to smile at how the two handsome men in the photo found her so captivating that they barely paid attention to a roller coaster ride.
Yes, her brother being one of those men made for some bad optics. But Olivia wasn't dumb. She knew men were often simple creatures. His brain saw big tits.
At this point in her life, Olivia knew the difference between the funny type of staring and the creepy type of staring. The more Olivia looked at the photo, she had to admit, the fact that even her brother couldn't resist being lured in was pretty damn funny.
The guilty men weren't speaking, as they were awaiting Olivia's judgment. Normally, she ignored or smiled back at men whenever she caught them peeking. But David and Trey had made it too obvious for her to play dumb. And, frankly, Olivia was too amused not to say something.
"It looks like you guys are making them levitate with your minds."
David and Trey's pupils flashed. They looked at Olivia with surprise. Her joke had been a great roast, but they didn't laugh. They weren't sure how to respond.
All David wanted to do was bury his head in the sand. He was bright red. His sister and Trey had to be thinking he was a pervert. Desperate to explain himself, David whipped up a half-baked narrative. "I thought the necklace dad gave you blew off. Like, I saw something shiny flying away. So, then, when I looked down at you, you — "
David stopped talking. His sister was smirking and her full cheeks were about to burst. Trey's eyes were watering, and his hand was over his mouth. But the pathetically hilarious excuse was too much. Once Trey cracked up and keeled over, Olivia followed.
The sister felt terrible about the shameful expression in her brother's eyes, but it was his own fault.
Olivia caught her breath and skeptically raised her eyebrows. "Well, uh, anyway..." In the way only a sister could, Olivia let her brother know he was okay with an affectionate elbow to the hip.
For David's sake, at least his sister wasn't freaked out, and his throat could finally loosen up. "Are you going to tell Charlie?"
"Nooo," Olivia laughed. There were many reasons not to bring it up to Charlie, including Olivia's instinct to protect her brother. "We're not gonna talk about this," she playfully warned.
Looking at each other over Olivia's chestnut head, David and Trey shared a look of relief. Neither was judging the other. They were both just glad to be out of the doghouse.
Unfortunately, David wasn't quite socially mature enough yet to leave well enough alone. He was still embarrassed and confused. "I'm sorry, Olivia. I just... I don't know. It just — "
"You're fine, David. Trust me," Olivia brushed away. "It's just boys being boys. And I thought it was kind of funny."
"Yeah, dude, relax. It's her fault anyway."
Olivia snapped her head up at a grinning Trey. She softly punched him in the ribs. He was obviously joking, but it still warranted a lecture. "Hey, just because I'm wearing something for summer doesn't mean I'm asking for attention. I wasn't exactly expecting other people to be coming with us when I planned my outfit."
"Oh, gotcha. So, you were planning on giving my boy a little show during your private date."
Biting her lip, Olivia wanted to both laugh and hit him again for getting under her skin. "No! It's summer, and I look cute."
"Cute?" David excitedly joined in. "That's an interesting way of saying, 'I tried to wear something that would make it easier for my boyfriend to stick his hands in.'"
David was laughing at his joke, but Olivia and Trey were stunned silent.
That burn was different from their normal brother-sister banter. Olivia knew her brother was just trying hard to fit in and be part of the older group. Seeing the shocked but impressed reaction on Trey's face, Olivia smugly sniped backl, "Well, excuse me, Mister 'I can't get a girlfriend, so I check my own sister out.'"
"Ooooh, my god!" Trey threw his head back.
David's face shot red. He was stung badly, but part of him was glad he was being teased like everyone else. He was also oddly attracted to how his sister was so carefree when talking about him checking her out in a sexual way. After all, it was far from his first time noticing her.
But while the sibling's battled, Olivia noticed Charlie making his way over from the cash register. Their ride photo was still on the monitors. It would disappear when the next batch of photos was posted, but she couldn't wait.
"Change the photos, please!" Olivia begged the dopey teenager behind the booth.
"It's automatic. I don't control it, ma'am."
"Turn the screens off for a minute, please!" Olivia pleaded, not wanting to find out how her boyfriend would react.
"I can't."
But just as Trey stepped forward to strike the fear of God into the acne-laden pothead, the next batch of photos arrived.
*****
After a few more rides, they went to the food court to eat lunch. David and Olivia chatted about life and home and school. Sometimes Trey had some input. But Charlie was quiet. He was annoyed by how, in his mind, Olivia was overreacted to his policy for the day.
By this point, Olivia had completely changed her opinion about her brother and her boyfriend's buddy tagging along. A day alone at the park with Charlie had seemed like the perfect date idea. But since the reality was he was not comfortable being romantic in such a public place anyway, hanging out with a group was more fun.
There was also the biggest benefit, which was getting to know her brother again. Seven years is a big age gap. Living at home just in the summers during college didn't give Olivia the opportunity to spend a lot of time with him, especially since teenagers grow so much year to year. And now he was fresh out of high school and more well-rounded. Olivia hadn't been around much in the last year, and she was regretting it.
He was mature for his age. A lot of that sense of maturity likely came from how kind and understanding he was. Olivia began to think of any younger friends she had who might want to date her brother. He obviously wasn't grown enough to date someone in their mid-twenties, but Olivia could see him being compatible with a junior or even a senior.
She figured if she had been mature enough at eighteen to be friends with benefits with twenty-two year olds, her brother certainly was. He could probably stand to learn a few things as she did.
Maybe it was always easier for Olivia to find a significant other or get laid because she was more outgoing, but it bothered her how her brother had so much going for him and never had a girlfriend. She he knew he had sex a couple of times when he would get drunk at high school parties with other girls. But those experiences didn't seem to boost his confidence around women. Olivia almost felt bad for not being around to him.
And judging by how they were currently wandering through the House of Mirrors and all Olivia could see was infinite reflections of her brother peeking at her chest and watching her butt cheeks move in her skirt, Olivia knew she needed to give David some pointers on finding a girl and getting laid sooner rather than later.
Nearing the end of the haunted house, when Olivia also realized that Trey, too, had dozens of sets of eyes on her, she could only hold back her laughter. Ever since middle school, she had received more than her fair share of attention, but never had she been the center of it for so long. They're ridiculous. Olivia's cheeks burned as she bit down on her cheeks to prevent a smile.
*****
"What's next?!" David asked, as they emerged into the light of day.
"Tilt-A-Whirl!" exclaimed a happy Olivia. "And, look, there's no line!"
"How about the bathroom next?" Charlie cracked. "My fault for ordering the burger."
"But there's no line right now. Can you hold it just for a few minutes?"
Charlie watched the violently spinning ride in action. "Uh, no."
"Alright," Olivia sighed in disappointment. "I'll be waiting out here for you guys."
"I mean... I don't need to go at all," Trey shrugged.
"Me neither," David echoed.
Outnumbered, Charlie ceded, "Okay, well you guys just go on the ride, and I'll be out in a bit. I don't really wanna go on that anyway."
The three others looked at each other to gauge interest. "Okay."
When they got close to the spinning ride, it was clearly one of the more makeshift, temporary fair rides in the park. On the giant revolving platform, there were a number of smaller circular platforms within it. Each one had its own freely spinning, bear-shaped car, which sat four people.
David led the way onto the vacant platform to an empty car. Glancing back to see Trey behind him, David stepped aside to re-tie his shoelace. After Trey and Olivia slid onto the curved, faux-leather bench, David then popped up and, conveniently, sat down next to his sister.
That "random" event was not lost on Olivia. Whether her little brother simply enjoyed her company or if he was a bit smitten, Olivia thought it was cute. "So, who's steering? Because I have no clue how to," she admitted.
Before them was a giant, black metal wheel that spun the semi-circular cart.
"I will," Trey announced.
The ride operator came around to check the aluminum safety bar. The ride was not exactly the pinnacle of safety. The singular bar and the padding next to riders' heads were in place just to stop people from falling out of the car and filing a lawsuit.
Slowly at first, the platform rotated. The cars revolved around the center, picking up speed as they dipped up and down the hills and valleys of the platform. Trey began powerfully cranking their wheel, spinning their car through the whirling air and causing everyone to joyfully lurch side to side.
The three of them screamed and shouted as David and Trey took turns being the victim of the other two people sliding down the bench and squishing him against the sidewall.
"Whew!" Olivia shouted. She noticed how solid David and Trey were every time she was sandwiched between them. Obviously, Trey was muscular from years of football, but Olivia was caught off guard by her "little" brother's figure.
David played a lot of tennis, so his athletic fitness was no surprise. But she was surprised by how much dense weight his shoulders, core, and legs had. David didn't have the bulky, inked biceps like the ones Trey was using to crank the wheel, but his physique was solid and defined. The big sister had just never noticed.
Once the car was spinning at a steady momentum, steering looked much easier. "Can I try?" Olvia shouted over the carnival music.
"Of course!" Trey let go of the wheel.
Olivia grabbed hold... No, she certainly didn't have her brother's understanding of physics.
Perhaps it wasn't quite as easy as a muscular Trey had made it look. The car lost its spinning speed, and Olivia grappled at the wheel, turning it and then pausing it repeatedly. The car jerked, and three began careening all over the bench. It was a hell of a lot of fun, but maybe too tumultuous.
As the platform spun them toward a deep valley, and Olivia tried to manage the wheel with her smaller hands, she suddenly felt a large, firm hand gripping her right thigh. She darted her eyes up at Trey, who was facing straight ahead while he braced her and himself.
David's eyes had been on his sister for much of the ride, and he could clearly see what Trey had done. Buzzing inside, David's adrenaline-fueled brain pushed him to follow Trey's lead. Without thinking, David's trembling hand dropped onto his sister's exposed, smooth quad.
Peering down at her legs, just below the hem of her skirt, Olivia saw an extended, black hand gripping her creamy thigh. She then watched her brother's unsure fingers moving on her skin, making imprints in her flesh. They could've just grabbed the railing if they needed to...
In her conscience, Olivia reminded herself her brother's hand was bordering on inappropriate. But she saw no urgency to swipe it away. However, Trey's hand was a bit higher, and two of his fingers were creeping under her skirt. There was no excuse for Trey. His behavior couldn't be justified as "sibling affection" or whatever social rule it was that allowed Olivia to hug her boyfriend in a way that would get any other guy punched by her boyfriend.
Olivia had every right to move both of their hands and scold them. But, the more she thought about it, the more weirdly secure she felt. Plus, she was having a blast, and there was no reason to get angry. Olivia kept screaming and laughing as the hands held her slender legs.
As the engine noise died and the whooshing air subsided, the dizzying ride came to an end. The ride operator came around to unlock their restraint.
Beating the impending awkwardness of David and Trey sheepishly sliding their hands off of her thighs, Olivia kindly bailed them out. The chestnut-haired girlfriend patted the tops of their hands and politely guided them away as she stood up. "Thanks for not letting me fly out, you guys!" she appreciatively joked.
For a second time that day, David and Trey shared a look of relief.
They climbed out and disorientedly headed across the platform. Olivia was behind her brother, and she could see his elbow moving. It looked like he was picking at his khaki shorts.
There's no fucking way.
It was human nature — Olivia had to know. As they approached the exit gate, Olivia hurried beside her brother to "start a conversation." Though, the moment she was shoulder to shoulder with him, he stopped in his tracks and turned away. So, Olivia halted as well.
Unfortunately, Trey was lumbering close behind.
Wooooah! Olivia's jaw dropped, and her green eyes flashed open. A long, hard cylinder was jammed against her lower back. It quickly separated from her, but there was no doubt.
I can't believe that just fucking happened.
There was no way to downplay that or make a funny joke to ease the tension. Her head was still dizzy, so Olivia just pretended that big cock wasn't just hard against her body.
"Sorry about that," she apologized for stopping without turning around to look at Trey, acting as if she either didn't know what happened or didn't care.
*****
When Charlie emerged from the bathroom, they regrouped and planned what to do next. "Do you wanna go play some games?" Charlie proposed.
Everyone seemed interested in trying their hand at carnival games.
They walked to the game booths, and the first one to catch their eye was a classic — High Striker. The three men all lined up. There was something masculinely appealing about swinging a metal hammer down as hard as possible to measure strength. Though it was unlikely to smash the metal plate hard enough to send the puck up the tower and ring the bell at the top, it was always a friendly competition.
Charlie went first and did surprisingly well. He sent the yellow puck three-quarters of the way up the tower. He turned to his girlfriend for her approval. Despite their feud, she responded with the obligatory cheer and applause.
Then David stepped up and raised the mallet over his head. Insecure over the thought of his girlfriend's little brother beating him, Charlie sportingly heckled, "Don't choke, Davey!"
Sensing Olivia's stern look of disapproval, Charlie mouthed, "what?" and laughed it off as a joke.
David refocused and then swung downward. The bell didn't ring, but he did send the puck higher than Charlie did.
"Good job, David!" Olivia clapped and hooted for her brother, making Charlie feel embarrassed.
Finally, it was Trey's turn. He gripped the mallet, eyed the metal plate, and then forcefully swung down, making square contact. The bell rang and colorful lights and sirens flashed. David and Olivia cheered and celebrated the accomplishment.
"Nice swing, sir. What do you want off the top row?" The carny offered Trey a selection of massive stuffed animals.
"I'll take the panda." Trey accepted the oversized bear and proudly hoisted it onto his shoulders.
Charlie quickly pointed. "Let's go to this one." Charlie signaled to a shooting game, which was more likely to be in his wheelhouse. Everyone followed him to the booth.
Once Charlie was out of earshot, Trey quietly asked Olivia if she wanted the cute panda.
"No, I can't take that! You earned it," she assured, in a low voice.
Trey smiled kindly, "What am I gonna do with a big ass panda? I didn't want any of those stuffed animals — I just figured I'd get something you'd like. If you want, I can just carry it around til the end of the day, haha."
Olivia blushed and beamed. She smiled uncontrollably at the gesture. "Well, thank you. I love it."
A bubbly and energized Olivia drifted back to walk next to her inexperienced brother. "Hey!"
"Hey!"
"Did you just hear all of that?"
"I did. That was really cool of him," David gushed. "I wish I were that smooth," he laughed.
"You're cool like that, too," Olivia sincerely encouraged. "You're even more thoughtful and nicer than he is. I know you think of doing cute stuff for girls. You just have to be confident in yourself and actually do it."
"You think so?" David smiled.
"Yeah! Being a sweet guy is great and important, but that's not going to make a girl want you. Girls like guys who are sweet and are confident in what they're doing."
"I always think of doing things like Trey just did, but I'm always afraid I'll fuck it up, ha."
Olivia laughed with her brother. "I totally get that. But trust me, even though it's a risk," she pointed to the stuffed panda on Trey's shoulders, "that is the type of shit that gets you laid." She slyly and humorously winked.
A chill went up David's spine as his sister slyly and humorously winked at him. "So, you're going to fuck Trey now?"
"What? Nooo," Olivia hit her brother in the ribs and laughed at his joke.
David pestered, "I bet he's better in bed than Charlie."
"Oh my god, no comment. You are so annoying sometimes, haha. That's not what's going on, at all."
"Then why would he do that for you?" David asked, honestly. "Why did you accept it?"
Olivia had to think about it. "It's kind of hard to explain. I mean, you aren't with somebody right now. So, think of someone you couldn't have sex with with but would still enjoy knowing they think you're hot."
Olivia clearly didn't think that train of thought through hard enough. The moment those words left her mouth and she saw the angst in her brother's eyes, Olivia realized she was likely that person for him.
Quickly jumping to her main point, Olivia explained, "Anyway, whether you have someone like that in your life or not, just think about how good it feels to know someone you think is hot thinks you're hot. Like, I would never sleep with my boyfriend's friend, but that doesn't mean I don't like the feeling of knowing he thinks I'm hot. And I'm sure he felt good from knowing I wanted his gift."
David nodded in understanding. He imagined how confident and fulfilled he would feel from simply knowing his sister would date him, or even just fuck him, if their circumstances were different.
That talk was just meant to be Olivia's way of starting to educate and help her brother with women. He, though, took it as a call to action. "I'll be back," he announced, and he split from the group.
*****
It was almost 6 pm, and Charlie, Trey, and Olivia agreed they should leave within the hour. There had been the nagging sensation in the back of Olivia's mind, but it wasn't until she checked her phone when she realized her brother had been gone for over half an hour. When he didn't answer texts and calls, she grew worried and set out to search for him.



"David! David!" Olivia called out, as she wandered through a labyrinth of colorful and musical game booths. Teenagers and families were running around and laughing. Through the chaos, Olivia was drawn to a familiar figure.
She needed to consider whether it was actually her brother. He was powerfully throwing balls underneath a striped canopy. His physical movements were controlled and athletic. It was clear he was taking the carnival challenge seriously.
While approaching him, Olivia thought about how much he had grown. It was difficult to rationalize how he was the same skinny, little kid she had babysat when their mom was out of the house. Veins and muscles were popping out of his toned forearms and biceps. His face was perspiring.
He's been here for a while.
"Hey, Davey."
His concentration broke. His face suddenly became riddled with guilt and anguish. He clearly didn't want her to find him playing the game. "Oh, hey."
"Whatcha doin'?" She spoke nicely, almost making sure he hadn't lost his sanity.
"Oh, just trying this game out."
"Yeah? How many times have you tried it?"
"I don't know, but I think he almost has it," the carny interrupted.
Olivia read a sign stating it was five dollars for three balls. She then saw the stacked pyramids of metal milk bottles. "Have you been playing this game the entire time you've been gone?"
"No, no," David coolly answered. "I played some other games first. This one was the most fun though. And I think I'm best at this one, haha."
David took a deep breath and regained his focus. He rolled his shoulders under his gray t-shirt and carefully positioned his feet under his flexed calves. He then pegged the bottom two bottles of a pyramid with the white ball.
Unfortunately, only two of the bottles toppled over, and the third simply slid back and remained upright.
"Awww!" Olivia was bummed for him. Normally, she would have been taunting him for his bad luck and egging him to do better. But something felt off. Her brother was playing a game, but his face was that of somebody who needed to be playing it.
And after watching him perfectly hit another stack of bottles without it fully toppling, Olivia was baffled. Isn't HE the AP physics genius? With how well he was hitting them, he should've been knocking them all down. Even an idiot could see this is rigged. What the hell is wrong with him?
Fuck. It finally hit Olivia.
The evidence was overwhelming. There was only one reason why a level-headed guy like her brother would leave the group to hang out on his own. There was only one reason why he would painstakingly play a carnival game for minutes on end. And there was only one reason why his brain would be fooled by a blatant trick.
Olivia cringed in guilt and self-anger. She winced while she ran her eyes down the front of his body. There was the natural bump in his shorts, but no other activity. Still, Olivia knew she was looking at the culprit of her brother's pain. And she knew her words and behavior had, uh, inspired it. "Hey, Davey, just curious, how much money have you spent on this?"
The direction of the conversation made the carny uncomfortable. "You have one more ball!"
"Um..." David rattled his brain. He shrugged at his sister. "I don't know. Why?"
"Okay, well let me ask you this: How many times do you think you've played it?" Olivia dreaded he would say ten or twelve.
Not wanting to sound insane or like a loser, David low-balled, "I don't know, not too many. Maybe fifteen or twenty."
"Jesus Christ!"
The brother swallowed and clammed up. His sister's voice was scolding, but her eyes showed regret.
He could've fucking bought me five stuffed animals for that! Given how dedicated David was to win her affection, his "little" crush may have been more than a "little."
It didn't freak Olivia out. She thought it was misguided but sweet. That feeling just made the guilt even more unbearable as she watched him fail to knock over the bottles again. Stop, you cute, stupid idiot.
It killed Olivia to know her brother had spent over a hundred dollars just trying to win her a stuffed animal. He was torturing himself trying to put the same smile on her face Trey did. Little did he know, what he was doing was already more endearing. But despite it being the sweetest, cutest, dumbest, idiotic thing a guy had ever done for her, Olivia needed to stop him from throwing his money away on her.
Trying to cajole David out of his state, Olivia hinted, "Maybe we should head back? I'd rather spend my time on another ride with you."
"Oh. Really? Which one?"
Her brother's attention was hers, for a moment at least. While Olivia was not as intelligent as her brother, she was smarter. "We can go on whatever you want. We could do the Green Lantern or the Tilt-A-Whirl? And I guess Nitro was fun. I wouldn't mind riding that again."
Technically, Olivia was manipulating her brother's emotions. But she wasn't being dishonest. She truly had been having a blast all day. Remembering the image of her brother and Trey being so entranced by her that they couldn't even pay attention to the ride sent a warm feeling through her. In fact, she could still feel the pressure of their tight grip on her flesh from the Tilt-A-Whirl.
"Really?!" David spouted. He then quickly recomposed himself and tried again, "I mean, yeah, I wouldn't mind that either."
Rocking on the balls of her feet, Olivia grinned, "Good. Let's go."
"Okay!" Just like that, David walked toward Olivia. But then he stopped and stepped back in front of the booth. "Just let me try one more time. Then I'll be ready."
Oh my god. Olivia smacked her forehead. Give up, you adorable dumbass. "David, how about we go now? You looked much happier on Nitro than you do right now..."
The big sister hoped her tongue-in-cheek plea would work.
David was torn. How could he walk away from the booth after spending so much time and money? What about the dream of seeing her smile when he handed her a giant teddy bear? Looking at his sister, he could see the smugness in her curved lips. He could tell she found his infatuation with her body to be amusing.
His eyes flickered to the cleavage of her cantaloupe-sized breasts, which were held on her petite frame. He was still torn, but he did like his sister's direction of conversation. "Um... yeah," he dryly laughed. "I guess it was kind of funny what happened on the ride."
Now just standing around, Olivia felt how strange it was for her brother to check her out. It was foreign. But, regardless of how it felt, she had already decided she was comfortable using her body as a recruiting tool. "Yeah, it was funny. You and Trey looked like your faces turned to stone."
David blushed. "They shouldn't put the camera there. It's unfair," he humored back.
"Haha, why is it unfair?" Olivia folded her arms and chuckled.
Sensing he could go a bit further, David smiled at his sister, "Because, they float when they drop. Guys can't help it."
"Yeah, I know!" Olivia cracked up and brushed her hair back. "That's why it's so fucking funny! You couldn't help it — You were so fucking locked on!"
"I didn't wanna be. It was just, like, male instinct."
"Uh-huh," Olivia skeptically rolled her green eyes. "You 'didn't' wanna be staring at me — just like how you 'didn't' want to touch me on the Tilt-A-Whirl and 'didn't' want to spend half the day here trying to win me a prize."
David froze in embarrassment. He didn't know his sister had seen through all of his behavior. His fear returned, and he got defensive. "You let Trey do all of those things, too! I didn't do anything he didn't do. So if what I did was bad, then what he did was wrong, too."
Olivia was nearly keeled over onto the sand-colored sidewalk. Tears were in her squinting eyes. "Oh wow, haha. You can lie to yourself, but you can't lie to me. You knew exactly what he was doing, and that's why you did it, too!" She laughed some more. "When Trey gave me that panda, you were the one saying, 'Oh, Trey's so smooth. I bet he's better in bed than your boyfriend.' Oh god, Davey, you saw him flirting and getting handsy, and you tried to pull the same shit."
This was the worst ridicule David had ever suffered from his sister. "I wasn't flirting!" he claimed. "And if it was, that means you let Trey flirt with you, too. You're not supposed to let other guys flirt with you."
"Oh please... I'm sure — No — I've actually seen Charlie flirt with other girls. I couldn't care less. It's just harmless fun. Trey can flirt with me all he wants. Sometimes people just get along that way."
It then dawned on Olivia what was happening. She was flirting with her brother, right now. It was a bizarre cross between their typical brother-sister banter and frisky teasing. She had worked her brother into a flustered disposition, which she had enjoyed doing many times before. But now there was an added layer of energy and vulnerability. She felt a stronger connection to him than usual.
Suddenly psyching herself out, Olivia de-escalated the conversation. "Okay, I believe you. You weren't flirting. So, why else would you be trying to win me a prize?"
David loudly exhaled before his beautiful, chestnut-haired sister. "I know Mom forced you into bringing me today," he confessed. "I heard her on the phone. I could tell you guys were trying to make sure I couldn't go. But I wanted to come, so let her force you guys into it. So, I guess giving you the stuffed animal was kind of a way for me to 'undo' ruining your date."
Oh.
That was not the answer Olivia was expecting. His confession hit Olivia hard. "Davey," she swore, "first of all, you didn't 'ruin' anything. I promise I'm happy you're here. Yeah, I was angry this morning, but that was because of Mom changing my plans for me. That wasn't because I didn't want to spend time with you. And secondly, you don't need to buy me gifts for spending time with you. That's crazy! I enjoy our time together just as much as you do. And thirdly, thank you for trying to win me something. It's seriously really cute," she sang, seeing her brother blushing with eyes toward the ground. "And, you know, you're more than welcome to be honest with me and say you were flirting. I won't judge you for it."
David hated when his sister got mushy with him. But he also loved it. "I was just going to buy you a souvenir from the gift shop as a thank you present. Um, I did try to win this game instead though because of Trey and the flirting," he bashfully admitted.
"Yeah, I fucking knew it," Olivia laughed, bouncing on the balls of her feet. Her suspicion was true.
Oddly, she was celebrating being right about her brother having spent all his cash and time trying to win her stuffed toy just so he could believe that if they weren't related and she were single, he would get to fuck her.
In an unfiltered thought, Olivia granted, In his defense, if a guy who looked like him just did that for me, I probably would've taken him to 'bone town'.
Olivia quickly tried to shake that thought from her head and distance herself from it. You would never date an eighteen-year-old anyway, she rationalized. But her brain retorted, No, but you're probably enough of a slut to fuck one.
Naturally, Olivia passively studied her brother's younger-looking face, wondering if under different circumstances she would fuck a hot eighteen-year-old. Fortunately, her brother's announcement saved her from her unfettered thoughts.
"Hold on, I wanna try this once more. It'll be quick."
Olivia blinked and snapped back to reality. Her brother was back at the counter, reaching into his wallet, and handing the carny another bill. He was still clinging to hope.
Are you fucking kidding me? Davey, you seriously don't need to. Olivia was wits' end. He's gonna end up like Gollum from Lord of The Rings. She had to put an end to it.
Like clockwork, David nailed all three stacks of bottles with the balls only to end up just shy of success. "Goddammit!"
"David, please, stop putting money into this rigged game. I wanna ride a roller coaster with you."
"This game's not rigged, ma'am," the carny interjected. "Look!" He quickly set up the nine bottles, turned around inside the booth, and then knocked them all down. "See?"
"The heavy bottles were on top. You're just putting heavy bottles on bottom when he goes!" Olivia was pissed off at the carny for taking advantage of her brother.
The carny shook his head in denial, a bit too excessively. "Nope! All the bottles are the same weight. Trust me, ma'am, it's not rigged. Your boyfriend almost won twice already."
"He's not— Whatever. He should've won this game twice just in the five minutes I've been here. Give him his prize. If you don't, I'll report you." (Olivia had no clue to whom the hell she could report him, or who would even care.)
At this point, the minimum-wage employee behind the counter was not ready to deal with the woman's tirade. He had already taken enough money from the boy. "Alright, fine. You think you should've won twice?! Here ya go!" He set a softball on the table. "Knock one of the bottles over, and you can have anything from the second row. Fair enough?!"
David didn't know his sister had that in her. He also realizing how stupid he had been more not realizing the game was unwinnable. Nevertheless, he grabbed the ball, drew in his elbows, and knocked two of the bottles over.
"Alright, we have a winner!" The carny boomed, with thick sarcasm. "What prize do you want?"
Given how he deserved to win earlier, David was no less ecstatic. He scoured the middle row of prizes and then turned to his sister. "Pick the prize you want."
Olivia could see the joy, pride, and nervousness in her brother's bright eyes. But Olivia could also see behind the veil of his excitement. Her brother was now an adult male. And that meant, on a basic level, he was just like every other guy.
All day long, Olivia had failed to take his lustful eyes, his flirting, his attempts to impress her, or even his erection as seriously as she should have. The inescapable truth was, his desire to be close to her and fuck her brains out was no less serious than any other man's. And all day, she had not just condoned, but encouraged that fantasy for him. It was a fantasy he could never achieve, but Olivia couldn't take any of her behavior back. Though, if she was honest, she was having the best day she had ever had with her brother, so she wasn't sure if she would want to.
Snapping back to reality, Olivia explored the second shelf of large stuffed animals. "I don't know which one I want!" When she looked over at her brother and saw the hopeful smile on his face, a mischievous one grew on hers.
Olivia turned back to the prizes. "I want that one!" she declared. "I definitely want that dog."
The carny handed the plush dog to David and snarkily told him to have a nice day.
As soon as the siblings started walking away from the booth, David eagerly presented, "Well, here you go!"
"Aww, thank you!" Olivia smiled, brushing her hair behind her ear. She admired the plush dog and then hugged her brother.
For David, the moment his sister's arms wrapped around his body, all of his struggling became worth it. In addition to the warm, loving feeling inside him, he also got to feel his sister's pillowy chest and comforting body pressing into his. David softly curled his fingers on the small of her back.
The hug was not a normal one. Olivia could feel her brother's heart pound in his chest, she could feel his fingertips on her back, and she could then feel slight movement against her belly button. Nope, not normal...
Originally, Olivia had planned to give her brother some peace of mind from his fantasies later on in the day. And she certainly didn't plan on saying it during a hug — let alone a hug where he was slowly inflating against her. But, her instincts told her to keep her hands on his back and go ahead with it now.
"Do you know why I chose this little doggy?"
David shook his head at his sister's playful whisper.
"Because," Olivia explained, "if we were two random people on a date, and you worked that hard to make me happy, this would be the position you'd get to take me in."
Olivia backed away just as her brother's erection sprung to full-mast.
David was dazed, stunned, and warm. Olivia proudly smiled at her brother's overwhelmed reaction. She determined she had told exactly what he needed to hear.
Turning away, she heard her shallow-breathing brother trailing closely behind her on their way back to meet up with the rest of the group.
*****
"Well, there you are." Charlie nodded at Olivia.
"Yep. We're back."
"What's that?"
"It's a Superman dog!" Olivia held up the dog dressed in a Superman suit.
"Where'd you get that?"
"My favorite brother won this for me in that 'throw the ball at the milk jugs' game," she boasted. When she smiled at David, his ears were still beet red.
"Gotcha," Charlie bristled. He stared blankly at the stuffed dog in Olviia's arms and the panda on Trey's shoulders. "You gonna have space for all of these?" he gritted.
"Definitely! My apartment's tiny, but I have some space for them."
"You can always just cuddle with them if there's no other space," Trey lightheartedly suggested.
That comment struck a sour note with Charlie. "Well, anyway, what do you guys wanna do now?"
"Umm, I think Nitro would be fun to ride again," Olivia tossed out there, as if it were a random thought.
David was electrified. His sister had followed through on her promise. "Yeah, I'm in!"
Concealing a grin, Trey joined the brother and sister in agreement. Charlie nodded and led everyone through the park toward the tall, yellow track. But before they crossed a bridge over a canal, Charlie got sidetracked.
"I actually have a headache, I think. Do you guys mind if I sit this one out?"
"Are you sure?" Olivia pressed. She didn't understand how he managed to suddenly fall ill. But after her boyfriend walked off, she glanced back to see him walking down a different path. When she read the directional sign, she scoffed.
"That's a bummer for him," Trey sympathized. "I hope he's okay."
Olivia rolled her eyes. "First of all, he's not sick. He's pissed off you two won me stuffed animals, so now he's going to try to win me one to 'prove himself.' Secondly, you are not upset he left, so don't bother pretending you are."
David and Trey shot each other another humorous glance over Olivia's head.
"We do honestly feel bad he's acting this way, though," David assured.
The sister could hear in her brother's voice that he meant it. "Thanks."
They walked in silence for a bit.
"You know, the best cure for boy trouble is having fun hanging out with friends," Trey smiled, hoping to cheer up Olivia.
She broke from her self-reflection and smiled. "I'm not upset about Charlie. I was just thinking about stuff. " Then, starting to giggle, she added, "And I wouldn't call this 'hanging out', based on how you guys have been treating me so far."
David and Trey bashfully smirked and stared down at their shoes. They were stopped at the end of the short roller coaster line.
"I mean, how has it been different than hanging out with friends," Trey instigated.
Leaning against the line railing, Olivia crossed her arms and looked at the two boys, who were leaning on the opposite railing and holding their stuffed animals to their sides. "Oh, I have a laundry list of key differences."



"Name one," Trey playfully challenged.
"Seriously?..." Olivia flirted back. "Let's start with what happened to you two the last time we were on here."
"Any guy sitting next to you would've done the same thing. Not really our fault," Trey shrugged.
"What about you guys winning stuffed animals for me? That's a cliche thing for a guy to do when he's trying to pick up a girl." Olivia smugly wagged her chin.
"Friends give friends presents all the time when they're hangin' out. I can't help if other dudes do it for other reasons."
David remained quiet. He was entertained by watching his fun-loving sister smile and exude her personality.
"Okay... Then explain you guys copping a feel on the Tilt-A-Whirl."
Trey gritted his teeth. While shuffling forward in line, he worked on his provocative explanation. "We weren't copping a feel. We were just holding you in place since you were having trouble steering. And, you clearly didn't think there was anything wrong, or you would'a said something. I think we both know, if I was trying to feel you up, I would've went for something more interesting."
David watched his sister's dimples pinch in her cheeks from her grin. Her hips swayed as she tried her best to act irritated by the inappropriate comment. David wished he could flirt as smoothly as Trey. He promised himself he one day would.
Olivia marched forward into the empty gap in the line and stepped onto the main platform. When the boys were next to her again, she lowered her voice and snarkily responded, "Don't confuse me not complaining about it with me being happy about it. You guys should just be thanking me for not telling on you for all the shit you pulled today."
"Why didn't you just bust us then?" David finally joined in.
"David, David, David," Trey lectured his mentee, "you need to understand something very important. Now, I don't wanna be the one to tell you, but you're gonna hear it from someone at some point anyway: Your sister's a little slutty."
"I am not!" Within a second, Olivia hit Trey with a backhand to the ribs. She was cracking up and fuming at the same time. Olivia was right, though — she didn't have a history of being a tease. Besides for her "exploratory" years in high school and early in college, she didn't sleep around. In fact, she was always conservative when she went out without her boyfriend. "Don't say I'm slutty. You know that's not true."
"I don't know, I can see it," David teased his sister. He was emboldened, feeling he could get away with saying anything Trey could. "I can't say I'm surprised, though. She said she had fun on this ride with us because we were staring at her tits."
"Okay, that's not what I said!"
Trey's jaw was dropped. He wasn't buying her denial.
Olivia was flustered. They were in the final line for their row of seats, and David and Trey were only a foot from her in either direction.
"It's okay, Liv, you don't need to be embarrassed," David ribbed. "I don't think— "
"Speaking of embarrassing," Olivia fired, "weren't you the one who just got a boner from hugging your sister?"
"Oh shit!" Try covered his mouth and spun around to make sure nobody heard the sensitive burn. "Ah, dude, that's rough." He patted his red-faced buddy on the shoulder.
Wanting to knock Trey down a notch, too, Olivia sniped, "Excuse me, Trey, but unless you had a Snickers bar in your pocket when you rammed into me, you had a boner without me even touching you."
"Alright, it was definitely bigger than a Snickers. And you know what? I'm not even gonna make an excuse. You made yourself look hot today, and I appreciate it."
"I didn't mean to look like this!" Olivia squealed. She wiped her hair away from her sticky forehead. She was surrounded by the smell of men's deodorant and sunscreen.
"You didn't mean to??" Trey ran his eyes over her body. "I've had enough girlfriends to know that no girl walks outta the house in a short skirt and her titties poppin' out by accident."
"Wha—" Olivia was speechless. Her own brother was nodding in agreement. "I thought I was going on a date with my boyfriend. You guys weren't supposed to be here. So, if anything, I was just trying to show off for him!"
"Well," Trey looked around with his palms up, "he ain't here. And you're still gonna sit between us after what happened last time. So, I'd say you're tryna show off for us, too."
Tongue-tied and her mind swirling, Olivia flipped the boys off before facing away in a huff. She then turned back to add, defiantly, "You know what? If you think I'm acting slutty today and that's why you've been enjoying hanging out with me, my suggestion is to either shut and enjoy it, or you two can just go ride this alone."
David gulped. His insides were buzzing. Due to their age gap, he never hung out in the same social circles as his sister. And he had no idea she was capable of speaking in such a way. (But, to be fair, neither did she.)
"We're just messing with you, Liv. I'm all for you acting like a slut today."
It was beyond strange for Olivia to hear those words leave her brother's mouth. Yet, they only made her smile. "Relax, I know you're messing with me. And believe me, I already know how big of a fan you are."
Olivia and David studied each other's eyes while smirking and voicelessly communicating their exasperation with the other in a way only siblings knew how.
The space between them felt tighter than it actually was. As the group ahead of them boarded the roller coaster, they drifted to the front of the line, too distracted to notice the beautiful, dusky red sky in the distance.
Witnessing the flirtatious staring contest, Trey shook his head. "Damn. Y'all making me feel like I got jipped growing up 'cause I didn't have a hot older sister."
The siblings broke their stares and awkwardly laughed.
"Yeah. Whether he will ever admit it or not, he hit the fucking jackpot." Olivia stuck her flattened tongue out. "I'm the fucking coolest older sister."
"Ehh," David shrugged. "Her personality is decent. I think she's just finally learning how to use her boobs, her butt, and her looks to help sell herself."
No matter how old they grew, theur arguments remained dumb and immature. But, there was always love and truth buried in their insults. And Olivia knew what her brother was actually saying.
"Davey, don't get too sappy, you're gonna make me cry." She pretended to wipe a tear from her eye. "And hey," she warmly shrugged, "don't knock my methods. Whatever helps me teach you to act less like a dweeb."
*****
The sun was going down, but the trio of young adults were all feeling hotter in their faces and foreheads. When it was time to board the roller coaster, David and Trey went through the gate first so they could set their stuffed animals down on the other side of the platform. Olivia sat down in one of the middle seats and waited.
Luckily, there was not a single rider behind them, so they got to enjoy their car without a stranger.
Olivia's white sneakers tapped on the black floor of the car. She was feeling a bit more of her pre-launch nerves and adrenaline. Tugging the hems of her skirt and scoop-neck tank, Olivia was unwrinkling her outfit.
David and Trey took their seats, and then everyone on the coaster got to lower their yellow waist restraint.
A muscular tricep was brushing against each of Olivia's bare shoulders. On her left was a bulky, brown tattooed one. On her right was a toned, tanned one. Down to her sides were two sets of capable, athletic legs. What am I doing here with them?
That question had to wait. The train bolted from the launch station. It slowed down to begin a climb uphill into the fading sky. Tilted backward, Olivia could already sense two pairs of eyes on her chest and body. "They're not even moving yet," she chuckled. A short burst of laughter erupted from each side of her.
"Just practicing," Trey informed.
"They look good when they're still, too," David complimented.
"You guys are ridiculous."
As they climbed higher, Olivia noticed the people in cars in front of them craning their necks to get a view of the park. Speaking over the mechanical clacking, Olivia warned, "People are turning around. They're gonna look back and see you staring at me like perverts. Or worse, they'll think I'm a whore."
"You know," Trey slickly began, "Charlie always tells me you wanna suck face in front of everyone. I think, deep down, you actually wanna look like a slut in public."
Olivia parted her glossed lips to mount a defense, but she closed her mouth. Never before had she considered why she liked PDA so much. And even with her outfit, she never considered why she chose to wear something so revealing. It had always been the outfit she had imagined wearing on this date when she daydreamed of making out with her boyfriend around the park. Huh.
Not that it was a good time to think about it seriously, but simply from hearing Trey suggest she wanted to look like a slut in public, Olivia felt more excited, and naughtier, and happier.
"Here we go!" David yelled. They were about to go over the edge of the drop.
"Whew!!" Olivia raised her hands.
"Yeah, man! Let's go!"
There was a stomach-churning creep to the drop, and then suddenly...
"AAAAHHHHHHH!!!"
Wind battered their joyful faces. Despite their thunderous fall, Olivia's focus was on darting her pupils side to side in her squinted eyes. There was plenty of staring.
And, in an unplanned development, Olivia felt a large hand thrusting its way under her lap restraint and gripping her upper quad. Trey's hand was as high up on her leg as he could get it, and his fingertips squeezed her upper-inner thigh.
The hand demanded Olivia's attention, but she still found herself more interested in how her little brother was going to take advantage of the visual opportunity she had given him.
Her brother was checking her out without restraint. It was obvious he couldn't see what his mentor audaciously did with his hand. He's fucking oblivious. Olivia knew if David had seen what Trey had done, he would have done it too. But she was distracting him too much. Oddly, Olivia felt like a bad sister for him missing out.
In a swift move, Olivia grabbed her brother's wrist off of his restraint handle and shoved it under hers, guiding his hand into the same place as Trey's was on the other side. Peeking from the corner of her eye, she accidentally locked green eyes with her overwhelmed brother. She quickly broke the gaze and stared ahead.
Simply feeling like a natural comfort to take during a scary, speeding ride, Olivia placed her hands on top of theirs and interlocked her fingers in theirs. David and Trey both felt Olivia's soft, warm fingers wedge between theirs, lightly squeezing their already firm grips.
Beyond that, David savored the warmth of her body radiating onto his palm. Olivia had never had two men holding her before, and she had no complaints.
The new, vulnerable position had caught her off guard. But it only took seconds for her to begin massaging their thumbs with hers, and their reciprocal massaging of her thighs with their thumbs, for her to relax and grin again.
"Whewwww!" She howled.
In a turn of events, it was David who had the courage to test his sister first. Olivia took notice of the caressing hand rubbing back and forth on her thigh. His fingers slid between her legs, dangerously close to brushing against her labia. Her throat tightened, but she saw no reason to stop him yet. She allowed her hand to guide her brother's in and out, but she let her left hand remain still, not tipping Trey off as to how she was inexplicably allowing her brother to massage her.
Craning her head toward her brother and sharing a semi-ashamed smile, Olivia shouted over the roaring train, "You're really pushing your limits!"
"What?!"
"You're really pushing your limits!"
The snarky comment was loved by David. He was aware of how risky his behavior was. To his delight, his sister was not mad. And, almost as a bonus reward from the universe, his sister's breasts began to jiggle on a rattling part of the long track.
Olivia could read her brother's darting eyes. She peered down at her chest and saw the cause of his silence. For the few seconds it lasted, she fluttered her eyes back and forth between her bodily phenomenon and her brother's priceless reaction.
The big sister tightened her grip on her brother's rubbing hand. "Enjoying the view?"
With a dry nod, David replied, "Yeah!"
Curiosity directed Olivia's attention to her brother's triangle-shaped waist restraint. It was almost as if it was designed by men to hide their erections. Without even stopping to think, Olivia jutted both her hands out and slid them under the restraints next to her.
She wasn't going for cock, but she did hold their thighs in the same position as they held hers. Her hand had felt enough erections while reaching into pockets to determine if a man was hard without needing to touch his equipment.
Both David and Trey perked up, mesmerized, and frozen. They weren't sure what Olivia had planned, but they wanted her to keep going.
The tips of Olivia's fingers sensed the high heat wafting from their groins. With a slight tug on the fabrics, she could feel a resistance. Holy shit! Dopamine flooded her brain and a bolt of adrenaline shot down the backs of her calves into her heels.
Almost simultaneously, the hands on her thighs slid off, and Olivia was smart enough to know what the boys were up to. Nope. Before they could "help" her hands find their favorite toys, Olivia caught their wrists and shoved their hands back under her restraint.
Squirming in her seat, Olivia felt alive. She was waiting on the next move — the next action to incite her further. As the train entered the indoor section of spiraling track, Olivia quickly thought of what she could do in darkness. Great ideas evaded her, but she did come up with a thrilling idea of what she could do in the twilight.
In the pitch-black tunnel, David and Trey felt Olivia's hand separate from theirs. Just as they zoomed out of the tunnel, Olivia scratched the sides of their legs to make sure she had their attention again.
It didn't take long to figure out what her hands had been up to.
"God damn!!!" Trey hollered.
David truly lost his breath. His sister's tank top was tucked underneath her wired, white bra. It was the most cleavage David had ever seen in person. It was surreal. His sister's creamy, voluptuous tits elegantly jiggled and bounced in the rounded cups. The full center portions of his sister's immaculate breasts were visible.
Olivia bore a cocky, naughty grin. She knew the men wanted to touch. But she also knew they were too intimidated. Turning her right ear against her headrest, Olivia watched her brother's reaction. I think he's braindead! They were speeding, and vision was far from perfect, but Olivia could see her brother's moving lips, trying to find words to say.
Helping him out, Olivia asked, "Even bigger than you thought, right?"
That was exactly what David had been thinking. "They're perfect," was all his numb mind could generate.
To his sister, his loss of brain function was a much better compliment than any smooth line. She massaged her hand on his. "36D!" she laughed, accurately predicting another question he had racing around.
"I love 'em."
Olivia reached over and pushed her hand into his pocket, scratching his muscular leg and tugging on his taut khakis. "I can tell."
Losing track of time, Olivia noticed just in time that they were rounding the final curve. She pulled her hands from the shadow of her brother's erection and Trey's hand in order to yank her top back over her bra.
David and Trey lifted their heads, seeing why the intense show had ended. They wished they could blow right through the station and ride again.
When the train hissed to a stop, Olivia waited for the restraints to unlock before casually swiping the hands from her thighs. The top of her skirt was steamy with heat and sweat. Both of the men adjusted their shorts before rising.
*****
With their stuffed animals back in hand, David and Trey followed Olivia down the exit ramp. They all had the unspoken agreement to briskly walk to the photo kiosk. None of them remembered it being taken. They were all lost within the erotic tension of their own cart.
Other riders were already at the kiosk and pointing at themselves on the screens before walking away. Olivia, David, and Trey approached the counter. All of them had the secret fear that the photo had been censored and deleted for being Not Safe For Work. But Olivia had been fully covered the whole ride, and her bra likely appeared to be either a bikini or a revealing top because there were no blacked-out monitors.
Biologically hardwired, David and Trey found their photo instantly.
"Second row, third column," David whispered to his sister, placing his hand on her back.
Two seconds later, Olivia gasped and had her hands cupped over her mouth. "Oh my god!" she muffled her laughter. Seated in the front row of their car, the most eye-grabbing element of the photo was Olivia's highly exposed breasts resting in the white cups. Even she was taken aback by how much she had actually revealed. But what stole her focus was the captivated, biting smile and look in her eyes while staring into her brother's face. His eyes, though, were angled a bit below hers.
The poses David and Trey held were mirrored. Each was gawking at the shocking view while reaching his arm under her safety restraint. Olivia did not even realize it had happened when the photo was taken, but her hand was buried in her brother's pocket.
Studying the monitor, David swore he would never forget the way his sister was looking at him. Olivia, meanwhile, was scratching her brunette head, trying to digest how she had ended up in such a position.
"Ha! Honey, check this out!" a male voice whispered behind them.
A middle-aged, feminine voice groaned, "Eww. Why the hell would you show me this? People are disgusting."
Olivia, David, and Trey all turned to see the older married couple. The woman recognized them from the risque photo and sneered. She then stormed away.
Looking back at the photo, it was the couple in the row behind them in their car. Olivia's cheeks burned, and she smiled. She wasn't sure if it was the wardrobe decision or the two men touching her at the same time.
"She didn't like that you were having fun with a black dude," Trey bluntly solved the mystery.
Then she'd probably flip the fuck out if she knew who the other guy was. Olivia had been quiet since leaving the ride, but she found a reason to speak. "Hey, how much for the photo?" Undoubtedly, David and Trey were staring at her with bewilderment.
"$14.95 for a print or $16.95 for a digital download. Or, what I recommend is our Digital Picture Pass for $24.95. It has every ride photo as well as other photos from your day here with us," the teenager regurgitated.
Without delay, Olivia dug into the side of her bra and removed the clip holding her ID, cash, and her cards. "I guess I'll get the pass." There was no use in pretending — She needed that photo. She also wanted the one from earlier. Hell, there was probably even one from the Lasso she hadn't seen.
Chivalrously, David and Trey both reached for their wallets to beat Olivia to the draw. She waved them off though and inserted her card into the reader. "Let me. I work," she breathed.
Remembering the hot, busty, twenty-something-year-old from earlier, the employee clicked through his computer to find their ride photo. Olivia couldn't see him searching for it, but when his eyebrows sprang up and he saucily checked out her rack and the men with her, it was clear what he was up to. Olivia bashfully grinned.



"Alright, ma'am, you can go to our website at any time over the next thirty days to claim your photos." The smartass worker tried to keep it together. "You guys enjoy your day."
"We will!" Olivia winked, drawing a laugh from David and Trey.
As they walked back outside into the orange-tinted sky, Olivia checked her phone to see she had a message from Charlie.
"Can we ride that again?" David asked.
His sister wasn't listening. "Well, it looks like Charlie is ready to leave. He wants to meet us by the swings."
"Do we have to?"
Olivia rolled her eyes at Trey. "He's our ride. So unless you wanna spend all night in the park —" Olivia stopped herself. That wasn't the way to sell her point. "Yes, we have to go."
"Are we going to get a copy of that photo?" David inquired.
Olivia cocked her eyebrow and shrugged at her brother. "I won't tell anyone if you won't."
"Deal."
*****
When the trio arrived at the tall tower of revolving swings, Charlie hurried toward his girlfriend and pushed a big, gray elephant into her chest. "I got it at the shooting gallery," he boasted.
Everything about the gift felt disingenuous. Gifts were tied to their thoughtfulness, and the inspiration for the elephant was insecurity and ego. Olivia still hadn't received an apology from earlier — not that she was holding out for one.
She issued the obligatory, "Thank you."
Maybe it was because she didn't jump into his arms like he was a hero, but Charlie was annoyed by Olivia's lack of appreciation and forgiveness. "Are you seriously still mad at me?" He tried to control his tone, not wanting to cause a scene.
YES! You wouldn't even kiss me on our date and then haven't even said sorry, you jackass.
At that exact moment, Olivia discovered the first major incompatibility between her and Charlie. It wasn't that she had been looking through rose-colored glasses. It was more that she had never realized how important public affection and interaction was to her until now. She had the burning desire to explore it more, and she already knew Charlie wouldn't join her on that journey.
"No. I'm just ready to go home."
There was still electricity in Olivia's veins. She wanted to stay in the park, but she knew she couldn't enjoy herself the way she wanted to with Charlie there — especially since she knew in the pit of her stomach that they were going to need to have an uncomfortable talk when they got back to his place.
*****
The sky was dark blue when the group of four said goodbye to the amusement park. David, Trey, and Charlie each carried a large stuffed animal on his shoulders.
Arriving at the pickup truck, Charlie sighed, "Man, today was exhausting."
"True that. So, where the hell do we put these things?" Trey asked, holding his panda.
"Huh. Shit. Well, I can squeeze the elephant into the middle seat. Do you guys really need to take those home?"
"Yes!" David, Trey, and Olivia asserted in unison.
"Uh, okay." Charlie didn't know why Olivia cared so deeply about the cheap stuffed animals, but the last thing he wanted was another fight. "Well, the reality is if we put them in the bed, they'll fly out. I don't have straps or ties, so you guys have to just hold them."
"For half an hour?" Olivia questioned.
Charlie mansplained, "Well, my cabin has limited space. These take up more space than a person. If I cram all three in, there would only be space for me, and that's if I'm lucky. So, either they hold 'em, or you're gonna have to take one of the seats, and your little brother is going to have to sit in the bed, sliding around everywhere."
"I'll sit in the bed without a seatbelt. I'll be fine," David shrugged.
"I wasn't serious about that," Charlie flailed. "The cops will see you."
"He can just lay low when we're on the highway," Trey answered.
"Well... I could add another fifteen minutes to the trip by taking back roads, all so we can make sure these stuffed animals get back safely." There was no attempt to hide the patronizing sarcasm.
"I'm fine sitting in back, if I need to," Olivia acquiesced.
No longer interested in debating, Trey ordered, "Alright. Let's get rollin'."
They stuffed the animals squished into the two free seats in the cabin. Trey and Olivia belted themselves into the rear-facing bed seats while David climbed in back and searched for anything he could hold onto.
A muttering Charlie slammed the door behind him. "These things are fucking worth five bucks!"
*****
The first ten minutes of the drive were all service roads adjacent to the highway. David lied down flat in the bed so the authorities wouldn't pull the truck over. Once the pickup turned onto a bumpy, dirt road in the Pine Barrens, David could finally stop acting like a stowaway and sit up pretzel-style.
"This is when it's nice to have a truck," Trey voiced, over the steady whirl of airflow.
The truck smoothly handled the dirt road through the green pines. Riding outdoors on a warm evening was a joy, and the friends chatted lightly. Well, that was until the first turn.
Backwoods roads used for fire trucks and hikers weren't exactly maintained well. They found that out the hard way when the pickup rounded the corner at thirty miles per hour. "BOOM!"
The rear of the truck bucked up after dipping into a pothole. David bounced into the air, nearly flying over the short walls and out of the truck. Thankfully, his tailbone caught the tailgate and he landed back down with a loud bang.
As one would expect, Olivia lost her fucking mind. "Stop! Stop!" she cried through the glass window. But Charlie couldn't hear her. She took her phone out to text and call.
David, though, wanted to play it tough. "Olivia, relax, everything is fine."
Without saying a word, Olivia effectively communicated, "Don't you dare tell me to fucking relax."
Trey pounded on the rear glass pane between the two foldable seats. He had to lean over and duck his head in order to see inside. "The radio is on," he explained. Plus, the truck was on rough terrain and making all sorts of noises.
But that wasn't acceptable to Olivia. She almost just watched her brother be paralyzed. "He's going to die on one of these turns!" she yelled at Trey.
He knew she wasn't really mad at him. "It's okay. He'll be fine." After a moment of critical thinking, a solution popped into his mind. The only problem was it seemed a bit opportunistic. Though, with how opportunistic and horny he had been all day, he just went for it. "Olivia, just sit on my lap and let your little bro take your seat."
Olivia's face went blank and her eyes went wide. She turned to David, waiting for his reaction. She knew it was the best solution. But she also knew there were two ways to go about accomplishing it. After all, her brother had a lap, too.
David seemed to reach the same conclusion. He couldn't possibly ask his sister to sit on his lap. It just seemed like too big of an ask.
Olivia waited on her brother's response. He's gonna ask you to sit on his instead. The older sister's throat tightened. She had no idea how she would respond.
Finally surrendering, David decided to play it safe. "Yeah, if you want to sit on his lap, then I guess I could take your seat."
Her heart still fluttering, Olivia was thankful that her brother let Trey be her new seat. Because in hindsight, she had strong doubts she would have said no to him.
The petite woman unclasped her seatbelt. The bulky man did the same. After checking to make sure Charlie wasn't looking through his rear-view mirror, Olivia shifted over two feet onto Trey's lap. Meanwhile, David crawled up to the front of the truck bed and claimed the spare seat.
Olivia flattened her skirt and then Trey locked the shoulder strap over both of their bodies. To her side, she watched her brother finally buckle up safely.
He seems bummed out. Olivia knew fully well her brother wanted her on his lap more than anything. Now that she was on Trey's, she realized how torturous the rest of the trip would be for him. He had to constantly be reminded of what he could be doing if he had only spoken up.
Yes, it was another important lesson in confidence around women. But Olivia felt guilty.
That guilt was eased, though, as Olivia glanced at her brother again to find him ogling her jiggling breasts from the side. She immediately smiled at him, and he smiled back.
The next two minutes of the ride were scenic, but Olivia and David wouldn't have known. They were too busy exchanging flirty glances. It would have taken a major interruption to break her focus.
And Trey was happy to provide one.
Suddenly, Olivia felt a round, soft object growing against her round butt cheek. How did I know...
Olivia had no clue if Trey was trying to control it or if he was letting it firm and swell into her warm ass intentionally. To be fair, she was in a light skirt, and he was in basketball shorts. And most critically, he knew she would let it slide.
Closing her eyes, Olivia's attention was solely on the fully erect cock beneath her. It was trapped diagonally under her ass, and she could feel how thick and long it was. Just be natural. Don't lose your shit.
Turning back to her brother, Olivia tried to start a conversation about his tennis schedule. She tried to take her mind off of it. But that was an effort in futility. Every time the truck bounced — which happened every five fucking seconds — the healthy, big cock would tap against her butt cheek.
And it seemed every time there was a pause in her conversation with her brother, Olivia could hear Trey wincing in her ear. She realized it was pinned down in an awkward direction. It had to hurt like hell. And she knew there was no stoplight in sight.
Olivia thought of sliding down Trey's legs to let him adjust himself. But then she was reminded of the tightened seatbelt pinning her back to Trey's chest. She thought of asking him to move it. But there was no way her brother wouldn't hear. The last thing she wanted was to let her brother know that right next to him, another guy had his erection pressed against her ass, and it could have been him.
That was when Olivia thought back to how she would have handled it in the park. She didn't know why, but she felt like her magic had gone. Maybe she really did get THAT much more turned on and flirty from knowing people could be watching?
But Olivia refused to accept that. She was with the same men, had the same forces of attraction, and had the tools at her disposal. C'mon, it's no different than being there. You don't need to be around anyone. They're still them, and you're still you.
Breathing in and out, Olivia's bashful, naughty, highly flirtatious smirk made its return. Her feet tapped on the bed of the truck. "Hey, Trey?"
"Yeah?" he huffed.
"Are you going to move your cock? Or do you just think it'll magically move on its own?"
The wide, playful grin returned to Trey's face. David, on the other hand, was in disbelief that his sister had been sitting on Trey's erection like it was no big deal.
David then watched Trey slide his hand under his sister's ass. She sat up enough to give him the room to maneuver it.
"Got it," he cleared.
Olivia then sat back down, only to find that the erection was not pressing into her back as expected. You fucking asshole. Olivia cracked up laughing, feeling the bulbous head pushing against her labia. Her forehead was moist.
Trey was all smiles until he turned his head and saw the despair in his buddy's eyes. He was playing with his sister right in front of him. Trey thought of what he could do for David.
But, just then, the truck hit another pothole. A loud, involuntary moan escaped Olivia's mouth. For just a moment, Trey's cock had pushed her skirt in and parted her pussy lips. Holy fuck. I think he was just in me.
Olivia looked at her brother. Heat and wetness flooded her mound. She had a thick black cock tapping at her entrance. And her only thought was on making her pussy soaking wet. With an airy, loving grin, Olivia watched her brother's face as she pulled the neckline of her tank top under her bra.
David was burning up. His cock was rock hard. His sister was looking at him with a passion and lust he had never seen before. "You're so hot."
His sister moaned. Her mind was a swirling, hot vortex of euphoria. Just when she was already drunk on dopamine, Try grabbed her by her inner thighs and started bouncing her in his lap.
"Ahh! Ahh!" She gasped at the sudden sensation of a cock grinding into her pussy lips. She had no clue what the hell was doing or how she could stop it, even if she had wanted to.
Despite the cock parting and prodding its way into her pussy, Olivia couldn't take her eyes off of her brother. He was watching her without blinking, and Olivia stared back. God, he's fucking hot.
"I wanna show you something!" she shouted over the sounds of the wind and the tires running over the hard dirt.
David saw his sister's hands on the front clasp of her bra. He knew what was coming. He had to be dreaming. "I wanna see 'em so fucking bad," he panted.
Olivia stopped. "Oh yeah?" she smiled.
Her brother desperately nodded.
"Then take your cock out."
"What?" David's pupils were saucers.
"You fucking heard me, haha. I wanna see your cock!" Olivia's heart had never beat so quickly.
Slowly undoing his belt and zipper, David was ready to stop at any moment. It had to be a trap. "You wanna see it? Like, bare?"
"Fuck, yes! You get bare for me, and I'll get bare — Uhh!" The truck hit a bump, and Olivia couldn't exactly pretend as if a mushroom head hadn't dug deeper into her soaking pussy. Laughing at the timing, she stabilized her bucking body and returned her attention she wanted it to be. "I wanna show you my tits! Just whip your cock out, you dummy!"
That was all the clarity David needed. His shorts and boxers were around his thigh in a blur. Olivia's eyelids twitched as she inhaled the view of her brother's throbbing cock pointing straight into the air. It was gorgeous. You're looking at his dick...
When her brother gave her the normal 'guy gaze' of "well, do you like it?", Olivia sincerely remarked, "I should'a just fucking grabbed it on the roller coaster."
David beamed. He then froze as he watched his sister unhook her bra and let her buoyant breasts drop out. They did not drop by much. The areolas were small and darkened pink. He wanted to do anything he possibly could to them. He began masturbating his shaft.
In a twist, Olivia was the one laser-focused on her brother's lively sex organ. Once Olivia saw the intense love and lust in her brother's eyes, she lost it. Reaching back and unbuckling herself, Olivia lunged across the truck and onto her brother's lap.
David was overwhelmed. It was happening so fast. Before he knew it, his sister's magical hand was gripping his cock and guiding it under her open skirt. He instinctively held her tightly to prevent her from bouncing out of the truck.
"You're not wearing underwear," was all David could breathe.
Olivia smiled and passionately kissed her brother on his lips. Their tongue soon intertwined in an incestuous makeout session. "Ready to take me?" she moaned.
"Yeah!" David nodded profusely. He held his sister steady as she lowered her pussy onto his towering erection.
"Ahhh! Ohhh!" She wailed. What the fuck are you doing?! Olivia dropped herself onto her brother's cock. Her ass and thighs landed on his lap and groin with a wet thud.
The brother and sister held their foreheads together. Neither could comprehend what they had just done. It didn't take long for David's mouth to dip down and lick his sister's hard nipple.
"Fuck!" she cried, taking his head into her hands and pulling it into her breasts, "forcing" him to lick and suck every square inch. "Fuck, Davey. Keep fucking going!"
With each bump or rattle, Olivia felt her brother's cocktip tap against her vaginal canal. She loved how deep he was.
David kissed his sister's lips again. "Oh my god, you're amazing!"
She flashed her white teeth and kissed her brother back. "Oh, honey, I haven't even started fucking you yet." Promptly, Olivia began rocking her hips up and down, riding her brother's cock in the moving vehicle.
The brother and sister moaned, gasped, and wailed in unison. Neither had ever been involved in a more intense and satisfying sexual experience. David ran his hands under her tank top, holding her bare back. Olivia responded by pulling her skirt up to her torso and telling her brother, "I want you to see yourself fuck my pussy."
Soon, they found their rhythm, and they were slowly, tightly bucking up and down while making out passionately. Within minutes, Olivia's limbs began to tremble. She dug her nails into her brother's shoulders.
"Fuck! You're making me cum!" she cried loudly.
David had no idea what to do, so he just bucked up as quickly and as forcefully as he could. He made the right decision. With their sweating foreheads pressed together, and their genitalia seamlessly in sync, the siblings held eye contact as Olivia orgasmed. Her eyes would close then bat open again as her muscles tightened and she shot warm liquid onto her brother's testicles.
It was a powerful, deep climax like Olivia had never had before. She was numb all over her body and in her mind. She let her brother hold her with her chin on his neck. She breathed, trying to catch her breath.
After a minute of Olivia clinging to her brother, she woke up, and the naughty grin was back on her face — albeit, a dazed one. "Fuck, that was nuts!" she laughed, kissing her brother with her soft lips.
"That felt so good," David exhaled. "I wanna do that all the time."
Olivia bit her brother's salty neck. "Unless I missed something, we're not done doing it now." He's so fucking cute. Picking her head back up, Olivia stipulated, "If you wanna start doing this with me, you better let me teach you."
"I will," David swore.
"Good," the sister warmly kissed. "Your first lesson is not to leave anybody hangin'. And, right now, there are a couple of guys who need me."
Finally pulling her chest away from her brother's, Olivia rocked back and loudly propositioned, "So, how do you guys wanna do this?"
David and Trey looked at each other, anxiously chuckling.
"How do you usually handle threeways?" Trey was still stroking his own cock.
"I don't. This is my first time!" Olivia herself even seemed surprised by the answer. "Uh!" The truck hit another jolting bump and her brother's cock sent more pleasure through her pussy. He hadn't left her for a moment since he went in, and she didn't want him going anywhere.
David and Trey laughed at her sudden moan. They were even more delighted over knowing they'd be part of her first group-sex experience.
"Pick a hole, man!" Trey offered. "She's your sister. You get dibs."
Ecstatic, and loving the camaraderie and teamwork, David peered down at his lap. He was buried in his sister. He, like most men, loved head, but he couldn't imagine pulling out until he finished. "I wanna keep fucking her," David declared.
With a sweeping smile, Trey knew he was getting what he had been fantasizing about all day. "Sounds good, dude," he thanked David while staring at Olivia, "'cause I hope you don't mind, but I really want your sister to suck my dick."
Olivia bashfully rolled her eyes. The intense, passionate orgasm she just had with her brother gave her a connection and a sense of love she had never experienced before during sex. As much as she wanted to feel that way again soon, she was still hot, bothered, and frisky from a glorious day at the amusement park — and she really wanted to feel like a fun slut.



Looking back and forth between the men, pretending to consider their proposal, Olivia sighed, "Fine... I guess that works."
Finagling with his seatbelt, Trey turned himself sideways to face David's seat. David picked up on the hint and followed suit, rotating his sister around with him.
There really wasn't much complexity left. A topless Olivia bent over at the waist, popping her pussy for her brother and guiding her head into Trey's abs.
Right away, Trey grabbed a hold of Olivia's hair. He knew it was possible for Charlie to see part of Olivia's white tank top sprawled across the back window, but why would he think she was having a threeway? "I've wanted you to cum on your face since the first time we met," Trey growled.
Olivia toyingly licked the length of his shaft. "Well, you're gonna keep dreaming. If I'm putting in the work, you're gonna watch me swallow it."
With a cocked eyebrow, Olivia watched Trey's face as she took all eight inches into her mouth and throat. She gagged slightly as she got used to the added depth.
"Yeah, lemme hear you gag on it. You've been such a hot slut today."
David watched his sister's round ass wiggle in response. He had to learn how to flirt like Trey. Trying his best to get into Trey's shoes, David smacked his sister's ass then began sliding his cock in and out again.
It was enough to get his sister to pull her mouth off of Trey and look back. "It's all yours," she winked.
Olivia tried her best to perform oral while living in a world where, at any moment, her brother could cum deep inside her.
Olivia began lunging back and forth. The two men soon got their light thrusting in a steady rhythm. It was a wild, new experience for Olivia. And it was a lot of fun. From behind, her brother continually fucked her wet pussy and smacked her firm ass. In front, her tongue, lips, and cheeks joyfully licked a thick cock while its owner tugged her hair.
All three moaned, grunted, and sweated through their clothes.
"Mmmm! MMM!" was all Olivia could get out through her occupied mouth.
David and Trey shared bewildered satisfied grins.
"Your sister is such a hot little cumslut, isn't she?" Trey made sure Olivia heard.
"Obviously," David laughed.
Olivia let them know she heard them loud and clear by bobbing her head rapidly on Trey's cock and gyrating her ass again and again into her brother's abdomen.
"Uhhh! Uhhh!" Olivia pulled her mouth away to catch her breath. She craned her head back to watch her brother fuck her pussy in an incredibly satisfying way. "Keep going, David! Fucking cum in it! I wanna feel it!"
Hearing his sister beg for him to cum in her sent David close to the edge. Olivia could tell by his squinting how close he was. She forgot about Trey and used her grip on his thighs as leverage to grind her pussy into her brother's hard cock.
It only took seconds for David to tense up. Olivia watched in awe as her brother flexed. She felt the first rope of cum fire deep inside her. She started to cum again. "Oh fuck!' she wailed.
David fired rope after rope of sperm into his sister's vagina. They moaned and hollered together in the middle of the pine woods.
Olivia didn't blink. The sensation of her brother finishing inside of her was alien. She realized how serious of a situation it was. Her actions for the day had just changed both of their lives, but that only made Olivia wish her brother was pulling her even tighter to his body as she allowed him to pump.
When David stopped cumming, the siblings stopped moving. They could only stare at each other, saying everything and nothing at the same time while the cock went soft.
Trey may not have been involved for the second time, but he found it insanely hot. He waited patiently for an exhausted David to slip out of his sister's pussy. The moment he was clear, Trey turned Olivia's chin in his direction.
Olivia remembered there was more fun to be had. The dimples in her cheeks returned. "My brother came, so I think I'm done now." She sat down on the metal truck bed between the seats, her head staying below the rear window.
"Ah, so it's like that?" Trey flirted. He grabbed her hands and placed them on his strong legs so she could hold herself steady.
"Yeah, it is like that." Olivia's head smugly danced before she slid her tongue out to lick his shaft. "I already came and got fucked. I have no interest in sucking this now."
Trey gathered her hair in his hands. "Damn, that's cold. So, then what are we gonna do now?"
"Just chat." Olivia rolled her tongue over his sensitive cockhead and shrugged, "Talk about politics, the economy, boring stuff."
"Let's get talkin' then." Trey guided Olivia's opened mouth into his demanding erection and moaned at the wet sensation.
Unrestricted in her movements, Olivia quickly and methodically deepthroated the sexy, dark cock. "After all this, you better cum in my fucking mouth."
"Fuck, I wanna!" Trey grabbed her tits.
"Hey, guys!" David suddenly interrupted. "I can hear cars up there."
Olivia and Trey both knew what that meant. They were getting close to the main roads again. And it wouldn't exactly be hard for other truck drivers to see what they were doing. Olivia knew she could be into exhibitionism, but certainly not on that level. She blew faster.
"We're, like, thirty seconds away," David updated.
Thrusting his hips, Trey fucked Olivia's mouth as she mouthfucked him.
Swirling her tongue, tightening her throat, and trying every trick she had, Olivia frantically tried to finish. It was a rush.
The truck slowed down. It was obvious they were about to merge onto a common road. "You guys gotta stop!" David shouted.
Fuck! Olivia could tell she was close to ending it. When the tires made the jump onto smooth pavement, rather than stop, Olivia blindly reached for Trey's seatbelt and unbuckled it.
Before Trey knew it, he was allowing Olivia to drag him down off of his seat until he was lying down on the metal bed.
Propping herself up on her elbows, Olivia continued to furiously blow Trey's cock from her stomach. She watched his face with her teasing eyes, turning them to her brother every few seconds to gauge his awestruck reaction.
Finally, Trey squinted and erupted. Olivia plunged her lips down to the base of his cockhead and waited for him to finish before swallowing the alkaline mess and quickly crawling to her brother's seat.
Once his sister was on his clothed lap, David helped her flatten her skirt and reassemble her outfit before buckling them up together. Trey just seemed content to lie on the floor.
******
The remainder of the ride was quiet. Everyone was dead from a physically and emotionally draining day. They soon pulled up to Olivia and David's mom's house. Charlie parked on the rocks to drop David off, somehow without waking a sleeping Trey.
"Well, this is awkward," David began. "I guess, I'll —"
"I'm coming in, too." Olivia squeezed his hand.
"Oh. You're saying hi to mom?"
"No," Olivia unbuckled them and stood up. "I'm gonna spend the night here."
"What?" David dazedly smiled. "You're not staying at Charlie's?"
She whispered and winked, "Why would I go out of my way for worse cock?"
The true meaning of his sister's compliment was not lost on David. "I like you, too," he smiled.
Olivia leaned down and riskily kissed him. "Now comes the awkward part where I have to collect my stuffed animals and say I'm not going home with him."
"Good luck," David wished while helping to lower Olivia from the truck.
"Thanks! I need it." She took a step but then pivoted on the rocks. "I mean, that stuffed dog is the only reason I fucked you. So, if I can't get it back..." the big sister nervously winced.
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Garret sprinkled Himilayan pink salt onto the eggs frying in the pan below him. Ever since he was diagnosed with his heart condition, he had to request limited hours at the electric company. This meant he had more time to relax, but he also had to take on more of a caretaking role than he was used to.
He served the eggs to his wife of nineteen years before she had to run off to work. Ava was a biology teacher at Central Hillside Prep, a local private high school. And she was also, as of this year, the Science Department Chair.
For the sixteen years she had been teaching, Ava dreamed of leading the science department. It had taken much longer than expected. She had been good enough to be teaching AP courses by twenty-eight, but a glass ceiling was built above her by a dinosaur of a board chairman who, when first meeting Ava, saw her blonde hair and attractive face and remarked, "I'm surprised your husband lets you teach here with all these male colleagues."
Who's laughing now, jackass? He was unemployed and long forgotten. And Ava earned a $5,500 pay raise, an office connected to her classroom, and she only had to teach three classes a day. Ava, or Mrs. Dawson, as her students called her, prided herself on her professionalism and dedication to her teaching.
Her strict adherence to professional wear, even on casual Fridays, often gave people the wrong first impression that she was traditional and cold. In actuality, she loved progressive and relatable teaching methods and connecting students through projects.
"Now, why can't all of my students dress like that?" Ava beamed.
Ethan was half-awake as he trudged into the kitchen, carrying a large sports bag. Hearing his mom compliment his white polo shirt and khakis made him feel good but also concerned he looked dorky. "They can, they just don't have their mom judging their outfits every morning."
Ava shook her hair bun, laughing lightly. "Hey, that's why you're looking handsome in the hallways, and they look like they don't care at all."
Yeah, mom, that's the point. As Ethan sat down at the wooden table, his dad slid him a plate of eggs. It was still odd for his dad to be cooking the food.
"So, are you guys ready for the game this weekend?!" Garret was just as excited about the playoff football game as Ethan was.
"Yeah, I think we're in good shape for Saturday." The eighteen-year-old football player was the Swiss Army knife of the team. Many players played multiple positions, but Ethan took that to another level. He was in great shape, but he was never the tallest or widest, so he never played any star positions.
Five-foot-nine, one-seventy was big enough, though, to be a holder on field goals, catch important punts, be the backup punter, and play slot receiver on third downs when they just needed a smart player with good hands to catch the ball then go down.
Ava and Garret were proud parents, especially because Ethan was a year younger than most seniors. Ava always doted how strong and handsome he had gotten since joining the team. Part of Ethan thought his mom's loving words had a hidden purpose. At Central Hillside, football was BIG. Most of each graduating class went on to get scholarships at good college programs, some even went pro. And Ethan was sure that his parents wanted him to stay on the team.
Ethan was just glad that his parents weren't the types of crazy ones who would "red-shirt" him - meaning holding him back an academic year just so he could be more skillfully and physically developed during his college recruitment year. It seemed he was the only player on the varsity team whose parents didn't hold him back. Ethan took pride in that. His teammates respected him for it as well.
With a dirty-blonde crew cut and a toned body, Ethan certainly looked like a football player. But his love of tech led him to hang around with "nerdier" kids rather than get close with his teammates. As her son wolfed down his eggs, Ava remembered the ordeal they had to go through over the summer.
********
Ethan was heading into his senior year. He planned to be a biology major in college so that he could fulfill his dream of becoming a genetic engineer. His plan was all set - He would graduate high school with the right science courses, get recruited to play football by a smaller school with a good science program, and then work his way toward his dream.
But his plan hit a roadblock. The downside to going to the elite private school was that it was small, so certain classes were only taught at certain times of the day. To have an impressive transcript and not be academically behind other students, Ethan needed to take AP Biology, AP Chemistry, and AP Physics all in the same year. It was a scheduling nightmare.
Long story short, the only way Ethan could fit all of the needed classes into his schedule was to take his mom's AP Biology class. It didn't seem like a big deal to them, but it was when they met with the school Headmaster.
"There is a clear issue," Dr. Raymond began. He was adamant that Ethan could not be in his mom's class. "Now, Ava, I would never suggest you would do something unethical here. That's not the issue. Quite frankly, it's optics. What if you issue a written test that has subjectivity and Ethan gets the highest grade? It would be a bad look for you and the school. The last thing I need is a bunch of angry parents calling, whining about rigged grading."
Ethan was deflated. Ava, however, had a solution. "What if none of my grading is subjective? What if I only give multiple-choice tests and zip them through the scanner? That way there can't be any favoritism."
Dr. Raymond thought. "Uhhh," he sighed. His posture grew uncomfortable. "Listen, there is the other issue."
Ava and Ethan shrunk in their chairs, a slight wince etched on their faces.
"I hate bringing this up because I know you probably just want to move on from it, I know I want to, But-"
"The investigation was completed, and Ethan was cleared," Ava interrupted.
"I know. I know, Ava. Believe me, I know. But there are still some parents who think Ethan got away with it because of you. I know that's not true, but it could look bad if he's now in your class and you're grading his assignments. It'll just add new fuel to the fire."
Ethan's eyes were on the floor. He couldn't believe he had gotten away with it. Dr. Raymond was referring to what famously became known as "The Off-Field Incident."
Every student, staff member, and parent in the Central Hillside community knew the story. At the end of the last football season, three graduating seniors received a text message containing a photo of an attractive, full-figured, naked black woman in a seductive pose.
That message came from Tatiana Wilson, the mother of one of the players, who had just found out her husband had cheated on her. And apparently, her response was to persuade three of her son's athletic teammates to come over and have their way with her.
Naturally, the photos spread to the rest of the team... Along with her phone number. It wasn't even twenty-four hours after the nude was sent that more players were messaging the attractive woman. Most of the guys said they were just trying to text her as a joke. Well, it was a joke until Tatiana replied and began flirting with nearly every young man.
The school administration heard about the incident from the head football coach. The next day, as every player was out as football practice, the school invaded their locker room bags and confiscated their phones, so they could be reviewed by the school disciplinary board.
In the end, Tatiana Wilson was banned from school premises. More than nine football players were suspended for breaking the school's moral code by trying to seduce their teammate's mom. And fortunately, the dick pic and dirty messages Ethan had sent Tatiana were not found on his phone.
I can't believe this happened at Hillside, Ava remembered thinking when Coach Benner told her what happened in the teachers' lounge. There were so many oddities to the story. It was bizarre and undeniably gripping. The Hillside school community was small, and Ava had seen Tatiana before, and even talked to her once. She was a beautiful woman in her late thirties. Ava couldn't wrap her head around why Tatiana would do such a thing. She could have easily found a new man her age. Maybe the cheating drove her crazy?
Ava also was stunned as a mother. "Her poor son," she gasped, as Coach Benner continued whispering. The pain that Tatiana had to be putting her son Xavier through was unimaginable. Ava was thankful to have a son with enough character not to get involved in a weird scandal like that.
She truly did think that. Call it mother's intuition, though, when Ava dropped by Dr. Raymond's office to have a quick word and saw a box of bagged and labeled smartphones from the football team, Ava somehow knew she should check Ethan's. She quickly opened the ziplock bag and entered his four-digit pin - his birthday. Once inside his iPhone, Ava tapped on his iMessage app.
Her heart fell to the floor. Her body lurched forward. On her son's list of recent conversations, one was with Tatiana. Ava's fingers trembled as she scrolled up to the top of the short message history.
"Ugh!" Ava dropped her son's phone. Fortunately, she saw little detail in the beige erection before she had swiped away. Cringing and feeling disgusting, she knew she had to scroll through. You have to know. Just do it. Ava returned to the conversation. Her son had messaged Tatiana five times before finally getting a response.
"You're persistent... you must really want it :P"
"I would do anything to fuck you ;)"
"Good to hear bc I'm only looking to fuck four or five of you. And half the team is going for it lol!"
"Haha. You should definitely choose me!"
"Well... I do love cute white dicks lol! Liking that pic... you look like you might be a good fit ;)"
"Thanks! What do I need to do to make it happen? And how are you going to stop Xavier from finding out?"
"Call me after school tomorrow. And X already knows. I know he fucked a couple of my friends so I told him he has to let me fuck some of his lol! XD"
"Wow! Xavier is awesome! That's so hot you're fucking his friends ;) I'll call you tomorrow! Do you want another dick pic? It's looking extra cute right now."
Ava's eyes were dry, her blood was cold, and the phone shook in her trembling hands. How? How did her Ethan get caught up in this? Where did he learn to talk that way? Why would he want it?
She read the final response Tatiana had sent before Ethan's phone was confiscated. It was sent just an hour earlier, and Ethan never had the chance to read it.
"Yeah. He knows his mom's a total MILF lol. And sending me another pic can't hurt ;) And never mind about calling me. Facetime me... I decided you're in the top 5 right now & I wanna make sure we can have fun together first ;)"
Attached to the message was a video. Ava didn't dare open it in the office, but the still-frame was of Tatiana with fingers between her pussy lips.
Ava wanted to throw up. In her panic, she somehow was able to think clearly enough to be a mother and save her son from his mess. For the first and only time in her professional career, Ava broke the rules and her moral code. She hastily deleted the conversation from her son's phone, blocked Tatiana's number, and deleted the contact.
In the aftermath, a few of the embarrassed families of involved players were told by their children Ethan had also messaged Tatiana. The investigation, though, cleared Ethan. That sparked a small cry of the school covering for Ethan because his mom was a teacher.
"He doesn't deserve to enter college behind his peers simply because a few parents want to complain about him." Ava pressed down on Dr. Raymond's desk, as Ethan sat next to her in guilty silence. She was highly intelligent and an excellent conversationalist, often able to get others to see things her way. Ava was right though. Her son, and really all of the players, didn't deserve punishment. They were being stupid boys.
Ultimately, after a long fight with Ava, Dr. Raymond allowed Ethan to sign up for her class.
*****
Nearly every day since she deleted the evidence, Ava thought about the messages, as well as what she did and what Tatiana did. Perhaps it was guilt or shock, or the fact she was the only one in the world who knew why her son didn't get in trouble, but Ava couldn't let it go.
Finishing her breakfast, Ava stood up, put her dish in the washing machine, and headed out for work.
*****
Ringggggggggg!
The bell rang for the final class of the day to commence. Stragglers in the hallway made their way into classrooms. Ava stepped out of her office and into her classroom, with a stack of papers in hand. She opened the biology book front lab station and flipped through. Suddenly, she stopped on a page that showed a diagram of reproduction.
Mrs. Dawson sighed on the inside. Unfortunately, her job had a way of reminding her of her problems at home. Over two years ago, Garret had been diagnosed with a heart condition. He was only supposed to be on medication for six months. During that period, his sex drive and ability to get aroused was non-existent. It was an annoyance, but one Ava was prepared to work through. Her husband wasn't willing to be as patient. Despite Ava's pleas and his doctor's stern warnings about a long-term irregularity, Garret snuck ED pills into the house. Sure, he had been able to get hard and enjoy sex with his wife a few times, but the side effect was a long-term irregularity. So, instead of Ava being back to having sex every two days, she was having it once every two or three months - or whenever her husband decided it was worth the risk to take more ED pills.
Garret constantly blamed the psychological effect of no longer being the breadwinner or the "short-term" medical issue that was "going to be fixed soon." But Ava knew it was only because of his own stupid and selfish decision. Snickering laughter from the back of the classroom snapped Ava from her thoughts.
"Settle down, please! It's time to get started." All of the students stopped talking and twisted to face the front of the classroom. Ava liked to wait until everyone had their eyes on her. Per usual, Ava was standing respectably in a steel grey skirt suit. Under her jacket, she wore a white button-down shirt. Her black heels matched her black square-framed reading glasses. Perhaps the impression she was "uptight" came from her blonde hair being tied in a bun. But Ava was focused on being professional. That meant limited makeup and light mascara so that her smooth, diamond face was mature and showed the ability to be fierce when needed.
Boys in the back started whispering again. As Mrs. Dawson opened her mouth to interrupt them, Cara, the top student in her class, turned and told them to "Shhhhh!" Not even Ava liked how much of a teacher's pet Cara was. The demographics of Ava's classes this year still amazed her, even months in.
As of this year, the new Director of the Board pushed for seniors to be able to choose which teacher they had for a course, as long as their schedule worked. It was seen as an opportunity to "give each graduating student the opportunity to select the educator who best facilitates his or her learning style so that each student is as best prepared for collegiate academics as possible."
This was Ava's third and final class of the day, and she took notice of the theme she had struggled to understand earlier in the year. Out of the nineteen students in her AP Biology class, fifteen of them were young men. It was late September when Ava first realized the gender split. Every graduating senior was required to take an AP course (even though some students were beyond their reach). And Ava didn't know why it was only her AP course that was loaded with men.
"Maybe they think you're hot," Ava's friend joked when she brought it up during phone calls. Of course, Ava proudly knew she couldn't be a distraction in layers of professional dress. It wasn't until last month when Ava smacked her head at how on Earth the reason had eluded her. Eleven of the fifteen men in her AP class had something in common. They're all on the football team.
Athletes and students in extracurricular activities got to choose classes first. It was a reward for representing the school. And they thought they'd all take my class and I'd go easy on them or show them leniency because they're friends with Ethan and he's on the team with them... They guessed wrong.
All of the tests were objective and under the watchful eye of the Headmaster. She couldn't give them special treatment even if she wanted to.
*****
Today's lecture was short. Ava used the whiteboard to illustrate the key points of cell growth and then handed out worksheets for students to work on with their lab partners. She liked to walk around the classroom as she spoke so that all of the students felt like they had a front-row seat. It also gave her the ability to spot students who were quietly struggling with projects and were too afraid to ask for help.
The clacking of Ava's heels on the tile stopped as she reached an area between two lab tables. "Who can tell me what triggers anaphase from metaphase?"
In search of a raised hand, Ava swiveled her head and darted her eyes to her sides. Below her, out of the corner of her eye, she sensed Trey looking at her. She instinctively clenched the lapels of her suit jacket together with her hand. With a quick shake of the head, Ava relaxed. Trey, the star wide receiver on the football team, was often drifting off in class. He's just staring into space again.
It wasn't long before Mrs. Dawson peeked up at the clock and saw there were only five minutes of class remaining. "Oh, everybody, before you go, I have your tests to hand back!"
One collective loud moan filled the room. "Don't get upset just yet," Ava chuckled. "I got them back from the Scantron operator this morning. Most of you did pretty well. Some of you need to try harder."
The benefit to Dr. Raymond requiring no written tests for her AP class was that Ava didn't have to spend any time grading. Considering she liked to test students every week to make sure they understood each concept, having a machine grade the tests was a real time-saver.
After going around the classroom, while avoiding eye contact with Ethan, all of the tests were handed out. It took a lot of effort for Ava to engage her son as a student while making sure there was not even an illusion of favoritism. Ironically, the result was Ava treating him worse and ignoring him more than other students. But, Ethan seemed to be fine.
Ava subtly watched him nod in agreement with the ninety-two he scored on the test. Having her son in the class was the most fulfilled Ava had ever felt as a mother. Every day she got to teach him important information, and then she got to witness his success and growth as a young man.
Ringggggggggg!
The bell rang again, for the final time of the day. There was always a wave of relief and happiness for the school day being over. The football players jumped up with vigor since they were on their way to practice. Ava watched over the students as they filed out of her classroom.



Normally, she tried not to pay attention to Ethan, but he was moving quickly through the crowd. Ava watched as her son, handsomely dressed in his polo and khakis, walked next to Cara to talk. And she blew him off. What a stuck-up bitch...
What Cara did particularly annoyed and hurt Ava because her son was a better person than Cara. He was also more attractive and more intelligent. And he's on the football team! Back in high school, if a guy like that came up to me, I would've let him- Ava stopped. She realized what she was about to say to herself, and it made her uncomfortable.
Luckily, her attention was needed somewhere else. A student had not left the classroom. Trey's head was in his hands. He was staring blankly at the test paper on his black lab desk.
"Is everything okay?" Ava asked. She already knew what was bothering him.
"A forty-eight?!" The light-skinned football player pulled his hands away and looked up at his teacher. "I can't get a forty-eight. I'm failing now! Coach Benner checks our grades. If I don't get it up to a D with the next test, that's it, I can't play."
"Yeah, it was a little-"
"I did the math on my phone. I need a ninety-four. A NINETY-FOUR. There are gonna be scouts at the next game. I can't get recruited on academic probation." Trey breathed heavily. "A ninety-four... The highest grade I've ever gotten in here is a seventy-nine."
This was more than a crisis of confidence. Ava wasn't going to patch it over with a positive pep talk. "Okay. Umm, tell you what. Let's go into my office and take a look at the grade book. Maybe it's not as bad as you think."
Behind her thick oak desk, Ava sat down in her dark leather office chair. Down in front of the commanding desk, Trey sat in one of the two boxy, wooden, armless chairs. Ava's office was sizable and professional. It was the best perk of her promotion. She broke into a little happy dance her first time walking inside. Some department heads had glorified broom closets. Ava had three doors: one leading to the classroom, one leading to the hallway, and one to her private bathroom (which excited her more than the office space).
"Okay, yeah," Ava nodded in disappointment. Running her finger through her grade book, it was obvious Trey was better at math than biology. "You're going to need a ninety-four to get your grade to a passing mark."
When Ava picked her head up to see the pain on Trey's face, she only saw a distant stare in his eyes, as his gaze angled down near her chest. He's just looking at the grade book, Ava snapped.
The lean athlete rocked back in his seat and shook his head impossibly. "But I can't get a ninety-four..."
"Well, Trey, then you won't be playing football."
"Fuck," Trey mouthed under his breath. He threw his hands down and pushed off of the chair, abruptly starting to pace in the office, his arms folded tightly. Ava let his reaction slide. She realized her last comment came off as harsh and defeatist.
"I mean, why can't you get a ninety-four?" Ava supported. "Don't sell yourself short. If you weren't smart, you wouldn't be here. If you study and apply yourself you can do as well as anyone." The student stopped pacing.
"I know," Trey said, still gesturing with his hands. "But I can't get a ninety-four. Even the smartest kids in the class are barely getting those grades. How am I supposed to get that? I'm not cut out for this AP course, and you know it."
Yes, I do know it, Ava agreed. She knew he was struggling to keep up. "Can I ask, why didn't you choose a class you'd be better at? I'm glad to have you here, but you obviously don't love biology."
Trey frustratingly huffed. "Well, I knew it was gonna be tough. But all the guys on the team said to pick you, and I didn't think it'd be that distracting."
His last off-the-cuff comment caught Ava's ear. "What are you distracted by?"
Trey's face went flush, as his eyes, for a brief moment, flickered to down. "Nothin'. I meant the work being distracting."
Ava couldn't pretend any longer. She had just watched and felt his gaze on her chest. He was checking her out.
Prickly energy spread from her stomach to her ribs. Ava didn't even understand why he was distracted. Her breasts were covered by her gray jacket. She hid them well. Then again, maybe men had a way of somehow still knowing they were big.
Glancing down under her desk, Ava watched her crossed ankles rubbing against each other over her stockings. She didn't know what was happening, but she didn't want to let the conversation go. "Is it my teaching style that's distracting?"
"No, that's fine," Trey shyly responded.
"Is it my voice? Do you find it annoying?"
"No, not at all!" he defended.
"Then what is it?" Her legs rubbed together faster. She held her expecting look. It was thrilling for the longtime teacher.
The embarrassed student scratched his defined hairline as his eyes flicked at her white dress shirt. "I don't know, really. I just feel distracted. Can we just talk about me getting my grade up?"
Ava slowed her shuffling ankles. But she wasn't ready to let the conversation go entirely. "We'll put a pin in that discussion. But yes, let's talk about your grades."
Trey looked relieved.
"So," the biology teacher continued, "if you know what you need to do to pass, why are you coming to me? You need a ninety-four. I can't change or do anything. I don't even control the grades."
"There's nothing you can do?" He pleaded, placing his shortly-buzzed head back in his hands.
Ava was getting antsy sitting down. She rose from her chair and turned to the sprawling bookshelf behind her as if it would have the answer. Quickly, she whipped her head back to see Trey's eyes aimed at the back of her skirt. Woah.
Ava was stunned. She never expected to be so stimulated to catch a student checking out her ass. The forty-one-year-old teacher began to feel warm. She pulled her chair out so she could sit back down and compose herself. But first, she took off her gray suit jacket and placed it on the chairback.
Once again, Trey's large eyes wandered to her chest. Only this time, there was no jacket blocking his view. There was only a thin white dress shirt that tightly hugged Ava's form, giving an outline of her white bra underneath. Ava assured herself it wasn't too exposing. She was in a dress shirt, with only the top button undone.
"So, is there a way you can help me at all?"
Snapping back to the reality of the situation, Ava said bluntly, "Even if I wanted to help you, there is literally nothing I could do short of taking the test for you." Trey's eyebrows shot up curiously. "No, no, no. Don't even think that way, Mr. Rollins!"
"Pleeeeease, Mrs. Dawson! I'll do anything! I need to play ball! We have playoffs coming up. How about this? What if I study insanely hard, then you just change some of my wrong answers to the right ones?"
Repulsion struck Ava's face.
"Hold on!" begged Trey. "And then I promise if you do this for me, just once, I will get B's on every test from now on. Please!"
Still reeling from the proposal to perform an unethical and fireable offense, Ava had more adrenaline flowing through her. Instead of yelling, Ava wanted to bring them back to the engrossing conversation they were having minutes ago.
"Trey, how about this: Before I even consider finding a way to help you, you need to tell me honestly why you are so distracted in my class."
Now leaning into the desk, Trey's knuckles whitened. For a lingering moment, he took in the new view of the familiar boobs, which looked larger and more defined. He pushed away from the desk and turned around. Facing away, Trey responded, "I honestly don't know why I'm distracted."
The elongated staring sent another shot of warmth through Ava's limbs. Without intention, she reacted by folding her arms into her body, nestling them under her breasts. They were demanding some form of contact. "Don't lie to me," Ava voiced, sternly.
A defiant Trey spun back around and swore, "I'm tellin' you, I honestly don't knoooo-"
He trailed off as his eyes enlarged. Mrs. Dawson's breasts had never been more prominently defined. The pressure of her hugging arms revealed more of their size and firm shape. "Are you okay?" Ava dryly asked. She knew full well why he had lost his words.
Trey pretended to look somewhere else. Ava made no indication she had caught him.
"Yeah," the stirred student meekly answered and nodded. "I'm okay."
Suddenly, Ava felt the moisture evaporate from her mouth and lips. She wasn't sure if she was seeing things or if she truly did just see movement in Trey's basketball shorts.
It was one thing for her to watch the Tatiana Wilson scandal unfold. It was one thing to find herself obsessed with the rumors. It was one thing to masturbate to the idea of Tatiana getting to meet some of the players. And it was one thing to spend the next month fantasizing about the idea of her being the mom who seduced various graduating players into fucking her like crazy.
But none of that made it less shocking or any less surreal to know a student's cock had gotten hard from looking at her body.
The world outside of the room melted away. A thrilling type of high slowly built within Ava. Feeling a surge of confidence and cleverness, Ava wanted to confirm her hunch. Lifting her hand, she slipped her pen between her lips, gripping it with her teeth. Then, smoothly, she leaned back in her chair, pushing her chest out and stretching the fabric of her shirt, and she moved her arms up toward her blonde hair. Casually, she manipulated her bun around her fingers, starting the process of turning it into a ponytail.
An infatuated Trey studied the subtle change in his teacher's nature, and he ogled at how her rack prominently pushed the white polyester. Ava peeked ahead through her glasses and tried to hold her composure as an erection further inflated and grew up and out in Trey's orange basketball shorts.
Trey spun away from the desk again. Ava found herself concealing her awestruck smile, surprised at what she was able to do. "What's the matter, Trey?" Her voice was muffled by her teeth biting the pen.
From behind, Ava could see Trey adjusting his shorts. When he turned back around, his hands were in his pockets, and his face was stressed. He tried to pass off his fidgeting thumbs as the cause for any bulges in his shorts. "Nothing. I was, you know, thinking about my grades."
In her reclined position, Ava gathered her wavy hair in her hand to retie it into a ponytail. "I already told you, Trey. Tell me what's distracting you, and then we can talk about how to help you."
Tormented and trapped, Trey's emotions boiled inside him. "I can't say. It's just- " His hand frustratingly flung out in Ava's direction. His eyes were angled directly at her large breasts.
Trey didn't mean to reveal any information, but Ava locked onto his eyes, followed his sightline to her chest, and then stared back at him with a shocked expression. As Ava watched his horrified face turn to stone, the pen fell from her gaping mouth. With her index finger, she motioned at her body. "This is what's distracting you?"
The soft, firm voice made Trey shake. "No!" the eighteen-year-old finally defended.
"Trey... be honest with me. Unless you want to fail, or maybe worse, you will be honest with me." Under her desk, Ava's ankles grated against each other.
With no way out, Trey stared at his feet and mumbled, "Yeah, that's what's distracting me."
A creak sounded from Ava's chair as her buttocks twitched. "Well," she adjusted her glasses and moistened her mouth, "thank you for telling me. Now we can move forward."
"I'm not in trouble??" Trey's face brightened with hope when he looked up.
Pondering his question, Ava continued in the counselor-like tone, "That remains to be seen." She leaned back forward to sit again with her arms under her breasts. "I first want to tell you that your ideas from earlier couldn't work anyway. Not that I would ever even consider changing your answers. They're watching my tests like hawks. If I erased all of your wrong answers and then changed them, the obvious erase marks would draw suspicion."
Still trying to hide his erection, Trey thought, "What if I only answer the questions that I know are right, and then you fill in the rest?"
Ava snapped in a serious tone, "Do you have any idea what you're asking me to do? I could get fired for that. I would get fired for that."
On the verge of a meltdown, the star wide receiver placed his head back in his hands. "So, I'm screwed then?!"
As Trey looked at her in distress, Ava wasn't even paying attention. The only thing her wide eyes and wide face were looking at was the unhidden erection protruding in Trey's shorts.
Trey froze and timidly glanced down his body. He stared in peril at his teacher's face.
"Trey..." Ava asked, "Is that what I think it is?"
"No! No, I swear. That would be messed up." He twisted around. "It's how I tied 'em. Let me fix it."
It was a lame excuse. When he turned around, he immediately sat in his chair, shielding his lap behind the height of the desk.
Ava studied his scared, aroused face. She knew he was waiting to see if his married teacher had bought his lie. No, I didn't. She could tell he was confused by how calm she seemed. The truth was, Ava was anything but. She had no idea what she was doing. It was as if a part of her that had been lying dormant was starting to awaken and take control. And every fiber of Ava's being wanted to indulge it.
"Mr. Rollins," Ava took her glasses off and bit one of the tips, as she often did when asking a pensive question in class, "what happens when you are at a party and you start dancing with a girl?"
"What?" Trey was thoroughly confused.
"What do you mean?" Ava doubted herself for a moment, then she saw the look on the young man's face and felt another surge of invincibility. It was hard not to smile. "I mean, Trey, when you are dancing with a girl at a party, and that happens," she nodded her head toward his hidden lap, "what do you usually do?"
"Why are you asking me this? I don't even have- "
"Just answer the question. You're an adult."
Trey settled himself as much as he could and tried to think. "Well, I, uh- What type of dancing?"
Ava rolled her eyes. "The type of dancing you do at a high-school party. You know exactly what I'm talking about."
"Okay..." Trey knew she was talking about grinding. "Well, umm, you kind of don't do anything. Like, you just stand there and dance with her."
Ava nodded. "And she always stands there and keeps dancing even after that happens?"
"Well, no. Like, most of the time she does. But sometimes she'll push you away from her."
"Uh-huh. And why would she do that?" Ava almost couldn't feel her body.
"I guess cuz she doesn't like it."
"Mm-hmm. And what happens if she doesn't push you away immediately?"
Trey thought again, "Well, then you keep dancing with her. Maybe you put your hands on her- Look, I don't know what the point of this- "
"Mr. Rollins!" Ava exercised her authority. She fought back a smile. "Don't challenge me. Why do you put your hands on her if she doesn't push you away after she feels that against her?"
Wishing he could sprint out of the room, Trey tried to answer the next riddle. "I guess you do it cuz if she doesn't push you away, it means she might like it. Or maybe she doesn't care that much."
Ava beckoned him to continue. "Or?"
"Or..." Trey drew a blank.
"Or..." Ava felt the growing heat between her legs, "she's still not sure if she wants to be in that position with you or not, and you can help her make up her mind."
Trey cautiously nodded. His confusion was still obvious. "Uh, yeah, I guess that's true."
His muscular arms were nervously flexing. His cute face was nervous. And Ava couldn't believe she was causing it. She had no idea she was capable of speaking to a student this way. It was like living a movie of someone else's life.
"Stand up."
"What?"
"Trey," Ava leaned forward. She hoped he couldn't hear the wavering in her voice. "This is weird for me too. But you're saying you've been struggling in my class because looking at me is too distracting. If you're lying to me, that's a big deal. But if you're being honest, at least we can have an honest conversation about your grades. I know you can prove you're being honest right now, and I recommend you do it."
Ava's heart pounded in her chest. She could only imagine how scared and embarrassed Trey was. It made it all the more impressive when he slowly rose to his feet. His arms shook at his sides, resisting the urge to cover his groin. Holy shit.
Ava bit the inside of her lip and leaned forward in her chair. The fact it was angled diagonally into his waistband under his orange shorts only made it look bigger. It wasn't from her imagination. It wasn't a video. It wasn't from a pill. It was seven inches of pure sexual desire - caused by her.
"Yeah, uh, okay," Ava nodded, as professionally as she could. "You were telling the truth. Great. Thank you." Her mesmerized gaze lasted until Trey dropped back into his chair.
Putting her square reading glasses back on, Ava did her best to look relaxed and focus on Trey's face, instead of the throbbing erection just out of view.
"Am I in trouble?" There was panic in his voice.
"I haven't decided yet," Ava breathed. "This is your problem. No other student is failing. But at the same time, I don't like knowing your problem is because of me and you being too afraid to talk about it. So," she swallowed, "I'm willing to consider discussing ways to improve your grade."
Color returned to Trey's flush cheeks, only for him to shake his head. "I thought you couldn't do anything? Do you mean just how I can study better?"
"I said it was unethical, not impossible," Ava lowered her voice.
"Really?!" He smiled widely. Ava tapped her finger to her pursed lips. She was afraid of his voice carrying - for multiple reasons.
Quietly, Ava got up from her chair and then sat on the side of her desk. She was closer to Trey, which made it easier to talk quietly and let her eyes have an unobstructed view of the bulge in his lap. Her left palm sweated on her skirt, and her right one sweated on the polished wood.
"One of the ideas you had earlier was... possible," Ava informed. She had Trey's full attention.
"Which one?"
"Do you promise - Do you swear you will never tell another living soul? And I mean, not your friends, not your parents, not your teammates, and not Coach. Literally nobody?"
Ava's brown eyes were as serious as death.
Trey shook his head profusely. "I swear, I'll never tell anyone."
She was satisfied with the fear radiating from his lips. "Okay then. It's possible for us to make a deal on your next test. If you can answer thirty of the fifty questions correctly, and you leave the rest of the questions blank, then I could fill them in for you to get you to a ninety-four."
"Thank you so much, Mrs. Dawson! I swear I'll get thirty right and not- " He stopped talking.
Ava lowered her finger. "I said I'm considering it. It's possible." She worried about sweating under her shirt.
Trey deflated. "So, it's like, either you're gonna help me, or you're gonna get me in trouble?"
"I don't know. I don't know exactly how I feel about any of this." Her eyes drifted down to the diagonal bar in Trey's shorts. Studying it closely, Ava could see the length of the firm shaft and a slight bump where the head rounded. She didn't care if Trey could see her. It was a rush.



"Wh- When will you decide?"
Ava took her glasses off and set them down behind her. She surreally looked her student in the eye. "Trey, when we were talking about you dancing with a woman, do you remember the reason I told you why a woman might stay and keep dancing with you after she feels your erection?"
"Umm. Uh, yeah. Yeah. You said because she's, like, not sure about it yet."
"Yeah," Ava nodded. Then, she closed her eyes and leaped. "Trey, I feel like you and I have been dancing since you came in here. You asked me for help. I told you I couldn't. You denied calling me a distraction. I took my jacket off to see if you were lying. And then you got hard..."
Ava breathed and inhaled the shock on her pupil's face. "And since then, I feel like the dancing has been a mixed bag. On one hand, you were finally honest with me, and I realized it's fair for me to help you. On the other hand, the school would want me to write you up for inappropriate behavior, and me helping you cheat would be risky."
The blonde teacher fidgeted with her new ponytail. "So, I feel like I'm at that point where I've stayed and danced with you while your cock's been hard for long enough."
Trey's eyes were discs, and Ava watched as his cock twitched in his shorts. Fuck.
"Are- Wait. You're tellin' me you're, like, pushing me away now?"
"No. I haven't asked you to leave," Ava clarified. "What I'm telling you is, You have to decide - Do you want me to be a teacher... and stop dancing with you because it's too risky? Or do you want me to be a woman... and keep dancing with you while your cock's hard?"
A bead of sweat ran down from Trey's hairline to his temple. His elbows were shaking to the point of buckling. He looked like his mind was melting in an oven. "A- A- A woman."
Ava smiled and exhaled sharply. "Yeah?" she nodded. "If you want me to be a woman, then I need to treat me like one." Goddamn. Ava watched Trey's erection flex again. She made no effort to hide where she was looking. "So, you need to ask yourself what you would do if any other woman were dancing with you like this."
Ava wiped sticky strands of hair from her forehead and cheeks. She could see the redness in her student's blustering face, even under his caramel complexion.
"I would- I would, uh..." He knew the answer. He answered it earlier. "I would maybe touch her a little?"
Ava's panties steamed. With anxious breaths, the forty-one-year-old rotated on the desk so that her legs were dangling next to Trey's. She witnessed the awe in his face as she started unbuttoning each of the plastic white buttons on her dress shirt.
There was no talking in the room, just loud, erratic breathing. As the bottom button came undone, the white dress shirt fell open. Ava felt her stomach and tops of her breasts breathe in the air. Her breasts hardened in their plain white cups.
Trey rocked forward in his chair, unblinking. Ava knew her tits were deceptively big. She concealed them well at work, but there was no concealing them now.
"Wowww," Trey mouthed.
He inhaled the view of her bare skin. When he finally felt brave enough to stretch his hand out, Ava said nothing. But Trey stopped well short. It was too incredible. It had to be a trap. "Aren't you married?"
Ava leveled with him. "Trey, in the last two years my husband has only been able to fuck me five times. I'm not going to pay for his mistakes forever. I deserve to feel what it's like to be fucked by a guy who simply wants it. You're hard. I'm really fucking wet. So, if you want this to happen, now's your chance."
For a moment, it looked like Trey was orgasming in the chair. "Uhhh. Wow. You're not gonna tell Ethan?"
"Believe me," Ava promised, "he'd be fine with it."
With a black heel rubbing against the side of his calf, Trey rose to his feet and slowly reached his hand out, still looking incredibly horny and also afraid.
There you go. Oh my god. Ava nodded in agreement. Then, the large hand grasped and squeezed her right tit through her bra. Ava shivered and chuckled in her disbelief.
She attacked.
Ava lunged forward and pulled Trey's tall body into hers. Her chess collided with his ribs, and their lips locked. The teacher and student made out salaciously, running their hands over each other's bodies, hotly panting on each other's faces.
Ava only took her hands away so she could wriggle her arms free of her unbuttoned shirt. Trey reached behind her, and Ava excitedly thought he was going to take her bra off. Instead, she felt her hips slide forward into Trey's waist as he tugged on her gray pencil skirt. With a grin, Ava leaned back to help him slide it off.
"Someone's eager, haha!"
Trey guiltily smirked. "Is that bad?"
"No. Take 'em off. And take your clothes off." Ava knew Trey had a great body, and she wanted it to be on top of her.
She grunted, as her bare butt cheeks landed on the desk. Her skirt fell to the floor. Ava could see the wet spot in her white panties. Lewdly kissing Trey again, Ava helped him out of his t-shirt.
Trey took it upon himself to throw his shorts down to his sneakers. Ava reached out herself to grab the waistband of his boxers.
"Wait. Wait. Wait," Ava alerted.
Trey backed off immediately and threw his arms up.
Hopping from the desk, Ava ran to her hallway door and turned the lock. She did the same with her classroom door. Once the solid wood doors were secure, there was truly nothing to stop them.
Trey's chest was heaving. "I thought I was in trouble," he laughed.
Ava bit her lip and strutted toward him. "If we're not naked in the next thirty seconds you will be."
It was a race to take off each other's clothes. With Trey's arms finagling her bra, Ava barely had the space to watch his erection spring out of his boxers as she pulled them down his quads.
"Fuck, you're big," Ava laughed.
Trey blushed. "Thanks. You're so hot. Your boobs are amazing. So is your butt." He stared at her bare tits, hanging from her chest.
Ava kissed him again, plunging her tongue into his mouth, making sure she was pressing her mature 34Cs into his ribs and touching her stomach to his burning shaft.
The eager lips kissed the tops of Ava's smooth, firm boobs. She leaned back to give the young man the space he needed to put her hard nipples in his wet mouth.
"Oh fuck, that's good." Ava's eyes rolled to the back of her head. A warm hand kneaded her left tit. She pushed her underwear down until the white material fell to her heels.
"I can't believe we're doin' this!" Trey shook his head euphorically.
"Makes two of us. At least now I know why you're the star wide receiver," Ava bit. "Good hands."
With a fond smirk, Trey boldly showed Ava what else his hands could do.
"Ahh-Ahhhhh!" Ava moaned. The strong fingers slid into her warm vagina.
The highschooler didn't know to rub the labia first. He immediately went as deeply as he could with his index and middle fingers. Ava didn't care. She responded by taking the large, sexy cock in her hand and pumping heatedly. Feeling the young man's lively penis was incredible.
"Ohhh. UHHHH! That feels so good, Mrs. Dawson!"
"Shhhh!" Ava shook her head. "Quiet!" she ordered. The halls were not necessarily clear.
Trey nodded in understanding.
The tension was too great. Ava had never been this horny nor her pussy this wet. She turned around and walked to her desk, making Trey follow her by pulling on his rubbery shaft.
Bending over and slamming her hands down on the polished oak desk, Ava arched her back. She craned her neck to watch Trey walk his legs into her ass. Her trimmed pussy lips popped out between her thighs. The expression on Trey's face was adorable, and it inspired Ava to reach an arm back, grab his neck, and bend him over her body so she could flirtatiously kiss his lips.
They made out again, and Trey's cock and balls excitedly rubbed on the small of Ava's supple back.
"Just do it already."
Fear mixed with intense arousal burned in Ava's eyes as suddenly her pussy lips parted, making way for the longest cock she had taken since college.
"AHHHHHH!" She loudly whined, and her eyes watered.
Trey quickly covered her gaping mouth with his large hand, muffling her dangerously loud moan. Ava nearly came from seeing how Trey wasn't willing to let anything stop him from burying the entire length of his cock in her pussy.
Once Trey was fully inside, Ava was gasping for air. Trey slid his cock out slowly and then back in again.
Ava came.
Her eyelids shut. A powerful eruption fired from her core. Ava's pussy squeezed the thick cock as she shook. Every cry was muffled by Trey's hand. When it finally passed, Ava heaved and fell forward onto the desk. She rolled over, lying down on her back, looking up mystically at her student.
He didn't know what to do. He clearly had never made a woman cum before. Ava's wagging finger, lustful eyes, and raised legs gave him a hint. Trey stepped forward again and easily slid his erection back into the soaking hole.
Ava shook her head no when he moved his hand toward her mouth. "I'll be okay this time," she giggled.
Feeling more comfortable after the early intensity and shock, Trey joked, "You were being too loud in class."
"Mmm. Well, let's see if you can fuck me hard enough to make me scream again."
Once again, the dark cockhead disappeared inside the glistening mound. Ava's heels hooked Trey's shoulders, and her breasts jiggled on her torso as Trey began pounding her.
Ava fought the urge to scream, releasing dry moans. Trey grunted over the sound of his groin and testicles slapping into her wet pussy. Trey's hands found her breasts, and Ava's fingernails found his abs.
"Fuck, your cock feels so good. Keep going!" She gyrated her hips.
"Your pussy is amazing. This is the best sex I've ever had," he breathed.
Ava lit up. She was out of practice, but she had enough life experience to believe she could be doing a great job. "Mmm. Yeah? Just wait til I make you cum."
Trey tensed up and pounded frantically. "Oh my god! I'm gonna cum soon."
"Mmm. Yeahhhh... Fucking pound me."
Trey swung her body around on the desk, knocking books and a pencil mug to the carpet. Ava was longways on her desk, gritting her teeth from the faster, harder, and louder fucking. When Ava had been trusted too far back on the desk, Trey climbed on top and lay on top of her. They wrapped their arms around each other and locked lips. Trey slid his cock back inside and fucked Ava in missionary position.
The harder his sweating body flopped on hers, the harder Ava bit into his neck again. "Oh, yeah, Trey. Keep going. Harder. Harder. Fuck my pussy. I wanna fucking feel you take it." The grunts in Trey's ear sent him to the point of no return. His body started to tighten. "Can I?"
Ava knew what the desperate whisper in her ear meant. "As much as you want." At that word, Ava felt the body on top of her clench and flex. She ground her hips into the jerking erection. "Uh-uhhh." A rush of warm liquid shot deep into her vaginal canal. The hard cock flexed again and again. Ava ground as sensually as she could muster, forcing more hot jizz to fill her pussy.
And as soon as it ended, Trey collapsed onto her body in exhaustion. As his penis softened, Ava continued gyrating and fucking, gasping every time the cock was forced into another twitch.
The weight of the body on her and the knowledge of her student just firing his load into her made Ava's arms fly out and rattle on the desk. She came for the second time. Her vision went black.
When she regained control, Ava nudged Trey until he rolled off of her. Her head rested heavily on the wooden desk, and her shoulder was touching Trey's. Neither of them spoke, and they simply labored for air.
As soon as Ava's mind cleared, her heart raced again. What the fuck did I just do?! Oh my God. Oh my GOD!! She rolled off the desk and stumbled to her feet. She felt disgusting. She felt panicked. How on Earth could she have done something like that? Even though Ava had just literally finished, it felt like she was living a bad dream and she could never undo it.
Ava was shaking as she ran into her bathroom and leaned over the sink. It took nearly five minutes before her anxiety attack ended and she was wise enough to wash her face in cold water. It's okay. It's okay. You're okay. Everything will be fine. You did what you did. You'll get through it.
In the reflective mirror, Ava studied her naked body and red chest. She was still rising and falling with each deep breath. The hair around her pussy was moist and shining in the bathroom light. And she noticed a trail of white goo running from her labia to her upper thigh. She shuddered.
Then, in a rush of emotion, Ava cracked a wild grin and started to laugh. Before she knew it, her hands were cupped over her mouth as she laughed loudly at herself in the mirror. "Holy shit, haha!" Look what you did! Wow, you fucking did it! Oh my god, that was so fucking hot!
A look of glee and pride was etched on Ava's blushing face. Almost to make sure it was real, she unlocked the bathroom door and meandered back into her office. Trey stared at her like a deer in headlights. He had all of his clothes back on except for his shorts, which he had paused in the process of putting on.
"Umm. Hey?" he questioned. The eighteen-year-old had grown concerned about the aftermath when Ava disappeared into the bathroom for minutes on end.
"Hello," Ava greeted, trying to sound somewhat like a teacher should. Around the dark blue carpeting of her office, her outfit was scattered.
"Is everything okay?" Trey shyly asked.
"No complaints here," Ava smiled curtly.
Trey relaxed again and smiled back. "That was soooo much fun," he blurted.
"Mm-hmm." Ava retrieved her glasses from the desk and donned them before picking up her moist underwear. "It was."
Excitedly, Trey reached out and pulled Ava in to kiss her. But Ava blocked his lips. "Listen, Trey, this was a one-time thing. A really, really, really good one-time thing. But you have to realize it's over now."
Trey was understanding. He never expected it to happen even once, so he was still ecstatic. "Okay. I get it."
"And this never happened, right?"
"Right. And, umm... You're gonna help me with the grade now?"
"Haha. Yeah, I'd say that's fair. We'll do what we talked about earlier. Just get thirty right. I'll take care of it from there."
"Thanks, Mrs. Dawson. Man, I don't even know how I'll pay attention in class now."
While for Trey it was a funny joke, for Ava, that realization hit her like a ton of bricks. She had gotten so aroused and caught up in her desires, she tricked herself into thinking the sex was an isolated event they could both move on from.
It dawned on Ava that she had to educate Trey for the rest of the year, and every time he saw her, he would remember the sex. Of course, he would. Ava thought out loud as she got dressed. "So, the reason you have trouble paying attention in class is that you're horny. And if you weren't horny, you could probably pay attention."
"Yeah, I think so," Trey nodded. "I just don't know what to do now. I had a boner every class as it is. The other guys who have that problem are at least smart enough to pass anyway."
"Other guys?" Ava looked up from buttoning her shirt.
"Yeah," Trey looked at her like she was an idiot. "Did you only catch me checkin' you out or something?"
It was baffling to hear. How?? Ava noticed men staring in the gym or at the beach. But it baffled her as to what inspired teenagers to check her out in the classroom. Perhaps she counted too much on her conservative attire or was blinded by her treatment of her classroom as a professional setting.
Saving that revelation for later, Ava focused on solving Trey's issue. "I mean, can't you just masturbate before class? Then you can think clearly, at least through the lecture."
"Trust me, I would," Trey spoke from experience, "but there isn't enough time. By the time I get to your room from my last class, the bell is about to ring."
"Okay," Ava scratched her blonde hair. She was annoyed that she had exacerbated her student's problem. "What if you had five extra minutes?"
"What do you mean?"
"What if you had five minutes in there," Ava pointed to her private bathroom. "Five minutes in there every day before class to masturbate? When other students ask why you're back there, we'll just say I caught you cheating on a lab report, and instead of sending you to the headmaster, you agreed to sort files for me during class. We spend the first five minutes going over homework questions anyway."
Trey looked interested and then disappointed (and it wasn't just because Ava finally had her skirt on). "I appreciate it. But to be real, Mrs. Dawson, I don't think that'll work. I get horny from seeing you, not thinking about you. I'm kinda visual, you know, haha."
That didn't surprise Ava. She had plenty of students who were visual learners. And, begrudgingly, she knew how to solve the problem. Going over to her Mac computer, Ava clicked around before rotating her screen to Trey.
His eyebrows shot up. It was an image of his teacher in a blue bikini from a family vacation.
"Take a picture of this with your phone. There'll be no record of me sending it. Use it in the bathroom."
Trey was enthused, but Ava wasn't. He took the photo.
"And, Mr. Rollins, don't even breathe a word about any of this to anyone. And if anyone knocks on this door while you're in here, stay in the bathroom and don't make a peep. This never happened."
Trey nodded at Ava's deadly eyes and left the office.
********
Ethan Dawson returned from football practice just in time for dinner. His body was sweaty and in desperate need of a shower. However, he wasn't the only Dawson coming home sweaty and disgusting after a long day at school. Ava had stayed at the school for hours to do paperwork. But it was mainly to avoid coming home.
She had multiple mini-crises, but she always rebounded and felt satisfied and proud of what she had done. And the moment she opened the front door and was met with a grunting, half-heartedly "Hey" by her husband, who didn't even look up from the tv, the last of Ava's guilt faded. She had been reminded earlier of what it felt like for a man to want her and be chomping at the bit to make her feel like a hot woman.
When the showers were completed, the family came together at the dinner table.
"So, what happened at school and practice today?" Garret questioned his son.
Ethan finished chewing his asparagus. "School was the same as usual. But it was funny at practice. Coach was teasing Trey, and it actually involves Mom."
Ava choked on her ice water. The two men at the kitchen table watched her in concern. "Wrong pipe," she explained calmly, but she was frantic on the inside and ready to run from the room.
"Okay, whew! Anyway," Ethan continued, "Coach Benner was teasing Trey because he was out of his mind all practice, and Trey wouldn't tell Coach why. Then Coach saw all of these bite marks on his neck and made him tell him what happened."
Ava was about to throw up.
Ethan finished laughing. "And Trey finally admitted that Mom caught him and a girl being a little rough in the hallway. And as a punishment, Mom is now making him file her papers before class every day."
"Oh really?" Garret questioned his wife in a gossipy tone.
Ava exhaled. The blood returned to her veins. "Yep."
"Yeah, so Coach spent the practice teasing him about his new girlfriend. It was pretty funny."
Ava drank her entire glass of ice water. "So, what do you guys think of them building a new park on Seventh?"
As her family engaged in discussion, Ava was still coming down from her scare. When her life had flashed before her eyes, she realized losing her career scared her the most. So did becoming a public shame figure like Tatiana Wilson. Her husband's reaction would be curious, but divorce didn't frighten her. And oddly, what made her feel comfortable in that moment of anxiety was remembering her son's texts to Tatiana, where he confided he found a mom fucking her son's friends to be hot. At least he wouldn't leave me.



********
The following day was like any other school day - up until the last period of the day. Ava had managed to teach her other two classes with a feeling of normalcy. But when Trey walked through the door, her mouth went dry. Arriving about a minute earlier than usual, Trey also seemed to be more attentively dressed. Ava wondered if the events yesterday impacted her own clothing choices. But she was in the same black skirt suit and powder-blue dress shirt she had worn many times before.
"Follow me, Mr. Rollins," Ava instructed, maybe too harshly, as Trey approached the front of the room.
Some of the football players in the back snickered at their friend being punished. Mrs. Dawson opened the door to her office, letting Trey walk by her and into the deserted room. Before closing the door behind her, Ava mouthed silently with her lips, "Hurry. You have five minutes. Finish in the toilet in toilet paper. No mess!"
Trey struggled to hide his glee as he entered the private bathroom.
The first few minutes of class were difficult for Ava to get through. She had students clarify questions multiple times. Her mind was on what was going on in the other room.
Right as she was about to start lecturing, Trey walked out of her office and took his seat. He seemed calmer and focused. As she lectured, Ava performed her normal routine of walking around the classroom. Huh...
She didn't know if she was paranoid from the day before or if Trey had been telling the truth about "other guys," but Ava swore she noticed a male student's eyes linger on her.
As the class went on, it became clear Trey had been right. Now that she was actively looking for it, Ava couldn't walk anywhere without swiveling her head and catching a boy sneaking a peek at her legs, back of her skirt, or her chest. How do they focus at all?
Her last theory, the one where she believed there were so many men in class just because they were on the football team, was being disproved. Ava wondered if Ethan knew about the staring. She wondered how he'd react.
Next to the desk in front of her son's, Ava turned around to speak. She held her back to the two football players seated there for nearly a minute. When she casually twirled her head and caught them in a trance, she snapped her head back at Ethan. Holy shit... Ava flinched, and a chill ran from her calves to her butt. Her son was staring right at her ass.
It was an odd sensation. But, surprisingly, Ava wasn't freaking out or disturbed. Her son was a young man, and clearly, his hormones were as active as anyone else's. Ava found it endearing and somewhat flattering. He's around young hotties all day. She looked at Cara, the attractive classmate Ethan had tried flirting with yesterday. He's not checking her out right now.
There was a possible explanation. Maybee likes older women. Ethan might have preferred "MILFs." He thought Tatiana was hot. He can't see you in the same way he saw her, can he? I mean, he's eighteen and horny... Maybe an ass is an ass?
Ava glanced back again and then continued her lecture.
*******
The only topic of conversation at Hillside was the "big game" on Saturday. As much as Ava loved seeing her son excited, she loathed hearing people talk about high school football nonstop. Even at the dinner table, Garret and Ethan wouldn't shut up about it. "If we win, we're in the playoffs," was a line Ava heard over and over again.
She was relieved when Friday finally arrived.
The only reason she made it through the week in good spirits was because of a freeing recognition she made on Wednesday morning. You're sexy at work. Guys think you're sexy at work. You don't try to be, and you shouldn't try to be. But you are. You can't stop it.
To prove to herself she truly accepted the fact that she was sexy at work, Ava went to work in a sexier bra and thong. Even though nobody could see it under her suit, it still gave Ava a sense of freedom and empowerment. She hadn't touched her "date night" underwear in a long time, and she figured it could serve her well wearing it to work every day. When the bell rang for the last class of the week, students jovially filtered into AP Bio. Trey arrived after the bell and hurried into the office.
Ava surveyed her classroom, watching students get settled. That was when she saw something concerning.
In the back of the classroom, Carlos, the kicker on the football team, made a paper football and flicked it at the back of the head of the person in front of him - Ethan. Normally, Ava would address the student. But since it was Ethan, she didn't want to embarrass him because "his mommy stuck up to the bully for him."
"Alright, everybody, let's cool it with the talking and horseplay. We have a lot to cover." With that general announcement, she moved on.
None of the football players were paying attention in class, including Ethan. But unlike on other days, the distraction had nothing to do with Ava. I can't wait til this damn game is over.
It was then that Ava realized something was off. Trey wasn't in his seat. Looking at the analog clock on the whitewashed block wall, Ava realized he had missed twelve minutes of class. After handing out worksheets, Ava announced she had to duck into her office for a moment.
"Hello?" She knocked on the bathroom door. There was frantic motion inside that suddenly ceased. At least he listened to me about not answering the door.
"Trey, it's me. Is everything okay? You've been in here for way too long."
"Sorry, Mrs. Dawson," replied a frustrated voice, "I just ran into a little trouble."
"What's the problem?" There was an awkward silence. "Just tell me."
"I'm, like, super close. I just can't finish it." He seemed irritated by how long he was taking as well.
"Okay," Ava puzzled. Even though it was a dangerous question, Ava asked anyway. "Is there something I can do to get you back in the classroom now? You're falling behind and the class might start asking questions."
"Umm. Well, I always get most aroused when I see you..."
Ava rolled her eyes. "No, Trey, you can't see me right now."
"Was worth a shot," he painfully joked. "Then I don't think so."
There were obvious reasons why Ava wasn't going to open the door to let him look at her while he jerked off. Firstly, there was a classroom full of students on the other side of the wall. Secondly, Trey might think he had a shot at fucking her again. And thirdly, Ava was worried she would see him naked and give him a shot at fucking her again.
Still, the thought of Trey needing to see her so he could finally cum was hard to shake. It stimulated another naughty idea in Ava's mind. Quickly, she went to her desk and removed a notepad from her bottom drawer. She tore off a sheet of paper and wrote hastily with her ballpoint pen. She then slid the paper under the bathroom door and returned to class.
Less than two minutes later, Trey drifted back into the room, a relaxed grin painted on his face. He went right to work on his in-class assignment. Charlie, one of Trey's closest friends in the class, called out, "Where have you been?"
"He was sorting through the worksheets for my other classes," Ava replied for Trey.
Eventually, the bell rang again.
The students couldn't leave fast enough. Ethan, Charlie, Carlos, and the others left the room talking loudly about why Monroe Prep wasn't that good.
"Why are you staying behind, Trey?"
The shiny, white-tiled room was vacant except for one student. "Well," he spoke aloud, "it's about why I took so long today."
Ava jerked her head around the room in paranoia. "Let's talk in my office."
"So, what was the problem today?" She adjusted herself in her leather chair. She didn't see the need to beat around the bush. "Why weren't you able to finish?"
Trey sighed. "To be honest with you, I had trouble coming up with a 'vision' in my mind today. The other days I imagined us doing something, but today I couldn't."
"Well, that happens sometimes. That's what the photo is for. Come up with an idea around that."
"Well, that's the thing. I've been using it every day and I'm tired of the vision. It's boring."
Ava looked offended. Her eyes narrowed.
"Don't get me wrong, the pic is the sexiest one I've ever seen," Trey quickly remedied. "It's that I can't come up with another idea for the same pic, so it stops being exciting after a while."
"So," Ava sighed, "let me guess... You want another sexy pic of me to jerk off to?"
Trey nodded his head. Leaning back in her chair to think, Ava crossed her arms. "In terms of 'hot' photos, I honestly just have bikini pictures just like that one. I have nothing less for you to use."
"Well, could you- " Trey stopped speaking and cowered.
"No... finish that thought, Mr. Rollins," Ava challenged.
Trey twiddled his thumbs. "Would it be possible for you to take one?"
"No, I will not do that!"
"Okay, I get it," Trey agreed.
"I don't know what to do then. There's no way I'll be able to finish in time anymore."
Ava knew there was truth to what he said. Under her desk, Ava's ankles rubbed together. She imagined taking a seductive photo just to make her horny student cum to every day. Her mind then wandered to how Tatiana had done the same, even going as far as sending a video of her masturbating to Ethan. Ava envisioned how much Ethan would have sweated from it if she hadn't deleted it first.
Feeling her butt and thighs warming up, Ava then felt a tingling in her thong. He gets fed up with the pics within a week though. Taking another one wouldn't solve anything.
Trey had been patiently waiting in his chair. With a slight curve in her pink lips, Ava leaned forward. "Trey, how about we strike another deal?"
He perked up immediately.
"Everybody wants you to win the game tomorrow. But I especially want Central Hillside to win because I know how important it is to Ethan. So," she huffed, "here's the deal, Mr. Star Receiver - If you score three touchdowns tomorrow, from here on out, I'll make sure you have a new sexy pic to use every week."
Trey was ecstatic. "Seriously?!"
"Yes. You will get one a week. And don't expect any extra help. If you get bored, work on being creative. Is that fair?"
"My record is three TDs, but it looks like I'll be tying that tomorrow, haha! Thanks, Mrs. Dawson. You're awesome."
"That's one way of putting it." Ava stood up, and Trey got the hint.
As Ava watched her student leave the office, he eagerly turned back to her. "By the way, you should check your desk drawer." Trey sped out of view.
Okay? Alone in her office, Ava had a hunch that it was the slim, top drawer under the lip of her desk. Slowly pulling the metal knob toward her, she suddenly stopped. No fucking way.
Carefully, Ava plucked the white sheet of legal paper from her drawer. Even though it had melted into the paper, the strong alkaline odor told Ava exactly what she was looking at and smelling. Through her reading glasses, she could make out her hastily-written words under the splotchy stains.
If you need help finishing... fine. I will help you this one time. You're in my backyard with me. You're naked. I'm in my blue bikini. We're making out. I put your hands on my hips. You take my bikini off. I help you. I'm wet. You suck my nipples. I bend over and lick your big cock. We know we're about to fuck again. One of your teammates walks into the yard. His dick is out and hard. You look at me. I know what you want. I whisper in your ear, "Fine. Your friend can play too. But I want you to take my pussy." Now jerk off Trey. Touch it for me. I want to know I made you cum."
********
"And that's a Central Hillside first down!" The commentator's voice boomed over the PA system as fans in the bleachers cheered.
Students, staff, locals, and parents, like Garret and Ava, watched from the stands as Central Hillside battled Monroe Prep. Every task Ethan was asked to perform, he went out onto the field and did it well. Ava couldn't be prouder of him. She was the biggest cheerleader of his life, and, quite frankly, he was probably the biggest one of hers.
However, Ethan wasn't the only student Ava was keeping an eye on. By the end of the first half, Trey had yet to catch a single touchdown pass. He came close once but was tackled two-yards short. Ava was surprised Trey wasn't playing better considering the special deal they had made. It was starting to bruise her ego.
The disappointing first half ended with Carlos missing what would have been the tying field goal. But Ava was not simply sulking like everyone else. She was furious. Down on the field, Carlos was grabbing Ethan's facemask and yelling into it as if he was somehow blaming his hold for the missed field goal. The laces were out, you asshole! You missed on your own.
Halftime was dull. The marching band was met with apathetic stares. Nobody was in the mood.
As the players marched back onto the grass for the second half, Ava heard her husband excitedly whisper, "If we win, this might be a 'magic pill' night. The doctor won't like it, but he doesn't need to know."
What seemed sexy and edgy to Garret just reminded Ava how out of touch he had become to her needs and turn-ons. They used to have an incredible sex life "back in the before times."
Central Hillside kicked the ball off. Ethan, who was part of the kicking coverage, made the tackle. The fans jumped and cheered for the great play. "Woohoo!" Ava darkly joked that maybe her son was now the man of the house. She shook the rude thought from her head.
The second half was dramatically different. And for one reason. Trey Rollins was getting open on nearly every passing play. It was incredible. It was almost as if he had saved his energy in the first half just so he could take advantage of a tired defense in the second half.
It was late in the third quarter when Connor, another of Ava's students, threw a perfect spiral into the endzone for Trey. The star wide receiver defied gravity and made a spectacular one-handed catch for his first touchdown of the game.
The crowd erupted. Behind her, Ava heard someone gush, "That Rollins kid has some serious talent." A mischievous smirk curled on Ava's lips. You have no idea.
Ethan came out for the extra point, and Central Hillside was up by eleven. From there on, Hillside dominated the game. Trey caught every pass in sight. Every time he got his hands on the ball, he ran for the endzone. He would get visibly upset when he was tackled short. Ava would be disappointed, too.
It was the fourth quarter, and Trey caught his second touchdown pass. It dawned on Ava what she had truly promised to Trey. Once again, she had gotten caught up and made a logic-defying decision. Where would she take sexy pics every week? What if somebody saw a photo? How would I explain that? It'd have to look like something he saved from my Facebook.
Five minutes later, the hypothetical turned into reality. Trey caught his third and final touchdown. When the game ended, Ava was thrilled for Ethan. She smiled as she watched him celebrate on the field with his friends. Part of Ava felt weird. She had promised a celebratory gift to her son's friend. But her son, who was in the same class, was on the same team, played just as well, and brought much more joy and happiness to her life, would get nothing. He might like them too, haha. Jokes aside, obviously, sending her son pics would be weird. I'll take him out for lunch tomorrow. He always likes it when we're just hanging out together and talking. Ava liked it, too.
********
An hour after the Dawson's arrived back from the game, Garret tapped Ava on the shoulder. "Come upstairs," he winked.
Putting on an excited smile, Ava followed her husband into their room. She tried. She truly did want to like it. She wanted their old marriage back. He rejected counseling of all forms. Maybe from guilt or embarrassment. Still, Ava always talked dirty, faked moans, and held her smile.
The sad truth was, Garret's erection was inside of Ava, but there was no heat. No mojo. Her husband had lost his ability and confidence. Ava wished she could just fake an orgasm to make him feel better, but her husband already knew what a real one felt like. It would be insulting.
After half an hour, Ava didn't know how much longer she could exert herself into her performance. Garret was a sweating mess. She could see it in his face, defeat was sinking in, and the moment was gone.
Garret pulled out and sat on the edge of the mattress, facing the wall. Ava lay on the sheets, waiting in case he wanted to keep going.
"I can't fix this, Avey." Garret's somber voice filled the dark room.
"Sure you can. I enjoyed it when you- "
"No. I know what you're trying to do. But I know you didn't enjoy it. You didn't enjoy any of it. And I don't know if you ever will."
Ava studied the dark shadows on her husband's slouched spine. "What are you saying?"
"You deserve to enjoy it. I don't know how you've been putting up with this for this long. You probably shouldn't have. I ruined this for us, and I can't keep pretending it'll get better." There was a resigned exhale. "Look, I've been thinking. And I'm not saying I want it to happen. And I'd never wanna hear about it. But if you ever had to go somewhere else to get what you need to be happy, I'd understand. I'd get it."
There was nothing but the soft buzzing and chirping from insects outside.
Ava didn't know what to say. It was the first time in two years her husband openly recognized her needs. Ava expected divorce before she could have imagined her husband saying what he just did.
"Okay."
"I'm going to rinse off."
"Wait!" Ava sat up. She looked at him and cutely smiled. "You didn't cum yet."
Garret livened right up. "How do you wanna do it? My heart's probably been going for too long."
"Lie down. I'm gonna make you cum, even if it kills you."
Garret and Ava laughed together. Before long, Ava was riding his cock, doing all of the work. She was fine with it. After what her husband just did for her, Ava truly wanted to thank him and to give him back some of his confidence.
Going through the motions wasn't going to work. To satisfy his stubborn erection and to make him feel like a capable man, Ava would have to ride and fuck him like she meant it.
Her brown eyes closing, Ava began trying to seduce herself. But there were only two thoughts in her pitch-black brain: Her husband's blessing and the fantasy she unexpectedly shared with Trey on Friday. The fantasy he blew his load all over.
Ava stopped fighting it and let herself fall in. She was in her backyard with Trey. He was naked, his hung cock wagging in front of him. Ava's blonde hair was in a perfect ponytail, and she wore nothing but her blue bikini.
Off to the side, a few of the other football players from class were watching them. They were sitting in the lounge chairs, their young, smooth cocks being stroked in their hands. Ava could feel their eyes running up her legs to her ass, to her tits, to her face.
Ava sensually ground into her husband's cock, generating a moan.
Trey kissed her, and they started making out. His hands explored her body. She nodded, and he helped her out of her bikini. Ava was naked, touching and being touched all over. But then Trey let go of her. He stepped back and excitedly winked. Ava tilted her head in confusion. Then, she was startled and a chill shot down her body. A pair of wet lips kissed her neck from behind. A hard cock pressed into her bare ass. She ground back firmly, giggling and moaning at the surprise. Trey then stepped back into her, rubbing his hardening cock against the front of her wet pussy.



Garret's face looked tortured. Ava was working his cock better than she had in years, making his heart race.
Naked between the two sexy bodies, Ava ground into the hard cocks. As badly as Ava wanted to feel Trey slide into her pussy again, a pair of lusting hands grabbed her hips from behind. Ava guided Trey back and leaned forward, exposing her wet labia through her thighs behind her. "I don't remember giving anyone else permission to fuck me," she teased. Then, a cockhead pressed into the middle of her pussy. Every muscle in her legs and vagina clenched as the cock perfectly slid deeper and deeper. "Yes. Yes. Yes!" She squeezed his beige hands on her hips, feeling secure enough to close her eyes and savor the incredible sensation.
Rhythmically, she started fucking Trey's friend. Ava moaned and purred. They're genitals and bodies rubbed, slapped, and fucked together flawlessly. Ava already knew where she wanted him to finish. Peeking up at Trey, he seemed to already understand. "It's cool, Mrs. Dawson. I'll just finish in your mouth later." Ava and the student behind her laughed. She fucked harder, wanting to show him what she could do to his inexperienced cock.
The bed creaked on its wooden joints. Ava was biting her lip and moaning. If Garret was able to think or speak, he would have told her it was the best sex of his life and he was about to cum.
Ava passionately fucked the cock behind her, bending over more to feel his strong waist thrust against her ass. She was soon being pulled up, and her upper back met a heaving broad chest. Lips and biting teeth made their mark on her supple neck. Ava needed release. She threw her head back and closed her eyes. She pulled her horny student's face into hers.
Their soft lips found each other and their tongues sensually intertwined. No matter how deeply she kissed, Ava could never kiss him intensely enough to feel satisfied. "Are you usually this slutty?" the young man grunted. "Why not?" Ava breathed, "You seem to like it."
Below her, Garret slapped her quads repeatedly. They were locked in place on his jolting torso, and Ava refused to stop bouncing him.
Ava was tasting the tongue in her mouth, massaging it with hers. "I love you, mom." "Mmm. I love you, too." Ava's eyes flashed open and ice shot through her limbs. Her feet felt glued to the ground, and she was paralyzed. Shaking in fear, she had to just stand there and let her son kiss her while he thrust his cock into her pussy faster and faster.
A jarring sensation awoke Ava. Under her grinding hips, her husband was ejaculating. His cock twitching inside her. Ava's eyes shuttered as her muscles spasmed. Ethan had her pinned against him, his face scrunching and twisting. An orgasm ripped through Ava's body as Ethan fired rope after rope into her pussy.
Ava threw herself off of her husband and flopped off of the bed. Her husband was nearly passed out and panting.
"I'm fine. I'm fine. I'm gonna shower."
********
The following afternoon, Ava only had one focus, and that was fulfilling her end of the deal with Trey.
It wasn't worth spending any time or energy thinking about what happened last night. There was an emotional football game. You had the weird Trey situation on your mind. Garret said what he said. Sex with him always screws with your mind now. Of course, you're gonna have bizarre dreams after all that.
Ava shook those creeping thoughts from her head again. She got out of her car in the parking lot of the upscale strip mall. Until late in the morning, Ava was on her laptop, researching ideas for how she could honor her deal with Trey. You're not avoiding anything. It was a weird thought. It happens. You gotta get a picture taken before Monday, you should be focused on this.
Based on her calculations, it would take almost thirty photos to satiate Trey for the rest of the year. It was overwhelming. Ava decided to have all of the photos taken at a studio at once. It was safer, could be done in two hours, and she could be anywhere in the world in front of the green screen.
The experience of working with a photographer and changing into all of the sexy outfits she brought was naughty and liberating. Ava needed an escape from home, and the woman behind the camera seemed to understand what Ava was going for and enjoyed giving her recommendations.
The entire shoot, Ava was aroused. Whether it was tight dresses in a ballroom, revealing Halloween costumes at a party, bikinis on the beach, or tights in the gym, Ava made sure the photos met two standards: They looked like photos someone could have taken of her in real life and she imagined Trey jerking off to her when she posed for them.
As Ava drove off from the studio and her pulse slowed, she tugged at her hair. What the fuck are you doing?! What's wrong with you? He's in your class. You work there! He's eighteen, Ava, you could've just told him to fuck off when he asked for the picture tomorrow.
She didn't understand how she was capable of her behavior, how she talked herself into it. Last night, it had seemed so logical. She promised sexy photos. The easiest, safest, and fastest way was to do it was at a studio. There was a studio nearby with a good reputation. And there was a two-hour time slot open.
Ava calmed down, but she questioned herself. It wasn't until later when she opened the email link and viewed her photos that she became excited again. She knew Trey would lose his mind.
In an instant, Ava slammed her laptop shut. She was alone in her room, but her heart raced from the sound of the door closing. Footsteps trailed away from her son's room. Could you imagine if he saw these on here?
Just for a second, Ava's mind went blank and flashed back to the vision of her staring shockingly into her son's eyes while he held her hips and finished inside her. With her only task for the day completed, Ava figured it was a good time to have a drink and watch mind-numbing television.
********
The week following the big game had been a whirlwind. Normally, the tests on Wednesdays were the only time Ava loathed being at work. Instead, she had been dealing with the endless chatter about the final football game of the regular season, her husband boisterously flirting with her at home about he was 'finally back', and she had given Trey his first photo.
Nothing slowed down life like a Monday.
When the bell rang for last period, the AP Bio students were settling in their seats - except for Trey. Ava had worked out a system where each Monday he would walk into her office, go to her computer, open a folder labeled "June Tests," and then use his phone to take a picture of the sexy photo before dragging it into the trash bin.
Last Monday, Ava decided to show Trey what his favorite teacher looked like in gray spandex and a tight green sports bra while at the gym. Today, Ava treated Trey to a photo of her seductively winking in a Halloween costume. Her black-and-yellow-striped tube skirt and transparent wings made her one hot bumblebee.
Just like all of the other photos, this one was sexy but was one he reasonably could have found of her online. Ava had worn the very costume in public (though, she was wearing a shirt and not just a black sports bra). At least he's back in class on time now, Ava justified.
"Okay everybody, I have your tests from last Friday." The mood soured minutes before the final bell. "There were some surprises. Some of you did much better than usual." She tried not to look at Trey. "Some of you did disappoint me, though. So, everyone, make sure you study for these."
When class ended, Ava retreated to her office. She sat down and looked at the silver computer on the far corner of her desk. She made sure Trey had deleted the new photo. Good. Ava then got to work on science teacher performance reviews, which she now was tasked with as Department Chair.
But a low-pitched knock echoing into her office interrupted her. Through her peephole in her hallway door, Ava saw a stocky, young man with flowing brown hair along with a leaner young man with moppy black hair.
"Oh, hey, guys. Come in." Mrs. Dawson invited her students inside. "What can I help you with?" She wasn't surprised to see Charlie and David. They were two straight-A students and they had both failed the test abysmally.
Despite the two chairs sitting before the oak desk, Charlie and David remained standing.
"We came to talk about our grades," Charlie spoke for them, waving his test paper.
"Yes, I was surprised by your scores as well. What happened?" There was a prejudice in Ava's voice because she knew the answer was football.
"Yeah, that's what we wanted to talk to you about," answered David. "You probably know this already, but we can't play if we're failing a class."
Ava sat up in her dark blue skirt suit. She didn't have to check her gradebook. "I'm glad you guys care this much. But even with your scores today, you still easily have passing grades for my class." She enjoyed delivering the comforting news, but the boys didn't look convinced.
"We know that. But if we don't do any better the next two tests, we'll probably have to miss a playoff game."
"What? Why do you think you'll do poorly on the next tests? You've done so well on the others. I think you might be overreacting to an anomaly. You didn't study enough and you had a bad day. It happens. But if you think the problem is football getting in the way, my suggestion is to prioritize school first."
"No, it's not football," Charlie swore, looking down at Ava. He then looked at David for confirmation. David nodded along. "We've, uh, just been distracted in your class lately."
The room fell silent.
Ava could barely process what was happening. He told them. He fucking told them. Oh my fucking god!
She tried to hold it together - her rage, her fear, her disappointment. Standing under her fluorescent lights were two of Trey's best friends. Their faces were glistening with sweat from nerves. Oh my god... They thought they'd just come in here and I'd do it with them? What the fuck is wrong with them?! Who does that?!
Ava was having a crisis, but she forced herself to hold it together. She closed her eyes and held her head down until she squeezed the initial wave of stress out into her fists.
Looking back up at the fidgety boys, Ava realized she wasn't sure what exactly Trey had told them. She was afraid, but she needed to know if the two students were truly doing what she suspected. "What do you mean, 'distracted'?"
Their pale cheeks and ears burned red.
"Well, uh," Charlie labored, "it's just hard to pay attention during your lectures even though we want to."
Shit.
As she looked at the students, Ava recovered from her panic. They were more frightened than she was. She was the teacher. Ava was almost embarrassed she had let them scare her.
Seeing a path forward, she smiled slyly. "You know, Trey actually had a strikingly similar issue."
"Yeah, we heard something about that." Charlie pretended to be vaguely familiar. His legs were shaking to the point where he looked close to peeing himself. "We heard you worked with him in some way to get his grades up."
The blonde teacher squeezed her bun and nodded along. "Yes, I did. Mr. Rollins and I were able to come to an agreement. Would you be interested in the same one?"
Their young faces were dumbstruck and elated. Ava watched David's eyes peer at her chest. The boys nodded profusely.
"Yeah? Good! I'll start giving you guys the extra homework assignments starting tomorrow. They'll really help when you take the exams."
The life drained from Charlie and David's naive faces.
Their noses, lips, and eyes soured. They realized Trey had played them for fools. It was as if someone, in one fell swoop, had crushed all of their dreams.
"But... but, um..."
"So, do we have a deal?" Ava reveled in her cleverness. Their faces were priceless.
"I don't know if that's the answer," David questioned.
"No? It worked wonders for Trey. He did very well this week." Ava smugly folded her arms, waiting for them to reject the deal. She spotted the half-chub half-chub in Charlie's athletic shorts.
Actually... Both Charlie and David were wearing athletic shorts when she usually saw them in pants. What a coincidence... It was a safe assumption Trey had told them about how she asked to see his erection. Admittedly, it was incredibly ballsy for Charlie and David to be willing to let her see them hard. But Ava wasn't going to fall into that trap again. She saw the obvious erection in the white mesh shorts but remained silent.
In hindsight, reacting with a flinch or look of disgust might have been smart. Charlie and David were two of her brightest and most ambitious students, and Charlie seemed to realize there was something curious about Ava being unphased by a student being erect in her office.
"I don't think that plan to do extra assignments would work," Charlie respectfully argued. "Our problem is with paying attention during class. Even if we had more homework, we wouldn't know how to do it."
"I see..." Ava felt less clever. Shit, umm...
Charlie followed, "Is there another way you can help us pass the next test? We don't wanna fail because we're distracted."
Fuck, you don't give up. I'll give you that. Shit. Ava didn't know exactly what Trey had told them, but the boys had to be at least somewhatworried that Trey had pranked them. And two students who cared about their futures wouldn't risk expulsion unless they were certain.
Ava rocked forward in her chair and went all-in on her bet. "Well, boys, I'd love to help you with your issue. The thing is, you have to tell me exactly what you're distracted by."
Charlie and David were stymied. They stood before the desk in their t-shirts and shorts, looking at each other, searching for an answer. Ava noticed the changes in their white mesh. Charlie's semi had grown into a rigid flagpole that pushed the fabric of his mesh shorts over the elastic band. David's was slowly inflating sideways.
Below her desk, Ava's ankles rubbed together over her stockings. They knew they were hard. They knew she knew. But they were sharing a brave look of affirmation on their scared faces as if they had made a pact before coming in to not hide their erections.
It was remarkable. They could have quit at any time. They could have lied. They had to be suffering sheer terror from risking suspension, expulsion, ridicule, or embarrassment. But they were either too brave or too horny, young, and shortsighted to stop trying.
They want you that badly??
"So, gentlemen, what is distracting you?" Ava wanted to hear them answer the question.
David scratched his flowing brown hair. The taller Charlie uncomfortably muttered to himself.
Ava couldn't help herself. She stood up to remove her jacket and set it down on the back of her chair. For the first time, Charlie and David had a view of her chest without her suit lapels in the way.
Under her white dress shirt, Ava was wearing a thin, red lace bra. She didn't realize it, but the outlines of her hardening nipples were visible. Charlie's lip quivered. David tried to nonchalantly brush his cock in an upward direction because it was angled awkwardly.
Wiggling in her seat, feeling the warmth spread through her body, Ava studied the strapping young men. Two weeks. That was how long it had been since Trey was hard in front of her. "Well...?"
The boys couldn't stop dropping their eyes while searching for a way to explain themselves. Ava had finally pushed them to their breaking point. Charlie and David were red and visibly shaking in their sneakers. Ava loved how the young, popular, "menly men" were petrified before her. Her ankles were moving so quickly that she was slightly twisting in her chair. Her hips subtly gyrated.
She stared blatantly at their erections and cocked her eyebrow. David tried to speak, but no words escaped his moving lips.
"Let me guess," she stood up, her fingers jittering, "you two are here because Trey told you that I let him have sex with me in my office in exchange for boosting his grades. Right?"
Greeted by wide looks of disbelief, Ava held her palms out, expecting an answer. Both David and Charlie nodded in fear. Ava was wet.
"He wasn't supposed to tell you. But he told you the truth." Ava admitted, almost proudly. "It happened on the desk. We made each other cum. It was fun." A fond smile touched the edge of her lips. "But the only reason I let it happen was that he was actually struggling with school, not pretending like you two."
Her horny students looked at her exactly as she would have guessed. She had just confirmed she had fucked their classmate.
"We'll do anything," Charlie dryly begged, finding his voice. "We won't tell anyone about any of this. We swear."
"Yeah," David swallowed.
Ava took her glasses off to stop them from fogging. "Both of you are defensemen on the football team, right?"
They nodded their heads, curiously.
"Mm." Not even Ava was sure where she was going. She just wanted to keep going. "There, uhh... There might be another way for you two to get what you want."
The boys shook their heads yes.
"If I can be honest with you," Ava swallowed. It was surreal to be acting on her fantasy. "I've never been with two men at once. And I think it could be a lot of fun."
There was anxiety over whether the young men shared her interest. Their enthralled grins and white teeth answered. Ava's knees went weak and buckled.
"Well, you guys are on the football team. And I want Ethan to win. So, I was thinking that if you two could, uh." She wiped the loose hair from her face. "If you two can get two turnovers together, I'll let you guys try out a 'two-at-a-time' with me. A three-way," Ava corrected her fogged brain.
"Wait, wait- You'd let us do that? If we get two turnovers."
Ava deliberately nodded. Her throat tightened.
"Do you mean just interceptions and fumbles? Or do turnovers on downs count? What if, like, one of us forces a fumble but we aren't-"
"David, haha," Ava chuckled, bouncing on her adrenaline-soaked legs, "I don't care. A turnover. If the other team has the ball, and we take it away. And one of you is a reason why... It counts."
Charlie and David beamed at each other then turned back to Ava. "Thanks, Mrs. Dawson," Charlie swallowed. They then excitedly looked at each other and hurried for the door as if she was about to change her mind.
"Hey!"
Charlie paused his reach for the door.
Ava stared in wait. She didn't know why she had stopped them. The butterflies from having two of her students approach her for sex were still present. You know you can't fuck them. Ava wasn't mentally prepared.The idea was still too daunting.
"You guys were either really stupid or really brave coming in here."
They laughed at themselves. "Uhh, thanks?"
"Are you guys going off to practice now?"
"Yeah. Why?"
********
"What's up with you?" Ava cocked her eyebrow, as she set her briefcase down and stepped out of her heels.
"Someone must be looking for some action tonight..."
Ava tilted her head at her winking husband.
She followed his excited gaze down to her exposed cleavage. Shit. Shit. Shit! Ava subtly pinched her shirt together. One button was undone more than usual. "Haha. Yeah," she played along in her panic, "I've been looking forward to it all day."
Garret rubbed his hands. "Hold on a sec." He scurried to the bathroom to prepare himself, clearly hoping for a repeat of their incredible sex.
Oh my god! That was too close! What the hell are you doing? How did you not fucking check that?! Ava scolded herself for not double-checking how she put her shirt back on before leaving work. But, deep down, she knew she was just frustrated by how far she had let things go with Charlie and David.



What part of her brain, what loose screw or broken connection, made her so agreeable to the fantasies that popped into her head? It was like the wildest decisions came as easily as talking, and the consequences became meaningless. Even though she had been scared, even though her body had been trembling, Ava didn't even second-guess herself before asking her two students if they wanted to stay in her office and masturbate - "that way, the guys on the team don't see you two and start asking questions."
Charlie and David were wide-eyed when Ava invited them to sit down in the chairs. After they took their shorts and boxers off, Ava watched them start to masturbate in front of her. They were nervous at first, but her presence encouraged them. From there, the opportunity to experiment with her fantasy was too easy to pass up.
Ava forgot what excuse she had invented for her taking her dress shirt off and allowing the boys to run their hands over her breasts and red lace bra. It was fucking something about "If you can deal with this distraction, you can deal with any distraction in class."
It wasn't long before Ava felt incredible. The feeling of two horny men groping and massaging her warm breasts. Smelling their body spray. Seeing the lust and surprise in their eyes over how sexy her bra was. Naturally, Ava found herself squatting down between the two chairs and taking David's thick cock and Charlie's long shaft into her bare hands.
The rush was like nothing else. She could feel her gooey nectar sloshing in her thong while she studied their mesmerized faces. She knew how badly they wanted it. She knew it was the hottest sexual experience they could have imagined.
Ava wasn't even mad with herself over giving the handjobs. She had just made a deal to fuck them. What concerned and frustrated her was her lack of discipline.
Standing in her living room, Ava parted the fabric of her dress shirt and opened her cleavage. She looked down at the traces of dried cum on her creamy flesh.
In the moment, telling them to stand up and "cum all over" her breasts had been drippingly hot. Jerking them off rapidly and egging them on made her smirk and giggle. They chuckled and gasped along. Watching Charlie's small spurts fly everywhere onto her boobs, bra, and torso was fun. "Well, that's a lot," Ava remarked, and Charlie panted and laughed with her.
Shaking her head, Ava tried to forget what happened when her focus switched to David. But it was hard to forget. She peeked at her pencil skirt, relieved it was unsoiled. Even in her post-cum panic, Ava had enough sense to wipe the large gobs of cum off her tits with toilet paper in the bathroom before driving home. She told herself she would be able to shower before her husband had a chance to see her breasts. Ava had no idea what she would have done if she hadn't reacted fast enough and let David finish on her skirt.
When Charlie had faded into the background, lying down on the floor panting, Ava was able to put both of her hands on David. Two men at once had been a hot thrill, but Ava found comfort in going back to one man, where she had all of her experience. David's eyes bulged from his head when her fingers kneaded and tickled his testicles while she rhythmically stroked his cock.
"Woah. Woah. Woah. Ahhhh! Woah."
The young man's overwhelmed reaction made Ava moan too. "I'm guessing your cock's never been touched like this, before?"
"No, Mrs. Dawson. You're really, really good at it," he shyly chuckled.
Suddenly, Ava rose to her feet. She continued stroking her student while she closed her eyes and bent forward. The kiss was met with a soft moan from both parties. Before long, Ava was grabbing, tugging, and squeezing intensely on the package while she madeout with her student.
"Does it bother you how slutty I am? Does it bother you how well I know how to jerk a cock off?"
She could only hear and feel the face in front of her shaking no.
"I figured you wouldn't. You seem to like it. I know you like it." Ava shut her eyelids tightly and quickly rubbed the cock until her hand was blurred.
"I'm gonna cum!" Ava heard her student's voice. Her only desire was to pull up her skirt, turn around, and feel the cock slide into her pussy lips. She kept stroking, her torso paralyzed. It wasn't until she felt a hand twitch on her boob that she snapped out of her daydream and dropped to her knee. It was just in time for David to fire ropes of thick cum onto her right breast. Ava breathed deeply and held her eyes closed while she tilted her head up.
"Cum for me. Fucking cum for me," she happily encouraged. A loving smile spread her lips and bared her teeth. When the last shot of cum landed on her, and Ava had a moment to think, she recoiled, nearly falling backward. She opened her eyes in shock. In a fury, she ran into the bathroom and locked the door. It wasn't David who she was jerking off. In her mind, she had been deeply kissing and looking into a familiar set of eyes.
"Hey, mom."
Ava froze in the living room. Her adrenaline spiked. A prickling emptiness surged from her loins to her chest.
"How was work?"
Calming her breaths, Ava reminded herself she hadn't been caught doing anything. The lines between fantasy and reality were becoming blurred. "It was great, sweetie, thank you. Um, how was football practice?"
Ethan was about to answer but became distracted. His chin and lips were angled to Ava's face. But his eyes hung lower as he swallowed and then spoke. "It was good. You know, normal."
Ava knew her son had never seen her chest this exposed inside the house. She didn't know if any glimpse of her red bra was visible, and she didn't want to know. The mother shrugged her shoulders and pretended to adjust herself, helping the front of her top drift closer together.
"Good. I'm going to go rinse off," Ava pointed away.
"Okay. Cool. I already did that," Ethan nodded, then cringed at his vapid dialogue.
"Great," Ava forced a smile. She awkwardly watched her son turn away. As he did, she swore she saw a sharp bulge in his sweatpants. Before she could think about it, she was startled by another approaching sound behind her.
"Alright," Garret whispered, "get ready. I'll let you know when I'm ready to go!"
Ava shook her head and rubbed her eyes. She spun around with an agreeable smile. "Okay, I will be." She kissed her husband, feeling more comfortable with their marriage and her role in it under its new rules. But she couldn't help to wonder if her husband was the only aroused man in the house who was dreaming of touching her.
********
The whistle blew.
The kicker raised his arm to signal he was about to start the second half. For the quarterfinal of the playoffs, the stands were fuller and louder than they had been all year. The cheerleaders in orange and sky-blue uniforms screamed in joy at the crunch of a loud tackle.
Donning a thick sweatshirt to counteract the cold nip in the air, Ava sat next to Garret in the bleachers. They knew their son's team was up against a challenging opponent.
While Garret peered through binoculars and reported on Ethan's movements, Ava paid attention to her son, along with the other important storyline. There was a game within the game. Her two students, Charlie and David, who made the stupefying decision to proposition a teacher, were desperately trying to take the ball away from the other team.
Every player on the team was playing as fiercely as they could, but it was toward the end of the first quarter when Ava found out her two students were mainly playing hard for her.
"That's terrible defense," Garret mouthed.
"Why?" Ava shrugged. David had struggled to tackle a player, but he still stopped him short of the first down marker.
"Because it was third down on their own forty-yard line. They needed eight yards," Garret annoyingly explained. "All we had to do was tackle the guy in the backfield and they would've had to punt. Now, because he was trying to rip the ball from the guy's arms instead of just knowing him down, they're only a yard away. They can go for it on fourth now if they want to. It was stupid."
As the realization sunk in, a smile grew on Ava's face. It amazed her how much she could affect the boys just from the promise of sex. Even during an intense playoff game, their minds were on her. If David and Charlie weren't leading the team with tackles and broken-up passes, she probably would have felt guilty about the distraction.
Instead, she had the enjoyment of watching her talented son succeed in the handful of positions he played. And whenever the defense went onto the field, she got to watch in the stocky linebacker, with his flowing brown hair, run across the field to try stripping the ball from running backs and the lean cornerback leap in attempts to intercept passes.
So far, Hillside was winning by a touchdown, but they had no turnovers. Ava wiggled her fingers for warmth in her soft pockets. Maybe two turnovers was a bit too much to ask for?
The teacher, wife, and mother then proudly exalted herself. No! You were MORE than fair. You could have asked for ten, and it still would have been generous for what they'd get to do.
Three plays later the opposing quarterback dropped back to pass. Either Charlie wasn't supposed to blitz, or it was a brilliant play. Regardless, the lean cornerback flew out of nowhere and punched the football from the quarterback's hand as he cocked his arm back to pass. A mad scramble ensued. The crowd shouted and jumped. Players hit and pushed each other to grab the fumble. Ava had butterflies in her stomach.
Finally, the refs blew their whistles and pulled players away. The head official pointed in the other direction, and the Hillside players cheered and threw their arms up. The crowd went wild. "Woohoo!" Ava smiled and shouted with them.
The excitement didn't stop, even as the offense took the field. But it then ended abruptly. On the first play of the drive, the life was sucked from the stands as the other team intercepted a terrible pass and ran it all the way down the field into the end zone.
Ava winced as she watched her son jog off of the field. Ethan was bummed. The pass was thrown to him. It's alright. Not your fault.
The teams entered the final quarter of the game tied. Ava went down to the food pavilion to buy some hot chocolate for Garret and herself. It wouldn't stop her from seeing her breath, but she could temporarily forget how cold the night was getting.
Hillside quickly retook the lead with another touchdown thrown to Trey. Ava was happy for him. She had formed a connection with him that made her feel happy for his success. The engrossing game continued with a tying touchdown from the opposition, a field goal by Hillside, and another touchdown by the opposing team in black.
With half the quarter gone, Hillside was down by four. After a great punt, they had the other team pinned down on their goal line. The quarterback took the snap, handed it to the running back in the endzone, and was promptly met by David. The whistles blew again and held their hands in a triangle over their heads. Everyone shouted, "Safety!" and cheered. Ava watched in celebration as two points were added to their score.
Oh my god... A sudden rush warmed Ava's entire body, yet her teeth started chattering. She sipped her hot chocolate to wet her dried mouth.
"I think we're gonna win. I can feel it," Garret grinned.
"Yeah!" Ava smiled back. "That's a turnover, right?!"
"Hmm? No, but it is a huge two points!" Garret pumped his fist.
"Wait, no!" Ava rejected, sending her husband to his toes. "That's a turnover. We tackled him in the endzone. It's our ball now."
"If it were a fumble or interception it's a turnover. Nothing else is. The other team still technically has the ball. That's why they have to go out and punt it away to us."
"But..." Ava gestured. She felt let down. She had already embraced a new reality and now had to backtrack. "That's not true. That can be a turnover, like, isn't 'turnover on downs' another type of turnover?"
"Well, for all intents and purposes, yes," Garret shrugged. "But, in reality, no. The other team still has the ball. Turnovers are takeaways. They could do an onside kick and even get the ball back. We never took the ball away from them." He knew how to argue with his wife to calm her down.
Ava huffed a cloud of mist. "That- If we get the ball off of this punt, it should absolutely count as a turnover. That's dumb that they don't count it."
Garret shot her a humored and puzzled look. "Well, honey, I didn't know you were so passionate about this issue. We could always write a letter to the rules committee or the NFL and see if they can do anything about it for next season."
With a slight edge, Ava stared at her husband, but couldn't help but laugh. She knew it was best to let it go before he asked more questions.
The following minutes ticked by quickly. On a crucial third-down late in the game, Hillside came up with a huge sack, forcing a punt with less than a minute remaining. Ava folded her hands and watched Coach Benner send Ethan into the game to field the punt. The team had two timeouts left. All Ethan needed to do was catch the ball safely and go down quickly to set up the offense in a good position.
As the ball flew through the air, Ava, along with the entire stadium, watched Ethan field the football. He took off. When he reached the first defender, instead of sliding down to protect the football, he spun around him. The anxious roar of the crowd was deafening as Ethan sprinted and duked down the sideline, following his blockers. Finally, he was decked out of bounds at the fifteen-yard line in a thunderous hit.
Everyone around her was thrilled, but Ava's heart was in her throat. She wanted to run down onto the field. But, somehow, Ethan popped right back up to embrace his rowdy teammates. Ava held her chest and breathed in relief, smiling as her husband hugged her. "Let's go, Ethan! Wooooooh!!!!"
"What a game," Garret awed.
After two short running plays, Ethan and Carlos jogged onto the field in nervous silence for the twenty-seven-yard field goal. It was a chip shot. But the season was on the line. As expected, the ball soared through the uprights as time expired.
"YESSSSSSSSS!!!!" Ava jumped up and down. Pandemonium filled the stands. Ava was close to tears with her happiness for her son. He made the big play, got hit, and still came back in to hold the field goal like it was nothing.
The entire team formed a mob on the field. Students in the stands hopped the fence to join the celebration. Cheerleaders ran to join them. A joyful Ava then watched in confusion as the team hoisted Carlos into the air. She was more baffled when he was let down and an excited cheerleader ran up to him and hugged him, then kissed him.
Up in the metal bleachers, Ava rolled her eyes. She wasn't naive. She knew Carlos kicked the game-winning field goal, but it was nothing compared to Ethan's punt return. A lot of players were celebrating Ethan, but the group of cheerleaders was talking to Carlos.
Ava was bothered, but she understood the teenage cheerleader psyche. It wasn't too long ago that she was the high school girl carrying pom-poms. When celebrating after a big win, she never considered the receiver who made the catch or the linemen who blocked on the winning touchdown pass. Her simple, excited mind only saw the quarterback and went in for the kiss.
Looking down at the cheerleader whose legs were wrapped around Carlos' hips, Ava knew from past experience that the girl would likely soon be naked and riding Carlos in the back of his car.
********
"Is everything okay, honey?"
Ava snapped out of her lull into space. Her napkin was twisted and folded around her hands on the dinner table. "Yes, I'm fine." She took a bite of salad.
"So, Ethan," her tone was sober, "you know how I don't like to get involved in your personal life at school, right?"
Yes, so please don't. Ethan already didn't like where his mom was going. "Yeah, why?"
"Well," Ava continued delicately, "I couldn't help noticing how Carlos has been treating you in and out of class."
Ethan immediately got defensive of his teammate, not wanting to admit to his mom that Carlos bullied him sometimes. "What do you mean? Carlos and I are fine."
"Ethan, I saw him flicking paper at your head in class and I saw him yell into your face during the football game a couple of weeks ago. Don't worry, I won't do anything about it. I just want you to know that he's an asshole and that he's not better than you. You're much better than him at football, school, and things outside of it, that's why he's such an asshole to you."
With blushed cheeks, Ethan felt better from his mom's words. He didn't need her help. He had no doubt that he could knock Carlos out in mere seconds, but fighting was a good way to turn off college scouts. So, he had been feeling stuck in Carlos's crosshairs. "Yeah, I know," Ethan brushed it off, not wanting to get cutesy about it.
Ava grinned. She knew her son was at that age where "vulnerability" wasn't "cool". "And I also saw how Cara walked by you to talk to him-"
"Mom! You told me you didn't spy on-"
Ava held her hand up. "I just happened to see it. I won't talk about it again. I just wanted to say, don't worry about girls going after assholes like him. Those girls will grow up and start liking guys like you, and Carlos will get what's coming to him."
Ethan tried to hide his relieved smile behind his fork. Ava went back to quietly eating.
Garret wanted to make sure they were done having their moment. "Can either of you pass the butter?"
********
On Monday, in what had become her normal morning preparations, Mrs. Dawson retrieved a stack of graded worksheets from the filing cabinet. She then went onto her desktop computer and browsed her image gallery before deciding on Trey's racy photo for the week.
Today, Ava chose one of her personal favorites. In the stack of assignments, then Ava found two worksheets and left a note in her red pen that would have frightened a failing student - "See me after class."
With that, Ava was prepared for the day. And based on how her insides were buzzing, she had a feeling it was going to be a long one.
She ended up being right. Her thoughts had been tormenting her and swirling in her head all day. When her final class finally arrived, Ava walked out of her office to greet her incoming students. Many of them were still talking about "Carlos' amazing kick," to Ava's ire.
Two minutes before the bell rang, Trey walked into the biology classroom and headed routinely toward Ava's office. Deciding at the moment to act on the edge she had been feeling all day, Ava met Trey at her office door. He stopped in his sneakers.
Ava knew why he was even more taken with her than usual. She could see his wide nostrils flare. I'm aware, she naughtily joked to herself. Ava was wearing the same steel-gray skirt suit she had worn the day she had let him fuck her. For weeks, she had avoided it in her closet.
Turning away from the class and opening the door for her student, Ava mouthed, "Why don't you take ten minutes in there today, Mr. Rollins? I think you may need to cool down after you're done. What I left on my screen probably should have never seen the light of day." Ava sucked her lips.
"What are you talking about? Ten minutes for what?"
Ava jumped in alarm. The color drained from herself as she whipped her head back. Standing a little too close for comfort was Cara. The model student didn't seem to like how her favorite teacher was giving another student responsibilities instead of her.
"Um, uh... I was just telling Mr. Rollins here that he had ten minutes to take care of the work I left for him on my computer." Mrs. Dawson improvised well.



Trey, holding his hands down in front of his sweatpants to conceal the boner he got from the teacher's seductive comments, nodded along with the story.
"I can go in to help him if you want. You know I would do anything- "
"No!" Ava firmly voiced back at her star pupil.
Cara looked dejected and walked back toward her lab stool. Ethan walked into the classroom and could see she was upset. Ava noticed them conversing as she turned away from Trey and turned her shaken attention to the book on her desk.
With thirty seconds left before the bell, Mrs. Dawson surveyed her class and noticed two missing students. The first empty lab position belonged to Trey. The second one was Ethan's. How? He just walked in! Ava peeked under the desks and into the corners. She then thought of the only other place her son could be hiding.
The curious mother opened her office door. SHIT! Standing behind her desk, obsessively staring at her computer screen, was Ethan. Please tell me that idiot deleted the photo!
Ethan, somehow not even hearing his mom open the door, suddenly sensed her presence and lurched. "I- I- I just came in to help Trey finish his computer work so he wouldn't miss class! Cara said you gave him all this work and I just wanted to help! But he wasn't here and the computer was on... so... yeah."
There was a part of Ava that was touched by her son wanting to help his friend. That part was buried far below layers of fear. "That is my work computer. He's doing his work on a student laptop in the hallway!" Ava yelled and lied.
Ethan's ears were bright red. Ava wanted to die. She watched her son stammer, and she frantically ordered, "Go take your seat!" Ethan ran out of the office.
As the bell rang, Ava had other priorities. She lunged for her office chair and inhaled the pixels on the screen. Sure enough, it was the image she had left for Trey.
Jesus Christ, Trey, what the hell did you just do?! Ava's face was in her palms. She pressed the metal band of her wedding ring into her eyebrow painfully, almost punishing herself for her thoughtlessness for her secret life.
There was no use in denying what had just happened. Ava had seen how entranced her son was. He couldn't have had that dazed look in his eye for any other reason. Ava knew how sexy the photo was, but it wasn't until she thought of the expression on her son's face again that it truly sunk in how ridiculous and alluring the photo was.
In the middle of a long street, standing against a setting sun at dusk, Ava's arms reached elegantly into the air. A blue scarf dangled from her closed fist. As her photographer had recommended, her blonde hair was let down in its wavy form. Her eyes and lips were serious yet seductive. Her round breasts rested within a white crochet crop top. Her waist tilted in a pair of denim booty shorts. Below her smooth, long legs, she wore red high heels on the digital asphalt. Her entire body sexily twisted as she prepared to drop the flag to start the imaginary street race.
Ethan could have been having any number of thoughts. And regardless of which ones he had, Ava had to explain herself quickly. She took out her red pen and jotted two notes. The first one she slid under the bathroom door to Trey. "Never leave the image up AGAIN!"
In his defense, you probably made him not think straight.
"Sorry, everyone." Late to her own class, Ava started the class by returning work to her students. It was a change, but it was a special circumstance. When she handed Charlie and David their worksheets, she didn't even wait for their reactions. She was focused only on getting the note to Ethan.
When she reached his desk, in addition to his worksheet, there was a note. "You're probably wondering what's up with that weird photo. You know how your Aunt Kathy is a wedding photographer? She wants to get into modeling shoots. She invited me over to test a few photos to see if she was any good. She sent them to my work email by mistake. I think they're pretty funny, right?"
Locking her eyes on her son as she handed on the papers, Ava saw him reading and then chuckle to himself. His face was still red, but he had clearly bought her alibi. Thank god.
********
The bell rang, and Ava watched the students gather their backpacks and filter out of the classroom. She adjusted her reading glasses and subtly held her gaze on Ethan.
Given how distracted and antsy she had been all day, the last thing she needed was to worry about Ethan discovering her secret. The entire class, she had been feeling more intense staring than usual. It was a little discomforting to be hit from all directions. If it wasn't Trey, it was Charlie. When she turned to Charlie, David was staring at her from behind. But obviously, her attention was mainly on how Ethan was looking at her. She couldn't tell if it was skepticism of her alibi, his shock that she'd even take a photo like that for fun, or if she had stirred a fantasy in his head.
Ava kept a keen eye on him as he walked out of the room - the uncertain aura in his brown eyes, his anxious fingers gripping and flexing on the straps of his backpack, and the outlines in the crotch of his khakis. He's not- Well, he could've hidden it under his shirt.
It was another strange experience on a strange day.
With the class empty, right on cue, Charlie and David approached Ava at the front of the classroom. They both had uneasy smiles about them - polite but anxious. Ava curtly smiled back. The entire situation with the two boys had been weighing heavily on her since the game.
"Let's step into my office, gentlemen."
Charlie and David took their seats in front of the desk as Ava sat down in her black leather office chair behind it. The room was filled with tension. They all remembered well what they had done together last time they were in the office together and how naughty and hot it had been. The young men were sitting up ready to speak for themselves, but they also were waiting to hear what their teacher had to say.
"How are you guys doing today?"
Charlie and David turned to each other and nodded. "We're good."
"Good," Ava grinned. Her hands rubbed the cool leather of her armrest. "I think it's obvious to all of us what I wanted to talk to you about today." Their throats closed up, and they nodded back. Ava leaned forward and folded her hands on her desk. "My mind was all over the place for a while. I'm guessing you two had a similar experience after the game?"
They nodded again. "Yeah, we thought we'd do it. We actually wanted to talk to you about it," David explained. "But we definitely wanna hear what you have to say first."
"Yeah." Charlie nodded in unison. "And we didn't say it last time. We were just-"
"Kind of nervous," David answered.
"Yeah, kind of nervous. But thank you for last time."
"Yeah, thanks."
Ava watched Charlie gulp, and she smiled. Well, I appreciate you saying that." Ava adjusted her blonde hair behind her glasses. "Don't feel like I thought you were ungrateful, though. I knew you guys appreciated it. I made a mad dash into the bathroom right after, so I didn't give you a chance to say thank you, ha."
The boys laughed with Ava. Their serious faces were replaced by the sheepish, bright smiles that always came from remembering a great sexual experience with a crush.
"So, I know how boys your age think. And I know you were probably wondering what would happen now. How we move forward. How I am going to handle this. If I'd ever speak to you about any of this ever again..."
David and Charlie laughed and nodded. Those were their exact thoughts.
"Right," Ava sat back. "I've gone through all of those same thoughts." Just then, a yellow square caught the corner of her eye. Ava swiveled to her computer and plucked the Post-It note from the silver monitor.
She mumbled the words. "Sorry about that. I made you a gift to make up for it."
Ava knew it was Trey's handwriting. Already knowing what and where the gift would be, she slid her top desk drawer out and found what she had expected. Carefully pinching the white paper, Ava smirked and her ankles rolled. Though it was down behind her desk, the aroma of the jizz filled Ava's nostrils. Fuck, he's really into you, haha!
It was oddly cute. She knew she had emboldened him by teasing him before he masturbated. I guess he liked the photo. Ava's eyes stared into the dark wood grain of her polished desk. With the erotic scent in her nose, she thought back to how incredible it felt for the strong, impassioned young man to slide his cock into her wet pussy and pound her until she came. It still mystified her that she let that happen, but she was thankful every day that she did. "Are you okay?"
"Hm? Yes, just had to check something." Ava put the note away and brushed her hair, letting some heat escape from her head. "Umm, right. So, like I was saying, I think it would be good for us to talk and make sure we're all on the same-"
Boom! Boom!
David and Charlie sprung up straight like meerkats. Ava was frustrated but much more paranoid. The ominous knock on the door made time stand still. Without saying a word, Ava glanced at her students, and they nodded assuringly that they would be composed.
"Who is it?" Ava called loudly, trying too hard to sound professional.
"Your favorite person."
Ava rolled her eyes. She knew she had to answer the door. "One moment." Slowly, Ava walked to the wooden door and cracked it open. "Hey, Aaron. What can I do for you?"
"Hey, Ava. I'm doing great." The headmaster didn't take the hint and stepped forward as if he had been welcomed inside. Ava had to swing the door wide and allow him to enter.
"How are we doing, gentlemen?"
"Good, Dr. Raymond," Charlie and David echoed. They suddenly felt much less comfortable.
"Good to hear. Ava, I'm just popping by to drop off the school board requests for the science curriculums. I think you'll like them. If you don't, then we can talk to the board about what you would rather see changed."
Relieved, Ava took the packet from Dr. Raymond. "Thank you so much. I'll get right on it."
Making eye contact with the young men looking up nervously at him, the Headmaster lightheartedly inquired, "So, you boys are staying out of trouble, right?"
"Oh, yes," Ava answered for them. "They aren't in trouble. We're just having a talk."
"That makes me happy. You two have always been great students if I remember correctly. That's why I was surprised. You guys have that thousand-mile-stare that students tend to get when they get sent to my office."
Ava chuckled and looked at her students. They realized it was also a joke, and they laughed along.
"No, no. Just talking about schoolwork."
"Oh, did you boys get a poor grade?"
"No." "Yes." David and Charlie answered together.
Dr. Raymond leaned against the doorframe and tilted his high, balding head.
"They did get a bad grade. But I thought it was a poor reflection of their knowledge. So, I gave them a small project to make up some of the points." Ava wished he'd just leave. She knew it was only a matter of time before Charlie or David checked her out or slipped up too badly.
"Oh, fantastic. You guys are lucky to have her as a teacher. She's the best we have!"
"Thank you, Aaron," Ava patronized. "Well, I'll get these-"
"So, what are you guys doing your project on?"
David and Charlie froze. "Reproduction," Ava spat out. Why?! She wanted to smack herself.
"Hmm. The topic of life."
"Yep, haha." Ava's heart was pounding. "So, I'll look over this, and is there anything else you need?"
"I don't think so..."
"Well, thank you, Aaron. I'll get back to helping them so they can get to football on time."
"Say no more," the older man threw his hands up.
Ava waited until she watched him walk down the hallway before closing and locking the door. There was an audible sigh from everyone in the room.
"That was lovely." Ava and her students laughed in relief. She sat back down and leaned forward. "SO..." she smacked her desk, "with no more interruptions, let's talk about what happened and what I'm thinking. I want to explain it to you so you don't think I'm trying to get out of anything or being unfair."
The boys nodded profusely. "We were talking about that too. We know we didn't do it. We didn't expect anything to happen." "Yeah, we know we were short, but we tried really hard, and we feel like we did get two turnovers. It's kind of a technicality. But we know we didn't actually do it."
"So, what are you getting at?" Ava pursed her lips. "You can tell me."
David and Charlie turned to each other. "Well, we were thinking, since we got one turnover and one forced a safety, which is really the same thing in the end, that - And we know we don't deserve either of these - We would be really, really happy if we got to do what we did last time, or if you let us try again to get the turnovers next game."
"We'd be soooo happy with either," David added. "We'll do any other challenge you want."
"Wow," Ava threw her head back and laughed. "I'm glad to know we were all thinking the same way."
David and Charlie went pale. "Really?"
"Really." Ava proudly smirked and stood up. Her toes wiggled in her stockings and heels. Watching their stunned reactions, she slipped out of her gray jacket and placed it around her chair. She then mangled her hair tie out of her bun, letting her blonde hair fall to her shoulders. And finally, she sat down and unbuttoned the top three buttons on her shirt, revealing a window to her black lace bra.
Charlie and David were panting hotly like dogs waiting to be fed.
"Holy shit," Charlie mouthed.
Ava chuckled. "You just saw a lot more than this a few days ago."
"That was so much fun," Charlie grinned.
"Yeah, I know. I was there," Ava teased. Her legs rubbed together under her desk, her ankle bones swirling around each other. "As I was saying, you guys left me with a lot to think about. I didn't know the rules, actually, so when you did get the safety, I thought you had the second turnover. Then, I was told you didn't. So, after that, things stopped being clear-cut. My first thought was, Well, for all intents and purposes that was a turnover - the other team had the ball, and then they didn't. But then I started to realize, what I challenged you to do was very reasonable considering what I was going to give you as a reward. In fact, I was already too generous by setting the bar that low."
The boys were in agreement. Given how Ava had unbuttoned her top, they were still optimistic.
"But then I thought, Well, what was the point of me offering two turnovers? Was it to see if you could have a good stat line? Or was it so you'd help win the game? And because of what you did, Ethan's punt return gave the team the chance to win. So, that made me very happy."
"That was a great play." "Yeah, he flew down the field."
Ava smiled warmly. "It was wonderful. So, anyway, I then had to consider that. But I kept going back to the simple fact that I only had one request, and you couldn't do it. But you got soooo close, haha. And, last night, I came to the decision that since I thought the safety should have counted as a turnover, the fair thing to do would be to have fun like we did together last time and give you the chance to try again in the semi-finals."
David and Charlie jumped in their chairs ecstatically. They looked at each other and bumped their fists. They couldn't stop gleefully laughing. Ava humbly rolled her eyes and stood up again. Her heart raced and her stomach fluttered. She knew her pussy was soaking wet.
Rather than walk up to the boys, she walked behind them and stood between their chairs. Before their teacher could change her mind, David and Charlie propped themselves up to slide down their shorts. They were promptly forced back down into their chairs. Ava guided the boys back down calmingly with her left hand around Charlie's tone, pale neck and her right hand on David's thick neck through his flowing brown hair.
They looked back and up at Ava, longingly.
"You can keep those on for now, haha. We're not done talking yet." She rubbed her thumbs on the back of their necks as she took turns looking at them. "I wanted to talk to you about what happened to me this morning when I was getting ready for work."
"Okay." "What happened?"
Ava bounced on her heels. "When I was getting ready this morning, I kept telling myself I came to the logical conclusion you 'deserved'. But, I still had those doubts telling me you didn't 'deserve it' because you actually didn't do it, and it would be bad for you to think I will satisfy you even if you don't deliver. That line of thinking really jarred me. I started asking myself what the point of all of this is. I allowed you to proposition me for sex in my office. I let you do it because I was interested. I invented that challenge because you guys wanted to have sex with me. I jerked you off in my office because you two wanted to cum for me, and I thought it would be really hot." Ava huffed. "And when I was at home thinking about all of this, I realized that I was putting on the same outfit I had worn on the day I fucked Trey. I thought about what I did with him and what I let him do to me. When I was with him, I wasn't thinking about why he should get to do it or if there was another man who 'earned it' more. It was simple. He was horny and wanted to fuck me. And I was horny and wanted to fuck him, haha."
David and Charlie chuckled through their heavy breathing.
"There's no such thing as 'earning' or 'deserving' sex." Ava squatted down so her head was level with theirs. "I didn't challenge you for the purpose of making you jump through hoops. I wanted to see how seriously you respected me and the risks I'd have to take. And you certainly proved it to me."
The warmth from their necks radiated into Ava's palms. She could feel the energy in their trembling bodies. They stared at her and at each other.
"What are you saying? Like, what does that mean for us?" David stammered.
Without saying a word, Ava twisted David's neck, turning his face inward. She planted her red lips on his. His eyes popped open. Ava flirtily slipped her tongue into his mouth before pulling away with a mischievous grin.
"It means we're stupid if we spend our time here figuring out if we can have a three-way. The three of us are locked in a room together. We're all incredibly horny. Your cocks are hard. My pussy is soaking wet. And I wanna fuck right now. If you think you're lucky and didn't 'deserve it'... Too bad, I'm still gonna fuck your cocks like crazy and I'm still gonna make you make me cum."
Ava kissed Charlie, who was nearly passed out.
"I don't think I need to, but the school counselor would be upset if I didn't ask for consent first."
David and Charlie gasped through their laugh. "We're in. Yes." "Yes, please, haha."
Standing up and taking her hands from their necks, Ava walked between their chairs and turned around to face them. She had no idea what to do next. The three of them were just giddily smiling at each other, overwhelmed.
A panic bubbled within Ava. She didn't know what to do or how to focus on two men. David and Charlie were taking it upon themselves to get naked from the waist down. I probably should've helped with that. Trying to get out of her head, Ava unbuttoned the rest of her dress shirt and let it fall to the ground. She then stepped up to David, who was her height when she was in her heels. She leaned into him and kissed him. It was nervous at first, but as he got his hands on her and she was comfortable with one man, she flirtatiously bit his lip and teased with her tongue.



Feeling more comfortable, Ava blindly reached out to her side. Her hand collided with Charlie's abs. She began running her hand up and down his shirt. Start slow. There you go. She suddenly felt another hand grazing her ribs in response. There were three hands on her, and it was electric. "Mmm," she moaned, letting Charlie know he could touch her.
David, being a fair friend, let go and broke the kiss off so that Ava could kiss Charlie. It was wild to makeout with another man right afterward. She had to tilt her head up. His body spray smelled like vanilla and his mouth tasted like mint gum.
Finally, Ava let her eyes fall to their hard cocks. She had seen them before, but she loved seeing them again when there were no restraints. "You guys look happy to see me," she quipped. Her hands found their shafts and she lightly stroked.
That got the students talking.
"Our dicks remember what you did to them last time," David frisked.
"Oh yeah?" Ava broke away and stood between them, stroking them harder. "Then I guess my nipples are hard because they remember what you did to them last time."
"Are they actually hard?" Charlie gawked.
"I don't know... You tell me."
David and Charlie glanced at each other then reached for Ava's full bra.
"Uhhh!" Ava moaned from the two different hands squeezing her firm tits. She stroked their cocks harder. "Take your shirts off."
They listened well. When the athletic boys were naked outside of their socks, Ava watched their hands go back for her tits. "Uhh, there we go."
"Your boobs are amazing!"
"Thanks. Guys tend to think my ass and pussy are even better." At least, they said that in high school.
Charlie reached for the hem of her skit. Ava swatted his hand away before leaning in to kiss him gently. "Aww. I appreciate the enthusiasm. But you haven't even talked me out of my bra yet." The dazed euphoria on Charlie's face satisfied Ava.
Reveling in the attention and touch, Ava winked at her outmatched students and lowered herself onto her knees. Without speaking a word, Ava tilted her head sideways and ran her tongue up David's girthy, throbbing cock. And then rocked the other way and did the same for Charlie's longer one. The taste of their flesh made her pussy even wetter, but their shuddering reactions made her smile.
"You should take your bra off," Charlie summoned his courage.
"Yeah," Ava looked up at his eyes. She liked how brave he thought he was being. "Why should I do that?"
Charlie swallowed. "Because we love your boobs, and we wanna touch them. They'll be hot to look at."
Behind her back, her toes curled in her heels, and her chest swelled even more. Will they? Ava reached behind her back and unceremoniously let her black lace bra fall from her tits. For the first time, the young men saw Ava's round, pink areolas and hard nipples. With a suggestive shrug, she grabbed David's cock firmly and licked Charlie's. With a gentle wink into his eyes, she plunged her head down and engulfed his cock in her mouth. Charlie grunted loudly.
Ava sucked his dick slowly. She was careful not to do it too well. They're gonna blow so easily. After spending a good minute treating Charlie to her head, she let go of David's cock and switched to blowing him. She felt each of their hands pinching her breasts. She only had to pull her head away once to give them a lesson on how to gently flick and pinch without hurting her.
Charlie was dry, but some of David's precum leaked into her mouth, and Ava moaned and hummed on his cockhead. She swirled her tongue around in a sultry fashion. There was a loud gasp. Dial it back, haha.
There was no rush. Ava felt comfortable sucking them off. Even with how horny she was, there was a fear and intimidation over two men fucking her at once - especially men this inexperienced. She also wasn't sure how well she could perform. But taking her head back between their cocks again and again was nice. She could control with her hand or mouth just how aroused they were, making sure they couldn't cum while they played with her tits and looked down at her like she was a goddess. She didn't mind.
Ava soon became lost in thought, enjoying the trance of sucking David's thick cock and hearing their heaving breathing. She felt Charlie's naked body pulling away, and his cock left her hand. Ava glanced behind her to watch Charlie go down to his knees. He was straddling her heels and calves.
"I wanna take your skirt off. Can I?"
It was unexpected and happened so quickly. Ava knew what was going to happen. She closed her eyes and didn't answer. Cautiously, she arched her back and shifted her ass back. Her skirt tightened around her body as it stretched. It was eye-opening when her butt pressed into the bare, hard cock. Ava held it there and breathed. Charlie released a long sigh. Testing it out, Ava began gyrating her hips. Her ass massaged Charlie's cock, and she turned her attention back to David. She returned to sucking David's cock while she massaged with her ass. Oh fuck. God!
Looking back at Charlie, Ava euphorically giggled. "You want me out of my skirt now?!"
"Yeah," Charlie nodded humorously.
"Yeah? Just the skirt?" Ava was skeptical.
"Well," Charlie laughed, and so did David, "the underwear, too."
"Ah..." Ava ground into his cock, making him moan, "And why would I let you do that?"
Charlie understood the game. "Because then I'll get to fuck you. And it'll be a lot of fun. We wanna see you naked."
"Well," Ava arrogantly teased both boys, "you have my permission. But I'm not going to help you." She went back to blowing David and grinding on Charlie's cock. Her pussy was screaming for action, but she loved forcing herself to wait.
The teammates looked at each other wondering what the hell to do. An aroused Ava used her hand to cup David's testicles and squeeze them while she ran her tongue along his warm cock. Fabric began to force its way over Ava's butt cheeks. Charlie was pulling her stretched skirt down. But due to her position, her skirt got stuck halfway. That didn't stop Charlie from grabbing and feeling her ass and sliding his fingers under her black thong.
Ava couldn't even imagine how wet she was going to be when Charlie finally got her naked. She could feel her nectar running down her inner thighs. David seemed to understand he needed to help. Reaching under Ava's armpits, he used his strength to lift her body. Ava's skirt fell to her knees. Then she felt Charlie pull her thong in the same way. Despite her pledge, Ava lifted each knee to allow Charlie the chance to tear the last of her clothes from her body.
"Ahhhh!" Ava muffled her moan, as she felt two fingers rub and enter her pussy.
"Your pussy is perfect! So is your ass! I don't know how I didn't notice."
"That's why I wear these skirts," Ava blushed. Her heart was racing. "This would be a good time to put your cock in me."
Ava couldn't take it any longer. Holy shit. You're actually doi- "OHHHH! FUCK!" She dug her nails into David's hips while she felt the cock slide in behind her. Her pussy lips spread easily for the long shaft. David smiled at Ava, and Ava looked up with another smile. She ground into Charlie's cock, making him gasp. He flexed into her. Before long, she was bent over and fucking his cock.
Having to get down on his knees as well, David waved his cock in front of Ava's face. With a sense of accomplishment, Ava opened her mouth and plunged her forehead onto David's stomach. The sweat from his skin met hers. A satisfied and vulnerable moan escaped Ava's lips. She was actually doing it.
The three found their rhythm. David rocked his hips in and out while holding Ava's hair back and fondling her jiggling tits. Charlie thrust his cock deep inside her pussy while he grabbed and held her ass and hips. As for Ava, she steadily bobbed back and forth, taking and releasing her lips on the erection in her hand while sensually fucking the cock with her clenching pussy lips.
Their bodies wetly smacked together, and their breathing and sweating made the air in the locked room feel steamy and moist. The sensations were more than Ava had ever imagined. She didn't know why she had waited over forty years to try such an incredibly erotic experience. "Mmm," she moaned, unable to speak.
"You're so hot, Mrs. Dawson. This feels so good."
Ava looked up at David and winked at him while sucking his cock. She felt hotter than they would ever know.
Charlie had to be getting close. He was thrusting harder and harder, throwing off the rhythm. His grunts were becoming painful. "Ahh! I'm almost there. You're gonna make me cum."
Looking up at David's black face again, Ava cocked her eyebrow, almost to ask, Should I? She then arched her back even more and fervently ground her pussy into Charlie's cock, gripping and squeezing it with her muscles. Charlie was in heaven.
Amazed and in love with his teacher, David wishfully begged, "Please, please, please do that tongue thing again."
With a roll of her eyes, Ava opened her mouth and let her lips fall to his balls. She sucked on them. It was difficult and inconsistent with her attention split on the pleasure behind her, but the surprise alone made David moan. Grinding harder into Charlie, Ava tested herself by wrapping her lips back around David's mushroom cockhead and swirling her tongue.
Ava with her eyes, and David with his eyes and mouth, smiled at each other in disbelief. You're fucking killing it! Holy shit, keep going.
When the thrusts behind her devolved into frustrated flexing, Ava knew Charlie's hips were locked. Her eyes widened. She knew he was about to cum. She knew she shouldn't, but every fiber of her being refused to let her tell him to pull out.
"I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"
Ava pulled her head away from David's lap and turned back to Charlie's strained face. "Yes! Charlie baby, fucking cum! I want you to fucking cum for me!"
Charlie grunted, almost too loudly. Ava's ass rubbed into his washboard abs. Her pussy tugged on his hot flesh. His hands sprawled onto her back as he reached his climactic finish. His testicles did the rest of the work, and a warm rush of goo surged into Ava's wet pussy.
After the initial eruption, Ava started to laugh, and the pain left Charlie's mesmerized face. He thrust again and Ava playfully worked his cock. Once he smiled at her, an energized Ava turned her attention back to David. She sucked his cock for another thirty seconds while Charlie fell out of her.
Reaching up with one arm, she pulled David's shoulder and face down to her level. She kissed him once more and then whispered into his ear, "Lie down on my desk."
"What?"
"Get up on my desk and lie down. You can touch me however you want."
David hurried to his feet. He was dizzy but staggered over to the large wooden desk. He lied down on its cool surface. Ava was weak in her knees but rose to her heels. She climbed onto the desk and straddled David's legs. Grabbing his cock and holding it in the air, she sat down, burying it in her cunt.
Steadying herself with her hands on his bulky, inflating chest, Ava wasted no time fucking his cock. The forbidden sex had been hot beyond her wildest dreams, yet she had resisted orgasming every step of the way. Now, she wanted to let go. David grunted below her. His hands found her bouncing tits and humping ass. He was making full use of her promise to let him touch her how he wanted. His lips and tongue kissed her nipples.
Ava was in paradise, knowing what she was doing and had just done. If Trey were here I'd fucking orgasm for days. Grinding on the cock below her in the way she knew how, Ava prepared for her orgasm. She shut her eyes and moaned.
She was in her backyard again. Trey, Charlie, and David were ogling her body and masturbating around her. She was admiring their cocks and making flirty glances while she bounced up and down, grinding and rubbing her on-fire pussy into the sexy cock below her.
"I'm gonna cum!"
Ava looked down to see her hands firmly grabbing Ethan's pecs. She watched her hips slide back and forth on his strong body. His face was red and strained. He was about to cum. Ava winced and moaned. She clenched and fucked as hard as she could. Sweat ran down her forehead.
"Yes! Yes! Yes! Cum for me. Cum in my fucking pussy!"
The high-pitched squeal was potent.
Ava felt the throbbing erection twitch and then fire a quick rope deep inside her followed by pumps of more cum. Ethan's balled fingers and veiny neck shaking in ecstasy made Ava throw her sweaty head back. An orgasm tore through her body.
Warm liquid squirted onto David's groin and thighs. Wave after wave splashed onto him and the desk below. Ava rolled and slid like she was about to fall off and onto the floor. Instead, she collapsed forward into David.
It was a feeling of invincibility she hadn't had for a long time.
A minute of labored breathing passed. David was nearly asleep, and his flaccid cock slipped out of her messy hole. Ava could feel both loads inside her pussy. Panic hit her over what she had just done, but it was less than usual. She knew it would fade and that she'd be happy.
Still, she crawled off of the desk. "I think it's time for you boys to leave."
"Did we do something wrong?" Charlie asked, relaxed in the corner.
Ava grinned. "Not at all. You guys did great. I just need to be alone to clean up. It's safer that way." That was only a partial lie. "And unlike that friend of yours, don't say anything to anyone. You will regret it if you do."
Despite their exhaustion, David and Charlie wandered around the room to put on their clothes. They didn't want to overstay their welcome. "Thank you!" "Yeah, really! Thank you!"
"Of course," Ava smiled and watched them leave.
What the fuck was that all about?!
********
It was another late night at school for both Ava and Ethan. Ava took a sink shower in the bathroom and spent the rest of her evening collecting her wits and watching Netflix on her work computer. Each time a gob of jizz fell out of her pussy, she knew it was likely far from the last and that it would be in her until the next day.
She knew it was reckless. Fortunately, it was fairly obvious neither of the boys had been having sex. Still, you can't do that again.
At home during the late dinner, Garret performed his normal role of starting the conversation. "So, Ethan, how was football practice?"
The question got Ava's attention as well.
"Pretty good. Nothing interesting happened. Well, except for David and Charlie being late. But they said they were meeting with mom over grades, so Coach didn't punish them too much."
Ava just played with her peas with her fork.
"Wow, you teach a lot of Ethan's teammates!" Garret made the realization about his wife's job.
Before Ava could answer, Ethan spoke up. "Yeah, there are a ton of guys from the team in my class. They all seem to like her and don't complain, so that's good."
Sitting in her silver suit, Ava hated the direction of the conversation. But she quickly perked up.
"It's probably because they have such an attractive teacher," Garret winked.
Flashing a thoughtful smile, Ava peeked at her son to see his reaction. He didn't seem put-off by the comment. He responded with a facial gesture he probably thought would go unnoticed. It seemed to say, You're probably right." Ava didn't know what to make of it.
Minutes later, as everyone was eating in peace, Ethan set his fork down and acted as if he had just remembered. "Mom, I was just curious, what's Aunt Kathy's new photography website? I haven't talked to her in a while and I'd like to see what she's been up to."
Garret and Ava were both confused. Garret was confused because this was the first he was hearing about a modeling site for his sister-in-law. And Ava didn't understand why her son wanted to bother with her sister's website.
"What modeling website?" Garret looked around the table for clarification.
Wanting to bury the lie that could cause her entire life to unravel, Ava answered, "Kathy is thinking about starting a photography business for models. So, to help her out, I just stood in front of a green screen for a few poses the other day so she could test the idea. It's really no big deal. It's just an idea in her mind that she wants to keep it secret for some reason, so I wouldn't ask her about it."
Garret looked perplexed and then shrugged. "Okay... Well, that's interesting. I hope whatever she decides, it works out for her."
With the primary issue taken care of, Ava turned to Ethan. "So, why do you want to find her site online instead of just calling her to see how she's doing?"
Crap. Ethan hesitated. He didn't think it would be difficult. He didn't plan on it not existing. "Well, uh, I want to see what she's been up to in terms of work. She takes some amazing photos and travels to some fascinating places. She can't describe a photo over the phone, haha. So, I just thought I'd check out her site and then call her. Doesn't she always say that for 'artistic integrity' she posts every photo she takes on her website - even if it's bad or of something different than usual?"
The gray suit jacket suddenly felt warm on Ava's body. She didn't know how to respond to her son. He's looking for it. Oh my god. What does he want the pictures for? Ava knew the answer. "I think she took that website down," was all she could say to her visibly disappointed son.
********
The following days were lovely. Tuesday was great. Wednesday was great. Ava was able to ignore most of her deep thoughts. Once again, it was easy to explain to herself how trying a new experience the day her son caught her sexy pic on her computer would lead to some weird thoughts creeping in during an intense moment. Ava could only enjoy knowing what she had done with two of her students. They weren't great at sex by any means, but the circumstances and their lust for her made it hotter than anything. Their stares during class didn't bother her.
Thursday was a different day.
Ava sat in her office drinking her morning coffee from the teachers lounge. She worked diligently on the curriculum change requests the school board had suggested. Just as she set down her mug, her office phone rang. The caller ID was from inside the school, and a bad feeling grew in the pit of her stomach.
"Do you have a personal vendetta against me? Or do you just hate football?"
Ava immediately recognized the voice. "Benner, what are you even talking about?" She honestly didn't.
"How come my players do well in all of their other classes, but somehow fail in yours? How is that?! Do you just hate football because you're a 'school's the only thing that's important'-prim-n-proper wannabe? Or do you just love fucking me over for some reason?!"
What the hell? Ava was repulsed by how she was being spoken to. She sifted through the loaded accusations in her mind. Your players aren't failing, only three have failed a single test. And I helped them get the grade up at great risk to myself. I love fucking you over? You've been so good to my son. "Prim and proper?" Just because I'm a professional doesn't mean I'm bougie and hate sports and athletes - Three of your players certainly know I'm not prim and proper.
"Benner, I don't even know what you're talking about. Your players are doing fine in my class."
"Oh, really?" Coach Benner was livid. "Then how come two of my players failed a test last week and seven of them failed this week?"
At this point, Ava was really confused. She didn't know where he was getting the bogus information. "Benner, how would you even know that? I don't know the grades yet! I don't get them back until tomorrow."



"I have friends all over this school, and I know for a fact that on your last test seven of my players - and only those seven students - failed your test."
Ava didn't know how to respond. She had no way of verifying his claim or if it was even true.
"You better get their grades up, Ava, or your son's playing time is gonna drop faster than his teammates' grades. Plus, I'm sure Dr. Raymond and some of the pissed off parents would love to hear about this." The coach hung up.
What... Her head was spinning. In one phone call, her professionalism was questioned, her character was questioned, her son and his future were threatened, her job was threatened, and she was tasked with solving a problem she wasn't even sure existed.
Before letting the alarms blare, Ava made her way through the school to the "Academic Integrity Office" that was mainly used just for the Scantron machine when grading tests. Inside, Ava found her mailbox and saw the stack of graded tests she hadn't planned on picking up until the end of the day.
Sure enough, there were a shocking number of failures. Hustling back to her office, Ava combed through the papers as she clacked in her heels down the empty white hallways. "Matthew. Connor. Sam. Marcus. Beth!" Ava stopped in excitement. He was wrong. Ava slipped through the other tests, oddly hoping for more non-football failures. "Carlos. Arnold. Mike." Shit.
Again in her office, Ava double and then triple-checked the grades. No, no, no. Nooooo! She threw the multiple-choice documents across the room, and it rained like confetti. Ava held her face in her hands, sobbing. Seven football players had failed... The seven players she had yet to 'make a deal' with. Trey, why? Why, Trey? Why would you fucking do this to me? Why? Every player. Well, except- Ava lifted her reddened face and quickly searched her Ethan's test. Ninety-one, she relaxed. Wouldn't that be something?
********
For the remainder of the week, Ava had kept her cool. She was processing, thinking. It was when she returned to work on Monday that she had the solution to Coach Benner's demand.
As students made their way into the classroom for the final period, Trey walked in and made his normal route into Mrs. Dawson's office, only to find a text document on the screen rather than an image.
Waiting for him to mope out of the office, Ava shrugged, "You couldn't keep quiet."
The star wide receiver hung his head. He knew what he had done. He joined the rest of the seated students.
"Well, I know we normally do this at the end, but I have to say, I was disappointed in some of the test grades I saw. They were the lowest I've ever seen." The failures sneaked glances at each other, proud of what they had done. "So," Ava continued, "I think it's only fair for me to give you an open-book retake of the exam. This will be your only opportunity to help your grade. There is nothing else you can do to get it up."
The seven athletes in question were disappointed. They clearly believed they had an ironclad path to their teacher's pussy. They were mistaken. It was one thing to pretend you failed a test. It's another thing to pretend you can't pass the same test when having the book right in front of you.
"Isn't this unfair to those of us who got perfect scores the first time?" Cara called out the grave injustice. Every other student groaned at her.
"No, Cara," Ava sighed, "this test is for everyone and not just those who failed. I'm taking your highest score. If you're happy with your first grade then suggest you just write your name on the test, hand it in, then take a free period to do other work."
The blank answer sheets were handed out and the students got to work. Half of the class simply wrote their names on the test and handed it in, including Ethan. Some of the football players who had failed the first test were now miraculously breezing through it, hardly looking at their books.
"What an amazing turnaround, Sam," Ava wryly smiled at the offensive lineman when he handed in his test after merely fifteen minutes. As the class was past the half-way mark, Ava left her desk to wander about and check on the students' progress. All but a few had turned in their tests.
Ava noticed how Cara was checking her work. She took it all over again just to get another hundred. Jesus Christ! Weaving her way through the parted lab tables in her black suit, Ava arrived at the back of the classroom. Then, as she angled her eyes from desktop to desktop, something caught her attention.
Seated at a rear lab table, nestled in the corner against the painted brick wall, huddling over his desk and wrapping his arms around a paper, was Arnold. His face was parallel to the table, and he seemed to be focused and detailed.
Knowing he had no clue that she was lurking behind him, Ava softly approached him in her heels. He was sketching with his pencil. Arnold jolted when her fingers tapped his shoulder. The paper slid under the table onto his lap where it was covered by his hooded sweatshirt.
He looked up at Mrs. Dawson as if his life was in her hands. Ava didn't need her reading glasses to see the fear in his eyes.
"What are you drawing, Mr. Sherman?" The entire class stopped and turned around to watch their classmate be embarrassed by the teacher.
"I uh... uh..."
"Give it to me, Arnold!" Ava held out of her hand.
His puffy cheeks were bright red. "No! I'll stop drawing. I'll-"
"I won't ask again!"
The limber football player, with dark brown hair, winced and looked down as he slid the paper under the desk to his teacher. The paper rattled in his shaking hand. The class watched in anticipation, secretly hoping it would be something to get him in trouble. Students in the front stood up to catch a glimpse of the paper. Ava shielded it from the prying eyes and she inspected the sketch.
Wooooooah...
Her jaw literally dropped. The printer paper was the canvas for a pornographic drawing - a well-done one at that. The shading, linework, and detail weren't mindblowing, but it was impressive for a highschooler.
But it wasn't the artistic quality that caused Ava's mouth to go dry. It was what the sketch depicted. The center of the paper was dominated by a front-facing woman in her early thirties, and she was nude. Her lips were open, and liquid dripped from her mouth to her large chest, which seemed to be bouncing. With her arm reaching behind her head, she gripped a cock in her hand, as another darkly-shaded cock dangled near her open mouth. Below her, coming from the foreground of the page, were two muscular thighs. In between the thighs were two giant balls and a big cock, which was cut off by the pussy engulfing it.
The image was personal to Arnold, but upon studying the woman's face, it soon became personal to Ava. Wait... That has to be. Arnold may have been flattering with her age and figure, but the shape of her face, the light hair bun, and the square reading glasses were unmistakable.
When Ava looked up from the paper, the whole class was looking at her, waiting on a reaction. "Mr. Sherman," Ava swallowed. The student sunk into his chair and wished for his life to end. "Do you think it's appropriate to draw pictures of Dr. Raymond with dreadlocks and smoking what I can only imagine is something he shouldn't be?"
The entire class lost it. Arnold looked up at Ava as if he had just witnessed divine intervention. Once the laughter died down, Mrs. Dawson continued, "This is serious, Arnold. See me after class."
The students teased Arnold for getting in trouble. Ava rolled the paper and slid it into her jacket pocket.
********
Immediately after the bell, Ava retreated into her office. She placed the stack of finished tests on her desk.
"What Trey said was fucking bullshit. He was gaslighting us. We were idiots for listening." The muffled voice seeped into Ava's office. She approached the door leading to the hallway and pressed her ear to the wood.
Right on the other side, a group of football players were cursing their teammate. The anger and rage bubbled until the moment Ava heard a familiar voice. "What's up, guys?" The players all went silent and said hello. That's Ethan. She was praying he wouldn't know what his teammates were just discussing.
"We're not talking about anything that concerns you. So, why don't you prance off to practice and we'll meet you there."
Ava bit her thumb in rage from how Carlos was speaking to her son. She couldn't do anything about it. The other players certainly weren't laughing along, but it was convenient for them for Ethan to get away, so they were voiceless.
When Ava returned to her desk she had half a mind to "misplace" Carlos's exam and make him live with his failing grade. But she knew she could never get away with that. The commotion outside had made her forget all about Arnold, who was knocking lightly on her classroom office door. Ava opened it up to find him slouching against the brick wall.
"You can come in now, Mr. Sherman."
His eyes didn't leave the floor as he trudged in and sat down in one of the wooden chairs. Ava took her seat and pulled the drawing out of the inside breast pocket of her suit. The paper unrolled on the desk. "Are you going to look at me, Arnold?"
The student was red and on the verge of tears.
Ava softened her tone. "Arnold, we need to talk about this."
"Please," he puffed, "just tell Dr. Raymond about it already. I know he's gonna suspend me. So, I just want to get it over with."
He's freaking out. Ava understood why. "I certainly plan on telling him I caught you drawing porn in class," she informed him. She relaxed her tone further, hoping he'd calm down. "However, whether or not I tell him what it was of or not - that depends on if you cooperate."
Arnold seemed surprised. He lowered his hands. "You're- You're not going to give him the drawing?"
"No, not if you are perfectly honest with me. I am very good at knowing when a student is lying. I've been a teacher for a long time. And if I even think you're being dishonest with me, then I am delivering this to his office," Ava promised.
In the doomsday scenario, there was now at least some light for the student. "What do you want me to tell you?"
Ava rotated the sketch paper so it faced Arnold. "I want you to tell me what this drawing is of, exactly."
"I- I don't- Are you sure you want me to do that? It's just- I don't think I can." He stared into Ava's serious face.
"Arnold, whether you cooperate or not, I will tell Dr. Raymond about you drawing porn. If you choose to lie to me or avoid talking to me about it, I will hand this to him. But if you tell me the truth and the whole truth, maybe I'll just tell Dr. Raymond that you were doodling some private parts, and you'll probably end up with a detention."
The football team's punter still looked torn and tormented.
This wasn't another fun game Ava. It was hard to see him so upset and frightened. And her investigation was important. She needed to know exactly what was going on in the drawing and what inspired it. Why would he think of her doing that particular activity? What are players on the team saying?
"Listen, Arnold, I don't care how awkward you think it is to tell me what's in this. I promise I don't care. It can be the freakiest, most embarrassing thought, and I promise you that as long as you are honest with me I won't care."
The student weighed his options. Ava assuringly looked at him. "Well," Arnold sighed, "I guess it can't get any worse..."
Ava smiled encouragingly and asked her first question. "So, what is this picture of? What am I looking at?"
Arnold huffed and muttered. "It's an orgy."
The response was quick and honest. Knowing her reaction could determine whether he'd recoil or open up, Ava nodded understandingly. "I see. So, how many people are in this orgy?"
"Why do you want to know this stuff, Mrs. Dawson?" Arnold had a legitimate question.
"Because I need to understand what you were drawing in my classroom. As I said, I'm judging you for your answers. I know people have private thoughts."
"Four people," Arnold uttered. "Just four. Just three men and the one woman."
"Okay, I can see that here. So, most of the focus seems to be on the woman. Who is the woman?"
Arnold's eyes went back down to his feet.
"Mr. Sherman, we talked about this."
He lifted his head back up but looked off into the distance. "You." His eyes watered.
I knew it. It had to be. Examining the sketch again, Ava had to admit she was pleased by how gorgeous and sexy she appeared. "I had a feeling it was," she nodded. "So, the question is, what was the reason you imagined me in an orgy?"
"Because I've heard some stories. I know they aren't true now though," he blurted out.
"What?! What types of stories?" she played dumb. There was no point in adding credence to Trey's words.
"Oh god," Arnold covered his face with his sleeves. "I- I heard a rumor that you had had sex with two guys from the team at once, and maybe one more. So, that made me imagine what I drew. I'm sorry! It was just a stupid thought. I wasn't thinking at all."
It wasn't just Trey who blabbed! Charlie and David talked, too! Fuck. She was furious, but Ava knew the blame lied with her. She was the one who was stupid enough to think she could fuck eighteen and nineteen-year-old boys and expect them not to brag to their closest friends about it. She was lucky it was as contained as it was. Ava remembered what she did with Charlie and David. She remembered how she ground into his cock and told him to cum. She remembered winking at David and surprising him by licking his balls. I spoiled them. I should be glad they didn't shout it from the rooftops.
Ava's attention turned back to the drawing. She studied the details of the pencil work. She wondered if she had looked like that while riding David.
"Okay. So, rumors aside, why am I depicted like this?" The student was quiet, and Ava looked at the way her face was drawn. She did look beautiful. "For example, why is my mouth open? And what is that all over my lips?" Under her desk, the toe of Ava's heel traced the back of her other leg.
Arnold stayed silent until Ava glared at him expectantly. "You just- Well, you had that, um, penis in your mouth. And that liquid is, uh, the semen from it."
In layman's terms, Ava clarified, "So, I was blowing that cock, it came in or on my mouth, and that's the cum on my chin?"
The student's eyes widened from the unexpected language. "Umm, yes." He was stunned.
It was hard for Ava not to laugh. She didn't know why men get flustered so easily. How? It's his drawing. "Okay," Ava nodded. "So, whose cock is that then? The one that was in my mouth?"
"Well, that's, uh- That's Trey's."
The darkly-shaded penis looked familiar to Ava. Upon closer study, it looked near identical to how she remembered it in real life. How did he get it this detailed?! "Arnold, when you sketched Trey's cock, did you guess as to what it looked like... or what?"
Arnold's forehead was glistening. He shifted in his seat. "To be honest, in the locker room we shower naked, and I've seen what their things look like. But not in a gay way, I swear!" he promised. "It's just, like, curiosity. You know?"
At that point, Ava had to chuckle. She assured her embarrassed student, "I'm not laughing at you. I understand what you mean. I wouldn't have thought that anyway." Moving on, she pointed back down to the paper to the dick inside her. "I have a feeling who this member belongs to. But whose is this?" She slid her finger to the background where her arm was masturbating a cock.
"Mine."
That caught Ava off guard. "The one in back is you?"
"Yeah."
"Then whose dick am I riding in this?"
Even more so than last time, Arnold folded his arms and clammed up.
"Arnold! Answer my question."
"You're gonna think I'm weird."
"Believe me, that's impossible."
"I don't even know why I thought of it. I just-"
"Just tell me, Arnold!" Ava commanded.
"It's Ethan's! It's Ethan's okay!" The skinny student buried his head in his hands and hid.
Excuse me? Lifting the drawing from the desk, Ava held it close to her face. She saw the shading in the moisture and juice that slid down from her labia onto her son's erect cock. It was wide and round, and the testicles were massive. That's an accurate drawing? She didn't know how long it was, but it had a powerful base, and her illustrated persona seemed to be riding it happily.
Ava became aware of the wetness in her thong. It had probably started when Arnold began describing the image. But there was more now. Fuck, wow. There was no point in denying it, the porn was hot. Her focus was broken by Arnold's voice.
"So, are you going to give it to Dr. Raymond? I just wanna know how much trouble I'm gonna be in."
"Trouble?" Ava replied as if Arnold was insane. "I'm not giving this to Dr. Raymond and you are not in trouble. Don't do it in class again. But you're not in trouble."
"Seriously?!" Arnold sprang to life. "Why not?"
Admiring the sketch, Ava searched for a reason. "I don't know, other than you drew a picture of me, and you made me look absolutely beautiful in it. You weren't disrespecting me, you were flattering me. I can't believe you spent the time to draw me this way!"
The shock at the turn of events was written on Arnold's dumbfounded face. "You're not telling on me?! If you like it, then keep it. It's yours!"
"Thank you, but I can't take it," Ava smiled. "You spent so much time on it. You probably aren't even finished." She wasn't sure if Arnold was more stupefied over her decision not to punish him or the fact that she basically confirmed that the rumors about her were true.
"You don't need to thank me. If you like it, I want you to have it. Thanks so much for not getting me in trouble."
Ava looked at the drawing again and smiled brightly. "Well, thank you for the gift then." Ever since her three-way, Ava had been reminiscing of the sensations she experienced and how hot she felt being taken by the two young men. And unexpectedly, a student had just hand-delivered her a fantasy that brought out all of those swirling thoughts along with many new ones. Her skin warm and her throat tightened, Ava said Fuck it and quickly locked the doors to her office.
"What are you doing, Mrs. Dawson?"
Without answering, Ava straddled him in his chair, pulled up the hem of her skirt, and sat down on his quads.
"Oh my god. Are we?"
"Yes," Ava wildly chuckled and let her hair down. Her brain was a steaming, swirling fog. She wasn't turned on by Arnold. But she was suddenly insatiably horny, and she needed to feel a lusting young man fuck her again. She was going crazy, and Arnold had been the one lucky enough to trigger her.
After a sexy kiss, Ava started a rough lap dance, trying to get him hard. It took only seconds, but Ava rubbed in deeper and deeper. "Next time you draw me naked at home, you're gonna know every detail."
Arnold gasped in joy. Hastily, Ava told him to stand up and pulled his jeans down his legs. His cock was in her hand quickly and was being stroked. With her other hand, she unbuttoned her shirt and unhooked her bra. Ava loved the infatuated trance caused by her bare breasts when she finally let her shirt fall and got on her knees.
He's definitely a virgin. Ava pumped his cock. He was speechless and was only gasping and moaning. She took it upon herself to place his hands on her boobs. Seeing his erection, Ava leaned in and devoured the horny cock.




After a deep blow, Ava pulled her head back and focused on massaging her tongue on the tip. Her brown eyes locked onto his. Ava stared powerfully up at him while her mind drifted back to what he did to make her so aroused. She couldn't unsee the image. She couldn't forget how beautiful, confident, free, and sexy she looked bucking up and down on the gorgeous cock. Her pussy had been so wet. She loved the way it dripped down the shaft and onto the large balls.
Her fingers slid under her skirt and thong. She moaned. Swirling her tongue and sucking like a vacuum, Ava was barely paying attention to how sensual and erotic the blowjob was. After less than a minute, she coughed and choked. Her eyes flashed open and she realized what was going on. Her head was being held in by a hand. She closed her eyes and let Arnold finish blowing his load.
When his hand left her head, she pulled away. Arnold was looking down at her, his face blotchy from the orgasm and his embarrassment from being so quick. Ava, though, was masturbating furiously, staring into his cock and tasting the creamy, strong-scented load on her tongue. "Ahh! Ahhhh!" she gasped for air. She felt her hips lock and juice drip from her pussy as she orgasmed.
With a gulp, the load in her mouth disappeared, and she was able to inhale deeply to catch her breath. Wow, wow, wow...
It took a minute, but Ava reoriented herself. Well, that was fast, haha. She didn't know how the urge had come over her so swiftly and intensely.
"Sorry, I guess I was really excited."
Arnold looked even more ashamed than he did during the interrogation. Not wanting to destroy her student's self-confidence, Ava put on a smile. "Don't worry. I take it as a compliment. Ahh. And it's not your fault. I can't remember the last time someone made me horny enough to suck his cock that well."
The teenager's shame was replaced with a humbled sense of pride. "I knew it was true," he shook his head.
"Did you?" Ava challenged. "Well, I'm hoping that since I was generous enough not to get you in trouble, you will be generous enough not to tell anyone about this..." She knew she had been too trusting before, but she was cautiously optimistic about Arnold.
"No, no! I won't tell anyone. I don't think they'd believe the story, haha."
Good point. "Alright," Ava buttoned up, "I'm going to freshen up a bit. You should be getting to practice."
"Yes, ma'am," Arnold nodded.
"'Mrs. Dawson,' is fine, haha."
"Okay!" Arnold said bye and energetically left the office. Ava sat down against the front of her desk and reached behind her for the sketch. Huh. Finally. It occurred to her that she no longer felt the post-orgasm wave of panic.
********
The sun set before 5 pm on the autumn day. Ava did some more distracted work at her desk. The faint taste of her student's cum was in her mouth even after rinsing multiple times. I need coffee. The convenient part about blowing Arnold to completion was that there was no cleanup. The downside was she had to wipe the inside of her skirt down before it was dry and clean enough to wear again.
After turning off her computer, Ava placed the tests in a yellow folder and hid her new favorite art piece inside as well. Walking down the empty hallway, Ava opened the folder to study the drawing again. It was impossible not to think about. Is his dick really that big? His balls look huge, no wonder it's leaking that much. Whether it was her imagination or the artistic truth, in Ava's drawn face she seemed to have a command of Ethan's cock, like she had ridden it plenty of times before. You're in reverse cowgirl, he'd probably just be touching your butt the whole time, haha. No wonder he's-
BOOOOM!!!
Ava's vision was haywire and her body jolted with force. Out of control, she staggered sideways and reached her arms out to brace her fall. When Ava landed on the flooring tile, she looked around at her scattered papers spread across the hallway.
Apologetically reaching a hand out was the staff-member who had jogged into her. His silhouette was cast in the fluorescent ceiling lights. His height and build were medium, he was in a baggy blue sweatshirt, matching blue slacks, and a ball cap.
Ava recognized the stern, hardened face immediately.
"You okay, Ava?"
"Yeah."
"What were you doing walking on this side of the hallway? You walk on your right." Coach Benner helped her from the ground, but he wanted to make sure she felt responsible for her fall.
"Oh shoot!" The blonde teacher got back down on her knees and hurriedly gathered the papers into a pile. The football coach squatted down to help her. She knew there was an incriminating image somewhere on the ground. "Oh, you don't need to help me. I-"
It was too late. The graying man's eyebrows raised on his forehead as he slowly stood. He held the only letter-sized sheet of paper from the folder. Ava's heart was in her stomach.
Coach Benner looked at Ava and then back at the paper, and then back at Ava. "What the hell is this?"
"I uh. Ummm-"
"Woah, wait a minute! I know these little pictures, this- this type of drawing. This is Arnold Sherman's. He has these hanging in his locker in the locker room," Benner nodded at his assessment. "Why the hell do you have one looking like this?!"
There was every reason to be frightened. Ava certainly felt dread. But she just knew she could wriggle out of it. "You're right, it is. I caught him drawing that in class. I was going to take it to Dr. Raymond."
"Oh, you just love fucking over my players, don't you? If they ever do something like this, you see me first, understand?" He spoke to Ava as if she was one of the players who had disobeyed orders.
Ava nodded her head in agreement. Benner's piercing eyes softened. He bought it. You're okay. But then, she saw his mind churning and surveying his surroundings.
"Hold on. Dr. Raymond's office is down there." He pointed back down the hallway from where Ava came. "You're not taking this to his office. What the hell is going on, Ava?! And don't BS me."
Umm... He... She was trapped by the inscrutable man. Her air of invincibility had vanished. Ava's mouth was dry and her windpipe shut.
"Oh my god!" Benner lifted his cap and rubbed his buzz cut in disbelief. "You're doing something with Arnold!" he whispered.
Ava shook her head profusely, her face colorless.
"Yes, you are!" Benner checked the drawing again. "And by the looks of it, it's more than just him. Oh my god!" He could hardly wrap his mind around it. "I don't know what sick things you've been doing, you pervert, but I fucking caught you!"
"No. There- "
"Yeah..." A smug, satisfied grin swept across the coach's face. "I got you now. You thought you could fuck over my players. You thought you were so clever tanking their grades. You were such a snooty bitch about it. You thought you'd get away with it. I knew something was fishy. I don't know how their grades are related to your perverted shit, but I know something's up."
"No, I swear, please!" Ava was on her knees crying in the hallway.
"It's too late, Dawson. Just because your husband's got money and you got blonde hair and big tits, that doesn't mean you can get away with everything in life."
Ava didn't know where he was coming up with this persona of her. "Damian, please."
"You're up to something, and I just happened to be on my way to an athletic department meeting. And I believe a certain Dr. Raymond will be there... I'm sure he'll find all of this to be fascinating." With a hearty laugh at his stroke of luck, Benner walked away.
But a hand gripped his ankle. With mascara running down her face, her figure disheveled on the floor, Ava pleaded, "Please, Damian. You have it all wrong. Please just please let me explain first. I'll tell you everything, no lies, I swear!"
Damian Benner was not a sentimental man. He wasn't an overtly caring man. But he was a man. And that gave him some level of sympathy for the crying woman on the ground. It also piqued his curiosity to learn what exactly was going on. The moment the drawing was in Dr. Raymond's hands, the investigation would be private, and he'd likely never find out what exactly was taking place. Plus, the lewd drawing of Ava somehow made him respect her more.
"Well, I obviously misjudged you already," he sighed. "Fine. Why don't you tell me what's going on?"
Ava was thankful for the opportunity.
********
At the corner table of the empty teachers lounge, the two employees sat across from each other. Ava sipped hot tea and began to tell her story. She had no plan and no excuse. She didn't need to remind herself what she was likely going to lose - what community embarrassment and shame she was going to suffer. It would make the Tatiana Wilson scandal seem like a blip. Maybe she was numbed by all of that, but her mind was relatively at peace.
"I guess it all started with the Tatiana ordeal." Ava confessed everything. She did it to help Benner understand so that maybe he'd show mercy. But she mainly did it to share her burden and sort through her mind.
The conversation was long. Benner repeatedly got up from the table to pace around the lounge, trying to digest the unbelievable stories. He asked questions, and Ava provided him the detailed accounts. There was no point in hiding.
She told him about her initial interaction with Trey and the deal she made with him. She told him about the modeling photos and her relationship with her husband. She told him about Charlie and David and the turnovers. Benner looked surprised to find out his players failed their tests on purpose and about how Ava reacted to Arnold's drawing.
After what felt like an hour, Ava said, "Well, I think that's everything."
Ava could see that Benner was still in shock. She could see his mind still going over her story. "Well?"
Benner calmly looked into her eyes. "Fuck me."
"What?" Ava shook her head. "What about Dr. Raymond? What do you mean?"
"I'd rather you fuck me, haha." Benner was giddy. He showed off his pragmatic mind. "Not only was that the sexiest story I've ever heard, but you've been making my team unbeatable, haha. Why on God's green earth would I stop you from helping my team win in the playoffs? And why would I throw away an opportunity to fuck your pussy. You and I both know you'll let me do it!"
Thank god. A wave of relief washed over Ava. She was saved. The outcome was unexpected. He'd rather fuck me. I thought he hated me? Ava then realized his hatred probably stemmed from not being able to have her. Even the feelings she shared about seeing her son's dick in Arnold's drawing didn't seem to scare him off. He was horny, and he wanted her.
"Well... What do you say?"
"Is this going to be one of those things where you fuck me, and then still blackmail me into doing it over and over?"
"No." Benner looked offended at the attack on his ethics. "Here," he handed her the drawing. "It's yours. I just want us to fuck."
"Smart man," Ava breathed. "You can take me, but we should probably get out of the building. The janitors will be out roaming the halls soon."
Benner went blank. "Wait. You wanna do it right now?"
It had to happen at some point. Benner was hard, and Ava still felt unsatisfied over not being fucked by Arnold earlier when she expected it. But mainly, the sooner it was done and settled, the better. "Why not? Don't tell me you're intimidated."
********
This is the latest I've been out all year, Ava thought, feeling Benner's cock slide in and out of her in the dark. The cold autumn air did feel good on her bare skin. The sex was decent and felt good. But it would've felt better if she had more of a choice. And compared to the salacious and naughty feeling of fucking a young athlete in her office, it was impossible to match. Nonetheless, it was pleasurable.
"Ahh fuck! You're so fucking hot!" Benner whispered in her ear. His hands held her ribs from underneath her unbuttoned dress shirt. His dad bod hit her back while he thrust in and out, panting, and pushing her into the big, red tackling dummy attached to the metal sled on the isolated practice field.
"I feel fucking hot," Ava cooed. "Faking" was a harsh term, but exaggerating and making Benner feel fully satisfied was the best way to ensure he wouldn't turn on her later. "Ahhh! Right there! Yes!"
The grunts behind her were steady. Her high-pitched moans and pleas made Benner believe he was having the performance of his life. "Ahhh! Ohhh godddd! Fuck me! I want it so fucking bad!"
"Yeah? I know you want it, you dirty slut," Benner grittily responded. "I bet your husband never fucks you like this!"
"Oh god, Damian baby, you know he doesn't! I'm such a slut." She entertained his kink.
The fapping noises got louder with Benner's increased stroke rate. "I love it. You're so fucking dirty. You kept a drawing of your son's dick in your pussy. You're one perverted little slut, aren't you?"
Ava's mouth was open. Her face was pressed into the red vinyl. She couldn't believe Benner was getting off on that. "Ahh. You like that I'm a perverted slut?" She felt his hand smack her round ass.
"You know I do. Aghhh! You're not so perfect, are you? 'Ms. Prim and Proper' is really a perverted, twisted mom, huh? You liked looking at your son's cock, didn't you?"
Ava ground her hips back. "Mmm. How'd you know? It's big. I couldn't help it."
"Uhhhh!" Benner fucked harder and growled in her ear. "Think he's bigger than your husband?"
"Yeahhh," Ava moaned. She then smirked and glanced back. "He's bigger than you, too."
Benner laughed and smiled while he took her from behind. "You know what I think?"
"What? Ahh."
"I think you don't just wanna look at his cock. I think you wanna fuck him."
"Yeah?" Her back arched, and Ava bit her lip. "You think I wanna fuck Ethan like this?"
"Ohh! Ohhhh!" Benner gasped from the intense gyrations and bucking in Ava's hips while her pussy gripped his throbbing cock. "Fuck! No, I think you wanna ride him like you are in the drawing."
"Oh yeah?" Ava gasped. "You think I wanna bounce on his cock like that? You think I want him fucking my pussy like that? Ahhh. You have no fucking clue what I'm capable of doing to his dick. He'd be begging me to finish him off."
Benner's hand grabbed her throat and Ava knew he was close. She had no idea what she was saying. She could barely think straight. She was just fucking as hard as she could.
"Oh, fuck, Ava! You're so fucking hot. I want you to finish me off. Finish me off like you'd finish off Ethan." There was a chuckle in his dire grunt.
Ava felt the moisture in the back of her shirt. Her forehead was dripping sweat from her hairline, and her face was sticking to the nylon tackling dummy. He has a condom on. You can let him. But a hotter and funnier idea entered her mind. "Nah ah. You're gonna get it like he'd get it."
"Why not? Uhhh. Why can't you? I wanna feel it."
Turning the corner of her head into his, Ava breathed and bit her lip. "Because if I pinned your arms back on the ground and madeout with you while I fucked and humped the soul out of your cock until I begged you to fill my pussy with your cum, you'd never leave me alone again."
Suddenly throwing Benner off of her, Ava spun around and got down on her knees. With a cheeky, wild grin, she slid her fingers into her aching pussy lips and used her other hand to tug the beige condom off of Benner's erection. Watching his stunned reaction, Ava masturbated both of them to completion, causing him to ejaculate on her tits while she euphorically gasped from her orgasm.
"Ahhh. Ahhh," Ava breathed. What the hell was I just saying. She wasn't angry or freaked out. She was smiling peculiarly at herself, feeling naughty.
Benner recovered from his trip to paradise. "That was something. Whew!"
"It was," Ava chuckled. "A very successful transaction."
"Absolutely. You were much dirtier than I expected."
"Yeah... Uh, maybe we also forget what was said during it? I know from experience that you might ignore Ethan or treat him differently. I'm not accusing you. I know you wouldn't do it on purpose. But, it's natural. I love watching him play. I don't want anything to change."
Benner nodded at the mother's concerns. He certainly wanted to make her happy. "Maybe the best thing to do would be to give him some extra playing time in the championship game this weekend then."
Ava wasn't going to argue. "Well, thanks for not ratting on me." She assembled her outfit.
"No, thank you! I'm glad I caught you red-handed."
"Haha. Well, I should get going." Ava smiled and started the walk back to the school.
"Hey, Ava!"
She turned back to see Benner standing shirtless, his chest heaving. "Me, The team, The school, Your son, I assume you, too - We all like how we've been playing lately. Please keep doing what you've been doing."
The biology teacher left with something to think about, in addition to Ethan.
********
The clock on the oven read 8:32 pm when Ava returned home from work.
"There she is!" Garret greeted her.
"Sorry I'm late. Thanks for making dinner. I'll just heat it up and eat it in the study. I have work to do. This day never ends." She hugged her husband and then went to the fridge.
Upstairs in the study, which was just a small room with a computer and a bookshelf, Ava picked at her food. It had been a day where her career, her marriage, and her reputation flashed before her eyes. It had been a day of unexpected twists that would have sounded unbelievable if she had been told about it before the day started.
The desire to keep lying to herself was gone. Ava no longer wanted or felt the need to pretend that her thoughts and feelings toward Ethan were just silly and playful. She had changed. Life could come crashing down at any moment, and she needed to be more open with herself about who she was and what made her happy.
After an accepting sigh, Ava reached into her briefcase and pulled out a metal thumb drive. She plugged it into the computer and opened the file. All of the risque photos she had taken for trey appeared on her screen. That feels like forever ago.
She was tired, but she wanted to do it now, while the feeling was fresh. Adjusting her glasses, Ava signed up for Wix and found an easy website template for photo galleries. She uploaded all of the photos from the thumb drive, typed in the name of her sister's made-up business in the header, and published the website. The free domain name was a string of characters, but Ava password-protected it anyway. Alright, it's done. Classic rock sounded through Ethan's door as Ava approached. Her lack of nerves surprised her. She only felt a tingle of excitement.
"What is it?" Ethan responded to the knock.
"It's me, can you open up for a second."
There were a few footsteps and then Ethan opened the bedroom door. Holy fuck... Ava did not expect that. His face was drained but pleasant. But it was his naked body wrapped only in a towel around his waist that made Ava swallow.
He had to have eaten dinner right after weightlifting and only just showered. "What's up, Mom?"
It took Ava a moment. Her eyes traced each block of muscle that formed his six-pack, and she eyed the diagonal lines heading down to his covered groin. The swell in his chest signaled that he had been bench-pressing. She wanted him to drop the towel. She had to know if he was as big as his teammate had drawn him.
Fuck. He'd look even sexier with a tattoo... Maybe I'll get him one as a graduation gift? One of those 'Mom' ones with the heart, haha.
"Mom?"
"Oh. Sorry, lost in thought. It was a long day."



"Oh, sorry to hear that. Do you wanna talk about it?"
"Thank you for asking," she blushed. He's such a good kid. Ava found herself flustered. "But not now. I wanted to tell you- You remember a few days ago when you asked for Aunt Kathy's photo website?"
Ethan's dirty-blonde head nodded with intrigue.
"Well, I still don't know that site. But she told me that she set up a new site for just her new modeling venture. It seems like just a placeholder site based on the random name. Anyway, she sent it to me. And she's very hush-hush about it and sent it to me in confidence, so please don't mention it to anyone else. This is it."
A surprised Ethan reached out for the pink Post-It where his mom had written the website and password. His other hand adjusted the position of the towel. Ava prayed under her breath that it would fall.
"Thanks, Mom! Is this website all of her new, official photos?" He seemed thankful but not enthused.
"No, it's- She's still only taking practice photos I think. Like, all the ones I'm in are on it. I don't even know who or what is in her other galleries, or even if there are any more galleries besides mine. I haven't looked at it closely."
Ethan held the square of paper like the Holy Grail. Ava could see in his eyes what he was going to do with her photos. She felt a wonderful rush. With everything that had happened throughout the day, Ava knew - at least, she wanted to believe so - that the universe was somehow telling her to go for what she wanted. If her son greeting her at his door with his sexy upper body and the scent of bath soap wafting off of it into her nose wasn't a sign, then nothing was.
********
Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday were three of the oddest yet most enjoyable days of Ava's life. Nothing major happened in her life, but she simply felt... good. In a surprise to her students, she announced on Tuesday that the test for the week was canceled in celebration of the football team making the finals. Except for Cara, everyone was elated. On Wednesday, she led a lab day in all of the classes, which she loved doing. And Thursday was relaxing and an easy day where Ava returned the curriculum change forms.
The cause of her good mood was two-fold. The first reason was that the entire school was in a good mood about the championship game, and Ava was letting her mind run free with her thoughts and ideas about Coach Benner's plea to help the team. The larger reason was that ever since she gave Ethan the log in to view her modeling photos online, he couldn't take his eyes off of her.
Ava couldn't remember any man being so infatuated and staring at her with as much love and lust in his eyes as Ethan. She felt his eyes on her everywhere in the room she walked during class. And at home, he was smiling widely the moment she entered the same room. She couldn't stop masturbating to the photo she had taken of the drawing and thinking about how many times a day Ethan was masturbating to her while she masturbated to him.
********
Over dinner Thursday evening, Garret and Ethan could not stop talking about the game coming up on Saturday. They talked about how the teams compared, if Ethan thought the team was ready, and what the plans were for the last practice.
Ava was late to dinner - not because she was staying late at work, but because she had been busy with an errand. Her relentless curiosity finally got the better of her, and Ava told Garret she was "going to the bathroom" before dinner. Instead, she was in Ethan's darkened bedroom crawling on her hands and knees.
Feeling around silently in his trash bin in the dark room, Ava ran her hand through a pile of crumpled tissues. Many were hardened and dried into balls. When her hand touched something wet, she snapped her hand out on impulse. Then, she lowered it back in and retrieved the gooey wad of tissue.
The odor was unmistakable. He literally just did this... Ava's heart fluttered. She hoped he was doing it to her photos. The liquid-filled ball started to ooze from the light pressure of her cradling hand. She shuddered from her son's cum sticking to her finger. Suddenly, Ava was fighting the urge to touch her tongue to the stringy cum. Fuck. Don't do it. Instead, her other hand found her glistening mound, and she buried her nose into her hand, inhaling the fresh, alkaline scent.
Getting a hold of reality, Ava knew she was close to the point where she would be able to stop until she made herself cum. And that would be too risky. Forcing herself to pull her head away, Ava dropped the tissue back into the trash bin and closed the lid. She went to the bathroom to wash her hands and get ready for dinner.
Looking at herself in the mirror, Ava wondered how her life had led her to this position. But she was confident in her new decision, and she was also confident that she had just made another.
********
In the sixteen years that Ava had been teaching at Hillside, without fail, she had always dressed in suits. The school required professional dress (not quite to Ava's level) every day, except for one day a week.
Given all of the changes and new epiphanies in Ava's life, she decided to finally see what it was like to acknowledge Central Hillside's Casual Friday.
"Are you calling in sick today?" was all a puzzled Garret asked upon seeing Ava walk down the stairs in a purple, V-neck sweater. She had a white camisole underneath along with faded blue jeans and casual heels.
"Nope, Casual Friday!" Ava had a hop in her step. Her bun was slightly messy instead of the rigid bulb it usually was.
As she bent down in front of the fridge to take out the oat milk, Ethan and Garret both noticed how her jeans snuggly fit the contours of her butt cheeks. When she bent back up and turned around, the men at the breakfast table noticed another welcoming sight. The soft purple sweater and low-cut undershirt showed off some, but not an inappropriate amount of cleavage. And the purple cashmere gave a better indication of how large Ava's boobs actually were.
"I think you look good in casual dress, Mom." Ethan was the first to compliment.
The bubbly mom was sent into an even better mood. She checked out her son's polo and how the short sleeves showed off his biceps. "Thank you, Ethan. You're lookin' good yourself."
If only you knew what I did last night...
********
The school day was finally nearing its end. In her earlier classes, Ava had drawn curious looks. Some students didn't seem to recognize her at first. In her AP Bio class, though, she was much more perceptive of the student reactions.
Unsurprisingly, the men, for some reason, took more interest in her change in attire. They spent the class completing an easy worksheet. While Ava walked around, feeling good about herself, she enjoyed seeing the boys' ears turn bright red. Ethan was as entranced as usual, and Trey looked frustrated. He's probably kicking himself for screwing up his sweet gig.
The clock ticked closer to the final bell. Ava could hardly contain her eagerness. Finally, the final Friday bell, the sweetest sound the students heard all week, sounded over the speaker.
"Hold up! Hold up!" Mrs. Dawson waved her arms to stop the stampeding horde. There was a universal groan. "Would everyone who did poorly on the first version of the last exam, except for those who I have already met in my office this week, please see me after class?"
After the announcement, the class hurried into the hallway before they could be held up again. Only six students were remaining in class. Ava examined the lot. She looked at the shorter Hispanic boy, who had a few tattoos. Carlos, Ava scoffed. There were two heavy-set offensive linemen - one with pale skin and a buzz cut and the other with dark skin and dreadlocks. Sam and Marcus. She picked out the long snapper by his flowing blonde surfer's hair. Matthew. The stocky fullback, whose arm was in a soft cast, stood in front. Mike. And in the back was the quarterback, who Ava overheard was a real ladies' man. Connor. Okay...
Turning to her office and Ava strutted toward the door in her jeans. "Well, please come in and shut the door behind you."
Sitting down behind her desk, Ava realized how full her office felt with seven people inside of it. She had to look up at all of them to see their faces. Naturally, the athletes were all staring at her, waiting.
What was I thinking? Am I insane? Ava started questioning her dumb master plan. She had built it in her mind. It had been so easy in her mind. She closed her eyes and breathed. For a moment, she just let them and herself get comfortable in the room. You're the teacher. You're the grown-up. You're in charge.
Ava knew she would never be ready. You're happy. You're just nervous, and that makes sense. It's okay. Everything always turns out okay. Relax. She got out of her head and just started talking."Do any of you know why I called you in here today?"
After a moment of pause, Matthew raised his hand. "Because of our bad test grades?" The rest of his teammates awaited the teacher's response.
"Good guess," Ava nodded, then swallowed. "But no..." She looked around the room. The football players shrugged at each other. "Give up?"
Standing up, mainly due to her racing heart, Ava walked around her desk and sat on the front of it. It occurred to her that with her uncovered cleavage and their height difference, they could ogle a large amount of her chest. She didn't move.
"We don't know, Mrs. Dawson," Sam answered.
"Well, boys," she trembled, "I called you in here because there is a fairly serious rumor that was reported to me by a student who had overheard you guys talking in the hallway after my class."
Watching the blood drain from all their faces at once actually helped put Ava more at ease.
"What did you hear exactly? Most rumors are made up," Connor defended.
Sternly removing her glasses and hanging them on her sweater, Ava expressed her doubt. "To put it bluntly, I heard that you guys had concocted a plan that would lead to me having intercourse with you."
"No!" That's a lie." "We would never do that!" "Who would even say that?" "Yeah, who told you?"
The students suddenly had a lot to say. Once the high school seniors got off of their soapbox, Ava attempted to clarify their defense. "So, what you're saying is that the rumor is untrue and none of you wanted to work out a deal to have sex with me?"
"Right." "Yeah!" "Believe us."
Their nervous, blushing faces made it hard for Ava not to laugh. Her legs were crossed, and her feet angled up and down. "Hmmm." In an exhilarating move, Ava put on a disappointing face as she rubbed her hands and traced her fingers on her jeans between her inner thighs. She pursed her lips. "That's too bad. Thanks for being honest with me, though."
"Wait, what...?" The players looked unsure if they heard her correctly. They had to have misinterpreted her. "What do you mean, 'too bad'?" Connor asked.
"Nothing," Ava waved off, biting her lips so she couldn't smirk. "It's just that Trey, Charlie, David, Arnold... they all told me that you guys would like getting naked and having fun with me as much as they did. I guess they misspoke. So," Ava stood up and walked back behind her desk, "I guess it doesn't matter anyway. Sorry for holding you up on your Friday."
There were six blank, dead stares, mouths hanging open. Mike even rubbed his eyes. "Wait, what?" he softly asked.
Ava brushed him off with a shrug. "Oh, don't worry about it. I guess it doesn't really have anything to do with you. You're free to leave."
"No, but..." "We're- We're interested," Marcus nodded. Two others nodded. The rest seemed concerned it was somehow a trap.
"Hmm? Seriously?" Ava brightly smiled. Her legs flexed on her black leather chair. "You just told me you weren't. A couple of your teammates already came to me, asked me what they needed to do to have fun with me, I told them, they did it, and then we all left this room very, very satisfied. Why would you lie to me about what you want?"
Ava's body and mind were buzzing. Her ears were lowly ringing. Before her, she watched the boys adjust and cover their pants. They're all hard. Or close to it, at least.
"I'm interested." Carlos raised his hand. "Me too," numbly said Matthew. The other four raised their hands.
"Sorry we lied. We were scared," Conner admitted, gawking at Ava. His teammates nodded along with his admission. "Are you serious about this?"
Getting up again, Ava got closer to the boys by returning to the front of her desk. She crossed her arms under her breasts. "I know it was scary to admit that to me. But you boys have to understand, I'm taking a bigger risk than you will ever know. You need to be honest with me. And you need to be quiet about this. Because if you tell anyone about this, I'll probably get fired. And that means any prayer, dream, or fantasy you have of getting me out of my clothes and having fun with your cock - that goes out of the window."
Seeing the dedicated and loyal nods of their head, Ava decided it was time. She crossed her arms over her body and grabbed the bottom of her purple sweater. With a pull, she lifted it over her head and set it down to her side. The boys all stared dumbstricken at the tight, thin, white camisole covering her upper body and large breasts. They could see the wiring of her bra underneath. "And, yes," she shook her head, "I'm serious."
"What the heck do we have to do?" Marcus breathed.
"Haha. Umm," Ava blushed, "well, it's pretty simple, boys. Just win the game tomorrow," she shrugged.
"That's it?" The other players stared daggers at Sam.
Ava found it funny. The young men were eating from the palm of her hand. She was nervous, but only in an exciting way. It was a rush that made her skin tingle. "That's it," Ava nodded. "You winning the championship will be great for the school. It'll also be good for my son. So, it's the perfect challenge." She ran her eyes down at their laps.
"And then... You'll wanna...?"
Turning up at Matthew, Ava picked at her fingers. "You're asking me if I'll want to fuck you guys after you win the game like I asked?" The student sheepishly nodded. "No," Ava chuckled.
Some air was let out of the room.
Ava smiled at him. "I'm not a slutty cheerleader who goes up to guys on the team and tries to fuck them after winning the big game." She drew a laugh. "The point of the challenge is to make sure you respect me and are taking it seriously. It's like how we covered mating dances in our natural selection chapter." The boys laughed again. Ava swiped her hair back behind her ear. "I'm not offering you sex because I want you to complete this challenge for me. I'm offering you this challenge because I want you to have hot sex with me."
Each set of eyes was unblinking. Each mouth was open and dry. Ava looked at the different young men, their different body types, their different fashion, their different sizes. "If you win the game, each of you will be allowed to join me in here one late afternoon. And we will get naked, flirt with each other, talk dirty, and see how hard we can make each other cum. Whether you want that time alone with me, or if you want any of your teammates here to join you, we'll have fun, and you'll be happy just the same."
"You are so hot," Sam finally huffed. The other players gasped and laughed hotly. They couldn't believe their luck. The championship game was no longer the most important event in their lives.
"Haha. Thank you. I gathered that from how much you guys have been checking me out during class."
They flashed guilty grins. "We didn't think you'd catch us."
"Really? It was pretty obvious." Ava sat up and scratched her bare arms. "I could tell that you all especially liked my Casual Friday outfit today."
Some snickered, and others nodded. "Yeah," Connor chuckled. "It's even more awesome now."
"Yeah?" Ava flirted back. She reached atop her head and pulled out the elastic hair tie. Woooh! "I'm just going to tell you guys exactly what I'm thinking and feeling right now because I think I need to get a lot off my chest, haha."
"Okay." "Alright."
"There are six of you in this room, you're all my students, and I'm talking about fucking you. That's crazy! Right? I think we can all agree that me standing here, knowing you want me, and telling you I'd let it happen - that's crazy."
The students laughed and nodded.
"I don't mind that it seems crazy," Ava admitted. "I've had these fantasies for a long time. And ever since I started acting on them, I've been happier. It's been amazing, and I don't want to stop. I have no idea why I have these new fantasies or what inside me makes me love acting on them, but I've accepted the fact that I do. I don't care what the optics are or whether I 'should' be doing it or not. I've come to this realization: Sex is about pleasure. If all of you want to fuck me and I can make you happy, and if I want to fuck all of you and you can make me happy... Why shouldn't we fuck? This is still crazy, haha. But, to me, if you really want something, it seems just as crazy to deny yourself."
Unsurprisingly, the young men loved Ava's newfound principle.
"So," Ava sat back up on her desk and kicked her heels against the wood, "I came in today knowing I would end up in this position with you guys."
Somehow, they still seemed surprised. "Seriously?" Mike asked.
"Yep!" Ava smirked. "I actually planned this outfit for this exact reason." She let the players study her blue jeans and skimpy white camisole. "I've had this fantasy for a long time. It's one where I'm kissing and playing with two or three players at a time on the grass in my backyard, and all of the rest are naked, jerking off in lounge chairs." She watched them laugh at the odd scenario. "For a while, the players on the grass would make me cum and the fantasy would end. Recently, though, even after they make me cum and I make them cum, I end up standing on the grass and looking over at the chairs for more naked, sexy young men to join me."
Ava swallowed. Her skin felt sticky. "And I was thinking, since I'm new to all of this, since there's less pressure because we won't be having sex, and since I'm sure all of you are just as horny as I am right now," Ava chuckled, "I think it would be a good idea to try exploring that fantasy."
"How- How do you wanna explore it?"
Ava turned to Connor. She could see the dark stains from the sweat in the armpits of his lime green polo. Trusting herself, she hopped off of her wood desk, strutted across the blue carpet, and kissed him naughtily. He kissed her lips back, and then his eyes bulged. Ava snickered, tracing and tickling the erection trapped in his dark jeans.
"I've taken off one article of clothing," she seduced in a loud whisper. "If you all behave yourselves once your pants are around your ankles, be patient with each other and with me, and you only touch where I say you can touch - I will let you guys choose one more item for me to take off. And believe me, we'll all be much happier if that happens."
********
The only sound was the hum of the whirling fan. Two round, brown eyes stared back in the mirror. The darkness felt peaceful and helped Ava process what had just happened. Before turning around and heading into the square shower in the women's locker room, Ava ran her fingertips over her naked upper body once more.
"Haha haha!" Her mouth split open, and her straight, white teeth shined in her reflection. She watched herself laugh until she could hardly breathe. "Oh god, what the fuck happened?!"
In the dim blue light, she couldn't see the dried splotches of jizz on her smooth skin. But wherever she touched her hands, she seemed to feel a gob she had missed or a streak from her hasty wipedown in her office bathroom. "Who even finished there?" The back of her neck, her chin, her stomach, even her shoulder blades needed to be washed off before she could even consider going home. As for her buoyant tits, Ava knew she'd be scrubbing for a long time.



The cool water felt amazing on her hot, sweat-covered skin. She slouched down against the shower wall to relax. Her butt pressing into the cool tiles was lovely. I can't believe you just did that.
Ava relived what she had just gone through. It was chaotic at first, and there were too many stimuli for everyone. But once the boys got orderly and massaged themselves while letting two of their friends take their turn in front of her at a time everyone benefited. Working on what she had tried with Charlie and David, Ava teased and stroked two hard cocks at once while savoring the feeling of being surrounded by horny men, masturbating to her. She truly felt like a sexy goddess.
There had been hiccups. The first happened right away when Carlos became the first man to step forward. Given how he treated Ethan, Ava wanted nothing to do with him. But not wanting to start drama, she chose to be diplomatic. And by that, she gave him a rough handjob until he finished on the carpet. He seemed pissed off that Mike was getting a delicate, teasing massage in her left hand. The second hiccup was when Ava called Marcus "Trey" by accident. She felt bad, but it was understandable in the heat of the moment.
But there had been many, many more bright moments. The entire time, Ava's mound was steaming and flooding with moisture. She was in heaven when she told the guys early on that they could ask her to take off another clothing item. Not surprisingly, she ended up taking her sexy cami off for them, showing off her white bra. When Mike was finally about to blow and told her he was going to cum, Ava broke her own rule by taking her bra off and telling him to cum on her tits, which he was already fondling.
Peeking down at her tits in the shower, her decision to free her boobs was a practical move. I would've had to burn that bra.
The experience actually taught Ava three lessons. The first was, I can certainly handle more boys from the lounge chairs after I'm done with the ones on the grass. The second was, I love when they talk dirty to me. I gotta find a way to get them to do it more - like Trey and Benner did. And the third was the most profound. You like fun sex that feels wrong.
Ava wondered if that was why she was so attracted to Ethan. He genuinely loved her, he was a smart and thoughtful person, his body was sexy, his face was handsome and the cutest in the world in her eyes - and on top of all of that, he was the ultimate taboo.
As the blonde mother drifted off for a nap in the running shower, her mind flashed back to when she was stroking Connor's impressive shaft. "How are you this good?" he grunted. Ava winked back, "Plenty of practice." "Ahh. I hate saying this, but can you go slower or something? You're gonna make me cum so fast, hah. I want it to last." Ava proudly smiled and stroked less intensely, "That better? With how you're touching my boob and how sexy your cock is, I wouldn't mind this lasting a while either. Uhhh. You're pretty good for your age." Connor winked back, "Plenty of practice." "Mmm. Yeah? Hopefully, we'll find out soon what else you're good at."
The awkward change in Connor's demeanor concerned Ava. "Ahh. What- What if Ethan finds out about this? Wouldn't he be pissed that we did this with you?"
Feeling the five other sets of curious eyes on her, Ava realized every player had the same thought. Holding her gaze up at Connor, she pretended to only be answering him, but she spoke loudly enough for all to hear. "You guys will never tell anyone about this. So, he'll never find out. Ahh. But, if he does, and he gets mad that he didn't get to do this with me too, then it's his own fault for not failing that test with you. Hopefully, he'd just join you guys on your next plan to get me naked."
The bewildered glances were what Ava had been hoping for. She understood that they could think she was a freak for her willingness to fuck her own son, but if she was going to pursue Ethan, the guys would figure out sooner or later. And Ava figured that if she nonchalantly said it while jerking them off, they'd be much more willing to accept it.
"Now, cum on my fucking tits. Yeah, there you go." Based on the uninterrupted lustful stares and group masturbation, her son's teammates clearly didn't mind her being a bit different. If any of them thought she was a freak, it was in a good way.
Satisfied with herself and tired, Ava drifted off in the shower for a deep nap.
********
It was Saturday at last.
"How are you doing? How are you doing? How are you doing?!"
Ethan snapped his head up and pulled his headphones down from his ears. "I'm good, mom! Just getting ready."
Ava joined her son at the table. She tugged on her pink lower lip with her fingers while she checked out his arms coming out of his cut-off tank top. "Do you want a sandwich or anything?"
A lighthearted smile formed on Ethan's bright, square face. "I'm fine, thanks. You don't need to baby me." It seemed like his mom was paying him much more attention lately.
"Hey, I'm not," Ava defended. "I'm your mom. I'm always going to mother you. And I know you're a man now."
The mother and son shared a sweet smile. Ava was happy to sit there and just watch him study his playbook. Ethan seemed to enjoy her being there around him since he kept looking up and smiling at her.
Don't ruin the moment. They were barely speaking, but Ava knew she and her son were enjoying an unspoken connection. It was wholesome and fulfilling. She didn't need to use it to push her agenda. Maybe this is the right type of moment though?
Looking around the powder-blue kitchen, Ava decided it was an intimate setting. "Hey, sweetie, did you ever get onto Aunt Kathy's modeling site?"
Ethan's hands stopped moving on the book. He was caught off guard. Shit. Ava was hoping she wouldn't spook him.
"Umm, yeah. Yeah, I did. It was some creative stuff. Why?"
"Good," the mother smiled warmly, in a soft black t-shirt. "I just wanna make sure you're enjoying it, is all."
"Huh?" Ethan sat up and scratched his short, dirty-blonde hair. "What- What do you mean exactly?"
Ava held her loving and relaxed smile. Inside, her heart was fluttering. "The photos of me, sweetie. I didn't know if they'd work out for you or not. So, just thought I'd check up."
There was visible confusion on Ethan's face. His gears were turning, trying to figure out if his mom was saying what he thought she was. Ava couldn't stand how cute he looked. He's not panicking anymore. He just looked thrown off by how easygoing she was.
"Wa- Are you-" His throat moved as he gulped for saliva. "What do you mean by 'working out' for me?"
With a cocked eyebrow, Ava giggled off the silly question. "Sweetie, they were all pretty, uh, provocative photos of me. Not much clothing, haha. I kind of assumed you'd know what to use them for."
Ethan heard every word. His body reacted as if it heard every word. His throat tightened, his cheeks went pale, his hand jittered on the playbook. Still, the logical part of his brain was in denial. "They- What, umm- When you say- "
"I'm your mom," Ava spoke, "but I am also a woman. And you're my son. But I know that you're a man. When you first started checking me out, it kind of threw me for a loop."
There was a mix of shock and embarrassment in Ethan's expression. He didn't know she knew. And he couldn't believe she knew and didn't say anything.
"As a mom, I felt this outside pressure to ignore your feelings. But when I felt this attractive, funny, smart, young man choosing to look at me like I was the sexiest woman he's ever seen, I felt really good. And I wanted to make him feel good too." Ava's leg was shaking from nervous adrenaline. "So, I had that confusing fight inside myself. And in the end, I decided to be honest with myself. You fantasizing about me as a woman hasn't hurt the kind of son you are. So, why would me treating you like a man make me a worse mom?" Ava looked into her son's brown eyes and shrugged. "What do you think?"
Whaaaat... Ethan seemed to only hear every other word. He got hung up on "I wanted to make him feel good too." He closed his playbook on the table and sipped his water. "Wait. What do you mean, 'treating me like a man'?"
Ava stroked her chin and slightly winced. She could easily answer the question without bringing her secret up. But she knew she had to tell him, at least to give him an idea before he risked hearing about it in a couple of hours from someone other than her. "Well, typically, when a guy your age is aroused by me and makes me happy, I like to indulge him... You know, encourage him to have fun with me."
She expected it, but it was still unsettling to see Ethan look at her like she was a different person. He doesn't look mad. He's just in shock, let him get over it.
During a long moment of silence, Ava fought hard to overcome her shortness of breath and fidgeting hands. Keeping her soft-spoken tone, she explained, "That was my thinking for the photos. We already love each other and take care of each other and make each other so happy as mom and son. So, when you stare at my boobs and butt during class, I know it means more to you than just some horny thought. Whenever I catch you, I can tell how badly you want my body but also how badly you want me. No other man looks at me that way. It makes me happy."
Then Ava snickered. "And you getting horny for me... it's kind of like a fun new game for us. The teasing, the flirting, the secret glances, the boners tucked into waistbands, the masturbating... That's what happens during that game. The photos were an invitation to play. They were a fun way to tell you I see you as a man and that I'm happy to let you see me as a woman."
Uhhhhhhhhhhh...
There was a slight panic in Ava's gut. Her middle and ring fingers of her right hand were spasming and lightly tapping the table uncontrollably. Her heart was in her stomach and her skin crawled. Her statement had been much more descriptive than what she had rehearsed in her head.
Ethan's mouth was hanging open. He was numbed, but his face showed that he heard and accepted what his mom had just said.
Hiding her twitching fingers by folding her arms over her breasts, Ava was anxiously buzzing. Say something!
The son blinked and took in his mom's image. Her blonde hair in a very loose bun, the tight black top wrapping around her breasts, her beige arms folded across her, her glossed nails, her smooth but sturdy neck, her pink lips above her round chin, her delicate nose, and her piercing brown eyes behind her square-framed glasses. "When- When did you-"
"Let's go, Ethan! Coach said you have to be there by 2!" Garret boomed, as he trampled down the stairs.
Oh, for fuck's sake, Garret!
Out of sorts, Ethan hopped up from the kitchen table and hurried away. Ava smacked her forehead. That was not how she imagined that conversation ending. Part of her was at least glad Ethan was covering his cock when he stood up. But him being horny didn't mean as much to her as the longing and agreeing look in his beautiful brown eyes, even if his spinning brain was stunting his mouth.
"Jeeze, honey, I think you're more excited than he is," Ava shook her head at her husband.
"Maybe," Garret chortled. His job was to drop Ethan off at the school to be with the team well before the game at 6. He and Ava would then go over to the game together closer to kickoff.
Checking the clock on her phone, Ava knew it would take Garret more than half an hour to drop Ethan off and come back. That gave her enough time.
A few minutes after Garret drove away with Ethan, Ava got into her sedan. While driving, Ava questioned herself. She was still reeling from the conversation with her son. That alone had been an intense interaction for one day.
There were a lot of excuses not to do it. But those excuses would always be there. She had already determined in her mind that it would be today. Ava had been envisioning this day ever since she let Benner press her into the blocking sled on the practice field. You're nervous. You're always nervous. It's okay to be. You knew you would be...
"Hello?"
Ava breathed heavily and spoke loudly into her car's infotainment system. "Hey, Benner. I know you're busy right now and don't need any distractions, but just hear me out."
She had a feeling Benner would comply. They seemed to have a good understanding from their last encounter. And after a few minutes of conversation, Benner gave her his answer.
Yesss! A hah! Oh my god. Ava cheered after hanging up. Part of her had been hoping for rejection. It would have been an easy out. But her instant enthusiasm left no doubt.
Once she was parked, Ava quickly went into Walgreens and returned to her car with a plastic bag that included two packs of six blank greeting cards.
When she got back home, Ava went up to the study and put her years of annotating assignments to use and rapidly penned ten identical notes onto ten blank cards. She then wrote names on the backs of the envelopes from memory. "Trey, obviously. Charlie and David. Arnold. Carlos. Sam. Marcus. Conner. Matthew. Aaaand... Mike."
She finished preparing the envelopes and then tucked them deep into her zippered purse. I haven't eaten all day, Ava laughed and rubbed her eyes.
********
The game was the most entertaining one of the season. It was back and forth. Hillside was in sky blue uniforms with orange and white accents. Estes Springs clashed into them wearing white and green. At the end of the first quarter, it was already tied at seventeen.
As highly-motivated as the players from Mrs. Dawson's AP Bio class were, the other team was playing just as ferociously. Ava sipped her hot chocolate and hugged her elbows to her body. I wonder who offered to fuck them for winning?
Garret was on the edge of the bleacher and screaming at the ref the entire game. Ava didn't want to mention it, but she knew why her husband was upset. Ethan's performance was... less than spectacular. At the start of the game, Coach Benner had put him out on seemingly every play he could. Ava had a feeling it was him trying to make her happy. But even the prospect of him convincing Ava to let him have incredible sex with him again had its limits. After two dropped passes in a row, Ethan's playing time dwindled.
It's your fault. No, it's Garret's fault. No... It's your fault. Watching Ethan frustratingly pace on the sideline, the guilt consumed Ava. It was supposed to be the most important day of her son's high-school career. Instead, his mind was out of it. Ava could blame Garret for innocently walking downstairs at a poor time, but she knew full well that even with another ten minutes of conversation, Ethan would have still left the table with a racing and muddled mind.
What was I thinking? Why did I wait until today? Stupid!
With halftime approaching, Ava stood still in the bleachers, zoned out and breathing the cold air. Only the whistle and the sound of parents standing up and clapping around her snapped her back to the present. The players began walking back to the locker rooms inside the school, neither satisfied with the tied game.
"I'm gonna go walk about the concourse for a bit, see if I know anyone."
Garret tilted his head. "Are you sure? You don't want to watch the band or anything."
A large cloud plumed from a rushed breath. And Ava grinned widely and nervously. "Yeah. I'm sure." She nearly stumbled down the bleachers.
Jogging down the pathway the best she could in her thick coat, Ava reached a side door of the school. She used her key to unlock it and enter.
Umm... She had to concentrate to remember where she was in her school. Taking out her phone as she walked, Ava typed a message to Coach Benner.
"Why?"
She was actually surprised he replied. He probably has a custom ringtone already. A single man in his late forties, after what happened...
"Just trust me," Ava spoke as she typed. She added a winky face, counting on him being susceptible to simple flirtation.
"Okay. Fine."
Ava shakily breathed and beamed. She halted in her tracks and changed course to walk down another hallway.
********
Of all the times Ava had set foot in her office, even with what it had been used for lately, she felt like she was stepping into it for the first time. Nothing seemed to be quite in-place. She took off her warm jacket and sweatshirt and left them on a cabinet along with her purse. Trying to calm her nerves, Ava sat down in her chair and rocked back, staring up at the speckled ceiling tile. No matter how hard she tried, she was unable to stop her butt, hips, and thighs from wriggling under her in her washed skinny jeans.
She clicked her tongue on the roof of her mouth and then suddenly jolted in her chair at the echo of a soft, uncertain knock in the unlit room.
Ava felt alive as she pushed herself up from the chair. She made sure the classroom office door was locked before shuffling over the hallway door in her Uggs.
"Yes?" Ava asked through the door.
"Mom?"
Just from hearing his voice and knowing he was just outside, Ava's fears and concerns melted away. She was still buzzing and anxious but in an excited and energized way.
"Hi!" Ava glowed. She couldn't help it. She reached out and hugged her son like she hadn't seen him in months. He was bulkier with his shoulder pads still on. He was wearing his cleats and his grass-stained uniform.
"Hi?" Ethan didn't know what was going on. He didn't know why his coach would send him away instead of being at the halftime meeting. But he wasn't going to stop hugging his mom until she broke it off.
"Umm. Well, come in," she giggled. Ava let Ethan enter her office, and then she locked the door and turned on the lights.
"So... Why am I here?"
Ava sat down on the front of her desk. "Before you left, I don't think we ended our conversation in the right way."
Ethan's nose crinkled in the ceiling lights. "What?" He was caught off guard, but mainly confused. "Wait, is this about me sucking tonight? Is why Coach made me come here? You told him it was some problem with us? Mom, it's not about earlier. I'm just having a bad game."
He saw right through that...
Ava understood her son was on edge, and she wanted to comfort him, not aggravate him. "You're probably right that our talk wasn't the reason for your rough half. But, since you're here and we're alone, where we're not going to be interrupted again..." Ethan bashfully smiled, "I think we'd at least both feel better if we finished talking."
After a moment of consideration, Ethan nodded. "Yeah, okay. What did you wanna talk about?"
Ava swept her hair behind her ear. "For one, we never got around to you answering my question."
"Uh. What question?"
"Are the photos working for you?" Ava watched his face go numb. Then his eyes dove to her breasts underneath her tight black t-shirt, then to her legs and hips in her jeans.
She inhaled and continued. "Do they give you that rush at all? Like, when you imagine the photo is real, and we're together somewhere, you're really horny and I'm in some skimpy outfit, and you just know that you can make me want it as badly as you do... When we're finally naked and I'm using my body to have fun with you until you finish- Do you get a rush from thinking, Wow, she wanted me to look at her like this when I'm horny. Why is this fun for her?"
His mouth dehydrated, Ethan wet his throat and lips. He didn't know what was going on with his mom today, but it was surreal. "I, uh-" Bravely, Ethan smiled, "I've been using them a lot. I really like them. And I didn't know you gave them to me on purpose until today," he chuckled nervously, "so I don't know about 'the rush' yet. But I definitely feel great from them."



Ava's heart fluttered from the compliment. Her son bashfully grinned from his confession. He's so fucking cute. Heat exuded between her legs. She had found her path. "You didn't use the photos before the game today?"
Ethan saw his mom's curious look. He was overwhelmed and was afraid he was offending her. "No, I did. I used them this morning when I woke up - The one of you at the concert. I use them every day," he promised.
"Yeah? But you woke up at 10. We had the conversation close to 2. You had to have needed them again after that. It's not like they're a once-a-day thing. They're a whenever-you-need-it thing." Ava cocked her eyebrow suspiciously.
"I didn't have time, trust me," Ethan avidly explained. "Dad drove me here right after we talked and then I was with the team the whole time since then."
"You're telling me you didn't even duck into the bathroom for ten minutes? Sweetie, haha," Ava lectured, "you have to be smarter than that! You had a game to focus on."
"I know. I didn't think it'd be that big of a deal! And Coach makes us lock our phones up anyway," Ethan lamented. He anxiously scratched his dirty-blonde crew cut. "I honestly don't even think that's the problem though. I know what being, you know, 'cloudy from horniness' is like. But it's more than that. I'm just not there mentally today."
"Well, of course you aren't, sweetie," Ava spoke caringly. Her manicured fingernails picked at the wooden lip of her desk. "You're really confused and trying to make sense of everything. I wish I had that talk with you earlier. It took me weeks to work through all of my thoughts and feelings about this. And you've only had a few hours. You're probably wondering why I'm letting you do this, what the limits are, how I feel about you, if I've done this before, how this will change our relationship..."
Ethan's chin hung to his chest, and he nodded. "Yeah. It's a lot. But I'll work through it like you did." Ava wished that his athletic cup wasn't covering his cock.
"You're not gonna 'work through it' and make it go away," Ava chuckled. Her toes dug into the fuzzy liner of her boots. "I could-"
"You said you worked through it."
"I said I worked through my thoughts and feelings," she clarified. "But they don't go away. You can masturbate all you want. I'll even let you have my office now to do it if you want to. But I don't think masturbating's gonna make this go away. I've tried it enough times," Ava guiltily sucked her lips.
What do you mean?? Like, to ME? "Wha-" Ethan wanted to know exactly what his mom meant, but he couldn't bring himself to actually ask that, even with how shocking her language was today. "I wanna work through them, too. How you, like, get your head-"
Ava rubbed her thumbs on her desk and breathed deeply. "Take your jersey and pads off. And lose the cleats." She involuntarily bit her lower lip to release the stress.
Ethan gulped. He pivoted in the middle of the dark blue carpet in the office. "Like, now? Here? Why?"
"I want you to take your mind off of the game. It's not going anywhere. And this isn't about the game."
Obediently, Ethan followed his mom's advice. He lifted his blue jersey and gray shoulder pads over his head. He bent over and untied his cleats, setting them to the side as well.
When he was done, Ava removed her tan Uggs and plucked her long winter socks from her feet. She wiggled her toes freely under her skinny jeans, unable to stop from her adrenaline. Forgot about the undershirt. Her son still had a white, spandex undershirt on. "Helps you relax, right? Kind of takes your mind away from other things?"
Ethan thought about how he felt, and he agreed. "Yeah. Kind of a different headspace." He smiled, freely.
"Take your shirt off."
"What?" Ethan's brown eyes flashed. "Seriously?" His mom continued to stare at him expectantly, so Ethan peeled the clingy spandex t-shirt from his body.
"That's a lot better," Ava reddened. She took in his defined abs, strong arms, and breathing, broad chest. "You are definitely a man now."
"Uh, hah, yep." Ethan blushed. He stood there shirtless, feeling his mom's engaged eyes poring over every detail of his abs, shoulders, and arms. He felt high. The "relaxation" wasn't working anymore, but he liked this more.
Her heart racing, Ava fought the urge to walk up and touch him. "Mmm. How did I end up with such a sexy son?" she flirted. "I like you with your shirt off."
The sweat on Ethan's brow wasn't from football. "Uh, thanks! I probably got it from you." Panic came over him, as that remark was less wholesome and more risque than he intended. But his mom's bright teeth and swaggering head nod let him know she had no problems with it.
"Yeah? You think?" Unable to wait any longer, Ava pushed off of the desk and stood up straight. Her pussy lips tingled with excitement. With a few tugs, her bun came undone, and her long, blonde hair dropped below her shoulders. You're okay. She then watched her son's reactionas she crossed her arms over her body, clutched the bottom of her black t-shirt, scrunched it over her body, and casually flung it to the floor.
Holy shit... Ethan's pupils were discs. He was in a dream. Two sheer, lacey, sky-blue triangles cupped his mom's creamy breasts. Under the floral pattern, her smooth beige skin was visible. Her expansive cleavage was decorated by two ribbons, one on each side, that ran from the middle bridge up to her bra straps, neatly connecting in elegant bows. It wasn't just mouth-dryingly sexy, it was hotly intimate.
Despite everything she had been through, Ava never felt more naked than she did in her bra, feeling her own son's undivided desire for her body. She glanced down and realized just how much she was showing off to her son, and it made her feel alive. It was unfair that her son had his cup on, denying her the chance to see how horny she was making him. But part of her liked denying herself what she wanted.
"Why- Why did you do that?" Ethan was weak in the knees. He couldn't get over how much skin he could see all over his mom's torso.
Ava peeked down at his concealed groin again and then down to his sock-covered feet which were tapping on the carpet under his twitching ankles. Hehe. Hmm... She couldn't resist any longer. Ava floated across the carpet until she popped up on her toes and leaned forward into her son. Ava breathed hotly and Ethan's mouth hung open. Her hot, soft flesh firmly connected with his muscular chest. With one final close of her eyes, Ava pushed her head forward and planted her lips on her son's.
The spark of the kiss made Ava deeply sigh and caused Ethan's eyes to fly open before shutting again. Their soft lips folded into each other. Their bodies nestled together. Reacting to the shock, Ethan's strong arms reached up and held Ava's bare back. That made Ava moan and kiss him more intensely. When Ethan found the confidence to kiss her back, Ava had never felt more secure in her life. She could have stayed in this forever and been happy.
It was the strongest expression of love Ava had ever experienced. Her hands found her son's strong shoulders. She savored the way his nose touched hers. But it was Ava's fault for ending the pure romanticism of the kiss. Her body was demanding more. Subtly, her right knee slid up her son's pants until her foot hooked around the back of his thigh. Then her shoulders exaggerated the rise and fall of her breath, shifting her boobs on his chest. Finally, her tongue slipped between his delicious lips.
In response, Ethan's hips flexed into Ava and his arms squeezed her tighter. "Mmm," Ava moaned, sliding her tongue into his mouth and swirling it sensually. When the fingers on Ava's back inched closer to her butt, she pulled away and stepped back.
The mom and son opened their eyes together and studied each other's faces. Neither looked scared anymore. They were both simply radiating with excitement.
"Woah..." Ethan laughed and gawked.
Ava laughed loudly along with him. "Your, uh- Your feet seem a little excited for some reason."
"Yeah, haha." Ethan watched his ankles twirl his feet.
"You are definitely mine," Ava declared, bringing a larger smile to her son's face. "Do you mind if I do something for you?"
"No!" Ethan didn't even know what she had planned, but he agreed fully.
Good. Unable to hide her smirk, Ava stepped into her son again and kissed his lips. Fuck, I love him. After a short kiss, she pecked his nose, and then wetly kissed his neck. She then placed her fingers on the sides of his body and traced them down his skin as she desirously touched her lips to his chest, abs, and hips. Finally, she lifted up each leg and pulled hard to get socks off. Once that was done, her fingers began working to unbuckle his pants.
Ethan was paralyzed in shock. For some reason, he still never expected his mom to want him out of his pants. Ava peeked up at him while she slid the felt free and untied the fly of his shiny blue, orange, and white football pants. Ethan complied and lifted each leg and stepped out of the bunched pants around his ankles.
Face-to-face with the white spandex boxers and built-in cup, Ava couldn't believe she was so close. It was surreal. She needed to know what his cock looked like. Her pussy was insatiably aching. "Take your cup out."
"Okay. I will. All of this, though, it kind of made me horny. So..."
Ahhh. Ava realized the cup didn't even need to come out. "I wanna do it, then." Her nails dug into her son's waist and grabbed the elastic band. In one leveraged pull, his boxers slid down his thighs, and his cock sprang out.
"Holy fuck." Ava's eyes enlarged. Her hands were frozen on the boxers on her son's legs. It was a beautiful cock, probably close to seven inches. The shaft was powerful and the warm, heavy testicles hung low in his trimmed sack. Squatting on her toes, Ava wavered in her balance. Arnold nailed it. Drawn in, Ava reached her hand higher and poked the heated, malleable flesh of his underside.
"Uhh!" Ethan groaned from the touch. It was like being struck by lightning. He stared into his mom's amazed eyes. Her left hand rested on his hip to stabilize her body, while her right hand closed gently around his shaft. "Ah, ah, ah, ah!" Oh my god, oh my god. He could barely process what was happening before he watched his mom start to jerk off his erect cock. "Woah! Uhhh."
It was like living in an alternate universe, some bizarre dream. But the more Ava told herself she was actually masturbating her son, the prouder she became of herself, and the more she beamed up at his face. She was actually sexually satisfying her son. Nothing could ever take it back. Ava giggled and watched her hand gently pump, his balls swinging underneath. Like every other part of him, Ava couldn't get over how cute and beautiful Ethan's pink, circumcised cockhead was, how smooth and firm his shaft was, and how round his testicles were.
"This feels so good, mom," Ethan thanked.
Ava shrugged her shoulder. "More fun when I do it, isn't it?" They shared a wild laugh. The mom then complimented her son, "You have a beautiful and healthy cock."
"You have really nice boobs," Ethan returned. It was a rush to speak that way to his mom.
"Yeah? Is that why you're so hard?" Ava took her hand from his hip and ran it over her breasts. If she wasn't careful, he was going to cum.
"Mm-hmm."
"I have another surprise for you..." Ava teased. Her hand, regrettably, let go of his erection, and she stepped away again and stood up. "Take your boxers off first. You're getting naked for me," Ava bit.
Once Ethan dropped his boxers and was left entirely nude, Ava shook her head at his sexy body. Then the gold button on her jeans slipped through the hole, her zipper slid down, and Ava shimmied her way out of her skinny jeans. Underneath, a soft triangular thong, with matching sheer lace flowers, hugged Ava's waist and pussy. Two ribbons arched over each waist, coming together in a cute bow above her pussy.
Ava relished her son's blank stare. But she realized it was so intense for another reason. Glancing down, Ava could see sticky, wet nectar running down her inner thigh. Her lingerie was stained dark and soaked through. She had never been so horny to the point of dripping down her leg. Jesus. "Well, fuck," Ava laughed at herself.Ethan's forehead was throbbing and his cock jerked. "Is that from this?"
"Yes, haha. It's from you," she laughed. Ava touched her fingers to her mound, and more pussy juice gushed through her underwear and stuck to her fingers.
Swelling with pride and confidence, Ethan gulped. "I think it's hot. I like how wet you get."
Ava saw no point in pretending. She unstuck her underwear from her labia and let them fall to the floor. Ethan lurched back from seeing his mom's neatly trimmed pussy, soaking wet before him. He was in pain from his arousal. His cock felt like it was being strangled with pressure.
"Well?" Ava panted. "Are gonna take my bra off and fuck me, or not?"
Ethan's brain was on fire. He could barely think. "We're-? We can have sex?"
"Yes! Fucking yes!" Ava turned around and swept her hair from her back.
A second later, Ethan's hands were frantically toying with her bra strap, trying to figure out the hook system. Ava arched her spine and thrust her bare ass into his rigid cock, grinding into it passionately. "Uhhh-uhhh!" Ethan gasped.
Just like in her dream, Ava tilted her back and put her head on her son's chest, lustfully looking up at him. "Kiss me."
Ethan didn't need encouragement. He planted his lips on hers. The mother and son madeout while Ethan unhooked the final metal clasp. The bra fell, and Ava guided it off her arms. Ethan opened his eyes to ogle the busty tits and pink areolas. As his mom euphorically rubbed her butt into his dick, Ethan took the risk of placing his hands on her bare breasts.
"Mmm. Ahhh!" Ava squealed with excitement at the feeling of her son's fingers on her hard nipples. It was driving her up the wall. "Fuck, you like the way my tits feel in your hands?"
"Mm-hmm. Yeah, I do." He kissed her again. "I want you so bad."
Ava was on her toes, almost trying to stand high enough to slip her pussy onto his cock. "I want you more than anything," she grunted.
The mother and son kissed and rubbed their bodies and hands all over each other. Whenever one of them moaned or whined too loudly, part of Ava hoped somebody would catch them naked and trying to fuck. She was proud of what she was doing and never felt hotter.
It was too hot and too emotional. Ava knew Ethan wouldn't last long once his cock was inside of her. I won't either. "It's time to fuck me now," Ava informed. Her hand jittered on her son's face while she soothed it. "You have to do it now."
"Give me a second. I'm- I'm gonna cum soon." He was clearly worried about embarrassing himself.
"I know, sweetie," Ava adoringly panted. "It's okay. I don't care if it's a second. You just have to put it in me." She already started walking them over to the desk. Ethan let her lead him.
"Okay, okay. What do we do?"
Suddenly, Ava's entire body buckled. She keeled over and gasped so intensely she made no sound. "Oh my god!" She peered down through her watery eyes to see her son's fingers touching disappearing into her wet mound. He began exploring and hitting her hypersensitive nerves. It was incredible to know her son's fingers were in her pussy. But it couldn't have come at a worse time. Not now, Ethan. "Ahhhhhhhhh!" Fucking stop, please fucking stop! She didn't want him to make her orgasm, but her body refused to let her speak up.
Standing behind her, Ethan didn't even realize what he did was a big deal. He was just exploring without much of an agenda because it was there and he could touch it.
Finally, Ava burst free of her son by pushing him off of her. "What the fuck was that?!" she smiled dazedly.
"Sorry? I just-"
Ava grabbed his arm and pulled him to the desk before pushing onto it. Ethan felt like he was being attacked. He quickly lied on the desktop and complied. Ava climbed onto the desk and crawled over her son's naked body.
After kissing him erotically, Ava sat up, grabbed his cock in her hand, aimed it at the ceiling, and slowly lowered herself onto him. The exact moment Ava saw the vulnerable, lustful fear in her son's eyes and felt his cockhead slide between her soaking wet labia, Ava started to shudder. With every inch, her eyes teared up and her mouth screamed in pleasurable pain.
When Ethan's cock was finally buried inside her, and Ava was sitting on his body looking into his incredulous face, her fingernails dug into his chest while the most powerful orgasms of her life ripped through her entire body. She trembled, clenched, and convulsed. It didn't seem to end.
Ethan thought he knew what was going on, but maybe he didn't? He didn't know much about female orgasms. Maybe his mom just reacted that way to sex? He also needed to get off because he was going crazy feeling his mom's warm, comfortable cunt squeezing his cock. With a gentle buck of the hips, he realized his mom didn't stop him. She only seemed to moan louder.
Before Ava knew it, her son was fucking her pussy. She was still in the middle of her orgasm, and he was only making it more intense. Ava gyrated her hips, but her position was too painful. She quickly rocked backward, catching herself with her hands on the wood desk. Ethan winced from his erection being pulled to a downward angle, but he quickly realized how much tighter it felt.
Flexing her butt cheeks and humping with her hips, Ava fucked her son's cock. She rode it, growling and grunting with each forward gyration. Ethan could do nothing but watch his mom pleasure his cock. He couldn't reach her tits. He couldn't get any leverage to thrust up. He could only lie there and watch and moan. Ava smiled through her ever-building orgasm. She looked down to watch her son's long cock slide in and out of her wet pussy.
"Fuck my pussy. Yeah! Yeah! I love watching you fuck it."
Ethan was barely doing anything, but he started flexing his wet cock every time it went deep in his mom. "I love watching you fuck me, too, mom!"
That sent Ava over the edge. With every ounce of energy in her body, she furiously fucked her son's cock, shifting it, pulling it, and grinding it in every way possible as hard as she could.
"I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"
Ethan echoed Ava's thoughts. "Yeah, sweetie? You're gonna cum? Fucking cum in my pussy. I want it so fucking bad. I want your fucking load. Give me all of it."
The first rope of cum fired deep inside Ava. Ethan's neck forcefully strained. His vision went blurry. Rope after rope of jizz pumped inside his mom's pussy. Ava couldn't move anymore. Her body locked up. It felt like she was having another orgasm on top of her current one. She cried and screamed out in silence. Her eyelids twitched. Pussy juice squirted everywhere. And her son was finishing inside her.
For what felt like minutes, the mother and son stayed in place, panting and gasping for oxygen. Every so often, their genitalia would twitch or throb once more in a reverberation of their overwhelming orgasms. Neither had ever experienced anything like it.
********
"Hi," Ava naughtily smiled.
"Hi, mom," Ethan blushed. He was back in uniform. The second half was about to start, but he had waited for her to get out of the bathroom.
"Wanna stay and talk for a minute?"
"Umm, yeah!" Ethan agreed. "I feel ready to go back out there again. My head's clear now, haha."
"Yeah?" Ava laughed. "I figured it might help. Amazing how just deciding to go ahead and fuck already really simplifies things." They hugged and giggled.



"Listen," Ava got serious, "I don't want to ruin what just happened or overwhelm you. I wish I had done this whole thing differently. It made sense at the time. But- anyway... I need you to understand that what just happened between us - That is the only thing that really matters to me. It's us that matters to me. Only you are truly important to me. And I would never do anything that I think would hurt you. And I want you to know that when a woman chooses to have sex with a man has no bearing of any kind over how much she cares for a man. Sometimes the best things are the scariest and take the most time to work out. Sometimes it takes a while to realize what will truly make you happy."
"Okay," Ethan nodded in understanding. He was still apprehensive.
"I'm just going to come right out and say it. Before I knew I wanted you this way, some other players on the team had, um, come to my office. And-"
"I know."
Ava snapped her head. "What?"
Ethan shrugged. "I know about Trey, and Charlie and David. And I know you made some sort of plans with some other guys. Right?"
"Wait, what? How- Ethan, you knew the whole time?"
"No, I didn't," he explained. "I picked up on things in the locker room. And some players were making little jokes to me about you being hot and 'supportive' and stuff like that. They were saying all sorts of stuff and mentioned some things about you and Trey and others. And... yeah. After what you said earlier today and once we started doing this," he briefly smiled, "I knew what was going on."
"Okay..." Ava gulped. "And, what do you think about it? I thought you'd like it. You know, me being like that."
"Why?"
"Hmm. Without getting into detail right now, I know about you and Tatiana Wilson texting. I saw what you said to her."
That certainly surprised Ethan. He stammered, "You did? How?"
"Like I said, it's too long of a story to tell you now. But you'll be happy with what I did when I tell you about it later. Anyway, I saw what you said about her being a hot mom for fucking his friends. So, part of that made me want to do it. What do you think?"
Ethan's face was blank. But then his lips slowly curled and grew into a wide smile with grinning teeth. "I think it's really hot," he snickered.
"Yeah?!" Ava was relieved and her heart could rest. "You do?!"
"Yeah! That's crazy! You didn't need to hide it from me. That would've been so cool!"
Thank god! "Believe me, sweetie, I wasn't trying to hide it, per se. I was just going through a lot. I'll have to explain it to you. But now I wish you had been with me every one of those times, I promise."
"I believe you," Ethan nodded. "I can't believe you're actually like this! How long have you been doing it? And what's going on with this game? You being like this is so cool!"
Ava was giddy with acceptance and love from the person she cared about the most. "Yeah? Does me being your slutty mom turn you on? I have to tell you, I feel pretty cool! Haha."
"Yeah, I love it! This day is awesome, haha!"
"I know!" Ava gushed. "You should really get to the field. I'll tell you everything you want to know later. I love you! Thank you so much for not hating me!"
"I love you too!" Ethan tried to kiss his mom goodbye, and she happily let him.
"Bye! Good luck!"
"Bye!"
********
"Coming back? They held Ethan in the locker room for few mins. Maybe he was injured? Looks better now. Caught a pass! Still 27 all."
"Great! Be back in a few." Ava put her phone back in her pocket as she strode across the basketball court to the giant metal doors of the men's locker room. Using her key, Ava swung open the creaking metal door. Are you sure you're gonna do this?
In hindsight, everything about her initial plan was crazy. It only could have made sense to a woman too aroused and longing to think clearly. For more reasons than one, Ava was thankful she had the idea to have sex with her son at halftime. How bizarre it would have been to go forward with her plan without having that experience and talking to him first?
Realizing she still hadn't entered the doors, Ava checked her gut one final time. She was already happy beyond her wildest dreams. She had already done something incredible today. The truth was, though, while fucking her son had finally set her mind right, but her desire for naughtiness had returned as soon as he left.
The air inside the locker room still hung thick with the scent of stale male sweat. She used the flashlight on her phone since she didn't know who would notice the lights turning on through the ventilation windows.
There we are! Just as Benner had promised her on the phone earlier, each player's name was listed on masking tape above each blue locker. From deep in her purse, Ava retrieved all eleven white envelopes she had made. She smiled nostalgically and placed one back inside her purse. It was unnecessary, now.
Hurrying around the room, Ava slid each envelope into the door gap of the appropriate locker. She made sure the "For your eyes only!" label was face-up.
On her walk back down the brick path to the football field, Ava felt thrilled and liberated yet also vulnerable. It's done... You can't undo that. Standing back in the bleachers with Garret, she was able to take her mind off of it by watching the rest of the game. Still, whenever Ethan disappeared onto the crowded sideline, her mind couldn't help wandering to the other masculine players on the field. Ava was teaching some highly physical studs, and she realized how spoiled she was to share a remarkable love with her son and also have his attractive teammates lusting after her.
********
The third quarter was slow to where even Ava was sitting down and having a hot chocolate mixed with some bourbon a junior's mother had generously snuck in to share. As for the fourth quarter? It was a barnburner, a shootout, a defensive nightmare. It was the most entertaining and stressful game to watch as a fan.
With under two minutes remaining, Estes Springs was driving for a touchdown to take the lead. Hillside was clinging to a 48-44 lead after scoring a touchdown on the last drive that included a key catch by Ethan.
"C'mon, just stop 'em here!" Garret yelled in support.
Ava was torn. Crap. "I gotta go!" she shouted over the crowd noise.
"What?!" Garret asked back.
"I gotta go! I volunteered to help clean up the locker room after the game. The janitors don't work on weekends and normally the coaching staff does it. But Benner allowed his players to miss practice for me to help them in class, and this is my way of paying him back."
"What?" Garret had no idea what she was talking about. Ava's planned diversion was too complicated. But it worked. "I don't care, Ava! I'm trying to watch the game. There's a minute left! Go do whatever. I wanna watch!"
Okay. Ava ran down the bleachers and out of the stadium. On her way back from the car, Ava heard a loud eruption. The stands were going nuts. "That's an interception by number twenty-one, Charlie Walker!" The PA system echoed.
"Yes!" Ava jumped up and pumped her fist. She was ecstatic for her son and his team. She was tempted to run to the stadium to watch the final plays and watch them lift the trophy, but she already had plans.
********
Leaning against the whitewashed brick wall of the women's locker room, Ava could hear all of the fanfare outside - the fans cheering, cars revving, and music blaring from the stadium. There wasn't much left to do but wait. Well... that, and be glad she had packed another bra and panties in her car for the ride home. Because after how her lingerie had looked when Ethan was done with her, Ava ended up just shoving them into a plastic bag in her desk.
Besides, her underwear wasn't what made her current outfit. In the mirror, Ava grinned brightly. From her gray-striped miniskirt going down to her upper thigh, to her black thigh highs stretching over her knees, to her black heels, and to her half-buttoned white blouse that her tits were popping out of, Ava rocked the hell out of her "slutty teacher" costume.
Adjusting her square glasses and tight blonde bun again and again, Ava impatiently waited for the text message from Coach Benner. She kept wondering if her students in the locker room had read her note yet...
"Hey sexy,
I certainly hope you know who this is. After what I've already done to your cock, you better ;)
I've already decided that no matter how this game ends, we are going to celebrate together in a very special way. This is your invitation. Your "entry ticket" is in the letter. Don't worry about a thing. Just listen to Coach Benner.
Now get that big sexy cock of yours nice and hard for me.
Your favorite teacher,
XOXO"
********
The faux slate floor tiles of the men's locker room were littered with white towels, empty Gatorade bottles, and other random objects. It was like a tornado had swept through. The players were still hooting and hollering in celebration.
When all of the teary-eyed speeches, trophy lifting, heartfelt moments, and showering off had passed, Coach Benner announced, "Alright boys, everybody go home and spend some time with family. Let's plan to go out for pizza tonight and keep the party going. My treat!"
"Woooh!" "Yeah, Coach!" The elated highschoolers gathered their belongings and dropped their uniforms in large bins as they filed out of the locker room.
As Ethan grabbed his bag and got up to leave, Benner held his shoulder. "Stay here for a while. You may just be the luckiest bastard alive."
Hmm? Ethan pondered what he had done during the game. He couldn't have won MVP. He sucked for half the game.
When the horde of players funneled through the exit, the room was quiet. Ten of Ethan's teammates were also waiting in the locker room. He could see the rubbing hands and sneaky excitement written on their faces. They all seemed amazed to see him there with them.
Wait... No...
In his black tracksuit and ballcap, Coach Benner was standing at the locker room door. "Hey!"
********
As the metal door opened wider and a grinning Benner stepped aside to hold it open, Ava closed her eyes and took a final breath. You got this! Her black heels clacked into the musty, shiny room.
The response was priceless. Seated on the benches and leaning on the lockers, all eleven young men gawked in elated shock - Ethan especially. The players turned to each other to make sure the others were seeing what they were.
Ava smirked. She knew they were expecting to fuck her. After all, she gave each of them a condom in their letter as an "entry ticket." What they didn't expect though was the sexy, "slutty teacher" costume. Ava could tell they appreciated her sense of humor - and probably also her curves.
Reminding everyone of whose locker room it was and explaining his involvement, Coach Benner placed his hand on Ava's shoulder. "I know all of you have been dreaming about the title for a while. That's why I worked with Ava to help motivate you. And I have to say, after years of you playing well for me and working your asses off, I can't think of any other young gentlemen who better deserve to call themselves champions. Enjoy the spoils of going out on top."
The players erupted in applause. Ethan and Ava made infatuated eye contact while Ethan clapped and cheered with his stirred teammates.
"Do we have to go out on top? I'd like to see her on top," Matthew joked, as if he could say whatever he wanted.
The other players laughed at him. Ava heard the joke and released a throaty chuckle. About time. The boys had been so afraid to flirt with her and talk dirty.
Ava walked to the back of the room and stopped just shy of a low wooden bench, which was just a two-foot-wide glazed plank of oak with two metal poles screwing it down to the floor. She could sense every lustful set of eyes running up and down her body and her generous amount of cleavage. She rolled her ankles. "Well, Matthew, I'm soaking wet, my panties are off because I was just masturbating for ten minutes before I walked in here, and I'm looking for a brave man to be the first one to fuck my brains out. So, if you want me to ride your cock like a slut, now is the time."
Within seconds, Ava had the long snapper's cock buried deep in her drenched cunt. While his hands tugged and clawed at her white dress shirt and bra, Ava unmangled her hair tie and forced his t-shirt over his head.
Once he got her top off, Ava straddled his body on the wooden bench and reached around her back to get out of her bra. As she fucked and ground his cock into her swollen pussy, she noticed other men moving toward her to help her with her bra.
She gasped from the feeling of her neck being kissed while a pair of hands unhooked her pink bra. It felt great for her tits to bounce freely while she was getting fucked. But it was also a recipe for things to get out of hand quickly. "Boys," she panted, "let's not all go at once. Ahh. I wanna give each one of you some special attention."
Seeing Matthew's strained face while he writhed in ecstasy below her, the blonde teacher fell forward onto his body so her tits pressed into his heaving chest. In a sultry tone, she whispered, "I don't want anyone else bothering me. I just wanna dance on your sexy cock like a fucking slut."
"Fuuuuck! You're so fucking hot. You're such a slut!" Matthew wailed. He was close.
Ava clenched her vaginal muscles and moaned again. Fuck, this is hot. She pressed her lips back into his ear. "You have me where you fucking want me. I'm your dirty slut right now. You have no idea how bad I want you to cum in my pussy. Do it for me."
The nineteen-year-old couldn't take it. He ejaculated with a loud cry, pumping his sperm into his translucent condom. Ava kept fucking him until he was done. She turned her head back and spotted Ethan. He, like everyone else, had his cock out. And his smile of unbridled joy made Ava feel like an invincible sex goddess. He made her feel free.
Matthew's arm dangled to the floor, and his eyelids were half-closed. Ava stopped moving and kissed him on the cheek. "Thanks for that, babe."
"Thanks, Mrs. Dawson," he deliriously mumbled.
Standing up again and taking stock of her life at the moment, Ava saw that every young man was masturbating to her. In her fantasies, she had never imagined being so disoriented by the stimuli around her. She felt happy to drown in the lust directed at her.
"So," she smiled with energy, "who's next?" Several desperate hands went into the air, but it was Sam who requested, "Take your skirt off. We wanna see you naked."
It wasn't long before Sam and Ava were making out and getting rid of each other's clothes. The large lineman took off Ava's miniskirt and squeezed her butt cheeks. "Ahh-ahh!" Ava gasped from her warm breasts and flesh being pushed into the cold, metal lockers.
"Mmm. Give it a smack." Ava winced and laughed. "Yeah!" She arched her back and rubbed her firm ass into the heavy student behind her. His dick, fortunately, was proportionally large. When his tip slid into Ava's pussy from the back, she started to orgasm. The pounding cock didn't slow down while her eyes rolled in her head.
Ethan marveled at his mom. His penis was painfully hard from her display. It was unbelievable. He shook his head in delighted exasperation when she finally opened her eyes again. Ava incredulously shook her head back at Ethan before winking at him and giggling.
The mom and son locked eyes and playfully communicated with small facial gestures, all while she was humping the student behind her. With a wicked smirk, Ava exaggerated her high-pitched moans and lip biting. Ethan muffled his laugh, enjoying a funnier side of his mom he had only ever seen in small doses before.
"Ahhh! Ahh! Yeah! Yeah, Sam baby! Take it all. Fucking pound me. Make me cum on your big cock again. Ahhh!" She thrust her hips more sensually.
Sam went red trying to deliver. He loudly smacked his hips into her ass as rapidly as he could. "I'm almost there, Mrs. Dawson!"
Ava reached behind her and wrapped her hand around his neck. Suddenly, his hips were thrown out of rhythm. The throbbing pumps and loud gasps lasted for a minute before Sam's penis slipped out.
"You made me cum!" Ava smiled. Sam looked happy for her and himself, but he was sweating profusely and speechless.
The same erotic fun continued with Marcus and then with Mike. Neither managed to last long. To Ethan, it seemed that none of his teammates knew how to properly fuck his mom. And he included himself in that category. She was just way out of their league, and they had little experience. But looking at the pure joy and ecstasy in her gaping mouth and squinting eyes, it seemed that she was getting off on more than the quality of sex.
It was what happened next that truly blew Ethan's mind. For over five minutes, he closely witnessed his mom manage to satisfy Charlie and David at the same time. Her agreeing to their request was one thing, her allowing them to put towels on the ground so she could get on her hands and knees comfortably was amazing, but what really made Ethan's mouth go dry was seeing his gorgeous mom naturally bob back and forth between them. Her lips and tongue licked and sucked Charlie's tall shaft while her pussy and ass thundered into David's thick one.
"Can we cum in your pussy?"
"Of course," Ava bit, gazing up at Charlie. "I wouldn't have it any other way."
"No," he explained, "I mean, really do it. Not in the condom."
Ava's eyes went wider. She had already let them do it before, but that had been reckless. And she also didn't want to set that expectation. Glancing out of the corner of her eye, Ava studied her son's face. Ethan was entranced and masturbating at her every hot move. "You can't take the condom off. But I can," Ava seduced Charlie. "Then I'll fucking help you cum somewhere nice and fun."
Charlie nodded clearly. Ava pulled her head away and slipped her pussy from David's animated erection. After directing them in front of her, Ava pinched the cum reservoir in each of their condoms and slowly plucked them from their beating shafts. With a cocky smirk, Ava winked at Ethan and then masturbated her two students.
Ethan forced himself to let go of his own body because when he watched his mom aim his friends' cocktips at her bare tits and let them shoot their cum all over her, he nearly lost his load.
"Ohhhh! Ahh, nah!"
Ava, Ethan, and others in the room whipped their attention to the corner where Connor was frantically holding his palm out in front of his uncircumcised rod. He was staring down in terror, wishing the spurts of cum would stop squirting out of him. Ava winced from the disappointing news. Still, she hurried over to Connor and took his cock in her hand.
Jerking and stroking like crazy, Ava wanted to deliver as much pleasure as she could in the moments he had left. She felt terrible he couldn't be more involved. "Yeah. Cum for me, Connor baby! I love your hung cock. You want it so bad, you can't even wait for me. Do you know how horny that makes me?"
Connor's painful embarrassment gave way to bashful embarrassment. Ethan was even getting more turned on by his mom's words. It impressed him how good she tried to make Connor feel even though he had just done something catastrophic. Ethan admired his mom.
"You done?"
"Yeah," Connor breathed.
Ava pinned him to the lockers and hotly kissed him, transferring melting cum to his chest. "Next time you come to my office, we're locking the fucking doors, and we're gonna fuck for as long as I say. You got away with it today, but I'm not letting you hide from me next time."



"Okay," he swallowed and fully agreed.
After a brief stint of chair-position sex with Arnold that ended with him asking to finish on her tits as well, Ava was starting to get sore. Her spirits and energy, however, were higher than ever.
It was hard to tell who she had already had fun with and who was ready to go. The room was full of sweating, panting, naked young men with their cocks out - not that Ava had any complaints.
"Here!"
Ava pivoted on her heels. "Oh?" she looked down at the bottle of lemon-lime Gatorade. "Oh, hey," Ava blushed. She knew the charming smile well. "I've been waiting for you, haha."
"Really?" Trey asked. He handed Ava the sports drink and let her rehydrate herself with the entire bottle. "I didn't know cuz you kind of cut me off."
"Ahhh! Thanks for that! So chivalrous," she winked. "And yeah, I did cut you off. You broke the rules and told all your teammates in the class about me," she lectured. "And because of that, all of this just happened, haha. So, maybe it's time for some make-up sex?" Ava inspected his sexy, darkly-toned cock. It's been too long...
Trey lit up and placed his hand on the small of her back. He started guiding Ava. Ava walked with him, willing to see where he was taking her. They entered the door to the athletic office and approached Benner's desk. Ava turned to her right and looked out through the giant window to the locker room. Ethan and others were looking through it, still masturbating. Benner, too, was curiously looking in, but he was content to subtly massage the bulge in his pants and not intervene.
"What are we doing in here, Trey?"
"Ever since we fucked that first time, I always dreamed of taking you on a desk again."
"Yeah?!" Ava nudged, rubbing her hand on his strong pecs. "Funny, I dreamed about the same thing whenever you were in my bathroom jerking off to me."
With one aggressive sweep of his arm, Trey sent every book, photo frame, jar, paper, and folder flying from Benner's desk. The football season was over anyway, what could he do to punish him? Ava suddenly felt herself being lifted into the air by her waist. She was set down on the desk. Her shoulders were pushed back onto the mahogany. Without even putting thought into it, Ava raised and parted her legs. She knew what he wanted.
Her glistening mound welcomed Trey's thick, long, attractive erection. Ava moaned and rocked her head side to side as he entered slowly. "Oh god!" Ava groaned. It was as good as she remembered. She placed her heels over his shoulders and was content to let him fuck her however he wanted.
He gripped her quads for leverage and started to thrust. Her body jolted back on her skin before springing back into position. It happened again and again, each time feeling like Trey was getting deeper inside her.
"You like that?" he grunted.
"Mmm. You know I do."
"You like having my cock inside you? Did you miss me?"
"Ahh!" Ava smirked and shrugged her shoulder. "Maybe. I'm not gonna tell you."
Trey pounded firmly and with a sense of redemption. "Ughh! Yeah! I kept hopin' you'd come into the bathroom with me one day to fuck me."
"Me too," Ava laughed with her teeth and moaned. She lay there and savored the sensations. He can do all the work. We'll both be happy.
A surge was building inside Ava's loins and chest. Her head started to get fuzzy. She knew what was about to happen. Fuck, yes. "Maybe," she panted and bit her lip through the powerful humping, "Maybe you'll have to stay after class some more?" Ava ground her pussy into him.
"Fuck, really?" Trey could hardly speak. He was bucking in and out with a flexed neck.
Ava's face was open, her head writhing on the table. She was so close. "Yeah," she whined. "Maybe some tutoring n' fuck sessions. Your big cock in my pussy." She felt her knees being pushed back to her head. Her eyes closed and vision turned to static, Ava waited for the inevitable. "I'm cumming Trey! I'm cumming for you!"
Trey sped up to give Ava the final sensations she needed. The teacher screamed and gasped for air until her body and mind went limp. Her pussy juice leaked onto the wood desk.
Not done, Trey accelerated his pace and reached an arm out for Ava's enticing tits, even though he got cum all over his hand. When he reached the point of no return, Trey stalled just long enough to pull out, walk around the side of the desk, and take his condom off.
Ava was barely conscious when she felt the fleshy, sticky thud on her forehead. She knew what Trey was doing, but between her inability to form sentences and her desire to let him do it, Ava only purred as he ejaculated onto her face. It made her pussy and limbs shudder to feel his load coating her forehead, cheek, and nose.
It had been years and years since she had let a man do that to her. "Mmm. You really did treat me like a slut," Ava frisked. She was too exhausted to move, but somehow she was still horny.
After a couple of minutes of rest, Trey was wearily back on his feet. Ava wiped most of the sperm from her face with a random sheet of paper. Trey and Ava kissed before they stumbled out of the athletic office together.
Getting some of her wits about her, Ava struggled to understand what was going on with her physiologically. She loved how she felt. She loved being this way. She couldn't get enough. The only time she had felt fully satisfied in weeks was at halftime earlier when she orgasmed with Ethan. Maybe it was a fad? Maybe it was her life now?
"Do you need to take a shower?"
"Hmm?" Ava opened her eyes to her son. He seemed thrilled and lightly concerned. Ava didn't want any cum to wash off of her yet, but her caring son made her so happy. She didn't want to reject his concerns. "Yeah. Just my face really quick. Thanks, love."
That was the first time his mom had called him "love." Ethan had a skip in his step while he ushered her to the showers. He turned on the cold water. Ava just plunged her head in. She shivered and made noises, but she relished the relief.
It was brief - just enough time to clear her face of semen and sweat. Her son had done a good job looking out for her because Ava sprung out of the shower reinvigorated and clearer mentally. She kissed her son's cheek and led him back toward the lockers.
Ava wiped her wet, darkened hair on a fluffy towel. Exhausted players were chatting and laughing with each other. They were back to watching their favorite teacher.
"Alright," Ava searched the room, a bit humored by how she had made it to the home stretch just as horny as she was when she started. "Who's next?"
One hand shot into the air and came closer to her. Ava rolled her eyes. Fuck you, asshole. The short, brown-tinted kicker was unaware of her outrage toward him. "I wanna fuck you against the lockers, Mrs. Dawson."
I can't believe I have to get him off. Ava had been subliminally ignoring Carlos the entire time. Looking over the room, he was one of only two men remaining. Shit. She had jerked him off in her office, written him the letter, and now had to play with him all for the same reason - If she didn't, he would have no reason not to report her or tell everyone in school about her.
Gritting her teeth, the knockout mother took Carlos' hand and walked him over to the back corner of lockers. Only Mike and Matthew were nearby, relaxing. Ava carelessly pushed Carlos against the wall and squatted down. Her hand found his erection, and she mechanically jerked him without bothering to look up. He has a small dick. That's probably why he's such an asshole.
"Uhhh. Mrs. Dawson, could you put it in your mouth?"
"No."
"Can I touch your sexy ass?"
Ava twisted his cockhead with her fingers, only stroking slightly. Carlos whined in pain and his hand slapped the metal lockers behind him. "Why do you treat my son the way you do?"
"What?" he winced.
"I know you've been an asshole to my son this entire year. Why?" she authoritatively whispered.
Carlos had the fear of God in his eyes. He was disarmed and stammering. "I don't know. I didn't mean to be."
Ava rolled her eyes.
"He just- He's- Ughhh. He always gets what he wants. Shit just comes easy for 'im."
Ava's lips curled. He's jealous. It didn't surprise the mother, especially since she thought her son was a great young man.
"I'm sorry," Carlos grunted in a whisper. "He never did shit to me. I know that."
"It's me you need to apologize to." She released her pinching fingers and resumed stroking. There was still pent-up anger toward the student, but he was, after all, a high school student. There seemed to be sincerity in his eyes, but it could have just been his fear of not getting to enjoy her.
"Stomach, back, or feet?"
Carlos didn't understand. "What's that?"
Ava pumped her fist and looked up at him. "What do you want me to jerk you off onto? My stomach, my back, or my feet? I think that's a nice offer from me, everything considered. If I were you, I'd take it."
There was a moment where Carlos opened his mouth to rave about the injustice of not getting to fuck her. But his conscience and understanding caught up to him. "Ummm." He ran his eyes down her flexing, firm body. "I've kind of always liked feet."
Ava unceremoniously pulled his condom off and gripped his flesh. "Tell me when you're gonna cum." She glanced across the room at Ethan, who looked somewhat pleased, almost as if he could tell she was giving Carlos a hard time on purpose.
The intensity of the handjob increased, and Ava had the internal debate over whether it was better to give a shorter one that would feel amazing for him or a terrible one that would force her to touch his cock for a longer time.
The result was a hybrid approach. A decent handjob. Though, for the horny, inexperienced student, it felt much better. "Ahhh!" Carlos gasped and moaned. He gripped Ava's shoulder to steady himself.
Ava tilted her eyes up at him occasionally. The next time she did, she saw that he wasn't even looking at her. His head focus was off to the side, and his lips were quietly moving. Ava snapped her head over to her left to see her son nodding in confirmation at Carlos, with pleasantness in his lipped smile.
"What did you just say to my son? What were you guys talking about?"
"Nothing," Carlos shook his head. "I was just sayin' sorry."
Ava stared back at her son and then up at Carlos. As a teacher and as a mother, she was impressed. And not just because of his growth and sense of accountability - but because she knew how hard it was for men to think about anything else when she was naked and satisfying them.
"Oh. I thought you were telling him how bad you wanted to feel my ass against your cock."
Carlos's eyes bulged. "No, hah," he swallowed. "That would be really hot though."
Ava looked back at her son and shared a loving smile with him. "Well," she shrugged at Carlos, "maybe you should ask him for permission, then?"
"Wait. We can do that?? But I have to ask Ethan?" Carlos pointed.
"Mm-hmm," Ava grinned. "If it'll make him happy, we can do it. It's up to him."
Awkwardly, Carlos asked Ethan loudly across the room for permission to play with his mom's ass. Ethan curiously stared at his mom while he gently masturbated. She was smiling back at him, her eyes unable to resist dipping to his cock. Between the excitement of his mom involving him, the peace he felt from Carlos' apology, his desire to turn over a new leaf - and, above all, his desire to see his mom act like a hot slut - Ethan smirked at his mom. "Okay. But only if she lets you cum on it."
Boys... Ava grinned widely and shook her head. Naughtily at her son. She loved playing games with him. Wasting no time, she stood up and planted her ass into Carlos' burning erection. She hornily ground her butt cheeks, staring at her son the whole time. Putting on a bit of a show to seduce her son, Ava bit her lip, moaned, and maneuvered her ass succinctly. Without warning, Carlos' load fountained onto her right butt cheek.
Once the cocktip behind her stopped leaking, Ava stepped away, not even thinking to look back at Carlos. She twisted her hips out to show her delighted son the gooey mess she had made. The mother and son met each other and kissed softly.
"Are you having fun?" Ava stroked his face.
"Yeah!" Ethan nodded. They kissed again.
Turning her head around the locker room, Ava realized that she might have actually finished off every one of her students except for her son. Jesus, haha. It didn't seem like it. Something then caught Ava's attention.
"Do you wanna help me out again?"
Ethan wasn't sure if it was possible to say no to his mom's flirty, sexy voice. Not that he would ever want to. "Yes," he whispered back.
Ava stepped back and looked skeptically over at the entrance to the athletic office. Benner had a guilty uneasiness. Ava lowered her gaze and raised her eyebrow, trying not to laugh. In Benner's track pants, there was a large, glistening spot above his crotch. His erection was a diagonal bar inside of it. He had been rubbing it the whole time, but he had ironically been afraid to take it out and risk being sexually inappropriate in front of students.
"You know nobody cares, right...?"
Benner's pupils darted about the room. All of the players were either off in their own worlds or watching with nonjudgmental interest. Cautiously, the gray-haired football coach lowered his pants and briefs. He sighed immediately from his pain disappearing and his cock being freed from the elastic trap.
"Do you wanna do it yourself? Or do you want me to help you?" Before she even gave Benner time to think, she walked over to him, predicting his answer. With each step, she felt melting cum trickle and run down her creamy tits, ass, stomach, and legs. She wasn't even sure if the wetness running down her inner thighs was entirely hers.
She felt fucking incredible. Her pussy got even wetter knowing her son was seeing her like this. Her hips wiggled in an antsy way when she arrived in front of Benner. Her son was close by, waiting to see what his role was supposed to be.
"Hmm. This looks familiar," Ava teased.
"For me, too," Benner grinned, looking down at Ava's red face and chest.
Her fingernails grazed the sensitive flesh of his shaft, making Benner groan until she was done.
"You were such a fucking slut that night," he grunted.
"I know. I shouldn't be, but I couldn't help it. Nobody's supposed to know," Ava fed into his funny fantasy. "What would all my rich neighbors say if they knew what I was doing right now?" She stroked his cock and massaged his balls.
"I can't even imagine!" Benner reached below and scooped the underside of Ava's soft boob. "You're even dirtier than I thought. You're such a perverted little hot slut. I saw you kiss your son. You're fuckin' him, aren't you?"
"Ethan!" Ava called out. "Love, can you come here?"
Ethan had been listening to what his mom had been saying to his coach. At first, he was confused, but then he seemed to understand that his mom was just saying what she knew would turn him on. "Yeah," Ethan complied. He walked over and stood in front of his mom like his coach was, but a little off to the side.
Ava smoldered at the sight of her handsome son being in front of her again, naked and erect. "Ethan," Ava asked, but was looking at Benner's eyes, "your coach wants to know if we've ever fucked. Have we?"
"Uh," Ethan giggled, "yeah. Why?"
Watching the shock and arousal form in Benner's mystified face was wildly entertaining.
"No, you didn't," Benner shook.
"He most certainly did," Ava assured. "Right on the desk in my office. Just hours ago. Hottest sex of my life." Benner's jaw was hanging, and he was too dumbfounded to speak, so Ava just kept going. "His cum's still inside me. And I need to fuck him again. That's why I'm so horny. He likes when I fuck his friends."
Beads of sweat ran down Benner's round face. Ethan nearly came when his mom playfully peeked at him and grabbed his throbbing, tired cock with her other hand. "Whoa-ooh. Oh, god, mom..." he moaned when her tongue flattened and ran up his erection, from his base to the mushroom tip.
Ava carefully sucked and licked her son's shaft. She kissed his head and engulfed as much of him as she could again and again. After a minute, she made sure her fingers were still manipulating and tugging at Benner's flesh the right way. Ethan's eyes were in the back of his head in ecstasy. It made Ava feel wonderful to see how easily she could make her son deliriously happy.
"Uhh-uhhh. I can't believe your son's one of the guys you fuck around with! Does your husband know? Does he know that your son's your little side fuck?" Benner grunted and sweated.
"No," Ava indignantly informed Benner, while continuing to sweetly rub her son's leg, "there's my son, and then everyone else is a 'side fuck.'"
Ethan grinned ear to ear. His mom looked up at him grinning just as widely. Using both of her hands, Ava shifted, stroked, and tickled Benner's erection until he was muttering hotly through his grunts.
Benner reached his arm out and grabbed Ava's throat. She laughed and gasped, knowing to close her eyes.
Ava flinched when ropes of jizz shot from the cockhead onto the top of her chest and into her cleavage. Ethan got an up-close look at his mom being coated. He was so close to cumming, and he didn't know how he had waited so long.
Without missing a beat, Ava went back to passionately orally fucking her son. Ethan placed his hand on the back of her head and acted as if he had any influence over how she bobbed her head and manipulated his cock with her tongue.
"Ohhh! Fuck, mom! That feels so good." He watched her breasts, hips, ass, and eyes dance below him. "You're so hot. Ahhh."
"Yeah? You think your mommy's hot?" Ava breathed hot air onto his wet shaft and slipped her hand between her thighs to finger her demanding clit with her fingers.
"Yeah!" Ethan strained. "You have cum everywhere," he then chuckled.
"Mmm. You like that?" Ava blew him harder and more intensely while she fingered herself close to the edge. "Uhhh!"
Ava was about to cum, and she could see in her son's face that he was too. Quickly jumping to her feet, Ava slapped her hands against the brick wall and bent over in front of her son. She didn't say a word, and Ethan turned around and slid his cock into her pussy. After two powerful thrusts that echoed through the locker room, Ava's eyelids squinted, her knees went weak, and her elbows convulsed.
Ethan felt it at first and then looked straight below him to watch his mom's pussy juice squirting again and again onto his bare cock. Her vagina clenched around him and refused to let go. The enticing odor rose into Ethan's nostrils, and the liquid dribbled down his thighs and matted his trimmed pubic hair.
"Ethan! Ethan! Ethan!" Ava gasped through her strangled windpipe. Her head thrashed side to side. "AHHHH! AHHH! Ahhh. Ahh. Ah. Whew!" The back of her throat was dry, her head was spinning, and her limbs were suddenly heavy.
Using the last of her energy to stand up and fall back into her son's arms, Ava rested her damp head into his rising and falling chest. Ethan held his chin against his mom's forehead.
"Thank you," Ava smiled. She kissed her son's lips and closed her eyes, savoring the security she felt in his arms and the feeling of his cock safely inside her.
"Thank you!" Ethan kissed her back. It was wild to him that he could freely kiss his mom, and she actually liked it! His cock cutely twitched inside his mom's pussy.
"Mmm," Ava softly moaned. "You have a lot of energy, don't you?" she proudly giggled.
"Uh, yeah, haha! It's okay though if you're too tired."
Ava's eyes flew open. She looked at her thoughtful son like he was insane. "Love, what kind of mom do you think I am? You think I'm gonna use you and then leave you like this?"



Ethan blushed. "Well... You just look wiped, haha."
She swayed back and forth in his arms. "No matter how tired you make me, I'm never gonna be too tired to help you jerk off all over me, am I? Let's go take a shower."
For over fifteen minutes, Ava sat under the warm water with her son. They held and touched each other until Ava sexily got on her knees and held her hair away so that Ethan could shoot his load on her face. After sharing a laugh at how funny she looked, Ava scooped and ate his cum off with her fingers before washing the remainder of the cum on her body down the drain with soapy hot water.
Ava breathed and rested in Ethan's arms while they kissed until she told him it was time to get out.
********
All of the other men in the locker room were fully dressed.
A white towel was wrapped around Ava's damp blonde hair, and Ethan was hugging her from behind with his groin lightly pressing against her butt. Ava figured that he'd be attached to her for a while. She didn't mind.
She could see that the players, probably at Benner's direction, were nice enough to gather her clothes and place them on the wooden bench. "Thank you, boys!"
Ethan went to his locker and changed into his casual clothes. Ava's non-slutty clothes were still in the women's locker room, so she borrowed a hooded sweatshirt that went down to her thighs to make the walk.
Before leaving, Ava stepped up onto the wooden bench. "Alright, team meeting!" she playfully announced. It worked, though, because every player gathered around the bench in a circle, including Benner.
"Alright," Ava began, seriously, "as you all know, what happened in this room is private! I know pretty much all of you have failed at that before. But I want you to think about this - If anyone, any sole lifeform, outside of this room finds out what happened, I will be fired, and none of you will ever experience anything like this again. And secondly, Coach Benner agreed to tell any of your college recruiters that you are a bad influence on the locker room and shouldn't be given a spot on the team." The football players internalized the severity of the message. That was news to Benner, but he nodded along and voiced his agreement. After all, he was now also at risk.
"Now, on a brighter note..." Ava lit up with a smirk. "I realize that this whole fiasco is my fault. It turns out I had a fantasy of wanting to fuck sexy, young athletes. And some of you even butchered tests in my class, thinking I'd use sex to motivate you to do better."
Most of the highschoolers guiltily grinned at each other.
"Well, as you all can see now," Ava motioned to Ethan, "I can have sex with the guy who, in my unbiased opinion, is the most handsome one of you. So, I don't really need to play with any of you anymore."
A deflated silence deadened the enthusiasm. All of the guys looked at Ethan and then at each other.
"However," Ava stretched her lips, wickedly, "it's possible that I want to be fucked by all of you." The players cheered in relief, and so did Ethan, who was laughing at his mom's tease. "So, gentlemen, I was thinking earlier, 'Football is ending. We have more than half the school year left. If I'm constantly trying to keep up with all these boys wanting to fuck me, things are going to get crazy, and something bad's gonna happen.' So, after thinking things over, I decided to work out a little system. I asked Ethan about it in the shower, and he thought it was a good idea."
"Yep!" Ethan supported while tying his shoe.
Ava inhaled and her skin felt hot again. "For now on, if you get a B-minus or a B on a test, I'll invite you into my office and jerk you off until you're ready to cum all over my tits."
The players applauded and hooted.
"If you get a B-plus or A-minus, I will suck and jerk your cock until you're ready to cum anywhere you want on my body ."
The players cheered louder and nudged each other with their shoulders.
"And if you get an A or an A-plus, you get to fuck me however you want."
The hollow locker room filled with loud shouts and clapping.
"And- And," Ava interrupted, "Whether you want your reward one-on-one, or with friends, that's up to you." She then eyed Ethan. "You know what? Another rule is that Ethan gets to join your time with me whenever he wants. That's just my rule." After seeing the teammates nod in understanding, not particularly bothered, Ava continued with her next piece of news. "And some of you may be wondering what happens if you get an A for the course..." She touched her fingers to her ribs, "All I can say is that, if you get an A for the course, or if you pass the AP Bio exam, this might not be the only time you guys have a night like this."
The group of men didn't cheer but excitedly chatted with each other as Ava stepped down from the bench and went into Ethan's arms. Pressing her lips into her son's ear, Ava's heart raced as she whispered, "Let's get out of here. I want you well-rested for morning sex."
Ava kissed her son, and she felt him grow against her leg, she knew very well that neither of them could make it until morning.
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"Ahhh! Mmm, yeah. Getting close?"
"No."
"Ha! Yes, you are!" Claire's bright, frisky smile widened, as she watched his flexing neck and reddened face reveal the truth.
Looking down her naked body, she savored the sight of her shaved pussy swallowing his beige shaft again and again. She rhythmically grinded and shifted on the hard cock as memorably as she could. After all, it was the last time either of them would get to feel the other's touch for two months.
"Uhh-ahh! What about you... You getting close?" Daryl's low grunts echoed against the drywall. His eyes were lucid, but he couldn't stop running his gaze up and down the sexy, slender figure dancing on his erection.
Her round, perky breasts with light-pink areolas bobbed up and down after her bouncing body. Daryl loved whenever he felt the warmth and perfect sizing of them in his cupped hands. He was going to miss them.
"Mmm. Don't worry about me. Ahh! Like I said, today's about you."
"I- I- Fuck! Haha." Daryl's attention gravitated to her adorable face. Her white smile popped from her beige skin. The playful curve in her dark-pink lips always made it look like she was hiding a secret he would never know. Her sapphire, deep-set eyes were expressive and probing. "I want you to cum, though. I wanna feel it," Daryl smiled.
"Oh, really?"
"Yeah!" Daryl gasped.
Claire sat up taller as she rode in cowgirl position. She flamboyantly swept her long, brown hair over her right shoulder. The silky hair hadn't been sticking to her back; she simply knew how crazy her playing with it drove Daryl. He squirmed and writhed beneath her. What's the matter? Can't handle it?
After all this time, she could still surprise him. His green sheets were stained dark by his seeping sweat. This was their most drawn-out goodbye ever. "You sure wanna feel me cum?" She saw the profuse head nod. "Well... if you insist."
Claire then bit her lip. They both laughed and moaned together. Daryl suddenly winced. The initial pain caused by her rocking back in his lap shocked him. His erect cock was forcefully bent downward into her pussy.
Doggy style, missionary, and chair sex were Daryl's favorites with Claire. But angling his eyes down his chest and abs, Darly noticed the benefit of this new position. His penis was sublimely squeezed and manipulated by her glistening, flowery pussy lips. She fiercely grinded back and forth and side to side like she was controlling a joystick.
"Ahhhh! Ohhh! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
As the relentless friction from the juicy cockhead centered directly on her g-spot, Claire's eyes rolled to the back of her head. "Fuuuuck," she chuckled. "Ah! You like that?"
"Yeah!" Daryl longed to thrust his hips up and fuck back, but Claire's long legs straddled him and pinned him down to the mattress. Besides, nothing he could do would make the sex more sensational than it already was. "This feels awesome!"
"Mmm-hm-mm! Fuck yeah, it does." Claire's vision drifted into a blur. The pulsating and rubbing against her vaginal walls was ceaseless. She relished having all seven inches inside her as she circulated her hips and butt. Her fingernails traced the skin of his abs and chest. "You fucking knew you were gonna get this today, didn't you?"
Daryl nodded and laughed hoarsely. "Yeah..."
Of course he knew you were gonna fuck his cock! "Mmm. Did you think I was gonna ride you like this?"
"Hell, no." Her tits were within his reach, but Daryl's arms and muscles were paralyzed by the overwhelming pleasure. He looked into her blue, teasing eyes. There was no stopping her. He could only marvel.
Her body was exhausted, but Claire was energized by sexual adrenaline. "What can I say?" She panted in her songful voice. "Yesterday was hot... but, I wanted to make sure you were taken care of before I left."
Daryl meekly smiled. Oxygen was hard to come by. He was dangerously close to finishing, as his muscles twitched. And his cute face was adorably twisted. "Ffff! Uhhh!! I'm gon' cum soon!"
Despite his gritty voice, Claire knew what he said. In an instant, she stopped restraining herself and gave into her desire to fuck the living daylights out of the handsome cock. She let the mushroom head and thick rod shift inside her pussy lips.
"AHHHHHHH!!" Claire stared straight ahead into nothingness. Her entire body tightened. Her bent knees locked in place. Her quads and calves strained. Her elbows pinched into the sides of her body. Biting the inside of her cheeks, Claire did her best to muffle the whines and screams of pleasure attempting to escape her lips.
Her facial expression, however, was not muffled. Claire let Daryl see the euphoria painted on her ecstatic, wide face. She got off further knowing he was witnessing the scene he craved—having an unforgettable image as proof of what he had done to her.
Finally, when her pussy stopped convulsing and her watery eyes opened, a satisfied Claire tipped over and fell forward. Her firm boobs lay on Daryl's chest.
Her vision slowly returned to be greeted by a mesmerized smile. "Fuck." She laughed and kissed his stiff lips. "I'm gonna miss that."
Daryl couldn't respond. He could only helplessly hump his hips and keep fucking in hoped of achieving sweet relief. "Uggggh. Errr!" He growled.
"Mmmmmm," Claire shook her head, which rested on her angled chin. "Don't worry. I didn't forget about you." Keeping her relaxed chest and stomach on Daryl's sweaty body, Claire arched her lower back just enough to softly fuck the flailing cock with her soaking pussy. Her head felt fuzzy while she proudly stared at his squinting eyes.
"Uhh! I wancum-ou."
Claire translated in a raspy voice. "You wanna cum in me...?" She watched his chin nod. "Mmm. Yeah? You promise?"
Daryl nodded again, gripping the sheets, barely hanging on. "Yuh. Ry-yur-fuckn-pussy."
"Right in my fucking pussy...?" She playfully asked. He bucked under her, vainly attempting to pound her harder. He's so fucking close! Claire wanted to tip him over the edge. "Mmm. You know that's my favorite, right? It's so fucking hot." She watched Daryl wince and squeal. "You're so deep, honey. Don't stop fucking me."
The energy built again in Claire's body. She used it to circulate and fuck with her hips, making the dirty-blonde head thrash atop the green pillowcase. "Mmm. Yeah. Did you like how fucking filthy I was riding your cock like that? Ahhh. You knew I was in the mood all day, didn't you? Huh? And you wanted to make me cum one last time. I love how-" Claire's eyes shot open.
She breathed steadily, then silently laughed. "Ahhh. There we go!" she chirped.
Daryl was still off in his own universe, surrounded by blackness. His muscles twitched, and his toes curled under his trembling feet. He yelled, but a firm hand was pushing down on his open mouth and gagging him. All he could do was lay there and pump more jizz deep inside the warm pussy.
In just the last twenty minutes, an entire day of arousal and anxiety had been zealously fucked out of his system. Daryl heaved one last time, and his chest decompressed. Claire's hand left his mouth, allowing him to breathe freely. She trusted him to be quiet while he enjoyed the tingling sensation of his final spurts leaving his tip.
His head flopped sideways onto the moist pillow. Claire gently caressed his face and kissed his cheek. Her wet pussy broke away from his softening penis. And she slid off of the bed to walk to her purse. Using scented wipes, Claire bathed and washed the masculine scents and hormonal moisture from her skin.
The musty smell of their sex hung in the air of the small, double bedroom.
Daryl's consciousness returned. "Wow..." He rolled over.
"Hahaha!" Claire proudly puffed. "Have fun?" She wiggled into her jeans before donning her bra and wrinkled t-shirt.
"Yes. I had a lotta fun." Daryl's chest rose then fell with each exhale.
"Well, good. Me too. Go shower real quick so I can get going."
After a steamy shower, Daryl lumbered out of the bathroom in sweatpants and an old tee. His smile remained, as did Claire's. "Well, I'll definitely get a good night's sleep for class tomorrow."
"Yeah, you better." Claire opened her arms so Daryl could embrace her. She squeezed tightly and lovingly, rocking him side to side. She hated knowing she'd have to let go. "Are you sure you don't need anything else from the store?"
"No, I'm stocked up."
"Are you sure? What about pants? I see your sweatpants had holes in them."
"They're fine, mom," Daryl laughed and hugged her.
"Hey, you know I have to ask," Claire explained. "I'm so proud of you and how well you're doing here."
"Thanks. It was nice being home for a few days."
Dropping her son off at school never got easier— especially when she had to leave her baby at a university two hundred miles away. It felt wrong—against her basic motherly instincts—even if summer break was less than two months away.
Her instincts aside, Claire couldn't be happier to see Daryl managing so well on his own. This was where he was supposed to be at this point in his life. "You're always welcome home, whenever you want. Call at any time."
"I know. I know."
Claire needed to baby him, no matter how annoyed he got. There were fewer precious moments to mother him. She was relieved how their sex never infiltrated these wholesome moments. Yes, their intercourse over the last year was intense, playful, and hot. Each time, it was a beautiful mother-and-son moment. But it was separate.
Claire never wanted to lose the platonic love and all of the caring, doting, disciplinary, bonding, and regular moments that had always been part of their relationship. Fortunately, Daryl felt the same way. From the very beginning, they both found it natural and easy to separate their "sex selves" from their "normal selves". They behaved one way when naked and returned to normal once one of them (usually Claire) was dressed again... Only, they felt closer and more appreciative of each other.
With one final squeeze, Claire let go of Daryl. She draped her purse over her shoulder and turned to him once more with tears in her eyes. "Be smart," she pressed.
"I will."
She pointed. "And remember what I told you last time."
"'Use protection every time, or else'..." Daryl drolled.
Claire scoffed. "You're such a smartass. I love you, though."
"I love you too, mom."
They smiled heartedly at each other, and then Claire left the room. She strode down the dorm wallway, double-checking to make sure there were no suspicious stares. She didn't expect there to be. They had been incredibly careful and quiet as always. But still...
—
"Hey!"
"Wha?" Noah peeked up from his phone. "Oh, hey! Ready to go?"
"Yep," Claire grinned, still misty-eyed.
"He'll be fine! He's home in six-and-a-half weeks." Noah stood up from the bench underneath the gazebo and kissed his wife on the forehead. He could smell the sweet scent of her perfectly-brushed hair.
"I know it's only a few weeks. And he's happy here. Are you done with work, or are you ready to go home?"
Noah stretched and yawned. "Oh, I've been done. Just had to check up on some emails." He scratched his graying stubble. He was casual in khakis and a plaid dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up.
The husband and wife walked together to their SUV, both having the weird gut feeling that came with leaving their child behind somewhere. "Did his fitted sheet go on easily? Or did it take forever again?"
"Yeah, it's on," Claire chuckled as she buckled her seatbelt. "But now he has to wash it again."
Noah snickered and adjusted the rearview mirror. "Why do I get the feeling he always likes saying goodbye to you more than he likes saying goodbye to me?"
"I don't know." Claire sunk into the passenger seat and yawned. "You gave him a good handshake."
"No, I gave him a great handshake. And a hug."
"You did!" Claire flashed her teeth. "So, why would you think that, then?"
Noah drove out of the lot dryly shaking his head. "It's because I don't have boobs."
"Haha!" Claire rolled. "Nope. Sorry, hun, you don't have 'em. Or a vagina. Or a butt." "Wait-" Claire slapped the dashboard. "Well, you do... Just not-"
"Just not a pretty, round one that our twenty-year-old son wants to touch." The husband and wife laughed together and stopped at a light before the highway. "So, are you hungry?"
"Hell, yes. And I could drink a lake," Claire huffed.
"Alright. Same here. I think there's a Cracker Barrel a few miles ahead."
*****
Home was different without Daryl. This was the second year he was off at school for months at a time, leaving the family only breaks and holidays to reunite.
He was home for weeks in summer and winter, but the time never lasted long enough. Noah missed his favorite hiking buddy. And Claire missed her son—and everything that came with it.
Remembering what life was like before she seduced Daryl was difficult. The sexual part of their relationship felt natural, like it was supposed to happen. Not even two years ago she had wisely seduced her nineteen-year-old son during his winter break of freshman year. Yet, their sex had already transformed Claire's life. She viewed everything differently—motherhood, love, marriage, family, life.
For more than twenty years, Claire had assumed her marriage was perfect and that Noah was her soulmate. She had believed she could never love a man as romantically and eternally as Noah. And his support for the last two years proved her right.
Noah was smart, sexy, and funny. Claire wouldn't change a thing. Daryl didn't serve as a replacement. He was an addition—an athletic, eager, and horny addition. Claire and Daryl didn't make love to share a romantic and spiritual connection. They fucked and banged each other for carnal pleasure. They had indescribable fun while experiencing the rush of the ultimate taboo. Taking her son's young cock and feeling tight body somehow made Claire feel more motherly.
Whenever Daryl was home, Claire was walking on air. She treated herself to the kinkiest-feeling sex every day. Life became a wild dream.
As for Noah, he offered no jealousy, only loyal support. A cuck? No. Noah would never let some other dude sleep with his wife. Claire was his. He also never got off on the idea of her fucking their son or wanted any involvement in their activities. For him, his support was simple:
He loved his wife deeply. She loved him back a frightening amount. And they both loved their son deeply. So, when his wife and son shared sexual urges, it obviously was not a betrayal of him, but rather them desiring a new form of love and affection. Noah had a big heart and was wise enough to see how much happiness it could bring to the family without detracting from his marriage.
Claire was continually amazed by her husband. He was so level-headed, open-minded, and he took life in stride. Even when she admitted that Daryl was an inch bigger, Noah laughed and simply joked how it was unfair because he was two inches taller. Claire told him she could relate. She was five-foot-nine and there were shorter women walking around with bigger boobs.
On the couch in their living room, near a crackling fire, Claire snuggled under the blanket closer to her husband. He was warm and peaceful.
After an emotional day of driving, Claire's mind wandered. A humored smile formed, as she reminded herself of her theory on why Daryl was that one inch bigger. The only incest fantasy that ever gripped Claire was the one she held as a mother, but that didn't stop her from curiously peeking at her dad's crotch in bicycle shorts when she was younger. He was a shorter man, but when she noticed his bulge, Claire thought, Wow, good for him. And good for mom.
Cozily, Claire rested her cheek against her husband's shoulder and reminded herself it was okay to look forward to enjoying the larger size of her son's impressive cock. Hey, Noah jerks off to women with big, fake tits in your Victoria's Secret mags. And that's okay. People get off to different bodies. Doesn't mean they wanna change anything about their partner.
Claire smiled warmly up at her husband. She certainly didn't want to change anything about him. As he finally settled on a TV station, he placed his arm around her. They kissed.
Noah was horny, but he knew to wait. He had just ceded the entire week of Spring Break to his wife and son. He wanted them to have their fun bonding moments. And he could tell in his wife's tired eyes that she was still living a haze.
It was fine. He had no problem waiting till tomorrow. With how aroused his wife had been for the last two years, Noah considered nights like these to be a small price. After all, he was the most regular beneficiary.
"Since when did they reboot MacGyver?" Claire yawned.
"Who knows. I'm still waiting on season two of Firefly."
"Hmmm. Those bastard network execs. I'll write 'em an angry letter for you tomorrow," Claire hummed. She sunk into her husband's shoulder, focused on his hand rubbing her arm, and drifted off to sleep. I'll talk to him about it tomorrow.
*****
"Claire, where do you want the balloons?"
"Hmm? Oh, umm..." Claire swiveled. "You can actually ask Hashni about that. She's kinda the Décor Czar."
Blanche laughed with Claire before walking off to the other side of the community center atrium. Alone again, the mother returned to twist-tying the plastic wrappings over the raffle baskets.
This time it was a pancake breakfast and raffle to raise money for the town's historical society. But no matter the cause or community event, you could bet Claire was involved, either as the leader or a supporting player.
Generous, thoughtful, and free-spirited. After seven years of being a stay-at-home mom and volunteering on weekends, Claire began volunteering for the community full-time. Noah begged her not to get a paying job. He wasn't one of those traditionally prideful men—far from it. He just recognized how fortunate he was to make plenty of money while also loving his work. He wanted his wife to feel just as excited to get up in the morning as he did.
"Honey, you're a natural," he explained. "Just 'cause you're not getting paid doesn't mean your work doesn't count. What you do at the center is probably more important than anything I do. If you take some office job, you're going to hate it. We're far from desperate."
Her husband was right, she was a natural.
"I think we should line all of the baskets up on the table and kind of layer them like this. Harold, can you go get those display shelves out of storage?"
"Yeah! Sure thing, Claire. Need anything else while I'm back there?"
"No. Just the shelves are fine, thank you."
It wasn't lost on Claire (or any of the other women who volunteered). Ever since she went full-time, more husbands and single men had generously decided to donate their time to the community. Claire wasn't worried. All of them were well-behaved and respected her marriage. Eh, they just get all "smiley" whenever they talk to you.
For the handful of male volunteers, this was a good trade. They got to clown around with each other, build shit, and make a difference, all while feeling the presence of their tall, striking neighbor.
Community service was better when taking orders from a competent, gorgeous, and youthful woman who buzzed about the room, coordinating tasks in a blouson dress. She would grin brightly as her turn-up nose crinkled, and sometimes she would question them firmly with her flat cheeks sharpened and flowing eyebrows arched high. It was easy to see why Noah had proposed to her so young.



As for Claire, she got a lot out of it too... She valued the diversity of input and no longer had to carry heavy tables.
Today, Claire, the project leader, was in a particularly good mood. She hummed softly while she tied gift baskets on a plastic table. Under her innocent facade lurked a sinful, secretive grin. Nobody else in the room knew, but her son's jizz from yesterday had just fallen out of her. Eeee! Hehe.
*****
5:54. Claire read the dashboard in the SUV as she pulled into the garage. Noah's Mustang was surprisingly parked next to her. She rolled her eyes lovingly, thinking back to when her husband swore spending forty-thousand dollars on a sports car was actually an "economical" and "practical decision" for the family. She obviously wasn't going to stop him from getting his dream car after how much he did for the family, but she sat there and played devil's advocate like she knew he wanted her to.
"Hey!"
"Hey."
Claire barged through the front door with bags of groceries. "You're fine. Stay on the couch." She dismissed the offer of help.
"You sure?"
"Yeah!" The bags were dropped in the kitchen. Then Claire walked back to the living room with a huff. "I didn't expect you to be home."
"Oh. Why not?"
"I thought you had chess after school today?"
Allen turned away from his tablet and stretched. "No. That's on Tuesdays now."
"Oh, okay. That makes sense."
The room quieted as Allen went back to poking at his tablet.
Claire scoured her brain for more questions. "Did you try out your brother's birthday present?"
"Yeah, it fit."
"Good, I'm glad the case worked out!" Claire was thankful she guessed the right size of Allen's laptop for Daryl.
As a mother, she found it hard for her two babies to be away from each other. It was even harder two weeks ago when she had to delay Allen's birthday party by a week to make sure Daryl would be home on break. As usual, Allen shrugged off the suggestion and said he was fine with his older brother not being there. But Claire knew better. "So, how was school?"
Allen looked up again. "Good."
"Happy to hear it," Claire smiled. "Anything I need to sign? Permission slips? Prom forms?... Suspension paperwork?"
And there it was. The corners of Allen's lips curled imperceptibly, and his blue eyes lit up a shade brighter. His smile was the reason Noah referred to him as "Mona Lisa" sometimes when they talked about Allen in private.
Claire understood Allen—or at least better than anyone else. When Allen was young, his one-word answers and lack of social involvement were concerning. Over time, it became clear that he wasn't emotionally disconnected in any way. He was polite, looked people sincerely in the eye, had great social awareness, and had a couple of good friends. According to Daryl, he had a girlfriend once, too.
He's just a quiet kid. He's an introvert. That's who he is, the mother always said to herself.
Allen was a brilliant kid who would rather sit back and observe a room rather than be the center of attention. For years, Claire struggled to understand him. She understood him now, though.
It had taken a lot of work, but they had developed their own type of communication. From just a slight change of tone or a shift in his eyebrow, Claire knew what Allen was truly meant. As Claire liked to recall, once, when Allen's face was buried in a book about indigenous tribes in Africa, he ran into the kitchen to excitedly tell her how native Namibians could distinguish between twenty variants of the same shade of green. Claire replied smugly, "Well... I can distinguish between forty variants of when you answer a question, 'Good.'" The sides of Allen's mouth curled then, too.
"One more question. Do you know where your dad is?"
"In the shed."
"Ohhh... Doing what?" Watching Allen's ears and eyebrows subtly rise, Claire nodded. "Yeah, I don't know what he's up to either."
"When's dinner?" Allen caught her before she closed the sliding back door.
"Uhhh, probably 6:30?? I'm just making a rice dish. It'll be fast."
"Okay. Thank you."
Allen smiled appreciatively. Or, at least Claire read it that way. She tiptoed over to the couch, kissed his cheek, and jostled his dense, black hair—annoying him, as her motherly duty demanded.
-
"What's up, sexy builder man...?"
"WHAT? That is the worst roleplay I've ever heard," Noah chortled, slamming his drill down. "Builder man?"
"No! Wait, wait, wait. Let me try again." Claire composed herself and forced a seductive tone. "Excuse me, sir. Are you the handyman? Because I need a man who's willing to get-"
"Don't you dare say it!" Noah keeled over onto his workbench, his face bright red. His wife leaned against him to laugh. They hugged and kissed deeply, followed by a few pecks on the lips.
"How was your day?" She scratched his back.
"Eh, same as usual. No complaints. We had a birthday in the office, though. So, we all had cake."
"Free cake. Sounds like a better day than usual?"
"Yeah..." Noah patted his stomach.
Noah had a bit of a "dad-bod," but Claire found it mature and unbelievably sexy on him. "So, what did you rush home to build today?"
"Well, nothing right now. Well—I am building something, just not the main thing I'm going to build. These are just footings."
"For what?"
"The new shed."
"Oh..." Claire mulled. "We're going ahead with that, are we? I thought we were waiting on that till later in the year?"
"We are. We are. I just wanted to get the foundation set now. Now that I know the size of the riding mower I'm getting, I can actually get the blueprints set."
Oh, I'm sure, Claire rolled her eyes. This was the man she had been married to for decades. And he had wonderful traits. She also knew once an idea burrowed in his mind, his excitement and impatience took over. There was no point in trying to slow him down. "Well, looks fun."
"Did you wanna talk about anything?" Noah sensed the unease in her stance.
"Yesss... But, later would probably be better."
"Uh-oh." Noah winced. "Am I in trouble?"
"You're always in trouble." Claire kissed his neck and hugged him from behind. "No, it's just something I've wanted to talk to you about. Not urgent or anything."
"Okay."
Claire walked back across the yard and went inside.
*****
Dinner for a family of three was normal at this point. They had done it enough times. But with Daryl making a guest appearance for the last week, tonight felt incomplete. It sounded too quiet.
Claire and Noah conversed while eating their rice and broccoli. They took turns asking Allen questions, who otherwise would've been content to eat in peace and listen to them talk.
"Did you see that Rose, from down the street, got a new puppy?"
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. It's a Doberman."
"Doesn't she have a cat?"
"Yeah, haha," Noah swallowed. "We'll see how that shakes out."
"Fluffy dinner," Allen nonchalantly shrugged. Noah cracked up and clanged his fork on his plate. Claire covered her mouth and shook her head. "Aww, no! Ha! Don't say that!"
While she ate, Claire found herself glancing at the empty wooden chair where Daryl usually sat. Their sex life was private. They never flirted or discussed their favorite activity around the house. That was reserved for when they were both horny, naked, and alone.
During dinner was usually when Claire would glance down the table to find Daryl's eyes lingering on her chest or face. Whenever she would catch him, his cheeks turned pink. They would both look away, then return to eating their food. It would be after the table was cleared when Claire would send him one simple text: "Laundry room at 10?" "Shed at 11:15?" Or, if Allen and Noah were going to be out for the evening: "Pool after everyone leaves?" "Your room when they head out?" Claire always received the same reply: "Okay."
~~
Dinner these days was different—in many ways. Claire eyed up Allen. He was reserved, but he was just as happy as everyone else in the family. He doesn't like this, Claire deduced. There was no way Allen liked being the only "kid" at the table. Suddenly, a young man, who you could easily forget was in a room with you, was the center of attention.
As sorry as she felt for him being in this position, Claire knew it was good for her son. Yes, she accepted who he was and loved what made him unique. But Claire wanted to know more about him. She didn't like having to pull words out of him every day. Daryl was socially popular, a well-liked player on the baseball team, and he had an active dating and party life in high school. Allen... He could be more like Daryl if he wanted to. He needs to take up more space for himself and open up more!
Claire was forever perplexed. She folded her hands and studied her son. Allen had her straight, white teeth and smile—when he chose to show it. He had her full lips and deep-set, blue eyes. He had a more chiseled and angled face, rather than a smoother one like she did. And his skin was lighter. The real anomaly was his hair. Claire had the same thick, black head of hair when she was a child, only hers turned brown when she was five. Allen's forgot to turn.
Allen was the best-looking member of the family, Claire believed. But because of his passive demeanor, people tended not to notice. Some people noticed, though. Once when Daryl asked Allen if he wanted to go to a party with high school seniors, Allen had surprisingly said yes. And when Daryl came home that night, he immediately staggered to Claire, who had been waiting up in the kitchen. Claire remembered Daryl telling a story of how Allen actually drank beer, talked to people, and even gave Katherine Sanders his phone number when she asked. Claire didn't understand until Daryl showed off Katherine's Facebook profile, and she saw the gorgeous blonde, who was two years older than Allen.
"Why did she flirt with your brother?" Claire asked, sounding unintentionally rude.
"I don't know. He was just standin' there, and I guess she found him mysterious," Daryl laughed, then ran off to tease and congratulate his little brother.
That night, Claire pushed open Allen's cracked-open door to see him prancing about his room and listening to music. When she asked him how his night was, he smiled widely. "It was a great night! Daryl's friends are COOL."
The following weeks, Claire nosily nudged Daryl to see if anything more had happened between Allen and Katherine. Daryl honestly didn't know. "Katherine just said, 'Yeah, your brother's nice.' And that was it." Claire knew Allen wouldn't kiss and tell. He barely told anything ever. But since then, she and Noah encouraged Allen to have a beer or two at family parties and events. It was entertaining to watch him speak in full paragraphs.
*****
The soft penis grazed Claire's smooth, wet, butt cheeks. She felt it wag back and forth against her while the squishy head tickled her. There was security and warmth in the manly arms wrapped around her ribs.
"You were amazing."
"Mmm-hehe. So were you." Claire closed her eyes and turned her head up into the stream of the hot shower. Noah's lips met hers, and they made out, slipping their tongues into each other's mouths.
"I missed you this last week," Noah cooed.
"I TOLD YOU..." Claire gently scolded, "I didn't have to do anything with him once you got home from work. You could've asked me to take off literally every night. It's not like-"
"I know, Claire. I wasn't-"
"Hun, you should've just told me! Daryl and I were home alone together every day for hours. What did you think we were doing, watching TV??"
"Sweetie, I'm- I'm not mad AT ALL. Haha. I wanted you guys to have your time together. And I'm glad you did. I know how important it is and that you've been missing it." Noah kissed her again. "I was just saying I missed you. It's a good thing to do sometimes. And I also missed this-"
"Eeeh!" Claire jumped as the slapping palm stung her butt. She squirmed until he released his grip. "And I already figured you missed that. 'Cause every night when I got into bed, you cuddled up right next to it." She kissed him again.
Claire relaxed more of her weight back into her husband's embrace. She felt the water run down her skin. "By the way, I told him you encouraged me to play with him every night. So, he kind of knows it was a 'gift' from you to both of us."
"Yeah, he told me you told him. He thanked me when we dropped him off."
"Good."
"I knew that between Allen's party and family stuff, you guys probably wouldn't have had a whole lotta time otherwise," Noah explained. "So, you didn't tell me... Did he enjoy his break? Like, did he still enjoy it as much as he used to? Either way, I don't think hiking with me was the highlight of his week home."
"A: I'm sure he loved hiking with you. He actually told me he did. He talked about it for an hour. And, B: Yes. He enjoyed his- Let's just say he took even fuller advantage of his break with me than usual."
"Well, I'm glad, haha. Did youuu have fun?"
Claire's face split into a cheeky grin. Her eyes were shut under the showerhead. "Yesss. I had fun, too."
"Really? Who would've guessed?" Noah shook her in his arms, cajoling her. "I was actually a tad horny last night. But I figured you were wiped out."
"God, yeah." Claire nodded and wiped the water from her eyes. "He didn't have an off button last week. You'd think three or four times a day, would've ended him. But, no, he wanted to go to the shed every night, too. Honey, I think we raised a horny twenty-year-old."
"Hm! Well, to be fair, his mom's a horny forty-four-year-old." Noah reacted to his wife's challenging glance. "I mean, horny thirty-six-year-old?"
"That's better." She kissed him. "And, yes... I am." Claire slipped out of his arms and stepped out of the shower.
"I have a feeling I'm gonna find out again tonight just how horny you are."
Claire looked back and offered an entitled shrug. "Maybe... If you're lucky."
Noah snickered and rinsed the shampoo from his hair. His eyes remained on his wife while she toweled off her slender, naked body. "You know that I try to stay out of the details, but can you just answer this?" His wife nodded. "When you were in the shed, you didn't use the workbench again, did you? That's my one holy place."
Claire pondered into space, reliving a particular night she shared with her son in the shed.
The sweat from his toned chest soaking her back. His hot skin sliding against hers. Their legs flailing and feet tangling together. Her stomach and body pinned down under his lean figure. Claire expending all her energy to tilt her hips and butt higher in the air. Him taking advantage of the deeper access inside her with his bare, throbbing cock.
His swollen testicles slapping against her upper thighs and pussy lips. His hands trapped under her, squeezing and kneading her firm breasts and hard nipples. The corners of their heads pressing together, so throughout every powerful thrust, their flirty, seductive eye-contact was unbreaking.
And the smell. The aroma of their salty sweat, leaking juices, and hot breaths steaming up the small shed. Their smell. Their noses and lungs inhaling it with every high-pitched moan or low grunt begging the other to fuck them harder.
"I laid one of the pool floats on the floor each time," Claire recalled. "We stayed on that," she answered honestly.
"That's all I needed to hear." Noah wiped the imaginary sweat from his brow and washed his chest with soapy hands.
*****
"Whatcha reading?"
Noah spoke into his book. "A biography on Elon Musk."
"Really?" Claire rubbed cream on her face. Her husband was in a t-shirt and pajama bottoms, reading until he was sleepy, as usual. "Do you like him?"
"Eh. I mean, I like some of his inventions. I don't need to like somebody to read about them anyway."
"That's true." Claire fidgeted with her fingers. Her heart rate was higher than usual for eleven o'clock.
Noah got up from bed and walked over to the bookcase in the corner of their bedroom. Claire was standing in the middle of their carpeted room, unmoved. Noah knew that stance. "Is there something you want to talk about?"
"Umm, yeah," Claire replied as if the thought just came to her. "It's about what I wanted to talk to you about earlier."
"Okay...?" Noah took a seat in his bedside chair.
"You know, I- I was thinking about how Allen turned eighteen a couple of weeks ago."
Immediately, Noah knew what conversation they were about to have. "Oh?" He had been wondering if she would ever mention it. They had never talked about it before.
Claire realized he knew where she was headed. And heart was in her throat. "Well? What do you think?"
"Sweetie," Noah sighed. He had been preparing for this night. "I don't think Allen is like Daryl."
"Wait, what?" Claire was caught off-guard. What does that mean?
"I've thought about this carefully. I don't think Allen is the type. Think about it... Do you really think he's into the mom-son fantasy—the taboo of it? Or even the kink-space? Or any of it?" Noah lamented. "Daryl is like every other horny boy his age. Actually, much more than that. Remember how obvious it was that he wanted you? Allen's had girlfriends. He may have even had sex. I wouldn't discount it. But he's just not wired the way guys like Daryl are. I'm not even wired the way Daryl is. I wouldn't have done it with my mom. If Allen were really into sex, he'd be out at parties more, he'd be in after-school clubs that weren't all guys, and he'd be dating a lot more."
"He is into women. He's just quiet about it. Remember, we used to think he was gay or asexual when he was younger. Remember that? Then next thing we knew, he had a girlfriend."
"I know he's into women. Believe me, I'm not doubting that. It's just, I catch Daryl checking you out. All the time. It's something men naturally do when they're interested. I've never seen Allen do that. Have you?"
"No." Claire turned away slightly. She moved her jaw and thought before speaking. "But, I just know he'd be into it. I can feel it."
"Sweetie," Noah spoke softly, "I'd be happy for both of you if that was true. Quite frankly, it's probably more important for him to learn from you than it was for Daryl. I just don't see it in the cards."
Claire swayed with her arms crossed. "So... what? I give one of my sons all of me? Enjoy a special relationship and bond with one of them, but not the other? How is that fair?"
Noah scratched his chin. "I don't know if that's the right way to think about what 'fair' means, though. I mean, the point of doing this is—yeah, it's a lot of fun for you, and pretty great for me too—but the point of doing this is for our son to have a great relationship with his mom. And that might mean one thing for Daryl and something different for Allen. The fair thing would be to love them equally, but in the way they need it. "
No, but- You're not getting it! You just- Claire's scrunched nose showed her disappointment and angst. It was obvious how careful and thorough her husband was. She could tell he was upset for her. And it made her love him even more. Still, his diagnosis was hard to hear.
"Look. I know you might be thinking that I'm imagining things because I want it to happen." She watched her husband admit it was true. "I'm not, though. I feel it in my bones that he wants it, too. You're the one always calling me 'The Allen Whisperer,' so believe me when I say, I can feel it. He may be all shy and quiet, and no he doesn't check me out, but that doesn't mean he doesn't have the same desires Daryl has."
Noah sunk into his padded chair.
Claire let her husband think. Her anxious toes played piano on the carpet. Are you gonna tell him now? The guilty wife and mother had to come clean at some point, and now seemed like the right moment. "You're right—I don't know if he's into me. There's no evidence of that. But I do know he's into mom-son. The fantasy of it, at least."



Noah broke off his contemplation. "How?"
Allen's birthday party. It was several days after his actual birthday. All four members of the Koleman family as well as some of Allen's friends were enjoying a light get-together.
The moment the final guest left and the party was officially over, Daryl hit Claire with that familiar, eager, hopeful expression. And who could blame him? It was his first night back home since January.
For the first time in too long, Claire sent a vague text to her son's phone: "Shed at 11?" The moment she pressed send, a proud smile split her cheeks. After all, it was already 10:52 pm.
After kissing her husband goodnight, Claire visited her youngest son in his room. They engaged in another one of their classic conversations, where she asked a million questions and he answered every one with fewer than five words. Eventually, she hugged him goodnight and told him he was glad he enjoyed his party. Then, she went outside to meet Daryl.
Claire was running late. But she knew Daryl wouldn't mind.
As she shut the shed door behind her, a thrilling buzz consumed her insides and brain. After so long, she was alone with her son. They were sealed off together in their own room. And they were about to fuck. Her hips tantalizingly oscillated, like a stalking lioness about to pounce on her prey.
But her mind was being preyed on by a lingering thought. Several days ago, she had finally allowed herself to question it openly: Am I going to start doing this with Allen?
The question evaporated from her mind the moment Daryl moved toward her and grabbed her hips. It turned out he was more impatient than she was. The mother and son friskily kissed with their tongues and moaned sensually at their reunion.
They tugged and yanked at each other's clothes, trying to strip them from their bodies. Daryl stopped and stared in awe when Claire stepped back to take off her pants. A matching black-lace bra and thong cradled her elegant features.
The lingerie set wasn't bewildering, but it was far sexier and far more intentional than anything Claire had worn for her son before. It was a "welcome home" celebration. When Daryl asked her if she wore it for him to see, Claire simply said that she had been wearing it since before she picked him up at school.
The mother and son found each other again. They took turns touching, kissing, licking, smacking, sucking, and rubbing each other's bodies, reacquainting themselves and trying to build the pleasure for as long as possible. But they both needed to fuck.
Upon seeing his erection and the eagerness in his eyes, Claire teased Daryl over how he needed to teach the girls at school to take better care of him. "It's your job to show them how to take care of you. You can't keep crawling back home to your mommy."
Daryl got on his knees behind Claire and pressed the tip of his cock inside her pussy lips. They moaned together while he slid all the way inside. "Uhhh. It's not all my fault, haha! I do tell them. I don't know what you do, but your pussy is, like, sooo much better."
Out of view of her son, Claire beamed with pride. Deep down, she loved to know that was true. Then she happily proved his compliment by bucking lasciviously around his sexy dick.
The closeness, the intimacy, the fun, and the bonding were everything she had missed dearly over the previous weeks.
When Daryl finally blew his load, Claire asked him to stay inside of her. She rubbed her pussy with her fingers, feeling his semen flow inside her as she orgasmed for a second time. They kissed one more time before collapsing against each other in sweaty nakedness. At last, they were both dazed, drained, and satisfied.
Their well-practiced routine usually ended with Claire getting dressed as soon as possible. Pillow talk and cuddling seemed like romantic activities, and she never wanted to risk her son getting the wrong idea. Fucking Daryl was about being a closer mother, having fun, getting off, and enjoying a carnal taboo she couldn't get anywhere else. Romantic love was supplied in excess by Noah.
On the night in question, however, Claire lay naked with Daryl a while longer. She let her 38Bs and heart-shaped booty sprawl out in the musty air. Her mind was clearing, and the lingering thought had returned.
"Do you think Allen has ever thought of me like this?"
Daryl's eyes flashed open in a way that made it clear he had expected the question at some point—but not then. He had no answer, though. No idea. Claire then asked him if Allen would ever admit to it or talk to him about it if he were to ask. Daryl said no, Allen would never open up about it in any way.
After thinking in the dark, Claire asked another question that cut through the air. "Do you think there's a way you could find out?"
Daryl lay in silence for minutes. Claire let him think. "I think so. I think there's a few ways I can try."
Claire saw his confidence. She was excited, but also anxious. What if he's not into me? ...What if he IS?
She broke from her thoughts to realize her son's erection was warmly nestled into the side of her thigh. She had been mindlessly petting it with her fingers for who knows how long. Her pussy was wet.
They looked each other in the eye. It turned out neither of them had been quite drained yet. Good.
Three nights later, Claire walked into the shed and was presented with a glowing screen. She took Daryl's phone and saw the picture of a laptop screen. The white, black, and pale-blue website was instantly recognizable. Why's he showing me this? She took her son's phone and pinched out to zoom. In the low-lit shed, her eyes went wide. "This is HIS?!"
"Yep," Daryl nodded. He was anxious.
"I can't believe he showed this to you. How did you get him to let you see it?"
"Uhhh..."
"Oh, Daryl, you didn't!"
"You told me to find out somehow. This was the only way!" Daryl told the tale of how he had put his brother's finger on the Touch ID of his laptop while he was sleeping, unlocking it. From there, he checked his website history for porn, found the erotica website, and his login info was already saved on his browser. Unethical, sure, but not difficult.
"When I asked you to find out 'somehow', I thought you were gonna put a couple beers in him, not invade his privacy!"
Claire was angry, but mainly at herself. She was a hypocrite. In her eagerness, she never bothered to tell her son where the limit was. You didn't give him any ground rules. You told him to find a way, and he did. This is your fault.
What made Claire further ashamed was that she was undeniably happy that Daryl had found what he did. She had to punish him, though. And herself. He had snooped on his little brother, and she let him. "Send me that picture then delete it from your phone. I'm gonna go back inside."
"But-"
"I'm not in the mood tonight anymore." Claire maturely walked away. Though, with the three times they had fucked or performed oral on each other during the day, and the multitude of times Claire knew she was going to let him do it the next, it's hard to say how much of a punishment it really was.
Back inside the living room, Claire analyzed the screenshot again with a fluttering heart. She knew that screen well—so did Noah. So did countless other horny people from around the world. Allen had saved four stories. And what Claire saw from all of the titles and descriptions, every single one was a mom-son incest story. She couldn't close her mouth.
When Claire finished her summary, minus the irrelevant sex details, Noah mulled in his chair. "Why didn't you tell me you were interested in starting things with Allen, too? I could've helped again. We could've talked about it."
"I know," Claire scolded herself. "I just- I wanted to be sure there was at least a chance before I brought it up to you. I didn't wanna start that conversation again and then be let down."
Noah held his hands over his graying head. He wasn't happy, but he was understanding. "So, you've been thinking about seducing Allen like how you did with Daryl?"
"Yeah." Claire sat down on the edge of their bed. Noah seemed to be loosening up, and hope trickled in. "I think I'm ready to do it again," she smiled cutely.
The light in her eyes read like a book. Noah knew she was set on what she wanted. And she was so excited and beautiful. "Someone's blushing..."
"No, I'm not," Claire lied and giggled from her husband's teasing.
"Alright, before we get ahead of ourselves, though, I think we need to make something clear: Daryl shouldn't be a part of this in any way. I think-"
"Oh, yes," Claire interrupted, waving her hands. "Trust me, I know. I wouldn't have even asked him the first time if I didn't feel I needed to. My relationship with Allen needs to be private and one-on-one, like with Daryl. I believe in that completely."
Noah nodded contentedly.
Claire's imagination drifted to a vision where she had a unique and personal relationship with each of her boys. One where they each would feel free to love and talk to her in their own needed way. And she would feel that same freedom with them. Two beautiful and original mom-son relationships.
"I remember how great you were with Daryl," Noah spoke fondly. "I remember how scared you were and how you never let it show. I couldn't believe how perfect of a mother you were."
The loving praise made Claire tear up. Her emotions were heightened, but she held steady. "Thank you," she gushed.
Her memory was triggered, and a tingle ran from the bottom of Claire's butt up through her spine. Her hips shifted slightly on the mattress. And, yeah, I remember how great I was with him, too.
Restlessness kept Claire awake. It had for night after night. Her cheerful and free-spirited nature was fading. Whenever Noah asked what was wrong, Claire told him she felt sadness over Daryl leaving home for the first time and that she'd get over it soon.
Week by week, the stress of her secret ate Claire alive and wreaked havoc on her mental health. The only way to end it was to get it off her chest, no matter the cost.
It happened in their bedroom, with them in nearly the identical places they sat now. Claire's arms and hands trembled in fear as she confessed to her husband about her unshakable urge, an instinct, to have sex with their oldest son. Every time she imagined being with Daryl, she felt like a sexy, stronger, more complete mother in a way she couldn't describe. And it was not simply a fantasy. She knew she wanted it.
Noah, of course, was stunned silent. All he could mutter was that he was going to take a walk. And he left the room and left Claire shaken to her core. She cried in the shower for almost an hour, filled with dread and paranoid that Noah may never come home.
But that wasn't his character. That wasn't who she married.
The sound of the shower door opening startled her. A naked Noah was soon holding her and smiling with her. "So, how are we going to do this?"
Claire had the longest, deepest sleep she could remember.
Over the following days, the husband and wife seriously discussed a potential mom-son relationship and how it should work. Ground rules and goals were established.
"I don't feel like I want it to be romantic at all. I don't feel that way about him. It's not about that. Like, I want him to grow up and find an amazing woman and get married. If anything, I guess this plays into that. I want him to grow up to be a great man. And I think this could be a great way for me to help him with that. I want it- My goal is for him to see this as kind of a fun and special way for us to bond that's not part of our regular 'around the house' relationship. I wanna feel as close to him as possible."
"And you wanna have hot, incest sex with him..."
"Uhh... haha! Yeah, I also like that part of it."
As for how Claire would actually seduce him? Coming up with a plan was challenging. But considering Claire and Noah had caught Daryl checking her out on several occasions, Claire wasn't exactly flying blind. She had a good idea of how to slowly and comfortably seduce him. After all, her goal wasn't simply to fuck him—It was to build an incredible sexual relationship over time. Oh, there's no need to rush.
On the day Daryl returned home for winter break, Claire announced at the community center that she would be taking a two-hour leave of absence every day for the next few weeks. She had to go visit her aunt, who was doing perfectly fine but needed help getting around.
Claire didn't know what Daryl planned on doing between the hours of 12 and 2PM on weekdays during his three-week break. But Claire knew what she'd be doing. It involved Noah and Allen being out of the house, a lame excuse for why she was home, and the family's heated outdoor pool on the back deck.
"Hey!" Claire called through the glass back door. When Daryl came outside, she told him she wanted to hear how school had been going. The next day, she did the same. On the third day, Claire suggested Daryl join her for a swim.
They bobbed, swayed, and chit chatted in the water. It was hilarious how little restraint Daryl had. His eyes never failed to glimpse at her long legs, exposed butt, cupped breasts, flat stomach, and covered pussy. Hehe! Yeah, the bikinis definitely work. Not to be the only one objectified, Claire found an excuse that day and the next to reference how much muscle Daryl had added to his shirtless physique.
By the fifth day of swimming, Claire was ready. She didn't know what her opportunity would look like. But she'd know it when she saw it. And her heart beat rapidly inside her chest. She sensed she was close.
After asking her son yet another question about his dating life, Daryl responded with a funny story of how he met a girl at a party and kissed her, only to be ghosted by her moments later.
There it was.
"Seriously?! That's rude, haha! Are you sure you didn't give her some gross, drunk kiss? If I were her, I would've hid too!"
"No! I swear, I didn't. I kissed her the same way I kissed all of my girlfriends."
"Maybe in college women have higher standards," Claire goaded.
"No, it- Trust me, it wasn't how I kissed her."
"I don't believe you, ha! Guys usually overestimate how good of kissers they are." Claire gulped, and her throat was dry. Then, somehow, in the perfectly nonchalant way, Claire managed to suggest, "Show me how you kissed her, then. I'll tell you if it's your fault or not."
His face was priceless. The nineteen-year-old couldn't have possibly heard his mom correctly. To be fair, Claire was shocked those words had left her mouth as well. But when Daryl stammered, Claire repeated, "C'mon, just show me. Don't be a coward. I'm not gonna tease you over it."
"You- umm. You want me to kiss you? Like I kissed her?"
"Yeah, why not?" Claire shrugged. She cocked her eyebrow, as if her son was the odd one for questioning it. "I'll tell you if you're doing anything wrong."
Their first kiss was the most awkward, unrefined, hesitant, electric, and exciting kiss of Claire's life. When it ended, she politely recommended he try again because of how nervous he seemed the first time. Daryl complied.
After a better second kiss, Claire offered advice on how he could reposition his lips to improve his form. "Try it again, but do it that way," she encouraged. Her upbeat, easy tone was the same one she used when teaching him how to cook pasta.
The mother and son kissed twice more before Claire decided they had gone far enough for the day. "You did much better at the end there."
"Uh, really?"
"Yeah. I should have the same work schedule next week. So, if you wanna try again on Monday, I can probably help you."
Claire then dried off and went straight to her room to masturbate. Her pussy gushed nectar in seconds. How the fuck am I gonna hold it together?
Like clockwork, Daryl wanted to swim with her again the following Monday. Claire coached him in more nuanced lip movements. Their practice kisses lasted longer. The next day, Claire asked her son if he knew how to kiss with tongue.
Their practice kisses lasted for half a minute, as their pink tongues ventured into each other's mouths. Claire playfully swirled her tongue around Daryl's, making it easier on him to massage hers as she had taught him.
Suddenly, Daryl pulled away. A dark cloud of fear cast over his eyes. "What if dad sees this? Or, like, found out about it somehow? He probably wouldn't like it, right?"
With a curious tilt of her head, Claire asked, "Why would he care?"
"It- Uh. Ummm. We're, like-" Daryl tried to explain, "If any of my other friends' moms were teaching them how to kiss like this, it would be weird. Like, their dads would find it weird and get angry."
"Believe me, I know," Claire lamented. Her nerves failed to slow her wit. "Definitely never tell anyone else about this. They'll think it's weird. Your dad and I aren't those types of people, though. Personally, I don't really see anything weird about a mom teaching her son something like this—even if other people do."
"Wait... So, dad KNOWS about this?!"
"I don't know what he knows or what he doesn't," Claire answered honestly. She had been giving Noah general updates, but he didn't care for details. "But, if it'll make you feel less weird, you can go tell him what we've been doing. I promise you, he won't care about me doing this with you."
As the days progressed, the kissing transformed into making out. Their bodies moved closer together to the point where Claire's firm, bikini-clad chest was pressed into her son's broad pecs. She taught him where to place his arms on her body, how their hips could touch, and she introduced him to all of the playful and cute ways she could kiss and roll her tongue.
The environment was always flirty, fun, and temporary. Their behavior in the pool lasted for a euphoric moment in time, and then it would pass, and life inside the house remained normal.
In Daryl's third and final week home, Claire pretended to just notice his erection brushing against her hip while they kissed. "Heh. Looks like someone's hard..."
Daryl turned to stone and his face was bright red below his dirty-blonde head. "I-"
"No, that's a good thing!" Claire spoke positively. "I've kinda been waiting for you to be comfortable with me and my body. I can help you much more when you're like this."
"Really? You think it's good? Like, you think it'll help us when we make out?" Daryl swallowed. "Wait, so, are you comfortable with my body?"
A drug-like high coursed through Claire's veins as she gently nudged her hip onto her son's erection over his swim trunks. "Yeah, of course, I am," she curled her lips. "And, yeah, it will help us a lot. Women like knowing when guys are excited and wanna have more fun. We like to have more fun, too. We know when guys get close like this they like to put their hands in new places, and—Yeah, it's just hotter and better."
Daryl's eyelids twitched like he was overloading. His breathing shortened, and his tall erection was snugly pressed by his mom's hip under water. "Like. Like, umm. Like, I can put my hands in what places?"
Claire smiled widely. "Well... I know you've been checkin' out my boobs and butt a lot, haha! So, uh, could be fun for you to start there?"
Walking her son through touching, fondling, and squeezing her bare butt cheeks and soft-cupped breasts was indescribable. His hands made her feel alive. She could only imagine how it felt for him inside. Seeing his reactions while lustfully handled her tits, trying so hard to do a great job—it was the sexiest sight.
The next pool day was short. They were wet, hard, and touching each other quickly. Claire needed more. How did she ask, exactly? She couldn't remember. All that matters is she ended up in Daryl's room with her top off. She watched him jerk his sexy off to her and let him play with her breasts while she flirted and encouraged him. Without even touching herself, Claire nearly orgasmed when her son fired ropes of jizz onto her tits.



Life became a whirlwind. Each of the next three days, Claire ended up in her son's room.
There, she touched his penis for the first time with her bare hand. She jerked him off fervently until she humorously arranged herself so he could finish on her butt.
There, she got naked for her son for the first time and reclined next to him in bed. She massaged and toyed with his handsome cock and balls while they teasingly French kissed.
There, after their final swim of winter break, Claire met him. He had followed her instructions and washed the chlorine from his body. In his bed, fully naked, Claire sucked his penis until he finished in her mouth.
The seduction was supposed to end there (for the time being). But Claire changed her plans. She concocted a way to meet Daryl in the middle of the night without anyone noticing.
She laid down a foam pool raft, a few towels, and invited her son into the shed. He only asked permission to touch her wet pussy—a sensation Claire had been dreaming of for weeks. Of course, his fingers were a magical sensation. It was so wrong, but Claire loved it. She gave her son his first lesson in eating her out.
Daryl was an avid learner, but the reason Claire came on his face had much more to do with how ferociously she ground into him while she held the back of his head. In a proper send-off, Claire then spent the next hazy minutes on her knees sucking and affectionately licking his dick in the way he would soon grow accustomed.
When Noah returned the next day after dropping Daryl back off at school, it melted Claire's heart to hear what was said in the car:
"Once I told him that I knew what you two were up to and that I was okay with it, he just started asking questions and going on about how great you are. He actually asked if I thought you two were ever going to go all the way, haha!"
"That's a bold question," Claire beamed. She had been glowing since her and Daryl's first kiss. "What did you say to him?"
"I told him I didn't know what might happen. I just said that he and I are allowed to have the relationship we want as a father and son, and you two are welcome to have the type of relationship you want as a mother and son. And if that meant having sex, then so bit it. I did say, 'If she does decide to have sex with you, then you must be pretty special.'"
Those memories still enchanted Claire. She could still feel the beauty in her seduction whenever she closed her eyes and recalled that winter month. I was so tempted to just bang him on Christmas, Claire snickered. Her mind certainly wasn't as dirty or promiscuous before Daryl, at least not on the surface.
Sliding into bed next to Noah, Claire was proud of how she built her amazing relationship with her son. Remember? We took it slow. Neither of us got confused or too scared. It was flirty, and sexy, and so fucking arousing.
But Allen... What about Allen? Her second son. He was the son who held the soft spot in her heart. He was the son who, despite her rare relationship with Daryl, always occupied her mind the most.
Claire envisioned asking Allen to swim with her. She imagined him kissing her when she asked him to show her. She imagined teaching him over time, him cozying up to her more and more each day, his erection brushing against her hip to test her interest.
Claire closed her eyes and slipped the bonds of reality.
Allen's muscles were shapely, and his build was sturdy. He wasn't an athlete like his older brother, but he did lift and work on heavy machinery at the airfield most weekends. When shirtless, beads of water trickled down his soft, taut skin.
Allen's carved face was symmetrical, handsome, and stoic. He existed with quiet confidence, like an enigma. But Claire was able to read him like nobody else could. And she knew the reverse was also true. Claire, you know you can drive him up the fucking wall! You just need to find a way to "unlock" him first.
Allen looked at her—read her—differently than anyone else. They shared a common language. Claire was an impassioned expert in using slight gestures in her lips, eyes, and eyebrows to flirt with, tease, and send the men in her life into a state of desperate euphoria. Allen was capable of doing the same to women. Claire realized, He's just as expressive as you are. He just needs to be taught.
Just think about it... him wading over to you in the pool for the first time. His shirt off. You're in a little bikini, basically naked. And you tell him exactly where to put his hands on your- Oh, fuck. Claire shot up in bed, breathing heavily. She shook the daydream from her head and sighed. "I can't seduce Allen like I did with Daryl."
"Nope," Noah said matter-of-factly and turned his lamp off. He had arrived at that conclusion months ago.
"He's too logical," Noah continued. "Horny boys are idiots. And the hornier they are, the dumber they are. Think about it, what kind of boy actually thinks he could get away with going into a pool with his mom and staring at her boobs? I'll tell you: A boy who's not thinking at all. What kind of boy actually thinks his mom's gonna want to have sex with him? A dumb one. When you think about it, Daryl's having sex with you because he's a horny idiot who got lucky."
Claire's laughter filled the dark room. It was funny because it was true.
"Unfortunately," Noah lamented, "our youngest son is smart."
"Ha! No! We should've raised him dumb."
"I know," Noah tisked. "We're failures as parents."
The husband and wife settled under the sheets, where Noah found his natural place spooning Claire.
*****
Days passed in the Koleman household. There wasn't much conversation, as Claire and Noah let their minds work. Seducing Allen required a new playbook, and neither knew what play to call.
Claire was less skeptical than her husband. And even if it was a lost cause, her inner voice urged her to test the waters—figuratively and literally. She started wearing more flattering dresses and makeup to the community center, so when she got home after a distracted day, she could make an impression on Allen as soon as she walked through the front door.
It worked. But not the way she hoped. Allen seemed to recognize her new aesthetic. There was a curiousness in his face, but no dreamy reaction. His blue eyes didn't flutter wide, his face didn't flush red, and his crotch didn't move. Claire would have been excited just to see his ears rise, which often happened when he was embarrassed or guilty.
After a futile week, Claire found herself standing in front of her bathroom mirror. "Nobody better ever say I don't go out on a limb for my kids." She checked herself over once more before walking toward the living room—which was conveniently on the way to the back deck.
Like a meerkat sensing a disturbance, Allen popped his head out from behind his tablet. Claire saw his eyes move up and down her body. He was curious, which she expected. It had to be her first time strutting through the house in a bikini.
Obviously, she was merely on her way to the pool. Though, Claire could have made that more obvious by remembering to bring a towel. Her bones were shaking, and she was paranoid that her son could see through her charade.
C'mon, just give me something. She asked him questions, told him gossip he may find interesting, and did her best to make the situation seem perfectly normal. Anything to give him time to soak in her presence. Maybe it would ignite him.
His answers are longer than usual... Or were they shorter than usual? Maybe they were the same and it was all in her head? Claire twisted around from her ankles to look at the news banner on the muted TV behind her. She looked back at Allen and- Shit!
There was no definitive proof, but Claire swore she caught his eyes flicking back up to her face at the last second. His skin looked paler. Maybe that's what he's into? I can see him being an "ass guy." Why not?!
That one whiff of evidence inspired Claire. Did it matter to her that Allen may have been doing what any other human being of any sexuality or preference would have done—looking at two exposed butt cheeks that spontaneously appeared in front of his face? No.
Claire found excuses to continually turn back to the TV. Never before had it been more important for Claire to share her views on a budget amendment stuck in a Congressional committee. Time after time, she peeked back to see Allen's eyes aimed at her butt and legs.
Meanwhile, a new fantasy took root in Claire's mind. Allen became entranced with her sea of bare skin and happy face in her cute, skimpy outfit. It finally clicked for him that she was no different than the moms in his favorite stories. He looked through her in a way he never had before. "Can I swim too, mom?" "Yeah, of course, you can!" His body looked amazing when wet. His uncertain hands slid onto her tummy. "There ya go. You wanna get close and hug me from behind." A grunt sounded in Claire's eardrum. She had accidentally brushed her butt against his erection. But that's always a risk when teaching your son how to kiss from behind.
Real life went differently. The news went to a commercial break, and Claire ran out of excuses. She walked through the sliding glass door alone, leaving her son inside to his devices. It wasn't her dream outcome, but she didn't fail. Merely taking a bold step made her relationship with Allen feel more alive and substantial. She felt closer to him. And something was different about him, in his eyes and in the color of his cheeks. None of this meant he wanted to have her, but Claire had a taste of what she longed for.
~~
"I need to be braver, you know? Kind of jump right into it." Claire vented.
"Honey, I know you want it, but we don't even have a plan yet."
"I know," she huffed. "I'm fine with going slow. I just hate not knowing where I'm going."
Every night before bed, Claire and Noah talked about their youngest son. But they hadn't made much headway. It wasn't as if Claire could just walk up and grab her son's dick. The sex needed to develop organically with their relationship. Otherwise, Allen would struggle to understand what she wanted with him.
Besides, Noah still had his reservations. A few evenings ago, he had to politely talk his wife out of openly telling Allen what she wanted and asking him if he wanted it too. Would she have actually done it? Doubtfully. Claire was frustrated, but not frustrated enough to risk mentally scarring her son.
Noah couldn't stress enough: There was no evidence. Did Allen check Claire out? No. But even if he did, men check out women all the time who they aren't seriously interested in. It's recreation. Was Allen into mom-son porn? Obviously. But stories are fantasies. Noah masturbated to dominatrix porn. Did he want Claire to dress in black leather and whip him? Hell, no.
Noah scratched his stubbly chin in bed. He could never stop supporting his loving wife. "Why don't you mention you found out about the stories he reads? Ask him about them?"
Claire paused.
"It's understandable why you'd bring it up to him. And he couldn't deny he's into the mom-son fantasy. Then, gauge his reaction from there."
Claire liked the idea, aside from the major flaw. "And how do you suppose I discovered his reading list? What do I tell him when he asks? You know he'll deny everything until I show him proof. I can't say I stumbled into a screenshot."
"What if you 'accidentally' saw his Favorites List up while bringing laundry to his room?"
"Yeah...?" Claire mocked her husband. "I accidentally opened his laptop and signed in with his password? Then went onto Literotica, logged into his account, and clicked on his list? All while bringing in clothes?"
The husband and wife stared at each other in silence. Then their bedroom erupted in muffled laughter. Their shoulders rubbed together under the pillowy comforter.
"Wait, I can redeem myself," Noah pledged. He brainstormed, and Claire was entertained by his intense focus. "Okay," he pointed. "What if we tell him we got an alert from Verizon about suspicious activity on our Internet. We've gotten those before. And you'll say the alert included some links to erotica stories. And his brother wasn't home, so..."
Claire had heard dumber ideas. But this one was still dumb. "Honey, I think you're forgetting... Our son is basically an IT department, and you need his help with HDMI cables. He's gonna realize it's bullsh- "
"Okay! No. No. No. I know very well how to use an HDMI cable. I just couldn't figure out why that one wasn't working that one time. And it was broken. Remember? Even Allen said so. I'm pretty good in the tech arena. I'm not some- "
"Shhh!" Claire shushed and punched her husband in the shoulder. Allen was sleeping in the same house.
"Oops. Anyway, I still think- "
"Nooo," Claire whispered firmly and finally. "I will never confront him with that list. This is supposed to be fun, not scary. It's one thing to 'test him' in a fun way; it's another thing to build a case against him and confront him like it's Law & Order. He deserves better."
"You're right," Noah sighed. He knew his ideas lately were crap. He had nothing. "You just... You need some sort of jumping-off point. You need something to make it clear that he's sexually attracted to you and that you're okay with it. Once you have that, then you're off the races. It'll be just like with Daryl."
"Yeah," Claire agreed wistfully. She folded her hands on her stomach and closed her eyes. "That's kinda what I was hoping for today. I wore a bikini in the house, but he didn't even budge."
"You what today?!" Noah jolted up and leaned over his wife. "You wore a bikini in the house for him?"
"Huh?" Claire was startled awake. Her husband's surprised grin made her laugh. "No, it's not like that! I was walking out to the pool. I just didn't put on any shorts or a top, so I could talk to him and see if it did anything."
"Which one?" Noah pressed.
"What do you mean?"
"Which bikini?"
Claire blushed and her narrow cheeks dimpled. "The white one I have. With the straps like this and the- "
"The one I begged you to buy for Hilton Head?! Where your entire butt's showing and it's just those two triangles covering...?"
Claire's laughter drowned out Noah's voice. She hysterically rolled under the sheets, hiding her embarrassed, red face in her hands.
"Jesus!" Noah exclaimed. "Are you serious?" He pried at Claire's wrists. "No, no, no!" He chuckled. "Answer me."
Claire resisted. Noah grabbed at her flailing limbs. She wrestled back, and he fell on top of her. Soon, they were moaning together with their pajama bottoms around their ankles.
*****
"Hey!"
"Hey." Allen sat up. He looked at the banging commotion of his mom forcing her way through the front door with her hands full of groceries.
"Didn't expect you home this early."
"Need help?" Allen jumped off the couch.
There was still another trip's worth of bags in the back of the car. "Yeah, thanks!" Claire smiled. In her high heels, she was an inch or two taller than him. "And can you help me put all this stuff away?"
With a nod of his fringe-up, black hair, Allen strolled outside. It was a small activity, but one they were doing together. Maybe he'll get more comfortable around me?
Claire shared other activities with her son—at least she did sometimes. Their most recent bonding activity was late last year when Allen played a strategy video game called StarCraft on the big TV in the living room while Claire sat on the couch next to him reading a book she knew he'd be interested in. Sometimes she'd ask him questions about his game, and he'd ask her questions about the book. That led to them conversing quite a bit.
"There's my strong boy," Claire doted when he entered the kitchen with his arms full.
Allen rolled his eyes and curled his lips. "You lifted them into the car."
Just take the compliment, you smartass. Claire could see he loved her attention, and it made her buzz inside.
As they stocked the fridge and pantry, Claire accentuated her reach with her bare arms and how she squatted down in her green dress to fill low shelves. She couldn't help it. Ever since last week when she wore her bikini in front of him, she had been dying to feel his eyes on her body again.
She still lacked a proper seduction plan, but Claire did have a new approach—a new angle—she had been wanting to try. Her compliments were drawing smiles, and she felt confident touching Allen's arms as she scooted around him in the kitchen. Do it, Claire. Why not?
"I just realized we're matching. Green with short sleeves."
Allen noticed he was in a green tee. "Oh. Yeah, it's nice out," he explained, looking at sunshine in the window. His voice was rich, with softness around the edges.
"It is..." Claire hung the canvas bags in the broom closet. "It's a nice day to do something outside."
"For sure."
Holy shit... Was she reading too much into it? Or was he going where she wanted him to be going? Claire brushed her hair behind her pierced ears to make sure there were no loose strands. "Oh, you're also thinkin' of doing something outside?"
Allen gestured, yes.
"Umm," Claire pretended to think. Her forearms were numb and pulsating. "If you want, we can go swimming?"
Claire lost all feeling in her toes, as his eyes darted to her chest and then to her bikini area. She was shaking inside, but she swallowed and kept going. "You don't have to, obviously. I was gonna wear that bikini you saw me in the other day, so I figured you'd want to."
Allen's pupils popped into large, black discs. Claire's delivery had been casual and gently teasing. Allen appeared stunned and confused, but (hopefully) not alarmed.
"What... Why?" "Why would I want to?"
Claire washed her fidgeting hands in the sink. She shrugged breezily. "Oh. I thought you were kinda looking at me in it a bit. Guess I was wrong."
Allen was frozen at the kitchen entryway. He didn't know what to say or do. "Why did you think- Why would I do that?"
Claire scrubbed her hands harder and shrugged again. "Why does any guy? Ha. Hm. I wore a bikini and I thought you looked. So, I was just making fun of you for it."
The son stared existentially into the granite tile. He hadn't moved a muscle. "I wasn't looking at you. I'm not weird."
"I wasn't calling you weird," Claire shook her head and cocked her eyebrow curiously. She dried her hands. "It's what guys normally do. Why would it be weird?"
"You're-" Allen bristled and shuffled his feet. He was losing his sense of logic. "You're my mom."
"And?" Claire smiled passively, with dry lips. "How would that change anything? Guys look at women all the time— especially when we're in swimwear. It's not like there's some sort of 'eye blocker' because I'm your mom, hm."
"Like, it's no big deal, obviously. I know you don't choose who you look at. You either like what you see and wanna see more of it, or you don't."
This was the most unnatural talk Claire had ever had. But she did a good job making it seem like regular, household chit-chat.
"I wasn't looking." Allen adamantly stared at the floor between them.
"Okay," Claire happily chirped and rifled through a cabinet for bowls she didn't need for dinner. "I saw your eyes kinda aimed at me from behind. I figured you were looking. I mean, it's super common."
"What's common?"
"Hmm? Oh, just guys your age looking at their moms like that. I see it all the time. Super common."
Allen scratched his thumb. "Really...?"
Claire was lightheaded and short on breath. "Uh, yeah. Makes sense. I guess moms are, like, the women who sons see all the time, and are used to learning from, and feel safe around. Ya know? So, it makes sense for sons to feel comfortable looking at them that way."



Allen was silent.
"Apparently, it's super common online, too. Like, tons of videos and stories about it. Have you ever stumbled onto anything like that?"
The moment those words left her lips, Claire cursed herself, You fucking idiot. Her son's beige flesh drained white. His eyes, which had been settling into their conversation, were on alert.
"No. I think I'm gonna drive to the airfield. Get outside. Can I borrow the car?"
Claire painfully nodded. In seconds she had gone from nearly unlocking her interested son, to losing any prayer she had of getting him in the water with her.
The rattle of the front door closing echoed in the kitchen. Claire was left alone to berate herself and decide which pizza place she'd order from. She felt too sick to cook.
*****
Claire downed a rare nightcap alone in the sitting room. In the days since her kitchen conversation with Allen, she had gotten nowhere. He had hid in his room for days before finally returning to the couch where she could talk to him.
After waiting a day to let him settle back into his routine, Claire had tried wearing another bikini through the house (with her towel over her shoulder). But Allen's eyes were glued to his tablet for as long as she stood vulnerably before him.
You spooked him. You blew your one fucking chance. Claire washed her wine glass in the kitchen sink and wondered what would have happened if she didn't push him too far in that conversation. What would he have asked her? What would he have revealed?
In her less frustrated moments, Claire recognized all of the good her conversation did. She had made it clear to Allen that she was comfortable with son-mom interest. Hell, she was even fine asking him about incest smut online.
What she learned was even more valuable. Allen had been checking her out. He saw the sexuality of her body. And he did associate her with his erotica.
Claire had enough experience with stoic men losing their poise before her. She knew what it meant when the tips of a man's ears burned red. She knew what it meant when a man looked down at the ground when he spoke. And she knew what it meant when a man looked at her tits with wide eyes. Claire knew what a flustered, guilty, and excited man looked like. Her son was one of them.
"Honey, I want you to guess how much it used to cost to go to the Space Station. Then guess how much SpaceX can do it for now."
Claire wasn't paying attention as she marched into the bedroom. She was only looking at her phone. Her thumbs scurried across the screen. "Here," she announced.
Seconds later, Noah's nightstand vibrated.
"Look at what I sent you."
"Allllrighty, then," Noah played along.
"Read it," Claire instructed. She went into the bathroom to brush her teeth and shower before bed.
She opened the door silently and poked her head out of the darkened bathroom. Her husband's legs were slowly rubbing together under their golden comforter. His blue-lit face was entranced in his phone. Claire slyly smirked at the sight of his closed fist applying light pressure to his body, on what had to be an erection below.
Claire arched her brown eyebrow. "Hot, isn't it?"
Noah startled. "Umm, haha, yeah." He turned back to his screen. "Can I ask why you sent this? It's not really my usual."
Claire took a seat on their mattress and pointed accusingly at his iPhone. "There were only four stories Allen favorited. I looked them up. That is one of them."
"Uhh..." Noah shrugged. "It's hot. I'll give you that. Incest usually isn't my cup of tea, though."
"Errr!" Claire waved her hands in frustration. Her husband wasn't magically reading her mind. "Of the four stories he favorited, two of them basically had the same plot. THIS plot. This was the better one of the two."
"Huh... Cool."
"Cool? Did you finish reading it?"
"Well, most of it. I have a few paragraphs left, I think." Noah turned to his wife, and he felt uneasy. "What are you getting at?"
*****
Beads of sweat trickled down Noah's sideburns as he pushed the giant orange cart through the parking lot. The April sun beat down on his neck. "Not as 'effortless' as she said it'd be," Noah groaned and chuckled.
The employees at the customer support desk had to hate him by now. This was the third and final time he pushed a dented metal cart into the Home Depot. This was the last of the concrete powder and lumber he had purchased earlier in the day.
Noah knew he looked like an idiot, standing in line again and again to return items he had purchased less than an hour ago. Each time, he answered the question, "Can I ask why you are returning these?" with "I realized I bought the wrong thing."
Thankfully, his wife had the foresight to suggest he go to the Home Depot a town over. "I could never show my face in here again. That is if they don't ban me for being annoying first."
The work over the last hour had been grueling. Packing the family car was harder than he imagined. The lumber fit awkwardly in their Honda Pilot. But really, the only goal was for it to make geometric sense. If it didn't, Allen would notice and try to correct it.
"You'll have a new shed, and a beautiful riding mower to put in it." Noah reminded himself of his reward while he struggled in the heat. He had been smart enough to capitalize on his wife's idea. "This is the entire base right here," he grunted while lifting beams. "And if things work with Allen, then she and Daryl can finally stop sneaking around and fucking in my safe space."
Noah couldn't be more supportive of Claire and Daryl. But finding residue of his son's dried cum on the floor, and even on his workbench once, wasn't exactly charming. He dreamed of the day he could walk into his expanded man cave and smell only sawdust and the gasoline of a new riding mower—instead of his wife's perfume and sex sweat.
*****
I hope he's not killing himself over this. I told him that 'good enough' would be fine. Claire wondered what was keeping her husband at Home Depot for so long.
She opened a pot lid and the ocean-scented steam pillowed around her face. She tied her messy brown hair into a loose bun. Crab legs were Noah's favorite, and Claire wanted to surprise him when he got home. ...Whenever the hell that is.
Claire scratched her fingers anxiously. Hey, relax, you. He's not thinking about backing out. He's getting his shed out of it, right? He's probably just being picky with what he's getting. He's not gonna back out. He already agreed. And it makes sense. He knows it does.
On the night Claire had shared the Literotica story with her husband, she watched him read the final paragraphs closely. She was itching to know if he would discover the same perfect solution that came to her hours earlier—with its ease, its simplicity, the lack of risk, and the definitive results.
"I still don't know where you're going with this." Noah lifted his fist from his erection. "Why does this story matter?"
"Honey, think about it. This is exactly what we need to do. I told you how close I was to breaking him a few days ago. I know he wants it. He's obviously scared right now, but once I get that undeniable proof, we'll finally be at that 'jumping-off point' you talked about. He'll go into the pool with me."
"And he already knows I'm not bothered by him wanting me that way."
It was quiet. Noah looked at his phone and then up at his wife. A loose strand of hair had fallen over her face. Her restless legs crossed in front of her. Her soft-blue eyes probed him. And her dark-pink lips were slightly parted, ready to rebut him in an instant.
"Sweetie..." Noah calmly breathed. "I know this is a dangerous question for a husband to ask his wife. And I ask this in the most loving way I can... Are you insane?"
Claire tipped back and flopped onto the mattress, laughing hysterically. She covered her red face and laughed until her sides hurt.
"NOOO!" She popped up gasping. "I know it sounds stupid, but it makes sense!"
"It's a story!" Noah chuckled. "People read this when they're horny. It only makes sense when you're horny. People wanna believe it's true because it's hot to think about it actually happening in real life."
"It could happen."
"Were you masturbating when you read it?"
Claire hesitated.
"Right, that's what I'm saying. If you weren't turned on and tried to read this, you'd realize how impossible it is."
"Okay, I was masturbating, but I didn't need to. It's not impossible, it just- "
"Okay, okay," Noah held up his index finger. He used his other thumb to scroll up on his phone. "Alright, so... This is a story about a son and mom helping the mom's sister move. Seems innocuous enough. But wait..." Noah dramatically narrated. "OH, NO! The boxes filled up all of the truck's seats! Well, that's no big deal because she's moving, so surely she can take multiple trips over the course of the- OH, NO! It looks like they can only take one trip for some reason!"
A thick malaise covered Claire's eyes, but Noah continued with his theatrics.
"You know what, it's probably okay if they can only take one trip because I'm sure the son will drive and the mom will sit on her sister's- OH, NO! The mom is sitting on her son's lap?! Well, it's a short drive anyway, so there shouldn't be any- OH, NO! The road's under construction and really bumpy?! No problem, it's not like the mom would sit directly on her son's di- OH MY GOD, she is! That's dangerous for them to do because it's only a matter of time before the aunt turns around and sees that- OH, WAIT... her vision is blocked?!"
Claire wasn't amused. At least she refused to give him the giggle her husband was working for. "Funny. Anyway... You're missing the point. It's a story about a son who wants his mom ending up in a position where it would be impossible for him not to get hard. And it's not like he could deny it's happening or why..."
"Honey, I'm not arguing with you," Noah raised his arms. "And I'm not saying this isn't hot. It's not even my thing, and I'll probably read this again. It does its job well. What I'm saying is— There are a lot of really nice coincidences, no?"
Claire hesitated.
Noah shook his head. "Claire, it works in a story. But the odds of all of that, or even some of it, happening in real life are one in a million. That mom would've had to be into it to begin with. And the only way all of those coincidences would pan out, is if you literally planned everything to work that way."
Claire held out her palms. "Yeah..." she nodded at her goofy husband. Her smirk was sly and forgiving. "That's literally what we're talking about right now."
Noah bashfully pursed his lips.
"This isn't crazy. And it's super simple. What's hard about packing the car and driving somewhere? He already likes the fantasy. He's imagined being in that position who knows how many times? I mean, he'd freak out less from this than other tactics. And I'll be there to calm him down."
"But, like, what- " Noah sighed. "What about the bumpy roads? What bumpy roads do we have around here?"
"Again, I think you're missing the point, love. We're not recreating the story. We just need to put him in a position where he'll get hard against me. And it won't scare him because I'll tell him right away that I feel it and that it's a good thing. It'll be positive." Claire then added in a wistful tone, "And after that, I can start inviting him out for swims."
Noah launched their night into debate about Claire's vision. It sounded complicated, but it was admittedly simple and harmless. She would sit on Allen's lap. If he got hard, they had their jumping-off point. If he didn't, it would be nothing more than an annoying car ride.
"Allen is logical, though. He'd be asking me, 'Why do I need to go? Why not two trips? Why don't I drive and mom sits on your lap?'"
"Those are easy questions to come up with answers for," Claire assured.
Their quiet talk lasted past midnight. When Claire had nothing left to say, she sat there, both tired and energized. She squeezed her toes for comfort and patiently watched her husband process everything they had said.
The longer Claire studied his face, the faster her heart fluttered. She knew her husband. She could practically read his mind:
"Nothing else has been working for her so far. And I guess this is a pretty innocent idea. Even her wearing the 'Hilton Head' bikini in the house was bolder than this. It's a dumb plan... but it could actually work. And if it doesn't, nothing bad happens. She'll finally have her answer if she does it."
When Noah glanced up again, Claire smiled as widely and gratefully as she could. She could see what he was saying to himself: "And look how excited she is. She wants this."
That's right, honey... I do want it. And I know you want it too. I remember how proud of a dad you were when I told you how happy Daryl was making me. You said marrying me was your greatest achievement and that you felt like an amazing dad for letting your son share in your success.
You may have never gotten off from thinking about us having sex, but I remember how proudly you smiled and puffed your chest when I admitted how your son was able to make me cum from sliding his cock in me.
I know how happy having a close-knit family makes you. You want to be just as close to Allen as you are to Daryl. You may not share much in common with Allen, but nothing you could share would be more important or intimate than me.
You told me you never found me more beautiful or perfect as a mother than when I started seducing our son and teaching him how to bond with me over sex. You said I taught him how to be a man. And I did—in the truest possible way.
That's why you're hoping I'm right about Allen. You're skeptical—understandably so. But you want it to be true. You know I have a special bond with Allen. You can tell the urge inside me is even stronger with Allen than it was with Daryl.
You hope I get to use that urge to make you a proud dad again. You want me to make your youngest son a man—a true man—a man who satisfies me in bed just as much as you do. And you know I'll make him one. You know I won't stop teaching him until he fucks me with his cock and treats me as well as you do. And once that happens, no matter where he goes in life, you will always share a special bond with him—a level of closeness you couldn't get any other way.
You won't ask for the details because you won't care. You won't be turned on by it or get jealous enough to ask me how incredible it feels when he and I are alone together and playing with each other's naked bodies. You'll just find it funny how horny I get all the time. Because just like with Daryl, you'll enjoy the benefits more than anyone else.
And above all... You know I love you as much as you love me. You know I'd do anything to make you happy. That's why, even though we're both nervous and don't know if it's the right idea, you're about to say yes. You're gonna try this with me.
...Then I'm gonna jerk you off really fast. Because I just realized I didn't let you finish when you were reading.
Chopping zucchini next to the hot stove, Claire laughed out loud in the kitchen. She remembered the day after their talk when Noah practically ran inside the house after work and jumped on her like a puppy. He explained how the new shed would be the "ideal excuse" to pack the car tightly.
How could Claire have argued?
"Whew! God!" She waved the hot steam away from her face and stepped away. With her fists on her hips, she let her mind wander back to her youngest son. Claire, this is your best chance. If he's serious about wanting it, he'll react. How many boys get to live out their fantasy in real life?
*****
Never before on a Friday had Claire fled the community center so quickly. Everything was set for tomorrow. Not that there was much to do. Noah has taken note of how to pack the SUV with the materials he was buying. Now, she only had to deal with the non-stop thoughts and scenarios playing out in her head.
She stressed the details of what she would wear: What would Allen like? She stressed how she'd do her makeup: I don't know what he likes. And above all, she stressed the unknown: What if he somehow finds a way not to sit under me?
Ironically, what calmed Claire down was wearing her white bikini again into the living room and having a lengthy conversation with Allen before Noah got home from the office. It gave her a sense of control, in light of the uncertainty of tomorrow. Allen peeked from his tablet a number of times. Claire felt a rush, but she didn't invite him to join her in the pool. She didn't want to risk him piecing the puzzle together in the car.
~~
"I decided I'm buying the concrete and lumber for the new shed tomorrow."
"Really? I thought you were waiting till later in the year on that?" Claire looked up quizzically from her dinner plate.
"You know, I was. But I'm gettin' old, haha! I want a riding mower before summer."
Claire snickered. "Fair enough. Will you need my help?"
"Definitely. I'll need everyone. It'll be all hands on deck." Noah sipped his water. "The sucky part is that the plywood I need is usually picked clean early at our Home Depot, so we have to go to the North End one."
"Oh, lovely," Claire rolled her eyes. She made sure Allen was passively observing as always. Eee! My handsome boy.
*****
Behr Exterior...Tornado Season? Who'd wanna paint their house a color called Tornado Season? Claire shook her head and slipped the dark-blue paint swatch card back into the kiosk where she found it.
She had one job—pick out a paint color. Noah had given her specific instructions for the exact brand and type he needed for the shed and trim. Not that she felt pressure to get it right. After all, she could easily return the paint. Noah wouldn't be painting it for weeks.
Her task was a mere distraction—a way to get Allen off her mind. Or, as much as she could anyway. I can't imagine how I'd be holding up if I were with him right now.
When they first walked into the sprawling, warehouse-style hardware store, Claire felt a shiver run up the backs of her legs. She couldn't stop looking at Allen.
He got his hands on a metal dolly and rode it like a giant, orange skateboard. Claire smiled. He was in a happy and helpful mood. Plus, it didn't seem long ago that Allen was sitting on the bottom of the cart, asking her and Noah to push him around.
Allen wasted no time squatting down in front of the powdered concrete and lifting the heavy bags onto the cart. It triggered a rush through Claire's body. There was something primally sexy about watching a man move heavy objects with purpose.
The way his neck and jaw strained. The way his muscular, beige arms flexed in his black t-shirt. The way the cotton fabric pinched slightly between his two pectorals. The way he bit his bottom lip while grunting. That bulge in his shorts. God...
Claire stopped looking at her cute son and announced she was going to work her way through her shopping list. All two cans of paint.
Everything goes with white trim... Claire mulled over the rainbow of color options. It was the only way to occupy herself while her two men were laboring over in Lumber. "That's pretty. It would clash with the house though."
"Can I help you with anything?"
"No. Thank you, though." Claire curtly smiled and turned away.
"You sure? What kinda paint are you lookin' for? This is exterior paint, mainly for the outside of your house. If you're looking to paint your walls, I can show you some interior latex paints down here."
The hefty, older man stood a head above Claire in his orange apron. He seemed to drift closer with his toothy grin and gesturing hands. "I'm kind of the Paint King here. So anything you need, I can help you."



Claire sighed internally.
"I see you're looking at this navy color. That's a great color that won't fade easily."
"I'm fine. My husband told me exactly what to look for. Thank you." Claire rolled her eyes at the associate as he walked away with slumped shoulders.
It's not an invitation to flirt with me. It doesn't suddenly make my wedding ring meaningless. Claire wasn't born yesterday. She doubted it was common for an attractive woman, with brushed hair, mascara, and lipgloss, to stroll down the aisle in a bright sundress that ended inches above the knee.
Originally, Claire was going to wear black athletic tights and a tight t-shirt, so she could work with Allen to lift materials. "Sexy and practical," Noah had said. But spending an hour bending over in front of her son and talking to him would have made her too paranoid, and sweaty.
Claire wanted today to be perfect. That meant she would look beautiful and have an alluring scent, not wreaking of sweat. It also meant, when it was time to sit down on Allen's lap, she would do so by gracefully and angelically floating. Her thin dress would cling to the shape of her booty as it met his thighs.
He's gonna look down and see it right in front of him. His eyes are gonna get all big. Then he'll- Claire wiped a tickle of perspiration from her hairline. She giggled to herself and perused other color samples. The rosiness of her cheeks would have paired excellently with "Tornado Season."
Looking back, she should have been prouder of herself when they were getting ready to leave this morning. "Are you going with us?" Allen asked curiously, noticing her in a coral-red dress and white low-tops. "Hmm? Oh, yeah, of course! I'm just picking out the paint, though. You didn't think I was gonna be lifting concrete with you?" Claire smiled. "Why do you think I told your dad to call in the extra muscle?" In a rarity, Allen blushed.
*****
A mirage of heat wavered over the black asphalt. Allen tugged his shirt to unstick it from his stomach. Claire noticed her son meticulously analyzing how the SUV was loaded. Please, don't let there be a mistake.
Noah did make mistakes. On purpose. Sometimes he and Allen would slide a piece of lumber in for Noah to shake his head and say, "Let's try in the other way." It had to look like his first time.
When they were done loading, Noah hi-fived Allen and walked off to return the orange cart to the front of the store.
"How's dad gonna see?" Allen peered into the SUV through the open tailgate.
Claire walked behind the car next to her son and puzzled. "Huh..." The lumber for the form of the concrete base was neatly laid down in the back. However, the plywood sheets for the walls were angled up against the back of the driver and passenger seats. The patchy wood even blocked the cabin from the rearview mirror. "I guess he'll just use the side mirrors and the backup cam. People drive that way all the time. Like, in vans and trucks."
Allen shrugged, then went to his seat the only way he could—by crawling over wooden beams and bags of concrete. The entire middle row of seats had been removed, and two of the rear seats had been folded down and buried beneath hundreds of pounds of material. So, Allen sat in the only available seat next to the window.
"Allen? Are you in there? ALLEN?!" Claire called out, her voice thick with desperation and worry.
"I think so. It's a fort," Allen joked back. He was encased in a small, weird room lined with tan lumber and silver fabric.
"Hmm! Well, let me know if you get hungry. I can send some food back to you in a basket."
Claire went around to the passenger door. She opened it, waited a moment, and then returned behind the tailgate. Allen's brow furrowed in confusion as he turned to see his mom noisily climbing over the lumber.
"You know those two-by-fours your dad had cut in half? The ones he 'set aside' to pack later? Guess where they are now..."
Claire was laughing at the comedic situation. But Allen was less humored. He searched for the other seats in the cabin. "Wait. But... So-"
"So..." Claire touched down with her sneakers in Allen's footwell. She had to squat on the rubber mat and stay hunched over, lest she bang her head on the ceiling. "...We're gonna need to share, bud."
"Bud" was always Claire's way of telling Allen, It is what it is and you have to accept it.
Allen's throat gulped. He frantically moved the lumber and concrete in his mind, reconfiguring the car to make another seat available. But he knew they weren't going to repack. "I can drive."
"With thousands of extra pounds in the car? On the highway?" Claire mothered. "Nuh-uh."
Sitting there, holding his phone over his legs, Allen could see what his mom was waiting for. "Umm..."
"Seriously?" She rolled her eyes. "Ya know, I remember once when I let you sit on my lap for an entiiiire boat ride in Disney World, and I never complained once."
"I was seven."
"This should be a relief for you, then. You finally get to pay me back."
Allen curled his lips and blushed. Claire laughed heartily and smiled at her son's eyes. She spun around. Allen barely had enough time to react and move his hands.
Claire plopped down. It wasn't exactly the "angelic float" she had been envisioning. But it did guarantee the only result that mattered: She was going to spend the ride home on Allen's lap.
While her striking legs, manicured nails, and cute cleavage were no longer visible, Claire was banking on the alluring scent of her long hair and the weight of her fatty butt on his thighs being enough to stir him.
"Everything okay?" She craned her neck to peek at her son's face. Her upbeat and relaxed demeanor hid her raging adrenaline and the shallowness of her breath.
"Yeah, I guess."
"You 'guess'? Is that your way of telling me I need to lose weight?"
"No," Allen sheepishly replied, not knowing the right way to answer.
That was when Noah's gate appeared through the side window. His aloofness looked forced and unnatural. He's nervous.
The front door opened with a pop. The reflections of the sunlight danced on the ceiling, but the driver was hidden. "Claire?"
"Back here," she giggled. "My seat was taken."
"Yeeeah... It is, isn't it? Ha! My mistake. Where's Allen?"
"Back here, getting crushed. I just asked him if he thought I was too heavy, and he paused!"
The husband's deep laugh boomed through the plywood boards. "Allen, is that true?"
"No. I didn't pause. She's not heavy."
"Wow, you really know to make your mother melt," Claire scoffed and teasingly elbowed him.
"No, I meant-"
"You gonna alright back there, Al? I can bungee tie you to the roof if not."
"I'm good."
"You sure?"
"Yeah."
"Alllright." Noah exhaled. "Good man! Next time, you pack. You're the one who's good at Tetris."
The car beeped, the engine hummed, and the wheels rolled into motion. Noah knew the point of all of this was to give his wife the chance to "accidentally" slide back onto their son's dick until it got hard. But this was the heaviest load he had ever driven with, and he wasn't going to risk a fiery wreck to make it happen.
As the crimson SUV cruised to the end of the parking lot, Claire reached up. "Almost forgot." She pulled the seatbelt buckle over her. Understandably, she had to scoot higher onto Allen's lap to get the waist strap around them both.
Claire buzzed. Her butt was on softer flesh, no longer on his boney knees. Allen was unmoved.
The first minute of the trip was on local, low-speed roads. Claire sat uneventfully on her son's sturdy legs and listened to the classic rock playing over the radio.
Where's the highway? The waiting and anticipation were unbearable. Already, she was dialed-in to the faint steadiness of his breath as she rose and fell slightly with each inhale and exhale. Her smooth calves bristled against his hairy shins.
Feeling her thighs on his hard knee caps, Claire was even more electrified from knowing her son was getting an eyeful of her ass. The time would come, Claire. Just let him enjoy the view for a while longer, she smirked.
Tick tick tick tick tick!
The turn signal clicked, and Claire recognized the scenery out the window. They were headed onto the highway. The engine revved, and the car lurched.
Claire quickly decided to let her body go limp. She slid back into Allen and reverberated with him off of his seatback. She then straightened her spine against his chest, and she felt his angular shin poking into her shoulder blade.
Behind her, Allen revoltingly smacked his lips, pushing his mom's lilac-scented hair out of his mouth. He hated having a face full of his mom's hair. It could annoy him for the entire ride. Fortunately, his mom leaned forward as she sat up. But her hips remained in place.
"You're not quite as cushy as foam," Claire complained.
"Sorry," Allen breathed.
"Haha!"
Allen shook his head. He couldn't see the mesh athletic shorts his dad suggested he wear to work in the heat. All he could see was red polyester. The floral fabric stretched over his mom's butt tightly enough where each cheek was defined, like two squishy orbs. His mom's narrower waist met his black, cotton t-shirt.
Eighteen years. And this was the most uncanny event of Allen's life. His mind was blown. He found himself as "the son" in the most thrilling erotica plotlines he had ever discovered. How many sons around the world would kill to be in his position? Allen wondered.
Ending up in this scenario seemed improbable—impossible. Yet, here he was. He was sure the other sons who loved the same stories would be begging and cajoling him to make a move, or they'd pray he got caught pitching a tent.
But Allen had to disappoint them. He had no plans on making a move. And there wouldn't be a tent for his mom to catch him pitching.
Claire fiddled with the hem of her dress as a way to justify slight shifts in her son's lap. No matter how she distributed her weight—even when she let one of her cheeks sink between the gap in his legs—nothing changed.
She felt... nothing.
Okay, breathe! He didn't cut it off. It didn't fucking disappear! Claire had plans for if she couldn't feel his erection. She didn't have plans for if she couldn't feel his dick. Panic crept in, and she feared all this effort was wasted. After all that, I'm not even gonna get-
Quietly, and to herself, Claire's dark-pink lips stretched across her face, forming a biting smile. Oh, you clever little- She looked out the window and twisted mildly to confirm her suspicion. How could she have not realized it? Probably because she was coursing with adrenaline and never imagined it possible.
She now knew. And that made her feel in control. Suddenly, she was willing to be patient again. You're fine, hehe! Noah will give you the chances he promised.
Claire distracted herself by watching the cars pass them through the left window. It was possible an eagle-eyed passenger could see into the tinted window. Hopefully it won't be anybody we know.
Suddenly, the car jolted. Claire's left foot flew off of the ground and her right shoulder careened into the glass window. Jesus Christ, Noah! Just as she regained her seat in her son's lap, she was rocked to the left. The seatbelt retractor locking up was the only thing that prevented her from diving head-first into wooden beams. WHAT THE HELL?!
"Are you okay?" Allen asked. His dad obviously didn't realize how careful he needed to be when passing a semi-truck.
Claire returned to her seat and peeked behind her with relief. "Whew! Yeah, thank you. Are you?"
"Yeah."
"Good. And, you gotta scooch your legs wider, haha! Ya kinda can't sit like that with someone on your lap." Before her son could respond, Claire pulled herself up using the car pillar. She placed her feet between his, closed her eyes, and sat down.
But she didn't make it. Claire was stuck in mid-air. Her butt hung above Allen's muscular legs, which refused to pry open. Her knees remained wedged between his.
There was also another sensation. Firm points of pressure on her lower back. Her son's fingertips and palms pushed gently yet powerfully into her lower back. Holy shit... He's trying to keep you away.
Claire played ignorant. She corrected his mistake. "Oops! A little wider, bud." With her hands on his knees, she wrenched them apart.
Instantly, a soft thud sounded off of the fabric seat. Before Allen had a chance to pick his phone up and lay it over his groin again, Claire dropped her booty right onto his quads.
Allen's hands may have done a good job of safeguarding his groin, but what did that matter now? Claire wasn't just on—she was in his lap. And she could wait. She wasn't going anywhere. The only retrieval method for his phone was if Allen jammed his hand under her butt and went fishing. Sweetie, if you really want it, you're more than welcome to try... hehe!
Claire was on cloud nine. She knew what he had to be hiding. She had to be right. Her husband needed to sway the car one more time. She willed her son to move his hands. Allen, sweetie, if you have nothing to hide, take them off of me.
They passed semi-trucks repeatedly, but Claire no longer budged. With the stability of her legs between her son's, the lurching of the car did nothing.
Allen was focused on the growing heat between their bodies. His mom's bouncy butt cheeks molded on his quads, sealing off a pocket of air in the gap between his legs. The steamy warmth remained trapped, and it penetrated his mesh shorts, making his thighs and nutsack sticky.
"Woah!" A cautious voice alerted from the front. Noah hit the breaks.
Claire was hurled forward, and so was Allen. Before the car reached a full stop, they were accelerating again. Claire slammed back into her son. She froze.
Her son's hands were flattened on the small of her back. Claire's eyebrows were high on her forehead, and her mouth was dry. The swollen cockhead demanded her attention.
Claire's right ear was inches from Allen's mouth. She absorbed the shakiness and humidity of his breath. The road noise and rock music had faded away into the background. Only a palpable tension remained.
Trapped underneath her left butt cheek, the rubbery tip poked into her. She could feel the strain her son's erection exerted, as it was angled forward, trying to spring up to its natural state. The mother didn't feel vindicated or victorious. She numbed in a suspension of time. She forgot what she was supposed to say or do in response.
Allen was living an inescapable nightmare. He wanted to fall out of the car onto the highway. The worst part of this living hell was that it was caused by him experiencing a heavenly dream: His hard cock was primal contacting his mom's shapely, feminine ass. He felt the firm pressure and the heat on his tip. And he knew his mom had to feel everything, too.
He demanded his intelligent brain to invent an excuse—something that would somehow explain everything perfectly. But his mom far from dumb. Still, she didn't move. She wasn't speaking. And it became clearer to Allen that she was waiting on him to solve the embarrassing problem.
With a sad crack in his voice, Allen bit the bullet. "My phone's under you. Can I get it?"
Rather than silently stand up, Claire turned back and whispered, "You're okay. It happens." She shrugged. "Honestly—better this than a metal phone." Allen's marbled-blue eyes shot open. Claire felt a rush from her success. She added with a light smirk, "If you want, we can just say it's morning wood."
Allen blinked incredulously. His mom was a modern and understanding woman. Even after her jokes about him checking her out in her bikini, though, he didn't expect her to be this modern and understanding.
"Like, do you want me to stand up real quick so you can adjust things?"
Allen dryly nodded.
So, Claire pulled on the pillar again and waited over his lap. Her shaking hand barely held. "Done?"
"Yuh."
With no frills, Claire plopped down with her ass against Allen's abdomen. She knew what would happen, but she was still shocked. Her eyes popped at the feeling of Allen's entire shaft climbing her inner right butt cheek. It was thick, tall, throbbing, and powerful. Holy. Shit.
Allen's heart was a jackhammer in his chest. He could barely think. He thought "straight up toward the belly button" was the most logical adjustment. He didn't think his mom was going to sit squarely against his body. He wanted to apologize for being stupid, but he didn't know how he was.
For what was the fourth or fifth time, the car slowed to a crawl before revving forward again. It jerked the construction materials and passengers alike. Claire stayed snug in Allen's lap.
The silence was making Claire nervous. "Do you think you're gonna go to the airfield today?"
"No," Allen whimpered. His strong legs were trembling and bouncing on the balls of his feet.
Oh my god, you're not in trouble! Even though she was going through her own emotional rollercoaster, she did what moms do best: She composed herself and focused on her child. "Hey, sweetie, you're okay. You can relax," she chuckled affectionately. "It doesn't bother me at all. I promise."
Allen swallowed audibly and wet his mouth. "No?"
"Of course not." Claire glanced over her shoulder. His ears were on fire. "Why would it bother me?"
"It's- It's- I'm not weird. I just- I tried putting my phone- "
Claire shook her head. "I know you're not weird. Well- You are, but only in good ways, haha. Sweetie, this happens to every guy all the time. I know it's different because I'm your mom, but—I don't know—I guess knowing you see me in that way is kinda cute. It's flattering."
The perspiration beaded on Allen's burning forehead. His brain fogged and swirled in disbelief. Did she not realize what was going on? This wasn't a sudden boner. He felt this way all the time!
Claire could feel her son's nerves through her own body, but she could also tell he now felt more secure and less panicked. As did she.
"We're getting off the highway soon," an announcement soon boomed. "Did anything move around back there?"
Claire moved to answer the coded question. But she paused.
"Did anything move around back there?!" Noah shouted again. "Yes? No? Not sure?"
With a pretend glance around the cabin, Claire dryly swallowed. Her loins pickled with warm uncertainty and excitement. "I'm not sure. I can't really tell."
The car slowed and sped up roughly, as it did before. Only the braking and accelerating became more frequent. Each time, the mother and son lunged forward and jolted back together, increasing the contact between their bodies and the kinetic energy of Claire's ass into Allen's erection.
Notes of her son's cedar deodorant and hard-earned sweat wafted into her nostrils. The sultriness of his breath warmed the side of her neck. And she was entranced by the way his strong quadriceps supported and stabilized her silky thighs. Claire was fully immersed in her son's emerging masculinity. Every one of her senses was intoxicated by his presence around her.
Her baby boy had grown into a man. And the irrefutable, well-defined proof of his manhood was pushing into the cartilage of her ass. It was like a bar of steel hotly demanding her attention, refusing to let her sit comfortably until she addressed it.
Allen was in heaven. He didn't know his mom's real thoughts on his "issue," but she said she didn't care. So, Allen let his guard down. He had to savor this miracle for every second it lasted. The muscles in his legs relaxed, resulting in his mom having that little bit of extra give to jiggle and slide on his cock as they hit small bumps or stopped quickly.
"It's stop-and-go, stop-and-go. See why I didn't want you driving?" Claire teased, wanting to hear the tone of his voice.



"It's gotta be a nightmare," Allen agreed.
He seems happier. Less nervous. Of course, he is. You're doing great! Down at her sides, Claire admired the veins snaking up her son's flexing forearms. He was gripping the plastic side guard of the car seat down below. Just imagine him grabbing your waist with those.
The car braked quickly, and Claire impulsively seized Allen's wrists, clutching them for support as she rocked forward. When they returned to steady cruising, Claire's breath was heavier. "Sorry about that," she exhaled.
"It's okay." Allen heard his mom's apology, but she didn't let go. He looked at her manicured hands—the French-tipped fingernails, the thin fingers, the bent knuckles, her wedding bands on her left hand and her grandmother's ring on her right. She trusted him to keep her safe.
Claire squeezed just as tightly the next time the car checked. She swallowed. "You know, you can just rest your hands up here, if it's better for you..." Claire stared into the plywood boards.
"What?"
"You don't have to dangle your arms," she whispered. Her hands slid from her son's arms onto her thighs. "I'm fine if you wanna put them up here."
It had to be a trap. Allen cautiously brought his arms over his mom's supple legs. When she showed no signs of stopping him, he let his hands rest on her bare flesh, midway between her knees and the hem of her coral sundress.
The tough, worked hands making contact with her sensitive skin sent a shock through Claire's extremities and made her hips buckle. She could see them right there, but she couldn't believe it.
A distracted Claire didn't sense the braking coming until it was too late. Her shoulders were pulled forward, and she taloned the young, thick wrists with all her might to stop her momentum. In a primal response, Allen locked his arms to hold her down, digging his fingertips into her soft flesh.
When they were stable again, Claire inhaled the sight of her son's fingers imprinting on her legs—a place her dress would be covering if she were standing. Claire released the tension of her grip, watching her son follow. They sat in lingering silence.
"Thanks for holdin' me in there," Claire sweetly acknowledged.
"Yuh," Allen breathed in relief at the positive response.
Claire wanted to hear his voice again. "If school doesn't work out, you have a promising future as a seatbelt."
Allen audibly chuckled—another rarity. "Thanks."
The car lurched twice more, and their hands clenched twice more.
God, that's fucking annyoing! Claire had enough of the thin layer of stale sweat on the back of her neck. She was too hot. "Excuse me a sec." Claire pulled herself up to a squat and tossed her hair over her left shoulder. Ahh! The feeling of air-conditioning on the breathing pores of her neck was divine.
Claire sat right back down on Allen's cock, like it required no thought. Allen's hands were out like he was praying, not knowing if or when he could put them back on his mom's lap. She answered him by taking his hands and moving them between her warm thighs, higher than they were before.
Allen had never been hornier in his life. It had to be a delusion of his hormone-soaked mind—it had to be. Yet, it seemed that his gorgeous and sexy mother wanted him to touch her intimately.
He fought against his sexual urges and the painful palpitating of his erection. It was tearing his brain apart. Finally, he conceded to a risk. He moved his thumbs back and forth. Subtly, each one massaged and cautiously tested his mom's inner thigh.
His heart stopped once his mom moved her hands. Then his eyes flew open wide. Her thumbs slowly rubbed the sides of his index fingers. Allen was close to passing out.
He tested her more. His thumbs daringly stroked with more pressure and covered more area. His mom copied him. He pushed deliberately into inner thighs while making slow patterns. His mom delicately traced the tip of her thumb in circles on his hands.
Allen quivered in his shoulders. He could never touch another human as elegantly as his mom was touching him. All of his doubts faded. There was no denying the truth: He was having a risque encounter with his own mom.
Nothing made sense, and it felt like a dream. Allen's brain and heart were on fire. His knees were weak. All he could do was move his thumbs harder and faster. His mom matched his tempo every step of the way until she was practically pressing his hands into her legs.
Claire's chest was red and her mouth hung open as she breathed. She was scared and exhilarated at the same time. She had a sense of humor about matching him every time he escalated a little bit more, wanting to reward him for taking every risk. Her body demanded she get even closer to her son. So, she did. Claire sighed heavily as she sunk deeper into his lap and torso. Her body molded into his, and the side of her chin rested on his soft, black hair.
Abruptly, Claire stood up again. She held the pillar with one hand and flatted her dress with the other. She shook the humidity out of her malleable polyester.
She practically let herself fall back onto her son's cock, knowing he'd make sure she landed safely. He did. Claire nestled her chin on his head again, growing more familiar with his body and sizable erection.
Claire saw her son's outstretched hands off to the side. She did nothing. Allen took the hint—she was testing his mettle. He had a rattle in his breath as he lowered his hands just below the hem of her dress. Claire quickly corrected him by pulling his wrists higher, displacing her skirt.
Heat radiated onto Allen's palms as he massaged her again. Claire reciprocated promptly. She rubbed the tops of his hands and slid her fingers between his. In a cry of horniness, Allen curled his fingers and scratched his mom's legs. Before he knew it, he was melting and gasping.
Claire's bottom lip was snagged under her tooth. Again and again, she sensually grazed the tops of her son's forearms. She raked her fingernails up to his elbows before beginning again. She wanted to make his toes clench in his sneakers just like hers were.
HOLY SHIT.
Claire suddenly froze. Her hands went still. Her jaw hung open. And her eyes gaped. She saw that her son's hands had also stopped moving on her glistening legs... He knew what he did.
Allen had just flexed his cock against Claire. And it wasn't an accident.
That was so fucking dumb of him. Everything had been going so well for him. He was getting so far with his hands. Now, Claire could hardly imagine the fear and panic in his young eyes. She smirked.
With a quick squeeze, Claire flexed her butt, then ran all of her fingers up his veiny forearms again. She could feel Allen tremble beneath her from her little love tap. His happy cock twitched again.
Now Claire knew what he liked. She stiffened her ass against his erection and dragged her fingernails up his arms. There was an eager tap on her butt.
But Claire didn't reciprocate. She sat still. She waited. She tested. Seconds later, there was another tap. It was harder. Claire lit up and flashed her white teeth. He wants you, hehe!
After one more pleading tap, Claire finally paid him some attention. She stayed still and simply ran her nails up his skin. He tapped again. And then again, more desperately. He already missed her loving squeeze.
In a maniacal tease, Claire waited for one more plea before she rewarded her son for his persistence. With a swivel of her hips, Claire delivered a powerful, sensual massage with her toned butt. A sharp gasp pierced her ear. Claire snuggled into her son's lap.
Allen recklessly bucked up from his waist. Claire toyed with him by skimming her French tips up the sides of his legs, from knees to just under his mesh shorts. When his erection reacted, Claire wiggled against his cock and abdomen.
From there, the mom and son traded responses—each move more intentional and timely than the last. For Allen, this was a thrilling way to test his mom's limit. For Claire, this was a euphoric game of sexual repartee, which she knew how to play.
Soon, Claire was grinding on her son's cock. Allen was bucking feverishly, throwing his erection into the gyrating butt cheeks, earning as much pleasure as he could. Between their arid panting, their sensuality, and the ceaselessness of their movements, Claire finally accepted what she was doing—You're dry-humping.
Claire could not—would not—stop. Time had no meaning. Location had no meaning. Consequences had no meaning. There was only now. Her brain gloriously bathed in the dopamine released by her deepest erotic fantasy coming to life.
The tension was excruciating. She was operating under the constraint of a seatbelt in a car that was stopping randomly, but Claire circulated her hips as seductively as she could. She wanted Allen to feel what she was capable of doing to his cock, and she wanted to feel him lustfully thrust his cock against her.
Claire watched his less-experienced hands creep farther and farther up her legs while he peeled her sundress up. Claire did nothing to stop him. She did notice another problem, though. Shit, he's being too loud.
She didn't want anyone else involved, or distracted, or in the know right now. This was just about her and her son. "Breathe quietly," Claire warned. She eased her pace to help him. She focused on fun rather than vigor.
The panting in her ear softened to a grunting whimper. Claire leaned forward to look down in her son's eyes. "Having fun...?"
Allen winced. He tilted his chin and saw his mom's nose and eyes hovering over him. She looked excited. Allen had never been more intimidated. "Yeah," he nodded.
Claire pursed her lips. "I can't believe we're doing this, haha!"
Allen didn't know where to begin. He was stupefied.
The intensity grew again. Claire slid her hands onto the sides of Allen's legs and squeezed, trying to muster more control and force. Meanwhile, Allen continued to adventurously inch his fingers deeper inside his mom's dress, getting closer and closer to the source of heat that was radiating onto his testicles.
Fuck. Wow! Fuck! Claire was soaking wet. She loved the steam from their combined heat seeping through her dress. She wanted her son to feel it on his cock and love it, too. She arched her back and humped his cock between the crack in her ass.
Then, Allen stopped. Claire was thrown off rhythm and slowly grinded to a halt. Wha- What the hell happened? She watched her son's wrists fall out of her dress and off to the side.
"What about dad?"
"What?" Claire exhaled, trying to come down from her high. "What abou-? Oh... Just be quiet. He can't see us."
"No. Like..."
Claire proudly smiled. He doesn't want to hurt his dad. Aww, hehe! "Sweetie, he'll be fine with it. Just focus on me."
"Why do we have to be quiet then?"
Claire leaned forward and twisted back in his lap as much as she could. For the first time since they started, Claire got a good look at her son's handsome, dumbfounded, reddened face. She assuringly caressed his cheek with her palm. "Allen, I'll explain everything later. You can tell him about this yourself. He'll think it's funny. He'll be proud of you. Trust me."
Allen nodded. He didn't understand. He trusted his mom, though. Besides, she could've convinced him on anything right now.
They both took the opportunity to catch their breath and smell the scent of their perfumes and sweat hanging in the boxed-in cabin. Claire looked at the way she was gripping her son's leg. She felt the heat of his healthy cock and her wet pussy warming each other's skin. And she saw the purple cotton of her thong poking out from her bunched-up dress.
Claire and Allen's blue eyes met again. They studied each other, trying to infer every thought and feeling the other was experiencing. The mom and son both wore dazed smiles. Both had a wildness and an acceptance in their eyes.
"Be honest. Did you stop because you were worried about your dad? Or did you stop because you were nervous about how close you were getting?" Claire smirked widely and rubbed her thumb on his earlobe.
The color drained from Allen's face. His thumbs had been only an inch away from grazing his mom's wet thong and pussy. "Because of dad."
"Hmm. I don't believe you." Claire lowered her head and pecked her lips on her son's. When she opened her eyes, she saw the stunned breathlessness in his.
They kissed deeply. Claire's soft, full lips caressed Allen's. With her eyes closed and sitting on his lap, Claire felt like she was floating in air. Her heart hummed, and her nose crinkled as it brushed against his. It was more right and natural than Claire could ever imagine.
The kiss had been short, but it said a lot. It was comforting, loving, and flirtatious.
"Woah." Allen gaped.
"Haha!" Claire erupted in laughter and couldn't stop. She was overwhelmed by emotion, as was Allen. Like never heard before, he broke out in laughter with her. After another peck on the lips, Claire cocked her head and arched her eyebrow. Screw discipline. "What do you want?"
Allen was paralyzed by thought. He shook his head. "What do you mean?"
Claire firmly asked again. "What do you want?" Her hips swirled in his lap. "I want you to tell me what you want."
"Umm..." What did she want him to say? What was he allowed to say? What did she mean? Could he say anything he wanted?
Flipping her hair away from her damp neck again, Claire shrugged. "Maybe we can just make out until you think of an answer..."
"AHEM! HMMMGH!"
Claire and Allen broke out of their trance. They looked at the plywood boards from where the cough came. Then they looked out the window. They were in their garage. The radio was off. The air-conditioning was off. And the car was still. There was only the tick of the radiator.
Holy shit... How long had they been sitting there in park?
"Alllright, let's get this stuff unloaded!" Noah innocently cheered. The SUV rattled as he shut his door behind him.
Allen was in panic-mode. Claire was frustrated, and then very happy. Knowing how close she came, knowing how badly her son wanted her, knowing how desperate he'd be to have her, and knowing her loins would be aching and surging—It was like a euphoric drug. And more than that, she felt like a beautiful and amazing mother.
"I think I should get up," Claire lightly chuckled. Her limbs numb and fuzzy, and she struggled to hunch under the silver ceiling.
Allen opened his mouth and twiddled his thumbs. "Umm..."
Claire fawned over him. He was looking up at her the same way he did when he was in sixth grade and asked her for a dog. Only now, he had a gorgeous tent in his wrinkled mesh shorts. "Do you wanna talk after the car's unloaded?"
Allen nodded readily. He watched her iron out the wrinkles in her sundress with her hands.
Claire quickly leaned over and kissed him again. It was more teasing and seductive than before. She cutely whispered, "Sorry if I offended you earlier... You make a super comfy seat."
The son's pearly teeth shined between his pink cheeks. He wanted to apologize earlier for making it seem like she was heavy. He wanted to tell her how she was skinny and beautiful, and that he dreamed about her constantly. Instead, Allen sheepishly blushed and accepted the compliment. "Thanks."
When Claire crawled out of the liftgate, she emerged into the garage victorious—and horny.
Noah approached her and naively voiced his excitement for getting the car unloaded. He had a lot of questions for his wife. But the strands of hair clinging to her flush forehead, the disheveled state of her flowered dress, and dazed smile in her eyes answered most of them. Claire had obviously done much more than confirm whether their son would get erect.
Noah helped her regain her balance on solid land. He shook his head humorously. He knew why they had staged the car ride today. And it wasn't logic. It wasn't because this was the most prudent way to get Allen in the pool with her. All of this was because Claire fell in love with the idea of granting her son his ultimate fantasy—and Noah liked the idea of helping her do it. Plus, to her credit, Claire did a great job of rationalizing it.
*****
Every single piece of lumber and bag of powdered concrete was carried from the SUV to a storage space underneath the back deck.
The entire workout, Allen paced like a zombie with his head in a fog. Even after what his mom said, he couldn't bring himself to look his dad in the eye so soon after what happened. He just focused on walking with a lean, so that his shirt would hang over his erection stuck in his waistband.
Claire was inside, dancing about her room in a flurry. She showered and freshened up, all while practicing how she'd answer the questions her son would soon ask. After much debate, she wore the same sundress from the car. It was wrinkled and damp, but it might also trigger her son's arousal.
A new outfit might intimidate him, too, like you prepared for the talk. Well, I am preparing for the talk... Claire applied her mascara in the mirror. She watched her cheeks dimple in a bashful grin. But I'm gonna fuck him, too.
A pair of trudging feet marched past the door in the hallway. Claire listened to the sound of shower turn on in the bathroom that Allen shared with his brother. She felt a tinge of disappointment. She loved the smell of a working man after a hard day. But it was okay. "I guess I'll just have to make him smell that way again..."
It was all happening so fast. Absurdly fast. Claire's seduction of Daryl had been so long and wonderful. But Allen wasn't Daryl. Claire and Daryl had to grow into each other, and they used sex to build a stronger connection. With Allen, Claire already felt a deep, organic bond—even before the tip of his cock poked her butt cheek.
They had always been able to read each other and sense things about the other nobody else could. They noticed small changes in the other's behavior. Their verbal communication and openness needed to improve. But the foundation and importance of their relationship was greater than any mother and son could hope for.
Claire knew that her husband would tell her wait. But she was listening to his own wisdom: Her job as a mother was to love each son in the best way for him. Nobody knew how to love Allen better than Claire... regardless of the form it took.
As they had planned, Noah drove off to run an errand. If Claire and Allen went to the pool to swim, they could do so knowing they'd be alone without anyone else seeing. But Claire didn't need the pool. She lay on her bed, with her feet hanging off the edge and her eyes gazing up at the whirling ceiling fan blades. She waited for Allen to get out of the shower and change.
*****
"Hey!"
"Hey."
Claire stood with her hands on her hips. Her son was in a gray t-shirt, khaki short, and his bare feet were up on the ottoman. He seemed lost in his own mind—understandably. "Watchin' some TV?"
"Eh, not really." Allen noticed the subtle sway in his mom
"Gotcha. I don't know if he told you, but your dad had to run a few errands. So, maybe this would be a good time to talk in your room?" Claire couldn't hide her smile.
As Allen nodded and got up, he was clearly nervous. But Claire swore she saw his mouth briefly curl. The mother and son walked down the hallway to Allen's room. Claire sat on the edge of the bed and watched as Allen closed the door behind him and joined her. He sat close, but there was a foot of space between them.
"Umm... Ha. Well," Claire pushed her hair behind her ear, "I think what just happened was a little unexpected for the both of us. And you probably have a lot of questions about- "
"I know about you and Daryl!"
Claire froze. She stared at her son, holding her breath. "What?"



"I know about you and Daryl," Allen repeated, looking at his tapping feet. "Well, I didn't. But I knew something was going on. After what we just- I figured it out."
The mother shook her head. She wasn't sure if she was surprised or not. "And, uh, what exactly do you think is going on between your brother and me?"
Allen glanced at his mom's eyes and looked at his feet again. "I noticed you acting differently around him. He seemed to wanna be around you more than usual. I thought it had to do with some issue at school. But then on a night last summer, I heard you guys going through the backdoor pretty late. So, I went to see if you were swimming or maybe—I don't know. I just checked to see. And when I didn't see you, I didn't know where you went. Then later I saw you guys coming out of the shed. I guess I got suspicious because you both seemed different when you got out."
Allen swallowed. "Then Daryl asked me if I was 'into any taboo stuff' when he was here a few weeks ago. Then I saw him coming back into my room with my laptop that night. I checked to see what he was doing on it because he stole it. That's when I saw he went onto all the porn I read."
Claire rolled her eyes. She had been so careless. Why didn't she realize how easy it was for Allen to catch her? Maybe I wanted him to?
"Then, you started asking me about that type of erotica, too. And you asked me if I was looking at you..." Allen shakily explained. "I thought it was a weird coincidence, maybe. Then today..." Allen looked at his wall. "I just- I guess I put it together."
Jesus. Claire didn't know what to say. It was the most Allen had ever said at once in front of her. She didn't prepare for this. And with him facing away, she couldn't guess what was going through his mind. "How do you feel about it?"
"Feel about what?"
Claire breathed. "How do you feel, knowing I've been having sex with your brother?" The admission made it real for her son.
"Wha- Why are you doing that with him?"
"For the same reason we did what we just did—because we both wanted to do it."
Claire gave her son a moment to process what she was saying. She needed a moment too. Sitting here with Allen now, being open and honest—it made her feel wrong for not being upfront right away with her intentions. She needed to come clean. "What happened today—your dad and I planned it. It was kinda a fun way to make sure you were interested like your brother was. It was my idea."
"You knew all of that would happen??" Allen rubbed his eyes and spoke to Claire face-to-face. "Dad was in on it? You did that with Daryl, too?"
"Well, I didn't know all of that would happen," Claire snickered, feeling relief from unbottling the truth. "Actually, I was only supposed to sit on your lap and see if you got hard or not."
Allen's mouth opened, his eyes shifted, and his face grew wide. Claire turned her knees in toward her son and spoke to him directly. She felt liberated through confession. "Before we talk anymore, I think I should just lay everything out in the open. You know, tell you everything. Is that okay?"
Allen nodded.
"Good," Claire smiled. "Back when your brother was your age—when he was growing into a man—I had this, uh, sense inside me. At first, I had no clue what it was. Then, over time, I figured out what it was. Apparently, I don't know why, haha—but, I felt this instinct as a mother that kept telling me I was supposed to have sex with your brother. And it wasn't about just having sex, you know. It was about really teaching him, bonding with him, and sharing something special with him."
"I ended up telling your dad because—well, I had to. And he was super sweet and supportive. He told me to follow that instinct. And, I did. So, for the last year, your brother and I have added this beautiful and wonderful thing to our relationship."
For his entire worldview collapsing, Allen was more composed than he imagined he'd be. "What type of stuff do you guys do?"
"Hmm," Claire grinned apologetically, "I can't tell you that. Just like with your dad, your brother and I have our own relationship. If something serious ever came up, I'd tell your dad. But other than that, when your brother and I are in private, the things we say and do with each other stay between us. And I hope you know, from here on out, everything you and I talk about in private will stay between you and me." Her son nodded in agreement.
"What is important for me to tell you is, what your brother and I have is not romantic. At all. I have that relationship with your father, and I don't feel that desire for your brother—or for you. It's difficult to explain. There is a lot of love, and it can be intense, but I'm always only his mom. Nothing about the 'normal' parts of our relationship have changed. I become a different type of mom, and he may become a different type of son... But, everything goes back to normal once we're done. Except, we're closer."
Claire reiterated, "We don't do it to be like boyfriend and girlfriend. It's not to be together. It's like this fun, special, mom-son moment to enjoy together. Do you understand?" Please say yes.
"So, you-" Allen's khaki shorts moved without him touching them. "So," he moistened his throat, "what you do with Daryl, you want to do with me?"
The mother thought, then shook her head. "No. You'd have the same rules as him. But, as far as our relationship goes, I want ours to be different from my relationship with anyone else. I want us to have sex in our own way," Claire proudly stated.
She saw how her words lifted her son. The white tips of his teeth poked out from under his lip. She placed her hand on his knee. "And, to answer your question, what happened in the car today was something I've only ever done for you. I wanted to do it just for you. And me, hehe. I learned it was your fantasy, and I wanted to share it together. I wanted to make you happy."
Claire chuckled and blushed at his awed expression. She wanted to kiss him more than he could ever know. "So, now that you're a man and can make big decisions... Um, haha! Here's what I wanted to say to you: Allen, I feel like you and I have always had a special relationship. I feel like we connect with each other in a unique and beautiful way. And because you've grown into this smart, handsome, funny, and thoughtful young man, I think our feelings have grown more adult, too. And I think that if we want to build a special bond, and keep connecting, and keep appreciating each other as much as we want to, we need to embrace that fact that—yes, we're mother and son—but we're also an adult mother and son. And being an adult mother and son now means that there's this super fun and intimate way we can spend time together."
Claire said her piece and anxiously giggled. Her fingers rubbed on her son's knee. He was still, and forehead glistened. "So, do you want to try this with me?"
Allen could barely think. His brain was a hot, fuzzy, swirling ball of gas. He just stared at his leg, mesmerized by the way his mom moved her elegant fingers. He couldn't make it through one line of internal dialogue. Gently, his mom leaned forward to get a better look at his blank face.
"Uh, haha, just to make it clear—I know that was a lot—I'm asking you if you wanna start having sex with me."
There was an excitement but a patience in his mom's eyes. Allen grabbed and kissed Claire. Claire's eyes popped open and then savoringly shut. The mom and son's noses rubbed together and their foreheads touched. Their lips caressed, sending a sense of relief and thrilling anticipation through each of their bodies.
Claire slid her hip against her son's and cozied into his body. She had one hand on his knee and another on his upper back. Her son's hands were on her outer thigh and lower back. As she made out with him, Claire sensed his longing in every gasp and head movement. Her son wasn't as expert, but he had clearly done this before.
With his mind awash in lustful euphoria, Allen was unable to overthink. It was a blessing. He had never felt with a woman the way he did with his mother, but he could still rely on his limited experience. He reacted to his mom's furtive lip movements by tasting her soft lips in the only way he knew how.
"Mmm," Claire hummed. Her inhibitions had been freed by her honesty with her son. She now knew he understood what she wanted and her intentions were. He trusted her, and she trusted him.
As their kissing grew more intense, they turned into each other and held each other tighter. Claire's breasts bulged in her bra against her son's muscular pecs. Allen shoved his right hand between her closed thighs. Claire shimmied her thighs to massage his bold hand.
Then, with a poke of the tongue, Claire tested her son's lips. When they gave way, she plunged her pink, playful tongue into his moist mouth. Allen tasted the mint of his mom's toothpaste and reveled in the deftness with which she maneuvered her tongue against his. His only wish was that he knew how to make hers feel the same incredible way.
Everything Allen did was more than satisfactory to Claire. She was in heaven from the mental stimulation alone. And nothing could have felt better than Allen trying his best to seduce her with this sexy, manly tongue. I have a lot to teach you, she happily thought.
Their hands were doing more grabbing and dropping than caressing. Their tongues vigorously collided and swirled together. They seemed to take turns leaning into the other until they nearly fell off-balance.
Claire breathed hotly and shortly. She knew his cock was there. She knew it was hard. It was rock hard. And it was hard for her. Because of her sex. But she didn't touch it. She resisted. He wanted to torment herself to see how badly she could make herself want it before finally giving in. She also wanted to make her horny son squirm. Claire was the mother, the experienced adult, and Allen was going to have to get used to her toying with him while they played.
The more erotically they kissed, the more Allen, the stoic, fidgeted on his butt. He flailed his legs and kicked the side of the bed. He dug his fingernails into his mom's back and bare thighs—anything to expel the tension.
Making out became harder as Allen's gritting teeth were causing his jaw to lock. Claire pulled back and held her forehead on his. "Ahh. Let me know when you get hard."
With a dazed, bewildered look, he breathed. "I- I've been..." He saw the smirk on his mom's lips. He giggled.
"Take your clothes off," she instructed.
"What?"
"You heard me. Get naked for me." Claire pulled away and waited. Even though she had told him to do it, watching a man confidently undress to show her his hard cock was an incredible turn-on.
Allen was shaking inside. Part of him was still convinced this had to be a trap. Yet, he put on a brave face as he stood and pulled his gray top over his head.
Claire bit her glossed lower lip. He had a body that was more solid and defined than she had seen in a long time. His abs were cut into sexy, rounded rectangles. His broad chest comprised two muscular pecs. A thin trail of dark hair ran from his belly button down below his waistline. Fuck.
She leaned back to get a view of his powerful back muscles. She recognized the Italy-shaped birthmark on his shoulder blade. It took every fiber of her discipline not to stand up and bite it.
Meanwhile, Allen unbuttoned his khaki shorts. He let them fall. Claire quickly rocked forward to see. But Allen ended up sitting back down on the bed anyway while he wiggled out of his striped boxers.
Fuck me. Claire beamed brightly and arched her eyebrow. She feasted her eyes on the impressive cock and nutsack before her. She could literally feel her pussy flooding with sticky juice.
Claire was already spoiled by handsome, capable penises—from her husband to her eldest son. While Claire had repressed her thoughts during the car ride in case it was all her hopeful imagination, it was indisputable now: Allen inherited his cock from her side of the family.
The shiny, beige shaft was thick like a wood dowel. It rigidly towered up toward his belly button, adorable veins and all. Below, cradled in wrinkled skin, were two large, ovular testicles. They looked capable of pumping for minutes on end. And crowning what had to be an eight-inch shaft, a soft, pink, plump cockhead swelled.
I made that... Claire began running through all of the reasons why she felt she deserved to take it in her pussy or taste it in her mouth. But her concentration broke. Her son had just vulnerably exposed himself for her, and he was anxiously awaiting her verdict. "Sweetie," Claire felt flustered, "you are fucking hot."
Her matter-of-fact tone and flirty wink struck Allen. He blushed with pride, looking over his nakedness. "Thanks!"
Claire kissed her son with tongue, keeping her hands from his sexy body. Then, without further ado, it was her turn to stand up. Turning squarely to her son, Claire lifted the shoulders of her airy sundress over her head and let it sail down onto the carpet.
An infatuated Allen made goo-goo eyes at his half-naked mom. She was stunning. Her slender frame, her cute, perky breasts, her long neck and legs, and her curvy butt were all visible for him. He gawked at the matching yellow bra and thong, which tightly concealed her most sensitive areas.
Claire pursed her lips. She smiled and twisted with her hands on her hips. She could read her son's thoughts through his mystified eyes: "Oh my god, she looks so sexy in that. The yellow looks so good with her hair. Did she put this on because she knew I'd be looking at her? Is her vagina shaved?? Wait, did she do that because she knew she'd be fucking me?!"
Yes, sweetie, that's exactly what happened.
"No comments?"
Allen dryly chuckled. "Umm, sorry. Uh- "
"Hehe!" Claire stepped forward and planted her knee next to her son's leg on the mattress. "You don't need to say anything if you don't want to. Just kiss me."
Allen closed his eyes to enjoy the naked kiss. He opened his eyes to find his mom's other knee to his other side. His blue eyes were saucers and his cock twitched. His gorgeous mom sat down on his legs, merging their flesh, and straddling his body with only a yellow triangle hiding her pussy lips.
In true torture, Claire sat with her pussy inches away from Allen's swollen erection. She sat tall and excessively brushed her long, brown hair with her fingers. The entire time, she studied her son's expressive, deep-set eyes. She knew he noticed the wet spot. "Hmm... I wonder who caused that?"
They shared an enthralled smile. Honestly, Claire was surprised the wet spot wasn't bigger. She was tempted to press into the dark stain, wanting to see if released a gush of nectar. She had no doubt she was wetter than she had ever been in her life.
Claire kissed her son again. They relished the feeling of running their wrists and hands on the soft, warm skin of each other's bare backs. Claire fought against every biological desire to shift her hips forward and push her pussy into her son's big cock. She distracted herself by passionately and flirtatiously making out with him, wrestling his tongue with hers.
Abruptly, Allen groaned and kicked. Claire smiled through her eyes while kissing him. She massaged his testicles in her hands, refusing to break the kiss. She waited until the shock disappeared from his eyes and was replaced by satisfied acceptance. Then, she carefully and masterfully rolled both balls together in the palm of her hand.
Again, Allen jerked and lurched like crazy. His expressions illustrated his plight of panic. But his mom guided him to a state of ease and pure enjoyment with nothing more than her confident gaze.
Claire broke the kiss. "You have a really sexy cock," she flirted.
Allen swallowed dreamily. He tried returning the sexual compliment. "You're really good at this. You look really pretty."
"Thank you, hm!" Claire grinned. She buzzed more than expected just from her son calling her pretty. "And glad you think I'm good. I can actually do a lot with my hands."
Allen quivered, and his mouth gaped. He nearly lost his load as his mom scaled her fingernails down the length of his chest and abs. Then, his cock was squished and surrounded by warmth and wetness.
"Ahh-Ahhh!" Claire bit and moaned. Her yellow thong turned dark gold as dense nectar spewed out the sides and seeped through the cotton while she grinded slowly on her son's tall erection.
Claire's bottom lip was snagged in her teeth as she gasped and danced her way into a light, sensual rhythm. Once she got used to the sensation and relaxed her shoulders. With a sense of humor, she joked to herself about making the entire shaft glisten. He's never gonna get my smell off.
She looked back at Allen's face to see if he wanted to grin and laugh with her. But he was struggling. He was beet red, and his torso clenched tightly. Claire kissed him. And in a soothing voice, she ran her fingers down his chest and abs again, and said, "You're okay, sweetie. You can handle this."
Allen concentrated all his efforts. He toughened up his posture and nodded in determination. But another pass of his mom's nails made him melt.
Granting him mercy, Claire slid off of his lap. "Wow! I'm not even naked and I know already how to bring you to your knees," she proudly teased.
"I- " Allen breathed, the red fading from his complexion. "I don't why that happens when you do that, ha."
"Me neither. But you better find a way to stop it," Claire winked. With his full attention, she unclasped her yellow bra. It fell from her arms, revealing her firm breasts.
They were everything Allen dreamed of. They were round, the size of a handful, and had light-pink areolas. The nipples were short and perky. They were perfect on her. Of course they were. Everything about his mom was perfect.
Knowing she still had his attention, Claire peeled her sticky mess of a thong off of her waist. It fell into a small heap. Her soaking pussy lips were exposed. The sight was indescribable. Allen blanked out. The plump, white mound was drenched in reflective juice that ran down to her thighs. A sliver of pink seemed warm and inviting.
"Holy crap."
Claire smiled giddily and clapped her hands. She rarely shaved fully, but her son would only get to her pussy for the first time once. "So, how does this compare to your fantasies? Am I usually this wet when we fuck?"
Allen didn't speak. He didn't open his mouth. The vein in his forehead pulsated. His entranced gaze said everything.
Claire was humbled and touched by his revered silence. "How close are you?"
"What?"
"To cumming. How close are you to cumming?"
"Umm-"
"Be honest."
Allen nodded his head. "Really close." He wasn't one to exaggerate.
Gently fingering her pussy as rocked her hips, Claire gave her son the space he needed to cool down. "You lasted the whole car ride. Do you know what's causing it now? I mean, I don't mind holding back for a bit. Is it because you're seeing me naked?"
Allen shook his head. "I think it's the kissing. Maybe how you're talking? The scratching for sure."
"Really...?" Claire stepped forward, grabbed her son's hand, and placed it on her left tit. She grimaced softly and snickered. Allen ran his fingers over her nipples to feel how hard they were. Fuck, there you go.
Allen looked surprised, infatuated, and horny. But also stable. Claire grabbed his nutsack again and seductively squeezed it. Their eyes locked. "You like when I grab your cock?" Allen kicked, but Claire was able to silently guide back to calmer waters. Well, he's definitely your son.
After letting go, Claire kissed his left pec, swirling her tongue around his nipple. He flinched, but Claire moved on, kissing her way down his abs. Without risking eye contact, she quickly licked the length of his rigid cock. She did it as much to appease her cravings as she did to make him happy. The taste of her pussy juice on his shaft was intoxicating.



You smell like me, she considered saying. But Claire knew that could push him over the edge. She knew EVERYTHING that would push him over the edge—because they were the exact same things that made her cum hard.
"So, I need to cool it with the dirty talk, kissing, and scratching?" Claire confirmed. "At least for now?" Her son nodded in agreement.
Honestly, Allen just loved the freedom, the vulnerability, and the security of being naked and horny in a room with his mom. He wanted to fuck his mom more than anything. He craved her. But he didn't want to embarrass himself by finishing in two seconds. He could wait.
But Claire couldn't. Her hips wagged back and forth, with a hint of smugness. She believed in her ability as a mother and a woman to make her son last. I know him. He's mine. "You're okay, sweetie. Haha! I'll help you last a really long time."
Allen didn't know how she read his thoughts. "Really?"
"Yeah," Claire grabbed his cock and held it straight into the air. "Let's just fuck!"
"Wait!" She stopped. The mother surveyed the room and pointed. "Go sit there." She motioned to the end of the bed.
Allen trusted her and waddled over. He sat down on the edge of the mattress and was greeted by his own face. His nude mother appeared next to him in the wide mirror atop his dresser. She seemed proud of her cleverness.
"What are we doing?"
I want both of us to watch me bounce on your cock! Claire shrugged slyly at her son's reflection. "I figured we can just pick up where we left off in the car." She caught his darting eyes. "It's your favorite part of me, isn't it?"
Allen was used to his mom being a humble woman. But her glance bordered on cocky. And he couldn't blame her. Or lie to her. Her ass was immaculate. "Yeah," he laughed. "It is, for sure."
Claire twisted and stepped in front of her son's face. Her booty was widely admired. But Noah was partial to her tits. Daryl loved her pussy the most. Claire liked the idea of Allen loving her ass more than anything else. After all, it was the part of her body she was proudest of. "Good. I want it to be your favorite," she admitted.
With a satisfying smack, Claire dropped onto Allen's lap. She immediately spasmed from his burning, fleshy rod touching her ass.
The son sharply gasped once his mom began smoothly gliding over his cock as she wiggled side to side. He couldn't get over how pillowy and firm his mom's heart-shaped butt was. They both looked intently in the mirror, watching each other react.
"Mmm," Claire purred. Allen had bowed his knees out, letting her sink into his lap, even more so than she could in the car. She couldn't get enough of their freshly-bathed, bare skin molding together. Her leaking pussy juice stuck between her closed thighs.
It wasn't long before the cute wiggling grew into forceful grinding. Allen's cock needily flexed into her again and again. Claire acknowledged him by pausing then delivering one slow, erotic, massaging gyration. Allen groaned and smiled widely. Claire winked into the mirror and continued to grind normally.
Unsurprisingly, Allen was soon sliding his hands onto her upper thighs. "Eee!" Claire squirmed at the masculine hands tickling and squeezing her soft tissue. With the arching of a lone eyebrow, Claire challenged her son, as if to ask, "Your little close to my pussy, don't you think?"
Thanks to hormone-inspired stupidity, Allen curled his lips and surprised his mom.
"Ohh! Ahhh!!" Claire writhed and tightened. Her neck threw her head back in ecstasy. Her hips were below the mirror's reflection, so she looked down her naked body to watch her son explore and poke at her gushing mound with his index fingers. You fucking little shit! Hehe!
Claire's mouth hung open in shock. It was bizarre for Allen to find his mom in his control. He pushed his hands deeper between her legs to feel the steam and wetness on his thumbs. His mom immediately dug her nails into the sides of his legs. Her eyes were wild and flirtatious in a way he had never seen them.
Claire couldn't close her mouth and stop the endless silent gasp leaving her body. She wanted to tease him, or deny him, or toy with him. But she didn't have the constitution to end the intensely arousing fingering. She sat there still on his lap, in his control. And when he tilted to the side to rest his face against her arm, Claire leaned back into his embrace, letting him know she trusted him completely with her body.
Emboldened, Allen pressed his index and middle fingers of his dominant right hand deeper into her pussy lips. He looked up for approval and saw the enthralled, mischievous, and affectionate smile in his mom's eyes. He never wanted her to stop looking at him this way. He wanted to make her feel like this forever. As did Claire.
The mother finally spread her legs and let her son have at it. The sexual tension and ecstasy were building inside her and fogging her mind. She didn't know what was happening. Why were two fingers halfway in her pussy driving her this crazy? "Deeper."
"Ehhh! Phhh!" Claire winced and squealed. Her son's fingers disappeared inside her shaved pussy. Claire fought to maintain her posture. "Faster!"
Fuuuuuuck! Wow. Allen had done this before. He had to have. He was competent. He wasn't a pro, but he knew the basics of what he had to do. "Faster!"
"Yesss! Yes! Yes!" Claire bucked her hips forward as much as she could to fuck his fingers as they rapidly fluttered inside her. Your son is rubbing your pussy. Your hot son is fucking rubbing your wet pussy. Holy fuck. Holy fuck.
In her fading eyes, Claire could see everything in her son's handsome, angular face. She saw the passion, the attention to detail, the eagerness to please her, the relief, and the tension he felt. It was all written in his cheeks, eyebrows, and eyes. She could also see the years of rearing him, and all of the growing pains suffered, and the determination he now had. He wasn't just making her deliriously happy—he was making her delirious.
"DON'T STOP!" Claire fought and floundered. "Yes! Yes! Yes! Eeeee!" Her eyes rolled to the back of her head. The strain in her slender neck was unbearable. "AHHHH!"
Allen briefly panicked as warm liquid squirted onto his hands. The nectar rolled down under his mom's thighs and onto his. His heart raced, and he didn't know what he was supposed to do while his mom orgasmed on his lap. He just kept rubbing his fingers in tight circles.
FInally, Claire ripped his hand out of her and she gasped for air. "Ahhh! Ahh! Oh, god... Oh, fuck. Wow." Her mascara-covered lashes batted. And already the color returned to her cheeks and her conscious brain fell back down from euphoria.
"Oh my god," Claire tossed her hair, "that was fucking hot."
Allen beamed. "Yeah?!"
Claire slapped his leg. "What do you mean, 'Yeah?' You just made me cum like crazy." The mother and son laughed until she twisted sideways and kissed him affectionately. She may have broken her no-kissing rule and worked her son up, but she didn't care. "Here."
Allen lurched back from the scent. Then he found it intoxicating. He looked up admirably with his mom, who seemed to be excited with herself for being sexy enough to offer the gift. Allen opened his mouth around her fingers and licked them. His ears rose and eyes bulged. Her taste was sharp but sweet on his tongue.
"You like my pussy, don't you?" Claire bit her lip. She kissed Allen again, plunging her tongue into his mouth and playfully swirling it. His hips and cock jerked, and he moaned alarmingly into her mouth. Claire quickly grabbed his balls and soothingly massaged them. With a reassuring gaze, she brought him back to calm.
Holy fucking shit. Claire never felt more powerful or more like a mother in bed. The drive and energy inside her was reborn, and her hips wagged on his lap. Only she knew how to control her baby. And it was time to turn her baby into a real man. Her man.
She twisted back around and rubbed his thick, tall cock with her ass. Her slender profile fit between the width of her son's shoulders in the mirror. His head returned, leaning over to get a view around her right shoulder.
Claire was done holding back. She forcefully and sensually ground her ass into her son's sexy cock. She relished the friction of their taut skin. She dragged her nails unapologetically up and down his legs.
They both panted loudly, building together. It was a wonder to Allen how his mom was still in the mood to play with him like this after cumming so hard. Her energy seemed in infinite supply.
"Errr! Ughh!" Allen gritted his teeth to muffle his grunts. His joints buckled and kicked like a marionette. And while he suffered through the turbulence, his mom was composed—slyly grinning and holding her gaze. The desperation and pleading in his face meant nothing to her.
It was only when her son's eyes started to distance and fade that Claire released her fingers from his legs. She continued to rub to his cock with the same force.
After another minute, Allen noticed a slight change in his mom's expression. Through his dazed vision, he wasn't sure if he was reading her question correctly or not. Her lips were closed in a confident smile. Both of her eyebrows were slightly arched. Her gaze was patient but intense.
Allen realized his hands were holding the sides of his mom's round butt cheeks. He had probably been holding her for a while. With a breath of self-confidence, Allen tilted around his mom's shoulder and nodded into the mirror. He was ready to go inside her.
Somehow, without a single pause in her rhythm, Claire fluently worked her way up his shaft, pulled his cock underneath her, and pushed the tip inside her open pussy lips. Holding his pulsating base steady, Claire continued to erotically circulate her hips as she swallowed his cock inch by inch.
The sweat ran down into Allen's eyes. He smacked his forehead to wipe it away. He didn't want to miss a second of watching his mom take him inside her. Her vagina was so warm, cozy, and pleasurable.
Squinting at her son's gaping, infatuated expression, Claire wailed sharply. Her son was fitting inside her, but tightly. She slid down the final thick inch onto his lap. Her wetness stuck between them.
The aqua-walled bedroom was filled with loud huffs and pants. Through the mirror, the mother and son made eye contact and shared a moment of wonderful disbelief and satisfaction. Claire never imagined Allen would feel this good. His cock made her pussy feel full, as if she couldn't possibly spare another centimeter in height or width. Ohh, he's perfect. And, for Allen's part, he felt oddly safe and secure knowing he was deep in his mom's pussy.
The seconds ticked by. Allen politely flexed his cock, letting his mom know he was ready. But she seemed distracted. Again, he strengthened his shaft against her inner walls. And nothing. "Is everyth-"
His mom painfully clawed his legs and squeezed relentlessly as her arms shook. Allen looked up. With a bashful and humorous attitude, Claire's beautiful face contorted. Hot juice drizzled onto his testicles. A wide-eyed Allen enthusiastically held his mom while she came around his cock.
"Ahhh! Ahh. Ah." Claire laughed joyously. She reached back to pet the back of his head. His bright teeth were shining and proud. "Now that we got that out of the way... hehe!"
"Woah." Allen tensed up and gawked as his mom immediately began fucking his cock with her pussy. She rapidly slammed down and bounced up on his lap—taking his full length, loudly slapping her cheeks onto his thighs, and then pulling up with a swirl of her hips that tugged and gripped his erection.
"Oh my god. Oh, wow. Oh, wow." The naked son tried to control his breathing, but he was failing. He was no longer in control. Along with the miraculous physical and visual stimuli, thoughts zipped through his mind. How could she do this after cumming twice? How was she so good at riding him? She knew exactly what she was doing. Was this just how good women her age usually were?
Who cares? He was fucking his own mom. He was actually doing it. The entire front of his chiseled body gleaned with dense sweat. He thrust his hips knowing it wasn't actually doing anything. His hands grabbed hold of her waist where it met her thighs. "Ahhh!"
"Mmm! Oooh!" Claire loved the way her stiff tits were jiggling on her chest. Allen was obviously smitten as well. So, she shot him a fun, flirty glance and swirled her hips even more. Her son moaned. And Claire couldn't get enough of the fapping sound of her wet pussy and thighs meeting his muscular, slippery body.
Yeah? You like that? You like mommy's pussy? You like how filthy I am riding your cock—your big, sexy, fucking cock?! There were a million dirty things Claire wanted to say, but she kept her mouth shut. There was a much more satisfying and arousing form of entertainment: holding eye contact with Allen and letting her eyes, nose, mouth, and eyebrows express her feelings.
Claire watched him go weak and squirm from the slightest shifts in her look. Allen would respond whenever he could with a subtle rise in his ears or the crinkling of his nose—and whenever she fucked down his cock in an especially heavenly way, the corners of his mouth.
The mother and son spoke in their secret language. Only the other knew and understood it. They had been speaking it for years. And it was now, in its most impactful setting, that Claire realized it was her favorite language. It was her natural tongue. Oh my fucking god...
This was like no sex she had ever experienced. Sex with Noah was about romantic love. Sex with Daryl was about the thrill. This, though, this was about complete and total sexual compatibility.
Every flirtatious stare, every unspoken word, every uncertain decision, every erotic sight, every intoxicating smell, every indulging meeting of their genitalia—they felt closer and closer. Claire now had a theory, a purpose, behind her sexual instincts as a mother. It was so she could end up here. She had to end up here. No other woman could've ever given Allen the priceless gift she was now sharing with him—sexual self-actualization. For Allen, it had to be her. And for Claire, it had to be her son Allen.
"Huh-huh. I'm getting close."
Claire blinked and snapped out of her trance. She smiled at her son's adorable, strained face. "Mmm. Oh yeah?" She flirted.
Allen wiggled and grunted. He was trapped, as all ten of his mom's fingers sadistically dragged along his skin. After affectionately squeezing his butt cheeks, she tried again. Under her rhythmically bucking body, her hand paths were wavy and jagged, but the effect was the same. Allen fought and pleaded in his desperate eyes for her to grant him mercy.
"Aww!" Claire laughed out loudly into the bedroom. "Sorry!" She panted and fucked him harder. His powerless smile, his fight for control, and his love of her pleasure were more endearing to Claire than her son would ever know. And the kinky, hot mess he was making of her body and brain— Well, he probably knew that. All he needed to do was feel the way her dripping, open pussy inhaled his sexy cock.
"Ahh! Fuck, hehe! Fight it all you want," Claire baited.
Allen worked to regain control of his breath, but he only ended up panting faster.
"Hm. You'll have to do better than that!" She saw the glint of humor and surrender in his eyes. She ran her nails up his bare legs and watched his head shake. "Ah, yeah! If you don't like it, stop me!" Claire dug deeper into his flesh while sending herself higher and higher along with him. What's the matter? Grab my hands, push off. Oh wait... you can't, can you? No, your cock is mine now. You NEED to cum in me. You have to.
Feeling panicked and challenged, Allen thought of what he had been taught to do in this situation. He knew what women wanted when they were talking like this, right? Katherine Sanders, this hot senior he used to have sex with every week—she told what to do.
Claire's eyes suddenly flew wide in horror. Every muscle in her shoulders to her head went stiff in shock. She slowly watched her son reach his right hand around her body. No, no, no, no, no. Her neck was a forbidden zone. Men had tried before, even Noah, and it always freaked her the fuck out.
In slow motion, the veins in Allen's forearm popped as he curled his fingers into a semi-circle. Claire hyperventilated. Yet, she found herself waiting, not panicking.
It was when he squeezed the sides of her neck and she gasped for air that Claire freaked out and shook. Her hands leaped from his legs and onto his forearms. She sharply dug her nails in. Her survival instincts told her to rip the strangling hand from her throat. But as she saw a level of certainty and attention in Allen's stare, she eased slightly. You're okay. You're okay. Just breathe. Let him try. He won't hurt you. You're okay.
When her panic faded, she found herself able to breathe as needed. Her whitened knuckles loosened on his arm, and she focused on the way he pinched the sides of her neck. Increasingly lightheaded, Claire went back to sensually riding his cock. It felt liberating to trust him, and she wanted to show off her comfort by vibrantly fucking him in an even hornier way.
Her slender figure and supple neck was in the clutches of her son's thick arm. The visual was an incredible turn-on. The surprise of the move made it even hotter. Where the fuck did he learn this? Ehhh, yeah! Claire's mouth was dehydrated and her eyes were saucers. Her sparking brain felt disconnected from her numb body.
"Eeee!" She whined. Her eyes drifted. An overwhelming thought dawned on her—she about to orgasm, again. Had she ever came three times before? She was too hot and foggy to answer or even care. She simply accepted her fate and surrendered.
Falling back into her son, Claire let him fuck her while she grabbed his dark hair with her hand. She pulled on his head and arched her back, letting him get deeper with each restricted thrust.
"Yyyeeeee-!" Claire whined into a silent, breathless gasp. She held his arm and his head, hoping he'd make her feel safe during her first orgasm of this kind.
Allen wasn't sure if his mom was getting off or not. She was marvelously convulsing, but she wasn't squirting at all. She could be out? Maybe. It didn't matter. Allen could only selfishly focus on delaying his own orgasm. He was in heaven, and he wasn't ready to leave yet. Unlike his mom, he would get to finish once.
Claire frantically tapped Allen's arm, so he dropped it. Jesus fucking Christ. Claire didn't sit back up, though. She was limp, and she didn't know how the hell she could muster the energy to ride him again. So, she did what her dazed brain knew would work. She scratched her son while muttering sexy nonsense.
"You fucki-big inme aren-you? Yeah. You know I wannit. Fucki-pouninme-liketha, you're so fucki-hot. Your cock belongsin myfucki-pussy."
The salaciousness and lust in mom's voice were making Allen physically paralyzed. Before he knew it, he was staring at the ceiling and falling backward.
His head hit his soft mattress, and he couldn't get up. Or move. His mom was woozy, but still sitting up on her own. She looked back at him and smiled dazedly at his paralyzed, useless body. The only part of him still rigid was his cock. And the only thing there was left for him to physically do was cum.
Digging deep, wanting to do for her son what she had imagined doing for him so many times, Claire forced herself upright and willed her body into the air. She hopped once on his big cock. "Ahh, ahh," she panted, depleted. Yet, somehow, she summoned the energy to bounce on him once more.
There was no rhythm, no timing, and no nuance. Whenever she was capable again, Claire would inhale, launch her hips a few inches into the air, and fall back down around her son's throbbing erection. Each effort ended with a loud, wet smack of her ass on his groin and abdomen.



Claire swept her brown hair over her left shoulder and turned her right shoulder back to Allen. She placed her hand on him and affectionately scratched his sexy abs. "C'mon, sweetie. Cum in my pussy. I want it."
Allen hoarsely sighed. There was a genuine smile on his mom's lips, and there was love and desire in her soft, blue eyes. She wanted this for him. And she wanted this for her. He tried to buck his hips to help, but they wouldn't budge. "I'm so close!"
"I know. UHH!" Claire bounced on his cock again. Pushing down on his stomach made it a little easier. "Ahhh, ahh. You can do it!"
He was squinting and his toes were curled. The sight of his mom—exhausted and drunk from sex—using every last fiber of her being to fuck his cock just one more time, again and again, was something he'd never forget. "Ohhh!" He felt her land on him again. He felt like a ball of wet heat helplessly stuck to his bedding. He was so fucking close.
Claire felt her son kicking and buckling under her. His ecstasy was carved in his face and wavering lips. He was beautiful. And raising him often required a different approach. Claire smiled at Allen, and when the corners of his mouth curled back at her, her smile turned wicked. "Can I tell you something I'll never admit to anyone else?"
Allen eagerly wagged his chin, as expected.
Claire bit her lip and inhaled. "For a few months before your birthday, ahh, when everyone else was asleep," she tickled and scratched his abs, "I'd go out in the living room, look at a picture of you and me, and I masturbated to the fantasy of walking into your room on your birthday." She blushed, "And I was wearing, like, the sexiest lingerie I've ever bought. And I told you you could fuck me as many times as you wanted."
The tensed son gaped in awe. "Seriously?" He muttered.
"I bought the lingerie..." Claire giggled. "I returned it when I realized how crazy it was, hehe."
Allen shook and his cock twitched in his mom's pussy. His deep, blue eyes drifted away, aimed up at his mom's grinning face in disbelief. Once again, somehow, his mom somehow saw inside him and read his mind.
"Allen," Claire answered, "I'm your mom. I would've done anything. Now, cum." Claire grunted and fucked his cock one more time.
His eyelids clenched, his legs kicked, and erection jerked. "UHH! UHHHHH!"
Claire struggled to keep her eyes open as she watched her son orgasm and felt his testicles pump three large ropes of semen inside her vagina. She shuddered from the recognition of what was happening. Her baby was finishing inside her.
"Mmmm! Yeah, yeah, yeah!" Claire sat on her ass and encouragingly rubbed his stomach and chest. She could see his sweet relief as he unloaded. He cutely flexed inside her, squeezing extra spurts of juice. "Hehe! Yeah, keep going!"
When his cock finally started to soften, Claire quickly got off and stood up—only to fall back onto the bed next to him. They were wiped. They were nothing more than heaving messes. It took them minutes to even pick their heads up again.
"Hey."
Allen opened his eyes. "Hey."
Claire pecked him on the lips, and he kissed her back. The mom and son shared a happy, unreal smile. Allen's was a little more disbelieving than Claire's.
"Do you wanna slide up so our legs aren't hangin' off the bed?"
Allen questioned his mom, in a haze. "You wanna cuddle?"
"Umm..." Claire thought carefully. "We can't for too long. But we can get under the covers for a little bit?"
They army-crawled up to the pillows. Allen rolled onto his back and rested his arms satisfactorily behind his head, in a sense of accomplishment. Claire rolled her eyes. "Really...? You are such a man," she scoffed.
"What?" Allen laughed.
"All men are the same." Claire acted exasperated as she dutifully rested her head on his flattened bicep. "Nooo... As much I hate to admit it, it's good you do 'normal man stuff.' You're old enough now." She kissed his arm and cuddled him while on her side.
It was warm under the covers, and Claire was slowly recovering from the workout. "So, do you wanna tell me who you've been having sex with?"
His mom was inquisitively pursing her lips. "Umm..." Allen snickered in guilt. He spoke in detail about Katherine and how he had hooked up with her two or three times a week over the last year in secret.
Claire asked him questions about his experiences, and he went through them in rich detail. Claire then asked him about school, and his friends, and his plans. Allen volunteered everything. Never had Allen talked so much and so freely. Claire felt like a successful mother for finally breaking through to her son. You just had to fuck it out of him, ha!
Before Claire knew it, she looked at the clock on Allen's wall and realized she had been laying next to him for the better part of an hour. Their pillow-talk wasn't romantic as Claire feared, though. It was just insightful and sweet—maternal.
The talk did eventually get sexier when Claire explained her decision to cancel her absurd birthday fantasy that she planned out of horniness. She didn't tell Allen about how, at the same time out of fairness, she purchased a matching black bra and thong set for Daryl to wear when she picked him up from school for spring break. She did, however, answer all questions about how she planned the car ride. And Allen answered all of her questions about his mom-son fantasies.
It wasn't a surprise when Claire realized that her right leg, which was draped over her son's lower body, was making contact with his semi-erect cock. Allen smiled when she tickled it and continued to talk to him.
As Allen told a story, Claire bit her cheek. She wanted to try something. If grazing his legs with her nails drove him crazy, the surely-
"Ah-ahh!" Allen wriggled and gasped.
"Sweetie!" Claire chuckled. "You're gonna have to learn to get used to that. You can't make it this easy for me."
They kissed. Then kissed again. And again. As Claire pulled herself onto his body to make out, she stopped herself. "Wait, let's both take five minutes," she laughed. "I need to freshen up and hydrate." Allen did too.
When she gingerly walked from her son's room to the kitchen, Claire felt wonderful and complete. Already, she missed being in the room with Allen and wanted to get back.
"Look who it is... The woman of the hour."
Claire grinned at her snacking husband. "I see you went on your important errand to Seven-Eleven." She noted the snack bag.
Noah wasn't interested in her ribbing. He was more interested in why his bride was standing in the family kitchen buck naked, shiny, and messy-haired. "So, uh, honey..."
Claire stood up from the fridge holding two Gatorades. "Yeah..." she snickered and looked at her own nudity, twisting her hips. "So... Uh... I'll just leave it as, you should be a really proud dad right now."
Noah half-stood from his chair, his face brightened. "Wait, wait, no! What do you mean? You don't need to tell me a lot. I just wanna know—You did it? Like, all the way? And why 'really' proud? Did he make you..." Noah stopped and waited in anticipation.
As she took a swig of blue sports drink, she slowly counted to three with her fingers. She winked at her husband, blew him a kiss, and hurried back to their son's room.
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"Tripod?"
"Check."
"Telescope?"
"Check. That would stink, wouldn't it?"
"Yeah, ha. And spare eyepiece?"
"Check!"
"Woo-hoo..." Miles dully cheered. "Are we all done now?"
"Yep! Thanks for your help, bud. Can you go tell your mom I need her backpack? We need a good start in the morning."
"Yeah," Miles nodded. He then tried his luck one last time. "Dad, are you sure that I have to go? It's just a bunch of your work friends. It's not even an official party, or a retreat... or anything. I don't get why I need to be there."
Ken recognized his son's frustrations. But he was the chief engineer at a nuclear plant, and he was dealing with his own set of circumstances. "Listen, I know you're not 'stoked' to go, and I get that. I get that spending four days in the mountains with my coworkers and their families is not your ideal holiday weekend. I get it. But you have to understand, this isn't some astronomy club field trip." Ken stated, "My boss is a member, making this the same as required work retreat. He insisted we make this a family event so it doesn't turn into a work outing. It's not like I can argue with him. And I'm not going to be the one whose family decided to ditch him. Besides, you love hiking and astronomy."
His dad was right. Miles loved studying stars and camping in the mountains. The problem was Miles was a single eighteen-year-old, so he also loved girls. And with summer break on the horizon, Miles was specifically interested in skimpily dressed girls, like the ones who would surely be at Tiffany's pool party -- a party he was now going to miss.
"Is there any way I can come up on Sunday?" the son pleaded.
The gray-haired father sighed. "Again with this? Miles, there will be other parties in your life. And no, you can't come up on Sunday. First of all, you'd miss the comet. Secondly -- call me an overprotective father -- but there's something I don't like about my son driving three hours to a roadside trailhead and then hiking alone for eight hours to the top of an unfamiliar mountain, all so he can stay home for two extra days and drink at a party."
"To be fair, with the right phrasing you can make anything sound like a bad idea."
Ken rolled his eyes. "This weekend is important to me. And my boss has made it abundantly clear it's important to him. And this is also important for our family -- this is our summer vacation. Just accept it and try to have a good time. Your mom hasn't wanted to go to my work events recently and she wasn't excited at first either, but now she's looking forward to it. I suggest you come around as well."
Fuck, Miles thought. He knew the case was closed, so he headed back into the house.
----
Up in his bedroom, the soon-to-be high-school-graduate stared into his full-length mirror. He let his mind drift, and he visualized an alternate reality -- one where his dad had said he could stay home. Miles matted his wavy, caramel hair around his ears, imagining how attractive he could have made himself look at Tiffany's pool party.
Miles's popularity had skyrocketed in his senior year. It wasn't because of a concerted effort to be popular, but rather because his body had filled out and he also managed to kick the game-tying forty-seven-yard field goal in the biggest football game of the year. After that, ending up naked in female classmates' bedrooms seemed to become a lot easier. For three years, Miles had been an AP-course nerd and the backup kicker. This year, he became a hot-bodied nerd who got invited to great parties. It was a good gig.
Didn't need to buy these, I guess... he thought, examining the expensive pair of red swim trunks wrapped around his waist. He had bought them a month ago in hopes of finally seducing one of the "top tier" popular girls. Miles knew it was stupid, but he had this cliche Hollywood dream of ending his high-school experience by having sex with one of the hot, popular girls. Maybe he was driven by how those girls had (understandably) ignored him for years and he wanted to prove he could finally land one. Or maybe he just liked the idea of Tiffany, Becky, or Laurel excitedly sucking his thick cock with their beautiful faces and riding him with their fully-developed bodies. Either way, the pool party had meant a lot to him. And now it was gone.
His dad assured him there would be other parties. Of course, there would be. But what other parties would involve him being surrounded by the most attractive girls in school, all of them dancing about in wet bikinis, as he strutted around in his new trunks and showed off the muscles he had been building for years?
Miles had even been jerking off almost every night to the "unintentionally" slutty selfies the popular girls had posted from back when they were out bikini shopping for the party -- the ones in dressing room mirrors where their asses and breasts were spilling out of the skimpy swimwear.
What a time to be alive.
The young man studied the faint outline of his package in the mirror. Miles knew the red trunks were flattering when he had bought them. He didn't have a monster cock, but he was above average, and he wanted the girls to notice.
"Hello?" The door swung open.
Miles jolted. "Knock?!"
"Sorry, the door was cracked open, and the light was on," Hannah explained in her melodic, tinted voice. She saw her son's red cheeks, his shirtless body in front of the mirror, and his even redder swimwear. The mother slyly grinned, "Awwww, did I catch you playing America's Next Top Model?"
"No." Miles loved his mom's sense of humor, but not as much right now.
"Are you sure? I think I have some beautiful hats and scarves you can try on. The runway judges might appreciate this purple scarf I have."
"No. Thank you, though." Miles tried his best not to crack a smile.
"No? Oh, that's right," Hannah sarcastically gestured, "I guess this is just the swimsuit part of the competition."
Miles was unable to hold it, and he burst out laughing. Hannah joined in and laughed with him, as they often did.
As soon as Miles could breathe again, he asked his mom, "So, anyway, did you need anything?"
"Yes, actually. Your father asked me to find out if you were all set to go tomorrow."
"Uggh!" Miles groaned. "He literally watched me put my bags in the car."
"I know, I know," Hannah raised her hand in an understanding and calming way. "Listen, you know how he gets before trips. And, apparently, this is an important one for him," Hannah breathed. "There's the comet, the families bonding together, the getting-away-from-technology angle, and all that other good stuff. Just please try to be a good sport -- if not for yourself, then for me. He's going to end up chatting with his friends and boss the whole time. So, if you're miserable the whole trip, then I'll have nobody to talk to. And I've already met his friends' wives enough times to know I won't be talking to them," Hannah chuckled.
"Okay, okay," Miles nodded. "Dad said you were looking forward to going, though."
Neither confirming nor denying her son's statement, Hannah announced, "Okay. Well, I'll tell him you're all set."
When his mom left his doorway, Miles at least felt a sense of purpose in going now. He and his mom had always been close, and he liked knowing he could save her from four days of boredom. He figured, The worst-case scenario is that we're miserable together.
1 *****
"Next stop: Crawford Notch!"
"Alright." "Wooh, we're finally doin' it." Miles and Hannah tried to match Ken's enthusiasm, but that was a tough ask at five o'clock on a Thursday morning.
The drive to the White Mountain National Forest was three hours, and Miles naively counted on being able to sleep the entire car ride. Hannah was up in the passenger seat playing Words with Friends on her smartphone, which was her favorite boredom activity. Miles smirked.
Once when his mom needed his help to adjust a game setting, Miles stumbled onto her friends list. A vast majority of her opponents were male. Naturally, Miles inspected her profile photo. It was clear why virtually all of her online friends had dicks. The image showed her from the waist up. Her straight, caramel hair was brushed behind her ears. She was in a tight, red sweater. Only a few inches of cleavage from her large breasts were showing. And her wide smile was simple, shining brightly next to her tanned skin.
The photo was casual -- not provocative by any measure -- but Miles knew it was enough for men online. Through the years, Miles had witnessed countless men hit on his mom. Even in a photo online, he recognized the humor and liveliness exuding through her eyes.
After he saw her friends list, Miles secretly read the messages from his mom's opponents. Many of them were flirty, but, fortunately, his mom never engaged in anything more than harmless repartee. For example, the "most damning" exchange was when some jerky guy said, "It's okay, you don't need to say anything... I know you're impressed by how big my word was ;)," Hannah replied, "It is impressive, but I've seen much bigger ;)"
Those chats didn't bother Miles. He knew better. He knew his mom's flirty nature was nothing more than her playing with the hand society had dealt her. Men at grocery stores gawked at her, men online sent her messages, and cowardly guys made lustful comments to her in passing. While Miles obviously didn't see her in the same carnal light, he understood what other men saw.
Bubbly. Miles had heard several men use that word to describe his mom over the years. He always saw it as a reference to her often energetic, enthusiastic, and playful nature. But he was only partly right.
Men used "bubbly" because of how perfectly it described Hannah's entire sex appeal -- not merely her personality. Hannah was forty-two, but her moisturized skin made her look thirty-five. She had a bright face with round cheeks. Her almond-shaped, green eyes were addictingly expressive. Her lips were full, her nose was soft, and her smile was contagious. Those features reeled men in, but what knocked them out was her athletic, well-maintained, thickset, 5' 4" body. Her breasts and butt were enticingly larger than they should have been for her size -- the main contributor to her being called "bubbly."
Upon seeing Hannah, men often envisioned her seductively stripping naked for them and sitting on their laps. They imagined feeling and watching her round, smooth features bouncing in their hands while she playfully kissed their lips and teased them, moaning slightly from the sensation of her guiding their hard cocks into the folds of her wet, warm pussy lips. She would then stare into their souls with her deep, green eyes and beg them to pound her as hard as they could until she told them to cum deep inside of her.
But, rather than explain their fantasies to friends in public settings, men would sometimes simply remark, "She's bubbly."
2 *****
"BEAUTIFUL!!!"
Miles jolted awake from his dad's loud voice. He was dazed and stared through the car window, guessing he had been out for an hour. His dad had to be commenting on the luscious trees, the running river, and the granite walls of the steep gorge. But no, his dad was thrilled by the number of available parking spaces at the small trailhead.
The family stepped out of their SUV and into the crisp mountain air. The aroma of pine needles, decaying leaves, fresh earth, and dewy grass filled their nostrils. Despite their early start, they were all reinvigorated under the bright morning sky.
"Howdy, there! Another Star Gamma!"
Miles cringed at the voice of his dad's happy-go-lucky coworker, Aiden. The name of their astronomy club sounded even worse out loud than it did on paper. He then surveyed the parking lot to find two more of his dad's coworkers, who had somehow arrived even earlier than they did.
"Hey, Aiden and Katherine. How are you doing, Rick?" Ken greeted everyone. "You all know Hannah, and this is Miles." The families finished introductions and engaged in small talk.
One of Ken's single coworkers announced, "It looks like we're still missing six Star Gammas. Plus Sebastian."
Miles turned to his mom and muttered, "They aren't 'missing.' We're an hour early. We're the ones in the middle of the forest with barely any Internet or cell service. If anything, we're missing."
Hannah snorted. She covered her mouth to prevent an outburst and then playfully smacked her son on the chest. She held her finger to her lips telling him to stop.
----
Soon enough, more cars arrived. Some were just locals out for a morning hike, but others were Ken's coworkers. At 9 a.m. sharp, all of the employees were there and accounted for.
Hannah inspected the hiking group. Out of the eight employees, seven of them were male, which was to be expected for Ken's industry. There was one female in the club, who was always trying hard to come across as "one of the guys." Not that I can blame her, Hannah thought. She counted four women in total, and she was thankful to see three other wives roped into the trip by their husbands. Not immodestly, but realistically, Hannah knew their presence would help save her from four days of incessant, light harassment.
Miles wasn't as thankful. He realized only two other couples brought their children. One husband and wife had a pair of cute, little ones. And the other couple was carrying a toddler in a specialized baby carrier.
"At least you can hang out with the other kids," Hannah nudged her son.
Miles sighed then gestured at the other women, who were all using baby talk to address the toddler in the carrier. "At least you can hang out with the other wives."
The mom and son grinned at each other.
----
As Ken's Timex ticked closer to 9:30, the astronomy club was getting antsy. "It's been half an hour. Where the hell is he?"
"I know. This is ridiculous. If he isn't here in five minutes, I say we go without him."
"I say we go now! He can catch up if he wants."
"We should've never let him join. He doesn't take it seriously. He just wanted to be in with the 'cool group' at the plant."
As Miles listened in on the employees' uproar over their boss, he couldn't help but marvel at how a single, overweight, middle-aged man, who read gauges for a living, had just insisted he was cool for being in an unsanctioned company astronomy club. Miles had no problem with nerds being cool -- he preferred it that way -- but still...
Suddenly, Miles found himself revisiting a recurring suspicion. Ever since he had gotten in shape, kicked that field goal, and started going to parties on weekends, his dad had been brisker with him. It was a weird, mature, adult revelation, but Miles suspected his dad was unsympathetic about him missing the pool party because he was starting to resent him. He resented him falling in with the popular crowd. Miles knew his dad had been an outcast in high school and college. And, like Miles used to, his dad probably always justified his invisibility by thinking, Well, at least I'm smart, and they're not. Maybe Miles's surge into popularity was proof to his dad that he could have had both brains and popularity. Or worse yet, his dad still hated the popular kids for excluding him, and he now saw him as one of them.
Regardless, Miles couldn't control it. And he knew he had done nothing wrong. He turned his attention back to the group of employees, and it seemed they reached a verdict. "If he's not here in five minutes, we're starting the hike," Ken declared. "And no matter what time he gets here, we are kicking him out of the club on Tuesday. It doesn't matter if he's our boss -- we have to stand up for ourselves." His coworkers and their spouses nodded proudly in agreement.
Hannah, though, just sighed and walked over to a rock and sat down. She casually applied suntan lotion to her already-tanned thighs, almost as if she planned on sitting there for some time.
Twenty more minutes passed, and the leaders of the employee "coup" restated how they were serious about leaving their boss behind. Ten more minutes passed, and finally, a black Range Rover pulled into the gravel parking lot.
"How are you doing, everyone! Sorry about the time. I had to take an important work call before I left for the weekend." The boss closed the door and removed his black sunglasses. Sebastian was the son of Argentinian immigrants, and it was noticeable by his darker complexion and subtle accent. He seemed like an athletic and capable forty-year-old, one who appreciated the finer things in life. Stubble was etched into his defined jaw.
"Hello, Sebastian," the employees greeted their plant manager.
Miles was amazed at how quickly everyone backed down, some even literally shuffling backward. He looked over at his mom, who had predicted the outcome. But even she was sitting more rigidly.
"Aiden, Thomas, Rick, Ken, Ashley," the boss continued to rattle off the names of his employees to say hello on a personal level. He then acknowledged the family members. "Miles, your dad tells me you're becoming quite the space-junky yourself."
"Yes, sir. I'd like to think so," Miles charmingly replied. He had never called anyone "sir" in his life, but it came out, like an instinct to build a rapport with the intriguing Sebastian.
"And... Hannah?" He pointed, doubting himself over her name. Hannah offered a closed-mouth grin and waved her hand. "It's nice to see you again. You're really busy with your charity work now, Ken tells us, so you have a hard time making it to events. I'm glad you were able to make it to this one, though." The boss held his eyes at Hannah and then turned to the rest of the group. "It's nice to see all of you here. What could be a better way to bring together our 'work family' and our 'home families' than escaping the distractions of modern life and exploring space?"
Miles immediately pegged Sebastian as a smooth operator. He wasn't sure if his little speech was scripted, but he delivered it well. Miles also found it ironic that Sebastian had no "home family."
"Thank god," Hannah raised her eyebrows at her son, "we can finally get started."
The group broke apart as the adults went to their cars to grab their packs and gear. Fortunately, everyone had hiked and camped in the mountains before. One inexperienced or incapable person could easily hold up the entire group and create a nightmarish journey.
The hiking packs were loaded with food, clothes, mini propane stoves, water bottles, sleeping bags, sleeping pads, tents, and various other essentials. The astronomy club members each also had an encased telescope attached to their packs.
As Ken stood near his work friends to discuss the best way to carry their telescopes, Hannah and Miles were left to inspect each other's zippers and straps. It was already clear they were going to be relying on each other for company over the next four days.
"Let's hit the trail!" Sebastian prompted.
3 *****
The trail was serene. After crossing a wooden bridge over the river gorge, they began their hike on a flat path through tall grass. Aside from their small talk and breathing, there was nothing but the sound of chirping birds.
Miles's shoulders fell. He loved being in the mountains. The weight of his green backpack, which stood tall behind his head, was not difficult to manage. He was in the best shape of his life, and the buckled straps shared the burden through his strong upper body.



The group hiked at an easy pace, but that was the plan. The itinerary was to hike to a ridge on a new mountain on each of the first two days and then to camp high up on the tallest mountain to get an ideal view of the comet on Saturday night. Each evening, they would have plenty of time to establish camp, relax, and then set up their telescopes before dark.
So, even though Miles was full of energy, he saw no point in pushing the pace. He was content hanging in back with his mom. Hannah wanted to stay in the back as well. She enjoyed stars -- just not enough to listen to a group of enthusiasts discuss technical specifications for hours. The three other wives seemed to be in their own clique, accompanied by the young children. So, Hannah walked in step with her son.
"I gotta say, this is a nice walk so far," Miles admitted.
"It is! Though, I think we'll pay for it later with some steep inclines," Hannah cautioned. She glanced down at her legs. "This tree coverage is a bit heavier than I thought it'd be. I saw your father put on a ton of sunblock, so I got excited, haha! The tanning lotion might have been wishful thinking," she teased herself.
Below Hannah's pink running shorts Miles saw the glean on her thighs. "Maybe you can find small pockets of sunshine as we walk and scan your legs under them. It'll add up."
The mom swept her leg over a patch of sunshine in the dirt. She then paused and studied her left shin. "Ah, darn. Not any tanner."
----
An hour into the hike, as they wandered through tall trees, everyone decided to take their first water break. An employee unfolded a trail map and warned of more difficult climbing ahead. His coworkers hovered around the topographical chart.
Ken, though, walked over to his family. "I think we're about an hour away from a nice view."
"Perfect," Hannah smiled.
"Bud, is your pack holding up alright? I know it's a little more weight than you're used to hiking with." Ken displayed his concern.
I'm stronger than you, and we've been walking on a flat surface, Miles angrily thought. He was embarrassed by the child-like question, especially in front of his mom. He confidently shrugged, "It's perfect. Not bad at all."
When Ken stepped away to fiddle with his pack, Hannah looked sedative at her son. She always seemed to read his mind. "He's your dad. He'll always ask you questions like that. Even when you're fifty."
Miles understood, but he didn't like it. He whispered back, "I get that, I just want to be treated like an adult. I AM an adult. Do you see any of these other people's adult kids here? No. They're probably at home doing whatever they want. The other kids here are too young to operate a microwave."
Hannah brushed her hair behind her ears and placed her hand on his shoulder. "Honey... you gotta get over the pool party."
He sighed. His mom had a way of cutting to the core of issues. "It's not just that it'd be a fun party. It was important to me. I had been planning on going for weeks before we even found out about this. Plus, I told all these people that I'd be there."
"Ohhhh... So that's why I caught you modeling in your mirror last night," Hannah chided. "What's the girl's name?"
"Well, it's not about there being one girl-"
"Ohhh... So, it's like that?" Hannah feigned shock and then dreamily mocked, "So, Miles, exactly how many girls from your class have you told you were attending? How many do you think will be holding their breath the whole party..."
"Please stop."
"... just waiting for you to walk through the entrance in your red trunks and take your shirt off like you're in Baywatch, finally giving them all a reason to be there?"
"Stop!" He buried his face in his hands.
"No, Miles, please tell me, how many girls?" Hannah playfully tugged his arms away. Soon they were playing tug of war with their arms and laughing.
"Alright, I think we should get moving!" Sebastian's voice echoed. Despite knowing less about the trip than any of his subordinates -- the ones who had planned the trip -- he took over calling the shots.
4 *****
The hike continued. And, as promised, the terrain became trickier. There was nothing too technical, but there were narrow gaps and scrambling up boulders. It felt good to finally feel like they were rising into the mountain. The air felt slightly cooler, and small gaps between tree trunks gave way to low-level views.
Being in back, Hannah and Miles had the freedom to stop whenever they wanted to enjoy the scenery without holding up others. They each had quality cameras on their smartphones, and between the narrow views, the colorful mushrooms, and the singing birds, there was plenty to capture.
As Hannah and Miles ascended a steep section and stepped back on flat ground, they saw Ken waiting for them on the side of the trail. "Having fun on your phones?" he chuckled. Miles couldn't tell if it was a bad "dad joke" or if he was angry.
"We're taking some great photos. It'll be a nice album to commemorate the trip when we're done," Hannah warmly smiled.
"Yeah, it will." Miles was impressed by how his mom could always predict and smoothly dismiss his dad's concerns. I guess nineteen years of marriage will do that, he thought.
"Okay," Ken raised his hand apologetically. "This is supposed to be a nature retreat. I just wanted to make sure you guys weren't back here playing Words with Friends or Tweeting."
Fuck off, Miles thought, offended by his dad thinking so little of him. He pretended to type on his phone and wryly responded, "Yeah, Dad, I'm actually live-Tweeting the hike. 'Just saw a mushroom. Hashtag blessed.'"
Hannah promptly spun away, but her convulsing sides and snorting revealed what she was doing.
"Ha, ha, ha," Ken sarcastically laughed. "Let's try not to be smart this trip, okay?" He hiked up the trail to catch up with his friends.
Truly, Miles didn't want to be a smartass. He was generally an easygoing and polite young man. But his dad pushed his buttons, especially lately.
"Just try to suck it up and put on a happy face. You'll be less annoyed that way," Hannah smoothed his anger. She was still smirking from his punchline.
"Alright," Miles relented. He kicked up dirt with his boots and started on the trail again. "When do you think it'll be safe for me to take my phone out again to take pictures?"
"Oooof..." Hannah played along, "I don't know, that's a tough question. Maybe I should have brought my old Nikon N50 for pictures. You know, taken some great snapshots, taken the film to be developed at a print shop, waited a week for big, grainy images..."
Miles laughed, appreciating his mom's attempt to cheer him up.
----
When they approached the next section of winding, steep rock, Miles let his mom go first again. He'd have much better luck catching her if she fell than she would of catching him. The route required careful holds and boot placement to climb the loose rock, but they ascended the toughest part quickly.
The last obstacle was a four-foot slab of gray granite, which had a crack running diagonally up its face. It was a relatively simple ledge, and Miles waited for his turn behind his mom. Hannah wedged her toe into the crack and grabbed the top of the ledge. Nonchalantly, she launched from her boot and pulled up with her arms.
"WOAHHH!"
Time slowed to a crawl. Hannah flailed, desperate to hold her balance, but the weight of her pack was pulling her down to Earth. Her boot tread had slipped from her careless foothold, and a chill pierced her gut. She clenched her eyes and knew she was about to hurt.
Instantly, Miles lunged forward to catch his mom. Her bulky yellow pack went from her butt to beyond her head, so Miles instinctively grabbed the only part of his mom he could reach and support her.
Miraculously, Hannah stopped falling back to her doom, and she was shoved back toward the rock. As Miles used his strong arms to grab and push her thighs, there was an upside to her suntan oil. He broke her fall without burning her skin. There was also a downside. Her meaty thighs slid through his firm grasp.
Once Hannah's boot caught the crack in the rock again, her fall ended. But the relief Miles felt was short-lived. He was startled by the sight of each of his hands groping his mom's bare butt cheeks. Her pink shorts had ridden up his wrists, exposing her tan booty... and the tight, black Under Armour thong running between her crack.
As the stunned son felt the weight of his mom's full, thick ass in his hands and watched the soft tissue molding around the imprint of his steady fingers, something in his head clicked. Fuck...
It took Hannah a moment to catch her breath and feel secure again. Then she felt exactly how she had been saved. With an embarrassed smile and awkward eyes, Hannah looked back at her son. "Oops!" She then scrambled to get up the ledge again.
Without thinking, Miles used his muscular arms and chest to push up on his mom's firm ass. He hoisted her over the lip until her knees were safe atop the dirt-covered boulder. The entire event had lasted only seven seconds, but Miles knew he'd remember it forever.
Confused, the eighteen-year-old took one last look at his greasy hands on his mom's butt. Droplets of oil ran from her skin onto his fingers. Miles would've given away his entire life savings just to smack one of her cheeks. Regrettably, he released his grip. Her smooth skin buoyantly returned to normal.
Hannah frantically tugged at the legs of her shorts and turned back to see her son's surprised eyes. He had only saved her, but she didn't know what his thoughts were. To be fair, Miles didn't either. "Sorry about that," she said. "Thanks for the stop," she added, just how she'd thank a stranger for holding a door.
Miles gulped and watched his mom stand up. He stared at her butt as it flexed and protruded with each motion. He admired her shimmering legs, which were exposed from her shins up to her mid-thighs.
Once they were back on the wide path, walking in stride again, Miles couldn't keep his eyes off his mom's hanging chest. He didn't know what was happening.
But it wasn't just the stereotypical assets Miles was seeing in a new light. Her flat stomach beneath her powder-blue tank, the leanness in her exposed arms, the manicure of her hands, her cute pierced ears and diamond studs, the dark-gold hair flowing behind her... As Miles studied the elegance of her lips, nose, and eyelashes, Hannah felt his pupils on her and glanced up at him, making him jerk his head away as he blushed.
Hannah usually knew exactly what to say. But she had to think of how to help him find the humor in the situation and let the fluke accident go. Before she could find the right words to say, they bumped into the rest of the hiking party. Everyone was sitting to the side of the trail, eating and drinking.
----
The break was well-earned. Miles downed his entire Nalgene water bottle, feeling much warmer in the cool air than expected. Hannah sensed tension between her and Miles, which was much different than their usual, in-sync connection. He's embarrassed, Hannah thought. She was wrong.
The chatter from the group was nothing but white noise to Miles. He was lost in his own mind, sitting on a flat rock and leaning into a tree trunk. Every inappropriate glance, every gushing comment, every flirtatious action from another man toward his mom -- they played in his mind like a film reel. He wondered, How the hell am I just seeing it now? His mom was sexy. Drop-dead sexy. Every curve, expression, and gesture exuded a mature, alluring sexiness. The growing son felt like an idiot for not seeing it earlier. I could've been enjoying this for years, he thought.
----
The two hours of hiking following the break were nothing more than a long, gradual ascent along a mountain ridge. The trees thinned, and a breathtaking view emerged across the valley, caused by the rockslide scars in the nearby mountains to the gliding birds in the distance. The intoxicating smell of the outdoors distracted Miles, but only in small doses.
His dad had decided during the break to spend family time with them. That meant his dad hiking between them in a single-file line. Weirdly, Miles noticed himself feeling jealous of his dad getting so close to his mom -- his own wife. Sometimes the trail would bend and Miles could see around his dad to behold his mom. The strengthening sun filtered onto her face and legs as she walked. With each step, her muscles would tense and one of her butt cheeks flexed outward. Miles once stumbled on a root but kept his balance.
Miles couldn't forget how beautiful and sexy his mom was, but he needed to look as much as possible. There was an erection hiding under his waist strap, and he needed to feel the rush of seeing her constantly.
His mom was down on her knees lovingly and hotly sucking his cock. Then he led her to the living room couch and slid his cock into her pussy, which had plump lips, matching the rest of her features. She moaned and screamed his name and told him she loved him before looking him in the eye and asking him, "Mouth or pussy, Miles?" He made his decision, flipped her over onto her stomach, and smacked her ass before filling her pussy with his creamy seed.
Miles blinked back to reality and wiped his forehead.
How though? Miles wondered. A new and bizarre thought kept him distracted. Just how were his parents together? Yes, his dad had a respectable job, he was intelligent, he was stable in every way... But his mom had the same traits. The difference was his dad was a slightly balding, average-bodied, fifty-one-year-old man... And his mom was a fucking knockout. They didn't even seem to have a strong bond.
They get along peacefully, Miles admitted. They don't argue much. Things are pretty normal. They don't seem to ever be head-over-heels for each other, though. Like, if a random person saw them standing together or even talking together, they'd never guess she chose to marry him. Maybe there's something else going on?
Miles watched TV. He knew sometimes loaded men were able to land super hot women. But his dad wasn't rich, and his mom was just as industrious. Miles knew healthy relationships were about more than looks and money, but their lack of intimate connection confused him the most. It just seemed like his mom's emotional intellect was holding the relationship together, and Miles wondered why she was fine doing most of the work.
Then again, he shrugged, you don't know what they were like twenty years ago.
5 *****
"Oh, yes!" A shout came from Aiden from the front of the line. He was standing on a gorgeous plateau. "It's even more beautiful than I imagined! We can cook here, set up camp in those trees. This is perfect."
And who could argue? On a placid expanse of gray rock below a cliff face, the crew had arrived at its first campsite. With a sigh of sweet relief, everyone unbuckled and dropped their packs. It was literally a weight off their shoulders.
Since it was just after four, there was still plenty of sunlight. As everyone else sat down in a heap, Miles began skipping about on rocks, exploring the campsite.
"Oh, to be eighteen again..." Rick, another Star Gamma, reminisced at the sight of Miles. "Actually, I'm lying. I wasn't in good shape at eighteen either." The crowd laughed.
Miles had his head down, curious about how his mom saw him. He knew she didn't find him sexually attractive, but he wanted to know if she recognized him as attractive -- if she saw why women his age found him attractive, the same way he recognized she was sexy to men of, well, any age.
I mean, she did comment on your body and you showing up shirtless to Tiffany's, he remembered. Yeah, but she was telling jokes about it. The 'kernel of truth' rule might apply. Or, you know, maybe she just thinks you're handsome because you're her son. I guess it would be fine either way.
As Sebastion made his way back from peeing in the woods, the mood in the campsite swiftly lowered. The employees became more guarded, but Sebastian, as always, wore a positive smile.
"That was a great hike, everyone. We made good time. Aiden, you were moving so fast I thought you were gonna step on my boots." There was a forced laugh from everyone. The boss then turned to Miles. "And Miles, you did a great job bringing up the rear."
"What?" His eyebrows sprung to his forehead and he made paranoid eye contact with his mom. Common sense quickly prevailed. "Oh, yeah. Thanks, Sebastian."
----
Before any tents were touched or sleeping bags rolled out, the campers attended to more important matters. "Whiskey or bourbon?"
"There ya go! This is how to camp."
Miles was impressed by how one of his dad's coworkers had willingly carried a stache of alcohol on a four-day hike. Every adult began drinking and chatting. Even Miles had a cup of whiskey -- after the server had first checked with his father. A legal-ish fire was built, and families began to boil water for freeze-dried meals.
"Oh man, you got the freeze-dried vegetables and dumplings?! I wanted that," Hannah spoke to her son for the first time since the "helpful hands" incident.
"Oh, sorry," Miles quickly apologized. He was nervous in his mom's presence. "Here, we can switch."
Hannah humorously shook her head and motioned at her food pouch. She, like everyone else, had freeze-dried vegetables and dumplings.
"Oh..." he laughed, but it was more due to the relief that his mom seemed unaffected by what happened earlier.
When dinner ended, all of the employees went to set up their tents. Ken volunteered to assemble the family's three-person tent in the nearby woods, likely wanting to show his coworkers he could hack it on his own in the outdoors too. As everyone dispersed, Hannah and Miles were left alone by the fire.
"So, what's up?" The mother sipped a second glass of bourbon.
Miles knew his mom could sense his distance. He was still processing his feelings for her. "What do you mean?"
"You just seem a little off in your own world. Are you still thinking about the pool party?" Please tell me it's not because of the funny moment on the trail, Hannah hoped.
"Yeah, I keep thinking about the party," Miles lied. "There's a girl I'm interested in, and she'll be there. So, I'm just thinking about what I'll be missing."
Thank god, Hannah sighed. Empathetically, Hannah sipped her drink and patted her son's knee. "I can relate to exactly what you're feeling."
"Really?" Miles wanted her hand to stay on his leg.
"Yep!" Hannah finished her cup and set it down. "It was the summer after my freshman year at UNH -- so I was just a year older than you are now. And this one friend of mine from high school was throwing a pool party. And I heard that this guy I had this massive crush on in high school was going to be there. He was kind of the classic jock, you know? Jacked body, sunglasses, drove a Mustang -- all that," she recalled in a fond yet self-mocking way. "So, anyway, I really wanted to go to this party and get him to notice me. And when I went to the party, he did!"
Miles sat on his backpack and waited for her to finish her story. "Wait... Is that it?"
"Uh, yeah... I think so," Hannah chuckled.
"HOW does that help me? That doesn't relate to me at all. Now I'm thinking if I went to that party, everything would turn out the way I wanted it to." His mom was usually so tactful, and Miles wondered if the alcohol and altitude were getting the better of her. In fact, he couldn't remember the last time he saw her have more than a glass of wine.
"Oh, yeah, I guess it doesn't apply as well," Hannah softly chuckled, nudging her son with her shoulder. "Well, I guess the takeaway then is: If you remain friends with the person who invited you, you can always go next year and make an impression."



"Fantastic," Miles rolled his eyes. "That's good to know because I'd definitely much rather be here watching a bunch of men I don't know set up a campsite than be at a pool party where I can watch girls in bikinis play pool games."
"Yeah, true. Watching men pitch tents can be entertaining."
Miles blindly laughed along at the cadence of his mom's joke. But then he froze and let his eyes fall to his lap. Whew! Her comment hadn't been a veiled hint. It was just an edgy joke. He mystically smiled at his mom and laughed along with her.
As much as they had joked and talked over the years about Miles's relationships and dating, Hannah had never told a sexual joke before. It was the type of joke she made on Words with Friends... and likely made to her real friends, too. Miles liked it, even though he knew the alcohol was to blame.
Boldly, Miles countered, "I think a few of these guys might need a pill first."
"Shhh!" Hannah smacked his chest with the back of her hand as she laughed. "Stop! Haha!"
6 *****
The sky was orange with layers of yellow behind the shadowy peaks. Sunsets usually signify an ending, but for the astronomy club, this marked the beginning. The Star Gammas eagerly pulled their telescopes, tripods, and star maps from their packs.
"We're gonna hike up around the back of that cliff there and set up shop. It's a little cloudy, but we should still get some incredible views," Ken told his wife and son. "You guys will be blown away!"
"I'm sure. But I'm gonna be a zombie tomorrow morning if I don't sleep soon," Hannah yawned.
"Ah, okay. Fair enough. Looks like it's just you and me, bud!"
Miles had been looking forward to seeing the bright stars in the unpolluted sky. But his cock was tugging him in a different direction. The stars will be there fucking forever, he urged himself, how many times will you get to be alone in a tent with your mom? "Dad, I'm actually insanely tired as well."
"Seriously? You were just hopping around and talking to everyone."
"I think that's why I'm tired now."
Ken shook his head. "I bet it's the alcohol you drank. This is why I didn't let you stay home alone to drink at that party."
Before Miles could escalate the situation, Hannah calmly stepped in. "He was yawning before he even had a drink. I think he's tired from the early start. We aren't as great of 'morning people' as you are."
"Fair enough," Ken grinned, proud with his wife's compliment. He then walked over to his friends with his gear.
"You lied to him about the yawning," Miles lightheartedly challenged.
His sexy mom flicked her eyes up the seven inches to meet his and shrugged, "It makes things easier sometimes. You would've said something smart back, and then he would've, and so on. Anyway, let's make sure this tent is set up correctly so we don't get smothered in our sleep when it collapses."
----
Miles and Hannah took turns using the tent as a private room to change into their thermal underwear. The orange prism was meant for backpacking, so it was much lighter and smaller than a regular campground tent. There was little excess in terms of width and ceiling height. While the family wouldn't have to be quite shoulder-to-shoulder, their sleeping pads were only separated by a few inches.
"He's afraid of bears coming in," Hannah pointed at the can of bear mace left at the head of her husband's neon-blue sleeping bag. The spray was there in case Ken had to save the family in the historically unlikely event of a black bear attack on sleeping campers.
Miles was still at the age where he felt invincible, and he was normally annoyed by his dad's tendency to assume the worst. But tonight he was pleased. The tent opened on the sides, and his dad wanted to sleep near a flap. That meant his mom was in the middle -- next to him.
Unfortunately, his dad also flipped his sleeping bag around to give him and his mom their space. Miles's feet were at his mom's head. At least I can still see her face and talk to her, he reasoned.
There wasn't much talking though. For an hour, Hannah read a book on her phone, and Miles subtly studied her while hoping she couldn't read his masturbatory thoughts.
"So, how did you get your crush to notice you?"
"What, honey?" Hannah lowered her phone.
"Oh, I was just curious what you did to get your crush to notice you at that pool party," Miles asked, whimsically.
Hannah smiled and played along. "Why do you wanna know that?"
"I don't know. I'm curious. When I go to the pool party next year and a girl is trying to get my attention, I don't wanna miss the signs."
"Haha!" Hannah threw her head back. "Well, uh... I guess I did normal things," she reminisced. "I remember I did my makeup nicely, I got my hair done, and I wore this bright yellow bikini," she bashfully gritted her teeth.
The image of his mom in a yellow string bikini flashed through Miles's mind. He imagined her at a pool party, slowly trying to seduce him as she showed off her curves. The son was glad a sleeping bag covered his lap. "You probably had to deal with getting hit on by guys all party long before you found your crush."
Hannah was taken aback, but she blushed. She loved the compliment. With a playful arrogance, she shrugged, "Guys are always attracted to the girl all of the other guys want but can't have."
His mom's delightful state and mild inebriation led Miles to believe this was a good time to figure out why she had married his dad. He "jokingly" pressed, "So, if your crush was so amazing, how come you didn't end up marrying him?"
Hannah tilted her head, seemingly considering a serious answer. "Well, that guy made summer fun, but he was an idiot," she laughed. "When you get older and start to value stability in your life, smart guys are a good find." She then pointed at Miles. "Hardbodies with high intellect are a rare find. That's why when your dad got you interested in science, I got you to try out for football... as the kicker. Weightlifting but no concussions."
Miles grinned. I figured she just didn't want me sitting around the house after school, he thought. That was part of it, too.
"Well, anyway, I for one am going to sleep now." Hannah set her ebook down and rolled onto her stomach. "Good night."
"Good night, Mom."
The light from Hannah's phone vanished, and darkness filled the tent. The only sounds were their soft breathing and the growing rustling of the nearby trees. Slowly, Miles's eyes adjusted to the dim blueness of the night, and he could make out the surface of his mom's sleeping face. He was too horny to sleep.
Suddenly, he was in a pool with his mom, her legs wrapped around his waist and his hands firmly holding her ass -- a feeling he now knew. Her arms were around his neck, her chest pressed against his, her pussy rubbed on his cock through her yellow bikini, and her familiar eyes smiled and loved every second of it.
I wonder how she'd react if she knew my dick was hard and this close to her, Miles thought. Their sleeping bags may have been flipped, but their middles were still aligned. His groin was lined up just below his mom's ass. His dad never considered that problem. But why would've he?
Despite his horniness, the son had no intention of doing anything reckless or creepy. Still, he found it perfectly reasonable to turn over onto his side, and if his erection happened to be closer to his mom's body, and he happened to enjoy it, then so be it. I sleep on my side at home, he justified.
The night air was cold but Miles was sweating within fifteen minutes. He unzipped his sleeping bag to his shins, allowing cool relief to fill his bag. For minutes he lay there, knowing his erection was merely a foot from the side of his mom's leg. He studied her face, just feeling her presence.
CRACK! Miles jumped.
A branch outside had snapped under the strong wind. Hannah was in a deep sleep, but her unconscious body reacted to the noise. Fearfully, Miles watched his mom's right leg stretch out, pushing her blue nylon bag onto his sleeping pad.
The son's heart pounded loudly. A tingling spread through his limbs. Even when accounting for the thickness of her sleeping bag, his cockhead couldn't have been more than three inches from his mom's bent leg. Holy fuck...
Miles swallowed and breathed shakily. He quietly surveyed the tent. His mom was sleeping, with her foot resting near his neck, her knee close to his abdomen, and her thigh tantalizingly angling away from his throbbing cock.
What was coming over him? Miles never believed he could be "that type" of guy, but he wasn't thinking clearly. His heart raced, and the fear in his brain was consumed and overpowered by lust.
Using his knuckles, he lightly tapped his mom's quadricep through her sleeping bag. She didn't react. He knocked again using more pressure. Again, she didn't move. If she wakes up, just say you were trying to push her off your area, he decided.
"Mom...? Mom...?" He whispered shakily.
Hannah was dead asleep, enjoying an alcohol-fueled dream.
Meanwhile, Miles was trembling and sweat glistened on his forehead. His mouth was dry and stale in the warming tent. Slowly, silently, he slid his hips forward and raised his knees until he felt the faintest resistance. Oh my god, dude, Miles scolded himself, what are you doing? Fucking stop it!
Even though their thin clothing and his mom's sleeping bag, Miles could feel the warmth of his mom's body against his penis. The tip of his six-and-a-half-inch erection poked and rested on his mom's lower leg, just above her knee. Like hell he was going to stop.
He fearfully stared at his mom's closed eyes to the point where he almost couldn't enjoy what he was experiencing down below. Miles was a horny eighteen-year-old, there was nothing he wanted more than to rub his cum-filled erection against his mom's warm leg. He was bold... but not that bold.
Adrenaline coursed through his veins unrelentingly. The tent had become a sweat lodge. I gotta open a fucking window, he thought. He reached up and unzipped the flap above his head. While the outside temperature had plummeted in the darkness, the sealed nylon had created a body heat chamber for the mom and son. Now, nightly winds blew up under the rainfly and swirled inside the tent. It was a great relief for Miles. Hannah's body felt otherwise.
Shit! Hannah loudly moved in her sleeping bag. Miles prepared for the nightmare of her waking up. Instead, her body was simply reacting to the cold air, and she bundled herself into a compact position. Miles was relieved, but now he was no longer touching his mom. There was a silver lining, however, which the universe had served to him on a silver platter.
When Hannah tucked her legs closer to her body for warmth, she had not only turned away from Miles, she had done so while still spilling onto his sleeping pad. And more than that, her protruding ass was her closest body part to his cock. Fuck me... Miles gulped. He had no idea what he did to deserve this.
Already he missed the sensation of his cock touching his mom. This had to be fate telling him to do it again, right? It had to be. Carefully, he slid down in his sleeping bag and aligned his erection with the hump in his mom's sleeping bag. But his conscience made its last stand. He knew it was wrong.
You can't do it. She's asleep. Yeah, but her sleeping bag is on YOUR side, he reasoned. If your cock presses into her ass, then she can't really blame you for it. She was the one who moved.
It was like he was debating whether he now owned a baseball because his neighbor threw it over his fence. But as Miles's testicles and morality dueled to the death, a frigidly sleeping Hannah decided for him. She pulled her sleeping bag tighter around her and moved back into the warmth of his groin.
Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh shit! In the dark, Miles had eyes the size of saucers. His cockhead was not merely touching his mom's ass, it was being smothered. His cold mom must have locked onto a familiar heat source. And his lap was certainly throwing off a lot of heat.
There was no point in negotiating. He could no longer restrain himself. He brought his knees up until his thighs rested against his mom's back. "Ahhh," he lustfully gasped. He had never experienced a feeling more incredible or intimate. Their bodies breathed together while he held his balls and pressed his rigid cock into his mom's firm butt cheek.
Hannah's subconscious had to enjoy the warmth and comfort of the spooning because she responded by gently rubbing her ass deeper into her son's lap. She continued to cozily work her way in until she finally felt settled. After a long exhale through her nose, she released a quiet, moaning sigh from her closed lips.
Miles's lips were dry and chapped. He wanted to cum. He wanted to cum in her right now. He wanted to take his mom and make her his. He could try handling her body or even rubbing his shaft into her amazing ass to see how she'd react. Instead, Miles was grateful for his luck, and he lay still, soaking in the intimate moment.
After what felt like twenty minutes, faint voices sounded from outside. The young son cautiously sat up to look through the window flap. Silhouettes of drunken men moved around a dying fire in the distance. As the inconsiderate Star Gammas erupted in laughter, Hannah was startled.
In a split-second reaction, Miles fell and played dead. Not sleeping -- dead. He froze every muscle and held his breath. He felt his mom stir awake and heard her moan softly. Peeking through his parted eyelids, Miles watched his mom lift her head from her pillow and mutter into the dark. Her drowsy eyes scanned the tent. Apparently, her fogged mind saw no reason to stay awake, and she lowered her head back to her pillow.
Hannah moved to regain her warm, comfortable sleeping position. She wiggled her hips in the crinkling nylon sleeping bag and firmly pushed her lower back and ass into the radiating body behind her. "Mmmm," she breathed, feeling surrounded again.
Hannah's eyes shot wide open.
With a sense of impending doom in her gut, the mother grappled for reality. She thought through where she was, how she was sleeping, and who was next to her. She then felt her ass and the hard object against it.
"Woahhh!" Hannah jolted straight up like a bolt of lightning. She heaved in panic, knowing this was real and not some sort of twisted nightmare. Her son was sleeping, thank god. Or... at least she thought. And she breathed easier.
Suddenly, the crunch of footsteps approached the tent. Ken unzipped the door and tumbled inside, still smelling like whiskey. Hannah couldn't speak.
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"No, the few clouds hanging around made almost no impact!"
Miles awoke to the sound of carrying voices. Waking up in a tent in the mountains at 6 a.m. was a spiritual feeling. He was cradled by his soft sleeping bag while the morning sun beamed through the orange tent. Then, the son remembered what had happened hours ago.
He sat on his sleeping pad to find himself alone in the tent. Part of Miles hoped his mom remembered last night as a dream, but part of him wanted her to remember how she found comfort by sensually burrowing her ass into his hard cock.
When he joined the others on the expanse of flat rock for breakfast, he noticed his mom looking lost. There were no bags under her eyes, but her defining "bubbliness" was missing. She probably didn't sleep well after that, Miles thought guiltily.
Over their hot meal of freeze-dried eggs and coffee, Hannah was silent. She never recognized Miles's presence -- or anyone else's for that matter.
.She did, however, sneak glances at her son, seeing if he, too, was acting weird
Under clear skies, the team departed camp and ventured through a forest of short alpine bushes. Miles drifted to the back of the caravan, but his mom had the same plan.
plan.
Oh boy... Miles was anxious. But maybe it was a positive sign that his mom was choosing to hike with him? Plus, she was looking gorgeous in a mint-green tank top and silver running shorts.
Just as they lingered far enough behind the rest of the group, Hannah began searching for answers. "So," she yawned, "what time did you end up falling asleep last night?" Her tone was forcefully indifferent.
"Umm... I guess right after you did." Miles had watched too many true crime shows with his mom to be dumb enough to place himself in an incriminating timeline.
"Okay, good. That's good. How long after do you think?"
Miles thought carefully before nonchalantly saying, "Uh, probably only a couple of minutes after."
The mother pursed her lips. He knows something, she thought. "Did you happen to wake up -- at all -- last night?"
"No, why? Did you hear a bear? You should've run outside with Dad's bear mace." The son's joke barely registered.
"Yeah, I might have." Hannah scratched her golden hair. "Hey," she switched to a friendlier face in a sudden change of tactics, "did I happen to steal some of your sleeping space last night? I'm kind of a blanket hog at home and your dad gets mad at me all the time for it. I just wanna make sure I didn't do that to you."
Miles's throat tightened and he could barely speak. His mom knew he was hiding something; she could smell it. And Miles wasn't used to being in trouble... or having to get out of it. You had a great day yesterday, he thought, and now you're going to pay for it. He simply shook his head no.
"I also have a habit of doing things like kicking, and kneeing, and flailing my arms and hitting your dad. Did I make any sort of contact with you last night, in any way?" Even with her son glaring down at the trail, Hannah saw the truth in his eyes. She stopped. And her son did, too. "You know what happened, don't you?"
"I'm sorry. I didn't know it was happening!" Miles blurted out. He had to confess, to at least part of the truth. "I woke up right before you did and I saw what happened. I guess you felt me wake up because you woke up right after I did. Then when you got up I just pretended to be asleep because I didn't want you to see me awake and think I did it on purpose." He breathed heavily and awaited his judgment. But, surprisingly, his mom's round face was redder than his.
"Oh, wow. Okay, um... Listen, Miles, I know it's not your fault," Hannah sighed. She could see his shoulders relax. "Obviously, I didn't know what was happening either. I'm used to sleeping with someone at night, and I got cold. And people move toward other people when they're cold and sleeping," Hannah explained.
She was giving the same speech she had given herself, again and again, the night before. "We were both asleep and we had a couple of drinks, which makes people less aware of certain... phenomena. And it's a simple fact that men become erect when they sleep, especially if they sense a woman's body nearby." Hannah was unabashedly looking at her son's face -- but not in his eyes. "And since I'm used to sleeping next to a man every night, my body sensed certain... things, and it reacted accordingly."
Holy shit, she didn't find out! On the inside, Miles was dancing. It was the best of both worlds -- his mom fully recognized her body being drawn to his cock, and he wasn't in trouble for it. And as a bonus, he got to hear his mom explain away their inappropriate contact. Miles was horny again.
"So, basically..." Hannah summarized, "It's no big deal."
"Yeah, I agree. It's one of those things that's only weird if we choose to make it weird." Miles started down the trail again, as if he was walking away from any suspicion.
"I couldn't agree more," Hannah smiled as she hiked with him. She cheered, You fucking got through that, girl!
"So, what did you think of the eggs this morning? Were yours as liquidy as mine were?"
Hannah forced a change in conversation, and Miles happily accepted. "Yes, they were! Everyone should've listened to me when I suggested we hire that Sherpa-slash-omelette-chef for the trip."



The mom and son chatted as they hoofed it down the trail to catch up with the others. Hannah swore she saw movement in her son's shorts, but her eyes away. She didn't want to give in to any paranoia.
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The goal for the second day was to descend into a valley and then climb the next ridge. Hannah and Miles were talking and humoring each other even more than usual like they were proving to themselves nothing weird happened. Miles was making that difficult, however.
The young son struggled to keep his eyes off of his mom's exposed thighs as she walked. He ogled the slight bounce in her chest each time her boot hit the dirt. None of this went over Hannah's head. She was attractive. She knew what it felt like when a man was checking her out. And her son was checking her out.
It's just a symptom of what happened last night. He's processing it, she told herself. Still, Hannah wondered if it would be best to go hike with her husband for a while. She wanted to escape the strange sensation of her son carnally inspecting her body. But the last thing she wanted to do was change her behavior and essentially admit to herself that her son was having a sexual reaction to her.
Hannah continued to hike with her son. Besides, even with the awkwardness of his wandering eyes, she was still enjoying the chance to spend time with him.
----
Wooosssssshhhhhhhh!
The sound was like white noise blaring through a stereo. The hikers descended the soggy trail to the roaring mountain stream. Low-level rapids ran down the center while peaceful flows gathered along the edges.
"This seems like a good place to wash off," Sebastian determined. His sweaty, sticky, dirty employees already knew this was a great bathing spot because, unlike Sebastian, they had spent months planning the trip. But it was easier to allow Sebastian to believe it was his idea.
When Hannah and Miles caught up to the rest of the group, they followed everyone else's lead by taking off their boots and socks. The refreshing air made their sweaty feet tingle. Miles saw the other men taking off their shirts to swim, and he didn't want to miss the chance to show his mom his hard-earned body. He tossed his white, wick-dry shirt to the ground. He glanced at his mom and thought, Maybe I'll remind her of the guy she wore that yellow bikini for? And probably fucked...
Hannah noticed another wife pointing at her son. She was directing her friend's attention to Miles's carved abs and chest. The suggestive look on her face and following giggle by her friend made it obvious they were enjoying the view. I'm not gonna boost his ego, Hannah chuckled to herself, deciding not to tell her son.
Soon, Hannah was alone on the bank. Everyone else had waded in or fully submerged, but Hannah was hesitant. She could see every other woman in her shorts and sports bra. Overall, Hannah enjoyed her voluptuous chest and the attention it garnered. It was helpful at times and she could cover up when necessary. But there was nowhere to hide in an open stream. She wasn't thrilled about sexualizing herself more in front of her son.
They made eye contact and Hannah could see the expectant look in his eyes. The four women nearby were bathing in their sports bras without care, and Miles seemed to be patiently waiting for her to take off her shirt and join them. Hannah was stressed in her head. He's gonna realize you chose to leave it on. He's gonna realize he made you feel uncomfortable, Hannah thought and stared up at the sky. Ah, shit.
Quickly turning away, Hannah tugged her mint tank top over her head. When she turned back to her son his wide-eyed stare hit her like a physical force. She froze.
Holy fuck... Miles salivated. I wanna shove my cock between them and cum on her chin.
If only Hannah could read her son's mind and learn what he truly thought. But a wiser side of Hannah was glad she couldn't hear his thoughts. Hey, he had a weird night last night. He's gonna have weird thoughts and be confused. This is just part of him processing it.
Besides, Hannah wasn't dumb. She knew there was a simple equation at play: He's an eighteen-year-old boy. He has a dick. He's horny. You have nice tits. Of course, his brain wants him to look. That doesn't mean he feels anything or actually wants anything.
Wearing her silver shorts and black compression bra, Hannah walked into the chilling water. Rarely did Miles have a chance to see his mom's flat stomach and round hips. He savored the view.
"It feels good to finally rinse off," Miles forced small talk. His focus was on his angelic mom gliding toward him through the clear water.
The only thing Hannah could focus on though was the shock of the frigid mountain stream. Her teeth were chattering yet she plunged her body to the shallow bottom anyway. She did her best to hide her attention-grabbing assets below the refractions in the clear water. "Yeah, it's nice to rinse off. They should've put a warning sign at the trailhead about how much dirt there'd be."
She tried to distract herself from the fact that her sports bra revealed the top half of her boobs. Her bones were cold, but she refused to stand. All he's been thinking about for the last month is seeing wet tits coming out of the water, she thought.
And Miles still was. He didn't even hear his mom's humorous reply. He breathed heavily from his bare, hairless chest. It wasn't just Hannah who was hiding a sexual asset beneath the water's surface. "I think Dad has the soap," was the only thing he managed to say.
Upriver, Ken and his friends were surrounding their boss. They were all at least pretending to be interested in what he had to say. Hannah waved in her husband's direction to get his attention, but to no avail. "When he's done sucking up to the boss we'll be able to bathe," Hannah lamented.
Hmm. Never had Miles heard his mom speak that way about his dad. Of course, they joked about him together, but never anything they wouldn't have teased him about to his face. His parents had a respectful relationship, and Miles wasn't sure if he saw a rare moment where his mom had something bad to say or if she had deeper feelings and her tongue had slipped in the cold water.
Regardless, without soap, there was nothing for them to do but tread water and chat. Miles continually flicked his gaze below the surface and Hannah pretended not to notice.
----
Ken finally trudged toward his family, and his coworkers were in tow. "We're checking out a beaver dam downriver if you wanna come with us!"
"Well, actually, we'll just take the soap for now."
"Oh, shoot! Here you go." It had slipped his mind.
"Thanks, Babe," the freezing wife wryly grinned.
As Ken set off, Miles and Hannah were left alone to bathe.
"Here," Hannah broke the bar of biodegradable soap in half. She knew she had to stand up to clean her body properly, and she hoped if Miles cleaned himself at the same time he would be distracted from the, uh, stimuli.
Hannah's hope was dashed rather quickly.
Mindlessly, Miles lathered the soap into his palms and ran his hands over his abs, chest, and biceps. His eyes never left his mom, secretly praying for her to cover herself in suds.
Fuck this shit! Hannah's frustration boiled over. She had already finished with her hair and face. She was beginning to look odd for not bathing. No matter what she did, her son was going to watch her even if it killed him. Fine, you win!
The mother quit delaying the inevitable and emerged from the water. She ran her soapy hands over her torso, arms, and chest at high speed. She stared at a boulder upstream knowing full well her son's green eyes were locked onto the droplets of water and bubbles of soap running down her goosebump-covered breasts. She could practically feel it. She was clean enough and splashed back into the water.
Woah... Miles's erection twitched. He was infatuated with his mom's wet curves and straight, darkened hair. His excitement then grew even more because he realized a more sensual form of cleaning was about to happen. She has to wash her legs next, he thought.
Hannah was already well aware. She darted her eyes everywhere except for her son's face. The longer she waited, the more tension she sensed. Listen, Hannah... You know he's gonna give you that wide-eyed look. There's nothing you can do about it. He's working through last night. He just needs time.
Just as her left thigh breached the flowing surface, she heard someone approaching.
In an instant, Miles watched his mom stiffen from her neck to her toes.
"Hey, you two! How are you guys doing?"
Miles looked at Sebastian step through the water toward them, and then he glanced at his mom. Her shoulders were tense, and her breathing was deliberate.
"We're doing well, Sebastian! How could we complain on a day like this?"
Wow... Miles didn't know how his mom could be so uncomfortable yet act so confidently and smoothly. She masked her emotions remarkably.
"I know! It's gorgeous, isn't it?" The plant manager praised the sky with his lifted hands and then turned his piercing, deep eyes back at Hannah. "I'm overjoyed you two could come. I wanted this to be a real family event. I get to know my employees very well, and yet, I barely know their lives outside of work."
Miles didn't see why that was a problem, but he nodded with his mom in understanding.
"I was pleasantly surprised you came," Sebastian smiled at Hannah. "I see spouses, parents, even cousins at our work parties, but you haven't been able to make it to any lately. We miss seeing you at the plant! Poor Ken always seems to come alone," he laughed in his subtle, rhythmic accent.
Being an observant son, Miles caught Sebastian checking his mom out -- which wasn't abnormal by any means -- but there was a strange coolness and comfort about how he did it.
"Well, as I'm sure Ken has told you, I'm always busy with work. It's nearly impossible for me to get there!" Hannah expressed her regret.
"I know, I feel terrible about our scheduling. Anyway, we should catch up some time so you know what Ken is up to at the plant. He does amazing work, and I have a feeling he's too humble to share it with you."
Hannah flashed a smile until Sebastian walked away to join his employees back at the beaver dam.
While she remained tense, her mind seemed to drift into listlessness. "I'm gonna get out now."
With a sense of duty, Miles followed his mom out of the water. He was concerned as she walked up to the trail and sat on a boulder behind tree cover. She was still barefoot, still soaking wet, and still in her black bra. Miles knew there was a problem when he sat down in full view of her and she didn't even care.
"What's wrong?"
Hannah was silent.
"Mom, I'm not blind. I saw how weird that was," Miles bluntly stated.
Hannah started sobbing in her hands.
Oh, fuck. You idiot! Miles cursed himself for whatever fault he had committed. He was also shocked by how his strong mom had immediately broken down. "Mom, it's okay," he blindly assured. At least nobody from the river could see her weeping.
Hannah cried until she regained her breath. "You're gonna hate me," she wailed.
What? Miles had no idea what she did, but it couldn't change his answer. "That's impossible."
"Yes, you will," she promised. She covered her face. "You'll hate me forever, and I deserve it!"
"Mom," Miles squatted to meet her eye. He was in unchartered waters. "I promise you there's nothing you can do to make me hate you. Just tell me what happened. I promise I won't be mad."
Hannah doubted her son. There was a weight on her chest, one that had been there for some time, and she needed to come clean. "I did something bad with Mr. Garcia."
"Sebastian?!" No way... Miles immediately thought of her most likely offense. He wanted to know more. "Oh, well, uh... I'm not mad if you did anything wrong with him."
Hannah picked her head out of her hands. She stared bewildered through her watery eyes. "How?!"
"I don't know," Miles gathered his thoughts. He never expected this. "I guess because I know you're a good person, and one mistake doesn't make you a bad person."
The mother cracked a soft smile through her tears. She appreciated her son's rosy view of her character. "Thanks for saying that. But I don't think you understand. What I did was really bad."
Yeah, I already know what you did, Mom... Miles thought. "I'm not a kid anymore. I know what adults do. You can tell me. There's nothing I can't handle."
Hannah opened her mouth then paused. Her mind churned, so Miles let her think. "I kissed him on New Year's Eve last year," she bawled.
As out-of-character as her confession seemed, Miles found himself disappointed. He shrugged, "That's not that bad."
Hannah held up her finger. "That's not it," she sniffed. She stared up at the sifting leaves. "Your dad had been flirting with this young receptionist all night. So, he left me alone and I was drinking. And I know that's not an excuse," she clarified.
As Hannah continued to piece together her confession, she relived the night in her head. The wife and mother remembered standing in a crowded nightclub on the second-highest story of a downtown building. It was the New Year's Eve party hosted by her husband's energy plant. It was a swankier affair with loud music and a dark environment.
Ken, as well as other management, were the only ones invited from the plant. A vast majority of the guests were current or potential business clients and their spouses. Hannah was in a sleek, metallic, sequin dress, and she was feeling herself. Her sex life with Ken had been declining, and she was looking forward to teasing him all night with her alluring outfit.
Of course, other women also took the opportunity to dress in enticing clubwear. And one of them was the new receptionist at the plant. Hannah wasn't positive, but she knew she could have only been there at Ken's invitation.
Ken had never been in Hannah's league. Hannah knew it gave him an inferiority complex when together. At work, however, Ken was popular and attractive due to his status and intellect. Hannah knew the plant was where Ken had been bestowed the "bigshot" status he had always craved.
And the passively attractive receptionist, dressed in a red cocktail dress, was giving Ken a type of attention Hannah could never give him, no matter how hard she tried. The receptionist was in Ken's league, and she gave him the ego boost without making him feel inadequate standing next to her in public.
While Hannah understood her husband's problem, she didn't excuse it. It certainly gave him no right to leave her standing alone with a drink in her hand for thirty minutes while he flirted with the receptionist and let her touch him at the bar "on his way to the bathroom."
"So, I saw him there flirting with her..." Hannah continued her abbreviated story to her son, "And then Sebastian came up to me. We talked about random shit, and then he asked me where my husband was." She shook her head shamefully. "I was embarrassed. I had to lie to him because I couldn't tell him my husband was off flirting with some other woman. So, I just told him he was outside getting some air."
Hannah remembered Sebastian's presence and handsomeness in his fine suit. Sebastian told her she looked beautiful and gently tested the boundaries of flirting. Hannah remembered how she grinned because she was finally getting the attention she had wanted from her husband.
She admitted to Miles, "Then Sebastian said something about how your dad better get back upstairs quickly because the ball was gonna drop soon. And I -- kind of in a joking way -- said I wasn't going to be alone at midnight, so if your dad wasn't back, I'd just find some other guy to kiss."
Hannah sheepishly looked at Miles. His reaction was one of surprise but not judgment. She felt secure in continuing her story. "So, of course, Sebastian said 'it would be a crime' for me to be alone and 'If Ken's not back upstairs, then I'll come kiss you myself.' I didn't know if he was joking or serious. But, anyway, when the ball dropped, your dad was still at the bar and Sebastian ended up coming over to me... And we kissed."
Picking at her nails, Hannah thought back to how she waited there alone in the middle of the party, anxiously watching everyone else prepare for the countdown.
The club was buzzing, and people were already blowing on noisemakers and ringing bells. Hannah could see her husband's head floating above the bar on the other side of the packed room. As people began counting down from ten to ring in the New Year, Ken was still excitedly chatting with the receptionist. Hannah considered approaching him and dragging him away. But then she decided if he didn't want to share the special moment with her, then so be it.
It was then when her "joke" about kissing another man grew into a serious thought. Hannah was alone in a tight, sparkling dress, with a hem high on the thigh and a plunging neckline. She had worn it to feel hot. And she was hot. She wanted a man to recognize her and appreciate her.
When the clock struck midnight, confetti rained from the ceiling. A cocktail of disappointment, jealousy, vengeance, and arousal coursed through Hannah's veins. Her heart was racing. Every person seemed to be joyfully kissing another person. While her husband wasn't kissing the receptionist, he was celebrating by her side with a hug.
Sebastian suavely approached her through a crowd of people. His timing made it seem as if he had been waiting and watching her. He hadn't been joking about kissing her.
As the tan man stepped before her, he spoke loudly over the cheers and bells. "Happy New Year, Hannah! I hope you got your kiss."
"Happy New Year to you!" Hannah then shook her head. " And no... He's over there somewhere. So I didn't get my kiss. It sucks."
"Is he even around here? I haven't seen any of my employees," the boss casually asked.
Hannah's arms were shaking, and she was laying it on thick. "They're all over there on the other side of the bar. It's annoying... Ken can't even see me over here," she sighed. "He's lucky that some other guy didn't come up to kiss me," she chuckled.
Sebastian laughed heartily while lightly touching her waist and leaning in closer. "He is lucky. I'm sure any man would want to kiss you. I'm sure a lot of men have asked to kiss you, no?"
Hannah understood Sebastian's need for certainty -- for it could be catastrophic for his career. So, she had no problem being more obvious. "Actually, no! Haha! Guys have been checking me out all night but none of them have asked me to kiss them. I don't get why not? It's no big deal or anything -- it's just a New Year's kiss. Literally, any guy in here could have come up... but they've all been too shy so far." Hannah rocked her waist into Sebastian's hand.
The manager inched closer to the gorgeous woman and slid his hand onto the small of her back over her sequin dress. "Since every other man is intimidated by your beauty, I'm guessing it's my honor?"
Hannah bashfully shrugged and sipped her glass of champagne. "You have the same chance every other man has."
Sebastion pressed his forehead into Hannah's, and she suggestively smirked back at him. The boss and his employee's wife shared a short, open-mouthed kiss.
When the kiss ended, they promiscuously stared at each other, and then Hannah stood up on her toes. They kissed again. This time with their lips deeply interlocking. Their tongues slipped into each other's mouths. The naughty, sensual kiss invigorated Hannah, and she wrapped her arms around Sebastian's neck. Sebastian lowered his palm onto Hanna's fatty butt cheek and squeezed it with his fingers.
Hannah closed her eyes and then pulled away.
"Too much?" Sebastian guiltily asked.



"Not enough," Hannah bit her lip and winked.
Sebastian grinned ear to ear and smacked Hannah's ass with a thud. He gripped her left butt cheek and lifted it, pulling the hem of Hannah's silver dress higher on her thigh. Hannah felt fucking sexy and she let Sebastian make out with her more.
Until then, they had only been casual acquaintances, but they soon found themselves walking together to the back of the club so they could not be seen. They danced together intimately and felt the curves of each other's bodies.
Her intuition told her that her husband was looking for her, so Hannah told Sebastian she had to go. But before Sebastian let Hannah out of his arms, he said he wanted to fuck her brains out. That comment sent a chill from her lions to her neck. Hannah's face was glowing as she shrugged, "Oh, yeah? Hmm... Well, if I didn't have to go home with my husband, you probably would've gotten the chance to fuck my brains out tonight. Too bad."
"When you get home, sneak out again and meet me back here. We can pick up where we left off."
"Yeah? Maybe we can pick up where we left off on some other day? Name a time and a place... Maybe I'll be free." She then pulled away from Sebastian, shooting him one last wink.
"So anyway," Hannah resumed her shortened story, "after we kissed, one thing led to another, and I ended up agreeing to -- you know -- meet up with him." The remorseful mother could barely look at her son. "And after that night, I SWEAR I had no intention of acting on that drunk promise. Sebastian emailed me a few times and I ignored him every time. But somehow he got my number and called me one day. He told me your dad was competing for a promotion and about how he was 'much less qualified' than the other applicant." Hannah sighed. "Yeah... I'm sure you can imagine what he was getting at."
Miles couldn't even speak. He wasn't sure what he felt. The unfolding events were fascinating and he needed to hear more. Miles was so engrossed he was barely taking the opportunity to admire his mom's wet, half-naked body. "What happened next?"
Justifying her actions -- both to her son and herself -- Hannah explained, "The promotion was for a major pay increase. And I looked at the job requirements. Nobody else in the plant qualified except for your father. I had a feeling Sebastian was going to give it to your father anyway. But the way he was dangling it -- I didn't want to be the reason why your father was wronged out of a job. It would be great for the family, and I caused the problem."
"So, you didn't want to do it? It wasn't fun for you or anything?" Miles asked, with a somewhat deflated tone. He didn't know if it made him a bad person, but he realized he liked the idea of his mom craving great sex so badly that she'd be naughty to get it.
Hannah opened her mouth, but she had no idea what to say to her son. The answer was both awkward and complicated. She could still remember the jitteriness in her hands and wrists when she parked her car at the five-star hotel Sebastian had booked.
Hannah knew Sebastian was on a long lunch break. She knew her husband was working back at the plant none the wiser. Her shaking hands made it impossible to touch up her makeup in the visor mirror. The wife and mother was torn into three parts. Part of her was horrified by what she was there to do. Part of her felt her husband deserved it for his disloyalty at the party. And part of her was aroused. Looking down at the inviting attire she had decided to wear, she knew she had already made up her mind.
As Hannah knocked on the door to the hotel room, her mind was racing. How would she even engage with Sebastian? How could she get in the mood while being so nervous? Those questions were rendered pointless the moment Sebastian opened the door. He pulled her in and kissed her. Within two minutes, they were stripping each other naked.
The sex was quality. Sebastian knew what he was doing, and it was much better than anything Hannah had been getting from Ken. Hannah insisted she stay on her elbows and knees so he could take her pussy from behind. Doggystyle allowed her to enjoy the feeling of Sebastian's cock thrusting inside her and his body slamming into her ass, all while she got to hold onto the fantasy that she didn't want to be doing it -- that the hot sex was something she had to do for the family.
But Hannah was no martyr. She gave Sebastian open access to her naked body. She savored the touch and manipulation of his desiring hands, and she moaned in response. When Sebastian grunted and ejaculated into his condom, Hannah bit her lip and nearly orgasmed.
Then, without saying a word, a frantic Hannah pushed her way out from under Sebastian's sweaty body and ran into the bathroom. She locked the door behind her. For over half an hour she showered, trying to reconcile what she had done. But her thoughts seemed to run in circles. Suddenly, she realized why she couldn't think straight. Her pussy was still tingling and she wanted to cum.
No internal alarms or restraints could stop Hannah as she strutted naked out of the bathroom. Sebastian was back in his suit and immediately broke away from a phone call. He asked if she was okay, and Hannah simply held her finger to her lips. "Get out of those work clothes, because, this time, you're gonna make ME cum."
For fifteen minutes, Hannah rode Sebastian's erection while they talked dirty. Sebastian fingered her clit so well, she stopped riding him and sucked his dick to make the pleasure last longer. When Hannah finally orgasmed and came, she freed his dick of the rubber condom and jerked him off as they made out. After Sebastian ejaculated again, Hannah left.
"I mean, I don't wanna get into it too much," Hannah responded to her son's question. She wanted to come clean but not be too intimate. "We had sex twice that day, but I swore to myself it was the last time I'd do something like that. Sebastian has messaged me plenty of times, and I've always turned him down. That's why I've stopped going to parties at your dad's work."
Miles stood with his fingers interlocked behind his head. He paced in a small circle. "Oh, wow! That's- Wow..." Now he was taking full advantage of his mom's scant state, feasting with his eyes. He imagined getting to fuck his mom twice in one day and what he'd do with her. Miles thought, She's already fucked another guy recently! Twice!
Her son's eager eyes made Hannah finally aware of her state of undress. His brazen staring was alarming, but Hannah was more concerned about permanently losing his respect. "So... What do you think, Miles? After hearing all of that, do you still think you can't be mad at me? You should be mad at me. I deserve it."
It wasn't just the lust, Miles could never find it in himself to vilify his mom. They were best friends. She had done so many great things for him and other people in her life. "You made a mistake. But you were in a tough spot. And you were pressured into it. And even if you did want it, it's kind of dad's fault too. You were both doing something bad with other people. I don't think it has to be a big deal."
More tears streaked down Hannah's cheeks, but they were ones of relief and appreciation. "Thank you for saying that. I was so afraid you'd hate me," Hannah smiled through her cry.
You were afraid of me hating you? Not dad? Miles thought proudly. He tried cheering his mom up with a joke. "It sucks about this trip. It's kind of hard to avoid Sebastian here, isn't it? Haha!"
Hannah rolled her eyes in massive circles. "Honey, this trip is BECAUSE of me."
"Wait... What?"
"Think about it, Miles. He basically hijacked control of an astronomy trip and then told everyone to bring their families. Why? Your father said it was Sebastian forcing everyone to bring their families as a 'bonding' activity. Do you see everyone else's family here? No. He only pressured your father that much. He wanted me to finally have to come to an event again so he could 'solicit' me."
A four-day astronomy club field trip. That was turned into a family event. And only five of the employees even had families. It dawned on Miles how ridiculous of an idea the trip was. It was the type of idea only a horny man could invent when thinking with his dick.
"Oh, shit... That's definitely what he did. Do you think he's gonna try to do anything bad to you?" Miles grew worried about his mom's safety. First Blackmail, then staging a four-day getaway just to talk to her? This guy is borderline insane. Or... Miles wondered, is she that amazing in bed?
"No, no. He won't do anything rash. He'll approach me at some point and I'll shoot him down." Hannah was surprisingly calm. She knew Sebastian's actions were unacceptable, but she had dealt with clingy men before. With how well she had worked Sebastian's cock over both times, his desperation was no surprise. I was fucking incredible the second time, Hannah remembered.
This real, adult conversation was like none Miles had with his mom before. Or anyone for that matter. It stirred and emboldened him. "Well, good thing you didn't bathe in that yellow bikini you had in college. You would've never kept him away."
Hannah rolled and belted in laughter. "Yeah," she nodded, "I was smart enough to avoid that, at least." She wiped the last remnants of tears from her face and her mood brightened.
"Mom, can I ask you a question?" She nodded, and Miles asked, "Does dad know what you did?"
"Umm..." Hannah straightened her back. "Kind of. We had an argument about him flirting with another girl and me kissing another guy. I said I forgot which guy it was -- for obvious reasons. We talked about having an open relationship. But, honestly, he didn't love the idea. And, besides, our marriage works. The older you get, the more the idea of changing things or starting over seems scary. I've kind of accepted my affair with Sebastian as a sacrifice for the family -- even if that's a lie."
Miles appreciated her trusting him with an honest answer. "If it makes you feel better, after just seeing that weird, outie belly button he has, I definitely think you having sex with him was a sacrifice for the family."
"Haha!" Hannah muffled her mouth and stomped her feet. Her green eyes lit up. "Shhh! Oh my god, haha! Okay... so, you promise you're not mad? You're not going to resent me years later for this? You're not going to tell me on my deathbed that you hate me?"
"No, you're an amazing mom. I'd never hate you."
Hannah wanted to cry again. She rose to her feet, feeling lighter, and gave Miles a big hug. The maturity with which her son handled such a tough, adult conversation marked a proud moment for her as a mother. Miles felt sturdy and larger in her arms, and she realized her baby was becoming a man.
Once the initial surge of love died down, Hannah noticed her son's arms holding her in a different way than usual. I should get dressed, she thought and broke off the hug.
Miles could have savored his mom's wet chest smooshing into his pecs all day long. Unfortunately, she had left hurriedly to get back into her tank top. On his bare chest, Miles could see the moisture from where her sports bra had made an imprint.
Wiping herself down with a towel, Hannah was glad she had got out of the hug in time. But when she looked up at the trail from the riverbank, she noticed the gray mesh of her son's shorts magically levitating. Her pupils dilated. Ohhh... that's not good.
9 *****
The hikers, all cleaner and fully clothed, were back on the trail and hiking through the steamy woods. Even though Hannah was hiking next to her son in the rear again, she was in her own world.
Was it the hug? She wondered. Was it the story? Of course, the hug can cause it. That's pretty straightforward. That's just boy feels tits and body, boy gets boner. I get the physical attraction. But if it's from hearing me talk about how I fucked Sebastian... That's not about my body. That's about me.
As they marched along the worn path, Hannah, less naive now, reopened her investigation into last night's "incident." There was something off about her son's explanation of events.
Okay, he said he woke up. Then he saw what happened. And then he froze because he was freaked out and didn't know what to do. Then he said you woke up when he froze. That's why he didn't have time to pull his "thing" away... Hannah shook her head.
There's no way he could've played dead so quickly. Not if he just woke up. And think about it -- You'd been rubbing against him for ten fucking seconds, at least, and he didn't move at all. Then once you sit up, he's magically able to move?!
Rattled by her new theory, Hannah spent the remainder of the day's hike peeking at her son's face, paranoid over him checking her out. His crotch was covered by his hanging shirt, but she eyed it occasionally, needing to know if anything happened again.
As for Miles, he was blissfully unaware of her suspicion. He just enjoyed the smell of decaying bark and let his mom enjoy some quiet time after an eventful morning.
10 *****
Camp Two didn't share the amazing view of the first site. Pine trees blocked most of the sunlight. Still, it was a tranquil place for the happy hikers to drop their packs and eat.
"There is a clearing up there," Aiden peered at the hill ahead of them. "There might be some thickets, but it's a great spot to set up the 'scopes."
"Well, let's get camp set up first," Katherine politely reminded him.
This time, Hannah and Miles joined Ken in setting up the family tent. The mom and son swallowed as they watched him rotate Miles's blue sleeping bag.
"It's fire time!" The father rubbed his hands.
A firepit was constructed with small rocks in a clearing. The thin trees robbed them of their pristine view but provided them a cozy atmosphere. Snacks were devoured and stories were shared. Then the astronomy geeks hurried to gather their equipment and set up on the hill before dark. Their families slowly left the clearing to make their way back to the tents scattered among the woods.
"How much ya wanna bet someone gets lost in the dark and has to sleep outside?"
"Heh," Hannah chuckled shortly. She then scanned the trees to make sure they were truly alone by the fire. "Hey, Miles, can we talk here for a moment?"
"Umm. Yeah, I guess so." He had a bad feeling.
"I wanna thank you for your discretion today. And for being so understanding."
"Oh... Yeah, of course!" Miles beamed. Something told him not to stand up just yet.
"I also have sort of an awkward question... But I need to know the answer." Hannah kicked her feet. "I WON'T be mad." She looked him in the eye assuringly. "No matter what your answer is, I won't be mad. I'll be understanding of you, just like you were understanding of me."
Miles nodded.
"How long were you awake last night before I woke up? Honestly?"
Fuck me... Shit! "Uhh," Miles remembered his lie from earlier, "right before you did."
"Right," Hannah nodded. "What does 'right before' mean, though? Like, that's relative, you know? Hah. 'Right before' can mean five seconds, thirty seconds... a couple of minutes...?"
The air felt thinner in the altitude. Miles's airways tightened, and the fire crackled fiercely. He knew his mom. His mom was smart, and he felt dumb for thinking he'd ever fool her. Of course, she knew he had been up for a while. Why would she be simply testing a theory?
Shit, dude! Think! There's no fucking way she'll buy five seconds. Two minutes would make you sound like a creep. With the silent seconds painfully mounting more pressure, Miles quickly lied. "Maybe a minute?"
His mom's eyes grew and her chin fell. He had guessed too much time.
"Wh- Why didn't you pull away?" Hannah was stunned.
Miles leaned back. "I, um- I- I didn't want to wake you up."
"You could have woken me up for THAT! You had a minute to think! Use common sense."
"I know. It was just... If I woke you up, I was afraid to explain why. It just seemed so awkward." Miles thought he made a good point in his spur-of-the-moment defense.
His mom didn't agree. She looked even more dumbfounded. "Awkward? More awkward than you being pressed against me all night? Especially considering- You knew you were erect right?! You had to."
"Yeah, but I was half asleep. Plus, I just didn't think it was a big deal." Miles grasped at straws.
"Not. A big. Deal...?" The muscles in Hannah's jaw clenched as she spoke. She was on the verge of breaking her promise to not get mad.
The scared teenager had no way out now. He could only keep downplaying what he did. "Yeah. I mean, it's like you said this morning, It's just something bodies do when they're together like that. You slid onto my sleeping bag, and I didn't know what to do. I didn't move or push at all. You were pushing into me, so I figured that's how your body wanted to sleep."
Hannah digested his words, and Miles continued, "You said yourself it was no big deal. We were both asleep and you got cold. I woke up and saw how my body reacted. I had no idea how I was supposed to handle that. Like, I kind of sat up, but then your body moved into me to get comfortable again. So, I just let you sleep like that."
Rubbing her face, Hannah tried to reach her son. "Miles, you didn't think me sleeping with you that way was inappropriate? You think the best option was to do nothing? You were fine with letting that happen the whole night...?"
Miles doubled down on his gaslighting. "Why wouldn't I have been? We were just sleeping. Like you said, when men and women sleep right next to each other, that happens sometimes. Why should I have thought it was inappropriate? Why do you think it should be weird?"
Her lips moved, but Hannah was at a loss for words. Suddenly, she was on the defensive. Her son was never going to admit he saw her sexually, and Hannah now felt like their weird one for pushing him to admit it. She had to lower the tension.
"No, no. Believe me, Miles, I never saw it that way either. I know that's just how our bodies chose to sleep. I just wanted to talk to you about it again because I feel bad about you being so confused when you woke up. I wanted you to know you didn't have to stay awake all night and hope I'd move off your space. You could've woken me up and pushed me over. Or never done it and dealt with it. Whatever. Again, I just wanted to ask you about it because I wanted to make sure you weren't uncomfortable."
What? Miles shifted on his lumpy backpack and tried to make sense of his mom's rant. She contradicted everything she had just said. All he cared about was that her tone let him know he was in the clear.
Hannah faked a yawn and looked easily into the flames. If she acted like everything was back to normal, maybe it would be.
----
The Star Gammas eventually returned from the hill. They had high hopes for the space views waiting for them later in the night.
The entire hiking party gathered around the fire again for dinner, and drinks were poured. Miles accepted a cup of whiskey, but his mom declined. He was discouraged to see his mom reject the alcohol and then scolded himself for thinking like a creep.
"So, who's gonna be joining us tonight? Miles, an astronomy buff like you has to be itching to finally see some stars," Sebastian doted upon the young man.
"Yeah, you should come with us, bud!" His dad also encouraged.
"Yeah, you should go with them," Hannah chimed in.
What the hell's happening? Miles thought as he looked around the circle of people like he had secretly been chosen to be the human sacrifice at the top of the hill. In actuality, his mom wanted to be alone in the tent to avoid more awkwardness, and his dad wanted to spend more time with him. Miles turned to Sebastian, who looked different now that Miles knew what he had done with his mom. "Sure, sounds fun."



----
In the dark, Miles followed his dad's work friends up a rough trail to a high ledge. As Aiden had promised, the site was difficult to reach but the view was stunning. They all dimmed their headlamps and walked under the endless blanket of stars. It was nowhere near peak gazing hours, yet the immersive, humbling sky almost made Miles wish he had gone last night. Almost.
"Here. I'll give you coordinates and you try to adjust the telescope," Ken instructed.
Miles enjoyed the discovery. He had done it plenty of times, and the bright visions were no less breathtaking. Everyone on the rocky ledge was alive and sharing more bonding drinks.
Nearly an hour into the space watch Sebastian begrudgingly announced he had left his phone at camp and needed to get it. During the trip thus far, Sebastian had been getting enough service to answer emails and calls -- much to the annoyance of everyone else.
The boss left, and the employees quickly released their expressions of disappointment. They returned to stargazing, even happier than before. Miles, however, felt off in the pit of his stomach. No more than two minutes after Sebastian departed, Miles told his dad he was getting tired.
"Oh, you can't stay up late like your old man?" Ken teased.
"I guess not." Miles shrugged and started down the path back to the campsite. He carefully but quickly picked his way through the brush. In ten minutes, he was back on flat ground. His joke earlier about the employees getting lost on their way back to camp had been karmically turned on him. Worry rose in his Adam's apple -- not because he was lost in the trees, but because Sebastian was gaining time on him.
His headlamp was out as he searched for his tent. When finally he spotted the orange triangle, his body was throbbing. With each step, he watched for thin sticks and crunchy leaves. When he was about twenty feet from the tent he hid behind a tree and listened in to the faint conversation.
Sebastian's frame hovered outside the family tent. His mom was inside alone. Their whispers carried in the silent breeze.
"Yeah, I know. But we can't risk doing it again."
"You know, when you were in that stream, I swear it was like seeing you dripping wet out of the shower and asking for more all over again. And your sexy black bra was just as stunning as the one you wore to the hotel. Remember?"
"I'm glad I could inspire such fond memories."
Miles detected his mom's playful sarcasm. It was forever hard to miss.
"You looked incredible today. The only difference was your clothes never came all the way off and you weren't begging me to cum on your tits."
"Well, you just would've missed and hit my shoulder again."
Sebastian laughed richly and then his whispers turned more pragmatic. "Listen, I know that you know about Ken talking to Emily every day, still. Us having fun again would only be fair."
Miles leaned in to hear his mom's response.
"Believe me, if I planned on getting back at my husband for that, I'd have plenty of other options. Badgering me on this trip isn't helping your cause."
"Oh, come on. You're reading a James Patterson book. That means you're horny."
Miles heard his mom's muffled laughter.
"This novel is actually one where a woman's husband's boss keeps trying to fuck her on a hiking trip and she ends up pushing him off of a cliff."
"Haha. Well, if I'm horny and you're horny... How about we read that book together? I'll rub your pussy, you jerk me off?"
"Even if I am horny, I'd end up killing you afterward for being such an asshole."
"I'll take that trade."
Hannah laughed again. "Goodnight."
"Okay, alright. No sex. How about a goodnight kiss then, like we did on New Year's?"
There was a long pause. "I can't do that. I'm here with my husband and son."
Sensing his mom had made up her mind, Miles loudly stomped toward the tent while looking around as if he were strolling into camp.
Sebastian went blank. He spoke quickly and loudly toward the tent, "Well, I'm happy I ran into you, too. I'm glad your family is doing well. Oh, hey, champ!"
"Hey, Sebastian," Miles smiled back. He then watched him slink into the darkness.
As he entered the tent, somehow, his mom already knew he had heard what happened. Her face was resigned and straightforward.
"How much of that did you hear?"
"I'm not sure exactly. I saw him leave the telescopes and I figured he was coming down here. I just wanted to keep an eye on him."
"Well, thank you," Hannah's lips sweetly curled. She found it ironic how her son picked up on something her husband didn't. "When did you start listening, exactly?"
"You were talking about how you couldn't risk doing it again."
"Oh, god... You probably think I was lying to you earlier about wanting to stop. Don't you?"
"No," Miles answered sincerely, "I think I get it. You were just flirting for fun."
"Right, yeah," she nodded thankfully. "I know it's hard for you to understand now, but life and marriage can get, uh... complicated. You have ups and downs and problems. And people get through them in different ways." Hannah was upset Miles had heard more details of her infidelity, as well as his dad's. But she felt she deserved it as punishment.
"I understand," Miles shrugged. He couldn't help but imagine his mom urging him to cum on her tits -- as she had apparently done for Sebastian. "Um, I'm going to get changed for bed."
"Okay, honey."
In the crisp outside air, Miles changed into his thermal underwear. Inside the tent, Hannah wondered what would've happened if he hadn't swooped in and scared off Sebastian. Her "no" to the kiss wasn't exactly firm. As disgusted as she was by Sebastian, she wondered why she felt an affinity to him, to tiptoe close to the edge with him. It wasn't simply retribution for her husband's behavior.
Today had been nothing but important questions left unanswered. But maybe, Hannah realized, she had the rare chance to answer a critical one right now. She looked at her covered body under her sleeping bag. It had been hours since her son had seen any hint of her curves. But he did just hear me talk about being naked and letting a guy jizz on me, she thought.
Delicately, Hannah moved in her sleeping bag and unzipped the window flap on her end of the tent. She looked out into the dark. At first, she saw nothing but her son's silhouette hunched over against the star-laden sky. She watched him replace his shirt before pushing down his shorts. Then, out of his shorts, like an impressionist painting, the outline of an erect cock stood in the foreground.
Of course, Hannah sighed to herself. It wasn't a scientific test, but it was now fairly obvious her son was aroused by her -- not simply her body. As Miles's feet crunched around the tent, Hannah quickly zipped the window and pretended to read on her phone.
When Miles was settled inside his bag, he announced from the other end of the tent, "I'm hittin' the hay. 'Night, Mom."
"Me, too. Sleep well."
----
Hannah lay on her back, letting her shoulders sink into her sleeping pad as she closed her eyes. Miles, on the other hand, was under an unzipped sleeping bag, having no intention of going to sleep.
She might do it again, he thought. She's not drunk, but maybe she's turned on enough from her book and flirting with Sebastian that her body will do it when she's asleep?
In Miles's mind, he had drawn a line between being opportunistic and being immoral. If he forced his mom into him while she was asleep, it was wrong. If her body chose to come onto his pad again, though, then that was her decision.
After watching his mom sleep for long enough, Miles softly unzipped his window flap. Like last night, the cool night breeze began displacing the human-generated warmth. He studied his mom's outline, hoping for a reaction.
Miles, however, wasn't the only clever member of his family.
He fucking opened the window again, Hannah breathed. Call it mother's intuition, but Hannah suspected Miles had somehow facilitated his "lucky break" the night before. Asking him questions would never lead anywhere. She knew the only real proof would be catching him red-handed.
An open window flap wasn't a smoking gun. His unzipped sleeping bag and window were red flags, though. But, Hannah thought, those are both things he'd do if he were too hot.
Minutes passed. And the tent was quiet. The only sounds came from the light tumbling of leaves outside.
As the cold seeped into Hannah's sleeping bag, she began debating whether to react. If all of this is part of some scheme, he wants you to get cold and react naturally, Hannah reasoned. But if you brush him first -- even accidentally -- you'll give him the benefit of the doubt and he'll say he was just reacting. Don't fuck this up.
Theatrically, Hannah stretched her arm out of her warm sleeping bag and let it flop down.
Fuck! Miles panicked when the hand hit his shin. He was then relieved when his mom drew her arm back to her side, still asleep. She wasn't kidding about hitting people in her sleep, Miles realized. The erect son grew more excited -- His mom had just slept through a hard, physical sensation.
Hannah now knew where her son's body was. She could shuffle toward him without risking first contact. With a sigh, she rolled onto her side, facing away from her son.
Miles's heart quickened and the corners of his mouth dried. She was reacting the way he had hoped.
Nervously, Hannah slowly brought her knees to her chest and pushed her butt out. Her glutes guided her nylon sleeping bag to the side, and she felt her bottom cheek slide across the divot between the sleeping pads. The mother's pulse was rapid and there was an uneasiness in her stomach. She feared her son would fail the test.
Hannah's butt came to a rest an inch away from the side of Miles's sleeping bag. In her life, she had used her ass as a lure several times to great effect. But this was one instance where the man taking the bait would be a bad thing.
Lying there, on her side, in the dark... It was surreal and mind-warping for Hannah to be waiting in this position. She believed her son was still awake, but she couldn't be sure. If he rolls over, you can catch him in the act, she thought.
But what Hannah felt next wasn't her son's weight turning over in his bag. Instead, she felt a delicate tapping on her upper butt cheek. It was her son's finger.
"Mom. Mom." Miles's whisper filled the tent. It grew louder. "Mom. Mom?"
He's testing to see if you're awake... Or he could be trying to wake you? Hannah thought. She stayed still, and it was difficult to breathe slowly when she was bordering on screaming. She questioned what her son would try next or when he would attempt it. All of a sudden, his sleeping bag crinkled and Hannah's eyes shot open. She exhaled silently, as the tip of her son's erection pressed into the side of her sleeping bag.
For an agonizing minute, Hannah waited. Miles hadn't moved at all since making contact. Did he get comfortable and decide to drift off to sleep this way? Hannah planned on busting him, but it was hard to do if he wasn't even moving.
That soon changed. But not in the way Hannah expected. Huh...
He had pulled his body away. His hips had slid back on his pad and stayed away. Maybe he just wanted a taste without risking long-term exposure?
But, seconds later, she felt his cocktip applying light pressure through her sleeping bag against her ass again. Again, he held it still for a minute and then pulled away.
You little shit... Hannah thought. When it dawned on her, she almost admired her son's cleverness. HE was baiting HER. Miles had her cold and "asleep," and his groin was now the best space heater in the tent.
Why her son wanted to lure her farther into his sleeping space, Hannah didn't know. He had access to her butt where it was now. Hannah knew she could bust him, but the human instinct to get to the bottom of a mystery prevented her from speaking up just yet. What was his game?
The worst-case scenario was Hannah would end up in the same position she did the night before. If so, she could simply roll out of it -- either pretending to turn in her sleep or, more preferably, by confronting him. Either way, the risk was small.
So, curiously, the mother played along. She reacted as she would naturally in her sleep. She arched her spine and slid backward until she felt resistance.
Holy fuck, dude, it's happening again! You fucking did it. Miles celebrated as he watched and listened to his mom search for his warm body in the dark. Her nylon bag stretched tightly around her curved ass as it protruded more into his sleeping space. Miles couldn't wait any longer.
Hannah struggled not to squirm while her son took advantage of the minimal pressure she had applied to his groin. She felt herself become the little spoon to his larger body, as his muscular quads leaned into her angled back. She could feel the entire length of his hard shaft cozying up to her ass.
Her logical brain was telling her to sit up and catch him red-handed. But she wanted to chase the mysterious thread. It was virtually impossible to stop him before uncovering his plan.
Miles, though, had no master plan. He had only thought as far as opening the window. Everything else he was making up as he went along. All he wanted was to enjoy his mom in any way and every way possible without waking her.
Sensing her son's cock on her ass was stressful. Hannah knew her breathing was far from that of a sleeping person's. Just relax, she thought. You know you can end it whenever you need to. It doesn't matter what he's doing right now. It doesn't matter what he does next. Because you can stop him.
Hannah relaxed her muscles. Allowing her butt and body to settle into her son's frame was strange, but it did help her feel less anxious. She was able to breathe better.
Although, Miles seemed intent on testing her stress levels. Spooning his mom was incredible, but tonight he was feeling more lewd than romantic.
There was a new finger tap against Hannah's butt. Miles, if I were awake, you'd know it by now, Hannah thought, sarcastically. She then felt another tap, which was more of a poke or jab. Still, she held steady.
She's deep asleep... And her body doesn't care... Miles's brain was on fire. He was no longer thinking straight, he was only thinking of his dream. He worked up the courage to try something he wanted ever since he caught his mom's ass in his hands. He wanted to flex his cock against her.
Hannah's eyes flew open in the dark, but she quickly closed them. No fucking way! Her glutes twitched from the erection jabbing her muscle and fat. I can't believe he risked doing that. I can't believe he fucking did it while I slept!
Emboldened by his mom's stillness, Miles went for the wonderful, sexy experience again. He flexed harder.
Hannah's mouth opened in bewilderment. Was this her son's end goal or merely the beginning?
In the cold air, Miles was sweating from his brow. Hot blood coursed through his damp body and his brain bathed in hormonal chemicals. Dude, she's not gonna wake up, he told himself.
Hannah knew men. She knew her horny son would test his luck again. But that insight didn't change how nerve-racking this was. It was like waiting for a viper to strike.
OOOF! Hannah suddenly jolted forward. She tensed up before landing back down against her son's cock, prepared for him to use his hip muscles again. As her firm ass grazed his bulge, she felt him instinctively flex into her. Reflexively, her butt loosened and tightened again, acknowledging it.
Miles gyrated his hips and rubbed his hardon across her ass.
Woah... Hannah breathed. She never expected a move so bold. Miles was either working on "settling in"... Or he was masturbating. Hannah thought, He wouldn't dare...
But before she knew it, a soft crinkling filled the tent and her son was gone. She no longer sensed his body behind her. Hannah thought, He's playing that bait game again. He already can put his entire dick on me, what the hell else does he want me to move back for?
Rather than draw out the game, Hannah slid deeper into her son's sleeping area. Soon she was halfway onto her son's open sleeping bag, but he wasn't there. What the hell?
It was then when Hannah heard a soft metallic noise by her head. Then she felt a rush of cold air on her moist back. The mother clenched her eyes shut to avoid opening them in a panic. She knew what her son was doing, but she didn't want to believe it. The unzipping stopped once her ass and upper thighs were exposed to the incoming breeze.
Without even bothering to tap test with his fingers, Miles returned to his spooning position. He marveled at how far back his mom had moved. It was like she was in bed with him.
If he's doing what I think, he's never gonna see the light of day again, Hannah bit. She was prepared to roll over at any moment. Her son was trying to masturbate on her, and she had proof beyond a reasonable doubt. She was going to ruin his night -- and likely many other days as well.
Blissfully unaware, Miles pushed his throbbing erection into his mom's butt. "Ahhh," he moaned softly. Only two thin layers of soft underwear separated his cockhead from his mom's perfect flesh.
For the first time, Hannah felt more than the pressure and general shape of her son's dick on her ass. She now felt the heat, pulsation, rigidity, and defined sculpting of his cock. The experienced wife and mother didn't like her son's odds of restraining himself.
Oh, man. Oh, man! Miles rubbed and circulated his dick. He savored the pleasure, warmth, and intimacy he had been missing due to the sleeping bag. The tissue of his mom's butt cheeks seemed to mold around his shaft as he slowly gyrated. Each time he slipped inside the valley of her crack he felt a change in heat and sweat.
Hannah let her son continue on a short leash. She realized he'd likely fly too close to the sun, but for now, he still had time to calm himself down and settle in. He wasn't going nearly hard enough to get off.
Pretending to be asleep became a greater and greater challenge. Her son's speed and motion increased. His breathing grew louder and his applied force bolder. Hannah always told herself horny men couldn't be trusted. She knew it went double for young men, whose cocks were even more eager.
Once she began to rock nonstop, Hannah ran out of excuses for her child. You idiot, she cursed herself. She needed a complete answer, and she had found one. Hannah had been willing to let him get away with a lot... A LOT. She gave him every chance to avoid her having to confront him and permanently change their relationship. But using her body to masturbate was far beyond the line.
Fuck, Hannah cringed, this is gonna suck. She prepared to roll over, knowing it was time. Still, she stayed on her side. Give him one last chance, Hannah thought, because once you "wake up" there's no turning back. Nothing will ever be the same again.
The friction and power continued to the point where Miles was undeniably grinding on her. Hannah began a thirty-second countdown to roll over. But as Hannah got to twelve seconds, Miles, seeking more leverage and contact, placed his hand on the top of her thigh.
Are you fucking kidding me?! Hannah couldn't believe it. The beauty of her "just roll over" plan was that all she had to do was hazily roll onto her back and open her eyes. She could pretend she had just woken up and caught him. But now, with him holding her leg, there was no way she could roll over believably. And now that she thought about it, with how she was breathing, there was no fucking way she could sound like she had just woken up.
Hannah imagined what her husband would say if he came back to the tent and saw this. She wondered if Miles would even stop for that. I don't think so...



Be it paranoia or coincidence, Hannah swore voices were approaching from the distance. Shit! A wave of terror shot from Hannah's ankles through her thighs and to her neck. She was terrified by her son's desire. She was terrified over missing her chance to bust him. She was terrified by how their relationship would change moving forward. And she was terrified by her husband and his friends coming back to the tents.
Oh, god... The walls of the tent closed in. Breathing was difficult and it was even harder to think. She didn't know what to do, but her body seemed to decide for her.
The sweat on Miles's forehead ran down his eyebrows. His groin was damp and his hands were trembling. "Ohhh," he gently grunted again and again. When his mom's thick butt suddenly pushed back into his erection and flexed, he nearly lost his load. Oh fuck, that's nice! Miles responded by bucking his hips forward while he grinded.
Hannah knew she had already let her son get too far along. That much was clear. And she sensed her husband coming back. Ironically, the safest solution to her mess was to let her son finish as quickly as possible. Hannah flexed her ass again, giving him the pressure he needed. He's already doing fucking doing it, she reasoned. Stopping him now won't undo anything... It'd just leave him in a crazy state.
The voices outside sharpened. They were not a figment of imagination. The echoing on rocks and trees made it impossible to tell how far away they were. But they were there.
Inside the tent, Hannah could smell, hear, and feel how hard her son was working to get off. The mother had been in a position like this enough times to know Miles could only make so much progress by himself. She flexed again. This time, however, she didn't release. She held her position and slowly wiggled her ass into Miles's cock.
The challenge for Hannah was timing her rhythm and skilled movements while pretending to be deep in slumber -- while in reverse position. Not that Miles noticed the nuances of his mom's performance. He was simply spellbound by the intensely sexual experience of his mom grinding into him. He gripped her thigh harder and delivered a series of forceful thrusts.
She's grinding too, Miles laughed to himself... Now if she wakes up, you can just say you were sleep-grinding like she was. Still, Miles tried not to be jarring enough to wake her.
I can't fucking believe I'm doing this for him... Hannah gritted her teeth. Only her shoulders and feet were in her sleeping bag. The rest of her body was in her son's. As the voices outside grew louder, Hannah rubbed and wiggled more against her son's cock. Any day now, Miles...
Miles whimpered and groaned softly. He wanted to cum so fucking bad. And to add to his lucky night, his mom was now squeezing his hand on her thigh, giving him an even firmer hold. She began rubbing so strongly that Miles had to fight back with equal force to avoid being driven into the tent wall.
It had been over two minutes since Hannah had joined in, and even with leveraging her feet and legs, she couldn't provide enough force or circumference of movement. All the while, Miles was only doing as much as he could "without waking" her.
Ugh! The voices were clear enough where Hannah could hear her husband and friends stumble close to camp. She was frustrated and nervous.
Miles was lost in his mind, precariously trying to masturbate. There were no voices outside or any life outside of the tent. He was more turned on than he had ever been in his life, and he craved sweet relief -- followed by the safety of being off of his mom's ass for the night. C'mon, dude! She's even rubbing it for you.
"You're never going to finish like that. You have to go faster."
Time stopped. Miles froze. His mind went blank. He stared into the void of darkness.
In an exasperated tone, Hannah briskly added, "Let's go. Fucking hurry up."
"Wait. What?" Miles breathed loudly. He wasn't sure if he was hallucinating.
"Oh my god..." Hannah shook her head. She patronizingly reached behind her, took both of her son's wrists, and placed them on the sides of her waist. "Your dad's coming back. Just do what you need to do already."
This can't be real, the son thought. He was hesitant. He had no idea what was going on, and he couldn't think straight. He bucked cautiously into her ass once, testing her reaction. His mom dug her ass into his lap much harder and wiggled her hips welcomingly.
"Let's fucking go, Miles. I'm not playing around. You have thirty seconds."
He had no idea how this was happening, but he desirously went for it. Miles started grinding and smearing his cock in the same way he had been -- but without limitations. The harder he thrust and rubbed, the more his mom reciprocated. "I- I don't think I can go any faster than I was," he panted.
"Why not?"
Miles said bluntly, "I think I'm gonna cum."
Hannah lifted her head from her pillow. She, too, was panting. "What do you mean? You're afraid to cum? What the hell else would you be doing this for?"
"I, umm..." Miles had dreamed of cumming against his mom earlier, but now she was conscious of it, he was intimidated and unsure of himself. He was afraid of somehow doing it wrong. "I..."
Hannah slammed her hand down in angst. She scream-whispered, "I don't care, Miles! There's no time. You're horny and you need to cum. Just do it. Go faster!"
Miles was in a fever. He pulled his mom's waist into his body as tight as he could and grinded fiercely. Her body felt sturdy in his hands, and the soft underwear helped his flesh glide over her round cheeks. The reverse position was unnatural, but it didn't change how intensely Miles exerted himself. "Almost there," he panted. His mom's ass was making a meal of his hard cock.
Hannah jolted and rocked on her side. Her son's hands were gripping and repositioning every few seconds, seeking that extra ounce of pressure, and she did her best to adjust her movements and hold her rhythm. She could tell it was working. She could hear it in his grunts. "C'mon. You can do it. Hurry."
When her son's hands locked up in hers and his body began to spasm, Hannah exhausted her energy supply with one final burst of deep gyrations against her son's heavy shaft. The hard cock twitched.
"Ahhhhh!!!" Miles bit into his sleeping bag to muffle his moans. "Uuuumppphhhh!"
Hannah was wide awake and dead still as she felt her son throb and pump, with his beating cockhead wedged in her buttcrack. Through the two layers of delicate fabric, Hannah felt the ropes of cum fire at her ass before gathering in a hot puddle in her son's underwear.
Miles gasped for air, but he had to continue rubbing. There was still some of his dense load waiting in his balls and he desperately needed to get it out.
The long orgasm wasn't a surprise to Hannah. With how pent up her son had to be, of course tapping him out wouldn't be simple. Quickly, she squeezed her glutes and began deliberately rubbing her ass up and down her son's cumming cock. She could feel him spurt again into the mushy puddle while he moaned. When his hand finally slipped from her waist and crinkled behind her, Hannah knew Miles had truly finished.
There was a brief quiet, filled with heavy breathing. It was over, and Hannah had no interest in having a conversation. She rolled off of her son and kicked her way onto her sleeping pad. She was sweating, she could hear him panting, but she knew they were both ready to sleep. She emotionlessly ordered, "Zip up my sleeping bag three-quarters of the way. Leave the window open."
Holy shit... Miles was spinning, and it dawned on him that his mom had been awake for some time. He did as she asked. He zipped his window and her sleeping bag. Then he used the soft, damp inside of his sleeping bag to wipe off his dick and underwear. Looking at the back of his mom's head, Miles couldn't tell if she was annoyed, angry, relaxed, or what. "Uh... Thanks, Mom. Goodnight."
In a neutral tone, Hannah replied, "Zip up your sleeping bag a little and turn the other way. Goodnight."
A few minutes later, Ken climbed into the tent. Even though Hannah had no business falling asleep, her exhaustion overcame her churning thoughts.
11 *****
When Miles woke up, he was alone in the tent. His parents were already out and active.
The chatter around the campfire was louder and more charged, as tonight was the night of the comet. The mom and son barely acknowledged each other over breakfast. Hannah didn't know what to say -- as talking about how hard it is to wash dried cum from her thermal underwear didn't seem like a great conversation starter.
As everyone finished eating and started heading back to their respective tents, Hannah was ready to speak to her son.
Just by looking at her posture, Miles knew she wanted to speak to him. "Hey," he swallowed. Uncertainty and embarrassment choked his voice. He saw the way his mom wore a cute tank and fresh shorts, but he stopped himself from staring.
Admirably, Hannah asked her son with grace, "What were you thinking?" She watched her son's head fall and his frustrated fingers tug on his wavy hair.
"I don't know. I just wanted to sleep that way with you again, and then... Yeah, I guess I let my hormones take over."
"Why did that happen?" Hannah was direct but not judgmental. After her supporting role last night, how could she be?
"Well..." Miles huffed, "I was really scared but I couldn't stop. You're really attractive and I can't stop my mind and body from acting that way around you. I..." Miles shook his head then politely turned the tables. "Why did you let it happen?"
Hannah expected he'd ask, and she was prepared to answer. "I had a theory that you had... "helped things along" the other night. And I wanted to find out if it was true. Obviously, I didn't think my plan through all the way -- I ended up just escalating everything. And by the time I realized what you were doing with me, I heard your dad coming back. So, I had to choose between letting you finish quickly or risk letting you sleep next to me all night, blue-balled, with your dad in the tent."
"I tried to go as long as I could without saying anything," Hannah added.
"Oh." Miles didn't know how to respond. He was still confused about how she had let him go so far. He shook his head, and with a hint of smartness, the son tried to lighten the mood. "Well, I'm glad you helped me finish. Thank you."
Hannah opened her mouth and then cocked her head. Really, that's it? No more questions? She thought. Her son looked content and satisfied with the short talk, and Hannah was relieved. She embraced her son's return to joking around like normal -- well, more or less. She smiled back. "You're welcome. Consider it a thank you gift for looking out for me last night."
Miles chuckled, and Hannah slipped away to help gather the gear.
----
The day of hiking began with a rigorous ascent up a ridge, followed by a gradual downward slope into a luscious, green valley. After a water break, Miles and Hannah found themselves hiking next to each other again.
Hannah was cognizant of his eyes. Her black tank top and shorts complemented her skin tone. And back when she was climbing ahead of him on the steep ridge, she didn't need to turn around to know Miles was ogling her ass the whole time. In light of everything that had happened, it was innocent and negligible behavior.
"So... Was your book last night really about a woman murdering her husband's boss on a hiking trip?"
"Hmm?" Hannah blinked. It was the first time either of them had spoken since camp. "Oh," she shook her head. "Hah! I honestly don't know. It could be. I'm only on page twenty-seven."
Soon, the mom and son were back to talking effortlessly.
After more than an hour of her son eyeing her chest and face, Hannah decided she earned the right to ask him a question. While his staring didn't make her uncomfortable, she recognized her question could make him rather so. But, for some reason, Hannah felt confident. She trusted Miles to be open and forthcoming. "So, I have to know... When did you first start viewing me sexually? Has it been a year or two? Or is it from back when you hit puberty? Or what?"
"Uhh..." Miles chuckled. He blushed from the freedom and acceptance he felt from his mom's question, as well as because of his answer. "It's only been two days."
"Hmm? No, no," Hannah smiled. "Not when you first tried to do something sexual with me, I mean when you first got 'that feeling' inside you when looking at me."
"Yeah, two days. It was when you slipped on that rock and I caught you," Miles said. "I always knew you were beautiful, but I didn't, like, you know... have a reaction to it until then."
Hannah stopped marching and stammered. "Wha... Wow..." His answer had fazed her. "That's... surprising." Hearing her son call her beautiful made her lips curl, but she was mainly astonished. "I never would've guessed that. I expected it would've been ingrained in you for a long time. Definitely unique." She shook her head.
Miles became nervous. With a downcast voice, he asked, "Do you think I'm weird for it? Like, for having that sexual feeling?" His mom huffed and mused with her cheeks.
Oh boy... Hannah scratched her head. She knew his feelings were perfectly normal, but she was afraid of opening Pandora's box by normalizing them. As a mother, though, she had an obligation to do what was best for her son. And she knew invalidating his attraction would have far worse consequences. "Uh, no. I don't think it's weird. It's natural for you to feel this way. It's one of those things where, as a parent, you know and accept it as -- or should know -- it's a possibility. Still... You never expect it to happen to you."
"Really?" Miles exhaled. "It's natural? Why? Why do people say it's an embarrassing taboo, then? And you knew this could happen?"
"It's-" The box was slowly folding open. "It's- umm. It is considered taboo. But, yeah, it's common." Hannah uncharacteristically stumbled over her words. "I don't know why it's natural, per se. I just- A lot of people out there have, or have had, that attraction. And when you're a parent, if you do a little research, you'd know your son or daughter could possibly have those feelings. So... No, you shouldn't think you're weird for it."
Call it a strange suspicion, but Miles had enough confidence to boldly ask, "Did you feel that way toward Pop?"
Hannah stuttered on her step. She looked up at her son. Maybe it was how interested he was in her answer? Or maybe it was because she had found peace in opening up to him yesterday? Either way, Hannah was willing to confide in him. "I did."
Miles's jaw dropped and his eyes were like saucers. He didn't know what to do with the information.
Hannah was equally as surprised. It was the first time she had ever told anyone. It was her darkest secret, and now that it was released, it seemed so trivial. She felt light and free. Years of pent-up frustration seemed to evaporate in an instant.
Hannah looked at Miles and saw his stunned admiration. Her secret, which had been like an animal locked deep inside her -- embarrassing, degrading, and eating her for all these years -- now felt like a validated and interesting part of who she was. With a proudly guilty smile, she confirmed, "Yeah, I did feel that way about him when I was younger."
"Woah! Seriously?" For Miles, it was the best news possible.
"Yep!" Hannah nodded.
"Did you ever do anything with him?"
As she walked briskly down the trail, Hannah waffled her head and raised her eyebrows. "Nope. Not really."
"Oh. Why not?"
Good question, Hannah thought, heart-stricken. "Because he never made a move. It's always easier for the guy to make the move. Just look at how easy you had it. You were only interested in me for two days," Hannah shook her head. "My dad had years to work with... and he never tried. He either never figured it out that I wanted him, or he just wasn't interested in his daughter."
jeez... Miles picked at his dirty fingers. He felt sorry for his mom. "I get how guys can make women respond faster. Like, the first night in the tent, I made that happen by myself. But last night... That couldn't have happened if you didn't help me out. I mean, we wouldn't have done any of that," he admitted. "Did you ever try helping out Pop, like giving him a chance to do something with you? Like you did for me?"
"Oh, hell, yes!" Hannah chuckled and scoffed at the sky. "Back in high school, I used to let him 'accidentally' catch me in bras around the house. I'd sit close to him on the couch. And I'd let him find my thongs in his suitcases when he went away on business -- due to 'laundry mistakes'. Believe me, I tried a lot of tactics."
Miles was amazed at the risks she had taken, and how she was fine talking about them. "Do you still wish you could hook up with him?"
"Umm... I'm not interested anymore. He's gettin' up there, hah! But," Hannah shrugged and spoke candidly, "I think it would've been a lot of fun for both of us, for many years. I know he would have loved it. Maybe it would've kept us closer."
"I think he would've loved it, too," Miles flirted.
Hannah dismissed him with a playful shake of the head.
"So, what about Nan?"
"Hmm? What about her?"
"Like, what was supposed to happen with her in your dream scenario with Pop?"
Hannah became perplexed. "Honestly, I never thought about it. I guess I always thought, He's my dad, how is it cheating? I was already his, you know? We all lived together, so it's not like she had to go anywhere."
"Huh," Miles listened and tugged his sweaty shirt from his abs. The fact that his mom had tried to seduce and fuck her dad was driving him up the wall. "Is there anything you wish you did differently to get him to hook up with you?"
"Why?" Hannah peered skeptically at him. "Are you trying to glean ideas?"
"No, no. I was just curious," Miles held up his hands, defensively. "I don't think me walking around in a bra and thong will get me anywhere."
"You're probably right," Hannah laughed into the trees. It was surreal how cool she was about her son's attraction. These should have been landmine topics, but her words flowed smoothly, and she was easily connecting with him through their shared experience.
"It must have sucked -- having to go all those years with nothing happening. I wish it had worked out for you."
"Thank you. And, yeah, no kidding." Hannah watched her brown boots meet the gray dirt. And she began to unpack more of emotional baggage. "I can say, I coped with it the best I could. I really did. I masturbated to a lot of daddy-daughter porn. I read erotic stories about it. I kept photos of him. I did all sorts of things."
Hannah looked up to her side and could see in Miles's eyes he was dying to hear more. Exercising her past demons was therapeutic beyond belief, and her son was proving to be a great listener. So, Hannah shared her more sensational secrets. "I even struck up a relationship with my Uncle Bruce, my dad's brother. That was the craziest thing I did."
"WHAT?" Miles halted. His face twitched like his brain was about to explode. He could barely process what his mom had just said. She had to be pranking him.
His response caused Hannah to beam with pride. She was delighted by his acceptance. "Yep." She nodded with her round face. "He looked a lot like my dad. And, being his brother, he was the next best thing. Back when I was at UNH, I was home one weekend -- I think Labor Day weekend -- and I noticed him checking me out at the family barbeque. So, I gave him the telephone number to reach me in my dorm."
"Just like that?!" Miles exclaimed. "You told him to call you for sex?"
"Noooo. No, no, no," Hannah snickered. "My uncle was staring at me. That's not a guarantee he wanted to bang me. Besides, even if he wanted to, it didn't mean he could go through with having sex with his brother's daughter. I think I just told him, since he lived close to campus we should talk more. I figured if he was interested, things would take their natural course."



"What happened next?"
"He called me the day I got back to campus," Hannah burst out laughing. Miles joined her. "As it turned out, all I had to do was say a couple of flirty things during the phone call and he invited me over for dinner that weekend."
"That's nuts." Miles hid his erection in his mesh shorts. He was looking at his mom much differently, and it only increased his arousal. He teased her, "Why don't you still see him?"
"Not surprisingly, a fifty-year-old guy, who tried to get his nineteen-year-old niece 'wine drunk' to sleep with her, ended up making some poor life decisions. He bottomed out somewhere out West."
"Eeek..." That wasn't the glamorous reason Miles had hoped for. "Honestly, he sounds like a creep. Did he ever do anything, like..."
"Oh, no. He never did anything bad to me. He was just kind of a deadbeat. I knew that. He had this crummy, one-bedroom apartment in the suburbs. He cleaned it when I came over, which I appreciated," Hannah jokingly defended. "Looking back on it, yeah, the wine thing was disturbing. But at the time I thought it was funny."
"Oh, I see. And why was him trying to 'wine you up' for sex funny?"
"Well... One, I had a poor taste in men back then. And two, I was there to seduce and have sex with him. I guess it was funny to me because he didn't even need the wine."
"You were on a mission, hah! Was he good in bed?" Being able to ask a question like that felt like a new superpower for Miles.
"Oh, umm..." Hannah reflected, trying not to think about whether it was appropriate to answer or not. "At some things yes, some things no. We hooked up almost every weekend for a while, so, yeah, he got a lot better. I think it had more to do with him looking like my dad, to be honest."
In her mind, Hannah went back to her dormitory room during her sophomore year of college. The electric feeling she had inside her was unforgettable, as she got ready to visit her Uncle Bruce's apartment for the first time. It was Saturday, and he had invited her over for dinner earlier in the week. Given the countless rejections and missed opportunities she had endured with her father, Hannah was determined not to let this, the ultimate consolation prize, slip through her fingers.
She had spent all day meticulously applying makeup, brushing her dark gold hair, and settling on a cute wardrobe. She rolled the dice by going braless in an olive green, knitted tank top. The cropped tank hugged her skin and left her tan stomach and most of her chest uncovered. With her high-cut jean shorts, she wore white Adidas sneakers and a black choker necklace. Hannah's attire was beyond inappropriate for a dinner at her uncle's apartment, and she wanted him to know it.
The metal door to room 4B was dented and worn, befitting the sketchy apartment building. When Hannah knocked and her Uncle Bruce opened the door, he jolted and stammered. Hannah hugged him for a long time before he invited her inside. As the niece ran her eyes over the shag carpeting and wood paneling of the sparse and stained one-bedroom apartment, she swooned over how cool it was that he had his own apartment. She flirted that women had to like coming over since he always had the place to himself.
Bruce then asked Hannah if she was ready for dinner. He served a plate of entirely pre-made food from the grocery store -- which was probably for the best. There was no kitchen table. They sat on barstools and ate at the counter. Their general conversation, and even some snippets of dialogue, were forever imprinted in Hannah's memory.
"So... Did ya tell your parents you were comin' to visit me? They know you came here?"
That question was clearly important to her uncle. Hannah shrugged. "I never tell my parents what I'm up to when I'm away at school. So, no, they don't know I'm here."
"Oh. Say, do you want any wine with your meal? I got a new bottle."
Hannah turned him down. And then again another one or two times. She mentioned how wine made her feel dull, and she liked feeling high-energy.
"You look beautiful tonight, Hannah," Bruce complimented. He quickly justified, "It's my job as an uncle to tell my niece what a beautiful young lady she's turnin' into. I feel bad for not sayin' somethin' when you came in."
"Aww, thank you. I'm flattered!" Hannah felt goosebumps. "I don't know if it's my job as a niece to tell you, but you're getting more handsome with age, too."
"Jeez, I sure hope so," her uncle blushed. "Is that, um, that number you're wearing there... Is that what ya usually wear every day? The boys on campus would be crazy not to be chasin' you."
He was captivated by her appearance, and Hannah was excited her gamble had paid off. She smiled. "Believe it or not, I don't dress like this on campus. I bought this top at the mall this week after you invited me over."
"Kaahhk!" Bruce choked and coughed on a mouthful of food. It was one of the proudest moments of Hannah's life. "'Scuse me. Um. You're sayin' you bought that shirt to wear to dinner? With me...?" He was equally aroused and confused. "Or you mean ya happened onto it in the store and just chose to wear it?"
His horny eyes inspired Hannah to invent a fascinating tale. "Yeah, I bought it for our dinner tonight. Like... Okay... I know this might seem weird... But last year, whenever I went with friends to bars off-campus, I noticed how men over forty wanted sex, but they'd never take me out on dates. And I also realized I always cooked for guys I was dating, but they'd never do it for me. Basically, my dating life has been unfair in a bunch of ways, haha! Anyway... So, I promised myself that if a guy over forty ever asked me out, or if a guy ever cooked for me, I'd wear something more... exciting, I guess?" she lured. "Now, I know you're my uncle and you never said this was a date... But since, technically, this is the first time an older guy has asked me to dinner... and also the first time a guy cooked for me... I thought it'd be funny to honor the promise I made. And, obviously, I had some good 'dating an older guy' tops and some good 'guy cooking for me' tops. But I guess I have a weird sense of humor, haha! I decided I needed an 'older guy cooking me dinner' top."
Her uncle's response was muttered under his shallow breath and impossible to hear. As dinner wound down, Hannah asked him, "So, did you have anything else planned for the evening?"
"Well, I only thought about dinner... But don't feel the need to rush out of here," he assured. "You've only been here for half an hour. You drove all this way, right? Maybe, ya know, we can go out and do something together? You said you're already dressed for a date..." He chuckled to play off his joke, which was no joke.
Of everything Hannah said that night, she remembered saying verbatim, "True, I planned on visiting for at least a couple of hours. Going out with you seems like a lot of fun, but, honestly, I don't think it would be appropriate for me to walk around in public dressed like this, heh. We should just stay in and find something to do together."
The uncle's grizzled face was beet red, and he offered a tour of the apartment. The two-minute "tour" started in the bathroom, where Hannah complimented the "cozy" shower, then it went to the living room, where they had just eaten, and it ended in the bedroom, where Hannah acknowledged the bare walls.
She was about to rib her uncle over his lack of decor, but then she noticed small thumbtack holes in the wood paneling. She meandered through the small room and peeked into her uncle's closet, where she found a stache of hastily rolled-up posters.
"Hey, don't touch those. Those aren't-"
Ignoring her uncle, Hannah started unraveling the collection of Playboy and adult film posters on the lumpy mattress. She asked her deflated uncle, "Did you take all of these down just because I was coming over?"
"Yes," he sank, frigidly.
"You definitely shouldn't have done that."
"Wha- No? Why? You don't mind posters like them?"
A nineteen-year-old Hannah quickly invented another narrative. "Uncle Bruce, can I tell you a secret? But you have to promise to keep it between us and not tell my parents," she blushed. After he nodded steadily, Hannah claimed, "I've always wanted to be on a sexy magazine cover or on a poster like these. The idea of posing, and teasing, and being worshipped on some guy's wall... It's kind of a cool dream of mine." She remembered the effect her words had on her uncle.
"Jeez, that's -- Really? You should model for Playboy, then. I think you'd get in," he encouraged. "Please don't tell your parents I said that," he belly laughed.
"You can chill. I'm not gonna tattle on my uncle. Besides, we should be able to speak honestly with each other." Hannah unrolled the rest of the posters. "Do you really think Playboy is the way to go? These posters look like they're a lot more fun to make. They make the Playboy ones look a little vanilla."
"Really?" He watched her study the adult film posters. "Well, uh... jeez, Hannah, just so you know, those posters can get a little crazy. Just look at these. Some chicks wear lingerie. Some do full nudity. Some are even havin' sex. You'd have a lot to think about," he nervously laughed.
Her uncle seemed to be caught between flirting and fearing the moral boundary. Hannah thought it was hot. "Well, what girl doesn't love lingerie? Haha! But I don't see the point of making a poster like this and not doing full nudity." She pointed at a nude model in a sexy pose. "I envision doing something like that."
"That one!? Yeah, that there's a great one. You'd really do one like that, though? She's topless."
"Uh... Maybe? I mean, you're the expert. I imagine a poster being worthy of a wall like this," Hannah teased. She then described her vision, which was her describing the nude model on the DVD box of a daddy-daughter film she owned. "I'm thinking of a pose where I'm nude on a bed. And I'm on my knees -- kind of sitting on my heels. And I'm sideways to the camera, so I can stick my butt and chest out a little, but my face is turned square to the camera. And my hands are, like, up in my hair like hers are."
Her uncle was proving to be much more malleable than her dad. "That would be- Yeah, you should do one like that, for sure." He was mesmerized, gawking at her.
"Yeah? You think?!" Hannah perked up. But as soon as she smiled, her excitement fell. "I'll probably have to wait, though. I wanna do it, but I wanna make sure I nail it, you know? A professional photographer would be a little expensive for me right now. And some creepy volunteer from campus probably won't understand my vision."
"Ohhh, man," her uncle exhaled. "Shit, hah! Too bad I can't do it for ya. I know the look you're goin' for. And you would've gotten it for free!"
"Oh yeah! And then you'd get the poster, too!" Hannah grinned. "Why can't you do it for me?" She never forgot how her uncle's face turned to stone.
He shook his head like he had to be missing something obvious. "Well, Hannah... You're my big brother's daughter. You don't think it'd be strange if I took your naked picture and hung it up on my wall?"
"Why would it be weird? We're both adults. We're making art together. And I think we can make an amazing poster."
Her uncle stared at the wall desperately. He exuded arousal and eagerness, but he had to believe there was a misunderstanding somewhere. "Hannah, um- " he waved at the posters on his bed, "to be frank, I bought all them cuz they're my favorite women to... you know... rub off to. They're for sex ideas, not really 'artsy' reasons."
Hannah's heart pounded in her chest. "I know why you have them, Uncle Bruce. I want to make a poster that's so fucking hot that literally every guy who sees it will need to stop and jerk off to it. I just thought if I made it more artsy, it would stand out even more. But you're the collector and you're my uncle, so I should probably trust your opinion more than anyone else's. If my vision won't be sexy enough for a wall like yours then tell me what I need to do to make sure you'll wanna cum to it constantly," Hannah giggled and subtly trembled. "I'm open to anything you suggest."
Her Uncle Bruce was nearing a heart attack. "So, uh... You'd be open to anything you see on these posters? You'd be fine shootin' anything from them? Literally anything? Right here? With me?"
Hannah gazed over each poster. "Mm-hmm. I want to leave my comfort zone."
He hesitated and scratched his beard. "And you'd never tell anyone else about this? I don't wanna get in trouble with your parents."
By then, her uncle's erection was bulging in his jeans, and Hannah was having fun in control. She rolled her eyes. "Listen. We both know I'm going to get naked in here. And we both know you're going to take my photo. So, you might as well just tell me how we can make your dream poster."
"That. There." Bruce threw his finger at an adult film print. The actress was gripping a cock with one hand, and there was cum running down her chin. "If we, uh... If you do what she's doin' in there, but do it in the pose you talked about -- that'd be the sexiest thing you could do."
"Holy shit! That's so fucking dirty, haha! I'm in if you are!" Hannah gasped and squeezed her hands. "So, uh... What do you think would be the best way to make me look like her?"
"Well..." her uncle was shaking in his shoes, "there are plenty of ways to do that. But, uh, in that video there -- and in all the other hottest ones I've seen, which is what ya said you wanted -- the actress made her face look like that by using her, uh... by using her mouth. So, if you're truly settled on bein' as real and sexy as ya can, you'd have to be able to manage to give some head."
"Really...?" Hannah's pussy flooded. A bashful, vindicated smile formed as she tugged at her fingers. "Well, I think I can definitely manage to do that." She then watched her uncle's fascination as she lifted her top over her head, revealing her big boobs. "Fuck, Uncle Bruce, haha! This is hot! Go get your camera. And take your cock out already! Jesus, if you're gonna make me this horny, you better fuck me."
That last line was the other statement Hannah remembered down to the letter. Every other exchange was close to real, or simply how Hannah chose to remember it after all these years. She often wondered what happened to the dozens of posters she and her uncle had made together and pinned to his wall during their time together.
Miles could only imagine how his mom seduced her uncle that night. "Every weekend seems like a lot to hook up. Was he upset when you stopped seeing him?"
"Yeah, he was. But he understood. He gave me his Nikon as a thank you gift."
"He gave you a camera? That's an interesting break-up gift, hah. Weren't those really expensive back then? You must have rocked his world."
"I would certainly say so," Hannah matter-of-factly agreed. She then noticed that the white, sleeveless tee Miles was wearing was not the same shirt he had on during breakfast. Was he thinking if he showed off his muscles, I would just fawn all over him? Hannah thought, mockingly. That was exactly what Miles had been thinking.
"So, how did you go from banging your uncle to marrying dad in just a few years?" Still, Miles couldn't wrap his head around how his parents were together. He was hoping his mom would share more now.
Hannah took a heavy step down from a boulder and sighed. "I was going down a bad path. Junior year, I found my Uncle Bruce passed out drunk alone in his apartment. I had to stay the weekend to watch out for him. I got caught cheating on a test and nearly got expelled because I couldn't study for it. I just needed to get the hell away from that entire way of life. I had this shitty, shitty, SHITTY taste in men. It was getting ridiculous. All the guys who gave me that sexual thrill... They never understood me as a person. Plus, they were also always either unstable, or classic jerks or they weren't truly interested in me. Uncle Bruce, my dad, this professor I was banging freshman year, and now Sebastian. Ugh. So, I decided it was time to find a nice, stable guy and settle down. I had to stop chasing the thrill that kept getting me into trouble."
NOW it makes sense! Miles recontextualized his parents' relationship through this lens, and it was suddenly easy to understand. His mom was drowning, and his dad was a life raft. Maybe that view was a little harsh. Certainly, his mom was grateful for it. Although, she obviously missed the thrill of skinny dipping in the open ocean with a certain kind of guy. Maybe Miles could work on the metaphor later. All that mattered was it made sense.
It was remarkable how a woman as attractive and desirable as his mom couldn't find a guy who offered stability and thrill. Were those traits incompatible? Did guys only fall into one category or the other? Then again, Miles thought, you don't know as much about her as you thought you did... I've never had to deal with fucking my alcohol-addicted aunt before nearly getting expelled.
The mother and son had been so engrossed in their stories and feelings, they realized they had already been climbing uphill for some time. White-throated sparrows were singing from the alpine trees, which lined the tranquil mountain path.
After everything his mom had emotionally dug up, Miles decided to grant her space and let her enjoy the peace of the mountain. But he had two more questions first. "Mom, why are you okay with talking to me about all of this stuff? I'm happy you are. I like it. But I'm guessing Dad doesn't even know about it."
"No, he doesn't," Hannah arched her eyebrows and shrugged. She looked at Miles's sunlit face and considered her answer. "I had held onto those secrets for such a long time. Too long. And I knew I could trust you with them, and you can relate to them. Maybe they can help you in life."
"Oh," Miles nodded humbly. "One more question," he inhaled. "What's the real reason why you didn't stop me last night? Why did you help me?"
In her defense, Hannah didn't know the reason until moments ago. She sensed Miles could already guess at one of the reasons. "Me knowing how you felt in your position was certainly part of it. As a parent, you want to give your child a better life, a better parent, than you had. I knew how meaningful it would be for you, and I guess I wanted to be better than my parents. I wanted to feel what it was like to be the parent who'd do that for their child."
Miles weighed her words.
"Also, on a less wholesome note," Hannah followed, "I had just set down an erotic novel, I had just talked to some guy I banged about hotel sex, and -- listen, the context doesn't matter -- when you're letting a hard cock press into you, it's almost impossible not to have fun with it."
Miles slowed and stared blankly, taken aback by his mom's blunt and sexy truth.
Hannah walked ahead of her son and glanced back to add, "Plus, have I not always been a cool mom?" She winked.
12 *****
Hannah and Miles were quiet for a long stretch. They were focused on making up the time they had lost during their talk. When they found the rest of the hiking party, everyone was halfway through their water break.
Ken had simply assumed his wife or son had stopped to go to the bathroom and the other had waited. He and his friends were still abuzz talking about their plans for the comet -- as they likely would be until early in the morning when it passed overhead.
Sebastian stood up and addressed the group. After the close call last night, he avoided eye contact with Miles. "Alright, everyone! We've been blessed with another gorgeous day. We're making good time so far, and we should have more than enough time to set up for the comet." There was enthusiastic applause. "We should be approaching some falls soon, which should be the last chance to wash before you get home tomorrow night. I've been standing in the front of the line, so I have no clue who needs a bath or not." His joke got a mild reception. "So, finish drinking and eating your snacks, and then we'll get a move on."



----
The terrain was formidable over the following mile and a half. It was the toughest part of the trip by far. Two hours later, though, they were rewarded with the sight of a serene, cascading river. The "falls" were a series of small drops from when the moving river ran over boulders. It was beautiful in its own right. The natural basins along the banks made it a popular swimming hole for hikers.
"Hey, Miles, would you mind being our photographer?"
"Hmm? Hey, Aiden. Yeah, sure." Miles then took a photo of Aiden, his wife, and his small children overlooking the river. It was worthy of Christmas-card status.
Meanwhile, Hannah was digging through her pack and recovering her half-bar of soap. She kept it herself rather than relying on her husband to remember this time.
Soon, everyone was peeling off their sweaty hiking socks with satisfied grins. When Miles took his shirt off he detected two women eyeing his arms and chest. He enjoyed it. A barefoot Hannah noticed all of the other women wading in with their sports bras again. But, unlike yesterday, Hannah wasn't afraid of her son seeing her skin. It's not like you'll risk turning him on. It's a little late for that, she thought.
Hannah grinned at herself wryly, as her hands met the bottom of her tank. Like many other women at her gym, Hannah had hopped on the "black tights and colorful sports bra" trend. It was an easy way to feel confident and sexy while working out. However, it wasn't as conducive as swimwear as part of a hiker's life. If her husband had told her she'd have to bathe in front of all of his friends, she wouldn't have brought any of the sports bras she did. Alas, here she was.
She looked at Miles, who was dipping his feet in the water. Well, he'd stare no matter what. They, on the other hand... Hannah thought about her husband's male coworkers. Ironically, Hannah had no concern over her son watching her swim in her bright pink zip-up, but she would be irritated by the horde of testosterone-fueled plant workers ogling her while she tried to relax.
"This is definitely colder than yesterday," Miles anxiously smacked his hands together. They were at a higher altitude, and the water was crisper.
"Oh, yeah? Thanks for the heads up. I'll stay in my tank."
Like a balloon, Miles popped and deflated.
Hannah saw her gutted son curse himself. He knew she was joking around, right? You, dumb-dumb! She was about to make fun of her son for being so dense, but then she realized how odd it was for her to joke about how much of her chest she was going to show off. Instead of admitting she had been teasing him, Hannah acted along. "Actually, I shouldn't get this wet. I have to hike in it all day."
She unceremoniously squirmed out of her black tank. Predictably, Miles locked onto her shapely, pink bra and the accompanying cleavage. Hannah wasn't mad. If anything, she found his lack of restraint amusing. Like a magnet, haha! Well, he'll learn to be more subtle, she thought.
The mother joined her son at the bottom of the steep bank and they gasped their way into the frigid swimming basin.
Cleaning herself was much easier when she didn't have to struggle to hide her body under the water. Unfortunately, all of the other men in sight were also craning their necks like giraffes. Every time Hannah politely turned toward a Peeping Tom, the man acted as if he just happened to be staring in her direction.
As he had countless times before, Miles recognized the other men taking ganders at his mom. He couldn't complain, as he, too, was preoccupied with her beautiful presence in the river.
Hannah dealt with the barrage of aroused eyes, but once she met Sebastian's gaze and he silently whistled while shaking his head in a "You're so smoking hot" way, Hannah was fed up. She saw her son was finished with his hand bath. "Miles, do you wanna go down there to see those falls?"
The son picked up on the inflections in his mom's voice, as well as Sebastian's presence. He wanted to help her escape. Plus, she was soaking wet and half-naked... It wasn't like he'd be turning down any of her requests. "Yeah, let's do it."
Navigating downriver was tricky. The riverbed dropped steeply in some areas, and the middle current was fast enough to sweep somebody away. It was a lot of work just to go fifty yards to the lower falls. Even though the boulders weren't tall enough to cover her chest and face, Hannah was far enough away to avoid the lurking peripherals.
Not that visual privacy was Hannah's biggest craving, anyway. For two-and-a-half days, she had been forced to whisper a lot. Even on the trail alone with her son, she had to constantly guard her voice in case random hikers were coming up from behind or a hiker from the group was peeing in the woods. But now, in the loud, drowning rush of water, Hannah felt free and relaxed.
"Was Sebastian checking you out?" Miles had to speak up over the nearby fall crashing into foam. His mom nodded.
"Yeah..." Hannah used her outdoor voice, "He and everyone else with a Y chromosome."
Miles dropped his shoulders. "Sorry about that. I'm trying not to. I'm not used to seeing you like this."
Hannah got a kick out of her son's apology. "I wasn't referring to you. I was -- well, yes, you were doing it too. But I was referring more to the peanut gallery up there."
"Oh." Miles smiled and dunked his head underwater. The last twenty-four hours had been intense, and it was a pleasure to cool off. His wavy, caramel hair had straightened into a matted brown. "I'm glad this river's here. It was gross going to sleep that sweaty."
"Yep, it was." Hannah agreed. "That's another reason why you shouldn't have taken so long," she chided.
Emboldened, Miles smirked, "I could argue it's more your fault for not helping out sooner."
"OH...?!" Hannah's lips and eyelids flew open. She was taken aback and almost impressed by her son's audacity. "Is that how you see it? I would've thought, after everything I told you earlier, you'd realize how frickin lucky you are. I had every right to throw you out of that tent, mister."
"Thinking back on it, you probably should've. Because of what you let me do, my thermal pants are now ruined," he sighed, wistfully.
Hannah struggled to catch her breath while laughing. "I see. Wow... I guess I was a horrible mom last night. I caused all of those terrible things to happen to you."
"Alright... Maybe I'm being too harsh. I will admit, it was kind of cool of you to let me finish against you like that." Shit. Instantly, Miles knew his hormone-doused brain had gone too far.
"Just 'kind of' cool?" His giggling mom placed her hands on her hips indignantly. "The first time I worked up the courage to make a move on my dad, I let him 'catch me' walking naked to the shower. And do you know what he did? He bought me a bathrobe for Christmas. A bathrobe. You had a crush on me for two days -- Two. Days. -- and I let you jizz in your pants against me. Most parents would never condone any flirting at all. But I did that for you. But, yeah, sure, say it was just 'kind of' cool of me."
Miles couldn't believe had not only gotten away with that joke, but his mom liked it. "I wasn't even flirting with you last night. If I was really interested in you, I'd let you catch me in my bras around the house and I'd put my underwear in your luggage."
"Fair enough," Hannah said. "Well, eventually, when all of those methods fail and you give up, let me know. I'll tell your Uncle Vince you want him to cum in you every weekend while you're away at school to help you cope."
"Ugh!" The eighteen-year-old cringed and squirmed in laughter, as he dunked his head in the cold water. "I seriously hope I don't cope that way." Miles splashed his mom and she splashed him back.
The mom and son horsed around in the river. They sniped each other with well-timed splashes and grabbed at each other's arms and legs until they could hardly breathe.
As Hannah took a moment to collect herself, she proudly admired the human she created and raised. Miles was a strong, intelligent, and capable young man. She was happy to see him smiling and enjoying himself because she knew this weekend could've been a drag for him. Gesturing with her arms, she motioned at the natural water park and swimming hole. "So... Tell me this isn't better than going to that lame pool party back home."
Half-seriously, Miles weighed the question. "Hmm. Well, based on a rumor I heard, I'm going to miss Becky Laurelson climbing out of the pool tonight in a string bikini. And her boobs are amazing. So, I won't know if this was better until I text Landon tomorrow and people's feeds."
I could've stuck up for him at home, Hannah thought. I should've stuck up for him at home and told Ken not to pull him into this. Hannah tried to make herself feel as guilty as possible and responsible for her son's happiness. But she knew the real reason for the idea that popped into her head, and she knew the real reason why she was having such a blast playing with her son in the water.
The firm-bodied mother stood on her toes on the rocky riverbed and scanned her surroundings. She then got her son's attention by flashing a daring smile he had never seen before.
Miles was struck by the unrecognizable, reckless look in his mom's speckled, green eyes. A jolt ran under the sides of his jaw and made his mouth feel fuzzy. She looked like her familiar and bubbly self, yet like someone else.
When Hannah was certain she had his attention, she touched her index finger to her kissed lips, telling him to "Shhh."
Blindly, Miles obeyed to be quiet. He then watched as his mom walked backward against the current until her upper thighs were surrounded by the white suds of the crashing fall. Miles was no less befuddled, but when his mom arched her soft-angled eyebrows suggestively, he felt a lump in his throat.
In a snap, Hannah dropped and vanished beneath the bubbling water.
Ok... Miles was slightly nervous. His mom had disappeared only five feet from the rocky face of the waterfall and only ten feet from where the current could sweep her away. He chose to trust her judgment, and he waited second by second.
Suddenly, Hannah shot out of the water gasping loudly. She quickly sank back down to her waist, keeping her head lower than the height of the fall behind her.
"Holy fuck," Miles mouthed. He never wanted to close his dilated eyes. With her back against the thin wall of water, her hands on the sides of her wet, darkened hair, and her deep green eyes proudly smiling, his mom looked at him. Her nose crinkled as she wore a flirtatious, self-congratulatory grin.
Yet, it was the minor change below her lively face that impacted Miles the most. He ogled the way his mom's large, firm, pillowy breasts spilled tantalizingly out of her pink sports bra. Her tits were immaculate. She had to have unzipped her compression bra three-quarters of the way while underwater. Miles was motionless.
The falling water pressured and massaged the tissue in her back, but Hannah was focused on her son's reaction. She couldn't resist feeling proud by his cute, dumbfounded face. While Hannah knew he was seeing nothing he hadn't seen plenty of times before in her bikinis, she knew this felt special for him. She knew the power of inviting a man to enjoy a sexy secret, one he knew was just for him. Yes, this is really happening, Miles, she said to herself.
Miles was numb, and he had to remind himself it was okay to stare. It was, inexplicably, the reason his mom was doing it. The crystal water streamed over her creamy breasts and collected in her open bra. It then pooled and ran down her flat stomach until it reached her black waistband and returned to the river. She's gorgeous, Miles recognized. The young man tried to find the right words to say but he had trouble unraveling his dried tongue.
Aside from it being strange, it also would've been impossible for Hannah to stand under the water like a statue. The current and unstable rocks forced her to rock and bob lightly on her squatting legs. She combed her fingers through her wet hair while arching her neck back into the fall briefly. What's he thinking? Hannah looked at her son and wondered. He was muttering hotly under his breath and his eyes were bewildered. I wonder if... Just as Hannah considered the question, her son's clenched body sunk lower in the water. Haha! Miles, you've only been able to see them for, like, fifteen seconds!
His initial shock had passed, and Miles had decided what to say. But when he opened his mouth, his mom shook her head no and wagged her finger. She then kissed her index finger again before warily pointing upward, reminding him they weren't alone in the river.
Hannah knew he could speak with impunity and nobody could see her. But she wanted to heighten the sense of risk, preserve the sense of shared secrecy, and keep him on edge. Plus, he was young and cute and fun to toy with.
For the first time since she had shot up, the mom inspected her chest to see how it presented. She had ignored the urge to check when she jumped out of the water, for the sake of good theatre. Under the surface, she had fiddled with the zipper to slide it to where bikini cups would've connected. And, surprisingly, she had nailed it.
The problem was Hannah had never truly appreciated how much cleavage she showed off in bikinis. More than that, her bikinis were never made of two compression cups pushing her cantaloupe-sized boobs up and into each other -- as her sports bra did. Well then... she awkwardly snickered, he's on a lucky streak, isn't he?
When she looked up, her son's relishing gaze hit her. He was loving how she had inspected her wet chest. For the first time, Hannah had the opportunity to examine the way her son looked at her. Not what parts he looked at. But rather how he saw her. She had been avoiding his gaze to prevent an awkward moment. But now, with Miles unapologetically taking in her entire being without restraint, Hannah had the chance to do the same.
Miles's eyes were replicas of hers. They always had been. Hannah, though, found herself looking at the familiar eyes without recognizing the feeling within them. It was like her son was still her son, yet also someone else. It was a gaze Hannah had never seen from any person. In her life, she had made men feel strong and weak, embarrassed and emboldened, unsure and infatuated, and purely mystified -- but she had never seen such a deep look of admiration, yearning, and understanding. Miles was absorbing every part of her being and essence through his eyes, inside and out, while also seeing clean through her.
Hannah's arms fell to her sides and she breathed deeply. Then, she blinked and threw her head back under the waterfall. She let some of the mountain water pour into her mouth. Stop reading into him like that, she urged herself. You've never seen him horny before, and that's what he is... horny. He missed his pool party and missed out on some fun, and you're making it up to him. He's having fun now. Focus on that.
She leaned out of the falling water and was determined not to look into Miles's gaze, not to fall into "the trap" of thinking too much. His strong arms and rigid torso were shaking in the air from his adrenaline pumping through him in the cold water. With each breath, his diaphragm sucked in his six-pack and his defined pectorals lifted his shoulders. His shoulders had gotten broader since last year, and his biceps larger. Even in the cold water veins were rising in his hands, arms, and neck. For someone who inherited Hannah's rounder head, his jawline was decent. His face was bright, open, and friendly, which reflected his character -- at least as Hannah viewed it in her motherly mind.
Why is she looking at me like that? Miles wondered why his mom was examining him. But he was content to stand there regardless and enjoy the miracle his mom had gifted him. This is was better than that fucking party, Miles thought. She's better than anything.
Miles looked at the expanse of clear, swirling water between them. It was maybe ten feet, but it felt farther and farther with each passing second. She never told you to stay where you are, Miles thought. Thus far on the trip, every time Miles tried to get closer to his mom he had been rewarded. So, he was willing to gamble on a better view.
He took two large, plodding steps into the current. He had cut the distance by a third. As he lifted his leg again, his mom halted him with the shake of her head.
Hannah smirked. Somehow, whenever they were together, everything ended up devolving into a game. She watched him sheepishly set his leg down in place, and she found it funny how she could control him with the simplest of gestures. Merely tugging on a zipper had made him erect. Staring at him had made him shake. And now Hannah wondered if she could lock up his entire body with the same ease.
Hannah held out her arms, and Miles knew she was asking what the hell he was trying to do. She seemed entertained. He could tell by the dimples in her cheeks. So, with comical guilt, Miles imitated binoculars with his hands.
Of course, Hannah didn't need to play charades to know why he wanted to get closer. Still, she mulled and puzzled over the clue before innocently pointing at her tits and questioning her son with a cocked eyebrow. His face cracked and blushed. He nodded while trying to suppress his goofy, childlike grin. With an exasperated sigh, Hannah ushered him back to his starting place with the sweep of her hand.
Miles's walk of shame was capped by Hannah shaking her head in a patronizing way. She let him know just how feeble and futile his attempt was. They laughed together silently.
Of all the fears Hannah had when she had first realized her son could be into her, one of her biggest was losing the little games they played together. Their relationship was built on their easy communication and shared sense of humor. When she was suddenly faced with the idea of the games going away, she realized how important they were to her, to her happiness. Her son's attraction wasn't ruining their games though... It was adding a wonderfully strange and exciting twist.
When the laughter faded, Hannah and Miles smiled and smirked at each other, like they were waiting for the other to crack up again. But Hannah tilted her head and curled her lips alluringly, causing her son to straighten up. She then sternly held her finger to her lips before cheekily flashing her eyebrows.
Just like that, she disappeared below the surface. Miles had no doubt his mom was safe under the river, as he was holding his breath, too. When his half-naked mom popped out of the water again, Miles's eyes popped out of his head. Are you fucking kidding me...
His mom's pink sports bra was barely held intact. She had pulled the zipper down as far as it could go -- or as far as she was willing it to. All he knew for sure was he could see the smooth, lower curves of his mom's breasts, and his access to her flesh ended teasingly close to her nipples. His rigid cock demanded attention in the biting water, and he knew where he wanted to warm it up.
As her son gaped and reeled, Hannah's ego and self-belief elevated. A warmth spread through her limbs while she watched his facial muscles twitch. Cockily, she shrugged her shoulder, as if this was no biggie for her. What... You were the one who wanted the better view, right? Hannah smirked to herself.
She had planned on stopping there, but her son's reaction -- along with her curiosity -- inspired her to check just how much of her chest was exposed. The answer was, A lot. As expected, Miles got a kick out of her examining her boobs again. Alright... That's enough, Hannah decided. She smiled warmly and waved goodbye.
Miles saw her wave and he disagreed. He shook his head, playfully pleading for her not to stop, but his mom was already sinking into the water. She laughed, winked, and then disappeared. She resurfaced moments later right next to him, her bra zipped fully.



"That was amazing. That was the greatest thing to ever happen to me."
"What was?" Hannah asked.
"All of it!" Miles moistened his mouth. "You letting me see your boobs like that, the water all over you, your eyes, your face, your pose... everything. I'm, like- I'm shaking, haha!"
"Excuse me?" Hannah boomed. "What are you talking about? What the hell has gotten into you?" She urgently touched her lips and scolded him with her eyes, reminding him they weren't alone in the river.
Miles caught the smug grin at the end. "Never mind," he waved it off, his heart racing, "I guess I must've dreamed it."
"Yes, you did." Hannah wiped her hair back. "Anyway... What were we talking about? I think you were deciding whether swimming with me was better than going to a pool party or not."
"Uh, yeah, hah! I think I've made up my mind," Miles said. "But, I'm always open to being even more convinced."
Hannah rolled her eyes. "Really...?" The mother scoffed and brought her hand up to her pink zipper. The moment she saw the hope in Miles's eyes, she splashed him.
"Hey!"
"Well, I'm gonna get out now." Hannah hit her son in the chest and swam away.
Miles followed his mom upriver, wading behind her drenched, black running shorts, which clung to the smooth curve of her bubbly butt. Hannah didn't even need to look back. Pay attention to the rocks, too, she thought. You're not gonna be able to look at it any longer if you're dead.
----
After the river, the rest of the day's hike felt different. And that was because Ken decided to hike with them.
Perhaps Ken figured they missed him, or perhaps he thought if he finished the day with them, they'd hit the minimum time required to call this a "family trip." Either way, he wanted them to believe that palling around with his friends was a sacrificial chore he was doing for the family. "I like my coworkers, but they can really chew your ear off. I'm glad I was finally able to get away."
The irony, of course, was that Ken spent the next few hours blathering about the comet. The information was interesting at first, but Hannah and Miles soon spaced out and blindly nodded along.
For Miles, this was extra frustrating because he couldn't admire his mom's supple body. Even worse, he couldn't talk freely to her. But maybe this was for the best? He needed to cool down and collect his thoughts. His mom probably did, too. Hopefully, she missed talking to him as badly as he missed talking to her.
13 *****
Camp Three was breathtaking. It didn't have the jaw-dropping expanse of the first campsite, but they were much higher up. They arrived in the early afternoon, giving everyone time to snack, nap, and set up the tents.
They ate dinner as the green and tan mountains on the horizon folded into the dusky orange sky. The view, however, did little to distract from the talk of the comet. Yes, it was a rare event. But not every other sentence needed to be a repetitive fact about the comet or comets in general. It became unbearable.
When Rick held up two bottles and asked who wanted a drink, Miles and Hannah had their hands in the air before he finished the question.
----
"Is he coming with us?"
"Who cares. Let's just go set up."
The sun was getting lower, and the astronomy club was itching to set up their telescopes. Sebastian had been absent for over an hour. While nobody was concerned about him, the astronomy club imagined leaving him behind could create some bad fallout.
They ended up not waiting long, as Sebastian emerged from the distant woods. "Took me forever to find a signal," he held up his phone. "You guys go ahead. I still haven't even eaten dinner."
The eight employees departed for the summit before their boss could change his mind.
Miles no longer knew what to make of the suave plant manager. He had been intrigued by his sense of style, by his commanding presence, by his rhythmic voice. But after everything Miles had learned, he was irritated by him. Sebastian had blackmailed his mom, fucked her, and then hijacked a work trip to solicit her. Yet, those crimes weren't what angered Miles.
How on Earth could he look at her like that? Miles remembered all of the times he had caught Sebastian leering at his mom. The look in his eyes... It was like he could only see her as a fun cumpiece -- a ticket to great sex and nothing more. Every day, Miles got to witness how incredible and special his mom was in so many ways. Any man who opened his eyes for even a second could see it. But Sebastian seemed to have no interest. What a fucking loser...
He looked into the dancing yellow fire and smelled the burning twigs. His mom was doing the same. They hadn't uttered a word to each other since the river. And considering all of the other women and children were gathered around the fire with them, it didn't seem like the best time to start talking again.
Soon, two of the women -- the ones who had fawned over Miles's fit physique by the water yesterday -- pulled him into a conversation. They laughed easily and asked him a lot of questions. Of course, they weren't seriously interested, but they enjoyed sipping their drinks and chatting with the handsome and energetic young man.
When Miles peeked at his mom from the corner of his eye, to see how she was reacting to his sudden popularity, his blood curdled. Sebastian was sitting next to her. The longer he discreetly mumbled into her ear, the more Miles felt a sinking sickness in the pit of his stomach.
Sebastian then stood up and left the fire. Seconds later, Hannah nonchalantly stretched her legs and headed off in the same direction.
Please, no... No. No. No. No. No. Mom, don't do anything. Don't do it, please! Miles restlessly tapped his toes. His gut was filled with a sense of impending doom. The voices of the tipsy women faded to nothingness, and he could only stare at the blackness into which his mom vanished.
Miles didn't just love her as a mother. He didn't just want to fuck her. He swelled with emotion beyond anything he could comprehend. He knew, beyond any doubt, he was helplessly and desperately in love with his mom. He had spent his entire life loving her as a mother, as a friend, and as a person. All he needed was the sexual spark to wake him up and realize his mom was everything to him. And now, the thought of even a shred of her wanting Sebastian... It ripped Miles's heart.
----
They were the most painful and hopeless minutes of Miles's young life. Every five seconds Miles snapped his focus to the dark trees, imagining it would be the time his mom's lovely gate emerged into view. He had debated following her into the woods -- but he knew he couldn't. She doesn't want to be rescued, Miles admitted.
Finally, he heard footsteps coming closer, and then his mom's shadowy body was lit by the orange fire. A glance at his phone told Miles she had been gone for ten minutes. Ten minutes is enough, he thought. Maybe... It's possible. If he... Yeah.
The teenage son didn't know what to look for, but he wanted her to sit down again so he could search her hair, skin, and clothing for any signs. Instead, his mom walked behind him and placed her hand on his shoulder.
"Hey, Honey," she grinned peacefully.
Miles felt the pressure in her fingertips, how they gripped his right deltoid. Her presence felt different. Her hair was the same and she wasn't sweating. There was a glint in her eye, but not a daring one. "Hey, Mom."
"When are you planning on joining your father up on the summit?"
"Oh. Um... I guess later? I didn't really think about it."
"You should go now to help him. He could probably use it. And you know how much doing it with you would mean to him, especially with you starting school soon."
None of this made sense to Miles. His mom was ordering him away from camp, but there was no guilt in her green eyes. It was possible she was being blackmailed, but she sounded calm and in control. She asked him to spend time with dad for sentimental reasons, but, despite it being out of character, her suggestion seemed sincere.
In his confusion, Miles felt a sensation anchoring him -- something in the way his mom was touching his shoulder. He looked up at her illuminated face and believed she could never hurt him. He wanted the answers, but he found comfort in his mom's judgment. "Okay. Yeah, I'll go see if he needs help."
Miles grabbed his headlamp and water bottle. Then he began the quarter-mile trek to the summit.
----
Hannah watched her son walk down the beaten path under the starry sky. She knew his mind was on her mysterious trip into the woods. So was hers.
"Hey. I know you're unsure if you want to see me again. But I want you to let me show you something. I think it'll be of interest to you. All I ask is for five minutes of your time. If at any point you want to leave and be done with me... Then, fine, you can come back here and I won't disturb you anymore."
The familiar voice, with its sharp S's and hard T's, poured into Hannah's ear. The low fire crackled, and Hannah adjusted herself on her yellow pack. She let her irises drift away from her son and the two flirting women over to the side. She was intrigued by the secretive offer.
"If you're interested, follow me."
Nobody was paying attention to her. Not even Miles. He's too busy putting up with the Desperate Housewives of New Hampshire talking his ear off... Hannah thought. Wanting to remain irrelevant, she silently yawned and slowly stood up to stretch. When enough time had passed since Sebastian left, Hannah casually walked off into the night.
"Alright, you got me here..." Hannah greeted him just inside the grove of alpine trees. "What do you want?" Sebastian smiled and beckoned her with a wave. "Just so you know, in the book I'm reading, the main character waits to kill her husband's boss once they're alone."
Ignoring her comment, Sebastian led her deeper into the woods. "Ta-da!"
Hannah shook her head and held out her empty palms. "What? What am I supposed to be seeing?" There was nothing but rocks, trees, and his tent.
"Look around you!" Sebastion spun in the middle of the clearing. They were surrounded by dense firs. "There's nobody here. We're at least two hundred yards from camp."
"Really...?" Hannah rubbed her face. "This was your plan? This?!" She saw how his single-person tent was unzipped. "You were under the impression I wasn't sleeping with you because we were too close to other people? You thought if you just set up your tent in the woods somewhere I'd suddenly wanna fuck you?"
Sebastian waved her questions off, not wanting her to leave. "Yes, we are far away. Yes, this is someplace nobody would ever find. Yes, I did it for us -- I completely admit it. But, no, I didn't expect you to magically want to sleep with me."
"Ahh. Okay..." Hannah crossed her arms under her chest. "So, tell me then, how was this 'master plan' supposed to work?"
He touched his shorts. But only to pull his phone from his pocket. "I had enough of a signal this morning to text my assistant..." he tapped on the screen. "And... Here we go."
Hannah took the phone. Her eyebrows furrowed, and then her muscles stiffened. She scrolled through image after image in the long email. The screenshots were of emails, where the two addresses were random usernames. But Hannah knew -- the wife knew -- they were messages between her husband and the twenty-something-year-old receptionist at his plant.
She exhaled and held her composure. "How did you get these?"
"They were sent on work computers. I can access employee emails if... Well, I suppose I can do it whenever. Anyway, I had my suspicions about Ken and Taylor. Of course, they'd be chatting at work. So, I had my assistant check their emails. And I was right!"
The boss's glee was evident. Hannah reread one of her husband's messages. "You already know that wouldn't be a fair competition ;) You're half her age. There are plenty of things you could do for me that she can't."
"They have been emailing that way for a very, very long time," Sebastian added.
Hannah closed her eyes and breathed. Every day. Every single day for almost two years. His words, the ones dismissing her, or degrading her, or replacing her -- she felt them in her core. Looking at the dates on the emails inspired an odd mix of emotions. She was confused and frustrated by how her husband had shot down the idea of an open relationship, saying he didn't want her having sex with other men, all while he was sexting his coworker. Ironically, she was also embarrassed and turned off by how her husband didn't have the balls to act on his desires. It wasn't love or marital duty stopping him. He weaseled around and cheated on her every day with a coworker, but he was too cowardly to risk getting physical. Also, Hannah felt a strange sense of happiness and relief spread through her arms and legs.
She looked at Sebastian. "So... What was the plan? To show me these so I'd wanna get back at my husband with you?"
"Umm..." Her calm reaction left Sebastian perplexed. "Yes, that... That's the gist. It's right there in black and white. You can see, he has his friend on the side..."
Hannah cocked her eyebrow.
"I know you're mad at me, but remember how much fun you had getting back at him with me after New Year's Eve? We had a fantastic time. I know you did. Can you honestly say you've had hotter sex with Ken since then?"
No... Hannah thought. If Sebastian had come to her earlier with the emails, Hannah knew she would've used them as a free license to fuck his brains out. Her husband hated his guts, and he would've rather her fucked any other man in the world. In January, that fact set the stage for the hottest and most gratifying sex she had in years.
In the hotel room shower, Hannah pictured, again and again, the image of her husband flirting with the receptionist while leaving her alone. She thought of how it felt and the betrayal. Even more, she thought of how his boss was in the bed on the other side of the wall. That was when she decided she was worth more than a shameful orgasm in a ritzy bathroom. She strutted out naked and found a level of energy and euphoria she hadn't experienced in a long time.
Tonight, though, Hannah wasn't awash in rage or rebellion. Conceptually, fucking her husband's boss for payback was hot, but, looking at Sebastian, Hannah felt no desire. It surprised even her. "Thanks for showing me. But... I actually don't care. So if that's all ya got I'm gonna head back to camp." She turned away.
"Seriously?!" Sebastian huffed behind her. He settled back into his friendly persona. "Alright, I understand. I made a promise. I'm sure I'll convince you at some point. I'll just have to wait until after the trip, hah!"
"Excuse me?" Hannah snapped. She marched up to him and felt him shrink. "No. You won't be trying this again. Ever. It's the end of the line for you. Got it?"
Sebastian's sheen of confidence had worn off. His stubble was unkempt below his desperate eyes. "Okay," he swallowed. "I will never contact you again. Can you at least leave me with a goodbye kiss, though? I mean... We both helped each other out when we needed it. We share a great secret. And I always thought I'd get another chance. When I told you I'd stop, I meant for the trip. I wasn't prepared for this."
Who even was Sebastian? Hannah pinched her nose and looked at the man. He was her husband's boss. But outside of that, who was he? Just a random person with a dick. Sebastian didn't know her, and she didn't know him. There was no tension or intimacy or desire... There never had been. All of the heat and fun existed because of a rare situation. Not because of him.
Subconsciously, Hannah compared the extreme measures she had taken to feel reckless with Sebastian to the simple gestures, glances, and smiles she and her son had shared in the river. Merely thinking about it flooded her with the same reckless, lively, fun tension she had felt earlier.
Hannah looked at the tent Sebastian had prepared. Even if she were to climb in there with him, zip the door shut, and climax loudly, she couldn't do for him what she could do to Miles through much simpler means. Jesus, she thought, could you imagine the face he'd get just from you letting him watch you read your book in a bra and thong? Hannah blushed.
"Sebastian, I'll tell you what..." she shifted her hips -- and her tone. "I was going to tell you off. But, now that I'm here... I had another thought. Like you said, your tent is the only one where there's actual privacy. And, uh, I've been hoping for a chance to read my romance novel... in peace. If you get me? Yeah... And since we both know you're going to put a price on it, I'm going to cut to the chase," Hannah held firm. "If you let me borrow your tent, and you stay the fuck away until after the comet's over, and you promise to never -- and I mean NEVER -- talk to me or contact me in any way ever again... we can end this with a kiss."
Sebastian's dark eyes enlarged. A thin smile split his flat cheeks. Hannah was already unsure of her spontaneous idea.
"You can have my tent. Just join me inside for a little bit."
Hannah already knew where this was going. And she wasn't interested in playing this game. She was focused on a larger vision. "If you just shut up and say yes, you can get your closure with a handjob."
She knew he would say yes. He was horny and desperate, and he wouldn't turn down a guarantee of her getting him off.
"Consider the tent yours!" Sebastian tugged on his shorts.
"Hold on! Hooold on." Hannah collected herself. "Let me go back to the camp first. I need to make sure my son's out of the area."
As Miles approached the first bend in the summit trail, he glanced back at his mom. She was still standing by the fire, wearing a veiled smirk as she sweetly waved him goodbye.
14 *****
"Alright. You got this. Nothing new..." Hannah said under her breath.
Before heading off to Sebastian's hideaway in the woods, Hannah removed her tanning oil from her pack. This'll end that conversation before it starts, she cleverly thought. This wasn't Hannah's first rodeo. She knew once she started working his cock with his hands, Sebastian would ask her to "just lick it," and then he'd ask her to suck it. And despite her lack of interest, Hannah had to respect her history of poor decision-making in vulnerable positions.
A walk through scratchy brush and tree limbs led Hannah back to the small clearing.
"Welcome back!" Sebastian greeted her.
"Thank you," Hannah wryly acknowledged her host.
Cordially, he held open his tent flap. "Ladies first."
"Oh, Hell, no... No, I'm not going in there, Sebastian. If you want the handjob, we're doing it out here. Let's go behind the tent and you can whip it out there."
Sebastian had to have been clinging to hope of the handy leading to sex. But getting jerked off in the open air was also a hot idea. "Okay. Let's do it outside!" He walked behind his new tent, and Hannah followed.
Nothing to it but to do it... Hannah thought. The rocky terrain and darkened trees disappeared from view as the married mother lowered herself to her knees on the sandy dirt. There was only Sebastian's body and the tan, nylon background. The moment her butt settled on her calves, Hannah uncapped the bottle of suntan oil. Ironically, she couldn't wait to get her hands on his cock.
"God damn..." He shook his head down at Hannah. He inhaled the sight of her bare thighs pressed together, leading to the curvature of her round ass in her tight shorts. Her large tits hung from her chest inside her black tank, with her pink bra peeking out from under the straps and rising into the view of her deep cleavage. Most arousing, though, was her annoyed, almond-shaped eyes looking up at him, waiting.
"Are you gonna just stand there? As badly as I'm dying to do this, I'm not gonna take it out for you." Not even her bubbly cheeks could hide her sarcastic smile. She watched him roll his shirt up on his stomach before he shoved his shorts and boxer-briefs down to his ankles. A familiar, five-and-a-half-inch cock bobbed out of its trap. Fittingly, it had the same manicured appearance as the rest of Sebastian's person.



The circumcised cockhead pointed at Hannah's face like it was staring at her. Welp... Without further ado, she poured the oil into her right hand.
"Wow! You thought of everything, didn't you?"
Hannah shrugged. "Anything worth doing is worth doing right." She smugly squeezed his bare shaft, coating his flesh in the toxic lubricant.
"Ahhh! Ahh..." The oil soothed his warm penis. He basked in Hannah's magical touch and rolled his shoulders. "Fuck, I'm gonna miss this."
It was comforting to hear Sebastian say it was the last time. "Yeah, you will miss this." She gently pumped the dangling shaft once, sending it to full mast.
"Uhh. Ohh, you have a gift."
"It's no gift... Just tons of practice." After years of masturbating her husband on nights where he or she wasn't in the mood for sex -- combined with her silver tongue -- Hannah could say whatever she needed to and perform all of her tricks by heart. She began massaging and pumping the pulsating cock in a steady rhythm.
Unlike in the past, Hannah didn't feel an intense rush or a desire to do more. Playing with a guy's hard cock while he stared at her like she was the sexiest thing to ever exist -- that was always an ego boost. But she didn't find herself caring much for Sebastian's opinion.
As much of a douchebag as Sebastian was, Hannah was peaceful and fine with him enjoying herself. She was simply stroking a cock as part of an agreement -- an agreement that would shut one painful door and allow her to explore a new one. It was in both of their best interests for Sebastian to enjoy himself. And besides, Hannah had done this correctly so many times, it would have been harder to try to do it poorly.
She skillfully cradled and massaged his testicles with her left hand while she circulated her wrist and pumped with the fingers of her right. Based on his grunts, her mindless, muscle-memory routine was driving him crazy. Maybe he'd cum quickly?
"Ahh! This is even better than last time," Sebastian gushed. He was spellbound to the point where he took his eyes from the slight jiggle of her chest and focused entirely on her well-orchestrated hands. Hannah would start by holding his balls snugly in her left hand while she jerked his taut flesh with only the fingertips of her right. Then, she'd twirl her wrist rapidly around his cock, spinning it in a tight circle like a propeller. Then, she'd pad the length of his purple vein with her thumb, pushing into the sensitive nerves under his cockhead and manipulating them with the tip. And, lastly, both hands would take turns delivering a fast, slippery stroke from his base to his tip. Then the routine started again, like clockwork.
Hannah, though, was deep in her mind, oblivious to the grunts and praise raining down upon her. What a weird situation. What a weird choice of man. Hannah wondered how she had ever been attracted to Sebastian. They weren't compatible... at all... in any way. The quality of the sex or their chemistry... Even that had been non-existent. So how did she end up here?
Hannah stared into space and began to question why she had found any of her major sex partners to be attractive. "I like shitty guys because they're dangerous. I like the risk. I'm kind of a rebel that way when it comes to sex." That was her answer. Every time her friends voiced their concerns about her taste in men during college, that was Hannah's answer. And she never doubted it... until now.
I should be fucking loving this. I should want his cock in my mouth. I should be thinking about taking off my top. This should be fucking hot, Hannah thought. But it wasn't. At best, it was a mildly interesting and funny story.
She looked up at Sebastian and entertained a few of his questions and remarks. She could see he was coming along nicely, and her proven, cum-inducing routine seemed to be doing its job. She then slipped away and returned to her thoughts.
Hannah thought about her favorite sex partners -- the ones who had rocked her world and made orgasms rip through her body. There weren't many. And, no... her husband wasn't one of them.
Only four men had ever sent Hannah over the edge. There was her first crush, who had inspired her to cum through masturbation -- her dad. There was the first experienced sexual partner, who fucked her until she came -- her Intro to Sociology professor, freshman year. There was her favorite sexual partner of all time, who took her whenever humanly possible -- her Uncle Bruce. And then, finally, there was Sebastian -- her husband's boss.
Of the men Hannah had slept with, it was only those four who made the sex desirable. It was only those four who made a lasting impact. Though... their impact was not equal. Sex with her college professor was exciting at first and helped her through a tough first year away from home. And fooling around with Sebastian at the New Year's party had reawakened a sexuality she had lost. But neither of those men offered her an experience anywhere close to the euphoric sensation of her uncle pumping a fresh load of cum into her wet pussy. Nowhere even close.
Thinking back on it, nothing compared to her two greatest relationships -- her imaginary one with her dad and her very real one with her uncle. When Hannah was younger, she lived for the moments her dad would see her "accidentally" naked. Every time she teased him, every time he inadvertently glanced at her tits, and every time their legs brushed while they sat on the couch together, Hannah's heart raced. When she was with her uncle, she woke up excited every day. Whether she was sitting in class, hanging with friends, or dancing at parties, she loved imagining how everyone would react if they knew she spent her weekends sucking her uncle's cock and playfully begging him to use her pussy as his personal cum bank.
The only downside to these two great relationships... Hannah still felt a little hole deep inside her. Whenever she joyously collapsed in her bed with a dildo in one hand and a daddy-daughter novel in the other, she felt a tiny hole. Whenever she gasped for breath and savored the feeling of her uncle throbbing inside her, she felt a tiny hole. The hole even larger when she was with the professor or Sebastian.
"It's because the sex is wrong," Hannah had always told herself. She assumed the hole was her conscience punishing her for "inappropriate" desires. Yet another long-standing theory Hannah now realized was bullshit. You let your son jizz on your ass... And you didn't feel guilty or ashamed, she thought.
As she stared distantly into the pick cockhead, Hannah's mind opened... Dad never understood me. Professor Pretentious was just using me to get back at his ex-wife. Uncle Bruce was a deadbeat. And this one -- this douchebag -- views me as a piece of meat who's here to help him cum. The sex isn't "wrong"... You feel guilty because they're shitty men. Them being "wrong" to fuck was the only great part about them.
Hannah jolted, as the clarity hit her and sent spasms through her limbs and neck like an electric shock. spasm. She fumbled the slick erection before quickly recovering. She smiled wondrously at the simple truth that had evaded her for all these years... She loved taboo sex. She loved it. She loved knowing how "wrong" it was. Her brain was never were ecstatic, her body never more orgasmic, and her spirit never more alive than when she knew how shocked and appalled society would be if they found out who she was hotly fucking. For Hannah, taboo wasn't a kink... It was a fetish. She NEEDED it to cum. It was hardwired into her brain, and she was helplessly, undeniably, and unapologetically addicted to it.
Suddenly, Hannah knew why men like Sebastian no longer interested her. She had torn her eyes away earlier in the river, wanting to avoid the frightening thoughts and feelings bubbling to the surface. But she knew now why Miles had been looking at her -- through her -- in a way she had never seen or thought possible... He was in love with her. He thoroughly and unconditionally loved her. And Hannah was done being frightened of her feelings. She was proud. "I'm fucking in love with him."
Her lungs filled with her and she sat up with a grin. She mouthed it to herself again. "I'm in love with him." Miles represented everything she loved in life. He was the source of her laughter. He was the person she looked forward to seeing every day. He was the person she spoke to when she was feeling down. He was the person she trusted. He was the one who made her smile. And now, on top of all of that, Hannah realized he was the one person -- whether she wanted to be lovingly caressed or treated like a reckless cumslut -- who could send her to her highest possible state of euphoria.
What would it be like... going to work, the grocery store, the coffee shop, family parties... waking up and living every single day knowing that her pussy belonged to her son's cock and her son's cock belonged to her pussy?
Moisture gathered in Hannah's thong as she envisioned the ultimate taboo -- she and her son living together, in the same bed, fulfilling all of each other's emotional and sexual needs. Partners. Soulmates. Mother and son.
"OH, FUCK! YESSS!"
Hannah snapped out of her trance. She swiveled her head to orient herself. She looked at her hands, and she was surprised to see how erotic and sensual her rubdown had gotten. It was working, so she kept it up. He's gonna blow, she thought.
"Yeahhh. Keep going. Don't stop." Sebastian's face was red and his teeth were clenched.
Hannah was stimulated. Not by Sebastian. But stimulated nonetheless. "Get it all out. It's our last time. Make it count." She pumped faster.
"AHHH!" He convulsed and his eyes clamped shut. Hannah jerked his cock straight into the air so his white goo fountained safely onto her hand and wrist and the ground. She squeezed his testicles and tugged on his drooping dick. Once Sebastian's head fell and his arms dangled in exhaustion, Hannah let go.
They both sucked in as much of the thin mountain air as they could. Hannah examined her hand, which was dolloped with white cream. Well... That was worth it for him, she thought. Hannah stood up and wiped her hand on the side of Sebastian's new tent.
"That was... Ahh... That was fucking great. Thank you so much." He didn't seem bothered by where she wiped his mess.
"You're welcome," Hannah said. "So... You don't need to sprint away or anything, but just make sure you leave here within the half-hour. Just hang out on the summit until after the comet."
The boss nodded. Then he smirked. "Are you sure this is the end...? I could see how much fun you were having there."
Hannah rolled her eyes. Why'd he have to ruin it? She spoke bluntly, "Yes, this was the end. And if you ever try to contact me again or tell anyone anything about us, I'll call your employer and tell them all about how you made me sleep with you to promote Ken."
"Well... If you did that, everyone would know we've slept together, and your husband would divorce you. OWW-AHH!"
Hannah nodded. "Worth it. Besides, you saw those emails he sent to his girlfriend... He'd rather be unhappy than let me go. I think we both know I'll be the one filing."
To a gasp of relief, Hannah released her contorted death grip and walked away from Sebastian, and everything he represented, for the last time.
15 *****
"Are we sure it's not gonna crash into Earth and kill us all?"
Miles turned to his mom hiking up the side of the rocky summit.
"That's actually impossible..." an employee began. More Star Gammas joined him in explaining astrophysics to Hannah.
"I made that same joke and they all jumped down my throat, too," Miles whispered to his mom, as she stood next to him.
The panoramic sky was clear and open. Shimmering wisps of red and purple Milky Way stretched as far as the eye could see. Walking on the bald mountain top, as the cool breeze whipped over the low wild grass, was like walking among the stars. Telescopes pointed in all different directions, exploring the constellations and planets listed on star maps.
"I missed you."
"What?" Miles felt his mom's soft shoulder on his arm.
Hannah hugged her black tank top for warmth. "I missed you," she whispered.
"You missed me doing what? I haven't even been able to use the telescope yet."
"No," the mother chuckled and nudged her son. "I missed being with you all day after we left the river. I missed talking to you."
"Oh..." Miles lit up and blushed. The pressure against his arm increased, and he felt his mom's hip gently rest against the side of his leg. She's being really cuddly right now, he thought positively. Of course, nothing could distract him from the question on his mind.
As usual, Hannah read the furrow of Miles's brow. She flicked her head toward Sebastian and assuringly looked up into her son's eyes. "I ended it. For good. From now on, I only want to spend my time with someone if he's special to me. Miles, you never have to worry about me doing anything with him or any other-" Hannah stopped herself and swept her hair behind her ear. She wished she could explain her epiphany and her new awakening. She wanted to tell him how if she could go back in time, accepting what she accepted now, knowing and believing what she did now, feeling what she did now, she would have... Hannah breathed and looked up at the sky. She was tired of letting herself be a hostage to her past mistakes. She was ready to live forward. "I like having you as my partner on this trip. Thanks for staying in the back with me... and sticking with me while I figured some things out."
Miles didn't know what kind of journey his mom had in the woods. And he didn't need to. All that mattered was she felt closer to him than ever before. She felt relaxed, gently breathing against him. Under the faint starlight, her curved lips displayed a subtle freedom. "Yeah. I like hiking with you, too, mom." Miles shuddered from her palm touching the small of his back. Gently, she caressed him and dragged his nails over his cotton shirt -- out of view from everyone else. "That actually feels good, ha!"
"Yeah...?" Hannah petted his back and neck. "You can't get enough of me today, can you?"
"I guess not." Miles saw his mom's full lips in an affectionate grin. The reckless look was back in her green eyes -- but with a calmer depth. "I can't stop thinking about that 'dream' I had earlier about you in the waterfall," he breathed.
Hannah slowly exhaled, letting more of her arm sink into his. "Do you wanna talk about it?"
"We can talk about it...? I'm allowed to?"
"Of course," Hannah smirked. "I always want to hear about your dreams." She swayed her hip into his side and rubbed his back with a flat hand.
Oh, god... Miles swallowed. His pupils dilated as blood flowed to the tip of his penis. "You're okay with it? Even if the dream is... Even if it's about me seeing your boobs in the water?" He saw his mom's bottom, pink lip catch on her teeth. He shuddered again as she dug her nails into his shoulder blade.
"I especially want you to tell me about those dreams..." Hannah surveyed the round summit. The comet wasn't arriving for some time, and nobody was paying them any mind. "If you wanna get out of here with me, I know a place where we can talk about it alone."
The alluring pitch sent a chill down Miles's spine. He moistened his dry mouth. He wanted to answer, but his thoughts and words were elusive. His mom saved him and guided him with her head. Miles mirrored her and nodded back yes.
With a touch to her lips, Hannah breathed, "Be as quiet as you can. Don't turn your headlamp on until you need it."
"Where are we going?"
Again, Hannah tapped her lips -- adding a suggestive flash of her eyebrows. Miles zipped his mouth shut with his fingers and then followed her down the trail.
----
The descent was not without peril, as Miles stumbled several times due to nerves -- and his headlamp being out. He didn't know where they were going, but the last time his mom secretly conspired with him she was nearly braless. So, he had a feeling they were going somewhere good.
Alright, I didn't expect this, Miles thought, as the adventure drew him into the trees. It was the same area where his mom had gone to meet Sebastian. What the hell is here? Why is it such a destination? His young mind imagined a secret swimming hole.
When his mom stopped in the middle of a clearing, Miles looked around. There was nothing but a humble backpacking tent. "Sebastian's tent?" He figured he was allowed to speak again.
"Yep!" Hannah glowed and flourished her hand at the surprise.
"Okay..."
"Nobody knows this is here... And he won't be coming back until after the comet... So, until then, this is my tent."
Miles spun on the forest floor. They were isolated, off the trail map. There was just the little, khaki tent. Through the mesh door, he saw the lone sleeping bag. The son blinked and shook his head. "Wait! You wanna talk in there?"
While untying her boots, the mother confessed, "My original plan for the tent was to tease you in it. You know... play a fun game where you'd have to stand outside while I was in here, reading my book... in just a bra and thong."
"Jesus Christ," Miles sputtered. The fact that that thought had even entered her mind was incredible. "Seriously...?"
Hannah nodded matter-of-factly. "The idea was to put on this sexy, powder blue sports bra I've been saving for tomorrow. And, I think you already know about the cute, black thongs I brought..." She rolled her socks down her feet and balled them into her boots, wiggling her bare toes. "Once I stripped down, I imagined relaxing on my stomach, kind of propping myself up on my elbows... and reading my book. And your view... Hehe! Umm... I thought it bordered on inappropriate. Even for me."
The teenage son had a lump in his throat. His knees trembled at the glorious mental picture. "Oh, wow, uh... I guess it makes sense why you didn't do it."
Hannah tilted her head curiously. "When did I say I decided not to do it?"
No more than a yard from her son, Hannah rose to her feet. She pinched her tank straps and guided her top over her head. As expected, her son's face was priceless. There may not have been a fun zipper, but she figured he'd appreciate the lower cut. Her beige tits had always looked great in powder blue.
Hannah wasted no time hooking her thumbs under her waistband and wiggling out of her polyester shorts. They fell to her ankles, and she elegantly stepped out of the light fabric. Now you can check me out, Hannah thought, her heart racing.
Miles struggled to breathe and move his Adam's Apple. He didn't know what to look at. There was so much skin. Beautiful, smooth skin. The entirety of her sturdy legs. Her bare stomach and arms. Her neck. Her deep cleavage. Her hips. Her entire lower body was bare, except for the wide-banded, black thong. Miles was speechless. But his mom wasn't.
"See... I didn't cancel our plans." Hannah licked her lips and flirtatiously smoldered with her eyes. "I simply decided to change them. I was all prepared to have you stand outside the tent while I read my book and turned you on. But then..." Hannah stepped closer to her son and invented a story. "But then you told me you wanted to talk about what we did in the river. And I had to assume you'd wanna talk about how hard you got from watching me... Or talk about the naughty things you wished you could've said to me... Or maybe you just wanted to ask me how I knew you were thinking about warming your thick cock up against my tits before cumming all over them?"
Miles panted and leaned back. The muscles in his chest and elbows twitched uncontrollably. He watched his intimidating, sexy mother tiptoe closer and closer into his personal space. When her chest was inches from his ribcage, she gazed up into his eyes.



"So... Since this is probably going to be a highly inappropriate and intimate conversation... I thought you'd feel safer talking to me about it in the privacy of the tent. But it's your call."
I love you. Miles's forehead burned to where he felt feverishly ill. He wished he had gotten a haircut. He stared at his mom's patient eyes and still lips. She had made a solid argument. "Yeah. Ah. Makes sense. In the- Yeah, inside the tent works."
Hannah bit the insides of her mouth to suppress her biological grin. "Before we go in there though," she spoke sweetly, "I need you to take your shirt and shorts off." She watched his face go blank. "It's just that... I'm in a vulnerable position right now. And I'm perfectly fine being zipped up in a tent with you in nothing but my underwear -- because I trust you, Miles. I trust you more than anyone. And if we're going to go in there together, I want to know you trust me just as much."
"Like... Like right here."
Hannah shrugged. "I'd certainly prefer it that way."
Miles's fingers were trembling and it was difficult to grip the hem of his shirt. He then closed his eyes and froze. He knew his erection was lurking beneath the white fabric.
Hannah smiled empathetically. "Honey... I already know what I do to you."
It was naive to think his mom would care -- considering what she was wearing. But Miles wasn't in his normal state of mind. He anxiously shuffled backward and unlaced his boots. While he stripped away his socks and shirt, Miles admired his mom's tight, underwear-clad figure. She was perpetually stunning. With a huff, he let his shorts fall to his ankles. His mom's eyes widened as his cock pushed into his soft boxers, angling at the night sky.
Fuck me... Hannah gaped. She had felt how healthy and thick he was when he rubbed against her. But seeing the tent of what was likely a six-and-a-half-inch cock... It was pleasant. Hannah picked at her fingers and gently swayed her hips. She had planned to lure her son into the tent, get him talking, and slowly seduce him. That plan could go fuck itself. "How long did you plan on hiding that from me?"
"I, um... I wasn't hiding it. I mean... I touched it against you last night. I guess I just-" Miles stopped. He realized his mom was having fun with him again. Dude, she's flirting you, you fucking idiot. Relax, he urged himself. Miles straightened his spine and found the courage to smile at his mom. He felt comfortable in front of her. He knew he could embarrass himself and her opinion wouldn't change one iota. "I hid it because I wasn't ready to show it off yet." He tried to play it cool, hoping his banter would meet her standard.
Hannah lit up. She flirtatiously swept her hair behind her ear. "You're right. I did feel it last night. Unfortunately, though, I was a little preoccupied with some things going on outside. So, I didn't get to pay as close of attention as I normally would have. But tell me... Why were you scared to show it off to me last night? What did you think I was gonna do with it?"
"I don't know... Maybe you would've told me to get it away from your face and go back to grinding it into your pajamas while we pretended to sleep," he quipped.
"Haha! Yeah? Did rubbing it on my pajamas bother you?"
"No, the pajamas felt great! It was a lot of fun."
"Yeah, it was a lot of fun," Hannah wistfully sighed. "Unfortunately, I don't have my pajamas on me..."
Miles gulped and centered himself. "Um, well... Maybe your plan was to grind into me with just your thong on?"
Hannah exhaled heavily. She tapped cheek with her finger and mulled. "Yeah, I mean, that's an idea... It would be much easier for me to help you cum if I used my bare ass. But... Then again, with how big your load was last time, I imagine it'd smear all over my ass. Not that I care about it getting on my ass... But I can't risk spoiling my only clean thong for tomorrow."
"Yeah, true..." Miles didn't know how women packed underwear. A bead of sweat ran down the side of his face. "Umm... Maybe your plan was to let me put my cock between your tits, and then you'd use them to help me?"
She bit her lip and grazed her fingers over the top of her breast. "Huh. That's another idea... It wouldn't be hard for me to squeeze your cock in them. I could help you fuck 'em until you blew your load. Joking around with each other while your cum runs down my tits... That does seem like our kind of activity, doesn't it?" Hannah pulled the strand of hair clinging to her forehead. "Wow, honey... Heh! You, uh, certainly have a lot of good guesses for what my plan was, don't you?"
"Yeah."
Hannah softly touched her son's arm. "Maybe it was a little selfish of me to come up with the plan for us on my own? I think you and I are always best as a team. And I think once we get inside this tent, zip the door behind us, and brainstorm together, we'll come up with an even better plan."
Even though his head was spinning in an erotic haze, Miles deciphered his mom's intoxicating gamesmanship and knew was going to get at least a handjob. He had never been either more excited or more terrified in his life. "I think we're good as a team, too," he nodded. "Let's, um- Let's go in."
With a fluttering heart and overwhelming emotion, Hannah squatted next to the tent and found the zipper. She took her time -- both because she was nervous, and because she wanted to give her son his first full view of her ass. Well... His first intentional one, anyway. She could feel his stare on her butt, and she appreciated it -- especially given how most men were usually too distracted by her tits, face, and eyes to recognize what she believed was her best asset.
Hannah leaned in and crawled on her knees into the tent. Wearing only his plaid boxers, Miles followed her into the dimly lit hole.
16*****
Hannah knew how to avoid awkwardness before sex. The instant her son sealed the flap shut, she attacked.
"Ooof!" Miles's eyelids flew open. He then clenched them tightly, feeling the foreign sensation of his mom kissing his lips. Her arms held him longingly while her nose rubbed his. She passionately nudged her head in and out while humming and moaning from her throat. Once the initial shock subsided, Miles kissed her back with just as much romantic intensity, showing her how he felt for her.
It was like she was rising into the air -- floating from the padded ground. Hannah melted from the feeling of her son's skin on hers, the feeling of his muscular arms constricting her lower back and pulling her in as tightly as physically possible. But she still didn't feel close enough. He smelled like hormonal sweat and campfire, and Hannah lost herself in the charged kiss.
Miles surprised his mom by slipping his tongue into her mouth, which she graciously received and massaged with her amorous tongue. She tasted like mint, and Miles's loins swelled from the realization that she had prepared to make out with him. She planned this. She wanted this all along. He found a way to pull her in even tighter.
Hannah could no longer control her body. It was in her son's control. She could only control her face and how badly he wanted her. She had never wanted a man more thoroughly and completely, and she wanted him to want her more than anything he could ever imagine. She moved her tongue sultrily, knowledgeably, as she gave her baby his first lesson in mastering the French kiss.
For minutes, the mother and son sucked on each other's soft lips and massaged each other's swirling tongues. The air inside the tent heated quickly. Hannah's boobs were just under Miles's chin. As much as he loved it, he got off of his ankles and sat up straight on his knees, allowing his mom's bulging chest to press directly into his heaving pecs. More moisture flooded into Hannah's pussy as her son's erection dug into her tummy.
Unable to hold out any longer, Miles slid his hand down his mom's spine toward her thong. He poked her with his fingers to test her, and she showed no signs of resistance. Miles palmed and squeezed his mom's fatty, round buttcheek. It was a feeling he had dreamed about and missed sorely.
Hannah broke off the kiss so she could rest her chin on his shoulder and give him a clear view of his hand on her ass. She continued to grunt and purr in his ear to encourage his scandalous touching. When his second hand palmed her other cheek with a gentle smack, Hannah moaned. Then she lovingly licked and sucked on her son's neck, rewarding him for his behavior.
The soft, dense, bouncy tissue in his kneading fingers was heavenly. But Miles was even more turned on by how much his mom loved it. She could kiss his neck forever. He smacked, squeezed, gripped, and lifted... anything to win more attention and favor from his mom.
"Mmmmm. Oh, Miles."
Miles shuddered to his core. His mom's breathy voice filtered into his burning ear and lingered. He was frozen, and he tried to think of something hot to say. But his only response came from his testicles, as his loins lurched and he awkwardly flexed his cock into his mom's stomach.
"Haha!" Hannah laughed and smirked naughtily. She wiggled her butt into his hands. When she jolted from the light, responding smack, she bit down on her lip. "Harder." Her son complied. "Uhh." She opened her lips against his ear and breathed, "Harder." She heard his excited giggle, and she then yelped from a firmer, stinging smack. "AHH! Ah, yeah..." With a grittier tone, she urged her horny son, "Tug my fucking thong and do it again."
Miles wiped the perspiration from his face and eagerly did as his mom suggested. He hooked his rough-hewn climbing fingers around her thong tail and pulled on the stretchy, black fabric until he heard her wince. Her butt cheeks looked even bigger and rounder. He delivered a forceful, loud smack that echoed in the small tent.
"GAHHH-AHH!" Hannah clenched her teeth and grinned widely. She shimmied her flat tummy against her son's cylindrical erection, then she pushed away from his shoulders. The mother leaned back and admired her son's maturing body. His hard chest heaved with each deep breath. There were signs of tan hair growing in the valley between his pecs. His hard abdomen was cut with chiseled lines, ending in a V, which pointed to his healthy manhood. His legs were powerfully built and stable. He was a young athlete, and Hannah knew he had more thickness and height to add. Miles had her dream body, and she knew he'd let her do whatever she wanted to it.
"Woah! Uhhh!" Miles threw his head back into the mesh screen. His spine arched and his chest tingled. His mom was back on her ankles, leaning forward and swirling her tongue around his nipples. She sensually kissed and licked his chest. Miles didn't even know this was a thing a woman could do to a man. His thighs rattled while she scraped her fingernails up and down his abs. "I love that!" he moaned.
"I've never been with a guy whose body I could do this to..." Hannah kissed all six of his defined ab muscles. She grinned and laughed before going back to suck on his nipples.
More euphoric tremors coursed through Miles's body. "Oh god! I wanna do that to you," he blurted out.
"Oh, yeah? You want me outta my bra? You want my fucking tits?" Hannah growled. She excitedly planted her lips on her son's and carnally made out with him before pushing away from him. "You have these sexy strong arms... Why don't you put 'em to good use?"
With his mom's hairy head nestled into the side of his face, Miles looked down her tilted back and saw the thin, powder blue straps of the cami sports bra running over her shoulder blades. Suddenly, Miles jerked his shoulder from the wet, tickling sensation of his mom kissing and sucking his neck again and again. Despite the involuntary shrug, she forcefully kept her head there, refusing to stop. He looked down at her bra again and knew what she wanted. He saw only one way to take it off without fail and he knew she'd love it. His fingers found the soft material.
"WAHHH!" A rough, powerful motion jerked Hannah up off of her ankles, as her bra was torn from her body. Her hair fell over her face, and she landed with her butt back on her heels and her naked tits rising and falling with her breath. It was incredible.
"Fuck!" Hannah swallowed and brushed her long hair back with both hands, looking at her firm tits hanging from her chest in all their glory. Her pink nipples were hard and swollen. She saw her mesmerized son's stare, and she decided he needed more.
Miles was startled and had the instinctive fear of suffocation. His mom held his shoulders in place, so he had to crane his neck up to breathe clean air. Then he plunged his mouth and face back into his mom's large boobs. He was overwhelmed at first but quickly did what he knew how to do. He took an ambitious mouthful of her right boob and sucked on it, twirling his tongue around her nipple. His right hand found the areola of his mom's left boob.
"Ahhh. Ahhh, yeahhh..." The sultrily gasping mother tried to remain composed and in control. Her son was just so fucking cute and sexy. Plus, the sight of his mouth around her tit... The light graze of his palm on her hard nipple... The waves of erotic pleasure he was sending through her body and down to her pussy with his tongue and hand... Fuck. "Ohh, Miles..." Hannah purred when he switched nipples. He couldn't get enough, and neither could she.
They're fucking amazing, Miles thought. The young son was in heaven, and he cursed himself for going so long without realizing how perfect his mom's body was. Her hefty tits spilled out of his hands whenever he tried to grope them, yet it was like they belonged to be there. In the dark, his adjusted eyes could see a sexy, mature character to his mom's pink areolas. They were larger and round, but with uneven and slightly stretched edges. The teenager was astounded by how her breasts were so beautifully mature yet had a firmness and jiggle that put most girls in his class to shame.
"Don't stop. Keep going. Mmm, yeah." Her emotions and tension were escalating, and Hannah was aware of what would happen if she didn't pull away. Her pussy juice was sticking between her thighs and her libido was through the roof. I'm not ready yet, she thought. She tried communicating her lustful wish through her eyes, but perhaps her expectations of her inexperienced son were too lofty. For now, anyway.
Miles was interrupted by a firm palm pushing his head back. He sat back in a daze and looked at his mom to see what was wrong. But she was merely cocking an eyebrow. He looked at his erect cock and around the dark sleeping bag. Then he finally saw it. He didn't know how she had tugged her thong to her knees without him noticing. He gawked at her low-cut mound. But not for long.
"You're cut off," Hannah smirked. With an aggressive shove, she knocked her son over, making him fall back into the front door of the tent. The nylon enclosure shook and stretched around them. Miles flailed and tried to get his head out of the mesh, but Hannah trapped him.
Miles wondered what was happening. With a maniacal giggle, his mom grabbed his knees and pried them open. She knelt between them so he couldn't get up. "Open wide!" was the last thing he heard before his mom's balled-up thong was being forced into his mouth.
Oh my god! Oh my god! Miles bit and gagged on the silky fabric, trying to accept it. His mom's thick scent overwhelmed his sinuses and dominated every draw through his nose. He licked and sucked her pussy juice from her underwear, huffing hotly around the ball of hefty material.
"How do I taste?"
Miles's brain was broken. He nodded profusely and answered, "Really good." Of course, it came out as a muffled slur. His mom threw her head back in a sexy laugh as she proudly gyrated her hips.
Hannah was in the zone. She knew how to edge an orgasm. She knew how to prolong the pleasure of sex. And she knew how to suck a damn cock. After brushing all of her caramel hair onto her left shoulder, Hannah stared directly into her son's eyes. "I wanna put your cock in my mouth. I wanna show you what I can do."
Miles's green eyes flashed open. He lay in a pool of sweat and aromatic bliss, and he felt the cold outside air hitting his burning forehead through the mesh. He was in an erotic, zombie-like fog. It seemed odd how his mom was asking him to give him a blowjob like she was auditioning or trying to prove something. Maybe he was just thinking weirdly? He could barely think at all, but he would've done anything to feel his beautiful mom suck his dick. He nodded okay.
Without any showmanship, Hannah scooted back and pulled her son's boxers down his thighs. Finally. "Fuck." She leaned over and took the full length of his gorgeous, rosy penis inside her warm mouth. She held his cockhead in her throat and felt him throb.
"Uhhhrrr!" Miles moaned and gasped through the thong. Her soft lips and wet mouth soothed his painfully hard erection. He marveled at the tightness of her throat -- and the fact she fit it so easily in her throat. Her forehead resting against his lower abdomen was the most intimate sight Miles had ever encountered.
Just as Hannah had a standard routine with her hands, she also had one with her mouth. But this situation was anything but standard. She held the sides of his body while she deliberately drew her head up and down, smoothly coating her son's cock in her saliva. Her flat tongue danced along his vein while her soft lips wrapped tightly around his shaft. She would lift her head until her lips caught the rim of his cockhead, where she would roll her tongue over his fleshy nerves. Then, she would swallow him whole, stopping once her nose and forehead were touching his abdomen and her chin was resting on his ballsack. There, she would stop, catch her breath, and hum into his cock, sending vibrations through his manhood.
Her son squirmed and writhed under her. His legs kicked and he moaned through her balled-up thong. Once his restless hands found the back of her head, Hannah began noisily gagging on his cock for him each time it entered her throat.
Miles was powerless. He feared losing his load so soon, but he was a hostage to his mom's sex. His innate biological impulses would never let him stop her. The sucking sensation, the constricting pressure, her flirty tongue, the absolute comfort and trust she showed every time she cozied her warm forehead against him... "Ohhhhhhh... Oh, mom..."
Hannah's hips buckled and her pussy clenched. She gasped and choked on her son's dick, forcing her to frantically tear her head away and catch her lost breath. Even through his muffled voice, she heard him moan "mom," and it resonated through every fiber of her being. She stared longingly at him before falling backward, landing on the black sleeping bag with a thud.
Climbing out of the mesh, Miles sat up. And the warped tent sprung back to its original shape. He coughed out the now damp thong and took a moment to collect himself and exercise his lungs. When he turned to his mom, he was splayed out on the sleeping bag. And the moment they caught each other's eyes, she brought up knees and spread her legs.
"Your turn."
Miles's heart raced. His mom's bright smile filled him with confidence. But watching her raise her feet into the air gave him even more. As he lowered his shoulders, his mom grabbed his locks and guided his face between her thighs -- inches from her steaming pussy. Miles felt the tangy heat radiating into his face.
Even in the dark, the folds of his mom's lips glistened. The insides of her thighs were wet and sticky, too. Her pussy was fittingly plump, as Miles envisioned. Dude... He mused. Admittedly, Miles had never liked eating women out. But after tasting every drop of his mom's nectar from her thong, he was a convert.
"Ahhh!" Hannah arched her back and rolled her hips from the mere touch of her son's tongue. As he lapped, poked, and swirled -- exploring her vagina -- Hannah cried out in pleasure. "OHHH, fuck! God, yesss!"



Her shout was so loud, Hannah feared she could've been heard from camp. But then that thought only made her want to yell louder. "Fuck, Miles! Keep going, honey. Don't stop. That feels so fucking good!"
The young son was giddy from his mom's response. He was eager to please her more. He began passionately making out with her flowery, open pussy lips. He buried his mouth and chin into her intoxicating, aromatic mound. He didn't know how to do it, but he threw everything he had into making her cum -- licking, swirling, swallowing, grunting, French kissing, and fingering her sensitive clit.
The cramped tent became a sweat lodge -- an odorous one. The vapor of sex sweat and pussy juice hung in the stale air, as the mom and son slipped and slid atop the slick sleeping bag. For Hannah, the steamier the air was, the better.
She wanted to lose herself in this private world, and her son was happy to help. Every time his tongue fluttered against her vaginal walls or rolled on her clit, pulsating waves crippled her body. Every carnal instinct was telling her to close her thighs around her son's head and not let go until she came on his face. But she knew there was a better ending to be had.
When Miles withdrew her tongue, Hannah had her opportunity. She started to sit up, but she was quickly sent back to the floor. "Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah!" Her eyes squinted in desperation as Miles tantalizingly licked and kissed her inner thighs all around her pussy. "Stop! Stop! Stop!"
In a hurry, Miles sat up and held his hands defensively. He thought it would be okay to lick the juice from his mom's thighs. "Sorry, I didn't know. I won't do that anymore."
Hannah hazily rolled her neck and smiled at her son. "You better be lying about that." She held out her hand, and her strong son lifted her onto her butt. She then surprised him by grabbing his shoulders and twisting him around on his knees. Miles fell onto his back and Hannah landed on top of him.
The mother and son stopped and breathed. They were tired. They had been nonstop since entering the tent, and they were both sweaty, hot messes. They had golden-brown hairs stuck across their faces and they didn't know whose it was. In the calm darkness, they settled themselves the best they could.
After a minute or two, Hannah lifted her head from her son's chest. She glanced behind her to watch the way his hand gently lay on her butt cheek -- holding her. Her legs rested between his. She looked ahead again to see her son admiring the way her tits pressed into his ribs. They met each other's eyes and took a good look.
"Hey."
"Hey."
They stared at each other, studying the other's thoughts. Miles looked through Hannah the same way he did in the river. This time, Hannah wasn't afraid. She returned the same absolute stare.
"Are you, uh, going to let me, um..." Miles swallowed.
Hannah gently smiled. "I am. We are."
"Woah, haha!" Miles sharply breathed. He found it funny how stupidly lucky he was. "I can't believe this is happening. Um, wow, haha! You're being a cool mom again."
Hannah shook her head and kissed his lips. "No. I want this with you because I love you... in the same way you love me. I want you, Miles."
"Wait... What?" Miles nervously moved his fingers. If he didn't admit this now, then he'd never be able to. "Mom... I don't just wanna do this because it'll be fun. Ever since I caught you... Like, when I'm with you... It's hard to explain..."
The mother kissed her son deeply and assuringly. "Let me guess... When you're with me, you feel like I'm perfect for you. Like we're perfect together. And you want to spend every moment of every day with me. And you see yourself being with me. Only me?"
Miles didn't know how his mom could describe his deepest feelings better than he could. Dryly, he nodded.
"Like I said..." Hannah smiled, "I want this for the same reasons you do."
In a rush, Miles wrapped his arms around his mom and kissed her. She kissed him back and they made out. Miles moved his hips, rubbing his cock on his mom's thigh. Hannah flexed her quad and rubbed him back. With his confidence growing, Miles smacked her buttcheek and cupped it in his hand.
"Mmm. Hehe! You like it, don't you?"
Miles bashfully grinned. "Oh, hell, yeah!" He opened his mouth to say something else but feigned. "Mom, this might sound random," he panted, "but have you ever heard a guy call you 'bubbly' before?" His mom instantly lit up and flopped onto his chest.
With a touch of ego, Hannah shrugged, "I think I might've heard a few guys call me that... Why?" Before her son could respond, Hannah whispered in his ear, "Guys like to play it off like they're talking about my personality. But that's not why..."
Miles swallowed. He already had an idea, but he wanted to hear his mom say it. "Why, then?"
"Because those men have been around for a while, and they take one look at me, and they imagine what it'd feel like for me to bounce on their cock." Hannah hotly breathed. "But none of them will ever know. Only you will."
It was too much. Miles lurched forward and lifted his mom. He held her butt in the air and tried to angle his swollen tip into her parted pussy lips. Hannah helped him by holding the base of his cock.
"Fuck me. Do it, honey." Miles's erect cock burrowed inside her warm, welcoming vagina. And at that moment, Hannah realized she would forever be the mom who fucked her son. She dug her fingernails into his shoulder blades and moaned loudly. She gritted her teeth as her son stuffed his length inside her pussy. "Ahhh! Ohhh, Miles..."
"I love you, mom."
Hannah collapsed her head on his shoulder. Being with her son, being with a man she loved, being fucked by a cock this nice -- any of those three things would have driven Hannah up the wall. Having all three was... was... Fuck, I'm gonna cum soon, she thought.
There was no hope, but for as long as she was going to last, Hannah wanted to show her son she could satisfy him more than any other woman ever could. She gripped his cock with her pussy and bounced in his lap. She lifted her head so she could look him in the eyes -- his squinted eyes. Hannah wondered how much of his grunting and arousal came from her actions and how much of it came from him knowing he was involved in the hottest incest imaginable. Hannah hoped the answer was both. She wanted him to be turned on by every aspect of their love and relationship, just as she was. "I love you, too, Miles. Keep pounding me. Yeah! Show me how much you love me. Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck! Harder!"
He went from thrusting to violently bucking up into his mom's pussy. Her ass slapped his charging thighs every time they met. Miles felt his cock get swallowed in its entirety every time and still wanted to be deeper.
Her flopping hair, her tits smooshed into his chest, her gasping lips, her slapping ass, her warm body in his arms, her narrowed eyes, the smell of her skin, the lewd moaning, the pure desire, the cramped, steamy tent... It was like being in a dream. How is this real?
"Fuck, mom! I love being inside you."
"YESSS! Keep talking to me. Tell me where you wanna cum."
"I wanna cum in your pussy."
"UHH!" Hannah kissed her son while bounced on his cock and let him rail her as hard as he could. "You have no fucking idea how good this feels! I want you so fucking bad." They kissed again, struggling to hold their lips together through the jolting collisions. "You're fucking mine. I can't believe you're fucking mine."
"I'm yours," Miles grunted.
"Yeahhh!" Hannah wanted to give her son everything he ever wanted -- with one exception. A wicked idea formed in her dazed mind, and she decided to act on it. After all, she knew what was best for her son. "Honey, ahh... Tell me when... Ahh, ahh. Tell me you're gonna cum."
"Soon!" Miles blurted. His face and neck were strained to their aching limit and he didn't have much energy left to give. He was dehydrated, sticky, and throttled -- and he had never felt this incredible. He wanted to leave his cock in his mom's pussy forever. "Almost there!"
"Yeah? You're almost there? Ahh! Ahhh! Yeah, you're gonna fuckin... AHHH! OH-OHHHH! Miles! Miles! Miles!" Her pitch crescendoed into a silent scream.
The physical pleasure and emotional connection had sent Hannah to the edge. Hearing her son say he was about to cum inside her had pushed her right over it. Hannah came and came... and came. The intense orgasm ripped through her core and limbs. Wave after wave of release surged through her lower body. Her mind went blank, except for the thought that her son was now her best orgasm, and it only made her cum more.
Miles held his mom in amazement. She buckled and thrashed in his arms. Her eyelids shut and her face contorted. He kept thrusting, even while hot pussy juice squirted down his cock and balls and between his thighs.
Hannah's eyes flew open and she gasped for air. Her green eyes were watery, and her chest was heaving and red. It was like decades of pent-up frustration, angst, and guilt had been expelled from her body. She let her arms go limp and fell into her son.
Her face was hidden against his, but Miles could feel her heart race and her body tremble. He was shocked she had done it. He was blown away that he had done it for her. He beamed widely and fucked her.
Completely drained, Hannah couldn't help him much on his lap. She pushed his arms away and fell onto her back. She opened her legs and rested her eyes. With a dazed nod, she confirmed it was an invitation.
The young son crawled over his mom and slid his cock back inside her. He flopped and pounded, slowly losing control of his muscles. Just a few thrusts later, he froze. "Ahh..."
Hannah was just lucid enough to react. The first rope of his cum shot far inside her vaginal canal. Then, she pushed back. Miles shouted in panic as he slipped out, but then he was knocked forward by his mom's heels giving a literal swift kick in the ass. His goo started to land on her stomach. "Cum wherever you want!" She hastily said.
With no time to think, Miles went for it all. He lunged forward and aimed his cockhead at his mom's beautiful face and large tits. She flinched and closed her eyes every time he spurted, but her mouth was open in a shining grin the entire time. When he started to fade, his mom reached out and took control, pumping and squeezing out every last drop.
Miles wobbled, and then he collapsed. He fell into the side of the tent, resting against his mom.
----
For a while, the mother and son caught their breath in solitude. It was dark and quiet. The horniness subsided, and Miles came to grips with what they had just done. Hannah kept her eyes closed, just feeling her son's semen melt and trickle down her skin.
"Wow," Hannah finally spoke. She rolled on her side. Her son smiled from seeing her smile. Soon, they were giggling together. They kissed, and Hannah made sure not to transfer any cream to his face. "Hi."
"Hi," Miles answered. He watched her supple finger trace the valley of peach fuzz in his chest.
Slowly, a naughty curve formed in Hannah's lips. "You should go outside and get your phone. I know guys don't really hang up posters of naked women anymore... But I imagine a picture of me like this would be cool to have on your phone..."
Wait... What? Miles didn't know why his mom brought up a poster or how that thought even entered her mind. Did he say he wanted one in his sleep? Whatever. She was offering a photo of her covered in his cum, and Miles wasn't going to ask questions. "Uhh, yeah! I'll go get it."
Gingerly, Miles crawled out of the tent and scoured the grass for the right piece of discarded laundry. Ah! "Got it!" He announced and hurried back to the tent.
"Ho-ly shi... Wow." He had only made it halfway through the door. He was greeted by his mom cockily biting her lip. Miles didn't know where his mom had learned how to recline and pose like that. All he knew was that it was insanely sexy.
"Hey, honey? It's melting..."
"Oh... Yeah!" Miles fiddled with his iPhone and set his camera on Night Mode. When he lined up the shot, his mouth got even drier. She was perfectly propped up and positioned. He could ask her about it later. For now, he was humbled by how happy she looked to be coated in his love juice. "Um. Alright. Three, two, one..."
He only pressed the button once, and apparently, that was all he needed. Hannah blushed and sat up next to him, pecking him on the cheek. She stared at the screen with him. "See. Now that is me being a cool mom, hehe! Hey, when you get service again, send it to me." Her son leaned in to kiss her. "Hold on!"
Miles savored the scene of his mom quickly scooping his cum from her face, tits, and stomach before easily licking it down. When she was done, she pursed her lips, and Miles kissed her. He didn't even care that he could taste the salty, alkaline remnants of his load. He just wanted to make out with her.
Before long, Miles's soft cock swelled back to life. He twisted his hips against his mom's thigh. "Can we do it again?"
"Haha!" Hannah bellowed and rolled her eyes. "Are you fucking kidding me? You waited eighteen years to get back inside. Now, you can't even wait two minutes?"
Miles was loving this new angle to their shared humor. "I guess now that I'm a man, my dick wants to reclaim its home," he bantered.
Hannah went weak in the knees, and her internal fire reignited. "Mmm. Yeah? You want my pussy to be yours? You're ready to be my man now? Then show me."
She heard her son laugh from the teasing. As she was tackled onto the sleeping bag and flipped over onto her stomach, Hannah closed her eyes and basked in the complete feeling of being emotionally and sexually fulfilled. There was no hole inside her -- only a desire to keep going.
Miles hoisted her butt into the air and slipped his cock back into her pussy. The immediate sensation was so intense, Hannah knew neither of them would last long. It was a quickie -- like a dessert after a long, savory meal.
It took all of thirty seconds for Miles to start huffing and grunting. "I'm gonna cum, mom!"
"Ahh! Yeah?' Hannah winced. "Good. Make me yours. You have to cum in it to make it yours." She giggled through her moans.
Miles puffed his chest at the challenge. "Fuck, I will!"
"Mmm. Say it again. Call me mom. Fuck your mom."
The stinging sweat dripped into Miles's eyes. "I'm gonna cum in you, Mom. Err! I'm gonna claim your pussy, mom. It's mine."
"Whew! Fuuuck!" Hannah twitched and leaked the last of her nectar. After her orgasm, Hannah stared into the rippling, khaki wall until she felt her son ejaculate inside her.
How the fuck did we wait so long?
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Miles was the perfect gentleman, going outside to gather all of his mom's clothes for her. But Hannah left the tent to change anyway. The hot, sticky air was fantastic during sex... Not so much after. Her skin tingled in the cool, fresh air. She glanced back at the tent and humorously thought, He's gonna wonder what the hell I did in there.
The comet wasn't set to arrive for another hour. Miles was curious if there was a stream or a basin nearby where they could wash off together. As it turned out, his mom was on a similar wavelength. She told him she already checked a map and they were out of luck. But she had body wipes back at camp to clean their faces and genitals.
Miles matted the sleeping bag and adjusted the tent. Hannah opened the windows and unzipped the sleeping bag so it could air out. She didn't feel the need to be nice, but she didn't see the point in drawing unnecessary suspicion.
On the walk back to camp, the mother and son were quiet. Processing. Thinking about what they had done. Thinking about what they had started. When they arrived, the fire was nothing more than a simmering pile of ash. Everyone had gone to the summit.
"Should we head up?"
Miles nodded. "Yep."
With their headlamps on, they began the trek to the peak. The summit was busy with people gabbing and switching between each other's telescopes. Hannah told Miles he should go over and join his dad. It would be awkward, she recognized, but confronting it sooner was better.
Watching from a distance, Hannah swelled with a feeling of gratitude. She knew this was her last vacation with Ken. They had many quality years together. And as much as Hannah regretted how the decisions they both made over the last two years, she now could see it for what it was -- two scared, desperate, and unsatisfied people acting out because they lacked the courage to admit the life they had built together, the only world they knew, had already run its course.
If only they had been secure enough to see what a new life could have in store. Hannah smiled. She was going to sit down with Ken when they got home and have a heart-to-heart. Their son was moving out, and it was time for Ken to finally try his luck with the receptionist, or do whatever he wanted. She deserved her happiness, and he deserved his.
Hannah watched her son look up at the sky. And her mind swirled with thoughts of the future -- their future. He was her dream, and she promised herself she would be his. God, he's gonna be relentless... Hannah excitedly thought.
Miles perked up and looked behind him. He stole a glance with his mom while she scratched his back. They smiled together and then drifted apart as they waited for the comet to come.
Minutes later, Miles heard the familiar sound of his mom stifling her laughter. He looked up at the sky to see the clouds moving in.
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In a small American city, located in a valley of mossy oaks and rocky rivers, a miracle occurred inside a bustling roadside diner. For the first time, Shannon Ward served a table without making a single mistake. No missing menus, no forgetting to mention the specials, no splashing ice into the water cups... Perfection. And she rightfully did a little dance as she walked back to the kitchen.
The adjustment from her last job to this one was tough, mainly from a pride perspective. Waiting tables at Skyline Diner just didn't have the same gravity as being a pharmaceutical assistant at the drugstore. But after the local economy sputtered and small businesses shuttered their windows, Shannon was considered lucky for simply finding work at all.
Looking around the bright and lively diner, with the clanging of forks, the sipping on coffee, and folk songs sounding through the jukebox, she could have certainly done worse.
"Table Seven is still waiting on their meatloaf."
Shannon turned to see Jenny, a younger and more experienced waitress, standing next to her at the kitchen counter. "Yeah, the meatloaf," she repeated to the line cook.
Just like that, Shannon's positive attitude faded. Here she was at thirty-seven years old, with over twenty years of pharmaceutical experience, serving scrambled eggs to old people and high teenagers at nine o' clock at night. Jenny was a college student. Steady paychecks, regular hours, benefits... None of those were urgent needs for her. Jenny was a skinny, upbeat ray of sunshine with beautiful black skin and a quick smile. I could be like that, too, if I didn't have a husband out of work and a son going off to college soon, Shannon thought.
That wasn't to say Shannon resented or disliked her young coworker. Quite the opposite. Jenny had been showing her the ropes ever since she was hired last month.
"Wait, I have the corner section tonight again, right?"
"Hmm?" Jenny turned with a loaded tray. "Yeah, yeah! Tables Ten through Fourteen."
And to top it all off, Jenny had even helped Shannon get scheduled for the coveted night shift -- where, on some nights, Shannon went home with as much money as she did from a day of sorting pills.
----
"Hey, guys! Has everyone decided what they wanted?" Shannon had her pen and notebook ready.
"Yes," the father at the table answered, pointing at his toddlers. "He'll have the chicken tenders kid's meal. And he'll have the same."
Then, as his daughter cutely lisped her way through her order, one of the toddlers smacked a cup of ice water off the table.
"HAHHH!" Shannon gasped and froze. The icy water went right through her jeans and down her legs.
"We're so sorry!" Their horrified mother lunged across the booth to offer Shannon a napkin, which she accepted.
"It's okay. You're fine," Shannon smiled, dabbing her black jeans. "This happens to me all the time."
No, it didn't. "Shit!" she muttered under her breath as she walked back to the kitchen counter.
"Oh my god..." Jenny gawked. "What happened?"
"Ugh! Now I have to go all night looking like I peed my pants." Shannon tried in vain to pat herself dry.
"I'm so sorry, Shan." Jenny stifled her laughter the best she could. "I think I have some extra pants in my car, if you want?"
"Are they black?"
"Yeah, they follow code. They're my backups! Give me a sec. I'll go to my car after I help Lisa prep for the late-night rush."
"A Sunday night rush? Again?" Shannon remarked. "Since when is this place so popular on weeknights? I swear, nobody mentioned it when I started. Now it's a thing." Slowly, her young coworker rolled her eyes, and Shannon asked, "What?"
"That's because weeknight rushes weren't a thing... until about a week after you started working the late shift. Funny... It's mostly guys, too." Jenny winked and walked off.
What? Shannon was left standing by the counter. No. That's not...
Shannon Ward was an attractive woman, and she knew it. Along with a mean tomato sauce recipe, her Italian grandmother had passed on biological gifts as well. She was the reason why Shannon and her mother had olive skin, luscious brown hair, rectangular faces, and large breasts. While some of the gifts may have skipped a generation, Shannon's brown eyes, flat nose, plump lips, curving eyebrows, and supple neck made her a dead ringer for her "Nonna."
All that aside, Jenny's opinion was sweet but ridiculous. Shannon's long hair was in a less appealing bun. Her grapefruit-sized tits were hidden under a black apron. And olive skin clashed with her periwinkle work polo. Actually, everything clashed with the periwinkle uniforms -- the red booths, the checkered floors, the gold lamps. What a dumb color choice, Shannon thought. Anyway, the point being, she never had quite that power of men, even when she was dressing flatteringly.
----
After Jenny came back from her car, Shannon went into the ladies' room to change in a stall. The relief of stepping out of the damp, black denim was heavenly. She then shook out Jenny's backup pants.
Fortunately, Jenny was about her height at five-foot-six. The concern was her figure. Jenny was beautiful... in a legs-like-twigs kind of way. Shannon was fit, but she also had curved hips and legs. Her traditional Nonna used to point at her and tell her that men would soon be "killing each other" for her to have their babies. Considering Shannon was pregnant by eighteen and married by nineteen, perhaps her grandma had been onto something.
"Well..." she sighed at the black yoga pants "...Beggars can't be choosers."
Her first stop out of the stall was the body mirror in the restroom. The result was comical. The petite yoga pants were stretched to the limit. The back seam had been swallowed by the valley in her butt crack. Her cheeks were like two vacuum-sealed semi-spheres in the stretched sleek cotton.
"Hahaha! It was worth a try," Shannon giggled.
"Shannon! Where are you?" A voice boomed from outside. "Table Two needs water. Table Four is waiting on the check. The rush is coming soon. Let's get these orders out!"
Fuck. Shannon scrubbed her hands and dashed out of the restroom.
----
The warning of the rush came true. As the night progressed, the restaurant grew more crowded. The staff hauled ass to keep up with the demand. At the first opportunity, Shannon thanked Jenny for helping her. With a flick of her eyes, Jenny responded by imitating a man and saying, "Damn, girl!" Shannon scoffed and walked away with a pitcher of water.
At the front of the restaurant, Shannon greeted the next table of customers. The group consisted of men of various ages and appearances. She guided them to a large corner booth and passed them their menus. Right as she began her spiel about the dinner specials, she was interrupted.
"Let me guess... You're Shannon, and you'll be our waitress for this evening?"
"Yeah," she shrugged and grinned at the man. "You got that exactly right. So, I'll tell you about our specials today." But as she told them about the clam chowder and Greek salad, she sensed that their attention was elsewhere.
Later on, after serving them their entrees, Shannon returned to check up on the group and ask them how the food was. They all seemed happy to see her, as they complimented the food and talked with her about the diner.
"So," a middle-aged white man leaned in, "do they make you wear those pants as part of your uniform?"
Instantly, Shannon went red. Her mouth went dry and she had no idea what to say. "No, uh... No, there was an accident. I normally don't wear these."
A youthful black man coolly chimed in, "They should definitely make those pants part of your uniform."
The whole table snickered at the ringleader's joke, while Shannon gulped and wanted to die. As she put her head down and turned away, she heard the distinct sound of a phone camera. She spun around to see the lens aimed at her.
It was so shocking, she questioned if it had actually happened. The married waitress could only stare and blink at the man who had just taken a picture of her ass. He looked guilty and afraid, and it only made her feel even more violated and humiliated. Her mind swirled with fiery responses. But the last thing she could afford was to cause a scene and risk getting fired. So, she stomped back to the counter and distractedly continued to work.
As soon as the men left the restaurant, Shannon returned to their table to find a measly, eight percent tip. She wanted to punch something.
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Charlie was up much later than he should have been. Especially for someone who had to catch a bus to school in less than six hours. But if Alexis Thornton was going to stay up late into the night to text, then he was, too.
High school was difficult. Senior year was more fun and less stressful, but it still caused emotional angst. Awful, painful, exciting, hormonal angst. Scrolling through his text chain with Alexis, Charlie was convinced he had an easier time understanding the literary analysis questions on his college admission test.
Did Alexis want to bang him, or not? She was up at almost two in the morning. She was sending a lot of laughing and smirking emojis in her messages. She let him joke about how nice her boobs were. Yet, anytime Charlie suggested they get together and repeat the "awesome" night they had at a house party a few weeks ago, Alexis was evasive.
He typed out his next message, but then startled at the sound of the side door opening.
"JESUS!" Shannon clutched her heart and hunched over. She turned the lights on. "Haha! What the hell? What are you doing up?"
"Just texting friends about swimming in the lake tomorrow. How was work? You look exhausted." Charlie tucked his erection into under the waistband of his basketball shorts.
"I am. Thank you for noticing." Shannon slunk into the house and kicked her shoes off of her weary feet. Her jeans were finally dry, so she nudged her son's legs from the couch and sat down. She wanted to chide him about staying up so late on a school night, but she was too thankful to have someone to vent to.
"First, some kid spilled water all over me so it looked like I peed myself. Then, some creepy losers harassed me. And then, my manager kept pushing me to work faster because he still won't hire enough people for all the late customers we're getting now..." Shannon ranted for over five minutes, expunging the day from her system.
Charlie waited and then shook his moppy, brown head. "Wow... First the Windex fiasco, and now this."
"Haha!" Shannon sunk into the couch and smiled at her son. She was impressed with him for remembering her story from last week. "Keep listening to women like this and you'll make one very happy someday. Now get some sleep." She patted his shin.
"Yeah, alright. Goodnight, mom." Charlie hurried past her and to his room to respond to the text. He hoped he still had Alexis on the other end.
After a glass of merlot, Shannon followed him down the hall to get ready for bed.
"Hey."
"Ok, hey." Her husband rolled over, half-asleep.
"I had the worst night tonight. You wouldn't believe what happened."
"That's okay, you'll find a new pharmacy job soon," Sean said.
Like a screwdriver, his words twisted and burrowed into her skin, deeper each time. Shannon knew he was partly trying to make her feel better. But she could tell he was embarrassed by the career change. Her husband used to glow with pride when he told people his wife wore a lab coat and worked in a pharmacy. Recently, when he spoke to family over the phone, he'd simply say, "She's between pharmacy jobs."
While Shannon may have motivated herself using the same words, she felt like a failure and a disappointment to her family when she heard them from Sean. The irony was he had been laid off at work, and her serving job was keeping them afloat.
We need to get back to normal, Shannon thought. And by "normal" she didn't mean the standard for their marriage, she meant the few months before this where every time her husband got home from work he'd immediately jump her bones and fuck her like crazy. It was like an extended honeymoon. Now, though, the sex was almost non-existent. Maybe once we both get back to our careers and get our mojos back, Shannon hoped.
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The late nights were starting to take their toll on Shannon. Tuesday was her fourth double shift in a row. To make matters worse, around ten o' clock, two familiar men were at the entrance waiting to be seated. Shannon cringed and walked up to them.
"Excuse us, Shannon, can you take our order?"
"Why should I?" She spoke sternly with her hands on her hips. Her victimized Zen from last time was gone. "You harassed me, took a highly inappropriate photo of me, and then barely left me a tip."
In a sudden reversal, the men were embarrassed and flush. The same well-dressed black one sheepishly explained, "I just thought you looked good in those pants. We thought some guys at work would get a kick out of it. Nothing serious."
Shannon opened her mouth to unleash fury. But she wisely simmered. "Get out of here now... before I call the police." The buddies turned around and left.
When Shannon went back to the kitchen counter, Jenny whispered, "Hey. What was that all about?"
"Do you know how long those men have been coming in here?"
"Uhh... Maybe, like, three weeks? Why?"
"They're rude. To put it politely. Do you know anything about them?"
Jenny wiggled as she mulled. "Well, I know they work for a business with a yellow logo," she giggled.
Shannon arched her dense, narrow eyebrow. "How do you know that?"
"A couple of weeks ago -- They come in here for lunch sometimes, too. On the lunch shift a couple weeks ago we were doing this "win-a-free-lunch" thing, where everyone put their business cards into this big raffle bowl. And I remember they had these bright yellow ones."
Pursing her pink lips, Shannon asked, "Do we still have those business cards around?"
Jenny scoffed. "With how they do things here, I bet we forgot to even pick a winner, haha! The bowl is probably still sittin' under the bar doin' nothing." She walked off.
When Shannon went behind the bar, sure enough, she found the bowl of folded business cards. Among the litany of white ones, the flashy yellow ones were easy to spot. "The Greenville Private Library." Huh... Also in red font were the men's names -- Brian and George -- as well as their address.
"The Greenville Private Library," Shannon repeated aloud. A fine bookstore or non-profit library seemed too virtuous for those seedy men. Well, maybe I shouldn't judge a book by it's cover? Shannon bantered and then promptly cringed from her lame joke. Slipping the cards into their apron, Shannon went back to work. They don't deserve a free lunch anyway, she thought.
The rest of her shift was as hectic as usual. She hummed to the jukebox music as she zipped back and forth between tables and the kitchen, maneuvering around the other servers and busboys.
Her last table of the night was a group of four men. They had spent their meal chatting and laughing together in their booth. When Shannon passed around the styrofoam clamshells for their leftovers, she asked them if they knew what The Greenville Public Library was. She was met with darting eyes and snickering.
----
Finally, it was Wednesday -- Shannon's day off. After sleeping in and working out, she went out to run errands. More specifically, one errand.
She followed her GPS as she drove past the diner and made a right turn a few miles West. Just off the state highway, in a dirt parking lot surrounded by leafy trees, sat The Greenville Private Library. The name was spelled out on the stucco facade, using red cursive lettering. The single-story building was dated, with faded yellow awnings hanging over the windows. "Books, babes, adult movies, toys & more," was written repeatedly across the awnings.
There had been nothing about his "library" online, and now it made sense. Shannon recalled her rude customer explaining how "guys at work" would enjoy the photo of her backside. A queasiness knotted her stomach.
Warily, Shannon opened the front door, setting off a jingling bell. She did a double-take, as she was surprised by the cool, clean, and modern interior. The tiles were white and shining, and the racks and displays were spatially organized. Shannon avoided the details of the raunchy DVD and magazine covers near the counter.
More surprisingly, a woman her age walked from the back wall to warmly greet her. "You look lost," she politely grinned.
"Is it that obvious I'm out of place?" Shannon chuckled, relieved to see the pleasant, blonde woman rather than a pervy man.
"Oh, nonsense! Everyone should feel welcome here. Almost all of us have a sex drive, and there's no shame in indulging it. I'm Alana. I'm the Librarian." She saw the pause on Shannon's face and added bluntly, "I'm the owner." Alana laughed with Shannon and shook her hand. "So, how can I help you today?"
"Ah, well..." Something was disarming about the shop owner. She had calming, blue eyes and a soothing voice. Her cheeks were round and happy, as she looked up. She looked professional in her silky button-up and dress pants, with a little thickness around her hips. Shannon felt like she could trust her. "I work at a restaurant down the road. And this week I had a couple of bad run-ins with these two customers, who I think might work here."
Alana cocked her head and then curiously scanned Shannon's figure. "You work at Skyline Diner. You're Shannon."
Shannon went cold and stiff. "Yes..."
"No need to worry, honey. Your diner has become rather popular with my members lately. And so have you..." the owner suggested.
"What? What do you mean?" Now she was very confused. "Why?"
"Before we talk more, would you like to tell who's been bothering you? That's never acceptable. There is a difference between our private imaginations and the real world."
"I'd say the main problem has been either George or Brian? He was black, bald, and he had-"
"George," Alana politely confirmed. "I'll have a talk with him. You don't have to worry about him causing you any more trouble. Thank you for bringing it to my attention."
Shannon rubbed her bare arms. It was brisk in the air-conditioned store. "Thank you for helping me. I didn't come here to get anyone in trouble. I just wanted him to stop, hah."
"You don't think about it for another minute. You've dealt with enough, honey. Is there anything else on your mind?"
"Yes," Shannon raised her finger. "Another guy, I'm guessing the other employee, took a photo of my- He took a sensitive photo of me at work without my permission. And George said something about showing it to other guys at work. Do you know anything about that?"
Alana exhaled and nodded in disappointment. "I do. I was about to share this with you anyway. I apologize in advance. Follow me."
Through a gate in the front counter, Shannon followed Alana into the back stockroom. Only it wasn't a stockroom. They were standing at the end of a dark, narrow hallway. The imagery of the black walls and dim lighting was sketchy, but it oddly contrasted with the clean, wood laminate floors and fresh aroma. It smelled like diffused ginger, giving the hallway a sense of life even though it was desolate.
A row of evenly spaced white doors lined the far wall. Alana slid open the first one and stepped inside. Shannon stood on her toes to peek over her shoulder. The room was the size of a small closet. Maybe three feet in each direction. Like the hallway, the walls and ceiling were matte black, and a single lightbulb cast a gold shadow onto the driftwood laminate floor. Mounted on the wall was a television, which was playing a pornographic video on mute. Below it was a black shelf, featuring a remote control, a stack of crisply folded hand towels, and a large bottle of lotion.



Shannon shuddered at the sight of the black plastic stool against the sidewall. She ignored the porn and poked her head inside, so she could see what Alana was squatting down and looking for. The front wall was covered in a hodgepodge of photos and images, resembling a bulletin board on a college campus. The pictures were of all different sizes and types, thumbtacked and taped.
"None in this one, surprisingly," the owner mused. She then rose to her feet and slid the door closed behind her. She walked to the next room. In the identical chamber, Alana traced her finger along the wall. "Ah-hah! Here we go." She plucked a letter-sized photo from a thumbtack and offered it to her guest.
Shannon took one look, and her skin crawled. Her shoulders lurched as she gagged. It was her butt. Her thighs. And her coworker's yoga pants. The outline of her thong was visible, which Shannon hadn't noticed at the time. A strip of beige masking tape ran across the bottom of the page. In a combination of Sharpie and blue pen, it was labeled: Shannon - Waitress @ Skyline Diner!!
Never had Shannon felt so violated. Her hanging jaw was frozen and her wide-set eyes were unblinking. "Why is this here?" she asked, already knowing the answer but hoping Alana would say anything else.
"Men come into these rooms to jerk off. They find inspiration from a lot of sources. This photo of you has already become quite popular, but I can see it makes you uncomfortable. Say the word and I'll remove all of them."
"ALL OF THEM?" Shannon shouted. "What does that mean? All?"
Alana held her composure and offered an understanding nod. "George printed them and posted them in the rooms. But I'll collect every one of them right now."
Hearing those words helped Shannon breathe easier, but not by much. "How many are there?"
The blonde owner counted the other doors with her head. "Probably five total."
"Oh, god," Shannon rolled her neck and let her hair fall over her eyes. She then compared her photo to the others on the wall. Most of them seemed to be adult models or pornstars. But there seemed to be many homemade images as well. Regardless, nearly all of them were splotchy, wrinkled, and torn at the corners -- like they had been handled and wiped down many times before. Shannon shuddered and looked at her photo. "Well, at least mine haven't... you know, haven't gotten as much attention."
Once again, Alana breathed steadily and delivered the awkward news. "This photo was reprinted this morning. We had to reprint it each of the last two mornings... because of excessive use."
"Ugh!" Shannon dropped the paper and shook her wrists. She paced in a small circle with her hands on her head. This can't be real. It can't be, she thought.
"All photos are wiped down and sanitized afterward," Alana noted. She then suggested, "I know it's shocking, but try taking it as a compliment! You're absolutely gorgeous. I wish I could still get that kind of attention from men."
"These aren't just men! These men can see me daily," Shannon bit. "My son probably goes to school with their kids. Why the hell would they want that when there's porn frickin' everywhere here?"
With simple wisdom, the comely owner said, "They are more attracted to you because they can see you every day. You are real. You exist in their world. You are close enough for their fantasies to feel possible. Plus..." she flirted, "...I think you know how fucking sexy you are."
Shannon's swirling mind eased. The new perspective mollified her feelings of disgust and panic. But it didn't answer the most angering question. "Alana, I get why this -- this photo of me -- is good for business. I do. But, as a woman, how could you possibly let them do this to me? How could you possibly let them -- hell, even help them -- post pictures of real women in here? In here, where any random guy can jerk off to it! Worst of all, you put where I work so they can find me!"
"Shannon..." Alana shook her head and apologetically held her heart. "Shannon, I want you to know that I never tolerate posting or taking photos of someone without consent. And I don't know who wrote your workplace on your label, because we only write first names. I'm so sorry. It's against the rules but, as you can see, it's hard to catch."
Shannon held out her hand, waiting for Alana to explain herself, but she was done. "Okay... And when exactly did I consent to letting all of Greenville use my body as jerk bait? When! I'm married. I'm a mother, Alana."
"Oh, wow. This just keeps getting more uncomfortable," Alana said bluntly, breaking with her normal disposition. "It was your husband who brought in the first photo of you. He posted it in one of the rooms."
"No, he didn't," Shannon declared.
"I'm sorry, honey. He had to show ID to get back here. He signed a form. Sean Ward, right? About yay tall, kind of thinning-"
Shannon watched Alana's mouth move, but her ears were deaf. Her flat face was numb and expressionless. She knew every word of Alana's story was true. "Why?" she interrupted. "Why would he do this?"
"I can see why you're surprised. I have a feeling this place is a secret for most married members, unfortunately. I don't judge or ask questions, and I take confidentiality seriously. But, in your husband's case, fuck him. Haha!" Alana grinned in the dark hallway in solidarity. "Your husband was a guest here for a few months, starting back in December -- so about six months ago. He was going through the process of getting his Library Card, and then-"
"Library Card? And what's a member?"
Alana spoke plainly, "Instead of giving out membership cards, I give out 'Library Cards.' It's just a fun marketing gimmick that makes the men feel special. They pay a monthly fee, and I give them a physical card to carry around in their wallets that lets them come back here and get discounts on porn and toys up front."
"Wait, wait, wait..." Shannon pinched her nose between her clenched eyes. "My husband was a member here? You're saying he went back here? Into these rooms?"
"Well, not quite. He was a guest. To be issued a Library Card, a current card holder has to apply to sponsor a guest. If the librarian, me, approves the guest invitation, the guest has to come in, fill out some paperwork, and then begin a probationary period. During the probationary period, the guest has limited access and can only visit the Nonfiction Section, this back area, if his sponsor is with him. After getting recommendations from ten other card holders, a guest can apply for a Library Card. If I like the application, I will interview the guest and hopefully grant the Library Card." Alana finished her polished explanation, and then chuckled, "Basically, your husband wanted to become a member here, and we let him jerk off in here while we vetted him."
Shannon's brain was about to explode. She rubbed her forehead, questioning her entire life. It was like her body wasn't hers. "What even is this place? Is this a cult? Or some secret society? This whole thing seems ridiculously complicated."
Alana threw her head back in laughter. "I'm so happy to hear you say that!" She clapped her hands and wiped tears from her eyes. "But no, it's not a secret society. It's designed to feel that way, though." Alana confided, "I was an escort when I was younger, and then I worked in a brothel. I catered to the country club and yacht club crowd. Everyone did. They had the big check books. What I learned, though, is what most men wanted more than sex -- even more than companionship -- was acceptance and freedom from shame."
"America, especially, is a sexually shamed country. We created unnatural rules for ourselves and then taught ourselves to feel guilty for breaking them. We placed a sanctity on sex -- the most simple and fleeting human pleasure." Alana shook her head. "I realized that regular, blue-collar guys -- landscapers, truck drivers, construction workers -- had the same problem as investment bankers. They wanted to feel acceptance when they came. Only they couldn't afford to hire a prostitute whenever they wanted. Or, at least one who could take care of them emotionally that way. That's why I created this. I created a new world for them, a 'library' they could head to whenever they needed it. I had fun inventing a strict membership system so that every man would always feel like he's surrounded by like-minded men who support him. And the exclusivity helps every man feel special while he's here." Alana smiled, "As I like to say, The Greenville Private Library is a safe space for men to get off." She giggled.
Shannon was surprised by Alana's openness. But she was more curious how the hell her husband thought it was okay to come to a place like this? How did she not notice? How did a place like this exist twenty minutes from her house? How does everyone not know about this?
Chopping the air with her hands, Shannon tried to map the timeline. "Okay. So... You're saying my husband was invited here six months ago by a friend. You accepted it. He started coming here to..." she fumbled with the words. "Then what happened next?"
"From what I heard, everything was fine with him. Nobody reported any issues. Then, in March, he got into an argument with a card holder -- his sponsor, actually. I told your husband he had to behave or he would be denied a Card. Then, last month, he picked a fight with his sponsor again -- a physical one this time." Alana sighed. "When I told your husband he had to leave, he was very angry and upset. Apparently, his sponsor was his coworker, and he had 'gotten him fired' after their first fight. But your husband kept coming in anyway because he wanted to be a card holder. And one day, your husband brought in a photo of you to share -- a photo he promised he had consent to bring in, and his sponsor ended up using it as inspiration. Then, they fought."
Hearing the truth was like being punched in the gut. Shannon squatted in the dark hallway, pulling the front of her hair. Every puzzle piece began to fit perfectly, and she rose to her feet shaking in rage.
He wasn't laid off because of the economy. He was fired for arguing with a coworker, or even his boss, in a jerk-off club! I've been busting my ass six days a week. Even Charlie's working! And he's just been on his ass at home, Shannon thought.
Even more painfully, she realized the "new honeymoon period" she felt with her husband had simply been him revving his libido at The Library and then coming home to her. The last month of distance and shame... It wasn't about her job. It was about him sulking over being kicked out of The Library and probably resenting her to some degree because he fought over her photo.
While she was still seething inside, Shannon was also confused. "I just... I don't understand..."
"Why your husband would hang a photo of you in here?" Alana offered. "Believe it or not, a lot of men like the idea of other men being sexually attracted to their wives. Do you see that camera?"
In the top corner of the "reading nook," there was a reflective lens. Shannon nodded, and Alana continued, "Those can be turned on and off by the person in the room. And all of the feeds stream live into the study room, our theater, for anyone who wants to watch. It's mostly used for porn films, though."
The two women walked to the end of the hall. Shannon was in stunned silence. Alana wanted to be supportive and transparent. At the end of the hall, they turned right into a shorter corridor that ended in a red curtain. Alana held the fabric open for Shannon as she entered the "study room." What looked like an unused stockroom and loading bay had been converted into a humble, bizarre theater. There were three projection screens on three different walls and a set of plastic chairs facing each direction.
"See those screens? In here, people can watch what's going on in the reading nooks if they want to, and if a camera is turned on."
Alana had delivered on her promise. Shannon did feel like she was in a new world. And her husband, whom she had been with for nineteen years, now seemed like an alien. Wrapping her mind around how he did this and hid it... It seemed impossible.
It felt like she found out he had been cheating their entire relationship. He may not have cheated on her with another woman, but he cheated her of the truth. He cheated her of her privacy. He cheated their sex life. He cheated her of their connection. And he cheated the family of its time, income, and dignity. It was a betrayal.
"My husband watched other men jerk off to pictures of me in here?"
"I can't say for certain because I don't track anyone. But I don't see how else he could have known what your partner did with your photo."
"Thank you for showing this to me," was all a choked-up Shannon could say.
Alana nodded gracefully, "You're welcome." She then ushered Shannon back to the bright, sunny retail floor of the Fiction Section. Once behind the counter, Alana looked fitting again in her scarlet dress shirt and black dress pants. "I'm sorry for all of this. I hope I explained everything well. I'll send an email to the cardholders and staff today letting them know you're off-limits. Is there anything else I can do for you?"
"Yes, there is," Shannon asserted. "Can you call me if you catch another pervert bringing in a picture of me? That way, I can ban them from the diner."
"Haha!" Alana beamed excitedly. "I really wish we met under better circumstances. And, yes, I will certainly let you... right after I ban them from my Library."
Shannon spoke her phone number as Alana typed it into her Galaxy behind the counter.
"And that's Shannon...?"
"Ward. For now."
"I like you," Alana danced. "Okay, Shannon, here's my card. I'll let you know if there are any problems. Sorry to be the bearer of bad news."
----
Charlie was up late again. He tried to lie down on the couch and rest, but every time Alexis responded, he sat up in a flash to read the message. His middle finger slowly circulated on his erection through his mesh shorts. Maybe he was easily excitable. Or maybe he was just young and horny.
He didn't have a crush on his classmate, and he never for a second believed she had a crush on him. Alexis had a solid body and cute tits. Her butt was very smackable... was that the right word? Charlie scratched his messy brown hair and huffed. He didn't understand how she could be so flirty yet so skittish, especially given their history -- no matter how brief.
Maybe she's nervous, he thought. After all, both times they had sex, it wasn't as if she had leaped into action. She needed to be persuaded. She wanted to be peer pressured as if she wanted an excuse to tell herself later.
In the moonlit living room, Charlie read and analyzed the text on his glowing phone, as he did with every message. Sometimes he would respond and she'd back off. Other times he'd send a meaningless text and she'd seemed to draw closer. It seemed random. Though, he knew the more likely answer was that he hadn't learned how to seduce women yet. "She put a winky face... She's probably horny," Charlie guessed aloud.
Suddenly, his arms jolted at the creak of a wooden stair. He fumbled his phone but caught it. His face was beet red and he tried to breathe it tan again.
"Charlie?"
His mom walked from the hallway and into the kitchen. Charlie tucked his erection into his waistband and lounged with his knees up on the couch. "Hey, mom, what's up?" He waited for her to respond, but then he saw the weariness under her eyes. It wasn't like her to be sleepless and get out of bed. "What's wrong?"
She sat in a side chair in her flannel pajamas. "You always can tell, can't you?" she snickered. "And it's nothing you need to worry about. I just came down to see if you were still up."
"Are you sure?" Charlie sat up taller and empathetically.
His mom nodded sweetly and stared at him with her sleepy, brown eyes. "You asking me just made me feel better. So, thank you."
Charlie smiled, as his mom stood up and patted his leg.
"I'm gonna go to bed. I'll let you get back to texting that girl," she smugly grinned.
The high schooler tilted his head in a baffled way.
"Please... I'm your mom. Plus, there aren't many reasons for a boy to be that worked up from texting."
Charlie's face went even redder and his ears burned.
"Good night, honey. I love you."
"I love you, too, mom."
3*****
Shannon's one day of supposed rest was over. She was back at work on Thursday, more conscious of male customers staring at her as she served tables on the late shift.
Part of her wished she had never found out about The Library and her connection to it. Now she was picking up on whispers, giggles, stares, and comments she originally wouldn't have noticed. Despite their immature behavior, Shannon had a job to do. A job she was still learning to do. So, she hummed and grooved her head to the music playing from the jukebox. And, fortunately, she had the foresight to wear loose-fitting dress pants to reduce the amount of attention.
One table in particular, though, was proving difficult to ignore. While leaning over to serve them their entrees, a diner sneakily angled his phone at her cleavage.
"Hey, creep! No photographs," Shannon snapped.
"Oh, shit!" The other guys ridiculed and laughed at him.
With blotchy cheeks, the small, guilty man sneered, "That's fine. I wasn't going to take the pic anyway. The rumors about your looks are way overexaggerated."
Shannon didn't hesitate. "Get the hell out of here."
He climbed over his buddies and left. Everyone else in the booth stayed put and apologized for him. "Just so you know, we don't agree at all with what he said."
Great.
Leaning against a hidden wall while she collected herself, Shannon knew there was no use in pretending. This work situation was unsustainable. She either had to quit, or she'd end up being fired. Not only had her husband's selfishness and lies cost him his job, but they were also about to cost Shannon hers. It was both infuriating and heartbreaking.
As much as Shannon believed Alana, she knew it was unlikely for a threatening email to stop the onslaught of violating behavior. She'll be pulling my photos down from those walls forever, Shannon thought.
And that thought reminded her of a question she had. Quickly, she took out her phone and texted the number from Alana's yellow business card. The title of "Head Librarian" made Shannon snort. She then asked Alana what picture of her Sean had originally brought in as well as what happened to it.
After refilling the waters at three of her tables, her phone vibrated against her hip. The message read: "Hey Shannon :) How are you? All of your photos are in the trash and all employees have been instructed to take down any they see. I emailed every member this morning and told them they have to keep their fantasies inside The Library!"
Before Shannon had time to respond, she had a flurry of orders. She felt her phone vibrate again as she hustled back and forth across the checkered floors. When she finally had a moment to relax, Shannon went into the restroom to read the long text message in peace.
"So I looked into your hubby's time here a little more. The photo he posted was one of you in jean shorts and a pink bikini top. Sound familiar? I was debating whether to tell you this or not... but I decided that if it were me... I'd wanna know. Your pic was called the 'cheese platter' because guys passed it around so often. I'm sorry, honey! I bet you look super gorgeous in it! I learned for sure that your hubby was watching his sponsor when he was jerking off on it. When he jizzed on your face... your hubby lost it. He punched his sponsor, screamed at the bouncer, and told everyone he was taking your photo away. That's all I have."



It was more than enough to make Shannon lean over on the bathroom sink and stare into the void. She knew which photo Alana was referring to. It was taken at a dinky water park near her brother's place in Savannah. Shannon had even told her husband she thought it was one of her sexiest photos. Still... Shannon thought,...for it to be that popular... Wow.
But its good reception wasn't the point. Her husband had the audacity to treat her likeness as his personal property. He had the sense of entitlement to share it with others, let them play with it, and then walk home with it in a huff when he got upset -- like it was his ball on the playground.
The more she imagined the scene where her husband announced he was taking away her photo, the angrier Shannon became. Bringing it and sharing it was the act of a selfish and horny man. Taking it away at his will was the act of a controlling one. He thinks his privacy was invaded. He thinks he's the victim, Shannon thought.
She studied her upturned eyes in the sink mirror and shook her head. After retying her bun and flattering her periwinkle polo, she marched out of the bathroom.
The atmosphere of the simple diner had changed. Of the four booths in her section, three of them were all men. All of them knew each other. All of them had seen at least one of her sensitive photos. And all of them had likely masturbated with it for pleasure. Now, because of her husband, Shannon had to live the nightmare of being a sex symbol at work.
"That fucker..." she muttered dryly. Then a cagey, vengeful smirk stretched the corners of her lips. Shannon could never undo what her husband had started. But she could punish him with her.
In a surge of dopamine and self-satisfaction, Shannon crept behind the bar. When the coast was clear, she squirted the water nozzle.
----
"Jenny."
Shannon waited for her coworker to finish handing a stack of dirty plates to a dish washer in the kitchen. "Jenny, guess what?"
"Yeah?" The young waitress spun around and covered her gaping mouth with her hand. "Nooo! Oh my god!"
"I know," Shannon scoffed, second-guessing her spontaneous idea. "It's like a cruel joke. I'm sorry to ask, but do you think I could maybe borrow your yoga pants again?"
"Oh. Well, I don't have those. I took them home after you wore them."
Lovely, Shannon thought. This is what you get-
"But I have these leggings I've been wearing to Pilates for the last couple of days... if you want to wear those? They might be a little sweaty, though."
"Oh, I don't mind." Shannon's heart raced. "Anything's better than these. I need to start bringing my own at this rate, haha!" She thanked Jenny profusely for running to her car on short notice again.
When Jenny came back, Shannon dipped into the restroom to change. Immediately, she noticed the difference in the material between the leggings and the yoga pants. Yoga pants were made to be a comfortable outer layer, loose around the ankles. Athletic leggings were generally sleeker with more compression. But as Shannon shook out the black pants, she couldn't help but wonder if these were more tailored for a darker-skinned beanstalk like Jenny.
Once she tugged and wiggled her way into the leggings, Shannon shuffled over to the full-length mirror. "HAHAHA!" She erupted in laughter. The stretched spandex was sheer over her olive skin. With every slight movement, she needed to pick at the fabric to adjust it. When she twisted her hips, she could see the seam buried between her butt cheeks again. The major difference was, instead of an outline, the black leggings were sheer enough to make a veiled impression of her polka dot thong.
Every fiber of her conscience told her to change back into her wet jeans, but Shannon's hands were trembling. A jittery, exhilarating sense of adrenaline pumped through her veins. The thirty-seven-year-old split into a wide smile, as she retied her voluminous hair into a low ponytail. As a final touch, she unbuttoned her polo down to her apron, permitting a hint of cleavage.
Shannon opened the restroom door and stepped back into the breach. For the remainder of her shift, she shrugged off the gawking eyes and eagle-like stares. She leaned over the tables to pour water and stood sideways to her tray stand as she served plates of food, knowing the men were sneaking peeks and photos. At one point, a man's hand 'accidentally' brushed against the side of her butt cheek, and Shannon chose to ignore it.
By closing time, Shannon felt liberated and proud, and in control of her body.
----
In the early morning, Shannon walked through the side door to see Charlie texting on the couch.
"You look excited," he noted.
Shannon then caught his eyes lingering below her face. She had forgotten to rebutton her polo and was showing mild cleavage. She quickly convinced herself it was no big deal. "I am very happy! I had a great day at work for the first time in a while."
"Oh, good!" Charlie smiled genuinely, sitting up, cradling a pillow.
"Alright. I'm gonna go shower and hit the hay. Get to sleep, will you?" she ribbed.
4*****
Shannon woke up alone in bed. It was just after ten o'clock, and the sun was filtering through the blinds. She yawned and checked her phone to find a text from Alana. "Urgent! Call me!"
The previous night still felt like a hazy dream. Reading Alana's text was like a shot of adrenaline. All of the feelings and realness from last night returned in an instant. Shannon jumped out of bed and began to dress, holding her smirk.
She knew why Alana wanted her to call. But she figured the conversation was better to have in person.
Once the doorbell chimed, Alana stood at attention to greet the attractive waitress. "Shannon!" she announced, surprised. "I'm glad you're here."
"Hey, Alana. I got your text."
"Yes." Her mood lowered. "I have some bad news."
Shannon pushed her hair behind her ear and controlled her breath. "Yeah? What is it?"
The shop owner huffed and reached under the counter. "These." She aligned four plastic zip-top bags on the marbled granite.
Nervously, Shannon stepped forward in her jeans and heels. She glanced at the evidence bags and saw four different photos of her from last night. Two were of her backside, with her thong visible between her butt cheeks. The other two were of her face and cleavage from when she had leaned over. They all shared one common trait. They had faint, splotchy stains from where cum had been wiped from the photo paper. One plastic bag was smeared from the inside with suds. It had been wiped just recently.
Shannon had expected this result. She was just amazed by how quickly the men had gotten to work.
"I'm sorry. I didn't see them until it was too late," Alana lamented. "I'll be launching an investigation to figure out who took these. And I will find out."
After all the rehearsing she had done in her head on the drive over, all Shannon could say to explain her reversal was, "It's okay. I'm fine with these now."
"What?" Alana shook her straight, blonde hair. "Are you just saying that because you don't want to cause trouble? Believe me, I want to get to the bottom of this. It's no burden."
Shannon wagged her chin and sheepishly smiled. "No. I just... I don't know."
Meticulously, Alana read her eyes, and her face bulged in an elated, accusatory grin. "You did this on purpose."
"Hehe!" A flustered Shannon giggled and went red. It took her a moment to untie her tongue. "I kind of wanted to get back at my husband. And I figured, if men are going to be this way with me, I might as well do it on my terms, you know?"
Alana sucked her lips and folded her hands to conceal her excitement. "I think that's a wonderful attitude. I'm happy to see how happy you look now. And, obviously, my patrons appreciate you."
The two women stood and nonchalantly looked around.
"I have something else to tell you," Alana finally said.
"What?"
"Your son came in here yesterday."
"What did you just say?" Shannon reacted loudly. She wasn't as amused as her new friend seemed to be.
"Your son, Charlie, came in here yesterday. I could tell by his hair and face... and also his debit card helped. Using a debit card at an adult shop to buy porno..." Alana tsked."Rookie mistake."
It was uncomfortable to hear, but Shannon wasn't sure how to feel. Her son was officially an adult and he was going to do adult things. Being horny and watching porn was one of those things. She was more concerned about him going to a place like The Greenville Private Library. "Why would he buy a video here? No offense. I just don't get why he wouldn't watch it online."
"Men buy physical porn for a lot of reasons. The quality is much higher, they can watch their favorite video with bad Internet, there's no traceable charge on their credit card statements. Plus, actually getting to hold it is just exciting. You own it. Does your son have a Playstation?"
Shannon thought then nodded.
"There you go. He has a Blu-ray player. That's much better than streaming a video online."
"Huh, okay." Shannon sighed and still looked distraught.
"Before you get too worried about your son-"
"I'm not."
"Well, good!" Alana grinned. "You should be proud, especially considering his selections."
"Unless they're videos about how to buy a woman flowers, then I doubt that."
Alana tossed her hair and laughed. "I won't tell you what he came in here for because there's no reason to share that with you. But I will tell you about the third movie he chose. When he had the movies he wanted, he kept perusing the store, and I noticed him walking by that display again and again."
Shannon peeked back at a waterfall DVD display facing the window.
"Men do that a lot," Alana explained. "A man will be interested in something, but he'll be afraid to touch it and admit he wants it. He's afraid someone will see, or he's afraid of what it'll say about him. So, he'll just stare at it again and again. That's usually when I walk over to help. Of course, he'll move away and pretend he wasn't really looking," the owner chuckled fondly. "What I end up doing is waving him over to the section and complimenting his taste. I tell him why the genre is special enough to me and popular enough to have in my store. Then I mention all of the positive things someone's arousal to the genre says about them. Then I recommend my favorites, compliment his selection, and tell him I'm happy for him."
"Your son selected a stepmom-stepson movie. It was a high-quality, uncut one with good acting and a solid plot. The kind you can't find online."
Her lips were moving, but no sound escaped. Shannon was alarmed and swirling with confusion. "Wh- Why would he want that?"
"For the same reason why stepmom-stepson and stepdad-stepdaughter videos are among my bestsellers. Freudian reasons. A lot of young boys are sexually attracted to their moms." Alan could see the twisting horror forming in the mother's face. "Shannon," she spoke calmingly, "before you buy into the narrative that your son is a screwed-up weirdo, I can promise you this attraction is natural, very common, and harmless."
"Are you sure?" Shannon's voice broke.
"Yes, I promise. And, c'mon... With a mom who looks like you, what choice did he have?"
She wasn't in a smiling mood yet. "You helped him? You- You encouraged it."
"Like I said, I didn't know until he paid. But even if I did know, I still would've helped. Making men feel comfortable and unashamed is important. Especially with someone his age. It's my job."
"Is there anything I should do about it?"
"Oh, not really. Just let him watch his videos, jerk off, and don't let him know you know. Let him enjoy his attraction from a distance. I mean, you had to have caught him checking you out at some point."
Shannon thought back to as recently as last night. "Yeah, he looked at my chest when I came home from work."
Alana gestured toward the bagged photos on her counter. "Looks like a lot of men did."
The two women shared a laugh in the empty store.
"In all seriousness, Shannon... Your son was one of the most pleasant and polite young men I've ever met. You should be complimented that he thinks so highly of you." They nodded and shared a warm smile, then Alana announced, "And, now, I have some work to do -- involving you."
A reeling Shannon watched as her blonde acquaintance clicked on her iMac and made the printer whirr. Copies of her photos mechanically slid into the tray.
"This isn't an attempt to use you for free labor, I promise. But do you know what would really stick it to your husband and make you feel good? Posting these photos yourself."
The suggestive expression on Alana's face only made Shannon giddier. She waited until a stack of each photo was printed, and she naughtily labeled her sexy photos with a Sharpie and masking tape. She was tempted to write where she worked, but it felt like too much. So, she simply wrote in pretty, looping letters: "Shannon - Waitress."
Alana lifted the counter gate so she could enter the Nonfiction Section with her stack of photos and tin of thumbtacks. She slid open the first white door in the dark hallway. "What the f- Eww!" The dark stall, which would have been terrible as an actual reading nook, looked different than last time. There were dried, splotchy cum stains on the laminate floor and a hole in each of the side walls.
Shannon backed out into the hallway and turned to see Alana observing her, with her arms folded under her chest. Preemptively, the owner answered her question, "I'm still in the process of cleaning the reading nooks from last night. The gloryholes are popular live streams to watch in the study room."
Alana then clicked across the thick laminate in her dress heels and invited her guest into the cramped nook. "These caps," she took the black plastic circles from the shelf, "screw into the wall on each side."
"Oh. I thought those were, like, those little circles you pop out for wires and cables and stuff." Alana's hearty laughter echoed in the nook, and Shannon scratched the side of her head. "I'm still getting used to the way your customers think."
"When you walked in here to post your photos, did you feel a tingly, nervous excitement from knowing a stranger would be getting off to you?" Shannon admittingly nodded her head. "My patrons enjoy this for the same reason. Except it's harder for me to clean, obviously."
The women flashed their teeth and shared another laugh. Shannon then tacked her four photos into the wall and moved on to the next room.
----
"Oh, what a night. Hmm. Hmm. Hmm. Hmm. Hmm. Hmm. Late December back in sixty-three. What a very special time for me. Hmm. Hmm. Hmm. 'member, what a night. Doo. Doo. Doo. Doo. Doo..."
Shannon danced and swayed about the diner, humming to the jukebox as she performed her serving duties. Her confidence came from her growing experience. It also came from stepping out of her comfort zone earlier when she posted her photos. There was an energy, a tickle in her heart.
For the first time, Shannon was happy to come in for her shift. Her forehead was relaxed, and there was a subtle bump in her cheeks. Her brown hair was tied down into a loose, French ponytail. The collar of her pastel blue polo was open and relaxed against her shoulders. And her legs and butt were softly wrapped in her own translucent black tights. Going into work felt like an exhilarating secret.
Maybe it was her smile, or her hospitality, or her allowance of light flirting, or maybe she was just doing her job well... but Shannon was making a lot more money tonight. Her tables were leaving larger tips. Very few were lower than twenty percent.
The sudden change was explained later in the night when Shannon's apron buzzed and she read the text from Alana. "Hey, gorgeous! How have your tips been tonight?"
"What makes you ask that? They've been really good."
"I taped a little note next to your photos. It says you pretend not to notice men taking pics... as long as they leave a nice tip. Seemed fair to me ;)"
Shannon stared at her phone screen uncertainly. It surprised her how Alana didn't consult her beforehand. But, then again, she had just confessed to helping men sneak pictures of her. If they're gonna do it anyway, why shouldn't you get an extra benefit? Shannon thought.
She turned the corner and walked through the long, rail-style diner. Most of the red and white booths were vacant. But in her section, Shannon could see the two tables of men, who had either recently or currently fantasizing about her.
"Anyone need more water?"
5*****
The morning after was not pleasant. When Shannon woke up, Sean was next to her scrolling on his phone. It was like having a stranger next to her, breathing, wrinkling her sheets. Ever since she found out what he had done, she hadn't been able to meet his eye or speak to him. She fell asleep facing away from him, and she barely spoke to him during the limited time they were together these days.
Going right home and screaming at her husband for lying and cheating and hurting the family... It was not in Shannon's nature. Before she approached her husband with her information, she wanted to be sure of how she felt and sure of what she wanted to say. She wanted to decide beforehand how she would respond to his answers depending on what they revealed. And Shannon was still reeling from and digesting the news.
"What are you up to today?"
Shannon rolled partly over. "Going to the store. What about you?"
Her husband's eyes were still on his phone, as he listlessly breathed, "Probably calling my buddy, Bill. He might know about a job comin' up soon."
"Oh. That would be good." Shannon rolled out of bed and showered.
----
Before work, Shannon stopped by The Library -- at Alana's request.
"Hey, honey! You really created some work for me last night, didn't you?"
Shannon arched her brow and strode up the counter. She watched Alana spread a row of different photos. "Six? Wow..."
"No, honey," Alana chuckled and patronizingly shook her head. "I had a lot of print requests in my inbox. These are the hot ones. Or I should say, hot ones of quality. I want you to have the honor of approving them."
The five-by-seven prints depicted the waitress in a variety of views and angles. Half of them featured her face, along with other points of interest. Shannon touched and examined the shiny paper, and she was drawn to the image of her entire figure from behind -- her styled ponytail down to her white shoes. It had to have been taken from the table across the aisle.
Her nose flinched, and Alana perceptively asked, "You don't like that one?"
"I do, it's just..."
"It's okay to not like one. Or all of them."
Shannon had a simple, squarer nose with a slight flair to her nostrils. It made her face look powerful and elegantly stoic under the right light. A skewed snapshot of her tits with the light casting down on her hovering face was not the right light. "I'm not a fan of this one."
In an instant, Alana slid it off the faux marble, ripped it down the middle, and dropped it in the trash can. "Do these ones make you happy?"
Shannon scanned the remaining pictures and coyly shrugged.
The new acquaintances chatted about a variety of topics, mainly the new real estate development downtown and the dresswear sale going on at Belk. When the mechanical screeching of the printer stopped, Alana asked, "Would you like me to use you for free labor again? I'll give you a gift."
"Haha! What's the gift?"
"You must be new to gift-giving if you think I'm supposed to tell you."
Shannon rolled her eyes and sassily replied, "Fine. I accept."
Alana placed the thin stacks of photos on the counter, followed by masking tape, a permanent marker, and the tin of thumbtacks. Shannon leaned over in her gray, short-sleeve top and began ripping tape for photo labels. Every time she glanced up, Alana was contently watching her and mulling her lips.



Since it made no difference, Shannon proudly wrote in her loopy handwriting: "Shannon, Waitress at Skyline Diner." She then went in back alone and distributed the inappropriate images.
When she returned and handed the thumbtack tin back to Alana, Shannon picked at her fingers and asked what the gift was.
"Oh, I lied... I actually have two gifts for you."
"Oh?" Shannon cocked her eyebrow.
"Underpromise, overdeliver. That's my goal," Alana feigned pretentiousness. "One gift is physical. The other is information. Which would you prefer first?"
The blonde "librarian" seemed to already know which answer was more irresistible, and Shannon agreed. "What information?"
"Your son visited me again yesterday."
Lovely. Shannon prepared for more uncomfortable news. "Okay..."
"Once again -- and I say this sincerely -- in my five years of operating this Library, he is the most polite and sweetest man to ever visit. You should be proud," Alana gushed. "He asked me if he could return the video I recommended. Unlike other men, he didn't watch it first and invent a story. He returned it still sealed."
A wave of relief swept over Shannon, and she exhaled deeply, allowing the muscles in her shoulders to sink. Then she found herself oddly impressed with her son. He was growing into a responsible man.
Then, Alana's voice interrupted her. "He's cute. If I were twenty years younger, I would've challenged him to split me in half. Even at forty, it was an enjoyable thought."
"Jesus!" Shannon cringed and squirmed. "Don't say that."
"What? He's attractive. From what I could tell, he has a nice cock. I'm a woman. I notice," Alana shrugged defensively.
Shannon wanted to move far away from Alana's weird fantasies. So, she focused on the good news. "You said Charlie never opened the disc. So, maybe he just felt pressured by you into buying the stepmom-son one."
"I understand you're only saying that because you're upset with me... But you're actually right, haha!" Alana spoke slyly, "My recommendation pushed him from what he needed." She walked out from behind the counter and traced her finger along the rows of a DVD display. "There we are."
Tepidly, Shannon reached out and pinched the clear plastic disc case offered by Alana's hand. She looked at the cover. "Oh..." was all she could say.
"A bit of an ego boost, isn't it?"
Ah... That wasn't exactly how Shannon would describe it.
"Your son deserves a lot of credit. He found your pornstar match... before I did. Your tits and ass are much nicer, though," Alana flirted. "And the face... not even close."
The uneasy mother looked at the smirking, revealingly dressed "stepmom" on the cover. It was more than a passing resemblance. There wasn't the same level of shock as there was when she first found out, but looking at the brunette -- with her tossed hair, large bust, and her flat oval face... It was surreal.
"What type of porn actress is she, by the way?" She wanted to know if the pornstar version of her would plant bad ideas in her son's head.
Alana interpreted the question differently. "I don't know if I'd call her an 'actress.' Looks are important, but so is delivering your lines and moaning at a believable volume."
"Then, why do you watch it?"
"Oh, I don't watch this stuff. I do, to help visitors. For my own pleasure, though, I usually watch amateur porn."
Shannon subconsciously matted her hair down, making it less similar to the woman on the box art. "How would amateur be better?"
Alana clapped and rubbed her hands. "I'm so glad you asked. This brings us to your physical gift." Briskly, she walked behind the counter, unlocked a cabinet with a set of keys around her neck, and popped up holding a disc sleeve. "Here, take this."
"Umm... I don't really watch porn. I used to sometimes, but..."
"You'll enjoy this one."
Shannon inspected the plain, white sleeve and the silver disc inside, which had an indecipherable acronym. "What is it?"
"A Greenville Private Library original. Enjoy it. It's your treat for a hard day's work."
6*****
The cloud cover muted the moonlight as it filtered through the plastic skylights of the one-story home. The comfortable couch was empty because a hopeful and aroused Charlie was pacing on the rug instead. He shuffled back and forth like a caged lion. His neck was bent with his face glued to his phone screen.
When the next message came through from his classmate, Charlie gripped his erect cock through his basketball shorts and started to pump. He had the same wrinkled shirt and shorts he had been throwing on for the last few nights. He figured if he was only wearing them for an hour or so, there was no point in washing them. The high schooler was no realizing he failed to understand the staleness of sex sweat.
His only focus, though, was sealing the deal with Alexis. She wanted it. He was now sure she wanted it. She wanted it twice before, and judging by how she was making suggestive jokes about sucking cock, she wanted it again.
The problem was, the last two times Charlie had fucked Alexis, it had been at parties. They each had a drink in them. It had been spontaneous. Very spontaneous. The first time, Charlie had already decided he wanted to leave the house party and go home, but his friend, who had been wingmanning for him, alerted him to Alexis's interest. The next thing he knew, she was rolling a condom onto his cock and giggling. The second time was months later, at a party where Charlie had spent the entire night chatting to Beth, one of Alexis's friends. Be it jealousy or simply remembering how epic it was last time, Alexis made sure it was her pussy he was thrusting his cock into that night when he jizzed.
Eagerly, Charlie brushed his messy hair from his sweaty forehead and typed a cheeky, suggestive reply. Alexis responded with an "unamused" emoji followed by a purple, angry devil. "What the fuck does that mean?"
The jangling of keys echoed through the room, and Charlie sat down in a panic. His lean chest was still heaving.
"Why are you always up past one? Do you not go to school anymore?"
Charlie forced a laugh at his mom's partial joke. It seemed like she realized he was eighteen now and going off to college soon. Controlling his bedtime was a little silly. "I don't know mom... what are you doing up this late?" He squinted his eyes in suspicion.
His mom oddly froze and looked nervous, like she was taking him seriously. Charlie then noticed a white disc sleeve in her mom's full hands, in front of her folded apron. "And what's that DVD, mom? Are you bootlegging movies now? Is that why you're up late?"
Her eyes were distraught, but she did smile. "Yeah, you caught me," she shakily chuckled. "This is just one of those old, crappy training video things that I have to watch for work."
"Sure..." Charlie winked. His mom reacted like she was being threatened at gunpoint. "Was work okay?"
"Umm..." His mom waffled her head, as she untied her shoes. Once she turned away from him, she spoke more enthusiastically, "Yeah, actually. It was very good."
"Good." Charlie watched his mom disappear into the house without saying goodnight. He went back to analyzing the cartoon symbols.
----
The living room was peaceful and airy under the sunshine in the skylights. An unexpected delight of working the evening and night shifts was the alone time she had during the day. Her son was always in school, and her husband was usually off applying for a job or drinking with unemployed friends while saying he was applying for a job.
Shannon's only focus, though, was on the DVD resting in her fingers. Alana's acceptance of sexual kinks and fetishes extended far beyond her scope, which made Shannon skeptical. But there was only one way to find out for sure.
Sitting on the couch, she pressed the play button on the remote control, and her television screen went from blackness to a surprisingly stable and high-resolution recording. Instantly, she recognized the back walls and driftwood floors of the reading nook at The Greenville Private Library.
From outside the open, white, bifold door, the stabilized camera showed a woman sitting on the black stool. The woman was average-looking, wearing a skimpy top and booty shorts. And her impatient grin stretched ear to ear.
"Why are you here today, sweetheart?" The masculine voice behind the camera was slowed by horny breathing.
With an experienced sureness, the woman answered, "Babe, you already know. I am here to suck a bunch of strangers' cocks."
As the interview continued with funny and flirty questions, Shannon realized the woman and the invisible man were married. Admittedly, the younger redhead's description of her favorite way to blow a cock was pretty steamy. I swear, I've seen her in the grocery store, Shannon thought.
She shifted her hips and leaned back into the sinking couch. Shannon opened her white bathrobe and spread her legs. Might as well try, she thought, as gently rubbed her pussy through her underwear. After weeks of longing, Shannon figured it was the right opportunity to feel sexy again and give her lingerie a workout. She didn't know what Alana had planned for her, but in her lacy, blue bra, and thong, she was going to feel sexy watching it.
The interview soon concluded and the cameraman joined his wife inside the tiny nook. Shannon wasn't sure how it started, but the woman was suddenly on her knees as she jerked off a cock hanging through a hole in the wall. When the cock was erect, which took mere seconds, the woman muttered filthy things through the black wall and then swallowed his shaft whole.
Shannon gawked at her television in disbelief. The jovial redhead was skilled and fast. After sucking the soul out of the unidentified penis for a short time, she pulled her head away. As she jerked off the cock in a rapid, tight fashion, she talked dirty and giggled. Her husband predictively zoomed in on her blurry hand right before white juice squirted from the swollen cocktip.
"Ohhh, wow..." Shannon threw her head back on the couch and fluffed her long, brown hair. Her eyes closed, but only for a second. She sat up quickly to see the redhead talking dirty again, as she jerked off a cock -- a different one. No fucking way, Shannon thought.
She watched the energetic woman suck his cock, make him cum, and then flirt into the next mysterious shaft in the hole. As the woman repeated that process again, and again, Shannon massaged her wet pussy lips under her thong and twirled her fingers in harmony with the woman's fiery head.
A surge of pleasure swelled in Shannon's loins, and then her arms and toes clenched tightly before the energy burst through her. "Ahh-ahh! Ohh!" Hot cum trickled down her bare thighs onto the sofa. She panicked and tugged her robe from under her butt to catch the clear nectar.
In a sweaty daze, Shannon stood up and stumbled through the house. She held the door frame to her bedroom for support and caught her breath. Her robe was soaked, and she grinned widely before meandering to the laundry room and throwing it directly into the washing machine.
As she stepped out of the laundry room, she paused, then curiously walked in again. Her brain was half-functional, but she realized she had seen something out of place. In the drum of the machine, Shannon reached into the pile of dirty clothes and inspected the thong she had worn to work the evening before.
Her brown eyes went wide at the sight of the large, dried, white spot in the middle of the peach fabric. There was no question as to what happened. And there was no question as to who did it.
Surprising herself, Shannon could only chuckle at her son's attempt to hide his mess. She thought his sneakiness was cute. And, to Alana's point, it was a form of harmless flattery. At least my lingerie is getting some use again, Shannon thought.
A careless toss sent the pech thong back into the washer. It was followed by her soaking, blue thong, and matching bra. Then the relieved matriarch walked to her room naked, still twitching as she prepared a shower.
7*****
In the warm, soft cocoon, Shannon's eyelashes fluttered and opened to the light. Her wall clock, 11:04. She felt more rested than she had in a long time. There were two texts on her phone, both from Alana, both asking if she had seen the video.
The video. Shannon smiled and squirmed out of her heavy comforter. When she had finished preparing for the day, she stared at the door to her laundry room while drinking her tea. It would be hours before she would don her apron and periwinkle polo. In the meantime, she wanted to discuss her experience with her new friend.
----
"Hey, gorgeous!" Alana tilted her head beside her computer. "You watched it."
Shannon snorted while she laughed. "Is it that obvious?"
"I knew you'd love it. Isn't amateur the best?"
She folded her arms on the counter and cozied her chin to her shoulder. "Yeah, definitely, hah! I actually think I've seen her around before. I understand what you were saying earlier about it being hotter when you know you can meet the person in real life."
"Trudy, the angel who treated those four men to her pleasure, is very gifted. There's a reason she is the most popular woman to ever visit us."
The last claim took Shannon by surprise. "Oh. I thought you said I was?"
"Hmm?" Alana mused before understanding. "Oh, yes, honey, you are undoubtedly the most popular source of inspiration in The Library. I meant popular from an excitement perspective. Trudy is an orgasm machine. You can imagine the buzz among my patrons when they hear she'll be visiting soon."
Oddly, the truth stung Shannon's ego. She fully understood, but it had been nice thinking she was the most desirable woman in town... at least, among the horniest men. "I didn't know you let women into the Nonfiction Section. I thought The Library was for men only."
"It is. As you already know, though, if a woman is going to come in here and make my patrons feel special, I'm willing to make an exception."
Shannon thought about the video and her face scrunched up in disgust. "No offense, but it seems a little gross, doesn't it? She has no idea who's back there. She could be catching some disease and passing it to her husband. It just..."
With an offended snap to her tone, Alana informed, "Only cardholders are allowed to participate. And all must supply recent tests regularly, as well as be subjected to random tests. Even if they only ever use the nooks to masturbate, I keep everything sanitary."
"Oh. Okay," Shannon nodded humbly. She no longer knew if it was appropriate to ask, but the question had been nagging her. "Have you ever... umm. I guess a better question is, how many..." Maybe not.
Alana rolled her eyes and smiled again. "Around twenty or so women have experimented with it. Most are partners of cardholders. And most jerk off or lick one or two cocks their first time. I would categorize four women as regulars. They enjoy themselves with their hands, mouths, and sometimes more."
Shannon couldn't if four seemed like a lot or a little. Then again, she was stunned to see one woman doing it.
The owner added, "Two of them like to announce their visit ahead of time to make sure there are men here and excited. The other two are turned on by surprising the men. It's funny because, men being men, they will sometimes prank each other by saying there is a woman here, and there isn't. So, some poor soul will stand there for half an hour with his penis through a hole. They're called danglers."
Instantly, Shannon and Alana cracked up together, thrashing around and covering their red faces. When the laughter died, Shannon stared at Alana and asked again, "Have you ever done it?"
Alana swept invisible fuzz from the counter and then calmly looked up. "A head librarian is responsible for evaluating all library practices, as well as assisting patrons who are struggling to find what they are searching for."
Shannon had a million follow-up questions, but she could see now was not the time.
----
For being in a closed room, the sense of vulnerability was high. Shannon tried to listen to Trudy's interview, but eyes couldn't stop surveying the reading nook. The ceiling light made it surprisingly bright once her pupils adjusted. The inside of the white bifold door was painted black, which Shannon hadn't thought about. Seeing her inappropriate photos from work tacked the wall, with the labels in her handwriting, while her legs were parted and her underwear was around her ankles, was surreal. It gave her a sense of the significance of a man masturbating to her while in here alone.
The back stool was surprisingly comfortable. The fresh, white towel underneath helped. Shannon trusted Alana's hygiene and cleaning processes, but... you know. I can't believe she talked me into this, Shannon thought.
"You'll enjoy this one even more," Alana had told her, smiling with her powerful blue eyes. "Trudy's husband edited it well. It will give you a new perspective."
The thought of actually masturbating in one of the stalls was inconceivable. But Alana had sold her on the new video and asked her to give one reason why she didn't "deserve" to satisfy herself right now. And Shannon had flinched.
The video was the same as the last one so far. Trudy's red hair was shorter, and Shannon guessed whether it was newer or older. When the interview ended, Trudy got to her knees and happily did what she did so well -- erotically service an erection.
The zoomed view detailed the attractive, beige cock and the way Trudy's pink tongue rolled and massaged beneath the head. Grunts and gasps sounded through the thin, black wall between them.
Suddenly, the scene faded to a new camera view on the other side of the wall. It was the mystery man. His hands and face were flat against the wall. The corner camera angled down on his awestruck and almost frightened expression. Shannon was surprised to see how young the man appeared to be.
The scene switched back to Trudy's view. She sucked him rapidly and loudly before pulling away and stroking him furiously until cum squirted onto her neck and chin. The man was briefly featured again, as he gasped loudly and moaned with pleasure before hazily falling back into his stool.
Unlike in the previous video, Trudy didn't wait for another man to take his place. She spun in her stool to greet a rigid erection coming from through the opposite side wall. The teasing, sensual process was the same. And, again, the lucky guy behind the wall had to be barely legal.
The smartly crafted amateur video continued in the same pattern. Again and again, Trudy beautifully tortured her young, horny petitioners. Shannon admired the straining and contorting of their faces and limbs while they were under Trudy's spell. Occasionally, Trudy would glance back at her husband's camera and suggestively share her glee.
"Beep! Beep! Beep!" Shannon jolted and looked around. "Beep! Beep! Beep!" Her reminder to prepare for work was sounding from her phone. Fuck! Shannon watched her three center fingers swirl inside her soaking pussy lips. She had time. She always set her alarm early so she could prepare without stress.
Shannon gyrated her hips, bit her lip, and breathed sharply. She tried to lose herself in the video. That was when she remembered, she decided against bringing her work bag here. This was supposed to be a quick stop. She needed to go home and change.
"Fuck me!" She growled at herself. Desperately, she tried to orgasm, but she had already lost her focus. In a feverish mix of anguish and frustration, Shannon pulled her pants up and stormed out of the nook.
"Hey, honey. Is everyth-"
"I have to go to fucking work."
"Oh, shit..." Alana balked at her watch. "Well, real quick, what did you think so far?"



Shannon was already leaning toward the exit. "Who was she blowing? Like, where'd all those boys come from?"
"You mean those strapping young men?" Alana grinned. "When The Library was founded, I needed more patrons. And one of my patron's wives, a friendly redhead named Trudy, had a specific fantasy. I made friends with the five college students who visited regularly to buy smut. And I found a way to make everyone happy."
With an interested nod, Shannon backed out of the glass door.
"Hot, wasn't it?"
----
All of the progress Shannon had made in her new profession was moot. She was having a bad day of work. Throughout the entire dinner shift, she spoke finickly to customers, had to ask them to repeat orders multiple times, and took a tray from the kitchen with only one of the four entrees onboard.
Her mind and body were warm, circulating, and deprived. Her hairline had an ever-present, thin layer of perspiration. The heart-pounding video was calling for her, pulling her back to the warmth of its euphoric embrace. How could her staticky brain focus on anything when she had gotten high and inches from intense relief, only to be torn away?
From her ankles to her hips, steamy air remained uncomfortably trapped inside her black tights. Fresh from the laundry dryer, the elegant swirls of her blue lace thong carved into the tight nylon, disappearing between her butt cheeks. Open air cooled her blushing cleavage through the second undone button of her blue polo. A loose, impatient ponytail kept her thick, cappuccino hair off of her breathing neck. Shannon's eyes looked lost.
As soon as the dead period between the dinner and late-night rushes ended, Shannon began welcoming male diners to the restaurant, all of whom now knew to ask to be seated in her section by name. She entertained their flirting. She vaguely answered their edgy questions and comments with a smile. The attention stimulated her arousal.
The men took photos, and Shannon helped them. She smiled and lingered, and kept her hips turned when she was at the tables. She caught a man from another table lining up a photo behind her, and it happened to be the right time to stretch her body by bouncing on the balls of her feet.
Closer to closing time, when a man asked Shannon if there were rules for the pants servers could wear, she said, "If they're black, I think they're okay. Why?" When he told her he was just wondering because he thought she'd get into trouble for the tights she wore the other day, Shannon said lucky for her, no. "Lucky for all of us," the man quipped. The waitress giggled and flashed her eyebrows.
At the end of her shift, she saw an hour-old text from Alana. "Hey, missy... You forgot to pay for your video. Get your sexy butt back here." Shannon furrowed her brow and then remembered slipping the new video into her purse before leaving The Library.
----
"You got here quickly." Alana scanned the waitress up and down with her blue eyes.
"Well, I work five minutes down the road. And we closed up fast tonight."
"Mm-hmm. And I'm guessing you weren't able to sneak into the bathroom to finish?" Alana already knew the answer, but she waited for Shannon to shake her head. "You poor baby. Well, you have the video now, so you can treat yourself when you get home."
"That video was driving me f'ing crazy all night," Shannon leveled. "It was insane. She's insane. Jesus, those were some lucky young men, haha!"
Alana saw the condensation handprint on her marble counter when her visitor tucked her hands under her boobs. "I know. Men Charlie's age can be pretty hot. I wish I could've seen what you'd do to them."
Taken aback by Alana's wink, Shannon shook her loose ponytail and informed, "I believe they would've been left as, what you would call, danglers."
"Ah. You're a one-man type of woman. So am I." Alana turned her left hand, showing a simple tattoo of a diamond on her ring finger. "But there's nothing wrong with having one man along with a few nameless toys."
Shannon pursed her pink lips. "I'm not even sure I have one man right now. I can't imagine looking for toys. Well, actually, I guess the men in the diner are kind of like my toys," she joked and sighed.
"For them being your toys, they certainly seem to play with you much more than you play with them," Alana challenged.
"Hey, not tonight," Shannon was quick to defend herself. She tapped the counter, "You should've seen their faces tonight. I barely flirted with them, and they were just leaving these massive tips. It was hilarious."
"I bet! It must've felt nice to feel in control for once."
Shannon chuckled and nodded her chin.
"Did you enjoy using a touch of sluttiness to get what you wanted?"
"Well, I wouldn't say... Like, I mean..."
"Did you have fun at work tonight?"
"Yes," Shannon confessed, "I guess it did feel pretty amazing."
"Why do you think Trudy wanted young men behind those walls?" Alana calmly questioned. "Power," she answered. "The younger the men, the more desperate the men, the hornier the men... the more authority she would have over them. Having your pussy eaten out or being pounded from behind... Those are hot for all women. But women like you and me, we enjoy feeling powerful over men. It's hot. We get off on it."
The retail store was quiet, except for the light notes of piano music playing through the overhead speakers. Shannon stared through her reflection in the glass window and out into the blackness of early morning.
"Would you mind paying for the movie you stole now?" Alana teased, holding up a number of photographs. "There are some men in the study room, but you should be fine posting these. I think all of my patrons just jerk off in their cars after leaving the diner now."
Shannon snapped back to the present and grinned. "After how I paraded around the diner tonight, I have a feeling the pictures will be better tomorrow. But, sure."
----
As she turned down the dark hallway, Shannon heard the faint noises echoing from the theater at the end of the hall. She quickly slipped into the first room and closed the door. An eerie feeling came over her as she stared at the black plastic cap covering the lone hole in the wall. It was like she was on the abandoned set of a famous movie. It was weird to think Trudy was in here -- or one of the nooks, anyway.
The photos stacks got smaller as she dashed from stall to stall, not wanting to be seen. It wasn't until she was halfway done that she realized none of her photos were labelled. "That's okay. They know who you are by now," she thought, smugly.
When she entered the fifth and penultimate stall, Shannon readied her next batch of posts. But she stopped. She leaned closer to the side wall and immediately covered her mouth. In the stall next to her, an intense porno, with all the moans and slaps, was being enjoyed by a grunting man. Yikes...
Shannon didn't know whether to be horrified or to laugh. When she parked her car earlier, she didn't see any other cars in the dirt lot.
He's one of the stragglers, Shannon thought, as she heard him growl. Sounds like he's having fun, she humored.
Glancing down the wall, she saw the light shining through the gloryhole. The cap was off and up on the shelf, as it had been on some of the rooms. It was tempting to peek and see who it was, but she respected his privacy.
Shannon peeled a photo off the top of the stack on the back stool and tacked it to the wall. She then did the same with a sexy boob pic. When she leaned over again, she realized the cheesy music from the porno had stopped. Good for him, hehe! He was probably-
"JESUS!" Her back rattled the plywood wall. A panic stole the air from her lungs, and she heard the metal tacks bouncing on the plastic floor.
Frozen. Mouth agape. Eyes round. Shannon stared at the beige cock protruding through the wall. It was fully erect, with two swollen testicles hanging below it. Adrenaline coursed through her shaking arms and tingling chest.
Shannon could only cling to the far wall, staring at the foreign cock. The first one she had seen in almost two decades. It was just mounted there, doing nothing. The circumcised head was pink and pointing up at the ceiling. The shaft was all veiny and throbbing. The nutsack, with its tufts of salt and pepper pubic hair, fit through the fist-sized hole.
Her eyes darted up at the black ceiling and walls, but she found no answers. There was a gap in the door, just a sliver. If she could silently fit her hand inside, she could leave. But she was paralyzed.
"Ghmm!" The man cleared his throat, and the lurch of his cock and balls scared Shannon.
Realizing anyone could walk by and see the penis, and see her, Shannon slowly pushed the door closed. The drop bolt clicked.
"Don't tell me she left! Dammit!"
Shannon was startled again by the loud voice, complaining to the world. His erection and balls smacked the wall, like he was punishing himself in frustration. She then saw his erection point forward, as he guided it away.
"I'm here!"
The room fell into silence, and the erection was still. Shannon's heart beat rapidly, in disbelief she had spoken.
"Hot damn!" The man sighed and chuckled with relief. His erection pushed in and up. "I've been dealin' with this all day. It's stubborn. It refuses to go down, hah! Think you could, uh, maybe help me a bit?"
"Uhh... Umm..." Shannon was horny. She wasn't afraid to admit it. She had been buzzing and flooded with dopamine for hours. Hearing the desperation in the man's gravelly voice, and seeing the raging, rubbed erection, she could relate to his frustration.
"Why can't you do it?" The question came off harsher than she intended.
"I tried, believe me. Tried for hours. It won't go."
Shannon wondered, "Then why do you think I could do it?" Her voice cracked.
"Because, I heard ya in here, I looked through the hole and saw your legs and booty, and that -- that was the closest I got all night. A pretty lady like you can do what I can't."
Her hips shifted from the wall, and she stood on her feet. The excitement and hope in his southern drawl was palpable. As Alana's words rang in her ear, Shannon knew the erotic energy swelling inside her was nothing more than a feeling of sexual power. She could ignore it.
"What would happen if you didn't cum tonight? Do you NEED me to help?"
"Oh, god!" The main wailed, and he made the wall rattle. "I've been hard so long, I got a headache. Hah! Ooof! Please, help me."
Shannon gritted her teeth and turned around in the small room. It was only her. All the man needed was her to touch one of his body parts, and nobody -- not even him -- would see. That's all it is, right? With her cracking voice, Shannon asked, "Do you think, uh... What if I, you know... lended a hand? Would that do it?"
"Yes! Absolutely! That'd be amazin', sweetheart." His cock wagged against the wall.
"And it hurts really badly?" She pressed.
"God, yes! Hah!"
The hope in his tired voice... The pleas for her assistance... The lust in his loins. Shannon bit her cheek. She had no idea who he was. He had no idea who she was. As impossible as it seemed, there was a human connection. A shared vulnerability. A shared trust. A shared talk. A shared mystery. A shared outcome. And a shared desire for fun.
Shannon had no reason to feel nervous. He needed her. Whoever he was. Her face split into a naughty grin. "If you promise to help yourself along by thinking about my ass and legs, then I'll- I'll happily milk those big balls of yours."
Ehhh, that was bad, she thought. But the cock twitched, and there was an excited grunt of, "Yeah! I'll think of whatever you want me to."
The brunette eased forward and touched her fingertips to the wall. Going down to her knees seemed too intimate. Too much. She wanted to be sexy and confident, but she was secretly scared.
Quietly, she pirouetted, landing with her back and butt touching the wall next to the hole. Her left shoulder brushed the back corner, and her right hand dangled above the average-sized cock. Slowly, she bent her knees and slid down the wall just enough.
The position felt as non-committal as possible, as she opened her hand. Shannon flinched and a chill went down her spine. The warm cock flexed in her fingertips. With a deep breath and wide eyes, she closed her hand around the throbbing shaft and angled it outward.
"Ahh! That's already better," the man moaned and flexed his cock again.
"Good," was all Shannon could say. For the last twenty years, dirty talk had little place in her bedroom. It had been all physical. So, at least she knew how to give a good handjob.
Lightly at first, she pumped from her wrist, getting a feel for it in her hand. Calming her nerves. Muffled grunts and gasps sounded through the wall behind her. His body was a quarter inch from hers, but they were completely separated and blind. Shannon didn't know if not seeing his face made touching his dick more or less intense.
She tightened her grip and stroked firmly and with pace. Her finger caught the edge of his squishy cockhead again, and again, making him groan and slap his hand on the wall. Shannon giggled, thinking about what Alana had said. He is like a toy.
"You're thinking about my sexy ass, right?" She reminded her toy.
"Oh, yeah! I'm thinkin' 'bout cumming all over it! Fuck, this is good."
"Yeah?" Shannon beamed ear to ear. "Let's see if you can make a load big enough to cover my ass. Your balls look big enough to do it. Your cock looks big enough to shoot cum that far."
"Yesss! ERRR! You think my cock can do it?"
"Yeah. It's so big. And sexy. It's so hot."
"Fuck! I bet you're so hot. I bet ya make e'ry guy cum quick, don't ya?"
The wall rattled and vibrated against her shoulders. She had him on the ropes. "People say I'm hot. Guys hit on me every day. They love my tits, too."
The man gasped for air, and Shannon felt the sweat forming on her brow. The stall had no circulation. She breathed and whipped her hair off her face. Her pinky punched his testicles again and again, and she could tell he was tightening to blow.
"Are you gonna cum for me?"
"AHHH! GRRR!"
"Cum for me! Like it's on my butt."
Spurts of white goo flew from the stranger's cock. Like confetti, the droplets flew everywhere. Shannon continued to pump as fast as she could, relieving the pent-up testicles and making a mess of the floor.
"Woah..." She breathed dryly and refilled her lungs. Letting go of the softer cock, she quickly wiped her hand on one of the white towels.
As the penis vanished and the exhausted man thanked her profusely, panic set in. Shannon worried about getting out of the Nonfiction Section without being spotted by the man. Without saying goodbye, she pulled her fingers out of her thong and fled.
Alana greeted her return, proudly. "It's a rush, isn't it?"
"Wha- What?" Shannon tossed her hair and walked out from behind the counter gate. "What?"
"You can relax, honey. He won't see you. Patrons park and leave out the back."
"How do you- Was the camera on? Did you watch the... Did you tell him to put..."
Alana smiled with her lips and shook her head. "I didn't watch or put him up to anything. He had been having trouble getting off. You told me you were coming in. I recommended he watch a video. The rest was all you."
Shannon's head was swirling even more. Baffled, she gestured at the dark hallway. "How did you know he'd... do that... and that I'd do what I did?"
In a wise tone, Alana said, "We think horny people are unpredictable. That's not true. Once you learn what drives someone both in life and in bed, horny people become very predictable."
"You wanted me to do that!" Shannon pointed accusingly.
"Yes, honey. And so did you."
Humbled, Shannon lowered her blaming hand and stared at her dirty, white waitressing sneakers.
"I'm guessing you didn't finish posting those photos?"
"Shut up," Shannon huffed.
"Hehe! Here. Call it a gift for a job well done."
"What is it?" The plastic shopping bag had a DVD inside.
"You were asking about this in regards to Charlie. Watch it when you feel like it. He said he loved it."
Knowing the strange man could drive around out front at any moment. Shannon just said thank you and ran to her car.
8*****
Charlie was going to have bags under his eyelids in the morning. His tired brain was ready for rest, but hormonal energy from his loins was circulating through his body, keeping his eyes wide open. His room was simple and small, with a full bed and a double window. He had been on the phone in his living room, and after getting used to using his mom's arrival as a bedtime, he realized he had already stayed up too late.
He wasn't concerned about his mom being out so late. She was what, maybe twenty or thirty minutes later than usual? In his mind, she was invincible, this towering figure. Whenever he thought about her, he still imagined her as being taller than him. The adult. She was mature, strong, authoritative, and badass. And she had adult features. Incredible ones.
Still... she should be home by now.
A bell chimed from his iPhone, and Charlie's moppy head snapped to the screen. Why did Alexis always have to be horny so late at night? She'd barely message him all day, and then the night would fall and she'd be playful. Regardless, he didn't want to be the one to fall asleep and miss out.
"Idk... I'm kinda down for anything lol!" "If we do this... I think we should start slower than last time" "More kissing before it... maybe some other stuff ;)"
"No way! We were just talking about how hot it'd be to make out with you first. In our dreams your top was off tho lol!"
"Really?! :)" "And I never said it had to be on... ;)"
Charlie erased his typed response of, "Kissing sounds fun!" As disappointed as he had been yesterday when Alexis not-so-subtly hinted she wanted a threeway again, Charlie was glad to have Blake in his corner. He was much better at texting girls. And talking to them. He was also a good friend. Charlie couldn't think of anyone else who would've called him to tell him not to leave a party because the girl he liked wanted to have sex, and then joined them for sex even though he was uncomfortable with a threeway, simply because that was the only condition under which she'd fuck his friend.
"She's a freak, but that hot," Blake had hilariously said on the drive home, breaking the awkward silence.
After their sexting conversation today, any disappointment Charlie felt over "not being enough" for Alexis was gone. This was the sex she liked. "She's a slut. A freaky one. I mean that in a good way," Blake summarized so eloquently. Charlie didn't want her as a girlfriend either, so he was fine not being her center of attention. He was fine with her spending most of her time chatting to his friend while he added the occasional "Yeah!" After all, he was just a horny eighteen-year-old looking for sex.
What the hell is that? Charlie broke away from the endless notifications on his phone. He realized his mom was home and he excitedly rolled out of bed to greet her.
When he walked down the hallway toward their living room, it was pitch-black except for the changing flashes of light coming from the television. He was about to call for his mom, but he went mute. The blood in his veins thinned, and his wide-set eyes were unblinking.
A half-naked redhead was sucking a cock through a wall. And sitting before the screen, her thrashing head poking above the back of the sofa, was his mom. "Ahh-ahh! Ahh!" Her subdued gasps and moans filled the room, rising above the faint volume of the movie.
Charlie didn't know what to do. The smart thing to do was sneak back to his room. Ironically, it was more dangerous because the old floorboards were a minefield for creaks. Not that we would leave anyway. How could he?



The loose strands of his mom's voluminous, brown hair were cast as shadows by the bright television. He rose to his toes, longing to see over her shoulders. He was almost afraid of what he'd find. Was she naked? But he could see nothing. It was torture. So, he stooped as low as he could while still being able to see both her and the video.
His mom's sharp exhales, soft moans, and long purrs created the sexiest, most arousing symphony Charlie had ever heard in his life. He was mesmerized and infatuated, in disbelief that any woman, let alone his mom, could sound like this. Between the sounds, her writhing head, the way she continually brought her hand up to hold her hair down, and the gentle, rhythmic squeak of the sofa, it felt like she was sensually fucking someone.
Charlie jerked his erection through his shorts, more turned-on than he had ever been in his life. He glanced back at the video and did a double-take. The redhead was licking a different cock and lewdly flirting with the camera. Then the video showed the man, who was talking dirty and was, like... basically his age. As the redhead swallowed the cock, a longer, grittier moan escaped his mom's mouth.
What the fu... How? His worldview was warping before him, and he couldn't look away. The tightness spread from his butt cheeks to his hips. He was going to cum soon.
"Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!" His mom cried in a stifled, high pitch just as the redhead began passionately sucking the cock. She buckled on the sofa, making the wood creak.
Charlie's shaft was about to explode. And then it did. Ropes of cum ejaculated into his boxers and shorts in a steady stream. The intense throbs felt like knives cutting into the stiffness. He bit down hard on the inside of his lip, desperate to not make a peep.
His mom couldn't have heard him anyway. He gazed up through his glassy eyes to find her head jerking up and down while she growled.
"C'mon, c'mon, c'mon, c... Err-Ahhh! Ah! Ahhhhhh!" She threw her head back and breathed fire at the ceiling. "Uh, uh, uhhh!" For what felt like forever, she continued to breathe airily between grunts and moans. Finally, she threw her arms back and pulled herself up on the couch.
When Charlie saw the curve of the side of her face, he ducked behind the wall and hid in the shadow. The TV then sank to blackness, taking the rest of the room with it. Charlie panicked. His mom would certainly hear his footsteps now.
He heard the distinct whir of the DVD player ejecting, followed by his mom popping out a disc. There was nothing he could do, so he pretended to be asleep... while squatting against the wall.
Fortunately, his mom's bare footsteps walked toward the kitchen instead. He heard a light switch flick, and he peeked around the corner. Holy shit.
His mom was in the well-lit kitchen, filling a glass at the sink, wearing nothing but a bra and thong. She was out of breath and woozy. "Fuck me..." she muttered, while she tossed her hair.
Charlie knew the image of his mom's perfect, olive-toned, figure wrapped in the blue, lacy lingerie would be forever burned into his retinas. She was incredible.
Then, she turned around and a lump formed in his throat. He loved her tits, but he had no idea how tight and round her butt was. It was virtually bare. Oh, shit... Charlie suddenly perked up. His mom had plucked the pink post-it note from the coffee machine and was now reading it, curiously.
His heart raced, as he clung to her reaction. He already forgot exactly what he wrote, but it was about how he figured she had a rough night at work since she didn't come home on time, so he set the coffee maker for her.
Her face split into a smile, and Charlie's heart floated. "Charlie, Charlie, Charlie..." she exhaled, scaring him for a brief moment. She then stood there, rolling her ankle, and staring at the note.
"Fuck it," she shrugged and sneakily giggled. "It's a little pick-me-up."
As the sink blasted water into her glass cup again, Charlie knew this was his only chance to get out alive. He tiptoed in his socks back to his room.
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:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
After eighteen years, Emily and Roger were coming out of a bubble. Their son was going off to college soon. Flying the nest. And they were staring into a future together where it would just be them, as a couple, like it had been back when they first started. But they were older now. Wiser. They had money, comfort in their own skin, and each other. It was exciting. It was their time.
With a new stage of life came new questions. With new questions came new conversations. With new conversations came new revelations. In only three months, they had uncovered new goals, new travel ideas, and new interests. Among them, new sexual kinks and fantasies. Hot ones.
As enchanting as new fantasies are to discuss and plan, acting on them requires commitment and courage. Emily and Roger had never been a risk-loving pair. That was what made tonight, an ordinary Thursday in late March, extraordinary. Tonight, they were feeling courageous.
Every time after sex, for weeks, they built the vision in each other's minds. They touched on every detail, both practical and erotic, again and again. Each time, their nerves lessened and their hunger grew. They were finally at a point where their confidence and desire overpowered their inhibitions. Talking about it no longer delivered the rush they needed. They had to act soon.
Tonight gave them their opportunity.
1*****
"No, man, this fucking level is taking forever!" Eric scoffed into his headset microphone. His digital character jumped and shot at opponents until his desktop monitor ran red with blood. "Ah!" Rubbing his fatigued eyes, he cursed himself for failing to reach the target area once again.
Ever since his college acceptance letter arrived back in January, Eric had slowly eased into his summer-break mentality. Surfing the ocean wasn't possible during the week, but playing video games in his room certainly was. And Eric was playing a lot of them. He could tell it bothered his parents, but he was a high school senior -- an adult now -- so he could decide how to spend his time. Even if he knew it was a poor way to spend it.
"Are you kidding me?! Are. You. Kidding. Me?!" Eric lashed out at his stupid computer. Video games brought out the worst in an otherwise pleasant, young man. When a loud knock interrupted him, he nearly yelled at the door. WHAT?! But a calmer head prevailed.
Eric breathed deeply through his nose and wiped his flowing, sunny-brown hair from his sweaty forehead. "Yes?" He and his online friends were "this close" to beating the final level, so the last thing he wanted was a long conversation with his parents.
Luckily, his dad felt the same way.
"Eric..." Roger's silver head rested on his son's door while he shoved the tails of his dress shirt into his open pants. "Your mom and I are going out to see friends tonight. We won't be back 'till late. If there's a problem, text me. Okay?"
"Okay," Eric agreed, through his bedroom door. When his dad's soft footsteps faded away, he turned back to his PC game and apologized to his friends.
It wasn't until he was lining up a long-range shot that his dad's words registered. Eric perked up in his swivel chair. Wait... he thought, Why didn't he didn't come in to talk? And what friends? It's, like, eleven o'clock!
"Mom? Dad?" Eric bounded into the living room just as his parents were opening the side door.
He saw his mom mutter something under her breath and then smile at him. "Yes, sweetie?"
Eric held his hips while he inspected his parents. They look... normal. "Umm..." His clean-cut dad was in a pastel polo. His more casual mom was in a button-up shirt with slim, white pants. There was no sign of wine bottles or cheese platters -- nothing to suggest they were headed anywhere interesting. The only oddity was his mom's makeup. Her mascara and lipstick looked striking compared to her simple button-up. Dude... You know nothing about makeup, he remembered. "Where are you guys going?"
They glanced at each other. "We're going to the Frasiers' house. For drinks."
"Oh..." Eric sensed their unease. "Well, have fun."
"Thank you! See you later, hun. Text us if you need anything." His mom smiled and disappeared through the door. His dad bestowed a firm, attaboy nod and made his exit.
Eric stood alone in the empty foyer. "Well... that was fucking weird."
It was the strangest interaction Eric had ever had with his parents -- which was saying something. Their vibe was unsettling enough for Eric to wonder if they were in trouble. They looked like two gambling addicts sneaking off into the night to meet their loan shark at a casino.
Well... Eric had an active imagination, but he wasn't imagining the worry in their eyes when he saw them. Something was off. He could feel it in his gut. Like a bolt of lightning, he tore from the foyer to his bedroom. He rolled on his bed and struggled into a pair of wrinkled blue jeans.
He slammed the front door behind him and fumbled with his car keys. His engine roared and he raced down the road after his parents.
----
His used Mustang cut through the dark, night air. There was only one main road running through the nestled suburb. And only one direction led to meaningful civilization. The teenager's heart pounded, surprised by his own decision and overwhelmed by the black expanse in his windshield.
Before long, he spotted the familiar, triangular shape of his mom's SUV. He followed the red glow at a distance.
As the Frasiers' turn-off neared, Eric said aloud, "If they don't turn in here, then something's up." The SUV didn't even tap on the brakes. Eric's blood chilled into icy adrenaline. His parents had lied.
Street after street of oversized suburban housing faded into the rearview mirror. The wind smacked his face through his open window, smelling like the recent rain. He couldn't let this go. He was driving and he had nowhere to be.
After more than twenty-five minutes on the flat road, the towers from the local airport flashed before him. Are they flying somewhere? He twisted his head toward the row of aircraft.
But they didn't turn. Instead, Eric tailed his parents past the airport and into a Walmart parking lot. What the hell? He thought. Did they forget to buy snacks for the Frasiers' party? It's not even the closest Walmart!
Eric idled in the back of the ghostly lot. Watching. The doors to the silver SUV opened, and his mom and dad stepped out before making their way together to the illuminated doors. After parking in a spot far away, Eric waited in his car. He wasn't dumb enough to get caught snooping on foot during a pitstop.
----
"Are you sure you want to go through with this?" Roger scanned his surroundings.
The Walmart Supercenter was gigantic. Endless aisles of products were lit up by industrial lights, which hung from the rafters and reflected off the white walls. The chilled air smelled distinctly like cardboard and cleaning solution.
Emily and Roger stood on the entry rug. Instantly, Emily felt nervous butterflies in her stomach. But, when she looked within herself and remembered all of the work to get to this point, and when she looked up at her husband, all of her doubts seemed trivial. "I think I'm ready... if you are."
"I'm pretty excited about this." Roger grinned like a child.
Emily giggled and saw the bulge in his khakis. "I can tell."
Their smiles soon fell into awkward stares.
"So... What now?" Emily nudged.
"Umm... Let's just start walking around," Roger suggested. "Even at this hour, I'm sure we'll find someone."
"Maybe," Emily sighed. "I just hope it'll be the right someone."
"Hey," Roger assured, "if we draw a blank, then we draw a blank. Worst-case scenario, we get our toes wet. There's no pressure, Em. You know what to do. You know the protocol. And I'll be here the whole time. Nothing bad can happen."
"Mwah! Love you." Emily kissed and squeezed him before walking away, alone. With every few steps, she would glance back to make sure he could still see her.
For the devoted wife and mother, it was like an out-of-body, alien experience. She walked with her chin down and her eyes on the glossy, square tiles, too paranoid and vulnerable to make eye contact with the handful of night-shift workers.
The 24-hour box store was void of life. In one aisle, a gangly, old woman was sorting through boxes of denture adhesive. In another aisle, a tipsy, young woman, with green hair, was buying fish food.
Wait... Emily's heart accelerated. Is that...?
There was a man in front of her, pushing a loaded shopping cart to the cash registers. She followed him. With trembling legs, she urged herself to move faster. She did her best to check his left hand for a wedding ring from afar, but his body was in the way. So, Emily simply stopped and scurried away.
"Try being a little bolder :) You can do it!"
Emily read her husband's text and cursed herself for being so timid. She had to shape up, or the next opportunity would end the same way. If I get another opportunity...
Again, Emily set off and wandered the retail store.
Oh, duh!
Emily's pace quickened. Maybe it was her regret for not downing a glass of red wine before leaving the house, but she was struck by a simple thought. The forty-two-year-old kept her head on a swivel as she walked down the main aisle.
Aha! A sign hung over the liquor section, and it was already seeming like a good call. Emily heard a deep, male voice from around the corner. Then, there were more voices. And the instant she turned into the aisle with the refrigerated beer, she halted. Her white sneakers squeaked on the clean tile. Four men stared at her.
The stares weren't rude. Just curious. The four black men, all in their early thirties, were likely asking themselves why an attractive, affluent, soccer-mom-type was at a Walmart -- this Walmart -- shopping for beer at midnight. But their interest faded, and they continued their debate over which case of beer to buy.
Uh... Emily slowly looked back to her husband. Her eyes were wide and unsure. Two buzzes vibrated in her back pocket, and she took out her phone.
"I know this isn't what you imagined, but we probably won't get a better chance tonight. You have my support. So go for it!" "You'll never see them again :)"
She saw her husband encouragingly smiling at her. Hoo! C'mon, Em! YOU wanted this. You DO want this, she thought. Then, without thinking anymore, Emily stepped forward and said, "Excuse me?"
The beer debate stopped. The men tilted their heads at the white, blonde housewife. "Yes?" one responded.
Emily swallowed in her dry throat. The men were bigger and taller than her, and they were all in t-shirts and either loose-fitting jeans or flattering sweatpants. "Uh... What are you guys up to tonight?" Her words were cautious and monotone -- not the confident delivery she had practiced.
"Why? You wanna party with us?" a man joked, making the other three laugh.
Emily chuckled along, hoping they couldn't see her shaking skin. "No, ha. I just wanna know if you guys are in a hurry to get somewhere or not?"
Their eyes grew suspicious like she was accusing them of stealing. The biggest man, who had a dark, handsome face and a beard, replied in a rich voice, "We're all just 'boutta buy this beer and chill at my place. No biggie."
"Oh, fun. So... you'd have more time to spend here? If, ya know, you needed to?" Em, just fucking walk away!
"What do you mean? Why are you askin' us stuff like that?"
Now she had offended them. Every animal instinct in her brain told her to run the hell away and lick her wounds. But after months of dreaming, she couldn't bear the thought of driving home in failure.
Besides, at this point, what did she have to lose? Emily huffed and went for broke, saying what she had planned on saying to only one man tonight. "Guys, this may sound weird, but my husband is hiding over there, watching me. We have a fantasy of going to a store like this and, uh, me walking around and meeting a strange man... Or men, I guess. Then, uh, I'd let the men pick out an outfit for me from the clothes racks, and then I'd try on and wear it for them... So, yeah."
The men gaped in disbelief. One stared at her with wonder like it was Christmas morning. "You're playin' us, right?"
Their excitement made Emily's butt tingle. "No," she shook her head, "I'm not." As she watched their eyes explore her face and figure, she naturally straightened her spine and puffed her chest. She was beautiful.
"You gotta be playin' us. Where's your husband at?"
"Over there." Emily pointed to a DVD display across the main aisle. A silver head was poking out behind it.
"That's not your husband." The shortest fellow wagged his chin.
With boosted confidence, Emily grabbed the disbeliever's wrist and raised it in the air, waving it at Roger. From behind the display, he spryly popped up and waved back.
His clothes, age, and look about him were enough to convince the men beyond a doubt. "So, to be clear..." the lankiest one asked, "we just go and pick an outfit for you, and you'll put it on for us? Like that?"
"Yep!" Emily nodded, feeling the energy swell inside her. "In the dressing room."
"Any outfit we want?"
"If you can find it on the racks here and you want me to wear it, then I'll wear it for you."
The bearded man stepped closer. "Do we get to watch you change into it?"
"Nope, haha! But..." Emily bit her lip with her straight, white teeth and pushed her hair from her sticky forehead. She felt in control and courageous enough to say it. "But, if you guys want... and you use some paper towel or tissue... you can, uh, pleasure yourselves to me in the outfit."
The men shared wide glances.
"But, wait, there are cameras and shit, aren't there?" The lanky man asked, drawing the ire of his buddies. "What...? Don't look at me like that. You wanna get arrested?"
The alluring, five-foot-four blonde happily informed them, "No cameras! Don't worry, we already checked. It's the dressing room."
"Oh, man, that's clutch, haha!"
"Yeah, it is! So, I take it you guys are in...?" Her heart fluttered in her chest.
The friends looked at each other incredulously. Beer night was delayed. "Hell. Yes. So, what do we gotta do?"
"I guess that's up to you guys," Emily shrugged. "Take me shopping!"
As the four men led Emily on a search for the women's clothing department, Roger hornily followed and observed them from afar.
In one sense, Emily was relieved to make it through the nerve-wracking proposal. But now she was more anxious than she had ever been in her life. Never did she imagine there being more than one man. Never did she imagine any man being under thirty, and she was beginning to suspect one or two of them might be. Tonight was her first time, and Emily couldn't have imagined being more out of her comfort zone. And yet, here she was. All in. Excited. Standing in the lingerie section.
"Hey, let's plan this first," the bearded man mellowed. "What do we want her to look like in the end?"
"I can see her in one of those fishnet bodysuits. Maybe black? Or red? Or beige?" The shorter one mused.
"Brah, first off, I don't think they sell bodysuits like that here. Second, she'd look hot in any color," the lanky one said.
Emily blushed and bit her glossed, red lips. While the men debated next to her about how hot she'd look in different attire, her stress melted under the rays of the sexy attention. The night was going well, and her jittery body and happy smile were the proof. On occasion, she'd glance at Roger to share the experience with him.
"Let's just choose somethin' that shows off as much skin as possible," the lightest and youngest man suggested, eyeing the curves in Emily's button-up blouse. Her cheeks burned red. "Are we allowed to do that?"
In her smokey, mature voice, Emily cautioned, "The only rule is you have to cover these." She swirled her finger over her nipples and vagina. "Other than that, I want you to pick out whatever will make you happiest."
Her answer was more than acceptable to the men. So, the party of five continued their stroll through the racks of lingerie. There were hundreds of options.
----
Eric crept through the bright building. He lurked behind shelves and peeked around corners. Finding his parents in the near-empty store was proving to be surprisingly difficult. There's no crowd I can blend in with, he thought.
After waiting in his car for what felt like forever, he realized his parents weren't just buying chips and dip. They had to be inside. Right? Or did the Frasiers pick them up out back? Eric guessed wildly.
He was snooping around the perimeter when, suddenly, he threw his back against a metal wall. Shit! Time slowed to a crawl. His heart pounded in his chest. He flattened himself against the shelving unit and breathed heavily. His mom sounded like she was close. And over the faint whirr of the industrial air conditioner, Eric could also hear a man speaking on the carpeted area.
"We decided we wanna see you in a push-up bra."
"Oh, really?" Eric recognized his mom's voice. But not her tone. Her words lingered in the air, hitting a higher pitch than usual. Her laughter was easy and sporty.
"Yeah. What size are you?" Another male questioned her.
"38C," his mom answered, coolly.
"Damn! What a MILF. Haha! Seriously... that really your size?" Yet another man spoke.
Eric twisted his neck and looked through a small rivet hole in the gray metal. His brain sputtered. No more than ten feet away, an unfamiliar man was gawking at his mom's chest. What the fuck...? The son shook his head, but his mom really was standing there and having a conversation with four random black men about her boobs. They had even called her a MILF.
"38C's. I promise. Do you not believe me?" She challenged them.
"Nah, we believe you. They're definitely big. Ya know, just hard to tell with that dress shirt on."
His colleague added, "Yeah. You should show 'em off more."
"Funny..." his mom shrugged, "I thought that was your job?"
The group of men laughed with his mom and walked her to another clothes rack.
What. The. Hell. Eric felt woozy, as his world spun sideways. There was nothing about this that made sense. Whatever THIS was. Everything he thought he knew about his mom was just broken and thrown into a weird dimension.
He crouched down and waddled to find a better position, but he lurched back and fell on his ass. Right in front of him, his dad was squatting behind a gridwall of socks. As baffling as his mom's behavior was, his dad spying on her made everything more confusing. Eric crawled away before his dad could turn around and see him.
----
The night, so far, was more exhilarating than Emily had ever imagined it would be. She had always heard that fantasies are better in your head than in real life. If that was true, she had found the exception. Being in the store, in the flesh, in public, enjoying the sexy and risky activity with the attractive, strange men... It was frightening and electrifying. She felt high. Knowing her husband was on standby to protect her gave Emily the security to be confident and sexy.
The four men announced they had selected their first item. A chill ran through Emily's loins and chest as she admired the hot pink, push-up bra. Black lace adorned the cups. "Good choice, guys," she grinned.
"Yeah? You think?"
"Mm-hmm. I can tell it'll be popular..." She smirked at the tent in the lanky man's sweatpants. While his friends teased him, Emily took the bra from him and raised it in the air. As rehearsed, she laid it on a display and snapped her fingers twice. As soon as they walked away, Roger bustled over to the bra and dropped it in a handbasket.



The men caught what had happened, and they got a kick out of the older, rich man carrying their items while they shopped for his hot wife. "Why's he holdin' onto it? Why can't you just bring it in and try it on? Are you now allowed to try 'em on?"
"You are," Emily explained, "but we're going to buy everything anyway."
"Oh, hold up!" The party stopped. Swirling his finger around himself and his friends, the large, bearded man pressed, "We're buyin' you all the clothes...?"
They all finally understood the catch.
"No, no!" Emily laughed heartily and waved off their worries. "I swear this isn't a trick. You guys don't need to pay for anything. My husband will take care of it."
That seemed to only make the men believe her less. The shortest, roundest one stood in front of Emily, talking with his hands. "So, you mean to tell us, your husband is cool with four dudes, us, walkin' his wife around and pickin' out stripper clothes for her? Then, he's gonna let us jerk off to you while you wear it for us? AND he's the one shelling out for it? Why the hell would he do that?"
Hearing those questions out loud aroused Emily even more. Rather than explain the arrangement, she simply said, "If you want, we can stop and ask him. Who knows, maybe he'll come to his senses? Or... you guys can find something sexy for me to wear over my pussy and get me into the dressing room."
"That second one is soundin' pretty good."
"Smart man," Emily winked. "Just let my hubby do his thing. You stay focused on me."
----
The men were soon holding up their final item and Emily snapped her fingers again -- adding an extra snap this time. Roger collected the underwear and went to the register.
The small details, such as how long it takes to pay for items, cut the tags off, and then return, never make their way into dreams. Emily found herself loitering and waiting with the horny, younger men. They were getting antsy, and she was too. Emily had to get out of her mind. "So, what are you boys most excited about?"
"I wanna see it all come together on you. I know you got a much hotter body than you're lettin' on."
"I wanna see your tits," another belly laughed.
"I just wanna see your face when you have four black cocks in front of you, 'cause I know you ain't never seen that before."
You're not wrong, Emily thought, while anxiously rocking on her feet. Searching for a distraction, she motioned at the lanky man's lap. He had been parading his erection around for some time. "I think you're all lying. I bet all of you are most excited about finally getting off." Her captive audience snickered with guilt.
While Emily was flirting, Roger had been busy delivering the untagged lingerie to the dressing room in the back corner of the store. He stood guard under the entryway so that he could watch out for other shoppers while still watching the spectacle inside.
When Emily's butt vibrated again, she guided the men to the back corner of the store. It was hard not to laugh at the awkward exchange of head nods between her husband and their four guests when they walked by him. There wasn't time for hospitality anyway. They were in a public store, and time was too precarious to waste.
The dressing room was a long, narrow hallway with blue carpet and tan, plastic stalls lining the left side. The men had to wait near the entryway while Emily walked all the way down to the final door. Then, she disappeared inside.
In the safety of the locked stall, Emily held her hand over her heart. She could feel it beating rapidly. When she looked into the mirror, she didn't recognize her reflection completely. You're doing this, she thought. You're doing this! This is fucking crazy! What are you thinking?
Her bright grin reflected back at her, and her cheeks hurt from smiling so widely. Emily was riding the most reckless and intense emotional high of her life. None of this was normal and she loved it.
Quickly, she changed into her lingerie. It took all of two minutes. Then she made adjustments to her skimpy outfit until it was perfect. Hoo! Alright, Em. Here we go... "Are you boys ready?"
Her hushed question was met with a round of hushed applause and cheers from the hallway. With a final glimpse in the mirror, Emily breathed deeply and unlocked the stall.
"Damn!"
Every one of the four men was gaping with a hanging jaw and wide, white eyes. They had a mistake -- they had underestimated what the attractive housewife had hidden beneath her loose clothing. Even Roger, who was watching from the background, was smitten with his wife's new presence.
From her wavy, blonde hair, which flowed onto the tops of her shoulders; to her smooth, tan skin, which tracing her hourglass figure; to her large, creamy tits, which formed a massive cleavage in the hot pink bra; to her round, toned butt cheeks, which were revealed in their entirety by her matching, black-lace tanga panty, Emily was a knockout.
Her personal favorite, though, was the pair of pink heels the men had found for her. The heels tightened her toned legs and lifted her ass. The shoppers did a great job... or, at least, she thought so. Self-consciously, Emily swayed in place, waiting for more reactions.
"You're fuckin' gorgeous," the short one professed.
"Will you marry me?" the lightest one lustfully asked.
Emily blushed and wiggled her ring finger. "Sorry, I'm taken. But you're more than welcome to jerk off to me."
The men breathed and hooted excitedly. "How do you want us to do it?"
Emily ran her eyes up and down the four masculine bodies and gently bit her thumb. Fuck. Each man already had a full or partial erection. Remember, you're in control, she thought. "How do I want you to jerk off? Hmm... Haha! You guys seem smart. Pull your pants down, whip 'em out, and look at me. I'm sure you'll figure it out." Their bulges flexed and grew.
The suburban housewife was in awe of her power over the larger, random men. She felt dryness in the back of her throat and glee between her thighs. What she didn't know was that her words had caused a fifth erection, inside her husband's khakis, as well as a sixth erection, on the other side of the dressing room wall in the blue jeans of an eavesdropping teenager.
One by one, the men slid their pants and boxers to their thighs, creating a scrunched semi-circle of erect cocks in the public hallway. For Emily, it was an out-of-body experience like no other. She had imagined this moment, being half-naked and seeing her first other bare cock in the flesh since marriage, but it was never like this. She walked closer to them. Christ...
The smallest penis was still larger and thicker than her husband, along with most of her exes. Two of the rods were drooping outward, and they were undoubtedly the largest she had ever seen in person. Of course, Emily loved and enjoyed Roger's cock. But the beauty and novelty of the hung shafts filled her veins with adrenaline. God, she thought, they're almost too big, hehe!
With bravery, the shortest man began massaging his seven-inch shaft. The other three started manipulating their swollen cocks, too. Suddenly, Emily was standing motionlessly and staring at the panorama of movement. She could smell the different scents of their clothes, skin, and fragrances. Their breathing was steady and constant.
It felt like they were touching her and fucking her with their eyes, all over her exposed chest, face, and hips. Emily wanted to be physically involved, too, so she started running her hands over her curves and wiggling her hips. Each time she saw one of their cocks flex, she'd flex her butt cheeks in response. Enticing and seducing men this way was all new to Emily, and she had to learn as she went.
Her wide, brown eyes inhaled the sight of the rubbery cocks being steadily pumped by the strong, dark hands. Glancing at her husband, he didn't look jealous of her attraction to the men. He only seemed happy and horny -- pleased with what his loving wife was doing. Emily felt steamier inside.
"That's right, keep going," she whispered encouragement. Her dirty talk was cautious, but her sexy, hot pink appearance was impactful enough.
"Ooh! Goddamn, those tits are perfect," the bearded man grunted.
Goosebumps dotted Emily's arms and chest. She stroked the sides of her bra cups. "Yeah? I bet you wanna shoot your load all over them." The men released a heavy breath.
As she rotated in place, Emily sensed her audience enjoyed her backside just as much as the front. She turned slower as she gyrated her hips and listened to the friction of their skin.
When Emily made eye contact with her husband for the first time, it was brief. He was amazed and absorbed, and his delirious smile helped Emily feel more secure in living out her fantasy.
The youngest man wondered, "Like what you're seein' from us?"
Emily moved in for a closer view. "Uh-huh. Big cocks always turn me on. What I love more than anything, though... I love it when a man jerks it really hard before cumming for me." She tantalizingly winked.
The men threw their fists harder and faster. The insatiable desire swelled in their eyes while the blonde seductress muttered sexy things and urged them to cum for her.
The narrow hallway was warmer and swirling with their combined scents along with the aroma of sweat, cock, and sex. Emily's breath shortened and her skin glistened. She circulated her hips and felt her body while she turned. "Yeah, yeah, yeah. Don't stop."
As conscious thought faded and she spiraled in heat, Emily envisioned a new fantasy. The handsome cocks were wagging for her. The beautiful balls were powerfully bouncing. They were like toys begging to be touched.
She and Roger, however, had agreed to a strict no-contact policy. Ironically, Roger's failure to fetch paper towels was now forcing Emily to discover a loophole. "If the guy doesn't have a chance to go to the bathroom, I'll just get the towels or wipes," Emily remembered him saying, casually. They had never decided on a signal for that situation. Small details...
Whatever. It didn't matter now. There was no way they could cum on the carpet, and Emily couldn't touch them or let them cum on her. A solution came to her -- one that would coincidentally make both the group of men and herself a little happier. He can't get mad at you for problem-solving, Emily thought.
"Eyy!" "Woah!" "Hold up!" The masturbators shouted in dismay.
Emily hustled down the hallway and back into her fitting stall. Quickly, she returned with the beige bra she had worn to the store. "A cum catcher," she cleverly smirked.
The men snickered and watched her walk even closer to them. Emily slowly danced from an arm's length away. She could practically read their horny thoughts... You know they're thinking about cumming on you, hehe! They want to but they don't want "the husband" flipping out.
"You guys are making me feel so fucking hot," Emily gushed. Their manly grunts inspired her pussy to flood with juice. "Mmm, yeah."
To her right, the lanky man was scrunching his face into a knot. It wasn't surprising. He had been hard for a long time. Quickly, Emily squatted below him and held her bra in front of his shiny cockhead. The consequence, though, was that the man now had a perfect view of her large boobs. It was a consequence she fully intended.
The more he gawked, the farther she pushed out her chest. I know where you really wanna cum, she thought. The athletic man frantically tugged on his long shaft while Emily sultrily bit her lip. "Mmm. Let's see if that big boy can fill one of my cups."
The challenge was impossible, but as the first ropes of semen squirted from the twitching cock, Emily giggled nonetheless. It had been decades since she had made another man orgasm and she was enthralled.
The beige bra did its job, and the full load ran down the sides of the right cup and collected in a pool. The fresh, salty aroma made Emily's new underwear get even wetter.
The next two men finished in quick succession. Emily had been barely fast enough to move the bra from one eruption to the other in time.
In her dreams, Emily always pictured herself kneeling in front of the man. She never realized how close she would feel squatting beneath them -- her bent knees hovering next to their shins, her tits directly under their sticky cockheads, her face looking right into their pumping fists. She wanted them to test her reflexes.
The bearded man, whose cock was the bulkiest of the bunch, was the lone survivor. He furiously manhandled his dick while his heavy balls slapped below. "Ugh, fuck! You're a freaky chick! You're fuckin' sexy."
"Mmm," Emily purred. "Yes, I am. Now do something sexy for me."
He nostalgically shook his head. "I'm never gonna forget this."
Me neither, Emily thought. It was a big life moment, and she wanted to commemorate it. Suddenly, she scurried away and then came back from her stall. Getting down on her knees, Emily dangled the pair of black panties she had worn to the store. They weren't skimpy, but they were cute.
"I'm finishin' in that?" The man grunted.
"In my used panties? Yeah," she grinned and panted. She draped the fabric over her right hand and laid the center over her flat palm. The wetness seeped onto her skin. She didn't realize she had been wet the entire night.
"Cum on 'em and I'll let you keep it."
On the other side of the hollow drywall, Eric squirmed and begged his cock not to cum. He was fully clothed and not even touching himself through his wrinkled jeans. The sound of his mom's muffled voice was unbelievably seductive. It called for him to ejaculate. How the hell was she capable of this?
Inside the dressing room, all eyes were on the sweaty man and woman alone in the middle of the hallway. As Emily encouraged him to put his massive cock to good use one last time, the bearded man grunted and buckled.
Instinctively, Emily flinched. Her eyes closed and her muscles tensed. Whether it was out of fear or out of carnal desire, Emily pressed her palm into the mushroom tip. Just as instinctively, the horny man thrust his cock into the soft, welcoming hand provided.
Separated by the dainty fabric, the powerful cock forced cum into Emily's hand, twitching and throbbing while it spread a pleasant warmth through her palm.
Roger leaned off of the wall to watch his wife take the creamy load in her half-clenched hand. With chapped lips and a feverish body, he couldn't wait to take his wife home for "reclaim sex."
When the orgasm ended, Emily let go and sat back on her heels. She breathed and safely opened her eyes. She marveled at the large pool of milky jizz in her cupped hand. The hot vapor misted through the black cotton and condensed on her hand. Woah...
Her husband offered an accepting nod and Emily rose to her feet. As promised, she carefully handed the drenched panties to the heaving, burly man.
"You guys better get going. Like, right now. People will see."
Post-erotic paranoia crept in and Emily ran to the safety of her locked stall. Like her life depended on it, she threw on her original outfit -- sans her original bra and panties.
In the hallway, the satisfied men adjusted their pants and traipsed out of the dressing room. It was an incredible story. But who would believe it?
Before the men got too far away, a more relaxed Emily poked her head out of the stall and suggested to Roger, "Babe... Pay for their beer?"
The idea of doing more favors for the men seemed ridiculous, but Roger knew better than anyone just how generous his wife was when horny. So, Roger walked off after the men to buy them, and himself, a case of beer to celebrate the special night. A night for him, he knew was far from over.
Eric yanked at his car door handle. "C'mon, c'mon, c'mon!" Even with his clouded brain, he had the sense to sprint out of the store before he could be caught. "Aha!" He jumped into his car and peeled out onto the deserted highway. There was no logical way for his parents to beat him home. But, then again, tonight, anything was possible.
"What the fuck just happened?"
2*****
Eric couldn't sleep. Not after what he saw and heard. He lay shirtless in his bed with his eyes closed. His mom's alluring voice echoed again and again in his mind. What happened in the hallway was a mystery, but he had an idea and an imagination.
His mom dangled a pair of her dirty, green panties from her fingers while the bearded man covered them in his cum. If only Eric knew how his mom ended up looking in her heels and lingerie.
What in the world were they doing, anyway? Eric wondered. How many times have they done that? Do they do that every month? Every Thursday?
He scoured his memory for instances of his parents behaving oddly. Or... odder than usual. But his imagination kept interrupting him. His skimpily dressed mom was talking dirty to make the man cum for her. Stop being a pervert, Eric thought.
The son felt damaged and mentally sick. Yet, he couldn't stop sexualizing his mom. How could he stop? She was so beautiful, intelligent, and loving. And, as he found out, she was sexy. Seductively, arousingly, enticingly sexy.
Masturbating did little to help Eric. He jizzed twice, and neither time did his new fantasy ejaculate from his mind with it. His young, hormonal brain was still on fire. Even as he wiped the melted goo from the crevasses in his ab muscles, he was already thinking again about his mom -- thinking of how he could get closer to his new fantasy.
----
Eric sat at his computer and pounded away at his keyboard. He scoured Reddit forums, swinger communities, and random chat sites -- anything to contextualize his parents' bizarre... uh... hijinks?
What was he looking for exactly? He didn't know. What was he even supposed to type into Google? Eric spent the early morning searching a private Internet browser for anything related to husbands letting other men shop with their wives and dress them. Whenever a search result seemed relevant, he investigated it and refined his search terms accordingly. By four o'clock in the morning, his eyelids were fighting gravity.
"Dude... this could be it," Eric mumbled and sat up. He entered fake information to create an account on a kink website. Based on what he had just read, it was the world's foremost kink site. "Everyone uses it," the review had said.
Even though Eric knew little about his parents' activity, he assumed they didn't invent it. They had to have seen it or read about it somewhere, right? The answer had to exist somewhere in the endless array of forum posts and group messages on the site.
Remarkably, it was easy to filter out kink groups and search tags until he found one called: "Dress My Fuckdoll Wife." There were pages and pages of posts from couples all around the world, sharing their fantasies and real-life exploits. Every single post mirrored what Eric had caught his parents doing earlier. This is nuts, Eric thought. How is this so popular?
Of course, it wasn't popular. Not by any means. On the world's largest kink site, though, there were always enough people attracted to a kink to create the illusion of a broad and vibrant community. And by the site's standards, this kink wasn't even that rare.
As Eric prepared to mindlessly scroll down a list of every user profile, he laughed in sweet relief. "Oh, thank god!" He threw his head back. "Yes... As a matter of fact, I would like to search group members by location."
He punched his zip code into the search bar. Time slowed to a crawl as the page filtered and loaded matching profiles. There was only one result. Holy shit...
Alongside the username NewbieCouple20, which was the number of years his parents had been married -- he was pretty sure -- there was a square profile photo. Eric was lightheaded.
The son gawked at the tan, bombshell body in a green bikini. Strands of wavy, blonde hair hung over the woman's bare shoulders. Her head was cropped out of the image, but Eric knew his mom when he saw her.



He double-clicked on their profile.
"We are a happily married couple new to the kink scene. We are looking for fun with male strangers for her only.
F is a stunning blonde with natural breasts and killer legs. You can't see it in the photo, but her butt is just as nice ;) F wants to meet a stranger in a mall or department store and then let him pick out whatever clothes for her he wants. The lucky man will then get to go into the dressing room with F, wait for her to get changed, and then jerk off to her to appreciate how hot she is!
M will be watching the entire time. This is NOT OPTIONAL. This will also be NON-PHYSICAL. You will not be touching her. Nothing that comes out of you will be touching her. Don't hate M too much, as he'll be the one paying for your clothes.
And yes, she is looking forward to seeing you, too ;) Please message us if you are in the area and interested."
Eric read the profile again and again. His dad truly was a salesman. And she okayed every word of this... the son thought. He imagined being the man she met one night. Then he came again.
----
Eric spent most of the next school day refreshing his parents' profile on his phone. He continually peeked under his desk to glimpse the photo of his mom and to re-read sections of her bio.
"C'mon, post something!" Eric willed. His parents had commented on other couples' success stories, so it seemed unlikely they'd pass on the chance to write their own.
Finally, as he walked out of fourth-period lunch, a zombie-esque Eric saw a new post to their profile. He read the title: "Our cherry is popped! My wife's night with four hung black men :)"
Without thinking, Eric ran into the nearest bathroom and locked himself in a stall. His heart fluttered as he read the riveting account. It shocked him to learn his mom didn't meet those men online. They were just random men in the Walmart, and she had walked right up to them.
Sitting on a toilet lid, Eric rubbed his thumb against his cock through his shorts pocket.
"F never planned on placing her hand on the stud's cock while he ejaculated. As it turned out, M didn't mind seeing it. Her underwear was over her hand, so no rules were broken. Maybe next time we'll experiment with more buffered touching ;)"
Eric then arrived at the other excruciatingly hot part of the story. "The 'after party' was also fun. When we arrived back at our house, F stripped down into the sexy outfit the men had hand-selected for her and M ravished her on the hood of the car in the garage."
Why did his room have to be so far away from the garage?
----
When the school bus dropped him off, Eric ran into his house and scanned for signs of life. Both of his parents were supposed to be at work, and they were. He entered his parents' room and began an archeological dig through their laundry hamper.
A hot pink bra rested on top of the pile, but he merely admired it before maneuvering past it. The beige, cum-filled bra mentioned in the story was nowhere to be found. They probably put it in the washing machine by now, Eric thought.
What he did find, though, was the item he sought the most -- the hot pink tanga panty. He pulled the lingerie from the hamper and let the silky material slide through his fingers. Then he suffocated himself with it. His mom's pussy juice was intoxicatingly sweet. He was surrounded by her sex and felt it inside him.
As badly as he wanted to smell it for hours, he knew his mom would be home soon. So, he wrapped the soft fabric around his beating cock and rubbed it up and down, making sure some of his mom's vagina got onto his penis. Before he risked going too far, Eric inhaled her scent one last time before surgically returning the lingerie and leaving the room.
3*****
"Are you sure this guy is okay? You hardly talked to him." Emily picked at her fingernails.
"Yes. Everything will be fine," Roger assured. "If I had messaged him more, he wouldn't have been much of a stranger. Besides... you went right in there last time and picked up four men out of the blue." The husband and wife laughed together in their car seats. "I think it'll go well tonight, too. And, on the off chance there's a problem, I can handle one man."
Emily puffed the air from her cheeks and looked up through the moon roof at the night sky. Even though she had only done it once before, she recognized most of her nerves were merely pre-fun jitters. You're gonna do great, she thought, looking out into the parking lot. You handled four guys like a pro. You can handle one.
----
Eric had watched the silver SUV slip out of the garage and turn onto the road. "They couldn't even wait a full week!" Eric shouted into the empty house.
It was Tuesday and already he was barrelling out into the dead of night again to chase his parents' taillights. In his mind, he replayed the enchanting soundbite of his mom calling him "sweetie." It gave him chills. "Hey, sweetie. The Frasiers invited us over for drinks again, so we're gonna head out for a while." He listened to her voice while he kept an eye on the glowing red lights in the distance.
A mile or so past the airport, a blue pylon sign illuminated the sky. Eric cheered and shook his steering wheel when he watched his parents turn into the Walmart parking lot again. Knowing their secret made the snooping more exciting.
Like last time, he watched his parents stay in their car for a while before they finally opened their doors and made their way to the glass entrance. Unlike last time, Eric hurried in behind them. He watched them disappear down an aisle, and then he went about executing his plan.
He prepared his plan thinking he'd have to wait weeks to try it. He didn't expect his mom to wait less than a week for round two.
The first order of business was going to the home décor section in the far corner of the store. He lifted a full-length mirror from the rack. That'll do nicely, he thought. He then swiveled his head and moved on.
All of this spycraft was a rush for Eric. Admittedly, though, he wasn't exactly James Bond. His "plan" was something most simpletons could understand and follow.
When the job was done, Eric was giddy. All that was left to do was sit back and enjoy watching his mom shop. Without being noticed, of course.
----
"Wait. You guys never set a meeting spot? How do we know if he's even here?"
"It's part of the game," Roger goaded. He didn't want to admit he simply forgot to do it. Luckily, he ended up being right. Wandering around the superstore and guessing which random man she was there to meet was titillating for Emily. Roger knew basic details about the man and what he looked like, but Emily knew absolutely nothing.
After more than ten minutes of canvassing, Emily spotted a man near the lingerie section. He looked like he was waiting to meet someone. As she got closer, she made out his solid build, his friendly face, and his medium-length raven hair. He came across as younger, wearing sandy slim-fit pants and a red t-shirt, which was emblazoned with the name of the local state university.
"You're going to make this kid's life," Roger proudly jostled her shoulders.
"What?" As Emily turned back, Roger was already drifting out of view. When she took another glimpse at her date, she stopped and blinked dryly. Are you serious? What the fuck, Roger...
Tonight was supposed to be easier. Surely, one man, who had already agreed to take part in her fantasy, would be easier than four random men. Right... Right? Then again, Emily never imagined the "man" being on the other side of twenty-three.
Blindsided, Emily stood silently and fidgeted with her nails. She closed her eyes and swallowed, trying to reset her mind... and her expectations.
She thought, Your husband cares for you. Roger wouldn't have picked him unless he thought he'd make you happy. In the end, he's just another guy, right? Hoo!
Emily opened her eyes and gently approached him. "Hey, there. Are you looking for Emily?"
His eyes lit up like blue explosions. Emily recoiled. He was energized and overwhelmed to see her, and she could also see his relief from knowing she was real and serious about the date.
"Yeah! Yes. Hi, Brett! Ahh, haha! I mean, hi, Emily. I'm Brett!" He smiled, "You look even better than your photo."
Fairly attractive and respectful. Those were the only ground rules Emily had set for her husband. She never saw an age limit as being necessary. But, now... sensing her date's deep appreciation, his boundless energy, and the shift in the power dynamic... Emily suddenly saw no issue with playing the role of the dreamy, hot MILF. She was already in the store, and there was already a handsome, young admirer eager to dress her up however he wanted.
Emily blushed at his compliment. "Thanks. That photo was actually taken a couple of years ago."
"Oh, I guess, uh..." He stammered out a nervous, unsure reply.
This poor kid is in way over his head, Emily snickered to herself. She helped him out. "You're here to shop with me and dress me up, right?"
Brett gulped. "Um, yes. I think so. Your profile... It said anything I pick out will be okay with you... Is that, like, still the case?"
"Absolutely. Just make sure I'm wearing SOME clothes..." she hinted. "If you do that, everything will go great for us tonight."
"Is there anything you prefer to wear? Like, in general?"
"I prefer whatever will drive you the craziest. This is entirely up to you."
"Oh..." he blushed. "Okay!"
With that, the housewife and the college student set off on their date. They slowly ventured together into the jungle of colorful lingerie.
Eric was fixated on the odd coupling. His mom, with the utmost happiness, was lingerie shopping with a young guy, who couldn't have been more than three years his senior. He's basically my age...
He observed them from afar as they flirted and joked their way through the small maze of retail. Every so often, his mom would snap her fingers twice and his dad would soon be retrieving the item and placing it in his basket.
With each selection, Eric's mouth watered more. He was glad he had the foresight to place the mirror against the entry wall.
----
The shopping spree lasted the better part of an hour. Most of it went to the college student holding different lingerie in front of his face and comparing their merits. Emily loved it.
She had no idea how to flirt with someone so young, so when Roger was off paying for and preparing the clothes, Emily simply asked Brett about school and what made him want to dress her.
Meanwhile, Eric settled into position in the back corner of the store. He found a hiding spot in the middle of a circular clothes rack, where he was shielded by sequined dresses for old women.
Propped up on his elbows, he lay on his stomach and peered through his binoculars. He adjusted the magnification until he had a crisp view of the dressing room hallway off of the reflection in the mirror. Did he feel like a creep? Absolutely. But the result was worth it.
Before long, his dad took the same guard position as last time -- half in and half out against the entry wall. Eric held his breath while his dad looked curiously at the mirror down at his side. Fortunately, the mirror was still flush against the wall and in its packaging. An employee had obviously left it there on purpose -- as Eric hoped it would imply. Soon, his dad was typing on his phone, no longer interested in the meaningless product.
Time is relative. For a woman to change into lingerie, five minutes is breakneck speed. But when performing a sex act in a public space, dedicating five minutes to a wardrobe change is agonizing.
As Emily adjusted her outfit, she hoped the extra paranoia she was causing the men would be well worth it. She proudly grinned into the mirror and thought, You're gonna kill this poor kid, hehe!
After an assuring breath, she threw the door open and strutted down the cheap blue carpet in a pair of red stilettos. Her swagger was cocky, and it deserved to be. Her athletic legs were bare and sculpted. Her bikini area was tantalizingly framed by a sheer, red, cheeky Brazilian thong.
Above her hips, a red, strapless bustier shaped her hourglass figure. The slim fit didn't exactly hold her boobs correctly. The only way to make it fit was to leave the tight, lacy bustier unzipped from her belly button on up. The result was a wide, plunging cleavage, which exposed the inner sides of her boobs and a narrow trail going down to her tummy.
Emily had considered texting her husband to go find the next largest size, so she could look the way her date envisioned. Then she remembered she was there with a horny, young man, and she figured he'd like her adaptation more.
"You, uh... Wow, uh... God..." Brett stammered.
She was the embodiment of fire. Her scarlet lingerie and blonde hair hung from her scorching hot body. She dried his mouth and burned his face with her mere presence and swaying hips. "It looks like someone needs a glass of water," she said, in a mothering tone.
The unseasoned college student shook at the knees. He was in good company -- as the two other men outside of Emily's eye line were doing the same. Brett wiped his sweaty forehead. "You're the hottest woman I've ever seen."
Emily grinned with her red lips. She watched his hands move to cover the tent growing in his pants. She arched her eyebrow. "You're alone with the hottest woman you've ever seen... And she let you dress her up like the sexy MILF she is... Now is a good time to ask yourself: How do I want to spend my time in here?"
Her date nodded and slid his pants and boxer briefs down to his ankles. Emily giggled to herself. Cute, hehe! She winked at her date. "Very nice."
Her husband was on his toes, trying to get a glimpse through the full-length mirror at the back of the hallway. Emily studied him for a moment, wondering how he'd react to seeing a cock smaller than his -- albeit, a much more youthful and aesthetic one.
Brett didn't hesitate to stroke his cock. It was clear in his eyes that he idolized her and felt stupidly lucky for getting the chance to do this. He pumped as if he wanted her more than anything.
"Mine's probably not as big as the ones you wrote about the other night," he joked, with a hint of shame.
Emily chuckled and mulled her lips at the attractive, beige erection with trimmed balls. She wanted to make her date feel body positive. "No, it's not as big. But I tend to have more fun with the ones I can fit inside me." Her wink made Brett shudder.
From outside the dressing room, Eric witnessed the encounter. His elbows and hips hurt from the hard carpet and difficult position inside the clothes rack. But he was too mesmerized to care.
He switched between staring with the binoculars and his naked eyes. The details were enlarged with the binoculars, but looking with his eyes ironically made him feel closer to the action.
Eric knew neither would ever satisfy him, though. True satisfaction could only come through being the man in the hallway.
Inside the hallway, this time around, Emily was much more confident and comfortable stimulating her guest. She felt her body and gyrated her ass. She licked her lips and whispered sexy sentiments. And she bent over at the waist and took her time before dancing back up.
Men and women alike had objectified her for decades. And, oddly enough, this behavior empowered Emily in a way she had never expected. She planted the lust within him, cultivated it, used it to control his carnal nature, and made his eyes plead for more. And she could enjoy every bit of it because he loved her for it.
Emily let him transform her into a slutty fuckdoll. But she was submissive only to her own urges. "You like looking at me while you touch your cock. Don't you?"
Brett nodded and growled. "GRRR!" His knuckles whitened around his shaft. His eyes were fixated on her massive cleavage. Charitably, Emily pushed in the sides of her firm breasts and then tossed her long hair. The intensified pain was blazed in his blue eyes.
"There was- ahh! There was something I read in your story."
Emily swiveled her hips. "Oh?"
"You said something about- hoo!...Something about you maybe, ah, being okay with some 'buffered touching' this time?"
Instantly, Emily looked over at Roger. He had heard the question, but he was in a haze, watching from the background. Emily wondered if Roger, too, got the sense her date had been cleverly waiting to bring this up now.
She looked back to her date and agreed. "I remember it from the story. But, if you read our bio, you'll see it says no touching of any kind."
The raven-haired student moistened his lips, unaware his smarter, older date was toying with his innocence. "I know it says that. Ah. But, last time, ah, I read how you let one of the guys press his, uh... his, uh..."
"Cock?" Emily suggested.
"Yeah," Brett breathed. "He put his cock on your hand. Like, over your underwear."
"Yeah... I guess that's true..." Emily conceded. She leisurely ran her index finger through her parted bustier, from her belly button to the tops of her boobs. "...But what does a great moment I had with a guy last week have to do with you tonight?"
"I really want it," her date boldly stated. "It'd be hot for you, too."
"Oh, do you?" Emily bit her soft lip. "Just because you have a nice cock, you think I'm gonna let you stick it on my hand when you cum? Seriously?"
"No." Her date heaved in his red t-shirt. "I think you should let me push my cock onto the panties you're wearing... Ahh! ....and then let me cum."
"Woah! Excuse me?" Emily blinked. He was either stupidly horny or thought she'd be stupid from horniness. Either way, there was nothing more charming to Emily than a dumb, daring man.
She glanced back at Roger, who looked conflicted by the request. His fogged gears were churning. And sputtering. Emily knew it was left to her.
"And why on Earth would I let you do that?" She challenged her date.
"Because you shouldn't," Brett grinned. "I'm half your age. We're in a store. It's against the rules. Ahh. I think it'd be a fun way for me to... ah, appreciate your outfit."
As more nectar flooded into her wet pussy, Emily fought the urge to rub her mound. The student's proposal was well-practiced, rehearsed, and prepared... and surprisingly compelling. Of course, it wasn't Emily's decision to make alone. "Let me think about it."
Brett loosened his grip on his smooth erection. He smiled and relaxed his shoulders. His break was short-lived. Emily increased the intensity of her eyes, words, legs, ass, and movements. As if those weren't enough, she started unzipping more and more of her red bustier, allowing her pillowy breasts to force the fabric farther apart. The hallway quickly filled with masculine grunts and gasps.
"I'm gonna cum soon!" Brett announced.
No shit, Emily thought. She lazily swept her area for tissues or discarded lingerie. There were none. She glanced back at her husband. He was rubbing his bulge with his knuckles. She questioned him with her eyebrow. He was vexed, but he was too far gone to communicate. She looked at her date again. God, he even got a haircut for tonight... she thought.
Once she had every excuse she needed, the hotwife stepped within inches of her young date. "Are you ready to cum on your MILF?" His strained neck fidgeted, so she swept her blonde hair over her shoulder and seductively bent over. "Try not to ruin them completely."
There was such a thing as being too irresistible... as a playful Emily quickly learned. "Eeeee!" She chirped and jolted forward. The cockhead landed squarely on the wing of her sheer thong panty, denting her left butt cheek. Though, that didn't happen until after the first rope of jizz splattered across her lower back.



Woah, Woah, Woah, Woah, Woah! Emily's face was wide open. As was Roger's.
The erotic pressure and throbbing immobilized Emily. His immature use of cologne, his young grunts, and his moans of relief mesmerized her -- enough to where she forgot about gravity. As her date spurted more of his juice, Emily felt it warmly oozing down her bare ass.
Fuck.
When the orgasm stopped, everyone was hit with sobering reality. The college student transformed into a portrait of horror and panic. "I'm sorry," he blurted, as he pulled his pants up and dashed out of the dressing room.
Observing the mirror, he hadn't seen much of his mom after she bent over. She was shielded by her date, except for the area between his parted legs -- and it painted a damning scene. Her sharp, red heels planted on the carpet... The backs of her long legs flexing steadily... Her blonde hair dangling below her inverted face...
Eric wanted to dive into an ice bath. And when he saw the other young man flee the scene of the crime, Eric decided it was best to do the same. He hightailed it to his car.
In the dressing room hallway, Emily and Roger were recovering more stoically.
"Did he think I was gonna beat him up?" Roger wondered.
Emily shrugged and carefully straightened her spine. She silently noted the cum stain in her husband's dress pants. After walking back to her fitting stall, she wiped the goo from her ass and back using her original underwear. Shen then carefully shimmied out of her red panties, avoiding any dripping.
What a waste, Emily thought. She held the lingerie up to the mirror and could immediately smell the scent of their combined fluids. It was a great piece of memorabilia, which now had to go in the trash.
No explanation was needed for why her date ran off afterward. He was young and scared. Before that, though, he had been bold enough to give her the ending they both desired.
Slowly, Emily began the process of changing back into her original outfit. She thought about the look in her husband's eyes after she had finally stood up straight again. She knew they were about to go home and have incredible sex.
----
Well after midnight, while Emily and Roger were quietly drinking water and staring through the windshield of their parked car, Eric was home in bed. Sleeping.
Sprawled out on his mattress, he lay in his clothes. In one hand, his phone was open to the photo of his faceless mom in her green bikini. In his other hand, his mom's hot pink tanga was mangled and mushy around his softening cock.
His obsession was never going to end.
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This is never going to end, Eric thought.
Why baseball, especially minor-league baseball, lasted for nine innings was beyond his comprehension. He tried to recall a time back when the wacky sounds playing from the scoreboard and the silly cheers from the fans were endearing to him. They had to have been at some point, otherwise, he wouldn't have begged his parents to take him to games every weekend when he was little. Maybe the ice cream was just really good? He watched white vanilla dribble down his waffle cone and onto his fingers in the dry, midday heat. It was decent.
Eric sat between his parents, and they all were wearing the same blue baseball caps they used to wear. His cap fitted more snugly these days. Even though this was an obvious ploy for them to get him out of his bedroom and into the fresh air, his parents seemed to enjoy the family outing just the same. It was a normal day. It was a normal baseball game. His parents were their normal selves. And it was driving Eric crazy.
How?! How can they be so normal after doing something so wild? They both saw what happened to her a few nights ago, right? How can they just act like life is the same? Eric thought. It was like his parents woke up the morning after and everything was back to normal.
This was the first meaningful time Eric had spent with his parents since he discovered their new hobby. His mom was relaxed, smiling, and pleasantly curious about the game before them. She talked to Eric easily and they shared some laughs. Occasionally, she had to narrow her eyes and use her disciplinary wit to speak to the obnoxious drunk seated behind them. His dad was snacking on popcorn and cracking somewhat funny jokes about the umpire and narrating the same baseball stories Eric had heard many times before.
"He's gonna get picked off."
Eric blinked and glanced down at his wincing mom. He then saw the blue player taking a massive lead from second base. "Yeah, he's too far off the bag," Eric blindly agreed.
While his mom watched the next pitch, Eric watched her. A wavy, blonde ponytail was fed through the back of her baseball cap. Her tanned face was smooth and carefree. It was a mystery how she could be so unaffected by who, or what, she became on those two recent nights. Eric had already slunk off twice to go jerk off in the bathroom, and he felt he was barely holding it together.
For two hours, he had been brushing arms with his mom, looking down at her creamy thighs pressing together next to his, ogling her thick, round butt every time she jumped up to cheer, and wondering how her gray t-shirt hid the true size of her large, firm breasts. This wasn't an ideal situation. This was a tormenting, anxiety-inducing Hell.
If his parents had just posted their success story from Tuesday night like they were supposed to, Eric wouldn't have needed to keep running to the bathroom and imagining his mom in her blue cap, and a matching blue bra and thong, sucking his cock. If he had read their explanation on the kink site, he would've been able to process what he had seen and he wouldn't be so on edge. Well, probably.
"Hey, do you want your picture taken?"
"Hmm?" Eric blinked and followed his mom's finger to the bulldog mascot. He smiled back at her and giggled. "Hard pass."
"Are you sure?" His mom cocked her eyebrow. "They said on the jumbotron if you get your picture taken with him, you might end up on Billy Bulldog's Instagram. Look, that kid's doing it."
"No, I don't-"
"I'll hold your ice cream while you do it. Look, he'll even autograph your hat."
Eric rubbed his face and his goofy smile. "Well... I guess I can't say no now."
His mom nudged his arm with her shoulder, and they turned back to the game, laughing.
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Calculus did little to pull Eric's head out of the clouds. He tried to daydream about anything, hoping to stop himself from endlessly refreshing NewbieCouple20's profile on the kink site.
They hadn't posted their success story in almost a week. At first, Eric was wondering if they were embarrassed by his mom's young date. Then, he remembered his dad mentioning at dinner over a week ago how he was working on a massive deal at work and couldn't even "get home for lunch." Eric had no evidence, but he suspected his mom often met his dad for lunch at the house. The private, locked house.
It just so happened, his dad was supposed to close the deal by early this week.
----
On Tuesday, after school, Eric marched right into his room and sat down at his computer. He logged into the kink site. "Pleeeeease..." he prayed and tapped his finger. "Yes!" He jumped in his swivel chair.
Eric took his cock out and began stroking it in excitement for the new story. He couldn't read it fast enough. His brown eyes bulged from his head. "...and, surprisingly, neither M nor F minded him cumming on her. F loved the messy tribute more knowing it came from an adoring younger man."
Holy shit... He was just some dude they found on here. He came on her ass! Eric thought, holding his flowing hair. The most incredible read, though, was their updated profile bio. He nearly fell out of his chair.
"We are a happily married couple new to the kink scene. F is a stunning blonde with natural 38Cs and killer legs. You can't see it in our pic, but her cyclist's butt is just as nice ;) We are looking for young men to have fun with F and help us fulfill our Dress My Fuckdoll Wife fantasy.
F's dream is to meet a stranger on a completely blind date in a department store. Her date will take her shopping and pick out whatever sexy outfit he wants her to wear for him. She will then lead him to the dressing room, change into the outfit, and model it for him.
If you're lucky enough to be chosen, all she asks in return is for you to jerk off to her while she models for you. She likes to know how sexy of a fuckdoll you think she is!
M will be watching from a distance, like a ghost. He'll pay for your clothes and make sure you don't get caught. Never worry about M getting jealous or angry. Please, have your hot moments with F and speak to her like M isn't there! If you have any doubts, please read our stories :)
We have some rules:
1) Strangers Only. She won't know who she's meeting. Telling her your first name is more than enough.
2) Follow The Dress Code. You have total control over how you dress her. If you love an outfit, and if it covers her nipples and pussy, she has to wear it. Hint: It's in your best interest to make her feel sexy ;)
3) Healthy 18-22Y/O Men Only. Sorry to the older gentlemen who've messaged me. F says she's a hot MILF now and wants to feel like one. Who am I to argue? ;) You can come alone or with a small group of friends.
4) No Touching. We're still unsure about men touching her and finishing on certain parts of her body. She's open to being convinced, but assume her answer will be no.
5) Have Fun! You already know how the date is going to end. So, why not be a little bold? F loves watching men embarrass themselves when trying to flirt with her. It puts her in the mood to say yes to things ;)
If you're in the area and seriously interested, please message us. She'll be glad you did ;)"
Eric was shaking in his metal chair. He clicked through the new, hot pink and red lingerie photos his dad had added to the site. Eric had good grades. Homework could wait. I have to be one of those guys...
----
In dark jeans, a black headscarf, and an eye mask, Eric took shirtless selfies in his bathroom mirror. Wearing a sexy version of a Dread Pirate Roberts costume from the movie The Princess Bride was weird, yes. But it was the only costume Eric had that covered most of his face. And it was of a romantic pirate hero, so he could've done worse.
He remembered sneaking out with Alicia Janz to go to a Halloween party in matching costumes from the movie. At least I got something good out of that relationship, he thought.
As he uploaded the photos to his new account on the kink site, he thought the lighting in the bathroom did him a lot of favors. It accentuated the muscles in his lean body and highlighted the definition in his shoulders, chest, and abs from paddling his surfboard through rough waters. Otherwise, he'd look like a normal kid with a skinny and developing body.
The strangest part of this was knowing his goal was to make his dad think he could seduce his mom.
After a quiet dinner, Eric went back to complete his profile. He never questioned what he was doing. He could only see the end goal. And considering there weren't too many men in the area who fit his mom's date criteria, the son believed he had a solid chance.
His bio was short and described him in vague buzzwords -- laid back, nature lover, athletic, horny, energetic. He talked about how he liked married MILFs, exhibitionism, and flirting in public places. But he spread those interests out among others so that his profile wouldn't look intentional.
Lastly, Eric dubbed himself DreadPirateRoberts18 and made clear his costume was nothing more than a silly way to protect his identity... He wasn't some costumed weirdo.
Before going to bed, Eric spammed every other young man on the site in his area. As badly as he wanted to see his mom alone, he knew the only way he could get away with meeting her was by blending in with a group and splitting her attention.
The teenager had no clue how many guys would be interested in this type of activity. But with how hot his mom looked in her pics, he hoped enough would join him in a small group this Friday just to meet her.
"Alright, dude..." Eric yawned and put on his sleeping boxers, "you did all you can do." He flopped into his bed, closed his eyes, and thought about his mom.
----
Eric soon realized there was a difference between chasing a dream online and acting on it in real life. The consequences were not a fantasy. They were very real.
Earlier in the day, he subtly checked his messages on the bus ride home from school. There were seven responses to the site mail he had sent the night before. Apparently, the same type of men who'd be willing to jerk off on a married woman in a Walmart on short notice was the same type of men who'd visit a sex site on a Wednesday afternoon.
After vetting the profiles of the three men available for Friday night, Eric invited two of the men to join him in a private group. Together, they could message NewbieCouple20.
That was earlier in the day, though. When the sun was out. When he felt pure energy and excitement. When he felt productive for the first time in months. When he was sure of his purpose.
Now, the high schooler sat at his wood computer desk and anxiously squeezed a lock of his bronze hair. His eyes were open and petrified. The tip of his index finger rattled on the plastic button of his computer mouse. The vision of a shameful future and the destruction of his family life played in his mind.
What the fuck are you doing, dude? Eric thrust out of his chair and jogged over to his window in a panic. He held his head in his hands, wanting to scream and cry out into the dark. His morality and his desire were fighting and tearing him in half.
He kept thinking about his mom. And, in a moment of lust, he ran to his desk and lunged at his computer mouse. When the sharp, plastic click rang out, everything went still.
The screen had been updated. The message had been sent. In meaningful silence, Eric leaned back onto his bed and stared blankly at his monitor. Dude... what did you just do?
-----
Despite his fear, Eric refreshed the page minute after minute. It was all in vain, and the waiting only made him agonize more. Doubt and paranoia inevitably crept in and wreaked havoc. Did dad read it? Did he realize it was me? They're probably in their room right now freaking out! Why hasn't he said anything?
Eric went for a run under the starry sky, but it failed to distract him. He cut his run short to be by his phone and computer again in case he had a new message.
An hour after returning from his run, Eric finally saw a red dot appear over his messages icon. His adrenaline spiked, and his knee shook while he read the new mail.
"Hello, gentlemen!
Thank you for being the first group to message us and also demonstrating you read our entire profile. Your dedication is impressive and shows you're serious.
M reviewed your profiles and he's happy to say you have his approval! He thinks F will enjoy meeting you ;)
We are available Friday night as well. Please confirm that 11:30 works for you. I'll send you the store and meeting location on Friday evening. Have fun dressing your date!"
"I already know where to meet F!" Eric whispered and cheered.
But before he could respond to the mail, another member of his group, Charles, beat him to it. "That time works for us! Thanks :)"
Eric sighed in relief because it wasn't some creepy response. Not to sound elitist, but he didn't trust his two groupmates -- probably due to memories of school group projects where he did all the work only for another group member to derail the presentation.
In a private group message to Charles and the other guy, Todd, Eric said, "Let's meet outside the store at 11:15 and have a meeting. It's probably a good idea not to message them again since we already have the date. We could only fuck it up right? Lol."
He readied his fingers over his keyboard, but he realized there was nothing left to do. He closed his browser and walked over to his window. Dude... he thought, you fucking did it.
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For the first time, video games failed to suck Eric into another world. His unbearable stress and impatience followed him everywhere. It was past ten o'clock on Friday night, his bag was packed, and all he could do was wait for the right time to leave.
During the last two school days, Eric had been practicing his "surfer dude" impression under his breath. He had only ever used the voice to mock his friends, but he was confident it would be good enough to trick his mom.
In a plan where one slip up could spell disaster, Eric was scared out of his mind. This was the dumbest and most reckless thing he had ever done. Yet... it could work.
"Beep beep! Beep beep!" Eric flinched and quickly got his wits about him. He turned off his phone alarm and knew it was time to leave the house. But first, he had to throw suspicion from himself and make it impossible for him to be one of the men.
"I'm gonna go play games at Vinnie's and then maybe spend the night," he announced into the living room.
His parents looked at him standing casually in the foyer, with his duffle bag in hand. They shared a quick grin of relief. "Okay, sweetie. Text us when you get there. And, if you don't spend the night, we might not be here. The Frasiers invited us over for drinks again."
"Oh, cool. You guys are becoming really close with them." You fucker... Eric scolded his inner devil.
His dad's eyes grew uncomfortable and he set down his book. Watching his dad having to lie was painful, so Eric quickly added, "I think it's nice! They're good people. But, uh... Yeah. See you later."
He walked out the front door.
----
In the dimly lit Walmart parking lot, Eric changed into his dark jeans, black pirate shirt, eye mask, and headscarf. It wasn't even eleven o'clock yet, and he saw two huddled shadows talking under a street light.
The reality sunk in deeper, and Eric nearly cut himself with his razor while shortening his unkempt sideburns. The lump in his throat made it difficult to breathe. Somehow, he found the courage to walk out of his car and into the middle of the parking lot so he could introduce himself.
What women found to be attractive was still a puzzle to Eric, but he figured he was the best-looking of the bunch. Charles had a clean haircut, a likable face, and an average everything else. Todd was shorter and thinner, with sharp, bird-like features. Eric thought, Then again... they probably think they look pretty good next to the weirdo in the pirate mask.
The trio agreed to have fun, play it cool, and get along. Then they walked into the bright store. "M said to wait by the bicycles in Sporting Goods. He said we might have to wait a few because he's gonna make his wife find us," Charlie snickered, reiterating the new mail they had all read earlier.
When they arrived at the triple-decker row of bicycles, they all stopped and tried to look as cool as possible for when their date spotted them.
The minutes dragged on. There was nothing for them to do but listen to the light music over the speakers, smell the cheap rubber of the bike tires, and stand in place while the occasional shopper walked by.
Suddenly, Eric heard his groupmates shift, and he looked up. A blonde woman was approaching them from a distance. The man behind her slipped away, but she kept walking right toward them.
Run. Run away. Go now! Eric urged his weakened legs to move. He frantically looked for an escape route, but he was paralyzed by fear. Soon, there was no time to bail. He wanted to break down and apologize to his mom and take whatever punishment or lecture she had to offer. Fuck, fuck, fuck!
"Oh my god, there are three of you. Haha!" The gorgeous woman laughed with her hands over her mouth. She eyed each one of them, giving them the chance to do the same to her.



Her complexion was warm-ivory and it glowed around her smile. Her blue blouse hung over her white jeans. Her brown eyes were wide and playful. Her posture was mature. She was hot.
"I don't let my husband tell me anything. Anything. But in the parking lot he was like, 'I know you want it to be a blind date, but... just so you're prepared... I think I need to tell you there's a costume involved in this. Trust me, though, I checked it out, and it's okay.'" She talked fast and giggled.
Eric laughed along with everyone else, but he wanted to establish the fact he was normal. Plus, maybe he could turn the mask into an advantage? Speaking in his altered voice, Eric replied, "The mask is on in all my profile photos to protect my privacy. So, I figured, why ruin the mystery for you by taking it off?"
"Oh, yes!" Emily insisted, "Please leave it on!"
The secret intrigued Emily. She wanted to see his young face, but not being able to see it was fun and sexy in an interesting way. Maybe he has a deformity of some kind? She thought. His jaw is attractive... So maybe he's really hot? Is he famous, like one of those YouTube people? Would the other guys know him from something? Would I recognize him from something?
"So... I guess I'll call you Captain Roberts, then?" Emily flirted. "Is that okay?"
"Yep," Eric nodded. He then turned away and relaxed his muscles.
"Good. I'm Emily! I'm very excited to learn your names."
"I'm Charles. It's amazing to meet you."
"Hehe! Thank you! Likewise."
"I'm Todd. This is the best day of my life."
"Ah..." Emily didn't know how to respond. She couldn't tell if he was joking or not. "Um, well, yeah... If you dress me up the right way, who knows? It might be, haha!" She shifted her weight. "So... I'm ready for our date. Do you boys wanna take me shopping?"
They all set off for the lingerie section on the other side of the store. Eric was sweating, numb, and hard. It was like a bizarre dream.
----
It was like being a kid in a sexy candy shop. The colors. The options. The shapes. The gorgeous woman.
Eric hung back and walked behind his mom. He knew he was safest out of her line of sight. Plus, the view... The way her hips rhythmically shifted side to side, moving her butt up and down with a sense of reliability... It was the confidence, caution, and purpose of a mother's walk.
He admired her tight, curved body, which wasn't petite. She had wider hips and shoulders, providing a supporting frame for her larger butt cheeks and breasts. As the date went on, though, he detected her shoulders slouching, and he sensed an irritation in her neck. The son knew why.
There was a theme in their shopping experience. Todd would suggest a rule-breaking or bad outfit, the other men would reject it, and then Todd would pout. Eric had no idea how to step in and fix it without drawing attention to himself. His mom held her smile, but Eric knew her well enough to see her hidden disappointment.
She looks like she wants to just get it over with, Eric thought. A hollowness emptied his stomach and he stopped walking. This was her world... her fun place... You fucking ruined it.
Eric gazed up at the blinding lights in the white rafters. Suddenly, the insane and illogical gap between who his mom was at home and who she was here disappeared. There was no difference. She wasn't in some alternative mental state. She was the same person. She was the same superhero -- a force, a leader, a delegator, a disciplinarian, a loving and caring person, the person who always had the right answer.
This? Her hobby here? This was the place where she could step away from her daily routine, let her hair down, and express herself. It wasn't some life-changing experience for her like it was for him. She was simply having fun for a couple of hours.
And I ruined it, Eric thought. It wasn't just that he had brought a guy like Todd into her fantasy world and made it miserable. It was the fact he risked ruining it for her permanently by bringing himself in, all out of personal desire. This night meant nothing if she wasn't happy.
"Mo- Ma'am?" He froze after tapping her shoulder. But his mom turned around, blissfully unaware of what he had almost said. "Uh... Sorry about that dude. We barely know him. Don't worry, though. Charles and I are gonna pick the outfit. Believe me, we wanna show you a good time."
"Yeah?" Emily smiled and her mood lightened. "Well, the best way to show me a good time is by you having a good time." She bit her lip and checked out his body. "And by the way, Captain... Don't call me ma'am. Call me babe."
Eric gulped.
"Hey, I think there's a sexy bra here that'd look great on you!"
Eric and Emily broke their stare and looked at Charles, who was waving a neon yellow bra. With the slight hesitation in his mom's square jaw, Eric knew it wasn't her style. Diplomatically, he said, "Oh, cool! It's a good find, dude. Now we can check out some other ones before we're sure we wanna pull the trigger."
"Didn't like it, either?" Emily snidely whispered.
"Clashes with your hair," Eric breathed.
"Hehe!" She snorted. "I would've looked like a cheap pornstar. And not in a good way."
Emily soon felt her "shopper's high" return in full force. She walked among the three boys, who were in way over their heads. Their faces were so young, their bodies were so lean, and they behaved like they had more hormones than their unrefined brains knew what to do with. She watched them engaged in stupid debates about lingerie they knew nothing about. They stiffened and blushed every time she caught them looking at her. And they tried so hard to talk to her, without even realizing how many blunders they were making while attempting to flirt with her. Emily loved every second of it.
Todd's attitude aside, this was her best date so far. She locked eyes with Roger once and he gave her a supportive thumbs up. A lingering thought, however, had been weighing heavier on Emily's mind. She tilted her head at the pirate. "How come you haven't picked anything out for me?"
"Hmm? Oh. Umm... I guess I don't need to be involved to have fun."
"Oh, c'mon. You came here to dress me, right? Why don't you go in there and be the tie-breaking vote?"
Eric shrugged. "It's okay. I'm really happy just being here. I have a different vision than them on how to dress you, anyway."
"You do?" Emily perked up at the idea of a man having a specific vision for her -- especially considering the group hadn't decided on a single item yet. She smacked her red lips. "Show me."
The controlled energy in his mother's daring, brown eyes lifted Eric off the ground. Then he did something brave and stupid. Mainly stupid. He took his mom's hand and led her away from the lingerie section.
Emily tossed her head until she spotted her husband and ensured he knew she was leaving willingly and not being abducted. Her cocked eyebrow conveyed, "Look at the balls on this kid."
The date was officially an erotic adventure. Emily was going to let the pirate take her wherever he wanted. She let the other two boys follow close behind her and enjoy the view of her blue blouse hanging over her tight, white jeans.
When they arrived at a long wall of cheap accessories, the pirate began removing items from their hooks and placing some in a pile on the floor. Emily couldn't piece together what he was doing, but as soon as he seemed satisfied, she snapped her fingers twice, before the other boys had a chance to debate.
"So... Shoes now?" Charles questioned.
"Yeah, dude!" The surfer-sounding pirate beamed below his mask.
Following a group huddle, Emily was pulled to the shoe department. The instant the pirate unboxed a pair of sexy, white pumps, she snapped her fingers. Then she dangled her hand at her side, waiting to be taken to the next stop. She was taken to hosiery, then jewelry, and then makeup.
Roger felt the weight of the full handbasket and knew they were racking up a tab. But he continued to sanction and watch the shopping spree. Why intervene? He was sitting on a fat commission, his magnificent wife was having the time of her life, and his cock was rock-hard. Whatever they wanted, he'd take care of it.
Finally, after every other item had been selected, the dating party returned to the lingerie section. The options narrowed considerably, and they saw the ones that popped. With an extra, third snap of her fingers, Emily ended the shopping spree and began counting the seconds until she could get into the fitting stall.
----
She's been in there forever. You shouldn't have gotten so many things! She's probably fed up, Eric thought, as he waited impatiently in the dressing room hallway with the other erect men.
With his paranoia about his dad standing against the wall behind him and his doubt over whether his outfit could compete with the red number his mom had worn last time, ten minutes felt like an eternity. Finally, the stall door at the end of the hallway opened. Fuck me...
Eric, Charles, and Todd couldn't move their jaws. Through their dilated eyes, they inhaled the angelic figure on the blue carpet. In twenty years, Roger had never seen his wife more seductively enchanting.
Emily had been imagining a smooth strut down the hallway, but even she couldn't hide her awe at how hot she looked. The three blank, wide stares made her cheeks rosy. Hehe! Yes!
She was a sparkling bundle of white lace, blonde hair, tan skin, and voluptuous curves. Above her white pumps, sheer white stockings rose to her mid-thighs. They were held in place by the clasps of a lacy garter belt, which sat over an elegant G-string thong. Just touching her belly button and tightly wrapping around her frame was a glittering corset, which accentuated her hourglass figure and lifted her large, mature breasts.
More than the delicate sheerness of her thong around her pussy, more than the faint tan lines in her rippling boobs, Emily's appearance was defined by the small touches the pirate had plundered.
Her wrists sparkled with faux diamond jewelry. The tips of her earlobes did the same. A white, elastic band gently choked her resolute neck. Though, Emily's favorite touches were the black mascara on her eyelashes and the fire-red color coating her lips. They served as a reminder to the boys that the purity of her white outfit was an illusion... She was a sexy MILF there to do very inappropriate things with them.
"You look like, like, a legit goddess," Charles meekly voiced.
Emily bit her lip. "You're right... I am. So, why aren't you praying to me?" The men took turns wiggling out of their boxers, resulting in a trio of creamy, shiny, erect cocks. "Mmm... This is why I like men your age."
Roger was torn between his desire to run up and plow his wife and his desire to watch her seduce the group of young strangers.
As his mom swayed and touched her curves, Eric fumbled with his erection. He waited for somebody, anybody, to stop him from jerking off to his half-naked mom in front of his dad. But nobody seemed to care. Why would they?
His groupmates were stroking themselves, too. And they subconsciously fell into the same rhythm, creating one whooshing sound. His mom began weaving and snaking her body while she complimented their cocks, gushed about her outfit, and whispered dirty confessions.
Eric resisted eye contact as much as he could, but his mom's brown eyes locked onto his, making it impossible for him to ignore the woman from his dreams. The son swore, at times, she was dancing just for him. He was right.
Since he first introduced himself, Emily had been intrigued by the pirate. The way he carried himself, the way he took her hand, and the way he dressed her had only made her more infatuated with the mystery of him. She could only see the bottom half of his smooth face, but he was the sexiest man there. He also has the biggest dick... Emily happily thought.
There was a connection, a familiarity, a chemistry between them. Emily wanted to distribute her attention evenly between the three men, but the pirate was making it hard. Really, really, really hard... She watched his fingers glide up and down his rigid cock, with his developing abdominal muscles carved into the background, revealed by his lifted shirt. God...
Oh, fuck... Eric heaved and dryly swallowed. He clenched his groin and fought every urge to cum. His mom was crouched in front of him, looking up at him with a smoldering gaze, like she was testing his resolve. The entire tops of her breasts were displayed, and Eric could see the tan lines from her bikini strings running up the sides. Then, her fingernail swirled in and around her cleavage. "Don't cum yet," she teased.
Eric was about to pass out.
"I'm gonna cum soon!"
Emily snapped her attention to Todd. "Yeah, I can tell."
"Where can I cum on you?" His narrow face was gritty and angry.
Emily had some choice words for the petulant little brat. But she had the wisdom to avoid a loud temper tantrum. "Sorry, nobody will be cumming on me today. If you need to cum, you can get my bra in the stall and finish it."
The other two boys were crestfallen, but they tried to hide their disappointment. Todd, however, stormed by her in a huff, came back with her bra, and spurted his cum into one of the beige cups.
"Women are all the same!" He suddenly hissed. Then he walked off, right past Rodger, carrying her cum-filled bra.
"Alrighty then..." Emily shrugged. The two remaining boys chuckled, and she joined them in throwing her head back. She tossed her blonde hair and leaned in closer. "What I just said was more geared toward him. Now that he's gone... I might be open to changing my mind."
The atmosphere brightened and intensified for all involved. Emily didn't know where her talent and affinity for scandalous behavior was coming from, but she wanted to keep feeling higher. She massaged her body, tugged at her lingerie, and basked in the arousal.
Eric gawked at his mom bent over at the waist and displayed her bare butt cheeks. They were perfect.
"I really shouldn't be doing this..." she said, while she swirled her ass. "It's your fault for dressing me like a slutty goddess."
He's fucking loving this, Emily thought, as she peeked at her husband. He looked like a tomato with his bulging eyes and neck. He wasn't in a position to help her decide this time, either. Emily recognized it was her call.
"Ahhh! Ah! That feels good." Eric shuddered and lurched onto his toes. His neck broke out in goosebumps while his mom traced the divots in his abdomen with her finger.
"Does it feel good?" She smirked and placed her other fingers on his tummy.
With a hand reaching out to each side, Emily dragged her fingernails up and down each of the boy's bodies. She scratched their obliques, hips, and thighs, all around their beautiful, active cocks. Emily felt like a naughty MILF, a naughty wife, a naughty woman -- but she was neither ready nor allowed to get her hands dirty. There's nothing wrong with touching around it, she slyly thought.
Charles waved his hand. He huffed and labored through his words. "Emily... I really, ahh, I really wanna cum in something, ahh, other than laundry. Would you please let me finish, ahh, somewhere on your clothes or body? Anywhere?"
A bashful grin lit up her cheeks, and Emily stomped her white heel between the young stranger's legs. Her chest reddened at the thought of reliving the electrifying experience she had with Brian days ago. Or was it Bryce? Brett? Barry?
"Do you want, like-"
Emily looked up and nodded her head, bending her knee farther through his parted legs. She stared straight down and watched his hand leave his erection. When he squatted ever-so-slightly, his manhood pressed into her sheer, white stocking.
"Ohhh, wow," he moaned.
As he rubbed, Emily felt the heat of his balls warm her thigh and his hardness push into her tissue. After only seconds, there was a grunt, and then creamy goo squirted from his pink cocktip onto her stocking. Emily's brain was a foggy, swirling mess.
Eric watched Charles tumble onto the ground in a sweaty heap. For the first time, it struck him just how vast the age and experience gap was between guys like him and his mom. It was such an odd sight, and it made no sense why she would want anything to do with guys his age. Yet, here she was, just as deliriously horny as they were.
Shit... It's just you, dude, Eric thought. He realized all of his mom's attention was squarely on him. Alarms blared in his head but his cock tingled from the thrill. "Haah-ahh!" He gasped, as she wasted no time placing both her palms flat on his abs.
"Do you like that?"
"Yeah!" Eric answered in way too girly of a pitch.
"Do you wanna try?" Her brown eyes were unrecognizable. They were oddly serious.
Slowly, Eric reached out toward the tan gap between her corset and her garter belt. But his hand was intercepted and placed on the top of her corset. "Oh my god. No way." Before he even processed the feeling of her breast cupped in his hand, his mom lowered herself to her knees.
He swerved his neck everywhere, wondering if everyone else was seeing what he was seeing. Behind him, his inebriated dad looked just as surprised to see his hand on her right boob. "You're letting me touch your chest." He gently squeezed her corset and made the large tit bulge.
"Hahaha! That's very observant of you." Emily bit her lip and continued to sway on her knees. She wiped her sticky, blonde hair from her forehead.
"They're amazing," the pirate gaped down at her. "You're amazing."
Emily heaved and pulsated all over her body. She stared right into his cock, then she looked back up into his eyes. He was desperate, not just for pleasure, but for her. He looked at her like he wanted her more than anything. A man with his youth, his potential, his access to young women... And he wanted her.
This was the euphoria Emily had been chasing. This was her fantasy: Her dressed in the sexiest way he could imagine... Her down on her knees... Her giving him what he wanted... And him looking at her like she was the only woman who could give him what he needed.
"I like you," she said calmly, into space.
"I wanna cum on you!" The pirate blurted.
Emily looked up and pulled her corset lower on her chest. "Cum when you're ready."
"Ohhh!" Eric strained and frantically pumped his fist, wildly jerking his six inches, willing it to go. Everything faded to black, and the last thing he heard before his cockhead pressed into his mom's tit was, "Yeah, babe! Cum your fucking MILF!"
"AHHH! AHHH!"
Emily flinched and gasped. Her eyes were saucers watching the ropes of white juice land on her boobs. "Mmm. Ahh!" She rubbed the back of his thigh, comforting him and encouraging him to continue. She flicked her eyes up at his scrunched face and then back down at the warm mess splattered on her skin.
When his spurts came to an end, Emily swayed back and forth, grazing her tits against his drooping cockhead, making sure she couldn't tease any more cream from his swollen testicles. She had fully drained him.
The clarity returned to her ears. She heard the silence of the hallway, listening to the pirate fight for air. The stale, steam lingered. And she could hear the faint pop music playing from outside in the store.
Everyone -- Emily, Eric, Roger, and Charles -- watched the fresh load melt and roll down Emily's breasts. Nobody knew what to say.
As the angel locked eyes with the pirate, she wondered if it would be okay if she stood up and kissed him.
"Alright. Uh... It looks like we're done for the night," Roger huffed. The crotch of his khaki pants was stained darker.
Quickly, Emily lumbered back into her fitting stall. Seconds later, a cum-coated stocking was tossed over the locked door. Roger told Charles it was for him, and the young man graciously retrieved the souvenir from the back, before thanking his hosts and walking away.



A white, G-string thong then appeared over the door. It was laden with cum. His mom must have used it to clean her chest. Eric tepidly walked to the back of the narrow hallway, accepted the lingerie -- which was soaked in their combined juices, and he thanked his date and her husband. Then getting the living fuck out of the Walmart as fast as humanly possible.
The drive home was a blur.
::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: Part 2
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The entire family slept in on Saturday.
Upon waking up, Eric's first instinct was to reach under his mattress and grab the white thong from the night before. It had a papery feel to it from all of the dried semen. Fuck, dude... You didn't dream that! Eee!
Across the hallway, the wife and mother woke up feeling refreshed -- and still tingling. She replayed scenes from her risque adventure. All of them involved the masked man, who had given her the most spontaneous and intimate fantasy night she could have ever imagined.
When the family met for breakfast in the kitchen, the only child kept his head low and his eyes on his oatmeal.
"You disappointed me last night," Roger suddenly glared.
Eric dropped his fork and was prepared to run out of the house.
"You never texted me when you got to your friend's house," the father continued.
Eric breathed. "Sorry. I'll try to remember next time."
He just wanted to hide in his room. And, hopefully, his parents would retreat to theirs and write about their most recent escapade.
----
After the risk and exhausting paranoia of last night, Eric needed a mental break. And he took one behind the safety of his locked door. He played video games and watched dumb TV shows. Occasionally, he refreshed the kink site. So far, no updates.
After lunchtime, Eric heard the sound of his parents' bedroom door opening. And he heard two separate people walk into the room. Were they secluding themselves to write a new post?
Eric wished he had his headphones on when they went into their room because now the wait was tormenting. They were in there for the better part of an hour -- not realizing they were discussing how to best describe a night with their son.
When the door creaked open again and a set of footsteps shuffled away, the son dove for his computer. C'mon, refresh already... Refresh! Yes! He threw his fist in the air as if he had won a championship.
Again and again, he read the long post. A massive portion of it was dedicated to "Captain Roberts" and just how happy he made "F" while shopping. A small paragraph was dedicated to complimenting his cock and another was dedicated to his mom's decision to involve her tits in such an unexpectedly sexy way.
The other two young men came across as merely helpful side characters -- which was weird because one of them finished on Emily.
Eric was on cloud nine, and he masturbated into the white thong in celebration. But once the rush was gone, reality set in. He couldn't possibly quit his mom now. He had to -- needed to -- see her again. But she only meets strangers...
Could he use another costume and make a new profile? No. She'd know immediately. Maybe she'd make an exception for me?
As the desperate son paced around his room and threw a ball between his hands while he brainstormed, a unique chime interrupted his thoughts. He walked to his monitor and saw a red dot on the envelope icon at the top of his screen. Cool!
After messaging so many guys to join his group, he was glad he was still getting responses. Maybe he could blend in differently with new guys? But then he realized the private message was from a random user. "BlondeGoddess1...?"
The profile photo was of a white corset. "Location... Antarctica?" Eric blinked and opened the mail.
"Hey there Captain Roberts,
This is Emily from last night. I have a problem you should know about. Letting guys dress me in public is a HUGE risk for my husband and me. It's usually worth it because the guys met my expectations. You didn't though... YOU BLEW THEM THE FUCK AWAY!!!! I honestly can't remember the last time I felt so hot. My problem now is that I can't stop touching myself to the thought of you dressing me up and cumming on my tits ;) I've had to sneak away from my hubby and masturbate three times since last night. So thank you for a wonderful evening!
~ Emily <3"
Holy shit! No way! Eric was bouncing off the walls. Dude, she's probably sitting in her room on her phone right now! She made a secret profile just to message you!
"Alright, alright... Calm down." Eric held the back of his head and breathed steadily. His mom had to be in the mood, right? She was alone in bed, right? If Eric was ever going to get a chance to hook her into a conversation, it was now. Eric punched a message into his keyboard.
"I think I've masturbated to you even more than that. I keep jerking off and thinking about your personality just as much as your looks lol." If his mom responded at all, he knew he had a shot.
A minute later, he received a reply. "Really?? :) I was so impressed by how creative you were. It's like you knew exactly what I wanted. Your cock and body helped you out a bit too ;) And how are you still beating off to me?! After what you did to my boobs last night, I thought you'd be drained LOL."
She's flirting... Eric eagerly prepared another message. It was a risky one -- one that could make her feel guilty and end the conversation -- but he had to know. "I swear I left every drop of cum I had at the time on your tits. I promise! I actually jerked off before I went to the store... so that wasn't even a full load ;) Does your husband know you're talking to me right now from Antarctica?"
He prayed for a response.
"LOL. No he doesn't know. I guess you can say I'm feeling a little naughty right now ;) But I am a little angry with you now. I gave you my absolute best and you held back on me? I'm starting to think we'll need to invite you out again to see if you're just talking a big game or if you can cover my tits like you think you can ;)"
He had what he wanted -- another night with his mom. But the horny, encouraged son saw a beautiful dream -- his fantasy -- and he pushed his luck. "Maybe we can meet without your husband this time? I'll pay for the outfit ;)"
Minutes passed without a response. And Eric was cursing his name as he paced around his carpet in bare feet. When all seemed lost, though, the chime sounded again. "Hmm... It would be naughty but I don't know if I could do that to my husband. He likes to watch. That's the agreement we made."
"We wouldn't be doing anything we haven't done in front of him already. I REALLY want to have fun with you again. We would both love it ;)"
There was another long pause, but Eric felt confident in a reply.
"All good points. Believe me, I love the idea. It just might be too much of a rule breaker for me. I wasn't even supposed to let you touch my tits last night. My husband ended up being fine with it, but it could've gone badly."
"But look what happened when you broke the rules! You let me cum on your tits and you haven't been able to stop thinking about it since. I haven't either :) Shouldn't we try to do that again? If your husband is dead set on the whole stranger thing, he'd say no if you asked him to see me again."
The wait lasted more than five minutes.
"True..." Another textbox followed, "but my husband is home whenever I am..."
Oh, man! The high schooler cracked his fingers and toes. He was starting to move her. "Just say you are leaving the house to hang with Mrs. Frasier..." he joked to himself. Instead, he typed, "Meet me after he falls asleep. What about 1am?"
"No LOL. I'd never do that. The store is too empty then. Having no chance of being caught kind of ruins it."
Shit. There had to be a clever solution, but none were coming to him. The chime then sounded into his room again.
"He'll be out of town Wednesday and Thursday..."
Wait, what? He will? Eric checked the calendar app on his phone. There wasn't a holiday, but his mom would know better. His dad always took several short trips every Spring for shareholder meetings in New York and California, and Eric didn't exactly keep track of when they were.
What surprised Eric now was that his mom was telling a stranger when her husband was out of town on business. Before he crafted his reply, a follow-up message arrived, and then another. His computer then chimed like mad.
"Yeah, for sure... Wednesday and Thursday nights he'll be gone."
"I'd be free"
"Both nights"
"One of those nights I mean"
"Either or..."
"Would you be free?"
"And able to get there?"
"I'm not offering"
"This is hypothetical for now"
"Just letting you know he'll be gone and I could theoretically meet if you could"
"I'd need to think about it."
Staring at his now-muted desktop, Eric was unsure if the barrage was over. It was, and his normally decisive mom seemed conflicted. She needs time... But she wants to say yes.
Sensing he could only hurt himself by talking for longer, Eric left his mom with his best offer. "I will be at that same Walmart at 11:30 on Wednesday night. I'll get it if you stay home. But if you meet me there, I promise I'll dress you up like a slutty goddess and give you the night of your life. You won't regret going for it. - Captain Roberts"
If she shows up, she shows up. If she doesn't, she doesn't...
Fuck, I hope she shows up.
8*****
How to best describe the following days? Stressful. Incredibly stressful. Eric couldn't concentrate on anything, and he avoided his parents at every opportunity. The few times he had to be around them, mainly for meals, he tried not to read his mom's face and guess how she might be leaning.
That was easier said than done, especially considering how differently his mom was behaving. Her normally magnetic eyes seemed only to be drawn to her plate. She felt colder and distant like she had a secret weighing on her. Well... She is thinkin' about sneaking behind her husband's back.
It was weird for Eric to consider that viewpoint. After all, it was his mom, and they wouldn't be doing anything his dad didn't approve of already. What was wrong with spending the special night alone with his mom? He had no intention of stealing her from his dad or harming her. The young son wished he could help his mom feel better about her internal conflict by saying, "There's no risk! And you're not betraying the family!"
Day after day of frequent masturbating did little to ease the tension in Eric's muscles and mind. On Wednesday morning, when he finally watched his dad ride away in the Uber to the airport, Eric felt a sense of control. "If she's on the fence, it'll be easier to convince her now."
Instead of leaving his mom alone and accepting the outcome as fate, Eric tried to tip destiny in his favor. As the afternoon sun filled his bedroom with bright, hopeful energy, he placed a red t-shirt on his bed so that his recognizable bed sheets were hidden. He then laid his costume mask and his mom's semen-soaked thong neatly on the shirt. Eric sniffed the beautiful lace, inhaling the trace of his mom's scent. Erect, he took a photo.
In the message box where he attached the photo, Eric poetically wrote to BlondeGoddess1, "A good pirate always wonders when he'll see his next booty... but is still happy with the treasure he has."
There was no response for over an hour. Finally, the website chimed.
"*A horny pirate"
Okay... She corrected your sext. That's positive, right? It's at least not a no. If she knew the answer was no, wouldn't she have told you the bad news? Eric then noticed his mom's profile picture had changed. The square next to her username was a mirror selfie, from her smirking lips down to her heels. Her top was the hot-pink bra the four men had chosen for her during her first foray, and her bottom was a black thong, which she was playfully tugging.
As he stood up to stroke his cock with lotion, Eric considered sending BlondeGoddess1 a thank you note for her sexy profile update. But he opted out, confident he had done everything in his power.
9*****
"Hey, Mom. I'm goin' to Vinnie's to hang out. I'm sure if I'll spend the night or not." The son stood in the living room with his old duffle bag.
"Oh..." Emily looked up from her novel and shrugged. She was comfortably curled on the couch in her pajama pants. "Okay, thanks for telling me. Text me if you end up staying there."
"Uh, yeah... I will. Are, um- Are you doing anything tonight by chance?"
"Uhh..." she mused at the wall. "Well, the Frasiers invited me over. I don't know if I'll go, though. It might be a little weird going without your dad." She then quickly added an explanation, "Cocktail parties are endless talking to a bunch of people, ya know? They're hard to handle alone, haha!"
"You should go!" Eric blurted out. His pulse throbbed in his wrists. "I mean, you're always telling me to get out of the house and not stay locked in my room. And, besides, you're fun on your own. You don't need dad to have fun," he brushed off with his hand, grinning sincerely.
The mom blushed and buried her face into the tufted upholstery. "Yeah..." she bit her cheek. "You're probably right. I'll think about it. Anyway, have fun."
"Thanks, Mom."
Walking out onto the front porch and looking up at the night sky, Eric had a bounce in his step. He wasn't sure if his mom would say yes, but he simply felt lucky under the expanse of stars in the cool night sky. But he soon found himself with a problem. It was nine o'clock, it was dark, and he had nowhere to go.
----
"11:14," Eric read aloud. He had been sitting in his parked car, fully costumed in black, and listening to the radio for way too long. Everything was set up perfectly for him, but the fear was inescapable. He had to be perfect.
He'd be alone with his mom for an hour. Talking to her. Looking at her. Her looking at him. Her seeing his eyes... If Eric slipped once, it could spell catastrophe. He had been practicing his walk, his accent, and his demeanor all week. He even shaved in his car because his mom had seen him leave the house with stubble.
The masked son felt himself being pulled into the superstore. He knew the layout well, as well as where his mom would be looking for Captain Roberts. Late-night shoppers strolled up and down the aisles. Many were getting alcohol or late-night snacks. Eric saw another guy his age walk through the entrance, and he quickly hid his face in case it was someone he knew. He then remembered he was in the ridiculous, pirate costume.
He checked the clock on his phone religiously. And at precisely 11:30, he saw the unmistakable face. Through the automated doors appeared his mom. Her wavy blonde hair touched the shoulders of a tight, black V-neck. Her short-sleeve shirt contrasted with her white jeans. Her round face was bright, and her nose crinkled as she grinned.
A spirit and charisma radiated from her being, well beyond what Eric had felt the first time. He had to remind himself he was in character.
"Hey, Captain!" Emily greeted. Her pitch was high, and her hands were rubbing together.
"Wow! Hey." Eric admired his mom's quick transformation from couch potato to lively flirt. She actually showed...
They were standing in an isolated maze of shelving units, but Emily kept her voice low. "I figured it couldn't hurt to meet you and see what you had in mind."
"I'm really happy you did!" Eric nervously flashed his teeth. He could tell she was surprised and proud of her decision to go out tonight. "I didn't think you'd show."
"No?" Emily feigned offense. "Why not?"
Because you were just in pajamas. "You never said if you were coming. When I sent you that pic earlier, you just corrected my message, hah..."
"The one about the horny pirate wondering when he'll see his next booty?"
The pirate nodded.
Emily friskily narrowed her brown eyes. She patted the side of her shapely ass. "Well, here it is." She winked and muffled a giggle. Her butt was snug in the white denim to the point where her phone could barely fit in the small back pocket.
His mom seemed freer, more natural, and confident -- truer to herself. And Eric wanted her to acknowledge it. "You're much more relaxed than last time! And you look happier without being watched, haha! And you even look hotter..."
Emily rolled her eyes at the young man. "Well, the 'hotter' part is probably just from me wearing flattering clothes because I didn't see a need to cover up this time. You've already seen it, so no surprises there, hehe! As for me being 'more relaxed' and 'happier' from not being watched..." she pompously rocked her hip to the side and cocked her eyebrow, "...there might be a tiiiny bit of truth to that, but I think most of it is wishful thinking from your happy friend down there."
Uhhh... Damn. Eric already had a bulge in his black pants. His mom looked glad to see it, but still, he straightened it out. "So... Wanna go shopping?"
"Not so fast..." Emily bashfully bit her lip. "I had this idea recently -- an idea that I think is pretty hot. My husband didn't wanna risk anything by trying it out. You know, why ruin a good thing, et cetera? But since he's not here... I thought maybe tonight would be a great time to try it?"
"Uh, yeah... I'm all for making it hotter!"
"Haha! Great, okay." She had the pirate's attention and began waving her hands to create her vision. "So, almost all of the shopping trips so far have been a bunch of guys working together to find me a sexy outfit. My husband said my idea would never work under those circumstances because it would be a nightmare. And he's right. But, with just you, and us being alone, I think it will work well."
"Uh-huh."
"This fantasy was never meant to be about the outfits. It was about me letting random men turn me into their sex dream. I've realized, though, I also love changing into the new outfit and figuring out what it is, and then revealing it. It's hot and fun. And the men seem to like it, too," Emily chuckled. "So, I was thinking of putting on a fashion show of sorts..."
The housewife then pulled a wad of cash from her other back pocket. "The shit in this store is super cheap," she quipped. "So, I was thinking of giving you an allowance. And whatever you can buy with it is what I'll put on." She squealed and bounced in excitement. Her full lips were subtly wicked.
The son was already sweating under his loose shirt. "Whatever I want?"
"Okay..." Emily subdued. "Obviously, you have to follow the same rules as last time. What I'm saying is, the store is yours. You can buy one elaborate outfit or ten simple ones. It doesn't matter. I will wear anything and everything you can buy with this. The choice is all yours."
Eric took the money from his mom's hand. Fuck me. He couldn't believe his mom trusted his judgment this much. She was risking her fantasy, and she trusted him to control it by himself.
Dude, she also just trusted you with $140! The eighteen-year-old sifted through the folded stack of twenties. Where the hell did she get all this without Dad knowing? "Um... Your husband's not gonna notice this is missing, right?" He chuckled.
"Considering we shoved that in our glovebox two years ago for emergencies and haven't touched it since, I have a feeling there won't be a paper trail."
Eric smirked. "How does this qualify as an emergency?"
"What do you mean? I was about to walk into a store, and unless I had untraceable money, my date couldn't jerk off on me as much as we both wanted him to. If that's not an emergency, I don't know what is."
Sweating from the heat of his smoldering mom, Eric was weirdly feeling jealous of his alter ego. Even ignoring the sexual tension, his mom still had a stronger connection with "Captain Roberts" than she did with "Eric." When has she ever handed "Eric" a bunch of twenties?



"Wait," a thought occurred to him, "Emily, you want me to hold onto the money the whole time? I mean, I won't steal it. I'm just saying, I'm surprised."
His beautiful mom giggled. "You know, my aunt used to tell me you can't trust a guy when he's horny. But, in this case, I trust that hard thing in your pants completely."
"Why?"
"Well, I don't know you well enough yet... But I do know that thing isn't gonna let you leave until after we head in back."
Eric gulped and shared a laugh with his mom over her oddly sound wisdom. "I guess I suddenly have some cash to spend. Are you ready to go shopping?"
"Umm..." The gravity of what she was doing dawned on the married woman. Leaving would be an easy option, but she knew she didn't want to. C'mon, Em! You chose to come out here. You! Look at him -- he's so cute, and he fucking wants it! And he has a great dick, and he's really fun. Are you gonna turn him down? You know you want it, too. What are you going to do back at the house? Read? Em, you got this! It'll be okay.
Emily looked up and down the pirate and exhaled in acceptance. "Yeah. Let's go ahead." She held her hand out for him to take in his, as if wherever he led her and whatever happened was no longer her responsibility.
Eric adjusted his headscarf and felt the comforting magic of interlocking his strong fingers with his mom's elegant ones. He probably hadn't done this since he was eight. Why the hell did he stop? "Alright, let's go!"
----
Throughout the grid-walls of bras, racks of nightgowns, peg-hooks of chemises, and nesting tables of undies, Eric and Emily wandered. The atmosphere was much different than last time. There was no bickering and debating in a group, and nothing stood in Eric's way of finding what he wanted. The question was, what did he want?
The fashion show idea was daunting. He had a dream of one he could afford on his own and impress his mom, but now he had to think on the spot of what to do with a larger allowance. Of course, quality was more important than quantity, but he still had to pick multiple outfits. She seems to like the changing and revealing idea, Eric thought. Three is always kind of that safe number.
Since the teenager was perusing lingerie, Emily let go of his hand and stepped back. She enjoyed observing from a distance to see the detail he put into analyzing every garment. Of course, she stayed close enough to make them both feel like she was out with him on a date. If she wasn't close enough to see his defined jaw and beautiful brown eyes, then she was too far away.
Never in a million years did Emily imagine she'd be on a secret date with a man half her age -- let alone one wearing a sexy pirate shirt, a concealing eye mask, and flexing a cute butt in his jeans. One thing was certain, though -- for all the men her husband could have selected to meet her, she felt lucky.
The space Emily kept between them was beneficial for Eric as well. He was relieved being able to scour the lingerie department without the paranoia of his mom looking at his face the entire time. Plus, he needed to think without being distracted. He felt the weight of the expectations on his shoulders. He needed to pick three outfits from scratch that blew his sexy mom's mind.
Jewelry, accessories, and add-ons all had to be limited. The more time he made her spend changing, the greater the risk they'd be taking and the longer he'd be stroking his cock alone in the middle of a room.
At least Eric didn't have to spend his budget on makeup. His mom had already done it. Under the bright, white warehouse lights, her lips were glossy, her eyelashes were dark and long, and her complexion was seamless. Dude... She spent a long time getting ready for you.
As outfit ideas started to come together in Eric's head while they walked through the maze of bright colors and sexy items, he felt comfortable broaching a question -- a question he had from the very first night he had caught his parents in Walmart. "Hey, Mom," he nearly started, but he closed his mouth in time to retry. "Hey, Emily?"
"Yeah?"
"If you don't mind me asking, how did you and your husband even get into this? Obviously, I like it, too. It just seems so random."
"Yeah... good question," Emily gritted her teeth and laughed. Let's see... "Well, first of all, in a way, it is random. Just like how the people who suck on feet, or dress up like babies, or poke holes in their skin didn't choose to be turned on by those things, I didn't ask to be turned on by this. I don't think it has to make sense. It's just what I like."
That made sense to Eric.
"As for how I figured out I liked it..." Emily had to think back. Never before, not even by her husband, had she been asked how she decided she wanted this. "Honestly, I can't point to some 'Eureka! moment' where I was like, 'I want men to dress me up and jerk off to me in a store.' It kind of just happened, hmm..."
"I guess the best explanation is that wayyy back in the day I met a cute guy at a party. We ended up at his place, but by then I realized I was too drunk to do anything with him. He was really sweet about it, though, and let me spend the night with him anyway. You know, maybe he'd get something in the morning," Emily chuckled fondly.
"Anyway, I ended up waking up in the middle of the night to catch him jerking off. In bed. Right next to me! But I didn't freak out because I was really turned on. There was something about him being so horny for me that he just needed to cum. And the sight of him jerking off... Everything about it was hot. So, I pretended I was still asleep until he finished, and it was so much fun. And I guess that's where the whole 'masturbate on me' fantasy began."
"The public sex part of it, like the risk of getting caught? I think I've always been into that."
The adult story fascinated the high school student. Eric needed to know more. "How did your husband end up getting into it? And when did meeting in Walmart and getting dressed up come into play?"
Not only was Emily tolerating her date's curiosity, but she also loved it. "Another good question. The idea of the guy jerking off to me being a stranger was never really a turn-on for me until I started reading forum posts, erotica, and stuff on kink sites. I didn't explore that fantasy much after I got married. But, after twenty years, it's gonna add up." She bashfully grinned. "As soon as I stumbled into a kink community where women were talking about how they met a man in a store, let him dress her up, and then use her to cum... It just clicked."
His mom had described a common path to people developing fantasies, but the son was still mind blown. He imagined his mom naked in bed, rubbing her pussy to her secret fantasy for years. Now she was finally executing it -- with him. "And what about your husband? How did you get him to go along with it?"
"Umm..." Emily pursed her lips and raised her eyebrows, "that's kind of an interesting story. Not too long ago, we both decided it was time to start exploring more. You know, we were getting ready for the next stage of our lives. And, of course, being a guy, he immediately brought up a three-way with another woman. So, to make him think about how serious that was, I brought up involving a new man. He didn't like that idea, haha! But... but, he's a wonderful man and not a hypocrite. So, he said he was open to it. Then, one night when we were drinking together, we started talking about our fantasies and things we always wanted to try... And I just told him."
Woah. Eric was stunned. "How did he react?"
"He looked at me like I was a freak!" Emily rolled and laughed into her hands, shuffling on the carpet in her sneakers. "Oh god, it was so funny! Well... It's funny now. Then, it was scary. He didn't know whether to be angry or horrified. He was both. So, I just sent him a bunch of links about this -- real stories and fantasy ones -- and I ran into our bedroom and locked the door.
Eric frantically thought back to if he remembered the sound of his mom running into her room one night and slamming the door.
"And at three o'clock in the morning, when neither of us could sleep, he knocked on the door and apologized. And not only did he say sorry, but he was fucking into it! Haha! Like, even more excited about it than I was. He was suddenly talking about me doing it with multiple guys, and paying for the clothes so the guys would get what they wanted, and -- yeah, he had all of these plans for Walmart. He brought up making an account on the site for us to start finding men in the area. I mean, I had to cool HIS jets!"
The inflections in her voice illustrated her relief in her husband's acceptance. Eric appreciated his mom's bravery even more. Simply opening up to her husband had to be an incredible risk. She inspired him. "And your new fantasy about meeting an eighteen-year-old alone so he could jizz on your tits... You discovered that one after meeting me, right?"
"God..." Emily rolled her eyes and crossed her arms while her face burned red. "Hey, uh... You mentioned turning me into a 'sex goddess,' and yet here you stand, empty-handed. Why don't you focus on that?"
Eric smiled and took the hint. "Fair enough. Where do I put the clothes, though? I don't have a basket."
"Then ya better go get one. What's the point of having those sexy muscles if you expect your date to carry your shopping bags?"
Seductively challenged, Eric jogged to the front of the store to retrieve a plastic handbasket.
----
Briskly making his way back down the aisle, Eric realized he already missed being around his mom. When he caught sight of her and the nervous excitement on her face again, a warm sensation spread through his arms and hands.
"And he's back," Emily smiled. "Now we can do some serious shopping."
She missed you, too! "I know! I already know what you'll like wearing."
"Honey," Emily nudged the pirate with her shoulder, "I don't even know everything I'd like wearing, haha! That's why you have all that cash and no limits. I want you to experiment with me."
The physical contact and provocative tone made Eric's throat tighten. "I want to experiment, too. I just wanna make sure you feel sexy when you're modeling."
"I'll feel sexy in whatever makes you horny."
Eric then felt his mom's hip warmly lean into the side of his leg. In a polished line, she seductively whispered, "And I'm not here to be your model... No model would ever do this. Think of me as your Slutty MILF Barbie -- except other boys wouldn't tease you if they saw you dressing me up, feeling my body, and jizzing on my tits."
Can I just whip my cock out already? Eric was glad his headscarf could absorb the sweat from his forehead.
With the added inspiration, he quickly moved about the shelves and racks, checking the sizes of tags, and piling items in his handbasket. He kept track of expenses on his phone calculator. Emily watched on with intrigue since he was being coy about his picks. Sometimes she would turn her back to avoid knowing what he chose. But from what she could see, there was a diversity of colors. Then she was left completely blind as he ran to the accessories and shoe department without her.
Oh my god, what's he getting now...? What's he gonna do to me, hehe? Being left in the dark was a rush. "Why are you hiding things from me? Would I disapprove?"
"A little," Eric conceded.
Moisture flooded Emily's pussy lips. "You didn't- " She paused as another shopper walked by. "You didn't just buy six of the skimpiest string bikinis you could find and a pair of heels, did you?"
"Maybe," Eric shrugged, hiding his basket from his mom's prying eyes. "There are some things you probably wouldn't normally wear."
"Yeah? Hehe! So, you're done? You're out of money?"
"Yep!" Eric smiled back.
"Okay... Well then, Captain Roberts, how about you go pay, and I'll wait in back to make sure the coast is clear?"
The pirate nodded. But before going to the cash registers, he waited for his mom to walk away. She expected him to watch her butt leave, for she knew to glance back and wink at his lingering gaze.
----
As the list of product names grew on the digital self-checkout screen, Eric had one thought, Good thing we used cash...
Unfortunately, he didn't have the foresight to buy scissors. He found himself gnawing the tags and tables off with his teeth. He wasn't particularly concerned about tag holes in the items, he was more concerned about getting back to his sexy mom as soon as possible. Finally, with the taste of plastic in his mouth, Eric proudly exhaled at the three plastic bags of outfits.
Meanwhile, teetering outside the changing room was an apprehensive Emily. It wasn't just the inherent wrongness with what she was doing here tonight, it was that other people were walking by. It was after midnight, and one or two shoppers were passing by at a time, but there was always that slim chance one would need to try something on.
Nobody's going to catch you, Em. Nobody comes in here. Nobody buys clothes at this time. Everything's gonna work out.
Despite her recent behavior, Emily hadn't lived a particularly wild life, and she knew she was headed for her craziest moment of all time. She considered having her pirate date wait in another fitting stall and meeting him in there instead of the hallway. But that didn't stimulate her. Not like making him cum for her out in the open. She wasn't going to turn down what could be the high of a lifetime.
"Hey."
"Hey, you! You can just set those bags inside the last door."
----
Dude, you fucking did it... Eric felt the pain in the sides of his cheeks from his unstoppable grin. His knees felt weak and were shaking in his straight-cut, black jeans. Against all odds, he had arrived at his dream. Inside the fitting stall at the end of the narrow hallway, his mom peeling her clothes from her sexy body and donning slutty attire just to have an intimate moment with him. His heart beat fast, but the world moved slowly around him.
Inside the bright fitting stall, Emily already knew which outfit she was wearing first. The young Captain Roberts had clearly sorted the bags into his preferred order, but Emily had already re-sorted them from "Oh, fuck! I wanna cum" to "Oh, fuck! I need to cum on you and then pass out."
As Emily assembled the outfit piece by piece in front of the mirror, she curiously cocked her blonde eyebrow. Suffice to say, she never would've bought the outfit herself. "What the hell am I even wearing?" Rows of white teeth stretched across her attractive face. It was a night of rule-breaking and experimentation, and transforming into someone new made her feel more alive.
When the bag was empty, Emily took a few deep breaths and adjusted her outfit in the mirror. You got this, Em.
It was a public store. Her husband wasn't watching her. And a young, horny, infatuated, and inexperienced man was waiting for her. Emily knew she was out of her mind. But no logic or reasoning could talk her down.
She cheekily asked over the plastic door, "Is everyone ready for the show?"
Eric turned his head to make sure nobody was outside the dressing room. He looked down at his erection. It was already out, a beige pole against his loose, dark shirt. "I'm ready."
The door swung open. At the end of the hallway, a shiny, black heel stepped into view. It was then followed by a beige leg flexing inside a black, nylon stocking. The color drained from Eric's cheeks and the sides of his groin clenched. In a state of pure arousal and curiosity, the son watched his mom proudly strut toward him.
As sultry as Emily felt under the testosterone-fueled gaze, she found herself trying not to laugh. The pirate seemed to be as perplexed by her outfit as she was. Yeah, babe, I don't know what I'm wearing either.
The bag didn't come with an instruction manual. Emily had just reached inside and did her best to nail her date's vision. Whatever it was supposed to be. Am I supposed to be a sexy cat? Is it some video game character I don't know about?
On top of the black, nylon stockings, Emily wore a fluorescent, purple panty. Eclipsing her panty and rising to her bust was a dark-purple corset with black, fuzzy trim. Her body was squeezed, causing her boobs to pop out of the top. And oddly enough, atop her golden-yellow hair, she was crowned with a pair of plastic cat ears.
Regardless, Emily was more than satisfied with how her tits and legs looked. Plus, she enjoyed the mystery of not even knowing what she was supposed to be.
Eric ran his eyes up and down his mom's body. Fuck. He wanted to crank his shaft until he came. Instead, he masturbated lightly. Pace yourself, dude, there are two more outfits, he thought. Even though his costume made his mom look nothing like a Playboy Bunny, she was still ridiculously hot.
"Mmm, someone's excited," Emily purred, eyeing the healthy erection.
"You look so hot."
"Yeah?" Emily blushed. "That doesn't surprise you, does it?"
Eric shook his head profusely. "No. I just didn't know how the outfit would turn out. I tried to make you into- "
Suddenly, his mom's index finger was pushing against his lips. "Don't tell me. I don't need to know why I'm dressed this way." His mom's voice trailed off, and then she shifted her hips in her purple lingerie. She slowly danced for him while he masturbated his cock.
Emily couldn't get over how innate her chemistry was with the young man. It was innate, natural. With every moment, the level of freedom and comfort she felt increased. This first walk down the runway in the first outfit was supposed to be a short warm-up -- a way for her and her date to interact and get in a horny rhythm, a way for her to get used to showing off and playing without her husband watching. But that plan was always doomed to fail. It went against Emily's nature to be disciplined in these moments. She loved to hate her lack of discipline.
She danced close to her date, close enough where the scent of his body spray and hormonal sweat filled her nostrils more than the department store's cleaning solution. "Are you about to cum?"
Eric shook his head at the teasing question. "No, I'm good. I'm gonna make it through all your outfits."
"Are you sure? You can tell me if you can't go any longer. I mean, it's what you're here to do, right?" Emily knew the pirate wasn't close.
"No, I'll make it to the end," Eric promised, his throat tightening at the smooth words from the purple cat. "I'm pacing myself."
"Mmm, smart boy. So, tell me, do you have a girlfriend? Or am I the only woman in your life?"
"Um. Well, I did have one..." Eric answered honestly. "We broke up a few months ago." He hoped he didn't sound like a loser, but he did like admitting out loud that his mom was the only woman in his life. "I'm just takin' it easy and dating around right now."
"Hmm..." Emily smirked, seeing right through his lie. "Ya know, it's okay if this is the only action you're getting. I don't mind if you're a virgin."
"I am NOT a virgin!" Eric quickly swore. "I've had sex before. With a few women."
"Really?" Emily skeptically replied, "a 'few' women?" She swayed her hips and suggestively traced her fingers along her curves. "I don't know if I believe you. You're handsome, so I'm sure you've jerked off for a few girls from school before. But I get the feeling your cock has never actually touched a real woman."
"Uh... I... Last week I did. It touched your boobs. Remember?"
"Haha!" The dancing became more sensual, as Emily laughed and let the energy flow through her body. "Babe, I'm not talking about a little poke. I'm asking if you've ever felt what it was like for your cock to be on a real woman."
Eric gulped and felt his forehead burn under his headscarf. He was paralyzed as his mom's heel stomped down between his muscular legs and flexed, pushing her stocking-covered quad into his bare cock. "Ahh!" Eric moaned shakily from the soft, soothing pressure. He watched his entire package -- shaft and balls -- rest and throb on the warm leg.



"Rub."
With wide brown eyes, Eric looked into his mom's lustful, certain stare. He bucked his hips. Her steady leg didn't move. He gently dry-humped her leg again, and he felt her muscled knead his swollen erection. "Ahh."
What the fuck am I doing? Emily's mouth was dry as she continued to swirl her ankle and massage the cock with her thigh. She couldn't stop watching his skin drag over her stocking and his eyes roll. This wasn't supposed to happen.
After what felt like minutes, but had only been a few dozen seconds, Emily pulled away, playfully clawing at his pecs as she did so.
"You're definitely much hotter without your husband here."
Emily blushed and rolled her eyes. "Are you sure it's just not all in your head, Captain?" She danced.
"Ha! Yeah, uh... I don't think you planned to touch me like that," Eric swallowed.
"You dressed me up like a cat," Emily shrugged. "Cats like to rub and scratch. I'm just trying to play the part." With a final twirl in her slutty, purple corset, she retreated to the end of the hallway.
----
"Oh, fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck." Eric huffed. He snapped his head back to make sure the coast was still clear. "You gotta keep it together, dude. Keep it together." The inexperienced high schooler was torn between wanting to go the distance and wanting to blow his load before something ruined the night.
Alone in the hallway, Eric tugged at his testicles with his fingers and replayed what he had just done with his mom. She had been right, of course... compared to his girlfriends, his cock touching her was something else entirely. She was a real woman, and it was magical.
"I have to say, Captain," a feminine voice echoed from the end of the empty hallway, "I'm fascinated by your shopping. It tells me a lot about the kind of porn you watch."
Eric knew what outfit his mom was changing into, but before he could respond, the door swung open. "Oh my god..." His cock twitched and he bit his knuckles, desperate to calm his racing heart.
There was something so perverse and unimaginable about seeing the person who used to make him Mickey Mouse-shaped pancakes dressed like this. He both regretted his decision and wanted it more than anything. Really, it was Walmart's fault for actually selling this stuff.
In minutes, his mild-mannered, lower-upper-class mom had transformed into a wicked-looking sex domme. Beneath her blonde hair and nice makeup, she wore just a silver-studded, black vinyl bra and black vinyl booty shorts. The bottoms of butt cheeks were sticking out below the shiny material. It certainly wasn't her style... or at least Eric didn't think so.
"I didn't know you were so kinky. I'm learning a lot about you," Emily cocked her eyebrow at the young man. He seemed more interested in her tight ponytail than her tits, exposed stomach, or legs. At least she knew she used the black ribbon the right way. Her dancing and self-touching grew more fierce and provocative.
Emily never guessed that her young friend would be into bondage and submission. But she was more surprised by how much she enjoyed playing the new role.
Eric watched his mom feel her own body. "Uh, yeah, I watch stuff like this sometimes," he finally answered. "So, um... Do you like it?"
Emily snickered and poked at the cheap silver studs glued into her vinyl bra. "Actually... I do. I mean, I don't know if I can be 'Dominatrix-Barbie' for you, though. I might laugh too much."
A daydream played in Eric's mind of his half-naked mom laughing as she tied him down to his bed with a strong rope. His cock twitched. "I think I'd be okay with that."
Emily generously made his handsome cock flex again by slowly bending over at the waist. Following a tantalizing wiggle, she straightened her back. His horny, dumb expression made it all worth it. Looking back down at his jerking muscular forearm and unsteady hand, Emily tapped her cheek curiously. "Funny. Just like that, he strokes a little harder..."
Eric giggled and stroked his cock proudly. He could never get tired of how much his mom loved seeing it. He admired his mom's essence again, and something struck him. She hadn't changed into the other set of black heels. She was wearing the same ones from the last outfit. And Eric understood why -- they looked much better than the ones he chose. "Nice heels," he instigated.
Impressive... Emily smirked. It was a detail her husband never would've noticed. Her toes and fingers felt tingly from the recognition. The pirate truly appreciated her attention to detail like nobody else. As a reward, she seductively bent over again, giving him a long-lasting look at her cyclists' booty.
Feeling the cool draft from the industrial air-conditioner on her bare legs and torso, goosebumps formed on Emily's arms and butt. She was reminded of just how vulnerable and naughty she was being. "So, Captain... Is this as good as you imagined it would be?"
Eric gulped and mirrored her sexy tone, "Is this as good as you imagined it would be?"
"Heh! Hmm... I haven't decided yet," Emily bit. She then rose and turned around to face him. "How am I doing so far? I didn't bring any hot wax, or whips, or anything."
The son laughed, shaking his head. "I don't know if I'm that into the whole dominatrix thing. I just thought you'd look killer in this vibe."
"No? Are you sure?" Emily mischievously grinned. "I can always use those purple panties you bought me as a mouth gag." Jesus... Nobody was more surprised than Emily by the filth leaving her mouth, but the flirtation flowed so naturally. She stared at her date, waiting for him to accept her idea.
And as sexy of an idea as it was, Eric didn't want his mom walking away from him, not even for a second, not even to come back and shove her used, scented lingerie in his mouth. Though, there was one scenario where he would be willing to let her leave for a moment. "Instead of using them as a gag, you could just wrap them around my cock."
The moment his reply left his lips, Eric froze. Ironically, he now felt he had crossed some sort of line. He was receiving the gift of a lifetime, and he was tempting fate by asking for more incredible favors. Fortunately, his mom seemed to enjoy his bold request.
"Oh, could I?" A devilish smirk formed from her bowed lips. It all happened so fast. Before she could even think, her hand dove from her ribcage to her date's hard cock. Her fingers covered and clenched around his, except for her pinky, which poked into his warm, fleshy shaft.
The mother and son's eyes went wide. They each held their breath.
Emily had no idea what came over her, and panic set in. "I- I think it's time to change again." She leaned away, but her right hand was stuck. As it began to budge, Captain Roberts suddenly placed his other hand over hers, holding it in place.
The son was out of his mind as he wriggled his bottom hand out from under his mom's. "Ahh!" He gasped and stared into his mom's stunned, dilated pupils, feeling her grip his cock in her comforting hand. Dude...
With her chest heaving in her spiky bra, Emily stood still, feeling the warm, hard, erection pulsate in her palm. Her tongue was dry. She knew what he wanted her to do. She knew what she wanted to do. But she knew she shouldn't. "I, uh, I still have another outfit to try on..."
Eric could read his mom's voice, and he knew she wasn't denying him. She was asking him to talk her into it. Otherwise, she would leave him, go back into the stall, and have time to get her head straight. And neither of them wanted that.
Trusting his arousal, Eric reached out and cupped his mom's boob over her hazardous bra cup. "I'm fine if I only see two outfits," he answered. "This is okay."
There was no chance of Emily backing away -- not with his hand on her chest and her hand on his cock. She had been looking forward to making him cum on her tits while wearing the elegant, silver bra he had chosen for her. But the fact that neither of them could get past the second outfit made Emily even hotter.
With an accepting nod, she lowered herself to her knees. Looking up at the masked man's eyes, her pussy lips tingled. You're still in control, Em, she swore to herself. "Are you sure this is what you want, Captain Roberts?"
"Yeah," he nodded.
"You're ready to make me your MILF now?"
He nodded breathily. His mom's sultry voice made him weak in the knees.
Emily glanced down at the thumb that had adventurously slid to the top of her boob. The shakiness of his hand reminded her how much more nervous he had to be. It further helped her regain her sense of control. "Is this you asking for my permission to feel me up?"
Eric smirked and invincibly plunged both of his hands inside the vinyl bra. The steamy warmth and firmness were heavenly. He felt the weight of her breasts in his hands, listened to her gasp, and felt excited by the pointiness of her nipples. He fondled and squeezed anything and everything he could, only feeling more encouraged by his mom's muffled moans of pleasure.
The initial shock subsided and Emily's breathing became steady. Through the constant sensation, she found focus. Rolling her eyes at him and batting his hand out of the way, the experienced woman loosely gripped the rigid, young cock. Rather than jerking it off, she simply ran her fingertips and fingernails up and down his shaft.
Each time the fingernails sharply dragged up his skin to his pink cockhead, the soft fingertips soothingly glided back down to his base. Eric tremored. He didn't understand how it could feel so good. His mom, with the nimblest of touches, was excruciatingly and intimately teasing and edging his cock in a way he had never imagined possible.
"Ohhh! Uuuugh, god! How... How are you doing that?"
"Hm-Hmm! Mmm." Emily sat up on her high heels and cockily shrugged. "Just a little secret of mine. I take it you like it?"
"Ahhh!" Eric squinted and nodded profusely. Then, he jumped into his toes and gasped. His mom's talented fingers worked the sensitive nerves in his cock, treating them to a routine of gentle pressure and scratching. When his balls were cupped by her other hand, Eric convulsed. "Agh!" His joints locked and electricity surged through him.
"It's okay, honey. You're okay. Just breathe," Emily calmed.
With her hand off of his sack and comfortingly rubbing the back of his leg, Eric came back from the edge. He mirrored her slow, deep breaths as she coached him on how to regain control.
The close call reminded Emily just how delicate he was and how much power she had. She wasn't ready for him to blow his load yet. She much preferred watching his precum leak from his sexy tip. "Are you okay now?"
"Yeah," Eric chuckled in relief, and his mom laughed with him. "That was insane."
"I know, I thought I lost you there." A strand of precum ran onto her index finger, and Emily looked up at his sweaty face. "Someone's being extra messy today..."
Hazily, Eric saw the glistening fluid on his cockhead. "Wow, haha! That's a lot."
"Uh-huh," Emily toyed with his cock. "It means you have a big load for me." She watched his cheeks burn red, and she winked. "I'm flattered."
Dude, she's giving you a handjob! Constantly, Eric had to tell himself to remain calm. His mom -- with her blonde hair crisply tied up, her large breasts in his eager hands, and her ass gloriously filling out her short shorts -- was a vision of a woman he could never deserve. Yet, out of all the sons in the world, he was the one lucky and clever enough to end up in this position.
As she manipulated the leaking cock from her knees, Emily could smell the sweetness of his precum. He loved what she was doing to him, every touch. Emily didn't know if she had ever seen a man this into her. He certainly seemed to enjoy pinching and twisting her nipples. "Mmm. I'm happy you're enjoying yourself. And me."
"You're incredible."
The only response Emily had to the convinced words was tickling his balls with her fingernails.
"Ahh!" The son laughed, looking down at his beautiful, smirking mom. "I think I did a pretty good job dressing you up as a slutty goddess."
Emily sultrily wagged her chin. "You can dress any woman like a slutty goddess... It's not going to make her one. She needs to feel like one. And when I'm with you, I feel like one."
"Ahhh! Ah!" Eric lurched from the sight and feeling of his mom's nose and cheeks rubbing against his erection. Her supple tongue wetly licked his groin and ab muscles, tantalizingly coating every inch of skin around his package in her saliva.
As she pulled her head away, a strand of gooey precum stuck to the tip of her nose before breaking. Oh, fuck...
The hard, thin carpet was nothing more than a numbed pressure in her knees. Her hips were swiveling, there was a speck of cum on her face, and her pussy was soaking wet. Emily doubted if she could stick to the original plan, doubted if she could force herself away so she wouldn't put her tongue somewhere else.
Looking up at the masked, young stud, Emily nuzzled his cock with her nose and licked his groin and abs again. She could see the hope and anticipation in his adorable brown eyes. She nuzzled and licked once more. He stared at her with even more anticipation. "I know you want more, but I don't think I can give it to you."
"I think you can. You want to."
"Do I?" A wicked smile was drawn between Emily's cheeks. "What's wrong with what I'm doing now, honey? I'm not stimulating you enough?"
Eric bounced on his feet and played his mom's game. "No, you're not stimulating me enough. I think you're capable of doing much more for me."
His mom slowed, and the music stopped. She ground to a halt, staring incredulously at him. The joy inside Eric was snuffed out into dooming darkness. He had never seen silent fury in his mom's eyes and lips like this before.
As a terrified Eric dropped his jaw to speak, his mom's righteous voice thundered. "Are you fucking kidding me?! Are you kidding me!" She sucked in air and breathed more fire. "I did all of this for you. I touched your dick. I let you feel me up. I cheated on my husband for you, and you tell me I'm not doing enough!"
"Mo- Emily, I'm sorry! I'm so sorry, I didn't mean it like that. I just thought- I was just trying to have fun. Like, when you said- " His words fell on deaf ears. His mom's hands were at her sides as she stared beyond him into the distance. Eric was desperate and confused.
Abruptly, Emily rose to her feet and marched back to the fitting stall, slamming the door.
"Wait!" With tears forming in his eyes, Eric flailed to pull his jeans up as he hopped after his mom.
But he couldn't move.
His shoulder was being held back. And as he whipped his head around, Eric screamed and fell to the floor in a panic.
Being blasted overhead by bright, white lights, his dad's ghostly figure stood over him. If he wasn't rock hard, Eric would've pissed himself.
A calm voice descended from the menacing silhouette. "Well, son, you just learned a valuable lesson about stealing a man's wife."
Stammering first, Eric closed his mouth and squirmed away on his back and elbows. He waited to be beaten up.
But, surprisingly, he heard his dad chuckle, and he could see the relaxed nature of his shoulders. Dumbfounded, Eric saw a hand reach down, and he grabbed the outstretched forearm, allowing his dad to help him stand.
He was lost. "Dad, I, um. I... I..."
"You don't need to explain to me why you're here. I've been married to her for twenty years. Believe me, I'm the last man you need to explain that to."
His dad's smile was loving and proud, but his firm grip on his shoulder was giving the son anxiety. "What- What's going on?" he swallowed.
"What do you mean, 'What's going on?' You're the ones who planned this whole mother-son date night."
Eric's blood ran cold. "Wait... She knew?" His mind reeled. "How did she find out? Did she know last time?"
"Geeze, son, you can give me some credit every now and then," Roger snickered. "I was the one who figured it out. We didn't know last time, obviously, but one day when she was chatting with this 'Captain Roberts' fellow, I kept hearing that annoying dinging sound from the website coming from your room. Then it clicked."
Eric grabbed his spinning head. "So, she told you she was messaging me? You knew about this?"
After a louder laugh, Roger slyly admitted, "You should know your mom well enough to know she'd never break my trust and message some guy alone. I was there with her. We thought it would be fun to play the whole cheating angle and try it out. Of course, we didn't know it was you at first. And then after I found out, I didn't tell her right away. You were trying to set up a meeting with her and I was kind of curious to see how that went before I broke the news."
Embarrassed didn't even begin to describe how Eric felt. He was an idiot. He wasn't clever like he thought he was. He was a fool. An easily tricked kid.
But out of the depths of his humiliation, a bright revelation rose. "Wait, wait, wait." Eric energetically looked at his dad. "She knew it was me this whole time? Like, when she was doing that with me, she knew?"
Roger nodded. "Yep. You know, it's funny, in a good marriage you always find new ways to surprise each other. After I told your mom who Captain Roberts really was, she freaked out a little, but after I explained how it could be good for us, she agreed to set up the date."
Eric's heart sank, and the light was gone. "You used your kid as a pawn?" He suddenly felt gross. "You guys just used me to get off?!"
"No," Roger clarified, "we wouldn't do that. What I'm saying is, we knew this would hurt. But this was a good opportunity to teach you an important lesson in family."
Eric despaired. He could see the bulge in his dad's khakis, and it hadn't been rubbed. "Okay, so, what... You planned this whole thing as a punishment for me because I tried to get with her without you?"
"No, Eric." Roger lectured, "This wasn't about 'using you' or 'punishing you' in any way. This was a way for us to teach you a lesson: In this family, we treat each other with respect. Did you ever consider the consequences of lying to your mom? Of sneaking out of the house? Did you ever consider the pain you could've caused me by chasing your mom, my wife, behind my back?"
His dad's words hit him like a ton of bricks. And Eric felt even lower. "Not really," he confessed. "I'm sorry. I know it was wrong." He fought back tears and looked up into the lights.
"Thank you for saying that." The father side-hugged his son. "I know this was rough, but we hope you understand. We wanted to show you the pain of getting hurt by family."
"I understand. I really do," Eric sniffled and nodded.
"Good..." A voice agreed from behind him. "Because we also wanted to show you what life can be like in a loving and supportive family."
Eric turned around, and blood rushed into his softened cock, making it flex in rigidity. He blinked and tried to swallow, unsuccessfully.
Posing casually against the fitting stall divider was his mom. Only she was smiling cheekily, wearing nothing but a simple, red nightgown, which hung from her shoulders to just below her pussy.
With a flip of her flowing, blonde hair, Emily strutted toward Eric on her bare feet. Her alluring eyes were fixated only on him.
"Wh- When did you get that?" Eric gawked.
Emily didn't answer. She strutted closer and closer to her son until her chest was pressed firmly into his ribcage and her hand was pushing the mask and scarf from his head. "That's better." Captain Roberts was gone, and the young man, with flowing honey hair, stood before her as just Eric. And Eric was what Emily wanted.
There was a vulnerability and a nakedness Eric felt without his disguise. He was used to hiding who he was, but his mom was happily caressing the side of his face. The loving and assured emotion in her eyes was almost frightening. What did he do to deserve this outcome?



Those worries went away the moment her soft lips touched his. His eyes closed and he affectionately rubbed his mom's silk-covered back while she rubbed his. Their noses brushed as they made out.
Emily slid her moist tongue into her son's dry mouth. She swirled it gently, leading him to follow her. Unlike her, she knew Eric hadn't been planning every detail of this night and mentally preparing for this ending over the last four days. He had to be in shock, and Emily held her son's hard body and patiently kissed him.
When his tongue touched hers and followed it back through her lips, Emily hummed and welcomed it with a gentle suck.
The tension in his muscular back melted in her hands. And the more comfortable he became, the more passionate their kids exuded. The mother wasn't going to rush her son, but she wanted to feel him lose himself in the kiss faster and faster.
When her husband told her who Captain Roberts was, Emily went into a panic -- not because she was disgusted by what she had unwittingly done to her son, but because of how she had fallen for him without even knowing who he was. And hearing it was Eric only made her love her only child in a frightening, powerful way. And it stimulated her like nothing else.
She wanted to tell her son every detail of what the surprising news did to her over the last four days. She wanted to tell him how she cried and ran into the bathroom in fear and shame and couldn't stop thinking about how she had let her baby cum on her tits. She wanted to tell him how she was soon masturbating and cumming on the toilet to the fantasy of kissing him with a special kind of motherly love and affection. She wanted to tell him how the last four days had been a blur of her thinking about him and cumming to him. Mostly, she wanted to tell him that their date tonight wasn't just the gift of a lifetime for him, it was a gift for both of them. It was about them. This was her giving them a chance to share their love in a new and exciting way.
Eric's brain was a numbed mess. His entire world was a hot swirl of confusion. The soothing embrace of his mom's arms and silk-covered stomach pressuring his erection made him feel safe. He knew as long as he was in her arms, everything would be okay. He trusted her to guide him through the new and unique type of romantic tension. Bit by bit, he released the straining in his neck and calves, slowing his breath to meet the rate of hers.
The mother and son's foreheads fell into each other, their lips parted wider, and their tongues intensely intertwined. They savored the taste and softness of each other's mouths.
The passion grew into a fever, and then suddenly, the fever broke."Mmm, hm, hmm!" Emily moaned and chuckled at the feeling of two testicles rising on her stomach.
Eric snickered around his mom's playful tongue while she squeezed his left butt cheek. The romantic kiss turned into erotic teasing.
Emily stood on her toes and pushed her hips into the tall erection and her pointed chest into her son's body. As his breath shortened and his hands slid down the thin silk wrapped around her back, Emily knew what he was reaching for next.
With one more sensual swirl of her tongue, the mother pulled away, biting his lip as she did so.
Holding their foreheads together, Eric had a dazed smile, and Emily had a relieved and excited one.
"Hey," she smiled.
"Hey." He chuckled with her.
They scanned each other's eyes to sense what the other was thinking and feeling inside.
"So... you like this little number?"
"Yeah..." Eric nodded dryly. It dawned on him that he was using his normal voice. He realized he probably had been for a while, and knew it. He stared at the straight cut of red silk across his mom's creamy boobs, exposing the top half. He lightly pinched and tugged at the fabric on her hips. "It's so light and smooth."
"Haha!" Emily threw her head back and laughed. Her son wasn't joking, but he was usually cute and funny without realizing it. "It is smooth, isn't it?" She stayed against his throbbing cock.
"Ahh-Ahh." Eric sighed, as the cooling fabric was a godsend on his painfully hard erection. "Like, did you find that when I was checking out?"
"No," Emily hotly whispered into his ear, "I spent three hours in Victoria's Secret last weekend picking it out. I prefer your outfits much more, but... It'll only be our first time once. Why not treat ourselves to something special?"
"What?" Eric's eyes flashed open, but his mom kissed him before he could speak. His limbs jolted and he saw the smirk on his mom's face while she tickled his ball sack.
His mom's brown eyes were unlike he had ever seen them before. There was a friskiness and determination as if she was on a merciless, erotic warpath.
"Mom, what do mean it'll only- "
"Shhh." The son was silenced by a palm over his mouth. "Eric, you were Captain Roberts before you put that dumb mask on. And you took me on the greatest date of my life tonight. Everything you and I did tonight was real. The only fake part of this whole night was when I pretended I wanted to leave you."
Eric listened to her words and nodded joyously.
Emily touched her lips to his ear. "So... You just showed a hot, slutty MILF -- your hot, slutty MILF -- the night of her life, and her husband told her she could say yes to anything she wanted tonight. What are you going to do about it?"
A sharp sensation shot up from Eric's loins through his chest. His mom was right. Captain Roberts wasn't a character... It was a lie. All of the costume ideas, the dirty thoughts, the flirting, the courage -- that wasn't because of a mask. It was inside him. Just as his mom was no less his mom when she unleashed her "slutty fuckdoll" side, Eric was no less Eric when he became the confident, kinky version of himself. His lips curled.
"If you help me, I'm going to leave the biggest load you've ever seen on your boobs," Eric declared. "I'm going to ruin your clothes and show you how much of a slutty MILF you are."
Emily squealed then bit her lip. "Oh, yeah?"
"Yeah."
The musty tone drove Emily crazy. She spun around and sensually ground her butt into his bare cock. Her fingers grabbed his wrists and helped his hands find her large tits. "Mmm." Emily purred and listened to her son gasp. He liked how she pleasured his thick cock. "I don't know what it is about guys your age... your cute faces, your constant horniness, the way your cocks look, the way you feel you can actually get with women my age... I don't know what it is, but I fucking love it, hehe! And with you, I want it even more."
Jesus Christ... If his mom had plans to return the sultry nightgown, there was no hope now. A large streak of precum was smeared across the red fabric. "I want you more than anything," Eric swore.
Emily ground harder and squeezed his hands tighter. Then she abruptly spun around, dropped to her knees, and looked up at her son. "I really wanna help you, but sucking it might be a bit too much for me..." she pursed her lips.
His cheeks bubbling, Eric couldn't resist giggling with his mom. But he was also genuinely suffering. He needed some fucking relief. "Please blow me, haha! I'm so horny."
"Mmm. I know I love begging..." She wiggled on her heels. "I shouldn't be telling you this, but whenever I watch you stroke your cock, it's almost impossible for me to say no to anything."
Immediately, Eric gulped and his right hand found his shaft. He pumped his tender organ in his mom's direction, locking eyes with her and glancing away to study her immaculate figure.
"Take your shirt off," Emily said.
Eric obeyed his mom. He stripped out of his costume shirt, making him naked from the ankles up. The ceiling lights cast shadows below the dips in his muscles. Veins running up his forearms popped above the surface as he masturbated his cock.
I'm so fucking spoiled, Emily gawked. Her sexy son getting naked and stroking his big, thick cock for her was the most erotic scene Emily had ever witnessed. Her pussy was dreaming onto her inner thighs, and she could feel an orgasm building. Fuck anyone on the kink site forums who said moms shouldn't be doing this.
For the first time since strutting out of the fitting stall, Emily glanced at her husband. He had stepped back and was rubbing his bulge with his knuckles. He was going to let her do whatever she wanted.
"I did a good job with you."
Eric beamed. "Uh, thank you!" He stroked faster.
"Would it be arrogant of me to think you're the sexiest man I'll ever see?"
Eric blushed in a toothy grin so wide that it hurt. He was going to remember that embarrassing compliment for the rest of his life. Eric told himself she only felt that way because she was his mom. Then Eric realized that made it even better. "No, you're not being arrogant. You're the sexiest woman I'll ever see."
"Godammit," a flustered Emily rolled her eyes and wrapped her lips around her son's cock. Adrenaline coursed through her veins as she slowly took more and more of the delicious, precum-drizzled erection inside her warm, wet mouth. The occupying hand fell away, allowing Emily to take her son inside her. His startled gasps and grunts only encouraged her to keep going.
When her son's swollen cockhead was nestled back in her throat, Emily breathed tersely through her nose, allowing her mouth and gullet to get used to the size and length. Plus, she wanted to close her eyes and reflect for a moment... She was sucking her son's dick.
As she pulled out, Emily wagged her tongue side to side on the sensitive bottom of his shaft, treating his nerves to a special sensation while licking up all of his juice.
"Ahhh! Goddd!" Eric winced. He wobbled on the balls of his feet, struggling to hold his balance. He instinctively reached down and grabbed his mom's long, blonde hair.
Emily smirked at her overwhelmed son. "Holding my hair back for me... Such a gentleman."
The helpful son shuddered as his mom licked the entire length of his cock and then slipped it back inside her mouth. She bobbed her head in and out, sucking his cock. The sounds of swishing saliva and muffled gagging faintly echoed off of the enclosed hallway walls.
"Uhh-ohhh!" Eric bit down hard to fight off the intense symphony of pleasure. He couldn't take his eyes off of his beige cock sliding in and out of his mom's glossed, red lips.
"Talk to me," Emily ordered, before grabbing his dick again and plunging it back into her mouth.
Her growling, carnal voice filled her son's head. He knew what she wanted, so he mustered the courage to give it to her. "You look so slutty sucking my cock right now," the eighteen-year-old growled back.
Fortunately, his mom hummed around his cock in response, sending vibrations through his groin. She blew him even more passionately. Encouraged, Eric continued to softly growl through his breathing, "You look like the hottest slutty Barbie. Ahh! I love playing with you." His mom rolled her shoulders and blew him even more ferociously. It was too much, but Eric couldn't stop. "Err! You're such a slutty fuckdoll. I wanna make you my MILF."
Emily's pussy was on fire. She was in heat, and no matter how badly every fiber of her being demanded she rub her clit, Emily refused to give in. She dug her nails into the back of her son's jittery thighs and blew him as passionately as she could. Her son's grunting voice filled her swirling head again. His words were lost on her, but she did hear him say, "mom," and she fucking lost it.
"Tell me to take it off."
"What?"
Emily repeated and panted, "Make me take this off."
Eric nodded. "Um, yeah, yeah. I wanna see you get naked for me," he pleaded.
"Fuck. But what if someone comes in and sees me naked...?"
Eric lit up. "I don't care. Do you?"
The wife and mother smiled just as widely. She shook her head. "Hell, no."
In an instant, the mother and son were making out again. Emily was on her feet so they could fondle each other's hard bodies. She guided her son's hands to the bottom of her nightgown. He didn't have to reach down far at all.
Eric pulled his mom's red, silk nightgown over her head. "Oh my god..."
The enchanted, infatuated, eternal look in Eric's steady brown eyes made Emily sober for a brief moment in time. It was like he was seeing her for the first time in his life. She was still his mom, but she was also something much greater.
Seeing the faint tan lines of his mother's breasts, her round, pink areolas, and shaved bikini area, Eric was speechless.
The mom and son embraced and made out again, mingling their tongues while their hands explored anywhere and everywhere on each other's bodies. Eric finally got his hands on his mom's perfect butt cheeks, and Emily returned the favor. When he finally summoned the bravery to touch her pussy, Emily gasped loudly and her eyes rolled to the back of her head. She kissed her son and then pushed away.
She couldn't take it anymore. "I want you inside me."
"Like, you want...?"
"If you want me then take me."
His mom's frisky smile made Eric's loins lurch, and a dull pain concentrated on the tip of his mushroom head. He attacked.
"Ahh! Ahh! Woahhh!" Emily flailed, but she was trapped in the strong, eager, horny arms. Teeth were in her neck, biceps constricted her ribs, hands took control of her ass, and her entire body was lifted from the ground.
Before she knew it, Emily was being dragged down onto the cheap, blue carpet. Fucking her down on the hard ground in the middle of the hallway wasn't what Emily had in mind, but her son's arousal and the dirtiness and the thrill of him taking her out in the open were irresistibly hot.
"Yeah! Fuck me!" Emily whined as softly as she could. But honestly, she couldn't give a shit at this point if anyone walked in and saw. She wanted everyone to know. With enough force, she pushed her son back enough to flip herself over onto her elbows and knees.
From her doggy position, she glanced back at her sexy son and released an elated moan. She was ready for him.
Hurriedly, Eric sat up on his knees behind her, gawking at her ass and open pussy. She smelled incredible. He angled his cock and pushed it down against his mom's mound. The softness and warmth were heavenly. His tip was off-center, but he shifted enough to slide his shaft inside.
"OH, SHIT!" Emily slapped her hand on the ground and moaned. She laughed at her son with watery eyes. She didn't have the heart to tell him he went it way too fast.
They recovered from the initial thrust and let their lungs refill with oxygen. The mom and son looked at each other while they felt their genitalia beating snugly together. They shared the same awestruck and wondrous stare. It dawned on them what they had just done, and both wanted more of this strange and divine feeling -- a feeling they both inherently knew they would never be able to get anywhere else.
With his diaphragm heaving, Eric looked down and watched his veiny cock slide out and then back into his mom. His view was blocked by her ass, but he knew from her gasp and the tightness that he was doing it correctly.
Emily writhed on the hard carpet. She arched her back and pushed her ass back into her son's groin. She silenced her screams and moans as much as possible. "Oh my god. Oh my god." Emily held her elbows and knees in place as her son started to fuck her. His thick cock inside her, stretching her vaginal canal, and delivering the friction she had been desperately craving.
With each thrust, the mother rocked back to meet his cock with a slap. Her flood of pussy juice provided enough lubricant -- too much lubricant, to the point where it rolled down her thighs. The sex was emotionally overwhelming, but not in the way Emily had fantasized it would be. This wasn't some fantasy or some flirty game. She was having sex with her baby, with her son, and nothing could ever be the same again.
Twisting her neck back, Emily could see Eric staring at her back in a deep, reflective trance. She could sense he was having the same reaction. When his hands finally found the sides of her body, Emily briefly reached back and squeezed his hand. They made eye contact and smiled at each other. Everything was okay.
This is crazy! Eric laughed to himself in disbelief. He pounded into his mom, loving every part of slamming back into her and simply existing with his cock inside her. His grin lit up his bright, sweaty face, and he thrust even harder with more confidence.
The joy in his face filled Emily's heart with love. It filled her steaming pussy with raging hormones. And it filled her brain with naughty ideas.
"OHHHH!" Eric trembled and gasped for air. Emily laughed and clenched her vagina around his shaft again, swirling her hips as he pulled out. Her son's head was about to explode.
"Holy... Ahh! That feels so good. Wow! Fuck..."
"Mmm. You like that?" Emily bit down hard on her bottom lip, cooing and smirking at her bewildered son. She had refound her kinky side, and she was relentless.
"Yeah!" Eric perspired and whinged.
"Then keep fucking my pussy. Ah. You're my sexy fucking young stud, aren't you?"
"Fuck, yes...."
"Yeah, you are. Ahh, uhhh! Don't stop. Show me how bad you want it. I wanna feel it."
Eric bucked his hips on autopilot. He could feel himself losing control of his muscles. Suddenly his mom was hitting his forearm.
"Watch out!"
Eric was knocked off-kilter by a leg hitting his side. He reactively fell back onto his ass and watched his frantic dad squat down at his mom's side and shoot cum all over her back. Somehow, it still felt weird and inappropriate to watch his dad's face contort while he relieved himself through the fly in his pants. As quickly as his dad burst in, he stumbled away.
What the hell? Eric wasn't even mad. How would he have the right to be? He wasn't even confused. He understood exactly what happened and why. It was just unexpected. He suddenly had an appreciation for how hard it must be for his mom to watch out for three or four guys in a room at once.
Quickly, Emily sat up and humorously shook her head and shrugged at Eric, as if to say, Whatcha gonna do? She grabbed her discarded nightgown and wiped the white, goo from her shoulder blade. "Ahh. Whew!" The mother caught her breath. "Sorry about that. That wasn't planned, hehe!"
"No, it's okay," Eric gulped. "Like, obviously, you know... I get it."
His mom crawled over to him and caressed his leg. "That's the thing about this fantasy... You never know what's gonna happen."
Eric leaned in and kissed his mom. They started to make out again. As Eric finally began kissing his way down his mom's neck to get his mouth on her firm breasts, Emily held him back.
"Follow me."
Eric took his mom's hand and stood up with her. It was her turn to lead him. Toward the end of the hallway, Emily pushed the second-to-last door open and pulled Eric inside.
"That's better," Emily cleverly smiled.
The son surveyed his surroundings. They were in a fitting room the size of a broom closet. The plastic film of the bench he was pushed onto was cool against his hot butt. His back felt weird against the glass of the mirror. The hinged door was cracked open. He looked back up at his mom, who was standing in the middle of the small stall. "Is this so no one can catch us?"
Emily pursed her lips and shook her head no. She pulled the door shut and locked it. "It's so no one can stop us."
The mother and son gleefully laughed, but it only lasted a moment because Emily was promptly on her son's lap and plunging her tongue deep into his mouth. She wanted her son to have her all to himself for their first time. And she wanted him alone. Just the two of them. Together. For their moment.
"They're all yours now..."
Eric knew what she meant. He immediately tilted his mom away from him and took as much of her breast tissue into his mouth as he could. They were perfect. The smooth, firm, boobs and circular, pink areolas, and pointy nipples were paradise for Eric. He spent minutes licking, sucking, and kissing his mom while she whispered filthy encouragement to him.



Once his hips started moving too much, Emily knew it was time. She gripped his cock, took control of it, and held it straight into the air. Without fuss or pageantry, she sat down on the big erection, screaming up at the ceiling as she did so.
The mother and son hotly bounced and fucked together. Their legs, and groins, and wet genitalia, and shapely abs, and pecs, and tits, and hair, and tongues, and faces, all got mushed together in a beautifully chaotic race to orgasm. They steamed up the booth and smelled each other's sweat and perfumes and sex.
They grunted and whined dirty, passionate, and loving sentiments to each other, but neither could understand what the other was saying. They were hot messes, and the only thing that mattered was that they knew the other person wanted their penis and vagina to rub together in an even hotter way.
Emily's legs and knees grew numb. And the numbness overtook her body. Her eyes looked distantly into the mirror, and she knew what was coming. "Ohh, yeah! C'mon. Eeeeee!" She squirmed and twisted as she bounced. Her arms were trapped inside her son's and there was no escape or mercy. She ceaselessly bounced on his cock, as the friction in her swollen pussy built and built. Finally, she threw her head back and released a strangled pitch so high it was quiet.
Eric's eyes went wide as hot liquid squirted from his mom's pussy all over his lap. He had never experienced it before and first feared it was something else. Once he realized what was happening, he grinned through his panting. It was indescribably hot and satisfying. Fuck, yes!
The convulsing mother had never orgasmed like this before. Her entire body was possessed and out of her control. She just had to sit there, bouncing, and being fucked, unable to speak until it was finally over. She wanted it to end already but at the same time wanted it to last forever.
"AHH! Ah! Ah! Ahhh, god... Whew! Fuck. Me. Oh, wow. Oh, wow." She just leaned forward and fell into her son. She let the side of her head slide up and down the mirror. She was done. He could do what he wanted.
Oh, man... Eric was blessed with the responsibility of holding his mom. He was oddly calm for someone who needed to cum. He kept fucking her and bucking her up and down in his lap. Until she told him to stop or slow down, he was going to thrust.
For minutes, her son fucked her. Emily slowly came to. She knew that without her fucking him back, her pussy was acting as a warm, comforting hole. It didn't surprise her how long her son was lasting. She watched him masturbate enough times to learn something about him -- he grabs his cock too hard.
With the energy she had, Emily wiggled her shoulders until Eric opened his arms. She leaned back, and he painfully slowed down. "Ready to cum?"
Eric nodded eagerly. "I'm so close."
"Good," Emily softly breathed. "Because you promised me you'd coat my tits. And you owe me."
At first, Eric smiled, but then he awkwardly darted his eyes. "I was, like..."
"You wanna cum in my pussy?" Emily teasingly grinned. She watched her son nod. "Well, unfortunately, you fucked me too well, ahhh, so I can't help you."
Eric wiped the stuck strands of hair from his red forehead. "I- I mean, I can- "
"I'll make it up to you later," Emily kissed him seductively. "But right now, I want you to give me what you owe me." She gingerly climbed off his lap. She was disoriented by standing on steady ground, but that didn't matter. She got right down on her knees and squeezed her son's shaft between her tits. His glistening, pink cockhead poked through the cleavage. "Fuck."
Eric giggled and bounced on his flexing butt. "Holy shit! Haha!" The smooth, intense pressure on his rigid cock surprised him. As he fucked his mom's tits, they fucked her as his mom pressed them together and shifted them up and down.
"Ahhhhhhh!" Suddenly, his eyes were squinting and twitching. The joints in his fingers locked out. His tone ab muscles and developing pecs flexed firmly. Veins popped from his shoulders to his neck. And his groin area clenched and froze, unable to thrust at his command.
"Cum on your MILF," an exhausted Emily encouraged.
The last thing Eric saw before he closed his eyes was his beautiful mom smiling up at him, with love and infatuation in her eyes, and her messy blonde hair swept over her shoulder. "UHHHGH!" Every muscle in the eighteen-year-old son's body tensed up and squeezed. The blackness behind his eyelids seemed to spin. "AHHHH!"
His body jerked forward. He caught himself on his mom's shoulder, and he held it as rope after rope of hot cum fountained into the air. His swollen testicles pumped, and more shots of salty, white jizz spurted from his tip onto his mom's flesh.
"Mmm, yeah! Hehe! That's my baby. Keep going!" Emily couldn't see. She had closed her eyes after the first rope landed on her cheek and chin.
"Ahh... Ahh... Ahh..." Eric rolled and swayed on the bench. He fell back into the mirror, his cock snapping out of his mom's wonderful trap. "Oh my god..."
Emily breathed loudly, and so did her son.
----
"How are you feeling?"
"Good. Definitely, good!"
Emily sat sideways on her son's lap with her arms around his neck. His cute giggling and red cheeks made her feel less anxious. But she was a mom, it was her job to be anxious about her child. "You're not regretting anything, are you? You're not thinking, It's really weird my mom let me do that... Right?"
Hell no... Eric was still in a daze. Wow. He lowered his eyes again, watching how his large load had melted on his mom's breasts and was still rolling into her cleavage and off to the side and onto his chest. He looked back at her perfect lips and breathed dryly. After everything they had done, he still couldn't believe she ate his cum off of her face and let him watch. "I don't regret anything. This was the best thing ever. I'm serious."
Emily planted her lips on his and then smiled. "Good. I feel the same way."
"You do?"
"Mm-hmm!" She rubbed her long, bare legs together.
Eric slid his hand between her legs, feeling the warmth. "When you told me you wouldn't say no to anything, I'm glad I asked for this and not a new computer."
"Oww!" Eric fought off his mom's slapping hands on his shoulders. They laughed together.
"I would've fucking grounded you! For real!" Emily laughed, with some real fire in her eyes. But the fire was quickly extinguished as they made out.
"Oh god..." Emily brushed her hair back behind her head. She looked at her son seriously. "So, you are sure this, all of this, is what you want?"
Eric nodded, swearing up and down. How could he ever not have this again? "Like... How are we going to, uh..."
"We'll figure it out," Emily assured. "We're not going to drive here every time we wanna do it, heh! Your dad and I had a talk beforehand -- as you can imagine. You and I can talk about it later, but basically, we'll be able to have our own special relationship."
Hearing his mom say came here tonight planning on this being the start of a sexual relationship between them made Eric overflow with happiness. He kissed her excitedly, and she kissed him back. He had never felt this close to his mom.
There were so many questions. How often would they get to fuck? How would homelife be from now on? Would he keep going on Walmart dates with his mom? Would his mom keep doing this with random guys? Well... Eric already knew the answer to that. This was her escape -- her playground. Would she get to the point where she fucked other men, though? No. That didn't seem to fit what she wanted. Sex could be heavy. It came with worries and possible problems. She was here purely for fun that she could forget about as soon as she left. Even so, would he have a role in all of this moving forward? If so, what would it be?
His mom's mind must have been in a similar place. "Just so you know, your dad and I will be updating our profile tomorrow. We're probably going to look for men over thirty or thirty-five from now on. We may even go back to just finding random men here."
"I thought your whole thing was being a MILF?" Eric wondered.
"Ohhh, it is." Emily smiled and kissed her son. "But I recently found the perfect young stud. And compared to him, well... The others just don't seem that interesting."
Eric tried to hide his bubbling cheeks. He failed.
"So, on that note, tell me... What was that dominatrix costume about? Wait, actually, first tell me what that cat costume was."
Eric rubbed his face. "It was supposed to be a Playboy Bunny outfit, but they didn't have bunny ears."
"HAHAHA!" Emily burst open and slapped her leg. "A Playboy- What? That looked nothing like... hahaha!"
Eric hugged her and laughed loudly. "I just couldn't get it right. There wasn't a tail either."
"Okay, okay. I gotcha. So... the dominatrix outfit?"
"Well, I'm into it a little, I guess? Mainly just the look. Like, I just thought you'd be super hot in it. I don't- "
"If you're into it a little, then try it out," Emily shrugged.
"I guess I could," Eric shrugged. "There are probably communities on the site for that, too."
"Yeah," Emily nodded. "Or..." she swirled her finger around her son's nipple, "you could just ask me? I'd have to check, but I think I have the perfect outfit for it."
"Wait... Seriously? Mom, you'd actually...?"
"Help you try it out? Of course! Why not? I wanna be the one to help you with this kind of stuff. Take it from me, you don't want to have to wait until you're forty to find what you love. Plus, you did such a good job helping me."
"Alright," Eric gulped. "But, I don't know if I'd like it or not. I watch it in porn, but I might hate it in real life. I don't want to realize it halfway through, hah."
"Of course not. All the more reason to try it with me. You might love it, you might hate it. We both might love it. Either way, at least you'll know now, right? It's always scary trying something for the first time. You have no idea how nervous I was the first time I did this. And look at me now!"
"You didn't seem that nervous."
"Well, once- What?"
The stall went silent.
"What do you mean, I 'didn't seem that nervous'?" The guilt was written on her son's startled face. "Eric. Were you here?"
You fucking idiot. He nodded his head.
"Did you see me when I was...?"
"Umm... Well, sort of. Like, when you were shopping, um..."
"Oh my god... You didn't just randomly find me online, did you?"
Sweat ran down his forehead again. "No."
"Okay. You're going to tell me everything right now. The whole story."
"I- It- You're going to be mad."
The tense atmosphere lingered in silence. And then Emily bit her lip and smiled. She watched her son jolt as she tightly gripped his cock, which was somehow already hard again.
Then Emily got up and exited the stall.
Eric's sweaty shoulders slid up and down the glass mirror with each breath. When his mom finally returned and locked the door behind her, she was standing over him, devilishly smirking. Her blonde hair was still as messy and as beautiful as it was when she had left. But her tits and ass were covered in tight vinyl.
Eric felt the glorious thud of her weight on his lap. The silver studs of her bra stabbed into his chest. "Oomph!" He grimaced and grunted as she took control of his cock again.
"Tell me everything. I'll make sure you're properly punished for it."
It was hard to take his mom seriously as a domme. She was smiling at him too cutely, her eyes were too loving and bright, and even the way she stroked his cock was too attentive. But it was everything Eric wanted. "Ahh. Okay. So, a couple of weeks ago I was in my room playing video games. And dad knocked on my door..."
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A warm breeze blew across Victoria Santos's sunkissed skin. The rusted, metal chains of her porch swing creaked steadily in the salty air. She enjoyed the freedom of sitting outside with her sundress pulled up to her hips while she rubbed her soft pussy lips. Golden hour on the central California coastline was serene. But Victoria was more interested in the words on her phone than the waves of the ocean. After all, the waves weren't going to make her cum.
Life was beautiful, especially for a Columbian immigrant, who came to the United States at the age of seventeen in search of a better life for her and her infant son. After marrying a successful businessman, the owner of a local fitness center chain, she found the opportunity to be a mother in a secure environment.
Now, though, her son Carlos was eighteen, and he spent most of his summer days with friends. This left Victoria home alone every evening. Her weekdays were not particularly difficult. She worked out in the morning, performed administrative work for her husband's business in the afternoon, and then did some light housework. Still, she pined for the evenings, where she would retire to her back porch and enjoy sitting half-naked in a thin sundress, peacefully sipping a glass of wine, and reading smut.
Lately, Victoria had been craving only one story genre — one where mothers and sons got naked and rubbed their genitals together in the most delirious ways imaginable, all in pursuit of a loving, drippingly hot, one-of-a-kind sex neither could achieve through any other means.
With her own horny and hormonal teenage son, who had always been a momma's boy, Victoria recognized she could likely experience the same, real sexual tension at home if she tried. And, with each passing day, that idea became more familiar and normal in her mind. As well as hotter.
The fantasy of loving her son in a new way — a sexual way — aroused Victoria to no end. But it also scared her. Thankfully, she didn't have to suppress her emotions and deal with them alone. Her husband was always ready to listen.
Victoria's energetic personality, kind nature, and cute son had stolen her older husband's heart years earlier. He made her happy, and she made him happy as well. Her proudest way of demonstrating her love and gratitude was by satisfying his sexual appetite.
More than her physical assets and beautiful complexion, what captivated her husband was her flirtatious and promiscuous nature. Victoria had all of the attributes of a great hotwife — a woman who has sex with other men as part of her marriage. It was a role Victoria was quickly introduced to and played well. After all, fucking other men in a no-strings-attached situation while making her husband smile wasn't exactly a sacrifice. Her husband had a kink, and she happily satisfied it.
They would often play a game together, where Victoria presented herself to a strange man as a sexually frustrated wife, who was looking to keep a naughty secret from her unaware husband. In-person and online, she operated with this persona — always with her husband nearby, secretly watching and participating in the erotic adventure from the shadows.
When the jig was up or if the man was a friend of her husband's, Victoria dropped the act. If you were a single friend of Mr. Santos, and if he invited you to his house for dinner, you soon understood it was not simply an invitation for a home-cooked meal. You were also going over to enjoy a hot, naked encounter with his playful and friendly wife.
Victoria was invigorated by the boyhood glee in her husband's face and the way he subtly puffed his chest out while she treated his guest to a mind-numbing experience. She knew her husband wanted her to share her sexiest side possible.
This dynamic. This relationship. This lifestyle of voyeurism, sharing, and laughing in the face of sexual convention... It made Victoria and her husband shameless and open about their fantasies. And, so, every night, when her husband joined her in bed, Victoria would talk about the incest story she had read earlier. Then, they would fuck each other into a feverish dream.
*****
This is where I enter the story.
*****
In the summer of 2018, I received an email from a Literotica member claiming to be a mother and a fan of mine. I get mail from readers from time to time, and most of it involves new story ideas or requests for sequels. The rest is a mixed bag... like blindly sticking my hand into a random bowl. Sometimes I'll pull out something interesting and respond.
Victoria's email was about her enjoyment of my story, "Masturbatra Rises" — the lighthearted epic of Lisa Carter, a mom who becomes an erotic superhero (of sorts) and works with her son and his two horny friends to solve a local crime. Since this is Literotica, you can imagine where it leads. It's sloppy fun. And at the end of her email, Victoria told me it helped her deal with her fantasies and growing feelings about her son.
In my years of writing mom-son stories, I had only ever met three mothers in confirmed incestual relationships — as in, I watched a live webcam or was shown images of them fucking their sons and then matched it with genuine social media profiles. As you can imagine, it's a fucking rush to find the real deal. That's why I emailed her back.
Quickly, our conversation moved off of email and onto Google Hangouts (the old, text-chat function). I went into it knowing it was most likely bullshit. Getting reader mail from someone claiming to be a mom who wants to fuck her son is the Literotica equivalent of getting an email from a Nigerian prince. Still, it had happened before, and I could tell by her writing style and answers to my test questions that she was a woman. So, if I was wasting my time, at least I wasn't helping a creepy guy in his basement jerk off.
Our conversation ran smoothly. Victoria told me about her life and about how her husband was often away on business, leaving her home alone with her son. She mentioned how Literotica had been stirring new fantasies for her, and I asked her if she had a favorite one. Over a series of messages, she detailed a fantasy where her dark-haired teenage son was grabbing her thighs with his athletic arms while holding her down on her bed and servicing her orally. After she squirted and he tasted her pussy juice, she invited him to climb into bed and slip his cock inside her.
Many of her fantasies were vivid and deeply developed. She talked about them and answered questions with a level of comfort and conviction I don't see from moms who simply get caught up in a story and shake it from their heads once they cum.
When I asked Victoria if she wanted to act on her dreams, she said she wanted to feel what it was like to share herself with her son. She said she knew it would be special for both of them. But when I asked about her husband, she admitted she didn't know if she could go through with cheating on him.
----
Victoria's husband, as I'm now willing to bet, was right beside her the entire time she was messaging me. He helped her answer my questions and keep my interest while they explored their growing incest fantasy through me.
----
Most days, Victoria and I only exchanged a few messages. A lot of them were excited texts about her son looking at her and getting red when she walked through their house in a skimpy sundress or a bikini — which was often. "He checks me out all the time... It's nice lol," she sent me, once. (I would later see why that message was believable.)
Overall, Victoria's updates were usually boring and uneventful. She didn't exactly wreak of a manipulator trying to get off or sell a story. She seemed like a regular, busy mom.
It was more than a month before Victoria started asking me how to test the waters with her son. Her messages had been getting more intense, and I could tell she wanted to feel the eroticism that came from edging closer to her fantasy. I had advice, but I didn't know if Victoria would take it.
It wouldn't be until years later that I essentially got her to admit her husband was encouraging her to listen to me. Maybe they trusted me since I was a son in a familiar position. Or maybe it was hot for them to follow the advice of an erotica writer they liked.
Either way, when I suggested it, Victoria began wearing even skimpier attire around her son, and she hung out with him more as she wore it. It didn't take her long to fight off the instinct to cover up when he stared. Based on what I know now, I believe Victoria would've been comfortable walking around her house naked if it wouldn't have blatantly tipped her hand.
Once Victoria started down the path of real-world action, her messages became more frequent. We were soon talking through entire days. She updated me and discussed fantasies, elevating herself into a state of pure and constant sexual adrenaline. She began to question herself and her motives, and her sanity.
What happened next shouldn't have surprised me. I know what happens when you dive deep into a "shameful" fantasy without acting on it. You lose yourself. One day, Victoria sent me a raving message about how this had been a mistake and how I had been a bad influence by "pushing" her into doing something wrong. She blocked me from contacting her again.
I was disappointed. She was kind of right. But I was still bummed. I accepted it was over.
*****
Weeks later, I was reading Jon Krakauer's "Into Thin Air" on an overcast Sunday evening when my phone pinged. It was a Google Hangouts message. From Victoria.
"Hey"
"Hey," I replied. "I thought you didn't want to talk to me anymore."
"I feel guilty about these fantasies... I try to stop... but often I fail."
I was angry with her for ghosting me for weeks and then thinking she could just come back and ask for my advice. As badly as I wanted to tell her off, I couldn't break away from her story. It's hard to describe with words, but there was this pull. Regardless, I ignored her request for help and made small talk instead. If she wanted to reconnect with me, she could put in the effort.
We spoke at length about our home lives. I mentioned I was brainstorming for a story about a mom filling in at her son's birthday party after a group of girls cancel. (That story never got past the draft stage.)
"Does she bang her son?" Victoria wondered, in what I imagined was a rhythmic and sing-songy Medellín accent.
I laughed out loud, quite literally. "Lol. Of course she does. But she also has fun with his friends."
There was a pause. And then Victoria said, "That sounds hot. It is a huge turn-on for me... To feel an inexperienced boy become a confident man as I lead him."
I shook my head, as I didn't understand. Was she speaking from experience? Did she do this before her marriage? During? "Last time you seemed more interested in your son than his friends."
"My son is a fantasy! I have it sometimes." Her tone seemed sharp. "I am NOT ever going to do anything with him... I just use it to turn me on."
I asked her what her current fantasies were, and she said, "General ones? Making love to my son, his friends..."
Obviously, she wanted to talk about it. It was the third time she had mentioned her son's friends. And, as I thought about it, the story she originally emailed me about had similar themes. But, if she wanted to talk about it, she could work for it. "In fantasies, how do you end up making love to your son?"
"Like how we are led there?"
"Yes."
"It depends on the scenario I am imagining... A thought I have a lot is a natural mother and son intimacy evolving to a sexual intimacy. Does that make sense?"
"Yeah, I understand. A mom and son getting closer until it's sexual. Do you want to teach him a lot?"
"It is a kinky thought... ONLY a thought... but yes."
I gently pressed her to open up about her feelings for her son, but she wasn't ready to tell. Or tell herself. And I didn't want to get blocked again. So, I gave her what she wanted. "You said you liked the feeling of making men out of inexperienced boys. Have you ever done that with your son's friends?"
"No. But I had men around his age. Like early twenties. I like it... But not with his friends obviously."
"Gotcha. Must have been fun," was what I said. Her admission to fucking other men gave me the sense she had done it while married. Back then, I was still under the impression she was a guilt-ridden cheater. "How long have you wanted to have sex with your son's friends?"
"Almost a year now." Her answer was instant.
Huh. "Wow. How many friends does he have who you'd like to fuck?"
"He has three close ones, all of which are rather appealing. One is a bit chubby, not fat... rather tall. There is a thin black one, medium height. And one who is quite the gym addict hahaha."
"Your son's friend group has a lot of different looks. Have you caught any of them looking at you?"
I could practically feel her pride seeping through my phone screen when I read, "All of them."
The attraction to young men — teachable men — isn't uncommon for available women. So, I was surprised when a married woman like Victoria had held that fantasy for so long. Especially since her son and his friends were, as she spent a long time assuring me, were eighteen. Perhaps were son's friends were simply a safer and less morally conflicting way to channel her incest dream?
I rolled over in bed, trapping my erection on my mattress. Across the country, Victoria told me she was in her bed as well, lying in her bathrobe. "I know you'll never do anything with your son, but you could always try to have fun with one of his friends," I posted... as a joke.
"I am not really one to cheat."
"I see. Is your husband home a lot?"
Did I think Victoria would ever cheat on her husband at my advice? No, of course not. But I knew what she wanted, and I hoped if she started on the path of thinking about her son's friends seriously, she'd finally realize she needed to have an honest conversation with her husband about her sexual desires. (If only I knew.)
"No, my husband travels."
"Hmm. Maybe flirting with your son's friends while he's gone might be a fun way for you to get attention?" I prepared for her to tell me off or block me again. But neither occurred.
"Think it's safe? And BRB."
"I don't see why it wouldn't be safe," I said, way too optimistically. While I waited for her to BRB, I tried to imagine the emotions and thoughts racing through her mind. My climbing book was out of reach, and my attention was squarely on my text conversation.
After what felt like forever, Victoria returned. As she would later admit, she left to get her pink dildo and get used to sliding it inside her wet pussy. I'm sure her husband loved watching it. She answered me, "Well... I would be the one in control if we flirted after all..."
"That's true. Things could only go as far as you let them. What kinds of things do you think you can do to flirt with them?"
"Being more involved in their hobbies when they're at my house would be a start... I guess? Dressing more for them like I do for my son now?"
"Damn lol. Those would definitely work! You can also try laughing more at their jokes and touching them on the arm. Those are classics. All guys like those." (Naively, I thought I was reminding her how to seduce men.)
"Yeah? Do you think they'd flirt back?"
How the hell would I know? I don't know what you look like, I thought. "What's your best quality?"
"My legs." She didn't need to think.
"Very hot. Then I would definitely show them off more if I were you. How far would you go with your son's friends in real life?"
"Short of touching... I guess."
"So everything up to sexual touching?" I clarified.
"I guess. Is that too far?"
"If you don't think so, then no."
Our conversation heated up. We discussed ways for her to secretly communicate with her son's friends, such as over apps like Snapchat. I urged her to add her son's friends on the app since the messages automatically self-deleted. She said she didn't want things to get anywhere near that personal.
A mom seducing her son was fucking hot, but a mom seducing an inexperienced late-teen was the next best thing. My cock was warm under my body, and I could sense Victoria spiraling up to euphoria as well. Her pussy had to be soaking wet. I imagine her husband was stroking his cock while he encouraged her to listen to the erotica writer on the other end of the screen.
I did my best to nudge Victoria closer to taking real-life action. "What's the sexiest way to flirt with them that wouldn't be taking it too far?"
"Hmm... Discuss sex... I guess? Maybe find a way to talk about our experiences and preferences?"
"They'd love that, haha." "They'd probably go home and jerk off to the idea of doing those things with you."
"That's amazing. You think so?"
Her dark green message read as enthusiastic. It excited me as well. "Yeah. Do you want them to jerk off to you?"
"... Yes"
"Then do what we talked about :) Talk to them about sex, touch their arms, spend time with them, dress a little slutty lol. It'll make them jerk off to you." My cock was rock-hard and I was rubbing my hips into my mattress to massage it. I had the rising impulse to push her, and I was too horny to care about the risk of her blocking me again. Plus, she seemed horny enough to be susceptible. "You can also start texting them."
"Like... now?!"
"If you want to :) Now would be a good time for it."
"Maybe I should wait until I am thinking straight, no? Haha."
"You seem to be thinking straight to me. It's always going to feel a little weird at first."
"I'm sort of excited... horny... not thinking straight."
"I understand. But that's a good thing! Being horny is a normal state for me haha :) It shouldn't be a problem as long as you're disciplined." I then had a short dialogue with her about how she could stay disciplined more easily over text than in person. Before Victoria could doubt herself again and pull away, I pushed her forward. "What's the name of the friend you find most attractive?"
"John." (His real name was one of those Brayden, Ayden, Kayden names.)
"Which one is John? What does he look like?"
"The gym one."
"That makes sense XD. Do you have his number?"
"Yes..." I could tell she was skeptical of where I was headed, and she had every right to be.
"You should send him a text to say hello and ask him how he's doing."
"That would be strange... Unless I had a reason to message him."
She was right. I thought for a moment and typed back, "That's true. Say someone left a hat at your house and you want to see if it's his." My most creative advice? No. Bland enough to work? Probably. In my defense, I was rubbing my cock through my pajama boxers and was willing to say anything to convince her to keep going.
"That could work..."
"Just make the text simple and friendly. Like: Hey John, someone left a hat at my house and I wanted to see if it was yours :)"



It caught me by surprise when she disappeared for a few minutes before saying, "Okay... I regretted it the minute I sent it."
Bullshit, I thought. I didn't believe she sent it. Why the hell would I? "Send me a screenshot," I challenged her.
Promptly, a screen capture of her iMessage slid up on my screen. Her new conversation with John was timestamped from minutes ago when I had asked her. There was no way she could have backlogged it, photoshopped it, or faked it... especially so quickly. I was off my bed and pacing around my room, my heart pounding.
At the time, it blew me away how a reluctant, married woman was setting the stage to flirt with her son's eighteen-year-old friend. As I'm near-certain now, Victoria had done nothing more than initiate a dance she had danced many times before. She was flooded with adrenaline and heat between her legs, one man was instructing her to do it, and her aroused husband was whispering in her ear and asking her to follow through. I imagine it would've been harder for Victoria to resist the temptation than it would've been to keep going.
"What do you plan to say after he says the hat isn't his?" I finally asked.
"He just did. Idk..."
"Send me a screenshot and I can help you. When is the last time you've seen John?"
"Yesterday... He and Carlos hang out a lot together."
"Did you talk to him about anything?"
"No... Not really." She added the screenshot, where John said the hat wasn't his.
"Maybe say: Okay :) I wasn't sure who it belonged to. Anyway, I hope you can find time away from the gym so we can talk more when you come over next."
"Should I put a little wink face at the end?"
Her forwardness surprised me. And I wasn't going to slow her down. "Yeah, that would work better!"
"He's typing..." She then updated me, "He said he would love to... He says I should invite him over to talk sometime."
Things were going well. And quickly. She sent a screenshot of John's reply, which was impressively bold. Then again, when I was eighteen, I always dreamed of banging a MILF, so if my friend's mom had sent me a text about coming over to her house that ended with a sly, yellow, winking emoji, I would've tested her, too. I was rooting for John.
"Well, that's a good response haha. What are you thinking of saying back?" "I think he liked the wink lol." She didn't respond to two of my texts.
Suddenly, I received the message I had been dreading. It was the message telling me I had been wasting my time — again.
"Not sure... Actually thinking of cutting this short..."
I was frustrated and probably muttering curse words under my breath while I walked around my room. A slightly wiser me now recognizes Victoria had likely just orgasmed in her bed and was suffering from that lovely, "Oh my god! What the fuck did I just do?" phase that follows a series of decisions made on arousal.
At the time, I chose not to validate Victoria's worries by commenting on them. I ignored and continued to push forward. "I think you could follow up with him by saying: That sounds good. You can tell me about some workouts I can do at home so I can get in good shape ;)"
"Hmm... Given I run a fitness studio, that does not sound convincing at all, no?... It would make it obvious I am flirting."
"Oh yeah lol. Maybe instead say: Tell me some workouts I can do at my studio?"
Long minutes passed before she answered. My phone sounded off in a series of pings. "I told him he could give me some exercises to burn fat from my waist..." "He told me I am pretty hot already..." "Alright... This went too far." "Time to pull the plug."
"Send me a screenshot." Not wanting everything — close to two months of effort — to go to waste, I calmly wrote, "Maybe this could be a good time to take a break for the day?"
I then read the new screen capture of their exchange. I saw how Victoria had set John up for a compliment, as well as how he had taken the bait: "I thought women just did stuff like that to look hot in the summer (laughing-tears emoji) I don't think you need to do them :)" John continued to be bolder (or likely just hornier and dumber) than I had expected.
I decided to fuck my own advice to stop for the night and I urged Victoria to ignore her doubts. "Actually, if you say nothing back to that, he'll be embarrassed :/ Maybe end the conversation naturally rather than ghost him? How do you think you could do that?"
"I don't know..."
"Maybe something like: Thank you for the compliment, John ;) We'll talk later in person." (Yes, I knew full well what I was doing.) "If you say that, it'll end the conversation for now without leaving things in a weird place."
"Good one." "Okay. He read my message... But didn't answer."
I, to this day, can still remember the feeling of the blood slowing in my veins as the strange recognition hit me. I was in my apartment bedroom alone, involved in another world through a small screen. And I knew what Victoria truly wanted, and it wasn't to stop. "That's good, right? You didn't want him to answer, right?"
"Not sure..."
"So, you did want him to answer?"
In what ended up being the most defining moment of our conversations, Victoria admitted, "Yes... Guess I did."
"That's okay :) It's good you like it. You two seem to be talking well and I'm happy for you :) Maybe shoot him a quick follow-up? Like: When do you think you'll be over next?"
"Not sure I should..."
"Yeah, it's a tough one." I tried to empathize more and reach her through her mindset. "If he's not responding, it's probably because he thinks you were ending the conversation. You sent a good message last time, he's just probably confused. If you want him to respond, maybe send him something new he can respond to?"
Victoria asked me for ideas, and I sent her several. But she came up with a better one. (After all, she was much more practiced and masterful at seduction than I'll ever be.) "I told him not to forget his swimming trunks when he comes over... He had to borrow my son's once." "I thought that was... Well... An innocent joke."
"Haha! Good call! The only problem is he might think you're asking him to go swimming with you."
"I know."
I froze. "Yeah? Did you want him to think that?"
"Maybe... Yes." "He just messaged back... He told me we could always skinny dip if he does forget it (shocked emoji)"
I made her send the damn screenshot. And I started pumping my cock with my full fist. John wrote his reply to pass off as a joke if he needed to. But still. Even if Victoria was usually "the cool mom" — the one who gave off playful vibes (which I imagine was the case) — John's approach was daring. She and I shared our shock with his courage. "Kid is not bad..." Victoria remarked.
"This is going too far... I shouldn't have started this..." she suddenly said.
I thought we were over her fits of doubt. (Easy for me to say, right?) Regardless, I was confident I could keep her focused and on track. "I don't see the harm in flirting. It's just flirting, right? Are you enjoying yourself?"
"I am..."
"That's what's important. You're having fun, so why not have it? Maybe you can say: You would skinny dip with me there?"
*****
This is a good time to interrupt the story.
When I decided to write this updated account, I knew I needed to contact Victoria. I made several attempts before she finally replied to me over Google Hangouts. It had been more than two years, and I didn't even know if she had read my story on Literotica. Turned out she hadn't.
We exchanged messages sporadically for a few days in December before I suggested we turn on our video feeds and talk face-to-face. Very surprisingly, she said yes. (Actually, she asked me if we could "Zoom" the next day. Why did she want to use Zoom instead of just using Hangouts? I really don't know.)
Regardless, I was fucking floored! I had a feeling she'd leave her webcam off and treat it as an audio call. Happily, I was wrong. She showed herself on her webcam (mostly), angling it to show the tip of her nose to her stomach. Everything about her, except for her new hairstyle, matched the photos she had sent me years prior (which I'll get to later in the story).
We said our hellos, and her command of the English language was stronger than I expected, and so was her accent. She drew out her words and softened the edges. Getting to hear the inflections in her voice while I asked her questions about her son and what happened years ago was valuable. I asked her what life was like now, but she didn't spend too much time on that topic.
I don't know if she could tell I was testing her story from last time and trying to glean new information, but she provided it without much effort. Her remarks were off the cuff, and when I purposefully asked her misleading questions, she corrected me with detail — some of which I hadn't heard before. In the end, everything she said aligned with my trove of screenshots from years earlier.
Most of our call involved her reading my original story aloud for the first time. Occasionally, she'd read a passage loudly and laugh. When I asked if she was simply enjoying the story about her or if I made a hilarious mistake, she usually said, "No, no! Eeet is fine!" Though, for certain scenes, she lightly scoffed and went on rants correcting me. "Eeet wasn'd like that!"
The entire time, I was trying to understand why Victoria had agreed to take this video call. Did she feel she owed it to me after I helped her? Did she want a blast from the past? Did she want to share more information with someone who knew her story from the beginning? All of those may have been true, but the truth of her motivation — and the truth she had been hiding behind what happened two years ago — lied in her boobs. Seriously.
Victoria's boobs were the first things I noticed when I joined the Zoom call. And that's not just because I'm a guy. Her chest dominated the lower half of my laptop screen. She wore a simple, white cami — the kind with spaghetti straps that a woman would wear under another top. I can best describe it as "exceedingly plunging."
Breast implants tend to be less attractive to me, but to paraphrase from Seinfeld: They weren't real, but they were spectacular. I had seen them in photos, but this was much different. They were round, firm, and even. (My best guess is 36DD? But I'm no expert and I didn't ask her, so I have no idea.) What matters is they were front and center the entire conversation — intentionally. They had to be. I had to slide the window of my notes app over the bottom part of my Zoom window to stop myself from masturbating.
Throughout the call, Victoria's chin repeatedly turned to her left. It was done subtly, but it was obvious she was looking over at someone off-screen. It's difficult to explain how I know for certain, but I know it was her husband. She simply held her demeanor in a comfortable, familiar way one would with her spouse. And her husband had to be masturbating... because there's no way he couldn't have been.
Victoria's motivation became clear, and a lot of the events from years ago started making a lot more sense. I didn't accuse her or even hint I was aware during the call. She insisted she was the "cheating housewife," and I let her stay in character. As I began to challenge her marital dynamic, her lifestyle, and how it related to her decision-making with John and her son years earlier, her character started to break. Her thick, dark lips would smirk with guilt and she made vague admissions.
At one point, when I pressed her with teasing questions about why she wouldn't consider becoming a hotwife, Victoria scoffed, "My husband's friends already like me, okay?" There were two other secrets she annoyedly and vaguely confessed to — as if I had ruined her fun.
Firstly, she never suffered from any crises of confidence. She loved pushing dress-code boundaries with her son and flirting with John. It was in her nature. Her doubtful texts were part of her game, playing with me and becoming more aroused from me pushing her with encouragement. And secondly, Victoria knew John wasn't the only horny teenager reading her texts that night. She and her husband had been discussing a fantasy for a long time, and the mother was reaching her son, showing him who she was, and inspiring him to believe he could have a shot with her — all in the most familiar and most indirect ways possible.
If you're wondering why on Earth a mother would choose to reach her son through his friend, you're not alone. I wondered about it myself. It was a far cry from the romantic works of fiction we see on Literotica. Maybe she wanted Carlos to know and accept her lifestyle before seducing him? Maybe reaching him through a friend was less scary and intimidating?
But the best explanation I have comes from two of my "mom friends" who are actively in incest relationships: Even for swinging moms and hotwives — who are used to breaking sexual convention — acting on the desire to fuck your son is a massive, frightening ordeal. Having somebody else present to give you a sense of acceptance and to distract you from the seriousness is sometimes the only way it can happen. Though, at the time of the call, I just had to add her "weird" decision to my growing list of confusing insights.
No moment gave me a better clarity into Victoria's relationship with her husband than the end of our call. When I said thank you and goodbye, Victoria's chin turned to her left and she pretended to scratch the side of her face, conveniently covering her mouth, which I could tell was moving. She then bashfully pursed her lips and asked if I was "sure" I wanted to say goodbye. One of her cami straps was in her fingers off of her shoulder.
I was stunned. And because I'm an idiot, I found myself saying I didn't have any more questions to ask. She pushed her other strap onto her other shoulder and said something to the effect of, "Eeef you wanna stand up and show me something... You can."
There were so many thoughts swirling in my head, and I had so many uncertainties about what was happening on the other side of the camera, I froze. I said I had to go, and I hung up :) :) :)
Anyway, back to the story...
*****
"That's what's important. You're having fun, so why not have it? Maybe you can say: You would skinny dip with me there?" I didn't know if Victoria would accept my advice on how to respond to John's "joke" about skinny dipping. She didn't.
"I told him my husband wouldn't be happy about that."
To me, the message seemed frightening — especially for an eighteen-year-old. But Victoria knew the art of seducing men far better than I did. Plus... I'm sure Carlos being there added to John's confidence. "Did he get back to you yet?"
"Yes." She sent me a screenshot, one where John said — in an immature and smart-ass way — that she wouldn't be thinking about her husband.
His message was constructed poorly and had typos, but it was impressive nonetheless. "Wow... Ask him: What would I be thinking about then?"
"Lol. Sent it." Victoria admitted, "My heart is pounding." (Mine was too.)
Soon, she shared John's reply. "Me skinny dipping :)"
In my room, I formulated a clever response, but Victoria had already sent a much simpler one. "Oh yeah? ;)" I was proud of her, but I quickly became concerned. Minutes passed without me hearing from her. Certainly, John would have responded already. Finally, she said, "Oh God..."
"What?"
"This is crazy."
"Just tell me what happened? Send me a screenshot."
"No... I am done... This is crazy..."
I had to coax her with a few messages before she finally answered me. "He sent me a fucking dick pic! A picture of his fucking cock."
"Holy shit!" I was practically running circles in my room. "Wow! Did you respond?"
"No. I am far from in control here."
"It's definitely a ballsy move by him." (My terrible pun intended.)
"No shit it is... What is he thinking?"
"Send me a screenshot."
"Really?"
"Yeah." Full disclosure: I didn't believe her. Sure enough, though, an awkward image of a bare, circumcised, erect cock popped up in a message box. The dick pic had been sent minutes earlier in the screenshot, and it was young and tan as expected.
I tried to calm Victoria down, not knowing she was masturbating fervently. "He's just thinking with his dick instead of his head. It's what guys do lol. He got horny and took a risk. No big deal. Maybe say: I know you're excited to talk to me like this but let's save visual stuff for the pool :)"
My suggestion seemed to fall on deaf ears. The other end of the phone remained silent. For over ten minutes, I thought I had lost her. Instead, she was losing herself — because Victoria somehow knew it wasn't John's cock she was looking at. It was her son's.
I'll never forget the relief and thrill I felt when I heard my phone ding again. "Fuck it... If he wants to play, I will play... I just told him I've seen bigger."
"Haha XD That's gonna throw him for a loop!"
Only, it didn't throw John for a loop. He kept his head. The benefit of working in a team. "It'll be easier for you to handle mine then lol"
"You have to give him credit, he's good for his age," I told Victoria. "How are you gonna reply?"
"I asked him if he even knew how to use it." "He says I will find out..."
"Wow! Lol. Tell him no because you'd have to teach him too much ;)"
"Not sure I should..."
"Why not?"
"So far... I am the one being schooled by him."
"No, you have more control than you think (I lied). It just seems like he has control because you didn't expect him to be this bold. He's just horny and trying whatever he can to keep you into it."
Victoria posted a screenshot. It turned out she had already run with my suggestion, and John had replied, "I can be a good student :) Name the time and place!"
I thought Victoria was losing control. And as much as I wanted her to, I feared she'd quit again if she became too overwhelmed. "You need to take back control. Let him know he's replaceable with any other of your son's friends. Let him know you'll go to one of them if he's too pushy."
"I'm not going to fuck any of my son's friends!!"
"I know XD I'm talking about flirting over text. Say you'll text one of your son's other friends instead."
Meanwhile, in John's bedroom, two teenagers felt electricity coursing through their warm veins. In their minds, John was flirting successfully with a monogamous housewife and Carlos was miraculously sexting his mom. If they were in any state like I was, their cocks were throbbing every time the three iMessage dots danced.
Victoria had yet to send a message back to John, and I asked her bluntly, "What do you want him to think? What's your goal here?"
She took a moment. "I'm not even sure anymore... I'm going crazy here."
"It seems like you're just trying to have fun flirting. Right?"
"Yes..."
"Then you should keep having fun :) Tell him if he's horny he should just jerk off to you."
The instant I sent it, I realized it was a strong suggestion. But just as I hit the send button again, with my follow-up of: "Or say something more basic, like ask him why he's attracted to you," a screenshot from Victoria arrived. I read her humorous blue message about John jerking off to her if he was getting too horny. His reply, in part, read, "I will if you send me a pic to help ;)"
Now, I can only imagine the anticipation, the fear, and the excitement rattling Carlos's body. He had to be hovering over his friend's phone — maybe even in control of it — impatiently waiting for any sign of his mom's reaction. I don't know how Carlos felt about his mom being so willing to seduce his friend, but he couldn't have hated it that much. At the very least, his arousal and hormonal desires outweighed any negative feelings.



Victoria fell silent after the screenshot. She was waiting on me to comment. "Do you want to send him one?" I asked.
"Yes... Fuck... I hate that I want to. Yeah."
"Ask him what type of pic he wants. You can learn what turns him on."
"NO... This has gone too far."
Again, I ignored her. "Tell him to find one of you on Facebook. Then it won't be going too far, right? Your line was doing anything physical. This isn't physical, so it's okay. Right?"
"I guess..."
"Have him pick one out on Facebook and tell you which one he picked."
Victoria soon updated me. "He told me I should pick it for him... A photo not online."
Haha! I remember laughing happily when she told me John's request. It was exactly what I would've done. A sexy photo that nobody else had access to always feels more special and hot. "Do you have one in mind?"
"Yes..."
"What's it of?"
Rather than describing it, Victoria (like I hoped) sent me the photo. Suddenly, I realized why she was so popular among her son and his friends. It was my first time seeing Victoria, and cock was painfully excited.
Victoria was beautiful — at least her body and every part of her face around her sunglasses were. She was no petite Instagram model, and she was short, but she had a killer figure. She was perhaps five-foot-two with muscular legs. Her tan, sun-kissed chest popped, and her dark brown hair was wispy in the breeze.
At the time, I naively wondered how she had such a sexy photo already lined up. I even had her send me other photos from the same day and reverse image-searched them to make sure she hadn't stolen them from somewhere else online. She seemed to get a kick out of me not believing her. But the ios file names of the images, the amateurish angles of the pictures, and the rest of the context left no doubt in my mind.
Looking back on them, they are the same photos a hotwife would post to an online account or dating profile to show off or lure potential dates. Standing on the white sand, where the shore met the dark ocean, a thirty-something-year-old Victoria posed with a cheeky grin. She wore black sunglasses and gold, hooped earrings. Her pearl pink string bikini (at least that's what color Google images told me that white-pink color was) stretched a triangle over her pussy and cupped her large, enhanced breasts. A knitted cover-up fluttered in the wind behind her.
There must have been four men stroking their cocks to Victoria's comely body at that moment. If Victoria had been able to see her husband, her son, John, and me all jerking off to her at the same time, she likely would've fucked herself with her dildo even more intensely. Yet, no one, not even Victoria, could be sure who of the four of us was pleasuring himself and who wasn't.
I calmed down enough to compliment Victoria on her photo. John had already shared his appreciation with drooling and heart-laden emojis. "Ask him what he likes about it," I said.
Victoria agreed and soon shared his answer. "He said he likes everything and wants to feel everything."
"Ignore him lol."
"Couldn't ignore him... Fuck... I said... Me too."
"Wow lol. You really went for it there!"
"Can't help it... His confidence is just... Ugh." "He's impressive."
More and more, Victoria seemed to be breaking with my suggestions. She was being more forward and direct with her flirting as she could no longer suppress her urges. I wanted to help her down this path. "He is impressive! Ask him where he'd finish lol."
Victoria didn't comment. She simply waited until she could post John's reply: "On your face or inside you :)"
"Haha! He's cocky for his age. Much more than I was!"
"Yeah... I was not prepared for him."
I was no longer afraid of Victoria backing out. I felt safe asking, "So, would you actually let him cum inside you or on your face?"
She answered quickly. "Yes... Yes, I would... Why not?" "Fuck... If he's anywhere like this with me like he is talking about it... He could do what he wants."
"Say back: Most women don't let men cum on their face... But you can cum all over mine ;)"
Four minutes later, Victoria uploaded a new screenshot. She had fucking sent the message. (Her husband had to have cajoled her.) The screenshot included three short gray messages from John, the final of which was, "I knew you were a slut ;)"
It was a compliment Victoria seemed to enjoy. "Fuck... I feel like a slut! Lol."
"Then say: For certain men I'm slutty... Or, in your case, certain boys ;)"
Victoria quickly shared a new screenshot. I was looking at the underside of an erection. "He sent another cock picture... Cum running down the shaft." Her exaggeration was only mild. The long, thin, tan cock was leaking slightly from a supple head at the top of the image.
In John's bedroom, Carlos was starting to spew precum, and he had shared it with his "unknowing" mom. John and Carlos added the caption, "Next time it goes inside you."
I was suddenly at a loss of how to guide Victoria. I expected a young man, who was getting this far with his friend's MILFy mom, to be nervous or mess up. Some of his texts had errors or were immature, but his confidence remained. I suppose it was the power of two horny, anxious young men checking each other and working together.
"How are you gonna respond to that?" I asked.
Victoria sent me a screenshot of her response: "Save it for me." (I think she was referring to the cum on his shaft? But I'm not sure.)
Then there was a long pause. I sent Victoria multiple desperate questions without a response. Eleven frustrating minutes passed before she returned to our conversation. "He said sorry if he was rude... He thanked me and said he was going to shower..." Victoria wrote as if she was confused about what happened. (She wasn't. She was just playing me.)
I flopped onto my bed and laughed. I knew all too well what had happened. "He jizzed haha! Now he sobered up. He's probably freaking out lol!" I imagined John looking down at his mess, swimming in an erotic haze, and the fears of being found out by Mr. Santos storming the gates of his mind. And, from what I learned later, Carlos was likely suffering the same fate.
But they weren't the only ones with post-cum paranoia. Victoria sent me a flurry of texts. "I think I am done..." "Maybe I can talk to him..." "Play this off as harmless text fun?"
"You know he's gonna text you when he's horny again, right? XD I don't think you can play this off. You went too far. You seemed to really like him though!"
"What do you mean..." "How could I not play it off?" "I can do it easy..."
No, you can't, I thought. "You sent him a pic and had him jerk off to you. He has that pic of you now. And you told him you'd let him cum on your face lol. You can't downplay that haha." "You should accept it :) You had a great time and you had fun. What's wrong with that?"
She was quiet, so I asked, "Are you still horny?"
"Yes..."
"Good :) That means you had a good time. Maybe you can message him and thank him for the fun? Tell him you look forward to having more fun with him when he's not drained from jerking off haha."
"Really?"
"Yeah! Send me a screenshot when you do it. I wanna see how you phrase it lol."
I read her ensuing screenshot. "So... Hope you're all good :)" "This was fun... Thanks for being fine with it lol." "Think we'll do it again? ;)"
Her texts weren't as bold as I had hoped, but they did the most important thing — they told John he could sext her again. I congratulated Victoria. "Looks great!"
"Hopefully he understands my wish to keep it to text..."
"Well, he can't fuck you unless you let him haha."
For the next quarter-hour or so, I reassured Victoria she had left things with John in a good place. I also brought up the prospect of texting her son's other friends, but that was mainly me working myself up because I hadn't cum yet. She said she had to cook dinner and that she'd chat with me again if John responded.
I jerked off and showered.
*****
For more than an hour, there was radio silence. I decided to check in on Victoria. She was free to chat and said hi.
"I bet he'll text you back before the end of the night," I told her.
"Who knows now..."
"True. He was a little weird after he came lol. For a horny person, you've shown a lot of discipline," I fibbed.
"I have to... Feels like I'm surrounded by boys lol." "Sorry if I was a bitch earlier."
"There are worse positions to be in XD" "And you weren't at all. You were in uncharted territory."
"Yeah... I hope John understands this is texting and nothing more."
"Yeah, that's important. Maybe you should text him and tell him he's your sexting partner? Say you can have tons of fun online but not in real life."
"Exactly."
"He's really confident for a guy his age talking to a woman like you."
"Right? He almost deserves it lol..." "He'll be a fun sexting partner."
The shift in Victoria's attitude didn't go unnoticed. She came across as proud of herself and what she had started. Instead of pointing it out or teasing her, I encouraged her. "If you're gonna be texting him like this, you should download Snapchat or another app that deletes texts and pics." "You should be safe."
"Not a bad idea... Is that too personal?"
"I think you're past that point of worrying about being too personal XD"
"Whatever lol."
We discussed the benefits of Snapchat and how Victoria could use it to send secret pics and messages. Looking back on it, she may have already had it on her phone and been playing dumb to humor me. Talking about the deleting photos reminded me of the dick pics John had sent. I asked her, "So, you never told him anything about his cock. How does he compare to your hubby?" "If you don't mind me asking :)"
"He is more impressive... But then... Pictures can be deceiving."
"I bet you'll know for sure next time he comes over ;)" "You should compliment his cock next time he sends a pic. Guys like that."
Our conversation wandered into various topics. John hadn't texted her since his orgasm more than an hour ago, and — being a guy — my attention was drawn to Victoria's photos. She was fucking hot in her string bikini. "If you were my friend's mom, I'd hang out at his house constantly haha!"
"Lol! Like the Masturbatra stories :)"
I was immodestly proud that she remembered my work. Then, out of nowhere, it hit me. "Wait..." "Did you tell John to keep everything between you?" "Like, does he know not to tell your son?" "Or tell his other friends?" (Of course, she didn't think to tell him that earlier. The entire point was for her son to know.)
"No...." "It won't prevent him anyway."
"I think it will prevent him. Text him again and tell him you'll only sext him if he keeps quiet about it. That'll be a good incentive lol."
I guess she was just as eager to light the fire again as I was, because she quickly replied, "Good idea... I'll send it now." She then sent an updated screenshot, where I saw she wrote, "It should go without saying... You can't tell anyone about this." "Don't do it and you can keep text fucking me."
"Text Fucking?" "XD" "That's a new one haha!"
"Shut up... Saying sexting looked like I spelled it wrong lol."
As I was typing, she alerted me, "He responded!" "He says he knows about not telling anyone... He loves how much of a slut I am lol."
My heart was racing again. I don't know where Victoria was in her house, but I assume hers was racing even more. "Great! Ask him how long he's wanted to fuck you."
"Or maybe now is a good time to tell him he's bigger than my husband? ;)"
"You want to say that to him?"
"Yes..."
Her desire to send that compliment seemed random. But I thought it was brilliant and sexy, so I didn't ask any questions. "Then do it!"
":)"
Her messages to me became spotty. She seemed to be engrossed in her talk with John. After all, I knew I wasn't the priority. "Do you have any regrets about doing this now? Or are you happy with how things turned out?"
"Hard to say yet..." "I'm having fun chatting with him... Like it feels natural..." "Almost like 'after sex' chat lol."
"Well, when you think about it, it kind of is :P" "I had a feeling you'd like this more once you got over those initial nerves."
I now know the reason the conversation felt so natural was that it was essentially a mother and son chatting over text. Even in this new dynamic, they more or less knew each other. Apparently, Carlos was telling John what to type most of the time. I'm sure having his friend there to advise him and act as a filter saved him from saying something stupid on several occasions.
After a period of ignoring me, Victoria simply announced, "I sort of wanna fuck him..."
"Wait... For real?" I loved reading those words, but I was deeply concerned she was spiraling out of arousal and would shut down again once she got overwhelmed. "If I were you, I'd just stick to text right now like you planned."
"Oh... I will just text!" "I was just saying... It's the feeling I have in my gut right now."
"Okay, good. Just get to know him right now :)" "What type of stuff is he saying?"
"Just everyday life stuff... We are talking about a test he and my son have lol."
"Good :) He has to get comfortable with you first."
"This is so weird."
"I bet it is! XD" "Is it still a casual chat? Does he have some restraint now haha?"
"I am enjoying it... He is making me laugh."
Victoria seemed smitten with her new texting buddy — or rather, her new "text fucking" partner. There didn't seem to be any heat in their conversation, and there wasn't much of a place for me. I had been so captivated, it was nearly eleven, and I hadn't even eaten an actual dinner. I told Victoria to message me if anything interesting happened, and I started to cook.
*****
It was just over twenty minutes later when my phone pinged again. "No, this is a problem... He is growing on me... I better make up an excuse and stop this."
"That would be a bad move," I warned her. (While I now realize her "crises" were simply calls for my full attention. I do think it was a way to express her nerves and doubts, and she wanted someone other than her husband to justify and normalize her behavior.)
"Why would it be bad?"
"It would be really weird if you just stopped. Plus, then he has no incentive not to tell your son or his friends." "You're having fun :) Why not let it play out?"
"If I continue this... He will fuck me. That much is clear, right?"
"Not necessarily. You'd have to agree to let him. He'd also have to have the nerve to follow through on his talk."
"Honey... Even if he doesn't have the nerve... I will help him do it at this rate."
I loved what I was hearing from Victoria. "Ask yourself this: So far, has he deserved to keep talking to you? Has he made you happy? Are you having fun talking to him?" There were no animated dots in her chatbox, so I promptly added, "If you stop, he will get frustrated and tell people. Then you'll be in trouble. As weird as it seems, the safest thing you can do is keep sexting and keep it digital-only."
----
While all of this was going on, on the other side of Victoria's iMessage conversation, John and Carlos were reaching an agreement in John's room. Rather, they were confirming an agreement they had made earlier. Carlos agreed to help John text his mom and try to have sex with her, but only if John helped him fuck her too.
----
It wasn't long before Victoria sent me an updated screenshot. I nearly spat out my beer. "To be clear... We can only do this over the phone." "I'll be your texting slut ;)" "But nothing physical, ok?" John's gray reply was also included: "I like that! Then can you send me more selfies? I really want them ;)"
"Make him say please," I suggested.
Minutes later, Victoria uploaded the next screenshot. She told John, "You have to say please and thank you... And tell me what sort of selfie you want... Then you might get it." John had politely responded, "Can I please have a selfie of you naked?"
"Are you gonna do it?" I asked Victoria.
"...You're going to tell me I should."
"Obviously haha! XD" "You should because you want to."
"Whatever... I'm going to do it..." Smartly, Victoria decided to download Snapchat and asked me how to use it. I had her add my username — to make sure she knew how to do it correctly.
She asked if John would have Snapchat already. I chuckled at my kitchen table. "I promise you he'll have it. Ask for his username."
"Okay..." Shortly afterward, Victoria said, "Alright... I added him and he added me back."
"Good!"
"I'm going into my bathroom now... I can't believe I'm doing this... You SURE nobody else can see?"
"Are you naked?"
"Now yes..."
"I promise nobody else can see. Take the pic and then set the timer to 60." "And don't forget to send it to me XD"
"Lol."
The instant I got a Snapchat and saw Victoria's photo, I had a tent in my pajama pants. I wondered how John could see it and not blow his load. In front of her full-length mirror, with a bashful grin, Victoria stood naked. Her arm was barred over her boobs and her shaved pussy mostly tucked between her crossed legs. The sides of her butt were curving behind her. Her eyes were just out of frame.
To be frank, I thought there was no way in hell Victoria would send it. I thought she'd make up some bullshit excuse about Snapchat not working. She was a married, cheating woman. Taking naked selfies and sending them seemed like a bridge too far. (Over our Zoom call, Victoria later claimed Carlos reacted by saying to John, "I think I'm in love with my mom.")
"I'm getting really hot," Victoria admitted.
"Me too! Haha."
"Lol! You deserve it for all your help..."
It was funny how quickly Victoria was back in control and confident. She was still giving John everything he wanted, but, at least now, he had to say the magic words first. John and Carlos had to have realized the theme as well because they followed up by asking, "Could you please take a video for me?"
Victoria sent me a screenshot of the Snap message John had sent. I was about to tell her never to take screenshots of Snapchats because it alerts the other party, but... I mean, it wasn't like John was going to stop talking to her because she was doing something suspicious.
"Video?" Victoria asked me. "How do I do that? This is too much."
"It's easy :) Just hold down the picture button for a long time until you're done recording it." "And don't say it's 'too much' lol! You just sent your son's friend a nude. This would be a hot and slutty thing to do ;)"
"That's true... I'm not sure... I don't think I can do it."
"Ask him what he wants in the video."
She disappeared for minutes. Then a new screenshot appeared on Hangouts. "Oh my god... What the fuck?"
I read the text on the Snapchat screen and laughed hysterically in my dark bedroom. My cock twitched from John's request. I confessed to Victoria, "I like this guy haha! Holy shit! He is ridiculous." "Teenagers watch too much porn lol."
His lines of black text read, "Can you please slide a banana into your mouth and see how far it can go?"
"What are you gonna do?" I asked Victoria.
"I'm not letting him off easy," she stated. She then answered him, "Sweetie... You are bigger than my hubby...But you aren't banana big..." "I can find a hot dog and cut it a little first ;)"
"I'm 8 inches," John replied (referring to Carlos's cock).
"He's fucking lying..." Victoria assured me after she sent me the picture of the exchange. "He's maybe 6.5... My hubby is 5.5."
"Haha! Call him out for it then," I encouraged. "Make him prove it with a tape measure XD"
"Okay... What if I say I'll send the video if he proves he's 8?"
"Sounds perfect! Go for it!"
Eight minutes later, Victoria sent me a new screenshot from Snapchat. The long, smooth erection from earlier was curving slightly next to a red, plastic ruler.



"He knows you took that screenshot lol. He knows you just saved that," I reminded her.
"I don't care... I had to... Look at this!"
The dark pink cockhead barely grazed the eight-inch tick mark on the ruler — and the ruler was slightly warped, and the camera angle was tilted, and the ruler seemed to be jabbed into his abdomen. "Haha! He used a pretty generous starting point XD" "He's about 7.5, which is still big! You should call him out for being short, though."
Victoria, however, didn't seem to share my nit-pickiness for the rules. "It's close enough... Right? 7.5 is a nice cock lol... And it's THICK." "It might be like a banana... hahaha."
I had a moral test between making sure Victoria stayed in control and letting her make the video for my self-interest. I failed miserably. "Yeah. I mean it does touch the 8. You never said he couldn't be clever lol."
"I know lol" "He did what he promised... So I have to... Right?"
There was a long wait for the video — or any communication from Victoria. I understood she likely had to go down to her kitchen, peel a banana, film the video, etc. Still, I was antsy and messaged her a few times, just hoping she'd respond. I was glued to my phone screen in hopes of seeing the message dots dance. My feet were kicking and fluttering in my bed in the dark. What Carlos had to have been going through, I can only imagine.
A popcorn sound chimed on my iPhone, and I couldn't switch to my Snapchat app fast enough. The first thing I noticed in the video was Victoria's darker shade of lipstick. (I know it's odd, but I've always been the type of guy who notices women's haircuts in seconds. So, the lipstick change and her decision to doll up with makeup stood out.)
The next thing I noticed was her exposed tits. They were round, firm, and huge. And I could see everything from just above her nipples to the bridge of her flared nose. (Why didn't I recognize her tits as implants at the time? I blame unrealistic expectations from porn and my distracted horniness.)
The only thing that mattered though was the content of the video. Nakedly, Victoria held and peeled a spotted, yellow banana. Her left hand, with her diamond ring and her gold wedding band, was holding the bottom. At the time, I assumed she had her phone propped up against something. It never occurred to me that somebody had to be holding the record button and filming.
Seductively and confidently, Victoria slid the pale banana inside her O-shaped lips. She pushed it in slowly as far as it would go. If I had to guess, the banana was about nine inches, and Victoria ran out of banana before she ran out of real estate in her throat.
I expected the video to end there, but there was a third chunk of the recording where she drew the banana out and guided it back in. Humorously, she sucked the banana like a cock, giving it a few short blows before biting off the tip and muffling a laugh.
Fuck, I needed to cum. I was sweaty. (I don't specifically remember being sweaty, but it would've been impossible for me not to be. I sweat every time I watch it. Somehow, it seemed possible to me that Victoria would be so horny that she — "a desperate housewife" — would do something so sensational at John's request. In hindsight, I feel like an idiot for not realizing her husband was there telling her to make the stupidly hot video.
"If things don't work out with your husband or any of your son's friends, I want to be next in line," I told her.
"LOL... He already opened it... You think he'll like it?"
"He's probably losing his mind."
John was losing his mind. In the next screenshot, he had run out of patience. "I need to fuck. When is the next time Mr. Santos is out of town?"
"Can you believe this?" Victoria questioned me.
"After that video? Yeah XD" "What the hell else would he want?"
"I can't go through with this..."
"Why not?"
"WHAT DO YOU MEAN WHY NOT??"
Not privy to the game of the naughty housewife, I didn't know she was horny, wet, and baiting me into talking her into it even more than she already was. To me, this was a critical juncture. I was pacing in my room, racking my brain to push her over the edge.
I asked Victoria if she had ever cheated on her husband. She responded no and never — almost too quickly. I remember doubting her for some reason, but I wasn't in a position to challenge her more. I wanted to stay on point. My doubts emboldened me to push her. "You obviously want it. He obviously wants you. You already cheated with him. It makes sense for you to do it! :)"
"I know... But this is crazy."
"What are you afraid of?"
"I am not supposed to want this... He is 18. Too young... I can't fuck him."
"You like sexting him. You're having fun with him, right?" "You really like his cock too! Haha." "Plus, you know he's gonna keep texting you." "He can also tell your son if you don't do it."
"I care more about my husband..."
"Make John show you he deleted your texts. And then only talk on Snapchat. Then your husband can never see."
"It doesn't matter if they go away... John will save the videos... I saw you did..."
"Right lol. Then you would've seen if John saved them, too. Did he?"
"No..." "He's too scared too..."
"Exactly! If he's too scared to even save a video and make you angry, he's definitely too scared to tell your husband about all of this lol. He'll never tell him you guys fucked."
"True..." "I don't know..."
I went back to basics. Whenever she seemed to message John anything, things always seemed to progress. "Ask him why he wants to fuck you."
"Ok..." She then sent me the screenshot of his reply. Later, I realized Carlos had written it. "You are the most gorgeous woman I know of." "We can be sexier in your room than over text ;)" "I can turn you on like you do to me :)"
"Aww... He's cute," Victoria gushed to me about his compliment. "Yeah? How do I turn you on?" She had asked back.
"Everything I guess!" John replied in the next screenshot. "I always stare at your ass and tits" "XD XD" "I like your legs too" "And how slutty you are ;)" "You can also put my entire dick in your mouth like that banana :) lol"
"Think you can taste as good as the banana? ;)" She challenged him. "You should've said you like staring at my tits... I could've showed you how to play with them ;)"
My air conditioner in my apartment was on full blast, but I was naked and sweating on my sheets. "Jesus! I want that too lol! When can I come over?"
"I couldn't help it..." She answered me. "He's in my head... Ugh." Victoria was horny, and I no longer bought her reluctance. I knew what she wanted.
"Wow... The last time we talked about your son, you said you'd never do anything physical with another man. Now you wanna bang this kid. It's great!"
"I know..." "I don't know why this is so different..." "Would it be bad if I talked this way with my son?"
"What?" I was thrown off by her "hypothetical" question. "No, not at all. Why?"
"Curious... If you got me to sext him like this... Like I am with John now... It would be okay?"
I was floored to hear she was thinking about Carlos at this moment. "Yes! It would be great! You'd love it. So would he :) Why? Do you wanna do it?"
"Maybe... Just wanted to know..." "Didn't want to be weird... If it actually happened."
"I'd think it was awesome! It's not weird at all! I'd love to help you like I am now :)"
"Okay..."
Our chat went stagnant. She was gone for a while. I figured she was processing her thoughts, just like I was. Rather, she was waiting on me to help her. "How do I respond to him? What do I say?" "I can't handle this..."
As my thumbs got to work, Victoria hit me with more nervy messages. (This time, they may have been real.) "Maybe I'll tell him this was a joke..."
"Are you having fun?"
"Yes..."
"Do you want to fuck him?"
"My heart is pounding... Yes." "I'm not thinking straight."
"Is your husband home right now?"
"No..."
"Then say to John: I'm home alone tonight."
"Tonight?! No..." "That's crazy... I don't know..."
Based on the screenshot records, Victoria hadn't messaged Carlos in John in over nine minutes. They had to be agonizing, fearful she had come to her senses and ghosted them.
I repeated, with added flavor, "Just say: I have the house to myself tonight. How about we get naked and I teach you some fun things? ;)"
"Fuck... I want to... I don't know if Carlos will be home." (Her real worry was that she didn't know for certain Carlos knew all of this was happening. She was ninety-nine percent sure Carlos was in on it. She was ninety-nine percent sure the dick pics were from Carlos. But if he wasn't, and it was John alone, the night would've been catastrophic.)
"That's an easy fix lol! Text Carlos and ask him what time he'll be home." I waited and waited for Victoria to make a decision. (In all likelihood, she was discussing the situation with her masturbating husband, who was persuading her to take the gamble.)
"Fuck it... I don't care," Victoria decided. "If he hears me fuck his friend... Then he'll know I'm a slut."
I popped up in bed and flailed my arms. "That would turn your son on sooo much! Haha XD"
"Then he can jerk it to me too... I'm telling John I'm alone."
I didn't know if Victoria's walls had finally crumbled or if it was the result of temporary arousal. Either way, I was ecstatic. Knowing what I know now, I like to imagine Carlos was frolicking and bouncing about in John's rooms, losing his mind in euphoria and cheering with his friend.
Victoria updated me with the newest screenshot.
"I'm alone in my house rn..."
"Really? Can I come over? ;)" John asked.
"Up to you..."
"I want to! When can I?"
"Does 9 work?" "Can you get here in 30?"
Even at the time, it wasn't lost on me how quickly everything was moving. I chalked it up to the low inhibitions of insatiably horny people. I never considered it was a well-practiced woman executing a plan.
The boys were as oblivious as I was, and just as eager. "You're such a slut ;) Can you please wear that bikini from your photo?"
Victoria's blue response read, "Get here in 20... I'll wear something sluttier ;)"
"I'm heading right over! :)"
Ironically, Victoria had to put on clothes to look slutty. She sent me a flurry of chat messages, and I could practically feel her heart fluttering from thousands of miles away.
Though, her angst didn't come from her booty call with her son's bold friend. She was wired from the confirmation Carlos was fully aware and in cahoots with John. She knew Carlos was hanging with John. The only way John would be free to come over would be if Carlos were coming with him. It wasn't like John could announce he was leaving his house for an hour — Carlos would simply go home... exactly to where John was headed.
"I'm doing this... Should I do this?" "What do I do when he gets here?"
I refused to acknowledge any other ending than her having sex with John. "What are you gonna wear for him? Snap it to me :)"
The nine-minute wait was an eternity. But it was worth it. Victoria didn't reward me with a photo — but rather a short video. She swayed back and forth in front of her full-length mirror. I inhaled the essence of her sheer, black bra and thong. Watching the delicate, lacy material trace the curves of her moving body was gripping.
"I'm about to jerk off to you," I confessed.
"Lol... No! You need to think straight... Cause I can't lol." Both of us were far beyond thinking straight. "Should I send a video like that to John?"
My first instinct was to tell her no, let him be surprised. But nothing could spoil John's enchantment and shock. Plus, I craved another video. "Yeah! Go for it :) Maybe add a flirty caption?"
Two minutes later, at 8:47 West Coast time, a new purple box appeared on my Snapchat Chats screen. The video was about the same, but with a sultry kissing face. Apparently, "flirty" had a different meaning to Victoria than it did to me. The white text of her caption read, "How a slut dresses... When she's about to suck and fuck a cock ;)"
Victoria's salaciousness and willingness continued to surprise me. She was naughty, she had constant encouragement, and she was ready. Out of concern for the general public's safety, I hope John and Carlos were sitting at a stoplight when they opened her video. Her next one — an unprompted one — was more accident-inducing. I kicked and rolled in my bed. I can't imagine being behind the wheel.
Standing in front of the mirror, Victoria held another banana (or maybe the other end of the same one), and she rolled her pink, flat tongue around the tip before plunging it into her mouth. The caption read, "Just practicing ;)" Her talent and experience were self-evident.
"I want to fuck you so bad! I'm 5 minutes away!"
Victoria flirted back, "Yeah? Get here and take it ;)"
In my head, I was configuring the logistics of a short trip to California.
----
Everything you read above was easy for me to write. I more or less transcribed and edited all of our saved chats, screenshots, and recordings. Since I didn't chat much with Victoria over the following half-hour, the majority of the in-person dialogue was left to my imagination.
But, unlike my first account of this story, I have the Zoom call to illuminate me with new context, detail, and understanding. So, I'm not simply relying on the messages she sent me afterward that night. Given everything I now know, and given her credible corrections, I believe this is the most accurate and sensual narrative I can reasonably offer you.
*****
John pulled into the lit driveway of the coastal house. With help from the dark sky, Carlos crouched in the back seat. "I'm here :)" John messaged Victoria.
Rather than greet him at the front door, she instructed, "The door is unlocked... I'm upstairs in my room."
For Carlos, this was the best news possible. Sneaking into the house to watch became infinitely easier. When Victoria heard the jar open, she knew there were three men in the house, and her job was to pretend there was only one. It was difficult to do under unprecedented circumstances. She shook out her wrists as she paced.
Victoria hardly replied to my onslaught of chat boxes. I understood why, though. She was likely in front of her mirror, making irrelevant adjustments to her sheer lingerie, trying to distract herself from the sound of the boys downstairs. Where was her husband? Likely in a nearby room, perhaps watching through a camera, or merely holding an ear to the door.
As the stairs began to creak, Victoria, husbandless and alone in her room, sent me one last frantic-looking Snapchat picture. It was taken in a rush, from her chest up, with her hand lazily shielding her eyes. "He's coming! Help!"
I don't know what help she expected from me. I could only help her lighten up and laugh at her nerves. I shared a selfie where I gave her a thumbs up and smiled. In the teasing words of a former coworker, I offered, "You'll do great! Don't forget to wear a condom!"
Victoria's reply was instant. "Fuck you... I'm losing my mind."
Those were the last words I heard from her for some time. John's knuckles hitting her bedroom door were sending an echo off the walls around her. Every logical impulse begged her to freeze and pretend she wasn't home, telling her to invent a bullshit excuse that it was a drunken prank.
But John wasn't going to be deterred. He softly knocked again. "Mrs. Santos?" His tone was hushed as if her husband could still somehow hear. "It's me? Are you here?"
With a deep breath, Victoria accepted her fate. She was in a knot of fear, anxiety, excitement, arousal, and adrenaline. Her bare feet shuffled across a faded rug on her way to the door. She opened it to her son's muscular best friend.
"Wow..." he stared dumbly.
Victoria blushed and beamed. She felt more comfortable. After all, she was the experienced adult, and John was a scared boy way out of his depth.
The young man had dressed carefully, with a green striped tank top to show off his muscles, khaki shorts, flip-flops, and recently combed hair. But Victoria's attention was over his shoulder, looking down the hallway. There were no signs of Carlos hiding in the background yet. There was only John admiring her black, lace bra and thong.
"I guess you should come in," she invited, forcing a giggle.
"This is exciting! I can't believe we're doing this. I've thought about you like this for forever now," he laughed as he stepped into the bedroom.
"I know. I can't either," Victoria chuckled. Inside, she was trembling. There were still no signs of her son beyond the open doorway. John appeared to be checking behind him as well as if to make sure everything outside the room was okay.
"So... How do we, like, do this? Hah! I'm, like, allowed to touch you?" he asked. "Can I please touch you?" (According to Victoria, it was like John was proposing marriage. "He was all nervous... It was hilarious and cute.")
With a nod, she took his hand and placed it on her boob. "Do you like it?" she smiled. John touched her like she was fragile art at a museum. It felt good, but Victoria was mainly focused on Carlos. She wanted to ask John if Carlos was there with him, but she didn't want to risk freaking him out yet.
John's hands grew more comfortable and entitled to her firm tits. Victoria enjoyed watching and feeling the young, inexperienced man touch her. Her pussy became wetter and wetter. Victoria loved sex and sensuality more than most. "Do you wanna make out?" she offered.
Even for Victoria, this was a bizarre situation. She was about to kiss her son's friend, and she had no idea if her son was watching. But the possibility turned her on. She hung her arms over John's shoulders and let him grab the sides of her body. Her hip moved into his thigh, and they locked lips. It was playful, tingly, and spirited.
The moment she felt his erection pressing into her, she split into a smile — but not just for the normal reason. Two years later, over Zoom, Victoria jubilantly recalled, "I fucking knew the cock they were sending me was my son's! Hahaha! It made me all happy. I was like, I got you now!"
She couldn't resist any longer. She broke her kiss with John and whispered, "Did you come here alone?" He went flush, and his eyes went wide. "It's okay if you didn't, hehe! I just want to know."
The guilty teenager didn't share her giddiness. He was horrified and speechless, as he dryly moved his jaw.
Victoria grinned brightly and pushed him. "Is it Carlos? It's okay if it is." (Victoria told me over our video call, "When he kept saying nothing like that... And how his face looked... I knew!" She laughed and clapped. "But then I got all nervous, but I was like, 'No, I'm going to do this.' I really wanted it!")
"Uhhh..."
"If it's him, you can go ask him to come here. He doesn't have to stay away..."
John swallowed and nodded before leaving the room. Watching him leave to get Carlos was an out-of-body experience for Victoria. It was like somebody else was controlling her vocal cords and movements.
John meandered down the hallway until he turned toward the stairwell. He stood at the top landing and had a hushed discussion with someone hidden behind the corner wall.
The moment Victoria saw her son's lowered head appear, she spasmed, and her knees went weak. Her breasts swelled to the point of hurting, and her pussy juice leaked onto her thighs.
Carlos avoided eye contact as he came toward her in the hardwood hallway. He held his arm and averted his gaze when he entered the bedroom.
("He was so scared, but it made me fall in love with him even more," Victoria fondly told me, laughing a bit. "I was so proud of him! He was so cute.")
The mother and son stood facing each other, living through a surreal moment of silence. Victoria then spoke, "Hey, mijo, what are you doing here?"



Carlos never even attempted to speak. He was frozen. "He wants the same thing I do," John answered defiantly — like he was making a stand for his friend.
"Yeah? ¿Es verdad, Carlitos?" Her son nodded, and a weightless energy pumped through her limbs. She had never felt this way before.
She studied him, running her eyes over his blue tank top and khaki shorts. His dark hair was short but messy nonetheless. "Did you see all of the texts I sent? And the videos?"
"Yeah."
"What did you think? Sorry if they freaked you out, haha! I thought you'd like them."
Finally, Carlos lifted his chin and looked down at her face. He went from confused, to surprised, to amazed. "You knew I could see them?"
"Of course..." she crossed her arms and twisted. "I was liking the pics you sent me." Instantly, her son's cheeks burned maroon. "Show me," she ordered.
"What?"
"Show me your dick," she smiled.
"Really?" Carlos's face was one his mom would never forget.
Victoria tugged at his waistband, just enough to encourage him to deal with the rest. He threw his shorts and boxers down to his ankles before tucking his tank top behind his solid erection.
The mother's mouth went dry, and she was filled with happiness. She was happy for him, proud of him. And she was excited for herself. ("He has a really beautiful cock..." Victoria told me over our video call, "...and I'm not just saying that."
The erect cock was smooth, long, and tan. It pointed eagerly at the ceiling in front of his slender frame. "It's better than the photos," Victoria complimented.
Carlos shyly grinned. He was visibly shaking as he joked, "Is it as big as the banana?"
Feminine laughter echoed off the white walls. Carlos joined her in laughing, and John did as well. "Not quite..." she winked, "...but you're hung! Very handsome."
As lovely as the mother-son connection may have been, John was still equally as horny as they were. He was understanding of the situation, but he, too, wanted validation and attention from the gorgeous woman.
"So, are you still gonna fuck me?" he questioned.
Victoria was the focal point of two lustful, young men. And there were no doubts as to why they were all there. Her dream had been to fuck Carlos tonight. John was an aid to the fantasy — the friend she needed to take some of the edge off every step of the way. But he was part of the fantasy, nevertheless.
"Will you tell anyone?"
"No, Mrs. Santos, I swear! I swear to God," John pleaded. "I won't tell anyone about you guys, either. Please, believe me. You can trust me. Carlos will tell you."
Victoria looked over at her son, who dutifully nodded. Victoria but a smile and his hand. "I know YOU won't tell anyone." When Carlos chuckled, Victoria couldn't help herself. She kissed him.
("It was unbelievable... Weird at first, to be honest, haha!" She told me about the kiss.) Her lips touched her son's, elevating them both into a new type of high. It was short but special.
Flirtatiously, Victoria stayed close to Carlos while she turned to John. "Take your shorts off. Let me see."
Like his friend, John was naked from the waist down in seconds. He stared at Victoria to await her judgment.
"Well... You're bigger than my husband..." Victoria mulled, lying to her young guest. (It was her go-to compliment. Over our Zoom call, she bet me I was bigger than her husband. She had no reason to believe that.) "I did promise this to you if you came over..." she shrugged.
Before John could celebrate, Victoria stepped to her side and planted her lips on his. He kissed her back, so she kissed him harder. Then she looked back at Carlos and kissed him more intensely. Then she touched his cock, making him jump. She did the same to John before telling the boys to remove their tops.
They shed their clothes frantically. With a red, heaving chest, Victoria watched them. Mainly, she watched her cute, naked son. He wasn't bulky, but he was lean, toned, and attractive.
"This is fun! Hehe!" She joined the boys in a shared giggle, melting the tension.
Victoria kissed Carlos again, gently making out with him. Her skin likely smelled like ocean salt and perfume, and his like sex sweat. He jumped as she rubbed his cock with the palm of her hand. His hands tentatively found her hips, and Victoria pulled away.
Carlos's round, brown eyes were on her large cleavage and black lingerie. "Wanna feel?" Victoria asked. She took his right hand and placed it on her left tit. She taps her toes and gasped slightly.
As she watched him enjoy her, she unclasped her bra behind her back and let the cups fall from her chest. Finally, as she had imagined for a long time, Victoria was topless in front of her son.
"Mom, you're really hot." Carlos had a lump in his throat and Victoria had a squeal in hers.
They kissed again, more fervently and closely than before. Their flesh came together and hips and chests pushed against each other. The son's hands explored her features. The mom held the small of his back while firmly grasping his heated, iron-bar cock.
Carlos panted, grunting softly. Victoria pumped him, letting them both get used to the feeling. ("It was like being drunk..." she reminisced, "...in a good way.") He lowered his head to kiss her neck and top of her chest. Victoria moaned and cooed for him. Her moans became involuntary when his mouth found her erect nipples. "Not so hard — just lips and tongue," she corrected him.
"You're, like... perfect," the son breathed.
It was the small comments, the small actions that drove Victoria wild. She loved knowing how badly he wanted her and needed her. Suddenly, she leaned away from him and dropped to her knees, kissing his lean body with her thick lips on her way down.
"Oh my God, mom!" Carlos fawned, as his mom took his erect cock in her mouth.
Victoria glanced up at his face and sucked him beautifully. She tasted her son's sweaty and leaking cock, letting the sharp, salty notes slosh on her flat tongue. She hummed and exuded happiness from her brown eyes, wanting him to feel her pleasure and desire for him.
"This is so good..."
"Mmm!" Victoria grinned with her eyes.
"You really are slut."
That statement was much different in person than it was over the phone. Carlos's bubbled, trembling cheeks showed that he felt the difference, too. Victoria expressed her shock, but she secretly loved hearing it.
As each blow became sharper and her saliva thickened with goo, Victoria popped her mouth off and giggled, "Please don't cum yet!"
"Ahh. I'm tryin' not to," Carlos promised. He was in dreamland.
Victoria blinked and she remembered her son's friend. Her son needed a break from her mouth, and it reminded her they weren't there alone. Victoria recalled over Zoom: "I kinda forgot about him for a while, aha! You know how it is. (No, I didn't.) I looked at [John] and he was jerking it, so I was like, Well... I gotta do something, right?"
Victoria grabbed John's shaft and took control of his cock. With one in each hand, she stroked the boys. The three of them breathed shortly and steamily. They said simple things to each other to voice their pleasure and to stimulate themselves even more. To this day, Victoria can vividly describe the sensation of both boys fondling her tits at the same time while she masturbated their cocks.
"So... Who's first?"
The boys turned to each other. They knew what she was asking. John yielded to Carlos. After all, she was his mom. Carlos was stuck. He didn't know the etiquette or what his mom wanted him to say. So, he stood there and stared at her to help him.
Fortunately, the mother knew her son. She licked his cock once more, stood up, and kissed his lips. "Come."
Carlos held her hand and followed her to her bed. She gestured for him to sit down, and he did so. He then watched her step out of her black thong and become freely nude for him. There were no tan lines below her waist. He nervously laughed, as did Victoria.
As Victoria approached the bed, Carlos reclined onto his back and elbows. "Oh... You want me to ride you, huh?" Her son was unsure what to say, but Victoria straddled his hips on the mattress anyway. "I had a feeling..." she squeezed his arms and leaned down to meet his lips.
"Why, uh... Why did you have a feeling?" Carlos was trembling, trapped under her naked body.
"You always liked my tits, and this is the best way to watch them, hehe!"
Carlos blushed. "Oh..."
Victoria sat up on her knees and tilted her son's cock into the air, guiding it toward her open, pink pussy. In one smooth motion, she accepted his full length, lowering her butt onto his lap.
"There's nothing like it. Ever. I don't even know how to say it..." Victoria tried to explain to me over Zoom. "Knowing he was inside me... It was really weird, haha! But natural, too! I guess it was like a relief, you know? (No, I didn't.)
Carlos's eyes were like saucers. He was just a high school kid, and this was beyond anything he ever thought possible. Victoria showed no restraint as she sensually bucked on his cock once. "Mmm! Yeah!"
"Woah-ohh..." Carlos gasped.
"You have a fucking sexy cock, mijo," she gushed. She watched her son swell with confidence.
"Is it the biggest one you've been with?"
"Haha!" Victoria threw her head back and tossed her hair. She loved her son, so there was no reason to lie. "Of course not! I'm slutty, remember?" she winked. "Yours feels the best, though. I mean it. Perfect size."
Carlos glowed and impatiently flexed his hips. Victoria smiled wildly and then fucked her son. They had been horny, flirting, and feverish for hours. And the mom and son desperately needed relief from the other.
Their bodies collided again and again, as Victoria rode him cowgirl style. Her ass slapped onto his thighs, and his eyes, with pure pleasure, were locked onto her bouncing, round tits. Like it was second nature, she worked his cock with her pussy, treating him with extra care while building up more friction.
She soon fell over and landed with her chest on his. He brought his knees up behind her and thrust into her, lurching her on his body. Victoria responded by grinding powerfully into his cock, seducing him into bucking his hips like crazy. The mom and son made out whenever they could.
They became so sweaty, she was practically sliding on him as the wooden bedframe rocked and thumped in the bedroom.
"I knew he was about to jizz," Victoria recalled. "His face was all like this," she mimed a scrunching motion with her hands. "I was like, Please... Go as fast as you want, haha!"
She rolled over and let Carlos get on top. He slipped back inside and flopped and thrust with all his energy. Victoria could do nothing but writhe and moan, absorbing the ceaseless sensations of her son fucking her as if his life depended on it.
It may not have been the slow, educational group sex Victoria had been planning for, but it was the sex they needed. Spreading her legs wider, Victoria brought her knees back toward her head. "Fuck! Yesss! C'mon, love! C'mon, mijo. Give it to me!"
"Errr! You're so fucking hot, mom," he grunted. "I love you so much. Uhh!"
"Yeah, yeah! Mmm, fuck me, mijo! Cum in me deep!"
She saw her son squint, and then hot cum began shooting into her flooded pussy. The psychological stimulation of the incest, her love for her son, and the feeling of his pumping shaft and cockhead inside her were too much. Victoria wrapped her legs around his butt and shook underneath his weight.
They squeezed each other tightly while they gasped for air and shrieked. When Victoria's muscles finally relaxed, Carlos slipped out of her and collapsed on top of her. They caught their breaths, with their sweaty, hot, heaving bodies smooshed together. Both were seeing stars.
Victoria opened her eyes and puckered her lips until her son hazily kissed them. As much as she wanted to lie there with her son, stroking his back until he recovered to full health, Victoria had a previous commitment — one she knew would become more awkward if she let herself come down from her high.
"Are you okay?"
"Yeah," Carlos whispered.
"Good." Victoria pecked his lips and grinned. She then rolled her head to the other side and looked at John. He was buck-naked and rubbing himself, hovering near the bed but keeping a respectful distance. "How are you doing?"
"Good," John nodded. His throbbing cock was as red as his face. The erotic scene had him worked up.
Victoria could tell he wanted to know his fate. She knew her son had to be curious as well. But Victoria was already certain her son would be a fan of her next task. "You'll get what you came here for..." She coyly pursed her lips.
John stood at attention, and Victoria tilted her head toward her son's giggle. She kissed him lovingly, oddly proud of his maturity and friendship. Carlos dramatically rolled off of her and touched her until she was on her feet. Victoria gave his hand a fond, longing squeeze before walking away.
"Sorry!" She sympathetically frowned at John. "I didn't mean to get caught up and ignore you like that."
"It's okay," John nodded. Her apology was insincere, and he didn't care. But even if he had cared, all was forgiven when Victoria playfully kissed his lips and grabbed his cock.
"Are you ready?!" Her son's friend lit up and attacked her with his hands and mouth. "Hehe! Hold on!" Victoria shook her head. "Here..." She pulled his arm and led him out onto the balcony overlooking the water. Her body was baking, she was exhausted, and she needed the cool wind to wake her up. Plus, the exposure to the outdoors, even at night, was a rush.
Victoria let her young, horny acquaintance feel her up on the balcony. The physical stimulation turned her on, and she closed her eyes to make out with John. She could only think about what she had just done with her son.
She knew full well Carlos could easily see them from the bed, so there was no point in moving off the balcony. Quickly, Victoria ran inside to her nightstand to grab a condom. After rolling it down John's erection, she spun around and grabbed the railing.
Without needing to instruct him, John situated himself behind her and nestled into her firm butt, trying to angle his cockhead into her pussy. Victoria leaned forward more to help him. As she later explained to me over our video call, "I was, like, Why not let him do the work? He's younger, haha!"
As she held the railing and looked out over the dark ocean, John fucked her from behind, grappling with her tits and thighs as he did so. He had no control over his pace, which was fine with Victoria. She encouraged him to jam his cock inside her faster and harder. "Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! Mmm!"
John grunted loudly and gasped.
"Fuck! You ready to cum?" Victoria turned her forehead into his chest.
"Yeah, Mrs. Santos!"
"Hehe!" She pushed him off of her and pulled him back inside. There, she shoved him onto the bed next to her son. She shared a glance with Carlos before kneeling between John's parted legs and pulling off his glistening condom.
The handjob was a skilled and well-practiced massage. It was fun to drive John crazy — mainly because she spent most of the time watching Carlos react to her erotic behavior.
As Victoria explained to me years later: "When I was texting with him, he said something about cumming on my face, for sure. That was why I did that, aha! There was NO WAY I would have done it otherwise. So... Yeah... I did, like, the best I could for him without letting any get in my mouth, you know?"
(I still had my screenshot of the Snap Victoria sent me after she finished with John. Regardless of what she said to me years afterward, I can tell you, what she did for John was not simply her meeting a promise. It was done to impress her son. And, mostly, it was done for herself.)
As John squirmed and reached his breaking point, Victoria pumped him rapidly. The first ropes hit her bare chest. Victoria squealed before quickly pressing her cheek into his erupting cock. She hilariously rolled her neck and smeared the spewing cockhead all around her face, coating her nose and forehead as well.
When John surrendered, Victoria sat back on her ass and giggled at the ceiling. Carlos laughed with his jaw dropped. John's heaves and moans filled the room, and Victoria understood what he wanted when he hazily reached out with his limp hand. She smiled and offered him the peck on the lips he wanted before cozying up next to her son. "So... That was fun! Hehe!"
----
It was a little over twenty-five minutes between when Victoria sent her final chat message and when she sent me the Snapchat of her facialized cheeks and nose. Her eyes were proud, her face was blotchy and exhausted, and she looked purely stunned.
I still was skeptical. Despite the blatant evidence I had accumulated, I couldn't believe her. It was unprecedented, sensational — a rarity I will never see again. Mainly, I doubted her because I didn't yet understand her relationship with her husband.
I demanded that she send me a Snapchat with her son in it, and she complied. There was one subtly taken, like she had snuck the picture, with the side of her son's adolescent head resting against her shoulder. She proudly sent another with two young men, a tan one like her and a white one, standing with their backs to the camera in the background. (I later asked her to show me a family photo over Zoom, and because I never saw her son's face in the Snaps — only his ears — all I can say is, I couldn't find any discrepancies.)
Regardless, the only evidence needed to convince me was the first photo Victoria sent me. She looked scared, thrilled, relieved, and deliriously happy. It was like a million thoughts were racing behind her eyes. It's difficult to express with words in a story, but I knew it was true the moment I saw it. The caption read, "I just fucked my son"
Why did Victoria think to message me, the anonymous erotica writer, right after she experienced a life-changing moment? I don't think she did. I'm guessing she looked at her phone, maybe to see if there were any messages from her husband, and she saw several unopened notifications from me. And I'm guessing she needed to tell someone her secret.
*****
In Victoria and her husband's bedroom, the boys took turns showering. Victoria cleaned herself with a wet towel, delighted and overwhelmed by what she had done. There would be consequences, but she had done the right thing.
She talked to Carlos and kissed him more while John showered. While Carlos showered, John thanked Mrs. Santos profusely and apologized for lying about not telling Carlos about their sexting. (I'm guessing Victoria forgave him.)
Soon, it was time for John to go home, and it was time for Victoria to have sex with her son again — something he'd get used to in the days to come. After a wonderful round two, the mother and son lay in bed together and talked for a long time, even about random, non-sexual subjects. As Victoria later phrased it over Zoom: "Yes... He's still my little buddy."
----
Two years later, when I asked Victoria dozens of questions, one of them was if she and John ever used each other as "text fucking" partners. She laughed and clapped. "Like, I don't use him. But sometimes he uses me, haha! So, you know, sometimes if I'm bored or have the time, I'll help him out."
I also asked a more serious question about how Carlos reacted to his dad knowing the whole time and if he got jealous over her playing with other men. At this point in our conversation, Victoria had begrudgingly given up on the "cheating housewife" bit, and she answered honestly. "Right after, like... for a little bit, that stuff annoyed him — even when it was his dad. Boys are like that, you know? (I did). But he's a smart boy. He grew out of it fast. I just kept telling about the stuff I did, and I think he realized he was getting it way better, haha!" Victoria swayed her shoulders proudly and dignifiedly. "Yeah, so... Yeah, he doesn't care at all, for sure. He even asks me if [John] can come over too sometimes... and to play the Playstation, aha!"



I asked Victoria if she had any plans to seduce more of her son's friends — or had done so already. "No!" she waved and guarded with her hands. "That's too much. One isss enough. It's already too fucking crazy with one."
At one point, I tried to bait Victoria by asking her how her husband felt about sharing her with their son. Victoria nearly answered, but then her chin turned to her left, and she shook her head. "Why do you ask so many questions about my husband, haha? He's a good dad. Don't worry about him."
Fair enough.
----
The night of John and Carlos's visit, Victoria and I were talking late. It was eleven o'clock her time, and two in the morning where I was.
"How's it feel knowing you banged your son? :)"
"Oh, God... Lol..." "It was the best."
"Really? :)"
"Yeah... It was better than I thought..." "I thought it would be amazing too... Lol" "Weird to think about... But I'm happy"
I fully expected it to be better than she had imagined. There was nothing else she could experience like it. The taboo and change in their relationship couldn't be truly accounted for in her fantasies. Before I could respond to her message, she added, "I don't know how to handle him now lol"
"Just keep fucking him!" I suggested.
"No kidding... Lol." "I don't want my hubby to know :/"
"Just use Snapchat." "Make sure you send the sexy ones to me ;)"
"Lol... You will get your presents for helping..."
":) Thank you!" "How blown away is your son right now that he got to fuck you?"
"He was blown away each time ;)"
::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
I didn't get many "presents" from Victoria. In the following weeks, we talked less and less until we no longer talked at all. Soon thereafter, I wrote and published the first account of this story on Literotica. I did so without Victoria's permission, and I feel bad about it, despite her being pleased with it years later.
This time, she did give me her blessing, and I appreciate it greatly. It also allowed me to write a more accurate and stronger account. It's her story, and it wasn't mine to take.
If and when "Victoria" reads this... Hi! And thank you :) Let me know when you see this. I hope I did your story more justice than last time. At the very least, I hope it makes you laugh again.
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Spencer Gatlin loved computers, and not just because he could watch sexy women fuck online. Computers provided a way for his curious mind to solve real problems.
By the age of sixteen, Spencer had taught himself how to defeat spear-fishing viruses, once saving his history teacher's laptop. By seventeen, he was head of his high school's computer science club. By eighteen, he was working for his dad's law firm, shielding client financial records.
That same year, he stumbled onto a small overseas hacking operation and reported it to the FBI. His college résumé was a proverbial panty dropper. It was enough to win him a scholarship to the University of Southern California, in nearby Los Angeles. While money was no issue for his family, Spencer was proud to earn his own way.
But that was his childhood. The past.
Home for the summer after his freshman year, Spencer was readjusting to life at home. Santa Ana was only an hour from campus, so the scenery was mostly the same — palm trees, hot sun, congested highways.
Many of his old high school friends were interning for the summer, but Spencer was doing freelance cybersecurity work. He had few clients, but at $60 an hour, he was doing well for a nineteen-year-old. Just as importantly, he was still free to go out at night.
In his affluent hometown, a spoiled kid was always throwing an unsupervised house party somewhere. Most of the parties were wild and drunken shitshows, and Spencer made a point of attending them once or twice a week.
In one way, the parties were better now that he had a year of college under his belt. He was more sociable, he handled his liquor better, and he was more impressive.
Living in a generation where nerdom was cool, an outgoing tech and sci-fi junkie like Spencer made friends easily. And his recent physical growth, seen in his broadened chest and modern, but maturely parted, walnut hair made him a frequent target for scantily dressed young women looking for a man to help her finish her red cup and take her somewhere alone.
But the parties were also sadder. College had broadened Spencer's worldview, matured him, and challenged him. Getting high and shitfaced at two in the morning slowly lost its appeal. As did his high school friends.
Ironically, at home was where Spencer was at his happiest. His parents were actually treating him like an adult. If he left the house, they didn't ask where was going or when he'd be back. They trusted him. They were relaxed around him. They seemed younger than they did before he left. Spencer jokingly wondered how much of a toll his "smartass" phase had taken on them.
But those were the early days of summer. The past.


*****1


In a sunlit living room, Spencer sat hunched over an ottoman as he pounded away on his laptop. Writing a client report was not his preferred way to spend a Saturday afternoon, but being a freelancer meant meeting deadlines by himself.
"Hey, Spence, how's it going?"
"Hmm?"
"How's work going? Do you have plans to go out, or are you gonna sit there all day?"
Slowly, a pair of skeptical, blue eyes nudged Spencer out of his digital trance. "Wait, what?"
"Haha! Do you have plans to go out? C'mon, I'm trying to do my job and be nosey. You're not helping."
Spencer chuckled with his mom. After being away, he realized how much of a curiosity she was. She had the crisp, blonde hair, the elegant, balletic figure, and the sculpted, triangular face of a refined daughter from money. And yet, she was one of the most disarming and down-to-earth people Spencer knew.
Maybe it was the fact she didn't care about the darker strands lurking beneath her long hair, or maybe it was her walking around the house in rumpled designer clothes and bare feet, or maybe it was her lack of interest in personal drama, but Spencer had always viewed his mom as a hippyish figure.
He had seen, at fancy dinner events, how his mom's breasts in an expensive dress led to leering men getting death stares from their wives. But it was her in casual clothes, like mom jeans and her workout tights, that made Spencer a target for his friends' teasing. In short, his mom Breanna was the exact wife you would expect a handsome and successful lawyer to find amidst a haze of pot smoke at an undergrad party at Stanford while going back to get his MBA.
"Umm..." He switched gears and remembered his mom's question. "No, not yet. I don't think I'm going out tonight. We went pretty hard last night. Zach said he's still hungover in bed, hah!"
"Oh... Maybe you should go to his house tonight and hang with him then since he's not feeling well."
Spencer was impressed with his parents for making it to July before questioning his plan; though, it was odd for his mom to be recommending plans to him. She was usually the "chill" parent, the one joking around and encouraging him not to stress about school and work. Also, her outfit was odd. She was in sporty leggings and an athletic top, dressed for the gym. On Saturday. Her job was doing PR for his dad's law firm, which meant she was often bored at home. Still, she usually relaxed on weekends.
"I guess I can text Zach. Maybe he'll wanna hang," Spencer mused, and turned back to his work.
"You 'guess' you could...?" His mom voiced. "C'mon, hun, you're nineteen. You shouldn't be spending Saturday home alone."
"I go out all the time!" Spencer popped up, defensively. If anything he had been partying too often. "And, wait, why would I be alone? Are you and dad headed somewhere?"
Breanna opened her lip and tapped on the kitchen island. "Uh, yes, we are actually. Do you remember Mr. Commons? From your dad's firm?"
"Woah! Did he die?"
"Wha- Why- No! He's not even that old!" Breanna held her cracking face. "He invited us to a cocktail party, and we're going."
"Oh. Wait... Dad actually talks to him again? And I thought he moved to Florida?"
"Eh... They talk a little," she winced. "Mr. Commons splits his time between here and Florida now, and he's here for the summer. I've been encouraging your father to play nice."
Suddenly, the other times Spencer had seen his parents getting dressed in fancy formal wear this summer made sense. He never asked them where they were going, not wanting them to start returning the favor. "Ah. That's sweet they're talking again, though. I always thought what happened was pretty stupid."
"Yeah, me too." Breanna thought for a moment. "I think they were both tired of fighting. After your dad dropped his countersuit, I think Malcolm started inviting us over as a way to extend an olive branch. I mean, sometimes I have to drag your father there for his own good, but I think he enjoys seeing him once he's there."
"They're probably just hoping for the other to do something stupid at the parties so they can sue again." His mom immediately erupted in laughter, shaking her head. He imagined the same thought had crossed her mind before.
Riding the high of nailing the punchline, Spencer returned to his work. But his mom interrupted again, "So, yeah, you should see what Zach's up to tonight. I'm sure he'd like the company."
Turning back with a huff, Spencer saw his mom taking a swig of water. A droplet fell from her metal bottle onto her boob and ran into her cleavage behind her blue compression top. Blinking, Spencer nodded at her. "Alright, I'll see what he's up to."


*****2


As the shadows in the living room grew longer, Spencer moved into the study, where he heard a knock on the door. "Hey, Spence..." It was his dad. "Your mom told me you're going to Zach's tonight?"
Why the hell is he asking now? Spencer wondered. He recognized the tone as the same dry, half-hearted one his dad used whenever speaking to him at his mom's request.
"Well, I was gonna. Then he had to go to the movies with Jen and her parents. It's fine, I don't feel like going out anyway."
"Ah. That's a bummer. Well, if that's the case, are you free to go to Fast Market to pick up some orange juice? We polished it off at breakfast, and your mom and I won't have time to get there before it closes."
"Umm..."
"It would be a big help."
He bemoaned the chore, but his parents asked very little of him. "Yeah, no problem. I'll head there later."
"Thanks. I believe they close at eight-thirty on weekends, so don't wait too long."
There's no fucking way... Spencer muttered, bringing up Fast Market's website on his laptop. There were no hours listed, and the site looked like it had last been updated in preparation for Y2K. "Dad, I'm like ninety-nine percent sure I've been there after midnight on Saturdays."
His dad lectured through the door, with his patented lawyer-dad lingo, "Pretty sure isn't sure..."
It was pointless to argue. Spencer opened the door and strode past his dad. "Thank you," he heard, making him sigh.
----
Minutes later, Spencer pulled into the parking lot of Fast Market. The first thing he did was read the hours on the door. "Eight-thirty, my ass!" With a roll of his eyes, he entered the twenty-four-seven convenience store.
Considering this was the first and only time he'd be out of the house for the day, Spencer performed his due diligence selecting the orange juice. He picked the pulp level he imagined would least likely draw a passive comment from his dad during breakfast.
"Have you seen the new one yet?"
Spencer tilted his chin at the cashier, and then realized he was excited about his shirt. "Oh! No, man, I haven't." Spencer hadn't yet seen the new season of Green Arrow, a DC Comics show. "My buddy Zach is up-to-date but I'm still a season back. I'll catch up soon, though!"
----
Humming along to R&B music, Spencer drove home under an orange and dark blue sky. As he turned onto his street, he could see his parents' tiny silhouettes in the driveway.
They appeared to be running late, and Spencer's headlights flashed against his dad just as he ducked into his sports car. The engine purred instantly, and the brake lights glowed red. His mom popped up from behind the passenger side, and she stared into his oncoming windshield like a deer in headlights.
She was wearing a tan trench coat over her dress — in the summer. And her blonde hair was tied up behind her. She never wears it like that, Spencer thought.
As he reached the driveway, his mom swung the passenger door open and stumbled. Fortunately, she landed in the car instead of on the brick. Spencer looked through his dad's window and saw that his mom was still leaning out of her open door while they backed out of the driveway.
He whipped his head around to see if she'd shut the door before it hit a stone lighting pillar. She did, just barely. Then they drove off in the opposite direction.
What the hell was that...? Did they misread the invitation? Were they supposed to show up with a dish at a certain time?
Parked in front of his house, in the again quiet dusk, Spencer's gut felt queasy. Low-acidity juice in hand, he stepped out into the warm breeze. He racked his brain for an explanation.
Deep in thought, he nearly missed the object sparkling on the patterned brick. He walked across the driveway and squatted down, and picked up the shoe.
The teenage son inspected the brown heel, rotating it in his hands. With its criss-cross, golden straps, it looked like what an ancient Roman gladiator would wear on a fashion runway. It was a mesh between a step-in sandal and a designer heel.
While it explained his mom's stumble, it didn't explain why she didn't just tell his dad to stop the damn car. How late can you be where you'd rather show up in one high heel?
This was no coincidence. All of his parents' odd behavior had to be related... somehow. They had rushed out of the driveway to avoid talking to him, and Spencer had a nagging suspicion that his mom was behind it.
The thought of being left in the dark hurt worse after the trust his parents had shown him this summer.
"Hmm..." Every instinct and fiber of his nature told him to investigate. Spencer chewed his pink lip as he stared at his car. "Fuck it."
He jumped back into his silver sedan, threw the OJ and strappy heel into the passenger seat, and buckled up. He quickly found three addresses for a Malcolm Commons in the county. For all knew, his mom had lied about where they were going, but this was all he had.
"That's not too bad. An hour at most." He tapped on the first address and it opened in his GPS. Then he was off.
----
The first house was the most isolated and took twenty-five minutes to reach. Like most homes in the area, it was large, prominent, and had a terracotta roof. An old woman was listening to a radio on the porch. It was not the right Commons residence.
The failure only motivated Spencer more. Adrenaline pumped through his veins, and his toes wiggled in his sneakers. He stepped on the accelerator.
The final two homes were within blocks of each other. He glanced at the gold and bronze heel in the passenger seat, trying to picture his mom wearing it. But it didn't fit.
Down another dark, quiet, lamp-lit street, Spencer cruised with his head on a swivel. He squinted through his rolled-down windows as the sweet aroma of gardens and manicured grass were carried by the salty breeze.
When his GPS announced he had arrived at his destination, Spencer was let down again, this time by a For Sale sign in front of a lifeless house. Doubt started to creep in.
His mom had bent the truth before, but always for an innocent reason. She did it to surprise him or to spare his feelings, but always with remarkable ease. The only way Spencer may ever know if she was lying tonight was to see it for himself.
He followed the route to the final address. And as he turned down into the cul-de-sac, he was greeted by a line of parked cars on each side of the street. Five stately homes were spaced evenly down the long inlet, with only the one at the end emitting light from all of its windows.
Having been dragged to soirées before when he was little, Spencer recognized his mom had told the truth. Still, his pulse quickened. The nagging voice in the back of his head was still unsatisfied. Why was his mom so off today?
Spencer parallel parked at the back of a line, and he estimated there were twenty cars between him and the house. Quietly, he opened his door and put his sneakers on the asphalt. There was nothing illegal about walking down the street, but he could hear his heartbeat in his ears as he crept behind the cover of the parked cars.
"There it is," he mumbled. Across the street, he spotted his dad's unmistakable pearl-white sports car.
On the day Spencer had accepted his scholarship offer to USC, his dad glowed with pride and announced that he was going to use some of his college savings to buy his dream car. Spencer never forgot watching his dad buy the Porsche 911, only to then put on a clever "dad look" and drive him to the Chevy dealership to buy him a new sedan.
It was one of those life lessons Spencer didn't fully understand yet.
After scurrying across the road, Spencer cupped his hands above his eyes and peered inside the car. As always, it was religiously clean. In the footwell of the passenger seat, however, there was one strappy, golden heel.
Why does she have these?
The young son didn't need to be an expert in women's fashion to realize they were cheaply made. And they were an odd pairing for a cocktail dress.
Flicking his eyes at the dead-end, and the illuminated driveway branching off of it, Spencer realized he couldn't simply walk up the Spanish Colonial estate and ring the doorbell. Mr. Commons certainly had security cameras and... Wait... What's my plan here? Think.
Walking to the edge of the large property, Spencer eyed the front windows. They were all yellow, but the curtains were closed, which was to be expected at night. The breeze seemed to carry voices from the rear of the house, but it was difficult to tell.
Suddenly, Spencer realized he was moving toward the side yard, aiming for the tall shrubbery lining the perimeter. A gravitational pull sucked him into the yard, and his legs no longer felt like his. He had rarely broken the rules as a child, but when he did, this was always how it felt.
He was smart enough to tug his t-shirt over his nose and ears to conceal his identity. Deeper he ventured into the property along the hedges. Across the side yard, there was a pair of tall, thin windows that arched at the top. Neither had blinds or curtains. And dark silhouettes passed through them briefly.
After scanning the yard, Spencer dashed across the green expanse until his back hit the white stucco and his ass was on the grass. He sucked wind and tried to calm his heart rate. If anyone had seen him, they would have surely called the police.
As his nerves settled, he began to feel steady vibrations against his back. He began to hear music, the same music he listened to at house parties. Carefully, he rose to a squat and peeked inside.
"What the fuck?"
It was a cocktail party, but not one where rich people pretended to taste the difference between fine alcohols under the spell of classical symphonies.
Every adult was costumed. Many were in the same costumes they likely wore to take their children trick-or-treating. Others were in more fun costumes, no different than the ones Spencer saw on campus at Halloween parties.
In the vast living room, Spencer spotted a Mickey and Minnie Mouse chatting with a Pharaoh and an Egyptian Goddess. Another couple in matching costumes was sitting on the couch, where a man dressed as Fred Flintstone was strumming a guitar over the music. The more Spencer watched, the funnier it became. Here were adults, all at least in their thirties, behaving just like Spencer and his college friends did at their parties.
But unlike at Spencer's parties, a few of the well-to-do women in attendance were bonafide MILFs.
From what he could tell, there was more movement in the next room over. The crowd seemed larger and louder. So, Spencer dropped out of view and crawled against the house to the other window. He could already feel the stronger bass and hear the words of a pop song.
The darker window meant he would be harder to see, and it gave him the confidence to look inside. His eyes went wide.
It might as well have been a college party. There was twirling, flirting, bumping, and grinding in a sea of colorful strobe lights. The rhythmic music came from an unattended DJ booth, which was just a classic iPod sitting on a table next to big speakers.
An escaped convict was twirling around a cop. Two pirates were snickering and taking sips of the other's drink. The Simpsons, a chubby Homer with a blue-wigged Marge, were swaying with their chests and heads affectionately together. A Black Widow ran her leather butt down an Incredible Hulk's crotch.
Spencer's cock swelled into the solid stucco. He felt the pressure as he watched the few couples making a sexy scene. But, admittedly, he was simply relieved. It wasn't a swingers' party.
There were a handful of slutty costumes and hot dances, but nothing over the top. It was just a function for couples and parents who wanted a night out of the house for some silly fun and to socialize.
His mom's cheap heel now made sense. Spencer studied the gold and bronze sandal in his fingers and then remembered why he was there.
Dude, they're definitely in there. What are they wearing though? he wondered.
Questions arose about whether he owed his parents their privacy. This appeared to be a getaway for them, and he was intruding. He also recognized the possibility of his mom being in a more adult costume... and Spencer preferred not to run the risk of being scarred for life. But, naturally, he was curious.



For a long time, Spencer observed the dark room and its people. The Commonses had a huge house, and his parents could be anywhere inside. While he waited, Spencer reflected on his mom's earlier behavior. Nothing about the party justified it.
Maybe she's like you... If the family knows your plans, the party becomes less fun? You lose that special feeling, Spencer thought.
In an instant, the teenager was on his stomach. He clutched the short grass, heaving loudly into the night. He had seen them, their familiar faces. They were there.
Turning his eyes to the dimly lit street, Spencer stared before deciding to ease into a crouch. Slowly, he brought his brown eyes over the low window frame, and they promptly sunk into black saucers.
Straight ahead of him, his mom and dad danced under the colorful lights. His dad had on a white shirt and black vest. Given his love of Star Wars, his Han Solo costume was no surprise. What made the saliva disappear from Spencer's tongue and lips was the "Slave" Leia dancing around him.
His mother was wearing one of the sluttiest costumes there. It was the uniform Princess Leia was forced to wear when she was enslaved as an erotic dancing girl. But Spencer doubted she knew that. He barely knew Star Wars. He could barely think straight.
Around her chest was an olive bikini top, which was decorated with bronze "armor." Around her exposed hips, a thin chain connected her small, front and rear belt plates. From each plate, a maroon veil hung to her ankles. As in the movie, her blonde hair was tied in a thick braid. But unlike in the movie, she was in her bare feet.
The son gawked, forcing saliva through his tight throat. He watched as her long, athletic legs moved freely, as her creamy side boob swayed with her grooving shoulders, and as her butt pushed into the thin, maroon fabric. Spencer didn't know if the costume was too small or if his mom had meant to look this incredible.
Suddenly, his temples were swelling, his skin was hot and slick, his ankles shook beneath him, and the stucco wall pressed into his cock. The few times Spencer had masturbated to his mom, he chalked up to drunkenness. He was sober now, and he couldn't take his eyes off of her.
Spencer was done pretending. There was no doubt anymore: He wanted his mom. He wanted her for the gorgeous human she was. He wanted to touch every inch of her body and every fiber of her being, and for her to do the same to him. In the simplest terms, he wanted to fuck his mom every day until he died.
----
Minutes passed, and Spencer found himself looking at his dad and wondering if he knew he was the luckiest man on Earth.
As space opened around, Spencer realized he wasn't the only man captivated by the blonde Leia twirling around a gray-haired Han Solo's hand. A firefighter, a lion, a wizard, and more took their opportunities to crane their necks, much to the ire of their wives and girlfriends. And judging by his dad's swiveling head, he was irked as well.
His mom seemed oblivious to it all. Her smile was bright, white, and blissful. Her big, blue eyes were attracting and reflecting all of the light in the room. Her arms were joyously frolicking with the music. But her tight, scantily-clad body was rolling like a beautiful, deadly viper.
Her Saturday gym visit, her nosey questions about his plans, the bullshit orange juice run, the abandoning of her heel -- It finally clicked. His parents were here for no other reason than his mom wanted them to be. She looked forward to this party, she prepared for this party, and she wanted to be borderline inappropriately sexy at this party.
In a million years, his dad would never forgive Mr. Commons, or accept his wife wearing that to a party, or stay out on a dance floor while she was being ogled by other men... Unless she talked him into it.
Spencer had always gotten the sense that his mom could talk his dad into anything. Now he understood why. The only question was why his mom wanted this night so desperately.
She looks insanely happy. Is this like therapy for her? Does she feel empowered when she does this?
Regardless of the reason, Spencer knew his parents weren't going to stop dancing, and that allowed him to imagine he was the one twirling her hand, basking in her smile, and bringing her home to slide his throbbing cock into her warm, welcoming pussy.
Keeping his hands off his rock-hard erection was a tormenting act of discipline. But he knew touching it would be a slippery, dangerous slope.
As the song died down, Spencer saw his dad lean into his mom's ear and point his thumb toward the front of the house. His mom nonchalantly nodded and mouthed, "Okay." His dad then walked away from the dance floor and through the archway into the living room.
Spencer panned back to his mom, and he watched a mischievous smirk form in her cheeks. Regrettably, Spencer had to follow his dad. Crawling back to the first window, Spencer popped up outside the living room just in time to see his dad knock and then enter a door at the end of the room. Based on the checkered floor tile and mirror, it was a bathroom. Well... That was anticlimactic.
Again, Spencer hustled across the yard to get back to the other window. Since he had left, his mom had moved much closer to the window. He could see the accessories of her costume, like her brass neck collar and matching bracelets, which glimmered in the strobe lights while she danced and sang easily to herself, biding her time.
Then, an average-bodied man dressed as Braveheart approached his mom and cupped his hand as if to speak loudly over the music. Spencer noticed his other hand fall to her midriff.
The alert son wanted to bang on the window pane until it broke. He knew that move. Many guys knew that move. He used that move. His mom cordially replied to the Mel Gibson character and smiled in a friendly way. Pangs of jealousy knifed through Spencer's chest. He reveled in the fantasy of his dad strutting back into the room and catching the man red-handed.
That wonderful dream would be deferred. Because, apparently, the wannabe Braveheart convinced his mom to be his dancing partner. Fortunately, his mom was lightheartedly holding his hand and twirling at a distance. It was nothing, and the son relaxed.
As the pop song progressed, however, the fifty-something-year-old man began pulling his mom into his checkered brown sash and kilt before she could spin away. The man placed his hands on her bare sides. And, to Spencer's surprise, his mom held his shoulders. They were now facing each other and grooving at an arm's distance.
In the dark fringe of the room and shielded by the kilted man, his mom seemed to be invisible to others. She used that freedom to vibe with the music and sexily carve her hips like she was earlier, this time with her stand-in partner.
When the beat changed in the song, the Braveheart broke away to showcase his wild dance moves for the sexy Leia. She laughed and covered her face. Even Spencer had to admit it was great physical comedy. As it happened, though, a shirtless shadow pounced behind her.
Spencer wanted to pound his fist on the glass again. He felt powerless to warn her about the horny guy behind her, who was dressed like Marvel's The Black Panther. The overuse of Marvel superhero costumes was enough of a reason for Spencer to dislike the guy. His black cast mask, black tights, and dark skin made it seem like he appeared out of nowhere.
The moment the man's hand touched the small of her back, his mom whipped her head around and looked up. The masked man lowered his head to talk into her ear. Or, at least, that was Spencer's assumption. His mom reacted with a toothy grin. She then stood on her toes and craned her neck to respond into his ear.
Then the man moved his hand from her back to her shoulder and shrugged like he was asking a question. Spencer could see his mom's turned face and he could read her curved lips as she coyly shrugged. "Maybe." She gently touched his hand with hers.
Spencer watched in utter disbelief as the man grasped his mom's thin waist and pulled her butt firmly into his groin. She giggled and mouthed something indistinguishable. Then, she wiggled her veiled ass and began grinding into the Black Panther's likely-hard cock. Never before had Spencer seen anything in his life that stunned him and literally made his jaw drop.
As his mom and her new partner built a rhythm, Braveheart shared a look of defeat and disappointment. She sympathetically shrugged as if to say, "sorry, he thought of it first."
His dad couldn't have been just peeing. And Spencer knew very well that it meant his mom had all the time in the world to dance with this guy. She knew it, too. Her flagrantly promiscuous moves illustrated that fact.
Spencer could see his mom was the only person dancing with someone other than her partner. All other dancers were talking in groups or basking in the company of their complementary significant other. But in the darkness and chaos of the loud room, nobody noticed the mismatching space princess and feline superhero gyrating into each other with increasing intensity.
The only shame his mom appeared to have was seen in her darting eyes. She constantly scanned and swiveled her head to make sure nobody was looking. Anytime someone glanced in her direction, she quickly pushed the Panther's hands aside and spun around at a distance to make it look like casual dancing. Then she returned to her grinding the moment the lingering eyes passed.
The logic evaded him, but Spencer no longer felt jealous. He was purely aroused. He was infatuated by the way his mom gracefully and fervently forced her ass into the stranger's erection. She delivered the pleasure in her skimpy outfit, allowing the stocky, shirtless man to forcefully give it right back. Spencer was sweating from his brow, and he was experiencing a high like he had never gotten before.
His thumb stroked the side of his fleshy cock through his shorts pocket. He nearly came the first time his mom bent over at the waist and delivered a sweeping, deliberate gyration to the man's black tights. She did so again seconds later. Her boobs looked like they were on the verge of spilling from her top while she leaned over. Spencer never realized how big her tits were.
The muscular man behind her slid his hands around her waist to the front of her body. They landed just under her gilded bikini cups. It was dark and the lighting was sporadic, but Spencer could see the man's thumbs tapping the front of her olive cups, testing the waters.
In a decision that filled Spencer with disappointment, he watched his mom pull the man's hands back down to her abs. They danced through the song and into the next one, which was much slower and with a deeper bass.
The slutty Leia sliced her hips up and down the man's body, feeling the music, and moving more sensually and teasingly than before. The man pulled her in even tighter and she bent over for even longer, granting him a view of her curved butt cheeks through her thin rear veil.
It was the hottest display of eroticism the nineteen-year-old had ever seen, and he feared he would fog the window. Without giving it a second thought, he grappled for his smartphone in his pocket. After making sure the flash was off, he began to record video under his chin. He returned to admiring the sexy tango, knowing he could witness it forever.
The masked Panther stretched his back and looked to the ceiling. When the roving lights passed over Slave Leia, Spencer could see she was just as enthralled. Again, the man eased his hands up her ribs before tapping her bikini cups with his thumbs. Again, she moved them down to her belt — this time holding them in place.
Spencer saw her head and long, blonde braid shake, No. The man threw his arms out in exasperation, and Breanna giggled and shook her head no, again. For another verse of The Weeknd song, she grinded into him, restraining his brown hands with her smaller, creamy ones. Then, she smirked back at him and shrugged.
The son's face turned from burning red to ghostly white. His mom bent over at the waist, gradually rose, carrying his hands with her. She came to rest with her head against his chest and his hands cradling her tits. He squeezed them.
She tilted her face straight up, so Spencer couldn't read her lips. Suddenly, the man peeled the bottom part of his mask to his nose and tongue kissed Breanna. She tossed her hands behind his neck and let him fondle her voluptuous boobs as he pleased. They made out with their lips and tongues, staggering together into the nearby wall. She ground into him with even more passion and power.
In another tormenting development, Spencer watched his mom scan the room multiple times before plunging her hand into the man's tights. Instantly, the man practically picked her up and spun her against the wall to shield her from everyone else. They were now facing each other while they touched each other's bodies. Breanna handled his cock while he slapped her ass and slid his hand under her front veil. Spencer knew what he was doing.
In the crowded, tipsy, stimulated room, nobody noticed the horny exhibition in the back corner. Breanna and the Panther broke their kiss, and she hurriedly glanced around the room. She pointed toward the DJ booth, and the man casually followed her behind it.
Recklessly, Spencer jammed the corner of his head into the windowpane, barely giving himself the angle he needed. The Panther was against the sidewall of the house, so Spencer couldn't quite see his body. But he did see the dark tip of his cock spring out of his tights.
He's gotta be huge, Spencer thought. He couldn't imagine how sizable the man's package needed to be for him to see a few inches of the drooping shaft from such a difficult viewing angle. The ignorance of the other party-goers was easier to explain. The DJ booth was draped in a white tablecloth, so to them, the Panther was just shirtless and posting up there to take a break.
In a final, definitive statement of how little Spencer knew his stunning mom, he watched her kiss the man, turn around, make certain no soul was looking, and then drop to her knees. Immediately, she wrapped her lips around the shaft, and most of her head disappeared.
"Holy fuck..."
There was no time for teasing. His mom's blonde braid jostled while she rapidly bobbed in and out. Droplets of Spencer's sweat ran down the glass window. His flesh and tissue painfully dug into the stucco facade. But Spencer couldn't blink. He didn't know what he was seeing or what he was imagining in his fogged brain, but the son swore his mom was gripping the man's hips while he fondled her breasts. And not one second passed where she wasn't looking into his face while she sucked his cock.
Her bobbing transformed into a furious blur. Within the span of a single song, his mom's blonde hair was smothered by a dark hand and disappeared for good.
It was an unnerving half-minute before Spencer could see his mom's eyes again. She leaned back and sat on her heels. Against the tablecloth, she looked up and covered her mouth like she was suppressing a laugh. Her cheeks were full, and she appeared to be listening to the man. She playfully rolled her eyes before cordially opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue.
Spencer squinted and watched her spit a thick strand of what had to be cum. It dropped toward her tits. But at the last second, she caught the strand with her fingers and ate it again. She swallowed with a big gulp before she could erupt in laughter.
For a short while, she rested and caught her breath. The man wiped the glistening sweat from her forehead as they appeared to converse. After he stepped forward from the wall and tucked his bulky package into his tights, he offered Brenna his arm. She peeked over the DJ table to make sure the coast was clear, then she accepted his chivalrous offer.
Casually, they walked away from the booth. Dangerously close to Spencer's face, she touched her finger to her pursed lips, reminding the Panther to be quiet. He nodded before giving her butt cheek a secret squeeze and heading off toward the far exit.
His mom seemed lost and unsure for a moment, but then she approached a fellow female attendee and took a sip of her drink. She waved thankfully and turned away before swishing the cocktail in her mouth and swallowing it. Ironically, the gulp of alcohol made her wince and cringe.
"Holy... fucking... shit..." Spencer had fallen into a lustful fever. He no longer recognized the world he knew, but he was desperate to find a place in this new one. His skin and awkwardly twisted joints were almost stuck to the stucco. "Ahh," he painfully peeled away and shook his limbs.
Meanwhile, his mom had migrated back to where his dad had left her. Her breathing seemed normal again, and she wasn't dancing. She was innocently waiting. About ten minutes later, his dad arrived and returned to dancing with his dutifully waiting wife.
Spencer had a million thoughts swirling, and biological needs demanding attention. Without realizing it, he was standing normally outside the window in plain view. As a male firefighter and female dalmatian meandered to his left, he felt one of their stares connect with his. He ducked and flew.
----
Following the fastest two-hundred-meter dash Spencer would ever run, he dove into his car and pushed the ignition. He accelerated down the cul-de-sac and turned onto the main road without stopping at the sign. He never once looked back.
His blood pressure was too high and his focus was scattered. Driving became dangerous, so he pulled over and got out of his car in a random development. He jogged down the sidewalk in the dark, trying to process what he had just witnessed.
Thinking clearly was impossible, and Spencer knew why. The tent in his pants was painful and throbbing. He looked around, but it was too risky to do here. "Just go home," he told himself.
He drove away, feeling more in control of his steering wheel. "Dude... Calm down. You're alright. That fucking dalmatian couldn't have seen your face in the dark. There's no way she even knows you anyway! You don't know who she is, right? See, you're fine."
A streetlight before him turned red, and he slowed down. He stared at the orange juice in the passenger seat. As long as he was home and had the juice in the fridge before his parents got home, he was in the clear. When the light turned green, a hollowness spread through his gut and wiped his mind.
Holy fuck... he thought. No, no, no. It's going to be there, dude. It's going to be there. You brought it with you. Please, tell me I brought it with me!
Spencer pulled at his hair and grimaced at the passenger seat and footwell. "FUCK ME!" He slammed on his breaks and punched his steering wheel. "You gotta be fucking kidding me!"
Somewhere in the grass, outside Malcolm's house, was a golden heel. He had set it down to dig his phone out of his pocket and video record.
The teenager's world shattered around him. His greed had cost him in the form of a fatal error. His expertise in cybercrime, but Spencer was fairly certain he had left a whopping clue at the scene of a very physical crime.
"What are you doing? Go back and get it!" He scolded himself. But he knew the dog-costumed woman had certainly alerted Malcolm by now. After all, he had committed a serious fucking crime. He was a Peeping Tom. They probably even have the heel by now, Spencer panicked.
His next plan was to drive home, grab the spare key to his dad's Porsche, go back to Malcolm's street, take the heel his mom had left in the car, go back home, leave that one in the driveway, and let his mom be convinced she lost her other heel in the driveway and some pervert had broken into the car, stole her shoe, and then brought it with him to the side of the house to watch her.



As insane as the plan was, it was his most viable option. But Spencer didn't have the stomach for it. He was young, and he was freaking out. On the bright side, at least he had driven all the home while debating himself.
----
Spencer put the orange juice in the refrigerator. "If they ask why it's warm, I'll just say I accidentally left it in my car for a while." He was truly cracking.
He was never the type of kid to be in trouble or cause trouble. At least, not serious trouble. This could be serious trouble. Embarrassing trouble. It would all come down to whether someone could link the heel to his mom's costume. If they couldn't he was in the clear. And since people were likely searching outside for the party crasher right now, if the other shoe were to drop, so to speak, it would happen tonight.
Fully dressed, Spencer lay on his bedspread and stared at the ceiling. He was desperate for sleep. All he wanted to do was close his eyes so he could stop worrying. He wanted to just wake up tomorrow to find out if his life was ruined or not.
The only positive energy inside him was concentrated in his cock. It was still rock-hard. And he wouldn't sleep a wink until he got rid of it. Despite it being the cause of his stress, Spencer opened the video recording on his phone. He removed his clothes, locked his door, and pressed play.
Somehow, it was more surreal watching it on a screen. It had to be fake, but it wasn't. His mom was an elegant, sculpted bombshell. More than that, she knew how to use her body. It was fitting and just for her body to be wielded by a seductive, mischievous, and worthy mind like hers. Spencer pumped his cock, and when he reached the part where his mom was kissing the man and helping him grope her large tits, he exploded on his abs.
"Hoo! Ahh... Ahh..." He rolled his ankles and sunk into his comforter.
The fog lifted from his mind, and he flopped onto his stomach and continued watching the video. The recording was shaky. Spencer hadn't realized his hands were trembling. As his amateur video got to the part where his mom dropped to her knees to suck the man's dick, Spencer couldn't believe his luck.
The odd angle into the window meant Spencer's eyes could only get as close as his nose. The distance from the top of his phone to his camera lens was much shorter. While he still couldn't see all of it, he had captured much more of the blowjob than he had thought.
He could see much more of his mom's impassioned and dedicated eyes. She looked heated and happy. The best discovery was how, after the man finished in her mouth, his mom delivered a series of small blows around his cockhead to suck out every drop. Her face was so beautiful.
Spencer replayed the video and jerked off again. Finally, he was empty and at peace. He passed out.


*****3


The following morning, Spencer was afraid to leave his bed. He hadn't been woken up by policemen banging on his door, so that was a positive. Last night he just wanted to know if he'd get caught. Now, he wanted to live in a world where he would never know. He lay in bed for hours, until the waiting and hunger became its own form of suffering.
The house was bright and open. Spencer walked downstairs into the living room full of family photos. His mom was there, sitting on the carpet and sorting through stationary. She never lost that bit of hippy-ish flavor.
"Oh, hey! Good morning, hun."
Spencer froze. The moment he caught her gaze, he flashed back to the night before and he swelled with emotion. His throat tightened. "Um, yeah. Mornin', mom." He wanted to stay and chat, but he couldn't keep his eyes from her t-shirt and leggings. Plus, he wanted to test if he was in the free and clear. So, he made his way to the kitchen like nothing was wrong.
"Wait, Spence..."
Fuck. "Yes, mom?"
"This might seem like an odd question... But did you happen to find a heel, like a woman's heel, in the driveway last night?"
His blood ran cold.
She continued, "Your dad and I were running SUPER late 'cause we misunderstood the invitation. Like, it would've been really bad. And I had this bag of old clothes and shoes in his car for him to drop off at Goodwill on his way to work. And I think one of the shoes fell out when we were leaving."
They don't know... Spencer thought. A crushing weight melted off his shoulders, and he was filled with a joyous wave of sweet relief. He smiled brightly, "No, I didn't see anything."
"No? Shoot. Alright. Maybe someone saw a fancy-looking heel sitting in the driveway and thought it might be worth something?"
"Haha! Yeah, probably! I guess with-"
"Oh! Hold on a sec!" His mom apologized with a wince and answered her phone on the first vibration. She held her finger in the air, asking him to give her a moment. But all Spencer saw was the finger she used to touch her lips when she reminded the Panther to keep quiet about what they had done behind the DJ booth.
He pushed his pockets with his thumbs, disguising his erection.
"Hey, Theresa. How goes it?" "Mm-hmm," she listened. Her gasp echoed off the far walls. "No way! Why didn't she call the police?" She was absorbed. "God, that's insane! How long was he there?" "Doesn't Malcolm have cameras pointed in, like... every frickin' direction?!"
Spencer's heat was in his throat. He looked for the nearest exits just in case. Like his unsettled mom, he was hanging on every word. Spencer was irreligious, but he found himself praying to the universe his mom wouldn't connect her missing heel with the story of the window spy.
"Ugh! What a pervert. He definitely planned that. You don't just show up and know what's going on." Breanna glanced at her son and relaxed her tone. "You know, Theresa... Theres- Theresa? I'll talk to you about this later. Now isn't a good time. But please text me if you hear anything." "Okay. Thank you, Theresa. Bye."
"What was that all about?" Spencer blurted instantly.
Breanna stared into space, trying to wrap her head around the gossip. "Well... Jenna, a friend of Theresa's, was at the cocktail party last night, and she said she saw a guy peeking into the window and watching everyone."
Spencer dropped his chin and widened his eyes. He hoped he wasn't overselling it. "No..."
"Yeah..." Breanna nodded, secretly excited to share the gossip with her son. "The creep planned it out, too. Because he knew to cover his face for Malcolm's security cameras. And he knew exactly where the cameras weren't aiming. He just-"
"The cameras didn't show him near the window?"
"No!" Breanna scoffed. "He ran to a part of the house where Malcolm, I guess, decided he didn't need any frickin' cameras at all because, hey, there are no doors there, right?" She slapped her legs. "Anyway... So, the creep just got to stalk us through the window. But then Jenna saw him, and he ran off like a scared rat."
"Wow..."
"Yeah! What a frickin' creep. I'll tell ya..."
Each time his mom opened her mouth, Spencer remembered what she had done with it the night before. But he had to shake those thoughts away. He was at a critical juncture. "You said something about the police?" He picked at his fingernails.
"Yeah. I asked Theresa why Jenna didn't just call the cops when she saw the guy. But Jenna wasn't sure what she saw, and she didn't wanna 'kill the party'."
"Wow... That sucks you couldn't see anything," Spencer breathed.
"Yeah, I know," she said. "Wait! Hun, can't you get the video and then auto-zoom or auto-enhance the face? You can probably do that kind of stuff, right?"
"No, that's not really a thing," Spencer informed her, truthfully.
"Really? I swear I've seen them do that on TV a bunch of times. Is it just a certain type of program you need?"
"No, it just doesn't exist. They fake it in all those shows. It's one of those old sci-fi ideas we never developed. Remember when we watched Blade Runner? They had a scene with that tech in it?" His mom nodded supportively, but he could tell she forgot. "Well, uh, anyway... Videos and pictures are just a collection of pixels. That's it. So, literally, a picture is just a bunch of colored boxes put together. And the more pixels, or boxes, you have, the more detail you have. Those security cameras already captured his face in the most pixels they could. You can't add more pixels, so you can't add more detail. And zooming in just makes those same pixels bigger, which doesn't really help in this case."
The son's answer was more about persuading himself he wouldn't get caught than answering his mom's question.
"Dammit," Breanna flapped her lips. "Well, I still think the police should get involved."
Spencer envisioned a detective pulling fingerprints from the missing heel. While logic told him the police wouldn't go to those lengths for a victimless crime, he was terrified of being found. "Mom. Think about it. If he ran off scared, he's not gonna come back. And what did he see that was so bad? A bunch of people in dresses and suits having drinks?"
Breanna moved her mouth before responding. "Yeah... I, uh... Pretty much, yeah."
"I've helped the FBI before. I can tell you, law enforcement won't take time away from serious investigations to find someone who looked through a window one time."
"Yeah, maybe..." Breanna sighed.
Spencer could see she was concerned and frustrated. And he hoped he could get her to stand down. "Plus, it would probably be more trouble than it's worth. The cops would have to get statements from everyone. Everyone who was there would have to give statements on what they were doing around the time Jenna saw the guy. Then they'd have to figure out why he was spying and what he wanted to see in the window. I think it'd be a wasteful process."
Suddenly, Breanna was flustered and shifting her position on her butt. "You know, you're right," she smiled and waved it off. "Everyone's making too big of a deal out of this. I'm actually gonna call Theresa back and get in touch with Jenna to make sure she doesn't create an issue. We just need to drop it and move on."
----
Victory. Spencer ate his Rice Crispies with a glass of celebratory orange juice. If the last twenty-four hours had been a roller coaster, it was the kind that jerks you around until you vomit. But now, he was free. He had gotten away with his crime. The security video couldn't identify him. He had parked at the end of the street, so a neighbor's camera couldn't have seen his license plate. The only risk remaining was the local police going to extraordinary lengths to catch a single-offending Peeping Tom. And, as he ate, his mom was working to nip that investigation in the bud to save her own skin.
Even if Malcolm did find the missing heel, he'd have to link it to Breanna's costume. Why would he think to do that? Given that Malcolm had surely inspected the crime scene by now and Breanna hadn't heard of a found gladiator heel, that loose end was also tied.
But while that stress dissipated, an uncomfortable reality took center stage. His mom had used his dad to cheat. Looking back on it, why else would his mom care more about his dad's law partner's parties than his dad did? Why did she need to wear that costume, unless it was to impress other men?
Spencer wondered how often his mom strayed with men in Malcolm's house. That couldn't have been the first time. She looked practiced, but also not too used to it. And those men seemed to believe she might be interested in them. Who were those men? Maybe they were single? That would make sense. Nobody else there seemed to match them, and it's not like everyone has a partner. But why would his mom cheat there? Wouldn't it be the riskiest place? Maybe.
Planning an affair almost seemed harder... choosing a location, a meeting time, leaving a digital trace over phones. What better opportunity could there be for his mom? She was already out with her hubby, so she didn't need to lie or go anywhere. She could rely on him disappearing for close to thirty minutes. She was in a dark, crowded room where everyone was dressed like someone or something else. Most of the people there didn't know each other or even recognize each other until they got close. It was a room where people walked by others flirting and dancing without batting an eye. And who would ever suspect the man and woman making out in the corner were cheating?
But maybe it isn't a perfect place, and that's what she likes about it, Spencer thought. He felt like a terrible person for feeling this way, but he was more aroused than he had ever been in his life. He couldn't help it. He had seen his mom in a new light, and he was hopelessly addicted. He needed to see her that way again. He needed to see her using her lips, hips, and mind to hornily seduce a man again. The video was great but wasn't enough.
Don't be an idiot, Spence. You barely fucking got away last time. Now, people are gonna be looking for you! The dalmatian almost sicced the cops on you, you fucking moron, Spencer thought.
He fought hard against his urges, but he was distracted by the thought of how incredible it was he got his mom to relent. She had been hell-bent on calling the police, and after just alluding to the idea of her getting caught, she immediately reversed her opinion.
Spencer crunched on his cereal. I have video evidence...
----
When night fell, Spencer retired to his room and watched the video again. This time, his eyes drifted from the screen and his mind slipped into a fantasy. He told his mom that unless she considered having sex with him, he'd show the recording to his dad. When they finally fucked, his mom found it to be as hot and intimate as Spencer did, and she stopped feeling coerced. She passionately rode his cock and cried out his name. She dug her fingernails into his toned pecs and slapped her ass onto his legs and groin. The whole time, her blue eyes were more desirous than they had been for her dance partner at Malcolm's party.
After emptying his testicles onto his abs and heaving chest, Spencer felt ashamed and broken for even imagining it. In real life, he knew his mom would be traumatized by blackmail sex with her son. It was cruel but karmic: In his hand, Spencer had the greatest shot he'd ever have of sleeping with his mom, and he could never use it. He promised himself the video could only be used to masturbate.


*****4


Monday was a calmer day. It was a workday. Back to normal... more or less. Spencer jerked off to the video and then showered to start work by eight. During a long lunch, he found the time to plan the trips he was taking with friends to San Diego in the upcoming weekend. Also, he found time to cum to the video again. After finishing work early, he rewarded himself by using lube and taking his time stroking it to the video once more.
His mom had still been out-of-character when she returned home from his dad's law office earlier in the afternoon. She mentioned she was leaving to get a late lunch with Theresa, and Spencer was surprisingly glad to see her leave the house. It helped clear his mind. He made a sandwich, returned to his room, and turned on the English Premier League match.
In the seventieth minute of the game, Spencer heard the front door squeak downstairs. He knew his dad wouldn't be home for another hour, so it had to be his mom.
Minutes later, a gentle knock sounded through his room. "Yeah, mom?"
"I need your help with something real quick. Can I come in?"
He heard his mom's smooth, earthy voice and promptly sat up straight on his bed and combed his parted hair with his fingers. "Yeah, sure." He muted his TV.
Breanna pushed the oak door open but remained on the threshold. Silently, she revealed a pair of gold and bronze gladiator heels in her left hand.
The color drained from Spencer's face, and it was like his skin was being pricked with a thousand pins. He watched his mom take one step inside his room, then he smiled, "Oh, awesome! You found the last one!"
"Well... I didn't..." Breanna spoke coolly. "Malcolm found it next to his house... of all places. He thought it was some broken footwear somebody just wanted to throw away."
"Wu- Wow! That's lucky he found it and knew it was yours." Spencer was twitching, and he wanted to jump out the window to flee on foot. It was as if his mom didn't need to blink.
"It was not luck. On the phone yesterday, Theresa told me Malcolm found a heel near the window and it looked like it was part of someone's costume. I called Malcolm and asked him if he had found my lost heel. He did."
"That's crazy... It's uh- Wow... It's a small world, I guess. You never know where things'll turn up." Each sentence was a race to get his words out before his throat closed completely. He had no idea as to how convincing he was, but his mom's eyes were cutting through him like cold, steel blades.
"Spencer... You're good at solving these types of problems... Would you mind telling me how my right heel went from our driveway all the way over to the window where the spy was watching us?"
"Umm... Well, you first have to consider all the possibilities. Like... For example... that the stalker was probably, like, obsessed with you, and he found your heel in the driveway, and he probably heard about the party. I've heard of FBI cases like that. Also, there's-"
"See... I don't think that's how it happened," Breanna cut in. "I think the stalker saw me lose my heel in the driveway and then followed your father and me to the cocktail party. Or, he just happened to know we were going there."
Spencer wasn't going down without a fight. He moved his mouth to speak, and his mom said, "You're a terrible liar, Spencer. I knew yesterday it was you, and today I have the proof."
He shook and was on the verge of tears. He blurted, "You guys were acting really weird, and I wanted to know what was going on."
"So you followed us and spied on us?!" His mom broke her stony expression, and he was fuming.
"I didn't mean to-"
"You didn't mean to? You didn't mean to drive across town, sneak past security cameras, and look through a frickin' window?"
"No! I mean I wasn't trying to see you dance with those people like that. I didn't know you'd be dressed like that. I just wanted to know why you guys were trying to kick me out of the house and acting so weird."
At the drop of a hat, Breanna went from angered to worried. She folded her arms against her red blouse. "Wait... What do you mean, 'dance with those people like that'...? What do you think you saw?"
The truth was caught at the end of his throat. "Like... Just how you and dad were dancing, along with all those other people. I guess it was an adult costume party."
His mom's nostrils flared as she exhaled. "Yes, it was a cocktail party. Just a costume one. Your dad and I like to let loose and have fun sometimes, just like you do."
"I'm sorry. I didn't know..."
"Spencer, you walk out of the house every other damn night... and we don't say anything. We do it once... and you make dozens of people think there's a stalker on the loose. God, Spencer!" She rubbed her face. "You really screwed up this time. Not everything is a conspiracy for you to solve. Did you ever think of just asking me why we were acting weird? We could've talked about this like adults."
"I am really, really, really sorry."
"No." Breanna was back to fire and brimstone. "Sorry isn't gonna cut it. From now on, every single time you leave the house, you have to ask us first. Got it? And that trip to 'Hero Comic Fest' or whatever the hell it's called... it's canceled."
"Mom, that's not fair! It's just one mistake. It'll never happen again. I've had tickets for that for a year!"
"A 'mistake' is getting too drunk at a party. Do you realize that I had to spend the last two days begging my friends not to call the police on you? Spencer, you could've been arrested."



"That's not why you told them not to call the cops..." Spencer muttered.
"What was that?"
"I said, that isn't why you don't want the police involved," Spencer voiced loudly. His eyes were watery. "You don't want the police asking what you were doing that night."
"Oh, really?" His mom crossed her arms and rolled her eyes. "You think I'm afraid to admit I was at a costume party?"
"I know what you did on the dancefloor that night..."
The bedroom was quiet. The mother studied her son's eyes. "What do you mean, Spencer?"
He was straddling the line, and he was willing to step over it. He puffed his chest out. "Speaking of 'Hero Fest' — by the way, it's called Comic-Con — I saw what you did with the Black Panther."
His mom turned into an icy statue. Then her breath quickened, and she stumbled for words. "I... I don't even know what that means. What, like... What do you think you saw?"
"I know what I saw. I saw you grind on him like crazy and let him touch you when dad was in the bathroom. Then you were making out with him, and then..." Even in a fit of rage, Spencer struggled to say it.
His mom's eyes revealed her shock and shame. But her mouth stayed the course. "Uh-huh, sure... And then what did I do?" She scratched her hair and blinked profusely.
The son was furious with her gaslighting and her audacity to punish him. "I saw you suck his dick! You swallow his load and beg him to be quiet about it." Even Spencer was surprised to hear those words leave his mouth.
Breanna was speechless. The surrender and acceptance was written on her face. She stared at the carpet and held her face. There was more than a minute of silence. Eventually, she stood up straight and shrugged, "Nobody saw it except for you. And nobody will ever believe you."
Getting his mom to admit she cheated was a bizarre accomplishment. He didn't know how to feel. But he knew how to counter her. "I promised myself I wouldn't do this... but I have a video of it."
Her long neck swallowed. "How?"
"I recorded it while I watched you."
"No, you didn't. It was too dark in there. You can't film through a window, like that anyway."
"No?" Defiantly, Spencer lifted his phone from his bed and tapped a few buttons. His mounted television went black and then a video began to play. He looked across his room at his mom. Her mouth was agape and her arms dangled helplessly. She had to stand there and watch herself pleasure the man's crotch with her ass. She looked away when it got to the scene of her bending over and placing his hands on her tits and giving them a squeeze. Soon, it showed them making out.
The video was chronically arousing to Spencer. Watching his mom watch it with him was too surreal.
"Fine..." she interjected. "So, you have a video of me dancing and making out with a guy. I can overcome that. It just-"
"No. This video has everything."
"That's impossible," Breanna denied. "We were against a wall."
"No... He was against a wall," Spencer corrected.
Before Breanna knew it, she was on camera, accepting the thick erection in her mouth. She knew from memory, the video had to be close to over. She covered her face when her recorded self sat back with a full mouth and caved to the man's request to show him his load. Breanna peeked through her fingers at how she surprised him by playing with his cum before swallowing it and laughing. Her son's video had even captured her warning the man to be quiet and him giving her butt a goodbye squeeze.
The television paused on the final, blurry frame. Breanna stared into the void. "Why did you take this video?"
"I don't know. I just started taking it."
Neither the mom nor son were hostile. In the aftermath of the movie, they both realized they had entered a new status quo. They could speak without pretense.
"I won't punish you if you delete that video."
Spencer breathed hotly and pondered. "Umm..."
"Let's delete it," Breanna turned to him. "We can both just walk away from this. It's a safe ending for both of us." As she waited, her eyes caught the bulge in her son's khaki shorts. She looked up and saw her son's frightened hazel eyes. "Okayyy... I see..."
Spencer gulped the last of his saliva. His mom was in a red V-neck and tight, black shorts. He wondered if he had been erect before the video started playing. There was no point in apologizing, and there was nothing left to lose. "Since I saw you at that party, I haven't been able to stop thinking about you. The way you did the things you did... The way you looked... How you... Mom, I know this video's a nightmare for you... But I can't let go of it for nothing."
Taken aback, Breanna arched her eyebrows. "And what's that supposed to mean?"
"I'm really attracted to you."
"I can see that," Breanna huffed. "I didn't expect it from you, but, yes, I know it can happen. As you saw at Malcolm's, though, a lot of other guys feel the same way. Attraction happens. You need to get over it. You need to delete that video, Spence."
"I need something to make it worth deleting."
Breanna chewed her lips. "I see... And what if I refuse? Do you really wanna blackmail me? That's how you want it? Sure, this video is really bad for me. But your dad and I won't get divorced over it. It'll just cause drama and stress and pain for everyone. I will tell him myself before I let you blackmail me."
Suddenly, it was Spencer's turn to feel shame and emotional turmoil. Tears formed in the corners of his eyes and he sniffled, but he held his composure. "I'm sorry, Mom. I don't think I could do it anyway. I just... I can't stop thinking about you. I need you and it... It just feels like the only way. I don't wanna hold it over you or anything. I just... I need to keep it."
The mother internalized her son's pain. She knew her son was in a chaotic mental state, and she knew she was the reason. He wasn't a bad person, and she doubted he could ever follow through on blackmailing her. The video simply represented hope, a hope he needed. Breanna, though, had her own interests to consider. "You need to delete that video. I told you already, it's not going to work out for you like you think it will."
Spencer fell onto his mattress with a thud and groaned in anguish. He popped back up. "Do you do it a lot?"
"What?" Breanna was confused by the change of subject.
"Do you do that type of stuff a lot? The stuff in the video, when dad's not there?"
Breanna pinched her nose. "We are not talking about this."
"We need to. I have to know." Spencer pointed at the TV. For someone with tremendous leverage, he was practically begging.
"Yes, Spencer. Obviously, I've done that before," she spoke briskly. "I find a way to do it almost every time. Can't you see those guys knew they had a shot?"
His mom's condescending tone made him feel naive for asking, but knowing she had done it before made the video more erotic. He imagined the first, lucky single guy telling another how Bill's sexy wife sucked his cock. Then, the rumor spread from there. "How often do you guys go over for cocktail parties?"
"I don't know," Breanna sighed and looked out the window, "if Mr. Commons is in town, I guess every couple of weeks or maybe longer. Why?"
Mapping it in his mind, Spencer was already concocting a strategy to see his mom like that again. "So, you've done that kind of stuff a few times this year, at least?!" His mom answered with a silent sweep of her blonde hair. "So, dad could tell by the video that you weren't doing this stuff for the first time... He could tell that wasn't a one-time thing?"
"Spencer, I am NOT going to let my son blackmail me into fucking him," Breanna stomped. "Delete the damn video, and let's move on with our lives."
Spencer was young but realistic. He knew that unlike the men at Malcolm's, his mom wasn't going to bend for him. Her confessions did spark an idea of how to end the standoff, though. "Fine... I won't show dad. But I want to watch you."
"Watch me...?" Breanna cocked her head.
"Yeah, like I did last time."
"You wanna just watch me do it? And that's it? You swear?"
Holy crap... Spencer didn't expect to get this far. He felt like he should've asked for more. Maybe she had been downplaying the consequences of the video? No matter, his heart was racing. "Yes. I want to watch you really badly," he said. "Like every time, though. I wanna keep seeing it," he added.
She held the sides of her head and twisted side to side. She's actually gonna do it, Spencer thought. His hope was then dashed upon the rocks.
"No, no. We can't even do that. Malcolm is going to add cameras to that side of the house now. And my friends see the pictures I post of you on Facebook. They know who you are. If that had been Theresa instead of Jenna... It'll never work."
Just as he saw the gates to paradise, they closed in his face. Spencer was more distraught than ever, and he fell back into his bed, churning his gears.
Breanna could see he needed time to think. She needed it, too. "Alright... Get THAT off the TV. You're not in trouble. There's no need to tell anyone about anything. We can talk more tomorrow, okay?"
Spencer nodded.


*****5


That night, Breanna lay in bed under the covers. It was black, and she listened to the droning wisp of the air conditioner. Bill breathed steadily as he dozed off to sleep. They had capped their evening with a bout of engaging and satisfying sex.
Breanna had a weight on her chest, which she felt with every breath. There were serious issues to ponder and points of reflection. Instead, she thought back to earlier in the day when she threatened to punish her son. She told him he had to ask for permission to leave the house and she canceled his trip plans. It was odd to her that Spencer cared more about the Comic-Con ban than the loss of his freedom. Breanna may have bought a Slave Leia costume after Bill said he wanted to dress as Han Solo, but she never understood nerd culture.
Since she couldn't sleep anyway, Breanna scrolled through articles and galleries of Comic-Con. That might explain it, she thought. A staple of the pop-culture convention seemed to be attractive women dressing as sluttier versions of their favorite book or screen characters. For a successful and handsome nineteen-year-old like Spencer, Breanna was sure it would be heaven for him. She chuckled and set down her phone.
He was probably asleep by now. He had the stolen video of her to assist him. Breanna sighed and rolled her neck on her pillow. Twenty-one years, she thought, staring at her husband. His hair was silver, but his nose was still young and rosy. Compared to how she felt about Bill, the sneaking around at Malcolm's house meant nothing. That was about sex. A fleeting, risky high. This, her marriage, was about long-term love and stability. She knew her husband felt the same way. So, handling this situation correctly and discretely was important — not just for her happiness, but also for her husband's.


*****6


The space felt barren and dim. Blue curtains held back the white light. His stomach growled, and his skull squeezed inward from the sides. His longer hair on top was tangled and his tongue tasted stale. Spencer was awake but not up yet. He was disgusted with himself, loathed himself, for his attempt to extort his mom. He loved her more than anyone else. She was the most reliable person in his life... Funny it took this for me to realize that. I can't believe you blackmailed her. And I can't believe it almost worked.
In many ways, his mom considering the idea of letting him watch her again, letting him watch her behave and shine like a stunning, masterful slut again, was the worst thing that could've happened. How could he ever let her go or let go of the video now?
As more daylight filtered through every seam and hole it could find, the son came to a compromise. He would never follow through on showing the video, but the power and meaning it held were too great for him to delete it from his life. Maybe he could get something out of it someday. Maybe it could merely let him dream. Either way, his mom would take another crack at making it disappear, and he wasn't going to cave.
----
In the study, which was a small room with a wall of bookcases and a desk, Spencer locked himself away. The workday went by slowly, but productively. He had managed to pull himself in the morning with face soap, coffee, and a comb.
As Spencer was finishing a security audit, there was a gentle knock on the door. He read the clock on his computer. 2:13. "Yeah?"
"Hey, Spence? Can I come in?"
"Yeah."
His mom opened the door and entered. She looked around the room like she expected to see changes. Her hand was loose in her pocket, and she was in a casual striped t-shirt and shorts. She was barefoot, which she usually was around the house. "I guess you already know what I wanna talk about." Her eyebrows shrugged.
Spencer swiveled in the office chair and nodded. "The video."
"Have you given any thought to deleting it?"
With resolve, he looked up and answered, "No. I don't think I will."
The forty-year-old mother shut her eyes and sighed. "I already told you, you can't blackmail your dick into me." Her son sunk in his chair and then snapped to it. But Breanna cut him off before he could start. "And I'm not going to jerk you off either. Nothing. Nothing."
"I'm not going to delete it for no reason. I have to get something out of it," Spencer declared.
"Hey, didn't I try yesterday? When you brought up watching me, did I reject it? No. I was fine with it. Well... Compared to fucking my son or destroying my marriage I was fine with it. It's not my fault it would never work."
Simply hearing he would've had her permission to watch her seduce and blow men put Spencer in a better mood. He bit his cheek. "I know it's not your fault. It just sucks because I would've had no reason to watch the video if I actually got to watch you every time."
His mom lowered her sculpted chin as she swallowed. "Yeah, it sucks. Even if we could've made it work once, you probably would've deleted the video."
Spencer heard the higher pitch and more range in her voice. He considered her claim. "I don't know about that... Getting to keep watching you was the important part."
"Really?" Breanna questioned. She swept her blonde hair back and folded her arms under her chest. "Once wouldn't have been enough?" Her blue eyes and head accentuated her words, but she never looked right at Spencer.
"I don't think so."
She blinked in disbelief. "You're telling me that if you had gotten to see it one more time... Me wearing a skimpy outfit where my boobs and butt were popping out, me letting a horny guy get behind me, me dancing on his cock and teasing it until it was hard, me making out with him while helping him feel my tits, me jerking him off while he fingered me, and then me getting down on my knees and telling him to treat me like a slut before I suck his cock and let him blow in my mouth... You really wouldn't have deleted a frickin' video to see that?"
His perspiring thighs stuck to the composite leather chair, and it made a ripping sound when he adjusted them. The saliva had vanished from his tongue and the roof of his mouth, and his cock was swollen. "If, like... If it was like that, I probably would've."
"Only 'probably'...?" she challenged. "Spence, I knew you weren't going to change your mind. So, I tried to come up with something you'd want that I could actually do. And I think this 'something' will make it worth it for you."
The sudden use of steamy language made sense. She was manipulating him, but Spencer didn't care. He was willing to hear any offer she proposed. "Okay..."
"On Friday, you should take a friend to Comic-Con. On Saturday, tell him you're grounded and take me instead."
"What?" Spencer scrunched his oval face. He didn't know how to respond. "I mean... Why? How is ditching my friend, someone who actually likes Comic-Con, to hang out with...? Like... How would that make me delete the video?"
"You're going to delete it because, if you take me, I'll wear my Slave Leia costume all day. I've seen how other women dress up to go there. I'll fit right in. And, once we're there, there'll be thousands of horny guys and a zillion after-parties. I'll find a place where you can watch me do what I did at Mr. Commons' house. And since your father won't be there and nobody else I know can see, it's not like I can get caught. That means I can go a lot harder and a lot slower. And you'll be standing right there..."
Jesus Christ... Spencer wiped his forehead. His damp hair had fallen. The lingering in his mom's voice, her words, the subtle adjustments in her expressions... She was toying with his hormones to change his mind. And it was working. Spencer imagined spending all day with her while she strutted around in the skimpy, sexy costume. For her to speak to him this way, and for her to make this offer, he had to have her over a barrel.
With her clever tongue, she was persuading him to delete the risk to her marriage and the only prayer he had of ever fucking her... all for just the chance to watch her play with some random guy once.
"God... That sounds like the best day ever," Spencer admitted, anxiously chuckling.
"I know, right? It would be perfect for you."
"So, wait... You're really gonna do that right in front of me? How d'you know you'll find a place to do it? What if I can't see?"
His mom eased his worries. "You mean the fun part where I get on my knees? It's easy to find places in bars and nightclubs to sneak away for a blowjob. Believe me, I know."
Spencer didn't know if she was serious or toying with him to convince him. "Really?" He hotly breathed.
She nodded with certainty. "I promise you'll get a much better view than you did last time. So... It's a deal?"
His mom offered her hand, but Spencer wasn't quite ready to shake it. Even though the deal was a fraction of what he wanted, it still seemed too good to be possible. "You're not gonna back out after I delete it, right?"
"Spence," Breanna snickered defensively, "you don't have to delete it until the deed is done. I trust you to do it afterward. I can see you don't trust me, though. Think about it... Why wouldn't I do this? It's a fair deal for me, too."
"Holy shit!" He lunged back and held his head. "You're actually gonna do this."
Breanna smiled in relief and encouraged him. "Yeah, I am! Haha! I'm not tricking you."
"And you'd wear the Leia costume all day? Nothing over it or under it? Just that?"
Her son was leaning in with intrigue, and she had him on the ropes. "Yes, only that. I'll look exactly like I did Saturday night. But I'll have my heels on, which means my legs and butt will look even better. You'll never see me in anything sexier. You're going to be following me around like a lost puppy. I can't even believe I'm offering you this deal."
"And you'll be like how you were at Malcolm's? Like, you'll be in a good mood about all this while we're there?"
"I'll try," Breanna offered. "Let's put it this way, I pledge to try my best to have the same spirit I do at Malcolm's. Obviously, it'll be harder. Let's say, you won't feel guilty or feel like you dragged me there." That seemed to be what her son wanted to know. His lap then caught her eye. "And for the love of god, Spencer... Please don't wear a costume with tights."
Spencer burst into embarrassed laughter and his mom joined him. He caught his breath and nodded. "Okay! Deal!"
They shook hands. "Alright, I'm trusting you," the mother warned, but her son professed he could be trusted to delete the video.
As Breanna left the room, the knots in her shoulder blades loosened. Just as she had learned from lawyer negotiations, she had set a reasonable goal, strategized for the right angle, prepared for his responses, spoke to him in his language, feigned concessions, and arrived at her desired outcome — all while convincing the other party that he got the deal of a lifetime.



Performing a sex act in front of her son was going to be weird, but she took comfort in knowing her Comic-Con plan was the safest option, and it didn't involve anything she hadn't done before. Plus, there was an undeniable allure to the idea of going to a world where she was free to wear a costume like hers in public.
Spencer jerked off in the study, riding the high of making a once-in-a-lifetime deal with his mom.


*****7


Already, Spencer was overlooking his Friday visit to San Diego with his friend Chris. The gut-wrenching and shameful part of the deal was calling his friend Zach and telling him he had gotten grounded for drinking too much at a party and had to sell his Comic-Con tickets for Saturday. Zach was bummed, but Spencer promised to make it up to him with a camping trip to Lake Tahoe. Family has to come first, he thought, trying to assuage his guilt.
Moving on, Spencer focused on more positive thoughts. Like what he was going to wear to the convention. The original plan was to wear nerdy t-shirts and shorts on both days. He was a nerd, but he didn't dress up as his favorite characters. Cosplaying was his line in the sand. The fantasy of matching his mom and making it look like they were together, however, was changing his view.
Star Wars was irrelevant to Spencer. In fact, having only a passing interest in most comic books and movies was a trait he and his mom shared. He only fancied stories where people used computers to catch cybercriminals. Yes, the hacking scenes and technical abilities were always absurdly fake. And it was part of the fun. So, while he didn't care about Midi-chlorians or Tatooine, if his mom was willing to dress like a slutty space princess, he could be a major fan for a day.
He searched for costume ideas on his laptop, and he found several solid options that could ship to him in under four days. One costume was perfect. Almost too perfect. To where his mom could feel uncomfortable. You better text her... Spencer thought.
"There's this costume I found for Saturday. It kind of goes with yours." He sent the product photo. "Is it cool if I wear it with you?" "The character is Leia's son. So it works on that level too."
There was no immediate reply, and regret and paranoia washed over him. He studied the photo of a shirtless Kylo Ren, who Spencer had just learned was Leia's son with Han Solo. Kylo had long, black hair. But if his mom could be a blonde Leia, then Spencer could be a brunette Kylo.
It was twenty minutes later when Spencer was on a walk when his iPhone vibrated. His mom replied, "This is your thing & you bought the tix. I won't tell you not to wear something. I'd prefer ppl don't know we're mom & son. Maybe match me another way? I'll get stared at no matter what tho, so I guess it's up to you."
Her response wasn't a no, and that was all Spencer needed to order the costume.
----
When Friday finally arrived, Spencer used his vacation day to leave sunny Los Angeles for even sunnier San Diego with his friend Chris. Everything, from the drive down Interstate 5 to the city marina, to the entrance lines, to the hallways of the waterfront convention center -- all of it was congested and clogged.
They had a wonderful time. Walking among the colorful booths and whacky merchandise was a unique experience unfound anywhere else. The craftsmanship and detailing of cosplayers' outfits were remarkable. Some women were wearing Slave Leia costumes, but none held a candle to his mom.
The entire day, Spencer daydreamed he was exploring the convention center and outdoor spaces with his mom, laughing and chatting and admiring. The fantasy of blackmailing her into sex and then her ending up loving it was creepy and unrealistic. The fantasy of her going to a whimsical event with him, dressed in a revealing costume she was already used to wearing, and having a good time goofing around with him like they usually did together... That was more realistic. And wholesome.
She'd get a crazy amount of attention here, Spencer realized. Even moderately attractive women in modestly sexy attire were drawing lingering eyes. He imagined his mom strutting down the linoleum with clacking heels, exposed legs, bare ribs, and flat abs, plus a light jiggle in her boobs... all beneath her model-like, down-to-earth smile.
The convention center was open for three more hours, but Spencer convinced Chris to head home early under the guide of beating traffic. The truth was Spencer planned to have a long day with his mom, and he wanted to be fully charged.
When he slipped inside their contemporary home, his mom greeted him in the living room. She was sitting on the carpet by her favorite coffee table and sorting through fancy papers.
"Hey, how was it?"
"That place is mental! There's so much to do, it's beyond anything. I can't wait to show you tomorrow and-"
Breanna frantically waved her arms and held her finger to her lips. It reminded Spencer of her warning the Panther to be quiet after she swallowed his load.
"Yeah, I look forward to seeing the pics tomorrow when we're kayaking tomorrow!" Her enthusiasm sounded through the large house, and Spencer nodded in understanding.
"Yeah, should be fun," he loudly agreed.
"When were you thinking of leaving? He's usually up around seven-thirty. We need to be gone before then."
The son grinned at the hushed planning. "To get there at a good time, we should be outta here by six-forty-five anyway." His mom gave him a thumbs up and went back to sorting through the stationary.
----
Family dinner was a quiet affair and much later than normal. They gathered around the long, slate dining table and ate the salmon burgers cooked by Breanna.
Spencer's dad was his usual, affable self — not speaking unless spoken to, and if he was spoken to, he was a risk for chewing your ear off with interesting stories. But nobody was speaking to him tonight. Breanna kept her eyes away from both her husband and her son. Spencer's eyes stayed away from his dad and wandered to his mom's side profile.
It wasn't that Spencer had no morals. He was infatuated and maybe in love. Nuanced thought and logic eluded him because he was drowning in swirling hormones, and he saw no way out but forward.
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"Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit!" Spencer muttered. "6:13," he read his wall clock. His heart throbbed while he fluttered his towel around his dripping body. He wasn't running late. Oh, no, he had plenty of time. It was just his heightened anxiety this morning. Everything needed to go perfectly. What if his dad woke up early? They should leave as soon as possible. Rather than seeing a beautiful morning sun just above the Eastern horizon, Spencer saw a part of the day that had already slipped away.
His costume had been laid out on his chair since last night, but Spencer carried it to the downstairs bathroom to be safe. The last thing he wanted was to run into his early rising dad and explain why he was wearing leather pants to go kayaking in the mountains.
His white smile and hazel eyes lit up the mirror. There were no dark circles or fatigue as he had feared. His boost in optimism was fueled by his flattering costume. Aside from his perfectly swept hair and the white tee he was wearing for the car ride, Spencer thought he looked badass. He ruffled his hair a bit, then brushed some of it back again.
In the middle of the white, pristine kitchen, Spencer drank a glass of orange juice, wearing black boots, pants, a utility belt, and a lightsaber. The door to the nearby laundry room squeaked open, and his mom appeared. Apparently, she had a similar thought about changing safely.
The only visible clues of her costume were her hair braid and the snaking gold accessories around her hair, wrists, and neck. Her entire body, down to her shins, was draped in her beige trench coat.
Spencer's eyes ran down her buttoned jacket and stared at her blue walking shoes.
"I'm not diving in heels," she answered.
"Well... You have them, right? Both of them?"
Breanna rolled her eyes and bit her mouth to avoid giving her son the satisfaction of making her laugh. "Yes, they're both in the car. We should leave now. We can get breakfast sandwiches somewhere."
"Yeah! Are you sure you have everything for your costume?" What if his mom forgot an essential piece and canceled their plans when they arrived in San Diego?
Breanna already had her blush and mascara applied. She had been up since five o'clock so she could go to the gym first, which she always did on days where she planned to... have fun. Yes, she was certain she was ready. Humoring her son, she peeked inside her trench coat for a nanosecond. "Yep, I can see it all there. Let's get going."
Hustling out of the door with his mom in broad daylight gave Spencer the same body rush he felt from spying on her last weekend. The electric SUV silently started and rolled out of the driveway. It hit Spencer that two orange kayaks were already on the roof of the car from when his mom and dad went last month. The son studied his mom's face. She was smart.
----
After eating a deliciously unhealthy fast food breakfast in the car, they were finally cruising down the highway toward the Pacific ocean. Spencer lowered the passenger sun visor and used the built-in mirror to draw a thin scar over his eye with a red makeup pen. "It's for my cosplay," he explained before his mom could ask.
"So... What's the plan for when we get there? What's there to do?"
"Um... Pretty much anything, hah! There's too many exhibitions and activities and booths for one day. I remember some dope-looking things that didn't have insane lines. But we can do whatever. Do you have any interest in anything specific?"
Breanna took her eyes off the road and shrugged at him. "I'm up for anything. Whatever you're interested in doing is fine by me. My mission for the day is trying to act like I do at Mr. Commons' house and to meet some stranger tonight — while pretending you're not checking me out," she chuckled nervously. "Other than that, I don't have plans."
"Okay." He scratched the small hairs growing on his knuckle. "Do you, like... Do you wear this every time you go over to Mr. Commons'? It is part of how you lure guys in?"
"No, no, haha! They're usually black-tie affairs. Every once in a while, I guess he likes to throw an actual party for fun. There was only another costume party for Halloween, and I did wear this. It's a popular one," she leveled.
"How do you usually find guys then? I mean, if you aren't dancing or dressed like that, how do guys know, like..."
Breanna's cheeks glowed pink, and she proudly pursed her lips. "I have a few tight, high-cut cocktail dresses. They seem to work, too."
The son's breathing slowed, and his eyes went wide. "How did it all start? How did the first guy know he could flirt with you? And how did all the other single guys find out? And how do you know dad won't find out?"
Breanna blinked and digested the questions. "Well, the first time was last fall, when Malcolm invited your dad and me to his cocktail party because he wanted to bury the hatchet with your dad finally. While your dad was having a man-to-man with Malcolm, I was talking to this guy upstairs. And he was drinking and flirty. So, I was kind of casually flirting back. Nothing big. Really, it wasn't much different than how I'd talk to your dad's business partners right in front of him, you know? But this guy must've read into it too much because he kissed me. I don't know why, but I let him. I was about to walk away, but I felt his cock grow into my stomach, and I guess something switched in my head. I kissed him back. We kissed more, he told me he had a condom, and next thing I knew I was watching him have at it."
The son cracked his window, letting the flapping air hit his moist skin.
"And the other guys found out because that's how guys are. The first guy probably told another, who told another, who told another. There's nothing stopping your dad from finding out, per se. But there aren't too many unmarried guys at the parties. I tell the guy every time to keep it between us, but I think it's more they realize that if word gets out, it'll never happen again."
The mother drummed her fingers around the steering wheel and glanced at her son. "I know how it probably looked... with the Panther guy knowing he could come up behind me and it happening kind of fast... but I don't make it too easy for them. They have to, you know... They have to get me to, uh..." He stared at her blankly, and he seemed to understand the message.
"Hmm," Spencer nodded and faced the dashboard. His mom had always seemed like the simplest woman, and he was starting to see more of her complexity. He didn't know the right way to respond, so he stared ahead in silence.
"On that note..." she followed, "are there actually going to be a lot of other women dressed like this? I'm not going to be the Whore of Comic-Con, right? Not that I have much of a choice now..."
In a moment where Spencer recognized his growth into adulthood, he realized his mom wasn't just trying to be funny. It seemed like she needed to know that he still accepted her after hearing those confessions. The son snickered, "Yeah, there were a ton of women dressed in sluttier costumes. But, honestly, I didn't see any with your, uh..." He scratched his neck. "You're not wearing too little... But if you're asking me if you're going to stand out... then, yes."
She blushed awkwardly, as she sensed his eyes angled toward her chest. "Okay, I can live with that."
----
They journeyed the final miles along the coast to San Diego. They were there early, and already the downtown area was a zoo. People and cars were pouring through the gaps in the glass highrises and palm trees.
"Holy crap!" Breanna gaped.
It was fun for Spencer to see her reaction. He had the same mind-blown response yesterday. The streets were blocked off to facilitate waves of colorful people. The event seemed to sprawl into the horizon. "What do you think?"
"This is nuts! How many people go to this?"
"One-fifty-ish for the weekend," he beamed.
Breanna could scarcely believe it. She had been imagining a few thousand nerds getting together. She didn't expect over a hundred thousand people. The traffic was stop-and-go, and finding a parking spot was a daunting task.
Fortunately, Spencer had planned well. He had rented someone's parking spot for the day over an app, which Breanna didn't even know was a thing. They parallel parked in a streetside parking spot that was only (yes, only) a twenty-minute walk from badge pickup.
They stepped out of the black SUV and into the large sun. The heat rose from the asphalt in waves and the rays sizzled on their skin. Removing his shirt before going inside a building felt unnatural and wrong to Spencer. He could only imagine how his mom was about to feel.
He walked around the car and hopped onto the sidewalk. His mom inspected his costume, which was really just black pants with his abs rising out of them. His tan chest and neck had also thickened over the last year.
"Been hitting the gym?"
Spencer's lips curled bashfully from her wry comment.
She added, "I'm actually glad you chose that costume now because maybe all of the creeps will be too scared of you to harass me."
Slipping into her golden gladiator heels, Breanna didn't even need to look up to sense her son's angsty gaze on her trench coat. "Don't worry, it's coming off," she said as if she were patronizing a child.
The marbled, brown buttons slid off, and she untied her beige belt. She couldn't decide if doing this on a city street or in front of her son was more insane. Nevertheless, she opened her jacket. Her maroon veils unfurled over her inner thighs and down to her ankles.
Her heart hammered in her chest as she let her jacket fall from her shoulders. Breanna was fine being the scantily dressed one among friends at a private party, but she had never dressed this way in public. She felt naked and unprotected — and her decorative plastic armor couldn't help. There was no need to guess her son's thoughts. He was thoroughly hypnotized. If he were an old-time cartoon character, his chin would've been on the concrete and he'd be drooling into the street.
She fucking did it... Spencer thought, stunned. Her gold ornamentation glittered in the sunlight. Smooth skin started from her manicured toes and climbed her long, toned legs, up to her metallic belt. The indents in her obliques showed her strong, flat abdomen. A bronze, bra underwire looped around her ribs. And two cupped plates covered her melon-sized breasts, extending out from the center bridge resembling two olive butterfly wings. The sides and round outer curves of her boobs were fully exposed and he could see the faintest white lines of stretch marks. It looked like her bra was ready to pop off but was saved by the bending bronze at the top of each cup that connected the fastening string around her neck. A thick, gold collar rested on her throat.
He finally blinked when he met her round, blue eyes, which were even deeper within the black mascara. She looked away as well.
The unsettled mother turned to the approaching group of people on the sidewalk. One of the women had colorful hair and a baseball bat. Her bottoms were nothing more than fishnet stockings and a pair of hotpants that might as well have been underwear. Breanna smiled and breathed easier knowing she wouldn't be alone in her skimpy attire.
Gauging her young son's reaction again, Breanna accepted reality. She accepted this was her outfit for the day, she accepted the warmth of the summer sun on her abundance of skin, and she accepted that her "date" was going to be fawning over her the entire time. "What did I say about not wearing tight pants?"
"Hmm?" Spencer snapped out of it and glanced at his lap. A rod was trapped diagonally under the fake leather. Quickly, he tugged his utility belt lower on his waist. "Oh... Yeah. You, uh... You look really good, mom."
"Thanks," she blushed. It was a sweet and sincere compliment, and it boosted her confidence. "Luckily, for me... And I guess, luckily for you now... I'm having a good boob day." Her son nodded in agreement. "Well, let's head in before we fry out here."
As he followed his mom, Spencer noticed the added effect of her heels, as they brought her to his five-ten height and accentuated the roundness of her booty. The ocean breeze sometimes caught her silky rear loincloth and tantalizingly exposed the outside of her right butt cheek. He saw the taut knots in her bikini strings on her back.
Dude...
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When Spencer was at Comic-Con yesterday, he imagined the different scenarios and locations where his mom would draw mass attention. Now, he felt naive for thinking it would require a special moment.
The convention center stretched for blocks and was framed with colossal crests of curved glass and rows of white, triangular steelwork jutting into the sky. Approaching the front entrance was like walking among sail ships on a glass ocean. Instead of beholding the architecture, many people passing by were rubbernecking at the blonde cosplayer. Breanna sensed men and women alike checking her out from all angles.
"I think you're already becoming famous," Spencer shyly whispered.
"Don't pretend this wasn't what you wanted," she retorted. Her son giggled, but Breanna breathed shakily and rubbed her arm.
As they funneled into the open entrance doors, the noise and energy chilled them and seeped into their bones. It was like landing on another planet. They were swallowed by a dense sea of people, loud chatter surrounded them, colorful and bizarre costumed characters of all sizes, angles, and genres demanded their darting eyes. Flashy banners and advertisements for TV shows and movies hung over their heads.



Spencer directed them to a long queue Breanna didn't know what it was for, but she blindly trusted her guide to this new world. She stayed close because she felt as if she strayed for a second, they would get separated and she'd be lost. Spencer played a game where he tried to identify every cosplayer's costume in his mind — anything to distract his burning desire to reach out and touch the stunning woman standing next to him.
Suddenly, they were at a table and Spencer hung his lanyard and badge from the day before around his neck. The staff member asked Breanna for her badge number and photo ID. "Uh..."
Spencer read the code from his phone, then watched his mom hand the employee her driver's license from her money clip. Where the hell is she keeping that, he wondered. Then he saw her slide it back under her crescent-shaped belt plate. Woah... he grinned. He didn't understand the mechanics, but he marveled at his mom's sexy ingenuity.
After scanning in and filtering through the final checkpoint, they were finally free to roam and explore. Breanna forewent the lanyard and clipped her badge onto her bronze belt, not wanting the rope and plastic to dig into her boobs and slap her stomach all day. They walked into the main hall, and her eyes went wide. As far as she could see, there were structures and flashes and hovering objects. There were so many people, she could barely see the gray carpet below her feet. But it all created an undeniable electric atmosphere, a sense of childhood wonder, and a feeling of comradery and acceptance.
The nineteen-year-old son was silent. He was still wrapping his mind around a simple fact... They were in. They were truly there. They were going to be here, like this, all day. It had always felt like something was going to stop them, some hangup or excuse. A buzzing emanated from his hips, and he looked at his mom in disbelief.
"So... What first?"
"Umm... We can just walk around first for a little bit?" His mom shrugged agreeably, so they began to weave and stroll down a side aisle. The sway of her hips, the slight jiggle in her boobs, and her simple, fascinated smile were everything Spencer had dreamed they would be. It was the smaller things, however, that made it feel real. The gloss on her parted lips. The batting of her painted eyelashes. The elegant curve under her cheekbones. The scrunch of her nose whenever she looked up toward the lights. The white tips of her shiny fingernails.
They surveyed the different comic book exhibitors and collectible shops. Every so often, a booth would merely consist of attractive women sitting behind a table and selling autographed posters and posing for paid photos with fans. Some women were famous for modeling revealing cosplay on Instagram, with their fit bodies and large chests being the focus.
"Oh... So that's why you come here. They're pretty hot, huh?"
Spencer snapped his neck ahead at the sound of his mom's mocking voice. "Uh, yeah..." the tips of his ears burned, "but I think you have 'em beat."
"Of course. Mine are real." When her son glanced back at the women, he giggled, and then Breanna joined him in a laugh.
----
Other guys, of all ages, seemed to feel the same Spencer did. His mom was like a magnet. All she had to do was pass through an area, and men were instinctively drawn to her presence. An amateur dressing provocatively for her own enjoyment was forevermore arousing than any model doing so for money.
Toward the back of the building, they reached an area where they finally had space to breathe. As the mom and son shared their first impressions, a trio of men approached Breanna and asked if they could take a photo with her. She shot her son a puzzled glance.
Spencer turned in and explained it was common for people to ask dedicated cosplayers for photos. It was considered an honor and a sign of a job well done. "It means they like your costume."
Breanna doubted the men liked her plastic costume. Her instinct was to say no and to blame her fear of the picture ending up on social media. But she had pledged to be the type of woman her son saw at Malcolm's, and she knew that none of her friends followed these random nerds online. "Yeah, I guess a picture is fine."
The three round men set their bags down and stood happily next to the enticing Leia. One handed Spencer his phone. "Sure, of course... I'll take it. Thanks for asking," Spencer mumbled under his breath. He stepped back and tapped the camera button twice before returning it. The men graciously thanked Breanna like they worshipped her, and they walked away.
Like moths to a flame, Spencer noticed more men gathering around his mom in hope of a photo op. Perhaps they thought she was another Instagram model walking the floor for publicity and that he was her photographer? Regardless, he found himself in that role now, as men and teenagers formed a line and began putting their arms around Breanna as they smiled.
Breanna puffed with her shoulders and offered Spencer a "sorry, but whatcha gonna do?" shake of the head. The single or grouped men were asking Breanna if she could wield a lightsaber, or point in a certain direction, or strike any number of poses. A man, in a Han Solo graphic tee, handed her a Star Wars Blaster and asked if they could pose back-to-back with the laser guns.
"Yeah, I guess that's fine," she said. It was easier to go with the flow. The man's shoulders and butt leaned into hers, and Breanna instinctively bent her front knee out to make the pose sexier. The side of her body was naked, including the side of her right boob and butt cheek.
The attention and ogling were palpable. The married mother could feel the energy from their eyes absorb into her moisturized skin. It reminded her of why she was there and who she was there to be. Her alluring pose with the blaster seemed to inspire the awaiting attendees, as they all seemed to want the same treatment.
Eventually, a man in a white Stormtrooper helmet asked Breanna if they could pose in a way where it looked like he had captured her. Whether it was a scene from Star Wars or not, she didn't know. "Uh... I guess so. How would we do that?" She had an inkling of an idea.
His face was hidden, but his voice was wavering. "I don't know... Maybe, uh... Maybe me holding you back in some way? And you looking like you're struggling to get away? Maybe?"
Breanna glimpsed at Spencer. She could tell by his dilated pupils and wild lips that this was more along the lines of what he expected for her "spirit" today. "I like that idea," she answered the Stormtrooper. "Maybe do a hostage-type thing where you're pulling me back and I'm trying to break free?"
The helmet shook profusely, and he stood behind her. She took his wrist and placed it on her lower stomach. He was holding her loosely and from a distance. "You're gonna need to wrap your arms around me because this feels like a really weird family photo." His other hand found her abdomen, resting cautiously against it. Breanna chuckled again. "This was your idea. If you don't want me to break free, you'd have to hold me tighter than that..."
The nervous Stormtrooper fidgeted with his fingers, and Breanna decided to show mercy. She bent her knees and rocked back, only to slap her mouth to hold her bulging cheeks. She laughed with her eyes, feeling the surprise bulge against her butt. The man's resistance made sense.
His arms, and every other part of him, were frozen stiff. A thin, silk veil couldn't disguise a boner.
An onlooking Spencer knew what happened. It was written on his mom's bubbled cheeks. She didn't step away, though. Rather, she tapped the man's hands and waited for him to grab her tightly around the waist. Then she bent forward and reached out in despair, causing her butt to shift against his lap.
Even though he knew his mom had a similar or more intense experience every time she wore this costume, and even though he understood she was with him today for this exact reason, Spencer struggled to accept reality. He raised the phone in front of his face and snapped the photo, which he now realized had a giant sign for a weird anime in the background.
Spencer lowered the phone, and he saw the Stormtrooper nudge his hip as his mom straightened her back. It was obvious he was brushing his bulge against her veiled butt one last time. When his mom wiggled her butt, pushed the man's arms away, and mouthed, "That'll be a keeper," Spencer wanted to melt.
The guy quickly took his phone back from Spencer and walked away with his hand conveniently dangling over his crotch.
Breanna curly waved apologetically to the few awaiting men and waved for Spencer to follow her. "We can't stay there all day. Let's see what else there is."
"Yeah. Sounds good." He loved the path she had started down, but there was only so much torture he could withstand. Judging by the breathlessness in his mom's earthy voice, maybe she needed a break too? Besides, spending quality time together today was just as important to Spencer as anything else.
----
The morning in the convention center unfolded into a genuine and pleasant mother-son retreat. Neither could remember the last time they had gone somewhere and spent hours together, just the two of them. The boundless convention and the array of exhibits ensured they always had something to talk about.
They went to the sneak preview of an upcoming streaming show. They went to the technology hub, where Spencer geeked out and wowed his mom with visions for the future of blockchain. Or, at the very least, she was impressed by his knowledge.
This was the first quality time Breanna had spent with her son since he came home from school. She was disappointed in herself because they used to go on actual kayaking trips together and watch movies together all the time. Her thinking had been, since Spence was a real adult now, he'd want his freedom and space from his parents. But maybe she had been denying them both the chance to become more like friends and less like authority figure and her child?
In his dreams, Spencer had envisioned the big moments of this trip. He hadn't considered how special all of the other hours and minutes would feel. He was weightless on his feet, floating around the convention. His mom's blunt humor, emotional honesty, and her nonchalance whenever he ducked into a booth and disappeared... It was different. He was now and adult to her, and she seemed happier.
Of course, the context of their visit was an important factor in both the mother and son's feelings. Breanna granted nearly all photo-op requests, and they were always sexy. It was difficult not to view her son as an adult when he was the one excitedly taking the photos.
The great irony of the day, of course, was that despite the dozens of horny men she flirted with and touched in some way, none of them bothered to ask her about her plans for the evening. They came up, smiled ecstatically, her son snapped the pic, and then they'd thank her and run off. Not that Breanna had planned on finding her partner in the convention center, but her wedding rings were in the car for a reason. She was open to being convinced.
Spencer was also receiving his fair share of admiration. He was naked from his midriff up, and the deepening lines in his abs and chest caught a few feminine eyes. "I'm almost as popular as you are," he said to his mom after a young woman waved at him. "Haha! Yeah, you should've rented a booth here and made some money," his mom teased.
----
Due to their early start, their stomachs were growling by noon. The food pavilions outside offered a nice change of pace. Columns of white yachts filled the tranquil, blue marina. While the sun blazed overhead in the cloudless sky, cool air swirled from off of the salty water.
They found a food truck they both fancied, and they joined in the long line. Spencer stood behind his mom, watching her rear veil dance. It wasn't as narrow as the front loincloth, which was probably six inches wide, but Spencer was optimistic. All day long he had been treated to views of the sides of her butt. Now, the wind was showing him the bottom curve of her right cheek.
C'mon... Just a little more. Oh, c'mon... Spencer humorously willed, as if he had telekinesis. A stronger gust arrived and both red veils whipped to the left and flapped wildly. He gaped at his mom's bare, round ass. Aside from her bronze belt plate and an olive G-string, he saw everything.
Breanna slammed her hands down over her loincloth, holding it back in place. She reached around back and pulled the fabric mostly back into position. Her son looked like he had just seen a mind-blowing magic trick. Breanna could see the warping of his utility belt, and she wondered if it had just happened or had been there for a while.
Spencer snapped out of it, and the mom and son made awkward eye contact. She was rosy with embarrassment, and so was Spencer. "Umm..." he smirked.
"This really is your lucky day. Even Mother Nature is on your side."
"Haha! Yeah... This day's awesome," he beamed and swallowed. "You... You have a nice butt."
"Ahh..." The mother sucked and nodded at the weird and funny compliment from her son. "Thanks... I guess I'll try to remember that for when you're watching me later."
By the time Spencer internalized the comment, his mom was already looking ahead again.
Lunch tasted better in his mom's company. They had found a place to eat on the dry lawn. Watching his mom eat her burrito, sitting cross-legged before him, Spencer imagined what it would be like to be married to her. She was beautiful, and her content smile was contagious.
Even if she cheated on me every couple of weeks, it would be worth it. I'd be cool with it, Spencer thought. Then he realized, based on the new kinks he was discovering, his mom being slutty with other men may be another reason to marry her.
"Mom, have you seen a guy you might want to meet tonight yet?"
Breanna chewed her mouthful of burrito and laughed at her son's conspiratorial whispers. "Of course, I have! There are tons of attractive men here. But I haven't picked one or made plans. I'm not worried about it now. If a great option arises, then great. If not, that's fine with me. Part of the fun is being spontaneous with it."
Pinching his lip, Spencer said, "Well, you already had fun with that Stormtrooper."
"Hehe! Yeah..." His mom snickered proudly and guiltily. "That's what I'm saying. The best fun is spontaneous. Case in point, my custom blowing away was probably the best memory you have so far. You didn't plan for it, it just happened. What you saw at Malcolm's was me giving men the chance to do something spontaneous with me, and they took it." She paused before her next bite. "From there, guys are easy to play with."
The joke wasn't as funny to Spencer, and a nagging thought resurfaced. "Did you turn me on on purpose when we were making the deal? Were you trying to make me agree to a deal where I'd just get to watch you once?"
His mom's face sobered and relaxed. "Would it matter if I did?"
"Yeah! Because you were about to agree to let me watch you forever. Now, you talked me down to one day."
"Yes, I talked you down to one day," Breanna agreed. "But this is so much better for you."
"How?!"
"You're forgetting why you like watching me. Honey, you want me to get you off. That's what it is. You're attracted to me, and you want to get off to me. Even if I did seduce you into going far away and make it so you can only watch me once, am I not giving you what you wanted? Are we not on a date together? Am I not dressed in this slutty costume? Are we not matching together? Am I not doing things to turn you on? Are you not happy being here with me? I'm happy to be here with you. Tell me this isn't better than watching me through a window."
"It... Maybe. No." The young son tugged at his hair. She was making sense, but he was skeptical of her intentions.
"Spence, think about it... When would you have ever seen me like this at Malcolm's? Your face is two feet from my boobs. You saw my butt. I'm basically naked for you, and you get to stare all you want without saying sorry. I've made you hard all day... on purpose. And we're not even close to tonight yet. You're going to be right there while I find a sexy guy with a big cock, take him somewhere private, and suck him off till he cums in my mouth. And, the entire time, you're going to be imagining I'm doing it to you."
With a throbbing, red face, Spencer dropped his burrito into his bag and sat up. He willed himself to lower his heart rate. "You're doing it again," he accused.
"What?"
"You know what! You've been doing it all day, turning me on so I don't realize how unfair the deal is. I know you probably talk to dad like this so he doesn't care what you wear to Malcolm's parties. You probably tell him it's 'good for him' for you to dress like this. But what's the point of even going back inside, now? Every time you turn me on, I'm going to know why. I'll know what you're really doing."
Breanna sighed heavily and straightened her woven blonde braid. "Look at this from my perspective. Please. I had to find a way to get you to agree to a deal that was actually safe and that I, your mom, could follow through on. I couldn't offer you what you wanted. I just couldn't. So, of course, I tried to help you be happy with the deal we made. Spence... please. Look at what I'm wearing. In public! Think about how crazy this is for me to do and what I'm risking. I wanted you to be happy with what I could offer. And I've tried my best to make you happy today."
Spencer hung his head, feeling his head and heart tear with different emotions. He was confused, hurt, skeptical, ashamed, grateful, and guilty.
"Hey. So, what did I do that distracted you the most?"
He looked up at his cheerful mom. "Um... I don't know," he sighed. "The butt thing was good, but you didn't do that yourself. Um... I guess you distracted me a lot when you were posing with those guys."
"Yeah? You really like seeing me do stuff with other guys, doncha?" Breanna giggled and scratched her honey-blonde hairline. "That's alright. So, what's so hot about it for you, exactly? Is it just seeing how badly other guys want me? Is it a 'mom' thing, like thinking your mom's a slut? Or a slutty MILF thing? Is it because you like to imagine it's you?"
Spencer searched for the theme between the cocktail party and today. Darting his eyes to his left and right, he made sure the other picnickers couldn't overhear him. "I think all of those reasons are hot. But, today, I liked how you moved your butt against the Stormtrooper dude after he panicked. And, at Malcolm's, I liked how you kept pushing the Panther dude's hands down before you put them on your boobs. I guess... I guess the hottest part is when you make guys realize you shouldn't be doing it but then you do it anyway."
"Huh..." the mother nodded and swished her lips. Impressively, he had identified a favorite tactic of hers. "So, it's when I play up how wrong and inappropriate something is before I give him something he never expected? And it's hot for you to watch because after I say no, I look even hornier and sluttier when I say yes?"
"Yeah, exactly! That's a perfect way of putting it."
A long, seaweed-scented breeze whistled by their ears, and the mother and son sat back into silence. Breanna watched her disillusioned son's eyes fall back to the dry grass.
"I know you're frustrated with me and feel like I tricked you. I know how jarring it must've been for you to catch me doing what I did. I understand it's really hard for you to let go of what you saw. I'm more responsible for this than you are. I lied first, and I'm the reason you're going through this. That's why I made this deal. That's why I'm trying hard to give you your dream day. As bad as you think this deal might be... Honestly, with where I had you, I could've talked you down to a lot less. But I didn't. I could tell you needed the chance to process what happened before saying goodbye to the video. So, here I am, in the same outfit, trying to be the same person, letting you experience it. I think it's important you work through this. But if you truly believe you got a bum deal, we can head home now and go back to our stalemate."



That was the first thing his mom had said since they sat down for lunch that made sense. All of her decisions and her idea of coming here made sense. Unfortunately, Spencer had been deceived before. "Do you mean that, or are you just 'playing' with me again?"
"I mean every word." Her round, blue eyes were still and ironclad.
"Okay," Spencer said. A prickling sensation crawled up his skin and he puffed his chest. His mom held her meaningful stare, and Spencer saw today's trip in a whole new light. A more profound light. She had put thought, planning, love, and purpose into this day. She could have offered him many different deals to suit her own goals, but she insisted on the one she had designed to give him the peace he needed. His cock swelled and flexed in his sweltering pants. "Mom, I wanna stay. I liked how things were going."
"Good," she warmly curved her lips.
"Do know what you- AHH! Ahh! Ahh!" Spencer jolted and quivered. He stared at the gold shoe pressing into his erection. He frantically looked around and then back at his pleased mom.
"We're going to go back inside. We're going to walk around. We're going to visit the exhibits you wanted. We're both going to enjoy being with each other. You're going to check me out. I'm going to let you. When other men ask me for photos, I'm going to be sexy for them. And whenever you think I'm purposefully saying or doing something to make sure you're turned on and enjoying your time, you're going to be right. And you're going to remember I chose to come here with you, just like I chose to wear this for you, and just like I chose to put my heel on your cock."
Spencer had no words. No thoughts. His brain was in a hot mist and his eyes drifted. "Ugh!" His head lurched forward, as his mom tugged on his lanyard, holding him at attention. "Ohh! Ah! Ah!"
"Did you feel that?" Breanna felt his dry, gasping breath on her face. She knew full well her son felt her plastic sole flick against his cock, but she waited for his stunned nod. "Good. Because if watching me tonight doesn't feel better than that,... you can keep the damn video. You think I'm a hot, slutty tease because of what you saw me at that party. But all you saw was me under a time crunch. With what I do to some stranger tonight, you won't need a video. It'll be burned into your memory."
The teenager winced as his mom rolled her ankle again before pulling it away. His arms shook at his sides, and he forced saliva into his mouth.
"So, what's next?" Breanna smiled and hopped to her feet.
"Umm..."


*****10


The next six hours went exactly how Breanna told Spencer they would go. Together, they explored every nook and oddity of the San Diego Convention Center. They gamed in the arcade, tried an interactive walk-through of a superhero experience, and played mini-golf outside. Spencer couldn't take his eyes off his gorgeous and unique mom, and she thought nothing of it. Both had smiles etched into their faces, with Breanna's more serendipitous and Spencer's more radiant.
After taking yet another provocative photo of his mom with an attendee, Spencer suggested they leave and find an after-party. Breanna noticed the thinning crowd, but it was still hours from close. "Can't wait any longer?" she mocked, bumping his shoulder with hers. "That's alright. I'd be lying if I said I wasn't looking forward to having fun."
"Really?!"
"I mean..." the mother laughed and shrugged, "I've been working myself up all day, too. We can head out now if you want. It's your day."
"Hell, yes! I did some research and I know where the best after-parties are."
"Yeah? I did some research, too. We don't want the best one, we want the right one. I can find horny guys anywhere, haha! But, if my intel is good, I know the right one."
Spencer cocked his head. "Intel? What intel do you have? What makes it the right one?"
"Well, according to Google, it's an eighteen-and-over club, and it's huge and popular. More importantly, it has a coat check room, some VIP rooms, and even some space out back," she snickered proudly. "Obviously, I don't know anything about the nightclubs here like I know Malcolm's house, but this place seems like the best bet."
As they walked through the giant glass doors and into the red sky and bustling plaza, Spencer was humbled and he felt surrounded in love. His mom had out-researched and out-strategized him. Him, Spencer Gatlin! And she had put more effort into this "date" than any college girlfriend had ever put into one of their real dates. If it involves sex, she's a lot smarter than you, Spencer thought.
"It's about a fifteen-minute walk," Breanna read from her phone, not even humoring herself by checking the wait for an Uber.
The mom and son ventured north into the Gaslamp Quarter of the city. Pop-culture fanatics overtook the brick sidewalks beneath the modern high-rises and swarmed the loud bars and nightclubs. Already, the smell of alcohol and fried foods wafted through the streets.
"Here, this is it," Breanna pointed.
Spencer followed her finger to a Victorian-style row building with a black awning. A blue glow and electronic music pulsed through the open door. As expected, the line wrapped around the corner. "This isn't too bad of a wait... Maybe forty-five minutes?"
"Oh god..." his mom frowned at him adorably, "you've never been a hot woman before."
"Uh... No." Suddenly, his mom was walking past the line and Spencer followed her. The two bouncers posted at the door reacted the way Spencer had been watching men react to his mom all day. She let go of his hand and smiled brightly.
"Hey, guys. Sorry to bother you, but do you know how long the wait is? I'm just trying to figure out where to go tonight, haha!"
The heftier bouncer, the one seated at the door to check IDs, said, "Miss... You can head the hell right in."
"Wow, thank you so much! You're amazing." Her voice chimed with well-practiced sweetness. "Do you mind if my friend comes, too?"
The bouncer puckered his dark lips and eyed up the older blonde's young, shirtless friend. "You can head in, but he's gotta wait. We got many dudes in here right now."
"Doesn't seem like a bad thing to me," Breanna shrugged, stroking her braid over her shoulder.
The hooting bouncer unhooked a velvet rope. "HAHA! Please, go in. But your friend's gotta wait."
Breanna huffed and bit her lip in distress. "Shoot! I wanted to come here so bad, and I can't go anywhere without him." She swayed with angst. "What if I tip you?"
"Miss, I really wanna help you, but I can't roll like that when we're this busy."
Standing in line for an hour thinking about her task once she got inside... It was an unbearable idea. "I tip well..." she coyly pursed her lips.
The bouncer huffed and adjusted his legs. "Normally, I'd ask for a hundred. For you? Fifty."
Breanna slid her money clip out from under her bronze belt plate and counted her remaining cash. There were three hundreds, six twenties, and three tens. She scanned the scene and saw her son watching her from the side, and the other bouncer had his back to her while he lorded over the line.
"This..." she watched the bouncer's eyes light up at the sight of the green, hundred-dollar bill. "This is for letting my friend in." He lurched and gaped as she slipped the deposit into his pants, wrapping it around his soft penis. "This one..." she flashed another hundred and whispered, "This one is so that later tonight when I need some privacy with a couple of guys, you have a backroom ready for us." She made another intimate deposit. "And these..." She fanned five of her twenties, "These are so you can pay off whoever you need to to make sure it happens."
"Oh, fuck." The bouncer breathed heavily while the busty MILF swirled her thumb on his erect cock through his pocket lining. "Miss, I'mma do everything I can to get you a room somewhere."
"You're the best!" Breanna gushed. "Please make it happen. Because if I have the type of night I want to have, I'll probably be in the mood to tip you this last hundred."
"Fuck. You head right in. Both of you. Don't worry, I got you." He waved both of them through the velvet rope.
Spencer spun around and looked at the oblivious line, the other bouncer, and the random people passing by on the sidewalk. How the fuck does nobody ever see her?! They stare at her all day long. Then, when she does this stuff... The son shook his baffled head and followed his mom inside. Either she had a superpower or she was brilliantly careful.
----
"Is THIS what clubs are like now?"
"Are we not going to talk about that?" Spencer ignored her question. "What was that?" He spoke louder and deeper over the rattling, electronic music.
"What was what?"
"You know what! How do you know how to do that? How did you even think of that?"
His mom flashed her eyebrows and elbowed him. "I told you you'd have fun." She ventured into the dark, packed nightclub, and Spencer hurried to follow her rear veil like a puppy afraid of getting lost.
The nightclub was large and square, with a ceiling three stories above them. Blue spotlights waved down the walls and across the jumping dance floor. A video board on the back wall showed the hidden DJ working his mixer and hyping the partygoers, all of whom were certainly fresh from the convention.
In a reversal of roles, Spencer was suddenly stopped by an attractive college-aged girl dressed as a pixie... Or something to that effect. "Do you wanna go get a drink?" She bashfully smiled. "Sorry," Spencer winced, "I'm here with her."
The fairy-winged girl turned to Breanna, who maybe could have passed as being thirty, and her tongue was tied. "Oh... Well, uh... Good for you." She bit a smile and disappeared into the crowd.
"She was cute!" Breanna swooned and frowned. "You could've talked to her. Maybe she lives near us."
"No, it's fine."
"You know, I bet you'd be quite popular at school parties, too, if you walked around with your shirt off."
Spencer opened his mouth then closed it. That was such a "mom thing" to say, but at the same time, not at all. "I get attention with my clothes on," he defended. "I bet you'd be popular with your shirt off, too."
"Hahaha!" His mom clapped and brushed her hair back. "Well, I'm shirtless now and I haven't been picked up yet."
"True..." He surveyed the room of lively silhouettes. Everyone seemed to be huddled in groups. "We need to find a group of guys for you to dance in front of."
"Uh, no." Breanna wagged her finger. "I never chase men. They'll come to me." She pulled Spencer's shoulder and spoke loudly into his ear, "But before any of that happens, we need to make sure there's a room ready. Can you go find out if it is?"
Dutifully, the son nodded and shuffled his way to the front door. The bouncer immediately knew why he was there and said, "My boy told me he unlocked the office where we keep all the computers and routers and shit. It's the door past the bathrooms. It's on the side, not the one at the end of the hallway. Got it?"
Rather than stressing to the bouncer how horrible of an idea it is to leave the server room unlocked, he bit his tongue and did his screaming on the inside. "Yeah, thank you."
"And bro... Your girl there... She's fuckin' wild."
"Yeah, she's pretty cool!" Spencer beamed. He found it funny how the guy imitated her big tits with his cupped hands.
As he returned to the bar area, Spencer spotted his mom. And a man chatting with her. His pulse quickened, and he didn't know whether to approach her or not. But the instant she recognized his face, his mom shouted, "Oh, there you are, babe!"
Huh? His mom strode up and hugged him, kissing his cheek. Her lips burned his face, and her bare arms touching his flesh was heavenly. Time stood still. "Major creep!" she whispered into his ear. Spencer snapped out of it and saw the man's dodgy, sunken eyes.
"It was nice talking to you, but we have to leave now."
The mother and son whisked away hand-in-hand and didn't stop until they had broken through the crowd to a quieter area along the other sidewall. Breanna thanked Spencer for playing along and asked him what news he heard from the bouncer.
"He followed through! The server room is unlocked. It's the door on the side, past the bathrooms."
"Oh, great! Wow! Did you ask him if there's a place in there for you to hide?"
"No..." Spencer paused. "I guess I didn't want to ask him that. He said it's an office, though. So, maybe there's a desk?"
"Hopefully," Breanna grimaced and teetered her chin. "Well, if there's not, you're giving me a challenge. If I do my job well enough, he'd be so focused on me that you could stand right there and jerk off without him even noticing."
Spencer's mind raced. Was her joke a real invitation to jerk off in front of her? "Mom, when we're- Ah, ah!" His eyes flashed open and his butt clenched. A shiver shot from his loins through his shoulders and curled toes.
"I don't know about you, but I'm tired of talking about it. I wanna be a fucking slut tonight. And I want you to watch me."
Her voice flowed into his ear as her moist lips touched his lobes. Her armored bra held firmly against his chest. And her bare hip rested against his invigorated cock, which involuntarily flexed.
"Hehe! They always like to do that, don't they?" She let go and let the music take control of her body.
Spencer was left with a reddened, blank stare. He felt almost helpless against his mom's psychological games. She had always been the most predictable person in his life. But now... Who was she? Why was she this way? How was she this way?
While Breanna's dancing and swaying was pedestrian, she was already drawing interest from two different groups of chatting men. But despite their brazen staring, nobody made a move.
"They're too nervous," Spencer chuckled, now swaying himself.
His mom shook her head. "Men don't walk up to women unless they think she's available."
When the hint registered, Spencer scooted away and camouflaged himself with the larger crowd. His mom continued to dance, not even glancing in his direction. Like magic, three men happened to wander closer to her. They appeared to be buddies in their late thirties and one was wearing a common convention shirt.
Hilariously, none of them danced with the bikini-clad Leia. They merely danced around her, watching her bare legs step and bend around her hanging veils and admiring the way her sideboob moved as she rolled her lean shoulders. Whenever she caught eyes with one of the men, she smiled cordially.
Her increasingly sexy dancing was like a siren song, as another party of younger men formed a semi-circle around her. The incensed first group circled her as well, and Spencer couldn't believe how quickly seven men had put themselves forward as options. In a way, he felt guilty and sad. Was this always what it was like to be an attractive woman? How often did he surround and ogle a woman at parties simply because she was enjoying the music?
There was no need for guilt here, though. His mom craved and fed off of the lustful attention, using it to inspire wider and more flagrant gyrations of her maroon-veiled butt. Her abdomen tightened and she carved her hips like a chopping knife. Spencer figured it was safe to join the circle as if he were another random and interested guy.
This was a new experience for Breanna. She was used to one or two men approaching her directly and vying for her attention. She wasn't used to being trapped in the circle, with horny men gawking at her everywhere she turned her head. It was more like an erotic performance than a mating ritual. Though, it had been the entire day she had been living in a different universe. She was in costume and being treated differently than she ever had before, she was interacting with people in a way she never had before, she felt a different way being around her son than she ever had before, and every part of her day felt more bizarre than the last. It was a new culture and she felt like was somebody else on a different planet. She could be whoever she wanted to be for the day.
Breanna grooved and bent her knees until her sweeping butt almost touched the floor. She then worked her way back up, laughing boisterously. The men were unblinking but none made a move. Perhaps, with her stunning appearance and self-aware sensuality, the men found it more likely she was dancing solely for her own entertainment. Who wants to be denied by a pretty woman in front of other guys?
As a remix of a popular Avicii song thumped through the tower speakers, Spencer saw his mom's finger curl into the side of her leg. And then it did it again. His mom was jovially looking elsewhere, and she hadn't recognized his presence in the circle yet, but Spencer felt like she was summoning him.
The young son was too aroused to trust his instincts. He continued to hum and tap his feet to the rave music. As his mom spun on her heels and pumped her arms into the air, she faced him with a moment and briefly urged him with her bulging eyes. Just like that, her attention was back on other men, but her white-tipped index finger curled whenever her right hand cheered.
Dude, she's calling you in. No, maybe not. What if she wants your attention for something? Like she needs a drink? Spencer's heart was fluttering out of his chest as he cautiously broke the circle. Every man immediately glared at him and exuded the same mix of jealousy, frustration, intrigue, and, above all, a cynical hope to see the shirtless college kid get hilariously rejected.
When his mom saw him standing halfway into the circle, she pretended not to notice. Her index finger scratched the side of her thigh again, so Spencer held his breath and took the final large step into her vicinity.
The blonde MILF lurched back and acted surprised by the athletic, teenager's audacity. She looked to the circle of men with a gaping and amused face. The teenager was holding his ground, so she finally laughed and shrugged with her palms.
"Ahhh-ah." Spencer breathlessly moaned. His mom's firm ass smothered and grinded into his hard cock. He could have died with every sweeping pass. This was more than the cathartic experience Spencer had been offered. This was divine. He could see the layer of sweat on the back of her neck glisten in the blue strobe light, smell the sweet shampoo in her honey blonde hair, and feel the solid warmth of her round butt pushing into his cock. He gasped each time he felt the bump of her crack catch his erection.
Examining the circle, the dumbfounded arousal was on each man's open face. They couldn't seem to believe the outcome. They were envious of his bewildered smile.
His arms still dangled awkwardly, so Spencer placed his hands gently on the sides of his mom's hips over her bronze belt. A chill shot through his core when her hands touched his, but it was only to slide his hands around her body and onto her abdomen. He curled his fingers into her taut, tan skin and was rewarded with stronger grinding.
"Fuck..." Spencer involuntarily muttered. His mom whipped her head around and flashed him a wicked grin.
The dancer had made her choice. Still, the men remained bystanders, in part because she continued to share her suggestive smile while she erotically moved. It was hard to break away from her skimpy costume and alluding blue eyes.
Spencer was amazed again, as he felt his mom push his hands higher on her torso until they were just under her breasts. As impossible as it seemed, she had left his palms too tantalizingly close to mean anything else. Perspiration dripped down his brown sideburns, and he followed the only successful template he knew. Like the Panther from the cocktail party, Spencer tested the waters with a tap of his thumbs. He felt the plastic and fabric mold of her armored cups.



His mom stopped bending her knees, but it was only so she could bend over more and smear her ass into his cock and balls with excruciating friction and pleasure. He couldn't resist anymore. He grasped and squeezed her large breasts in his hands. Even over the rigid plastic, his fingers found the soft, olive bikini top and the soft, heavenly flesh underneath. Unlike some of the watching men, Spencer couldn't see her alarmed expression.
Quickly, the sultry Leia threw the eager hands from her boobs and stepped away from the shirtless Kylo Ren. After a moment to collect herself, she teasingly scolded him with a wag of her finger. "Nice try." She giggled and shook her head before pushing his chest and sending him back to the perimeter of the circle.
To the relief of the seven others, the hot blonde remained in the middle and continued to dance, now even more seductively than before. While the college kid had flown too close to the sun, his boldness only seemed to encourage the dancer.
Spencer was confused and jittery. That was until his mom curved her lips and arched her eyebrows at him. He understood. It was part of the game. With damp and steaming boxers inside his black, pleather pants, the excited son waited for what his mom would do next.
----
Predictably, Spencer became the topic of conversation among the two groups of men. The buddies mouthed questions and shuffled next to each other, glancing at him while they spoke.
"Hey, man. Are you, like... together with her?"
The stench of the alcoholic breath made Spencer's nose twitch. He looked at the wiry, long-haired man, who seemed to have lost his judgment of personal space. He saw the spill stains on his blue Doctor Who tee. "What do you mean by that?"
"Like... Are you guys, like, a couple? Or are you just tryna pick her up?"
"Um..." He couldn't send this guy his mom's way. At the same time, he wanted his friends to know she was available.
"I don't wanna be a dick and, like, step on your turf, man."
"Thanks, we're just friends, though. She's definitely available. She's just... Fair warning, she's super picky. She likes guys to be on-point and at their best. I've known her forever and she just pushed me away. So..."
The inebriated man didn't quite understand the subtext. He stroked his stubble and entered the middle of the circle, where the beautiful Leia welcomed him with a flirty "Hello."
The man danced energetically but never touched her. They faced each other for a song, but the space princess never turned around and planted her butt against him as she did for the young Star Wars character.
Is she not interested? Or does wanna see if he's brave enough to touch her? She made the Black Panther touch her, and he was more attractive than this dude. What's she going to do when he touches her?
All of those questions were rendered moot because the Doctor Who fan surrendered and moped back to his friends in defeat. His two buddies chided him and the other four men across the circle couldn't resist snickering.
"Your dick was alllmost big enough. Your balls... not even close."
"OHHH!" Hoots and hollers rang out through the circle. The men were floored by the sexy dancer breaking her silence to issue the burning one-liner. Spencer grinned widely at his mom's sportive humor, which was difficult to resonate with her normal "mom jokes" he had come to love, like her puns and funny observations about the world.
As if they shared a brain, all of the other men, including Spencer, gandered at the wiry man's cargo shorts. The woman had given them a hint.
"How big are you looking for?" a random voice called out, making the others chuckle.
Breanna turned in the direction of the question. "If ya have to ask... it's not big enough." She earned another round of laughter, as she returned her focus to controlling her intoxicating movements like a venomous viper under the blue lights.
It was quiet on all fronts until a man from the other group stepped forward. Spencer judged him to be twenty-eight and a bit over six feet. His ruffled, sun-bleached hair and active frame created a surfer vibe. Spencer recognized his red shirt and yellow lightning symbol for The Flash.
The tan man approached the dancer. When she slowed down and tilted her ear up to hear him, he placed his hand on her forearm. "Would you wanna dance with me?"
Spencer read the man's lips then saw his mom's fingertips find the side of his body. She was interested, and the son's heart pounded. He couldn't hear his mom's reply, but he could see the defiance in her swaggering head.
The man shrugged and voiced over the booming speakers, "Because I'm a good dancer. And I'm pretty sure I'm big enough for you."
For a while, they went back and forth. Breanna challenged and the attractive suitor responded. Eventually, she stepped away and folded her arms under her boobs. She stared at the glittering epoxy floor, deep in thought. With a reluctant sigh, she shuffled her toes around and began dancing sultrily to the music again. "Fine," she shouted behind her.
The smiling man stepped forward, and then Spencer saw his mom's pelvis buckle forward. Her teeth sunk into her wicked bottom lip. Immediately, she worked her way down his legs before grinding her ass back up into his cock. The man threw his head to the ceiling and gasped. Spencer knew that gasp. He knew exactly what the man was feeling.
It wasn't long before her blonde hair was brushing against the side of his square chin and her shoulders were rolling against his chest to the rhythm of the buzzing bass. When his interlocking hands found her bronze belt plate, Breanna pushed them up onto her flat tummy.
"Oh. My. GOD!!!" he mouthed, in the direction of his onlooking friends.
Spencer wiped his moist forehead and tried to mat his hair down, but it was pointless. The club was too humid, even with its high ceiling. He couldn't take his eyes off of his mom. She was mere feet from him, standing toward his direction with her maroon loincloth hanging between her bent legs, her big tits pressed in ever so slightly and bulging roundly out the sides of her armored cups, and her belly button hidden by the redder, masculine hands.
He then watched her graceful neck elongate and her pointed chin tilt back. Spencer could only hear muffled blurbs of her commanding voice, but the more her lips moved, the more zealously the man bucked his hips. Her slender waist bounced and rebounded after every aggressive pass. She then arched her back, further stretching her torso and subjecting it to more turbulence.
If only Spencer could hear the salacious words leaving her glossed lips.
This wasn't the sneaky, rushed seduction his mom had engaged in at Mr. Commons' house. This felt different. Despite her moves not being as lewd, the erotic display invited attention and stimulated the imagination.
Suddenly, Spencer saw his mom stop. She briefly stared right into his eyes and offered the subtlest of winks. After twirling around and into her dance partner, Spencer watched her speak into the man's ear. His eyes bugged out of his head and he nodded profusely. They spoke into each other's ears for a minute before sharing a flirty kiss.
"Where are we going?" the man asked, as Breanna stepped away.
"Does it matter?" Grabbing his sweaty hand, Breanna dragged her surfer-dude partner out of the circle and announced, "Sorry, guys! Show's over."
Spencer saw her index finger curl on the back of her thigh as she walked away. He slid his hand out of his damp pants and followed.
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"Yo! There's a line!" "Hey! What the fuck?"
"They're not cutting! They're not cutting." A bribed restroom attendant calmed the drunken crowd while Breanna and her new friend made their way to the server room. The oaken door was unlocked, and The Flash was baffled by how easily his mysterious dance partner had gotten him into an off-limits section of the club.
Granted, the backroom was far from romantic. The small, dark space was lit by the purple glow of a desktop screensaver. Dusty boxes were piled high against the walls, cables and wires littered a metal desk, and the thin carpeting was stained around a blinking server tower.
Knowing her son was close behind, Breanna decided on a hiding spot for him before guiding the stranger to the far corner. "Get against this wall and close your eyes. No peeking."
"Okay!" he clapped.
In the doorway, Breanna sensed her lurking son. She gestured silently for him to enter, and quickly crept behind the server tower, leaning out from behind the glass case to make sure he could get a great side view of the action. Breanna smiled, as it was the same hiding place imagined.
"When can I open my eyes?" chirped an anxious voice. The surfer-dude Flash was ready to start.
"In a minute..." Breanna answered. "Good things happen to those who wait." Needing an excuse for making the horny man wait, she cheekily hooked her thumbs under the bronze chain of her belt and sent her veils fluttering to the floor, remaining only in her olive G-string.
Instinctively, Breanna glanced to the opposite corner, leading to an odd but loving mother-son moment. Spencer's excited smile and blushing cheeks made her face do the same. Cast in purple, he gave her a thumbs-up, which excited her more.
"Take it out," she mouthed.
"What?" Spencer mimed back.
"Take. It. Out."
Her son's pupils burst open, and Breanna had to bite her lips to avoid erupting in laughter. She watched as he fought with his tight pants, eventually wriggling them to his ankles. Then as he reached for his boxers, he looked back at her, making sure she wasn't going to stop him. With a flick of her shoulder, Breanna shrugged.
In one swift motion, seven to eight inches of taut flesh snapped to attention. A large, mushroom head sat atop a thick, solid shaft, and two balls hung in the trimmed nutsack below. Naturally, her son was locked onto her face, desperately waiting for a reaction, hoping she would provide him what all men needed for their penises. Approval. Breanna had to admit, she had produced and raised a healthy boy. "Very handsome," she smiled.
Spencer twitched and shyly rubbed his arm. Hundreds of times Breanna had likely given him that same compliment, but she knew this time was different for him. As he squeezed his cock in his fist and began to jerk it, Breanna grimaced and humorously calmed him with her hands. "Quiet! Not hard. Don't cum in here!"
Stepping back before the surfer, Breanna shared a sly eyebrow and announced to the room, "Alright... Open your eyes..."
"Woah!" The surfer was windblown, gawking at the gorgeous, blonde MILF in her string bikini and heels. "Holy shit, you got a killer body!"
"Thank you. How about you take your shirt off so I can see yours?"
Living up to the emblem on his red shirt, he was topless in the blink of an eye. The man was in his early thirties, decently fit, and smelled pleasant. He was well within the limits of what Breanna considered to be attractive, so she got to work, pushing her plated chest into his ribs and kissing him, building chemistry while her deft fingers opened the fly of his shorts.
"How often do you do this?" he breathed.
Breanna giggled as she sent his shorts to the carpet. "I'd say... Rarely enough where it's a special treat, but often enough where I'm way too good at it."
"Damn! Hah!" He wiped his hair. "You're awesome. I can't believe you're not taken."
"Not taken, huh?" Breanna sent his boxer briefs to his ankles. "I guess I was smart not wearing my ring." With a flirty kiss, she began a graceful and seamless descent to her knees.
"You're seriously married?"
"Wow... It looks bigger now that it's in front of my face," Breanna winked, chuckling with her lively eyes. "Nine inches?"
"Uh, yeah... nine-and-a-half," the surfer coolly stated. "Can't forget that extra half, hah!"
"No, you can't. Sorry about the half," Breanna frowned. "I can never guess right until it's actually in my mouth." Her manicured hand found his bare cock, leisurely stroking his erection.
"Ahhh! That feels good." He grunted lowly and breathed, getting used to the touch. "So... How do I stack up against your husband?"
Breanna rolled her eyes and shrugged.
The surfer grinned. "Does he even know you went to Comic-Con?"
"Why? Are you gonna tell him?"
"Ahhh! Ahh!"
The erect cock disappeared inside Breanna's soft, open lips. Each steady bob generated a gruff moan. She caught Spencer's stare with the corner of her eye, and her pink lips popped loudly off the wet cock. Sensually, she licked the surfer testicles to tip, driving him crazy with flicks on her tongue on the sensitive nerves under his beige head.
"You like it, don't you?"
"Yesss..." he gasped. "I really wanna touch your tits."
Across the room, peeking from behind the server tower, Spencer watched as his mom sat upright, allowing the surfer to squeeze her boobs over her costume. From just the brief moment of heaven his mom granted him on the dance floor, Spencer could still feel their weight and softness in his hands.
But just as his mom got back into the steady blowjob, she pulled away and brushed the surfer's hands from her chest. "Close your eyes again. If you peek, I leave."
As the oblivious stranger shut his eyes and gleefully rubbed his hands, Spencer watched his mom rise and turn to face him. Her impending surprise was obvious, but his racing heart was teetering on the edge. She sneakily grinned as she untied the strings behind her back.
Then, in the blink of an eye, the bronze and olive wings fell from her chest, and her beautiful, mature tits hung in place. A gentle shimmy in his mom's shoulders made them sway as if she were testing to see if they still worked. Somehow, they were larger outside her top.
Stroking his cock faster, Spencer lowered the hand that was covering his mouth and shielding his loud panting. "They're perfect," he mimed. His mom was embarrassed but proud, touching her thumbs to her round areolas and pointed nipples in the purple glow.
Jesus...
Again, his mom was struck with embarrassment and held her head. "I can't believe I let you hold them!" she mimed. Spencer could only laugh in stunned silence, and his mom joined him.
"Are you ready?" her singing voice broke the silence.
"Yeah!" The surfer cheered, kicking the cinder wall behind him.
With a cocky wink goodbye, his mom turned away. Spencer followed the sway of her curved ass on her short walk back to the stranger. He covered his panting mouth.
The carpet was rough and hard on Breanna's knees, but she focused on the attractive man looming over her. She took his wrists and guided his hands onto her tits. His groin flinched.
"Hoo! They're so warm."
"Of course... I'm horny, hehe!" She could already feel him spreading his fingers around her tan boobs. "You can open your eyes now."
"Damn..." he shook his head dryly. "Your tits are the fucking bomb."
"Bwa-hahaha!" Shaking on her knees, Breanna wanted to fall over. She grinned brightly and boastfully wiggled her hips. "I can honestly say, I've never heard that one before."
"I'm just speakin' the truth," he basked, grabbing them again.
Sitting tall and sweeping her loose, blonde strands behind her, Breanna corrected the surfer, "You're speaking like a man who wants me to make him cum."
Spencer lurched forward in awe. His mom smoothly let all nine-and-a-half inches slide into her throat, elongating her slender neck until her chin found his tight testicles. Holy shit...
The server room was soon filled with infatuated moans and wet sucking. His mom's cheekbones protruded above her sealed lips, her head and neck thrust in unison, and her reflective blue eyes were locked onto the surfer's strained and twisted face. Whenever she, and the surfer, needed a breath, she tilted her braided head to the side and lathered his package with her flattened tongue.
His mom had ordered him to be quiet and not to cum, but Spencer could feel and hear his balls slapping against his sweaty thighs, and he was powerless to stop it. Fortunately, any sound he made was drowned out by his mom and the surfer.
Breanna's heart throbbed like a jackhammer, her toes clenched and kneaded into the bottoms of her feet, and she felt warm nectar leak from her soaking pussy and spread between her sticky thighs. It was a rush to be in control of a man, to rub her nose into his abdomen, to feel his hormonal sweat fill her nostrils, to taste his salty skin on her tongue, to hear him desperately moan and euphorically squirm.
There was more electricity inside her than usual. The echoes of the pulsing club music vibrated across the floor and trickled up her knees. Her head bobbed and her tongue swirled to the energy and rhythm of the drumming beat. Before long, she watched the surfer's eyes roll into his skull. The big, strong man couldn't even last a few minutes before needing to cum, and a thrilled Breanna held her arrogant stare as she repositioned his wilting hands on her chest, reminding him of his role to touch her.
The oral was fucking hot, but Breanna wasn't ready for it to end. She pulled her lips away and dipped her shoulder. As she licked the side of the beige shaft, she stared across the room, meeting her peeping son's eyes.
He was entranced by the scene she created, and she noticed his fervently pumping fist and swinging testicles. Watching each other play their respective cock was surreal and grew more intense each time their dilated eyes met.
The mother knew her son was enjoying himself. Too much. His right arm was cranking like a runaway train. She stopped dead in her tracks.
"Close your eyes," her voice commanded, as she sat back on her heels.
"UGH! No, no! Let's keep going," the surfer kicked. "I'm sooo close! Like, so close."
"Poor baby," Breanna shook her head. "Eyes closed now. Don't move. If you do, I walk out." Through his pain, the surfer seemed to find the humor, and he shut his eyes.
Behind the server tower, Spencer saw his mom rise on her golden heels. She was virtually nude, and Spencer trembled from the thought of the only thing she had left to show him. As his mom approached, he gravitated out from behind the glass case.
As he searched for a compliment to greet her, his eyes grew larger, and his throat went dry. "Hohhh!"
His gasp was audible, and a tingle spread through his upper body. He stared down at his mom's nipples and warm breasts resting against his pecs. When her hand touched his shoulder, his knees went weak. She stood off to the side, but as she moved her mouth to his ear, he could his cock over her shoulder inches from her outer thigh. Somewhere in his electrified brain, he found the courage to place his palm on the small of her back.
"Spence..." she whispered, "Ya gotta cool it with the jerking off."
He felt her moist breath on his earlobe. "I- I'm trying. You're turning me on, and it's like..."
"Hehe!" Her body jostled. "Just fold your hands behind your back."
"I'll just go slower. I swear, I won't cum. I'll- AHH-"
His mom's quick hand silenced his gasp, and she calmly smiled at his bulging brown eyes with her motherly blue ones. As her fingernails grazed the soft skin of his erect cock, she muffled his moans with her firm grip, and soothed him.
"Shhh. You're okay, honey."
The slight giggle in her voice lingered in his ear. In an instant, he shot to his toes, only to be soothed by his mom again. She released her grip around his shaft, as if she had simply been curious to see how hard he truly was. Then the comfortable tracing returned, gently grazing his manhood from balls to tip.
"You see how this feels?"
"Uh-huh," Spencer nodded.
"At this point, I don't see the problem with me helping you this way. But you gotta make it to the end. You can't touch it, or you won't make it."



With a dreamy nod, he felt his mom's fingers leave his face and cock.
"I know you like having my boobs on you, but I should probably get back to that poor guy."
Spencer snickered with his mom as she turned away. "I love you." The nineteen-year-old covered his mouth. After a panicked look at the unmoved surfer, his mom pirouetted on her heels and stared back at him — into him.
"I love you too, Spence. That's why I'm here," she whispered, pushing her chest back into his. "And one more thing..."
Before he could answer, his hand was placed on his mom's round, smooth butt cheek. He squeezed the dense tissue, realizing how large the cheek was in his hand. "Woah." Faintly, he heard his mom exhale.
"For future reference... Next time a naked woman comes up to you, touches your cock, and then tells you she loves you... It's a safe bet you can feel her up."
The mother and son watched each other stifle their bewildered laughter. When it died down, they continued to stare, until Spencer shut his eyes and kissed his mom. She lurched back in shock, then planted her open lips on his, sliding her tongue into his mouth, and rubbing her nose into his face.
As Breanna romantically swirled her tongue, Spencer tried to massage it with his and failed. He had no idea what he was doing, and the mother found it adorable and hot. She kissed him harder and longer, touching his angled jaw, feeling his shaved stubble grate against her chin, and tasting his masculine mouth. Her baby had become a man.
"Agh! Haha!" A loud plea killed the passionate embrace. "I really hope you have something great planned. This is torture, hah!"
The mother and son glanced at each other and found themselves trying not to crack up.
"I actually need to go back now."
Spencer nodded in understanding. He suddenly felt like he had matured and was three years older. He felt like a man, and he enjoyed the slight stickiness of his mom's gloss and saliva on his lips. "I can't wait to see what you do."
His mom cockily shrugged and turned away. As she tiptoed back across the room to the tall, nameless man, Spencer felt an emptiness inside him. He already missed her. But, now, he was even more eager to see her reprise her role as slutty Leia.
"Relax..." she spoke to the surfer. "Do you think I'm not gonna reward you?"
To that point, an onlooking Spencer was curious. How the hell is she gonna reward this dude? How can she justify such a long break? Oh, sorry, sir, I was making out with my hiding son?
In the other corner, Breanna was asking herself similar questions. Moving back and forth was starting to confuse her and make her lose her place. She had to remind herself when to speak loudly and when to be silent.
Looking at the disciplined man against the wall, and then down at his impressive cock, Breanna positioned herself and said, "When I tell you to open your eyes: Do not touch. Do not move. Do nothing. I am not fucking kidding in the slightest. Do you understand?"
"Yes, definitely. I swear."
"Open your eyes." Breanna rocked back and heard a wheezing grunt in her ear. Before he could even register a thought, Breanna ground her ass into his rock-hard cock. It was like they were back on the dance floor, only his burning flesh was erotically searing her bare ass.
The more they danced, the more his cock burrowed between her butt cheeks. It throbbed and pushed into her skin, begging for entry. Breanna knew if she stood on her heels just a bit taller, his cock would be grinding into her soaking mound.
The married mother stared vacantly at the dark carpet, cast in the purple glow. She had planned only for oral. Now, she was a gentle tug of a G-string away from raw, vaginal sex. Knowing she wouldn't let him made her feel powerful.
"Ohh! This is so fuckin' hot. I wanna fuck you so bad!"
"Mmm, yeah?" She danced sensually and bent over, offering Spencer a subtle wink. "I bet you do. And I bet I'd love it. But I'm done denying myself what I really want. And I wanna feel your fucking cock in my mouth."
There were no objections as the gorgeous blonde whirled around and dropped to her knees. Breanna always considered the best ingredients for a blowjob to be passion, confidence, and personality. And she was the embodiment of all three.
She practically fucked his cock with her mouth, fully aware it was the spectacular grand finale of her son's dreams as well as an unforgettable showcase of her talent and sex appeal. She sucked harder.
As flailing limbs smacked and grappled with the back of her head, Breanna slurped louder. "Ahh, fuck!" She huffed. "I feel like such a fucking slut." Her lungs refilled, she feverishly sucked again.
"Ahh! I can't wait to cum in your slutty mouth. It's gonna be so fuckin' hot!"
"Nah-uhh," Breanna shook her head and pulled away. She matted down frizzing strands of her hair. "You're gonna take that massive cock of yours, and you're gonna unload all over my tits. I wanna watch you make them yours. I wanna feel you all over me."
Behind the server tower, a tingle shot up through Spencer's heinie and loins. As he listened to the overjoyed surfer announce how badly he wanted to cum on her tits and make them his, the son was at a loss for words.
Somehow, his mom had just walked a man back from almost certainly fucking her pussy to simply cumming on her tits... And he's acting like he's getting the honor of a lifetime!
But what truly boggled Spencer's mind, to the point where it ached, was that he had fallen for the trick, too. He knew what his mom did. He knew it was a crafted lie. He knew this wasn't the ending he had dreamed about. And yet... He was more turned-on and more absorbed than he had ever been in his life.
With his heart racing, cock painfully throbbing, breath short, and veins jittering, the young son teetered on the edge, waiting to see if and when his mom and the horny stranger would share the sexy, dirty ending they wanted more than anything else.
His chemically soaked brain was losing sight of what was real and what wasn't. For the first time, Spencer questioned why it mattered. All three people in the room were hot and horny beyond their wildest imaginations. And everybody wanted to cum like crazy. Who the fuck cares about anything else?
For the last time, Spencer watched his mom go down on the surfer. Whether it was his thrashing sunny hair or the pitch of his moans, she seemed to magically know the exact moment to pull away.
Fiery, masculine grunts rang off the walls. They were interspersed with elated, feminine gasps. White goo fountained from the long cock onto his mom's bare breasts. The naked man convulsed while his naked mom muttered sexy encouragement and pumped his shaft with an iron grip.
Their lustful stares, panting bodies, bare flesh, flying fluids, euphoric moans, and palpable arousal made for the hottest moment Spencer had ever witnessed. When the dust settled, his mom and the surfer fell apart, and the small room went still.
The purple air was dark, stale, and steamy. The only sounds were of heaving lungs and the faint thumping of music in the walls. The surfer was depleted and lost in his own world. Breanna was sitting back on her heels and admiring the voluminous mess. And Spencer was leaning into the server tower, resting his head against the corner of the glass case.
With a subtle twist and shrug, Breanna offered Spencer a view of the sexy load running down her boobs. But, with his head so fogged, Spencer could only nod in agreement.
"Goddamn, I can't believe we just did that!"
Breanna looked up at the surfer, whose tan complexion appeared shades lighter. "I know, hehe! You held me to that whole 'slut' thing, didn't you?"
The surfer laughed, with a gnarlier accent. "That was epic. You were epic. How the fuck are you so good at that? Goddamn... I think I made them mine."
"Hehe! Ya think?" Breanna mused at the mess. "Well... you did cover above a third of my rack... which is saying something."
As his fog lifted, Spencer observed the way his mom laughed and flirted with the stranger. Well... Is he really still a stranger now? Friend? No. New acquaintance? Anyway, Spencer shook his head in amazement at the world, the alternate reality, his mom had created for the surfer using simple words and effortless acting.
While his mom did not work for a sophisticated company, or work in high-stakes technology, or make it to junior year in an Ivy League school before dropping out to marry, Spencer had no doubt she was the most intelligent member of the family. And most talented.
----
When all of the discarded clothes had been reassembled, Breanna humorously handed the surfer his boxers, which he had allowed her to use as a cleaning rag. "You were right. This was smarter than using your shirt." They chuckled.
"I'm Mark, by the way."
"Breanna, hehe! Well, Mark, I think it's time you get back to your friends."
"When they saw me peace out with you I don't think they expected me back, hah! Do you wanna go get food or something?"
Breanna raised her eyebrow. "I'm married. I don't go on dates."
"I know, but I gotta see you again. We had too much fun."
"Are you even from around here?"
"Yeah, I am from here. Right here. Well, like, I'm in P.B. But, yeah, San Diego."
Mulling her lips, Breanna glanced toward the server tower and tried to read her son's red face. With a roll of her eyes and a reluctant smile, she handed Mark her phone. "Gimme your number. I'll think about it."
"Yeah, definitely! Thanks for all that, by the way. Nobody's gonna believe it."
"Wait!" Breanna grabbed Mark's arms before he could turn. Spencer was well-hidden, but the close call made her nervous. "Close your eyes."
"Okay..." The surfer was as giddy as a schoolboy and just as innocent.
With a curl of a finger, Breanna invited Spencer out into the middle of the room. It was such a dumb risk, they couldn't stop grinning. Spencer stealthily tip-toed across the carpet, only it was more of a waddle due to his boner. Breanna could only shake her head at her funny kid.
Their reunion was fast. The mom and son were of the same mind, wrapping their arms around the other and sharing a passionate embrace. Breanna hugged Spencer around his neck and shoulders. Spencer held his mom's lower back and butt. Their chests and hips pressed together, proving Spencer some warm, soothing relief for his untouched and excruciating erection.
They kissed until their initial burst of energy faded. Then an enchanted Breanna pointed to a spot under the metal desk. The message was clear, and they reluctantly let go of each other. Spencer waddled to the desk and hid under it behind the chair.
Curiously, he then watched his mom stand in front of the desk. Her shins were close enough to touch, as he heard banging and sliding on the metal above his head. Then he was suddenly blinded by bright lights.
When Breanna was satisfied, she announced, "Open your eyes, Mark. Slowly."
"Woah!" When the surfer finally adjusted to the lights, he was jarred again by seeing himself on a smartphone screen. "What are you doing?"
"Come here," Breanna waved. "Take a picture with me."
Mark approached the desk, where Breanna had propped up her iPhone against a stack of dusty manuals. They looked at themselves on the camera screen and shuffled back a little. Mark looked happy, and a bit surprised.
"Listen..." Breanna spoke firmly. "I don't care if you show this to your buddies so they believe you. But I swear... If you ever post or share anywhere... If it ever leaves your phone... Any prayer you have of seeing me again is gone. And that would be a shame for both of us."
The surfer promised, and Breanna was satisfied. "Hey, Siri... Siri, take a selfie video."
"Wait, I thought--"
"Get behind me and rub your dick on my ass."
"Okay. Is this like..."
"Why do you want the same picture with slutty Leia that a hundred other guys have? She sucked your cock. You came on her tits. Prove it."
Breanna smirked into the recording lens, while beguiled, tan hands slid around her waist.
Under the desk, Spencer could only see his mom's shiny, shapely legs and a wider, hairier pair behind them. He knew they were dancing, but the rocking of the desk against the wall sounded like his mom was bent over and being fucked by the depleted surfer. Then it stopped. Then after a moment of silence, he heard them both giggle.
"I think that'll do it."
"Yeah, definitely!"
There was a scrape on the desk, followed by an electronic swoosh and a vibration.
"Ah, this is awesome! Thanks!"
"You're welcome. If you're ever in L.A., text me. You never know."
"Definitely!"
His mom told the surfer to find his friends, and he said thank you and goodbye. Then the door shut and locked.
"Well... Was that hot enough for you?"
Spencer crawled out from under the desk and into the light. "Yeah, but... You... You just gave that guy a video of you! You spent all day here trying to get me to delete mine so dad wouldn't see, and now some random guy can blackmail you." He shakily rose to his feet before his mom.
She shifted her eyes and wisely put her hands on her hips. "No. That guy will take that video to his grave. Just like I know you were never going to show your father the video you have of me."
"What do you mean, I... I had it. Why do you think..."
"Spencer, I'm your mother. I know you better than you know yourself. Even if I had grounded you, you still wouldn't have shown him. It's not in your character."
She was right, but it made no sense. "You said you were worried that... Why did you do all of this then?"
Breanna passed by Spencer on her way to the metal desk. "Because instead of asking me out on a fun, sexy date to see what was there between us, you tried blackmailing me into fucking you, and then when I said no, your idea was to spend eternity jerking off to me outside of windows. So, I had to plan the date."
The room spun as Spencer staggered backward. It couldn't possibly be true, but no shred of evidence he had could disprove it. His only argument was that his mom couldn't have possibly manipulated him for days, but she had just demonstrated how easily she could. "You planned all of this? What about all of the stuff you did with me? Like us kissing and, you know..."
"Come here." Breanna curled her finger, and then took Spencer's hand when he got close. "Do you remember how you felt when you found me at that party... When you saw me do that hot, slutty thing... Remember how you felt when you suddenly realized I was more than your mom... I was a possible sexual partner?"
Spencer was a ball of flowing heat. He remembered exactly how he felt. His chin nodded, and then his chest burned. He stared at his mom's tender, authoritative hand and then met her blue eyes.
"Spencer, that's how I felt when you made me realize you could be more than my son." Breanna breathed. "I didn't know what would happen on this date... but I think you can tell by what I'm wearing that I hoped it would work out. This date has been even hotter than I dreamed of."
The son turned to stone. "Really?"
"Yeah..." Breanna tugged on his arms, pulling Spencer between her open legs. She gasped slightly as his bare cock pressed against her steaming mound. Her lips found his ear. "I hope you dreamed of this date ending with us having the hottest sex of our lives because I fucking was."
Spencer couldn't think. He panted heavily, feeling the warmth of his mom's pussy through her thong and veil. His cock twitched.
"Ohh, fuck..." Breanna moaned. She launched her arms around her son's neck, pulled his face into hers, and kissed him with an intensity she never knew she had. Their tongues, noses, and hands found each other. They explored and squeezed each other's backs, butts, and shoulders.
The hard, thick cylinder pushed and flexed into her mound, and Breanna locked her legs around Spencer's hips, claiming him as hers in the empty server room. She plunged her whole tongue into his mouth, tasting her son. Spencer could taste the salt and sweat on her breath, but it was only a reminder of the erotic scene she had created for them to share.
The carnal make-out session burned for minutes before they pushed off each other to heave for cool air.
"I love you, mom."
"I love you, honey," she promised. Her legs remained clenched shut. "I want you so fucking bad, Spencer."
They made out again, and the son quickly resorted to flexing his cock, again and again. The tapping at the gates drove Breanna wild, and she frantically unclasped her belt and yanked her maroon veils out from under her. The moment his cock pressed into her soaking G-string and soft pussy lips, the mother and son groaned together in pleasure.
Blindly using her hands, Breanna tangled with Spencer's tight pants. He took the hint and unbuckled his utility belt and kicked off his shoes. He wasn't able to send his pants to the floor until his mom loosed the clamp of her toned calves.
"Fuck, you're naked," Breanna blinked.
"Yeah, haha!" Spencer beamed.
On the same page, the mother and son worked together to get Breanna out of her thong and plated bra. Feeling her son's hands tear at her outfit to strip her naked made her head and pussy swim.
The second her beautiful breasts were freed, Spencer's head dove into her chest, only to be blocked by a fraught mother. "NO!" She chuckled and kissed his lips. "I swear to fucking god, I will let you suck my tits as much as you want — but not til I clean them off! Hehe!"
Remembering what had just happened to them, Spencer blushed and settled for feeling the large, firm breasts in his hands, and kneading the glorious tissue. He watched his mom roll her neck and tensely gasp when his thumbs found her pointed nipples.
Needing to get his mouth on something, Spencer stared at his mom's perfect, glistening pussy. He dropped to a knee and stuck his nose and tongue into the pink pedals between the plump, shaved lips.
Breanna wailed and flailed her arms in shock. She rocked back and slammed her palm on her son's brown head, tugging his hair in ecstasy. Rarely was she caught off guard in the bedroom or any location, but she never expected her son to throw his face into her vagina on his own.
He had no talent, no technique, and no plan, but simply feeling the desire of his infatuated lips on her labia and the power of his scratchy jaw on her thighs sent waves of electric pleasure through her loins and limbs.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah! Don't stop! Don't stop! Ohh, Spence. Ohh, Spence."
Every high-pitched moan and utterance of his name encouraged Spencer to swirl his tired tongue more liberally. He had no intention of stopping. The sweet, acidic nectar was intoxicating, the fumes filled his nose and brain, and he was going to taste for as long as her euphoric moans rang in his ears and her rough grip pushed against his head.
It was Breanna who had to end it, shoving Spencer's face away and giving them each a chance to breathe. With her chest heaving and heart racing, Breanna leaned over and graciously kissed him with her supple lips. "I want you inside me. I want my boy."
The young son jumped to his feet quickly before his mom could change her mind. He grabbed the base of his cock and angled it, but he couldn't steady it with his shaking hands. Seeing it close to her open vagina was incredible but terrifying. He imagined it a hundred times, but now that it was happening, it didn't feel real.
Suddenly, his mom's steady hand covered his. "It'll be hotter if we do it together."
Spencer knew she was simply helping him in his struggle, but she was also right. Together, they looked into each other's eyes and guided his erect cock into her wet pussy. They both quivered as the tip pushed into the soft flesh. Slowly, the following seven inches made their way into her tight canal.



Of all the cocks Breanna had fucked her life, this one stood alone. This man stood alone. It wasn't the fact she was certain his muscular body and her shapely figure looked sexier together than any other two bodies in human history. There was a unique connection and love for her son she knew she could never experience with another man. For Spencer, this was the moment he would've traded anything in the world to feel.
"Ready?" Her son nodded, and Breanna dug her nails into his shoulder blades as she rocked back slightly. Her vaginal muscles squeezed his cock, and he responded by pulling out and thrusting in. Hard. "Ahhh!"
Breanna said nothing other than, "Oh, god, fuck me..." The drawers of the metal desk rattled and clanged, as their wet genitals loudly slapped and flexed together. Spencer threw his whole body into each thrust like it was his last. It wasn't making love or technically sound, but at this point, Breanna just desperately needed to be fucked, and she would never complain about a relentless, slutty pounding.
"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Uhhh, yeah!"
Spencer replied in grunts, and shoved his hands under his mom's ass and held her by the cheeks. He winced when his mom lunged with her upper body and sank her teeth into his neck.
It started as a release of pent-up emotion, but then Breanna decided she wanted to leave her mark. She wanted everyone to see the proof of what she had done. She wanted Spencer to remember whose son he was.
The mother and son fucked deeply. At times, Spencer found the strength to lift Breanna off the desk and hold her in the air for more leverage. All of the power came from Spencer's muscles, but all of the sensual friction came from Breanna's experienced pussy.
Watching his mom bounce up and down on his dick was mind-blowing, but knowing she wanted it just as badly as he did made it special beyond words. Sometimes he could see she was just holding on with her eyes closed and savoring the sex. He didn't know what to do other than to keep going.
Victims of human nature, the mother and son fucked to the beat of the music pulsing through the walls. With each electronic thump, Breanna's butt smacked down on the desk and Spencer's cock thrust deep inside her gushing pussy. Their bodies clapped together while the desk shook.
The room echoed with their high gasps and low growls. They didn't care if anyone outside could hear.
"This feels so good. You're so hot!"
"Oh, yeah?!" Breanna proudly beamed. "I love you talking dirty to me."
"Umff! You really know how to ride a dick," he tried. But his mom was much better.
"Yeah? You like your mommy being a sexy slut, riding your cock like this?"
"Oh my god..."
"Ohhh, fuck! You feel so good inside me."
"Ahh!"
"Mmm, fuck! Pull my fucking hair and tell me how bad you wanna cum in me!"
Spencer could tell her dirty talk was just as much for her as it was for him, and her high moans and sharp gasps were taking over his mind. He summoned all of his strength so he could hold his mom by one arm while using the other to tug on her blonde braid. "I wanna cum in you so fucking bad, mom! I love you. I wanna fucking cum in you every day."
Breanna sultrily whispered in his ear, "You will. No matter what, Spencer, I swear to fucking god you will."
The mother knew how to adjust herself on a cock to deliver the most pleasure to herself, and she did just that. She wanted to orgasm while riding her son -- both because the sex was the greatest high and most intimate experience she had ever had and because she loved her son more than anything and wanted him to remember forever how happy he had made her.
With a twist and clench of her vaginal muscles, her son's veiny shaft created endless friction on her inner walls. To avoid sending him over the edge with her, Breanna didn't announce she was about to squirt on his cock. When Spencer bucked again, she released. A flood of pent-up emotion and cum surged and gushed from deep within her pussy. Breanna's brain flashed like a strobe, as she wailed loudly and muttered indecipherable words into his ear.
Shocked and panicked, Spencer stopped thrusting. His mom trembled and tensed in his arms, and dug her nails painfully into his shoulder blades. She was stronger yet more vulnerable than he had ever seen her, and he was humbled for her to be in his arms. "Keep going," he heard her cry, so he instantly returned to pounding her as powerfully as he could.
The initial wave of the climax passed, and Breanna gasped for oxygen. Her blue eyes were distant and watery as she savored the pleasure and wiggled her clenching, pedicured toes.
When the tremors subsided and conscious thoughts returned, Breanna smiled. And then she laughed. She laughed surreally in recognition of what she had just done. After a sweet kiss on the cheek, she told her son he could rest.
The smacking sounds had stopped, and the mom and son gazed at each other. It was a new gaze for a new relationship. As their chests heaved together and they held each other, they each were overcome with a strange and profound feeling that for the first time, they were truly mother and son.
"Fuck, that was good," Breanna finally uttered, falling back into her daze. She pecked his lips. "You made me cum, hehe!"
"Yeah, I know! But, uh... I still need to cum. I'm gonna do it right in your pussy," Spencer grinned, kissing her lips as she kissed him back.
"I'm well aware you need to cum... But I'm the woman and your mom... So I get to decide where it's best for you to cum." She planted a hot kiss on his lips, and then one on his neck, and then one on his chest.
Spencer was paralyzed as his mom crippled him with sensual kisses down his body and unblinking eye contact. She pushed him back from the desk, and any illusions he had about how much control he had during the pounding disappeared. When her lips met his cock, he whined at the ceiling. His entire length disappeared into the wet warmth, and his testicles nuzzled into her warm chin.
After reminding him what she could do for him, Breanna began sucking the top of his thick shaft. She wagged her tongue under his head to taste their combined scent.
Within seconds, Spencer was fighting off convulsion. He could feel his mom hit every pleasure point as if she had done so countless times before.
The son opened his squinting eyes for just long enough to meet his mom's confident, certain stare. He had her permission. "AAAGH!" His body seized as he locked onto his steady, beautiful mom.
When it was time to seal her lips, Breanna playfully beamed up at her son and offered her flattened, pink tongue instead. The look on his face when he fired his first load was one she would never forget. Rope after rope of molten, salty goo landed on her tongue and deep in her mouth. Her firm grasp held his jerking cock steady, and she supportively pumped it.
The strain around Spencer's eyes loosened, and he was able to watch the rest of his cum ooze onto his mom's tongue in peace. "Wow, wow, wow...."
The moment he was drained completely, her hand left his deflating cock and she sat back on her heels. Before he could say anything, she pinched the puddle on her tongue and pulled it into the air, letting it drip back down onto her tongue. "That's- That's- I love when you did that at Mr. Commons' house, but with..." Spencer was excited but could hardly speak. Fortunately, his mom was well ahead of him.
She sexily swallowed his load and sighed, "You seriously think I'd forget how much you liked when I had fun with cum?"
"Well, I..."
"I'm so disappointed..." Breanna rose to her feet and kissed her son. They giggled together while they made out again. "And guess what? We just fucked!"
Spencer and Breanna smiled dazedly and held each other's sides, both thrilled, both in love, both overwhelmed, and both knowing they didn't feel the full gravity of what they had done yet.
----
Redressing was a quiet affair. The server room was dark and cast in purple again. As the shock slowly wore off, the mom and son were beginning to internalize what had happened, along with the permanent consequences.
Spencer squeezed back into his underwear and tight pants. Breanna was back in her costume except for her thong. It was soaked beyond salvation, and she knew she would have to drive home with it stashed in her bag.
Despite being fully dressed -- well, as clothed as they were when they had entered -- they lingered in the small backroom. They both seemed to realize that as soon as they left, what they had done would become real.
Spencer was picking at his fingers when his mom suddenly took his hand and smiled. "Let's go home."
They re-emerged into the cavernous pit of noise, people, and screams, and they pushed their way to the front door. As promised, Breanna tipped the seated bouncer an extra hundred dollars. Her hand slid in and out of his pocket so quickly, by the time it registered to him that someone had touched his dick, Breanna and Spencer were walking down the sidewalk, holding hands and snickering. The sky was black, and neither knew the time or cared.
"Are you ever going to text that guy again?" Spencer asked.
"Who, Mark? If you have the balls to ask me on a date here next year."
Spencer straightened his spine, tightened his wrist, and took control of their pace back to the car. Breanna looked fondly at her growing man.


*****12


Their bodies were exhausted, and the thought of a three-hour car ride home through the dark made their eyelids feel heavier and their shoulders hunch forward. Still, the mother and son set off anyway.
It didn't take long for Spencer's staring to reinvigorate them. After stopping at traffic lights to kiss, then to make out, and then to feel each other's bodies, they came to a stop in a dirt turn-out on the side Interstate 5, about twenty miles outside San Diego.
The sex was loud and clunky in the cramped backseat bench of the SUV. They had been suffering from racing minds and raging hormones, so they put each other at ease with quick sex that ended with Spencer spurting onto his mom's flat tummy.
With their naked bodies slowly rising and falling, and their combined juices dripping down their thighs and onto Spencer's shirt laid beneath them, the mother and son gazed at the faint stars through the moonroof.
Spencer could hardly believe he was being held by his mom, that his head was nestled on her warm breasts, and her fingers were motheringly but romantically twirling in his hair. But he felt at peace. Somewhat,
"How are we gonna handle this at home?"
"Hmm? What do you mean?"
"Like, hiding this from dad." Spencer lifted his head, breathing ominously. But his mom oddly chuckled and rolled her eyes.
"Your dad knows."
"What?!" Spencer shot up straight, shaking his head. "No, he doesn't!"
"Yes, he does. Of course, he does," she grinned. "I admit I'm good, but I don't think I would've gotten away with something like this. Ever since I told him you were the one spying at Mr. Common's house, and that you tried blackmailing me into sex, he's been just as excited as I am, hehe!"
"Dad loves you. He'd never allow you to do this. He'd never let me do this," Spencer loudly argued.
Breanna's smile was smug but forgiving. "You're right, he does love me. And I love him. That's why he lets me have fun. And because he loves you, too, he was pretty excited about my idea to have sex with you."
The son stared, and the mother added, "He loves the idea of other men having me... just like you do. You're definitely your father's son."
"Stop!" Spencer pushed his ears in, desperate to think clearly. He was flustered and confused, unsure what to believe. It was so easy for his mom to lie to and torment men to get what she wanted. He refused to fall for it again, especially for something so difficult to untangle.
"Honey, I'm not--"
"Stop! You're just saying this because, even though you completed your part of the deal, you're afraid I'm gonna use what happened today as leverage. You think I'm gonna blackmail you again. So, you want me to think it's no big deal and that he knows."
The mother swept sweaty strands of hair from her entertained face. "Oh, really?"
"Yeah! I know what you're doing."
"Hmm..." she shrugged. "Well, if you really feel that way, when we get home, you and I can sit your dad down and tell him what we did. Every sexy detail. Trust me, he'll love it. He loves hearing about it every time."
As convincing as his mom's acting was, Spencer knew her story was bullshit. He had factual evidence that no lie could undo. "I know what you're doing, mom. I saw you cheat at Mr. Common's party. You--"
"Haha!" Laughter filled the stale cabin. "Honey, I wasn't cheating. I--"
"No. No! Don't say it was a swingers' party or something like that. I know it wasn't. I saw what you did."
The laughter didn't stop, as Breanna seemed to love the inquisition, pinned down by her son's weight on her thighs. "Spence, listen to me! I told you right away, you didn't see what you think you saw. That was a swingers' party. Malcolm and Jeanine throw them all the time. They call them 'cocktail' parties because it's a bunch of cock chasing tail..." she waved her hand. "That, and it's better than writing 'swinging party' in an email. It's corny but pretty clever." After her son failed to laugh at the pun, Breanna added, "We've been going to them since you went off to school. We've gone to pretty much every one. I've been getting dicked down by strangers for much longer than that though."
Spencer could only stare at the leather seats and shake his head. "No, no, no. You're being all... you right now. I saw what happened. You waited till dad went to the bathroom, then you started dancing with those guys. And you were the only one dancing with a random person. Everyone else was with their partner. It was only you!" Spencer charged.
"First of all, he wasn't a random person. His name's Jeremy. He and his wife go to all the parties, too. We see them literally every two weeks. Secondly, you have no idea what was going on. You just looked through a window for a few minutes." Breanna propped herself up on her elbows. "At every party either three men or three women get to pick a partner first. Obviously, the person they want has to agree to it, but pretty much everyone always plays along. You saw me on a Guys' Choice night, Spencer. And, as I'm sure you can imagine, guys like to choose me. And by this point they pretty much all know the dancefloor is where I like to be picked up, haha!"
Breanna relaxed her chin and spoke calmly, "Spencer... think about it. Your dad knows guys are going to pick me. He walked away. One interested guy came up, but he was too nervous to ask me. Another guy had the balls to walk right up and tell me what he wanted. And I happily gave it to him."
The low, shadowy bushes outside the tinted window rustled in the breeze. Admittedly, Spencer was starting to second-guess himself. The problem was that his mom had tricked him so many times before, he had good reason to doubt her. She seemed comfortable under him, not able to move. She was interested and attractive, exactly as she'd want to appear. "Okay... Then explain why those men didn't come over til dad went to the bathroom. If everyone there knew it was a swingers' party, why would they care if dad was there?"
"Because of the rules."
"What rules?"
"The house rules, to keep everything fun and safe. Some are pretty dumb, but some are important. Anyway, because of some problems in the past — Cough! Always the husbands. Cough! — Jeanine made the rule that you have to head into another room if your partner is getting picked up. That's why your dad left. And if he went into the bathroom, then I guess he actually had to go to the bathroom, haha! Now that I think about it, he did seem pretty relaxed when he came back to check on me. Maybe he just jerked off."
As waves of shadows and light swept over the contours of his mom's face from the distant headlights, Spencer swelled with a sense of control and vindication. Finally, he had caught his mom in a lie she couldn't wiggle out of. "He went to the bathroom before any guy came up to you..." The son smiled. "I saw you. You spent the whole time looking around to make sure dad couldn't see you. You rushed through the blowjob. Then you told the guy to keep quiet! Obviously, you weren't so fine with dad knowing then. Obviously, you weren't okay with-- You weren't--"
His mom's belting laughter echoed through the car, and her body shook under his weight. Her head rolled back, and she surprisingly sat up and pulled his neck down to plant a kiss on his lips, swirling her tongue around his.
"Ahh-ah!" She regained her breathing and looked up lovingly with glistening eyes, stroking his cheek. "Spence, you have the best brain in the family, but sometimes you outthink your common sense. Maybe you should stick to computer investigations."
Her comment came off more admiring than insulting. And Spencer looked lost.
"Honey, think about it... We go to those parties all the time. Playtime starts around 9:30 every time. Your dad knows I get picked right away every time. It actually pisses a lot of the other women off," Breanna snickered. She could see the gears churning in her son's head.
"Your dad knows the drill. He loves it. It's like Christmas morning to him. He gets all excited, looking around to see who's giving me the 'fuck-me' eyes," she spoke with a reminiscent voice. "All that secret sneaking around with Jeremy? That was just me being a little naughty. Jeremy walked up behind me and told me he wanted to pound me, so I told him he had to earn it."
Breanna brattily bit her cheek and studied her son's quiet reaction. "He started grinding on me, it got really hot really quickly, and I told him I wanted to suck the soul out of his cock," she chuckled bashfully.
"Anyway, there's this rule. The men came up with it — big surprise — that you can only hook up with someone once before moving on, 'so more people can get to know each other.' Really, they just made the rule so they'd have a better chance of having fun with the hot women they wanted. Anyway, that's why I didn't want anyone to see me with Jeremy. I still wanted him to pound me like he promised without any of the women who hate me to pitch a fit and try to get me kicked out for breaking the rules."
The air was still, except for the humming road noise. Spencer moved his lips. "But, like..."
"Spencer. I wasn't hiding from your dad. Your father was literally the one person in the entire house I would've been fine with seeing me do that."
Reality began to set in for the nineteen-year-old, and he blushed in embarrassment, realizing how dumb and childish he had to seem to his mom. Her story made sense, much more sense than the story he had been telling himself. The son realized where they were... together, alone, naked, entangled, covered in each other's sweat and fluids, breathing in the stale steam and smell of each other's sex. How could this possibly happen if his mom hadn't planned it this way?
Why didn't she just tell you the truth from the beginning? Spencer wondered with frustration. But he knew why. If she told him, he wouldn't have believed it, and he would've been confused like he was now. Playing along with what he already believed was much simpler for his mom, and probably a lot more fun.
Why would she blow that guy in a room full of people, then? Why wouldn't she just slip out and get a room with him? But Spencer already knew why she chose to do it. It was mind-numbingly hot.
"So..." he finally said, "did you and Jeremy still end up...?"
"Oh, my god!" His mom rolled her eyes, covering her laughing face.
"What?"
"Of course, that's your question!"



She was shaking her head, and Spencer didn't understand. "What do you mean? What's wrong with asking that? You said--"
"Nothing, nothing, nothing!" Breanna lunged and kissed him again, loudly. "Nothing's wrong with asking that, it's just... You," she beamed, holding her forehead against his.
Suddenly, Spencer felt very small and vulnerable in his mom's big, blue eyes, smiling deeply, omnipotently into his. He swallowed dryly and breathed, feeling his ears in her warm hands.
Their mouths met again, locking their lips and tongues slowly before breaking apart. Breanna's blonde head fell back onto the dark seat, more at peace than before. "After you left, I danced with your father a little more. Then he went off again, to chat with some cutie and give me my space. Then Jeremy came back, we danced again, then he took me to a bedroom, bent me over the bed, and pounded me just like he promised. There was a mirror in the room, so I got to watch him slide all eleven inches inside me. Then we watched each other fuck the other like crazy until he jizzed all over my ass."
Her slight giggle at the end did something to Spencer. He simply inhaled sharply, which drew his mom's full attention.
"I tell your father every detail of what I do. Every time. He loves it. I can do it for you, too..."
Spencer gulped again. There was no longer a doubt in his mind. "You're serious. You're not kidding. Dad knows. About all of this? Even that you were gonna have sex with me?!"
"Of course." She suddenly popped up excitedly, smacking his thigh. "Here, scoot!"
Spencer got off and watched his mom bend over and dig into the center console up in front.
"Here..." she awkwardly stumbled back and plopped down next to him. She offered a white envelope between her fingers. "I wasn't allowed to read it," she feigned offense, biting her smile. "He told me to give this to you 'if, and only if your date is successful and he seems accepting of our marital arrangement.'"
His mom's impression was terrible, yet somehow spot-on. Spencer chuckled and said yes to the envelope, tearing it open nervously. He unfolded the yellow legal paper, instantly recognizing his dad's handwriting and his words.
"Hello Spencer,
Congrats on your big day!
I'm sure you feel like the luckiest man in the world right now, and I don't want to take too much time from your special day. Your mother is the most beautiful, caring, sexy, intelligent, talented, and loving partner any man could ask for, and I hope you appreciate every moment you get to share with her.
While I know this evolution of your relationship will bring you two closer as mother and son, I also hope it will help you and I bond more as father and son. I am proud and thrilled to be sharing the best part of me with you.
By now, your mother has explained our marital arrangement to you. Recent events have caused me to re-examine our arrangement, my role as a husband and father, your growth as a man, and the love in our family. After deep discussion, your mother and I agree we both want you to join us as an equal partner in our sexual relationship."
Spencer stopped reading and looked over the tall, yellow paper. His mom was sucking her lips like she was trying to contain her excitement. Though her eyes were uncharacteristically anxious. He could tell she wanted to lean over and read the letter to learn what his dad wrote, but she had just enough discipline and respect to act casual.
With shortened breaths and warm head swelling with questions, Spencer returned to the long letter.
"Whether you realize it or not, today was a day of great trust. Never before had your mother engaged with other men without me present. She went with you to a new city and a new environment to be vulnerable with strangers, and she entrusted you with her safety, comfort, and happiness. Whether you realize it or not, you had to fulfill my responsibilities as her partner. If you are reading this letter, you did your mother and me proud.
None of this needs to be decided or even considered today. Over the coming weeks, I encourage you to let your mom introduce you to more of my responsibilities and privileges of being her partner. I also encourage you to consider the potential negative consequences. Then, if and when you decide you are ready, we can all sit down and discuss how to build a new relationship as a family. I have no doubt you and I can work together to share your mom in a way that leads to all three of us being happier than we ever thought possible.
All that aside, I can't help but think what a poor father I would be if I failed to give my son advice for his big date! I know you might be reading this too late, but the advice will be just as good tomorrow.
Firstly, your mother's sexiest asset is her brain (though her breasts are a close second, hah!). She enjoys nothing more than sexually manipulating men. My advice is to fight it. You will never win, but she will love the challenge, and you will enjoy the reward.
Secondly, listen to all of her advice and instruction. Not only is she more experienced, she understands your needs more than you do, and she is also your mother!
Thirdly, you may have already noticed how your mother gravitates toward well-hung gentlemen when swinging. Never forget that swinging for your mom is about novelty, physical pleasure, and knowing I (and now you) will find it sexy. Stimulate her mind, and you will turn her on more than any random man ever could.
Finally, you may have noticed how your mother has not let any man finish inside her vagina, including you. We have rules for trusted people who can finish in her mouth, but only I am allowed to finish in her vagina without protection. My advice to you, when you are done reading this letter, is to look your mom in the eye and say exactly this:
'Hey, mom, Dad says while I'm deciding if I want to be your partner, I have his permission to cum in your perfect pussy as much as I want. Can I please have your permission, too? I'd love to fuck you until I shoot a hot load in your pussy right now!'
(See where that gets you!)
Spencer, I hope you savor every moment of today and every moment you get to spend with your mother from here forward. She loves you more than you will ever know.
Love,
Dad
P.S. I may not have seen it yet, but according to your mother, the video you recorded of her treating a man to the time of his life at Mr. Common's cocktail party is rather exciting! Going forward, let's continue to record those moments and share them for all three of us to appreciate. (If you were not able to today, I understand. This morning I asked your mother to record any moments she could, but she may have been too focused getting ready for her date!)"
In the darkened cabin, Breanna could hear the shakiness in her son's labored breaths, and she could see the ripples in the yellow notepad paper caused by his trembling hands. His forehead and blank eyes reappeared, as he seemed lost in the depths of his mind. Breanna didn't know what her husband wrote, but knowing him and their conversations, she had an idea.
"So... What does it say?" she finally caved. Her son was silent, and her gaze fell to his lap. "Um..." she giggled lightly. "I'm guessing it was gooood?"
With a boyish smile, Spencer burned red and looked at his feet. "Yeaahhh," he said, his voice wavering. He wanted to ask his mom the question his dad prepared for him, but he couldn't. He was suddenly nervous again, hands sweating. And it felt weird to ask such a significant question with someone else's words.
"I know that's a private letter, but do you wanna talk about any of it?"
Folding and creasing the paper around two lines of small, neat text, Spencer held it up to his mom. "He told me to ask you this..." He watched her eyebrow cock in curiosity, and then the other joined it in surprise.
"You have a good dad," Breanna smiled, and Spencer nodded in agreement. They read each other's eyes before romantically locking lips again.
As Spencer poked his tongue out, Breanna pulled away and pushed her lips against his ear. Whispering with a hot, soft breath, she advised, "I know you have a question you want to ask me. And I really wanna hear it. But it's getting late, and we have a long drive back. If we stop every time we wanna fuck or make out, we will never get home." She snickered, as did Spencer. "So... How about this... Tomorrow morning, when my boobs are properly cleaned, I'll wake you up with a special surprise, and then I'll teach you the right ways to suck a woman's nipples. And then... you can ask me whatever question you want."
His arms and fingers flexed and gripped tighter and tighter until Spencer grunted. "God! I love you, Mom." He pushed his lips onto hers and lid the length of his tongue into her mouth. Hers greeted him fanatically.
All Breanna wanted to do was tell her son she loved him too, but she couldn't bring herself to pull her tongue from his mouth.
The blonde mother sat up higher and swung her leg over her son, kneeling over him on the cushioned seats, letting him pull her in as tightly as he could. She finally broke the kiss and looked into his eyes, grabbing his cock as she guided it into her soft, wet pussy lips.
It was the longest drive of their lives.
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Harder and faster, James pumped his strained forearm. His squinting eyes were on the empty bed across the room. No matter how violent his strokes, the only noise was the soft scraping of his knuckles against his sheets. The lack of squeaking in his wooden bed frame was just as exciting as the erotic vision playing in his mind. "Fuck yeah!" he grunted. "Nice!"
After the cum on his abs had been cleared with a tissue, James tightened the screws of the frame once more. He liked the idea of sharing a room with Austin but also liked knowing he could safely masturbate at night or have a girl over without being self-conscious about neighbors hearing them.
James was proud of his new living space. After chickening out last year, he and his closest friends took the plunge and moved off-campus for their senior year. An apartment at The Uptown Reserve was a dream, an expensive dream, but a dream come true nonetheless.
The Reserve complex was geared toward young professionals who wanted stainless steel appliances, modern design, and hardwood floors — and were willing to pay for it. But James and his friends crammed two beds into each bedroom to afford living there.
Even with having a roommate as a senior, James was grateful, for he never took anything for granted in life. He only looked forward to his final year and then going to grad school and then becoming an engineer. So, doubling-up rooms with Austin, Luke, and Harris and having less beer money for a year was worth the better lifestyle.
While the tan and soft blue buildings were pretentious, the other residents seemed cool and friendly. James had first stumbled onto this promised land when he helped his parents move his older sister in the year before. He remembered marveling at the enclosed parks, the grilling patios, the gym — with squat racks, the free wifi, and the clubhouse, which had a pool table and a projector screen. He never wanted to leave.
And, no... his opinion was not influenced in any way by stepping out of his sister's third-floor balcony to see young women lining the edge of a large, heated pool, sunbathing. He knew his friends would love the complex, too.
On his first-floor balcony, looking out into the afternoon sun and eating a slice of cold pizza, James had to admit that he had a reason to finally be grateful for his sister.
A sibling living nearby may seem valuable to most, but James only signed off on the lease once he was certain his building was far from his sister's. It wasn't that he hated her, per se, it was more that he had come to realize a simple truth: She was a thorn in his side.
Aside from the normal bickering of siblings born twenty-two months apart, there was a much deeper problem. James forever lived in his sister's shadow. She was the perfect child, the cute one, the funny one, the social butterfly. For her, getting her degree was a breeze. Meanwhile, James worked quietly in the background, with his nose to the grindstone, accomplishing his practical goals. He was neither the best nor the worst student, neither spectacular nor dull in social settings, and neither open nor closed.
The problem wasn't that James had been mistreated or cast aside as a child. He was loved. The problem was that whenever he was around his sister, he felt invisible. Her personality and gifts cast too large of a shadow. He didn't think she was being evil, but he did wonder why after a lifetime of supporting her and believing in her, she never used her gifts to shine some light on him. In the end, he just didn't want to be around her and feel invisible again.
Regardless, he did have a reason to thank his sister now. If she hadn't moved in first, there was no way in Hell his strict parents would've let him move into The Reserve. James may have been an adult, but he didn't have a full-tuition scholarship to law school and a cushy internship at a law firm like his sister did, so he was still reliant on his parents' tuition money, and therefore their judgment. When his parents finally agreed to let him live off-campus, they didn't say it was because they trusted him but rather, "Your sister seems to think it's a good idea."
She got to move here without them asking her a million questions. God! That was so fucking annoying. She didn't need someone in the family living here first. She just got to... Dude! Calm the fuck down. Who cares, man? You're here! James thought, shaking his head in laughter.
He loosened his white knuckles on the railing and happily chewed his pizza. The lease was signed, and he was in paradise for a year.
There was a knock on the sliding glass door, and James turned to Luke, who was waving him inside with a muffled voice. "You gotta get in here! We're setting up the living room, and Harris wants the couch against the wall like a fucking moron. He wants the Switch and the TV just sitting in the middle of the room."
Used to being "the mom" of the friend group, James nodded and walked inside.


***** 1


The morning sun filtered through the white blinds and awakened James's fluttering eyes. Austin was still asleep, but the room was unpacked and clean. It was home. A surge of possibilities made James's cheeks bubble, for class didn't start until Monday, and today was a blank canvas.
Over their breakfast of Cheerios, Harris stressed the need of throwing a football around. They had all joined the same intramural football team last year, only to get their asses kicked in the playoffs. According to Harris, it was a result of them "goofin' around too much."
"We might wanna hit the gym first, though. I did nothing all summer," Luke confessed.
Slurping his milk, James added, "Yeah, we should. And we can go to the pool later. Maybe we will meet some neighbors there."
The four young men at the table lit up with the same shit-eating grin.
"Sounds good," Harris nodded. "I say we work up a sweat in the gym, toss the ball around, then do a cool-down dip." They all agreed.
----
Their bond didn't last for long, as the post-breakfast activity was debating how to load the dishwasher. Austin explained the benefits of leaving a gap between plates, while Luke rallied support against it.
Ding! Ding!
They all ceased at the chime of their new doorbell, and they all looked at James. "I'll get it," he announced, already knowing they would look to him.
Through the living room, he walked into the small entryway and peeked through the peephole. The warped image was exciting and then disappointing. He scoffed at the sight of the grinning, young woman. I fucking knew they'd tell her to spy on me...
James slipped out through a crack in the door. "Hey, what's up?"
"Hey! Oh my god! I can't believe you're here!" Wendy danced and hugged him on the stoop. "How's everything going so far?"
"Good, good, you know. There's a lot to do to get moved in, but we're getting there," James said to his sister, with hands tapping in his pockets.
"Is everything okay...?"
"Yeah, everything's great. Why?"
"Nothing. You just seem a little uncomfortable or stressed out," Wendy chuckled uneasily. Her eyes were scanning his stubbly face and messy, brown hair. "It kinda seems like ya don't want to see me, heh."
"That's not true!" James snapped.
"Really? Cuz we're still standing outside, and ya look a little eager to get back inside... hah. C'mon, we haven't seen each other in, like, forever!"
James scratched his unruly bedhead, which was normally combed and flipped in front. "I know. It's just, the move is stressful, and we're not anywhere close to being done unpacking yet. You know, I don't want you to see it and have to tell mom and dad how bad it looks."
His older sister cocked her brow. "What do you mean? Why would I 'have to tell mom and dad' how bad it looks? Why the hell would I care?"
"No, I... I know you wouldn't tattle on me. It's just, I know that mom and dad will end up asking you a million questions about how I'm doing here, and you're not gonna lie about that."
Slowly, her cheeks rounded, until she burst out in laughter. "Why the fuck not? What do you mean? Why would I tattle on you? I'll just tell them what they wanna hear. You think I wanna be on the phone with them for two hours explaining your apartment to them?"
Watching her shake and laugh was weird for James. Her cavalier attitude, and her casual cursing, caught him off-guard. Never would she have lied to their parents, especially if it concerned him. She never missed the chance to tattle on him, whether he was sneaking an extra dessert or setting off fireworks in the woods with friends — granted, in that case, it was probably a good idea.
As he examined her more closely, he realized she looked older, and that was because she was. It dawned on James that he had spent little time with his sister over the last four years. Sure, they went to the same school, but Ann Arbor was a sprawling campus with over thirty thousand students, and James had made no effort when she reached out to him to hang out his freshman year. Between that and his sister living in Detroit most summers for her law internship, when did he spend time with her? At Christmas?
"Well, anyway," James said, "it's chaos in there, and I'd feel bad inviting anyone in."
"Ah. Gotcha..." Wendy nodded with disappointment. "I'll swing by later in the week for the tour, then? I guess today I can just meet your friends on the porch and--"
"No!" He lurched. "I mean, I think they're still eating breakfast, so you can just meet them later maybe?"
"Oh. Okay, then..." Wendy shrunk and smacked her lips, unsure of what to say.
James said goodbye and returned to his friends, telling them how he had just told the maintenance guy that everything in the apartment was running smoothly so far.


***** 2


James, Luke, Austin, and Harris walked barefoot under a cloudy August sky, the grass lawn cool and silky between their toes. After working out and playing football, they had earned a trip to the pool.
Their feet found concrete, and they walked briskly down a short path through rows of drooping willows and arrived at the pool gate. Their shirts were soaked through and sticky, and they immediately found a reason to sweat more.
"I love this place, y'all," Austin whispered.
They had yet to unlatch the metal gate, and already they were facing a pair of twenty-something women lying in chaise lounge chairs. Their lotioned skin glistened in the muted sun, as one was on her stomach, her bikini top untied. The guys felt an instinct to wave and say hello to the women, but they were hesitant because of their dark sunglasses. Was the reclining one with cute, small breasts asleep? It could wait. They had all year.
James walked across the pool deck with his friends in tow. He found a row of four open chairs and dropped his gym sack. Perhaps it was the cloudy weather, but the pool was sparse, with small groups and solo bathers here and there. It was nice.
It was finally time for James to take off his shirt and unveil his beach body, a moment he had been proudly waiting for. He had a lean frame with broad shoulders, a swimmer's body despite not having swum competitively in years, and it deceptively made him appear taller than he was. It also made him easy to stay tone but hard to add bulk. So, when he muscled his way out of his damp t-shirt, there was hardly a difference from last year, but he felt there was. "Alright, I'm ready! Let's go! I think we should--"
"Yo," Harris calmly interrupted. He nudged his chin. "Six o'clock."
Each guy took his turn glancing across the water, spotting the gorgeous Latina sunbather in her red bikini. She was oblivious to their interest, wearing headphones and flipping through a magazine.
"That's why they can charge so much for rent," James shrugged. His friends stifled their laughter.
"Welp, she's out of all our leagues, so I'm gonna jump in before I die of heatstroke," Luke said, dipping his foot in the blue water.
"How's it feel? Please tell me they ain't got the heater on."
"Nah, Austin, it's pretty nice. It's like a cool bath..." Luke's attention faded into the distance. "Guys, guys, guys, guys, guys!" His flicking head demanded attention. "I know what I just said, but Jesus Christ..."
Luke's theatrics made James cringe, and he looked to make sure their new Latina neighbor wasn't watching. "Oh, damn!" he heard Harris say. "I think I found her..." Luke dramatized. "I think I found the one."
Recklessly craning his neck, James stared down to the end of their row of plastic lounge chairs. With her back supported, a book in her hands, and one knee swaying breezily in the air, was the silhouette of a young woman. Her body was tight and voluptuous, with ample breasts pillowing on her chest and a butt stretching the nylon straps of her slate-black bikini. Her skin was sun-kissed.
A reflective glint caught the edge of her gold aviators, and James and his friends jerked their heads away. Maybe too quickly. She sat up and removed her sunglasses, then used her saluting hand as a visor.
She had caught them looking, but instead of anger, her eyes popped in excitement. Her arm shot into the air and waved hello, causing three of the guys to straighten their spines and puff out their chests as they waved back. James, however, hunched over.
Suddenly, the five-six brunette had set down her book and was busting toward them. With each stride on the concrete, she bounced on the balls of her feet, making her breasts, rear, and ponytail bounce in turn. "Hey, James!"
Instantly, James felt entrapped by baffled, unworldly eyes. His friends were scouring their brains, looking at him like they had just learned he was a time traveler and had never told them. Of all the times James imagined the day his sister and friends would meet, it was certainly never like this. He felt dumb for ever thinking he could avoid this encounter. You gotta be fucking kidding me... "Hi, Wen," he muttered.
"I'm glad you took a break from moving in to make it out to the pool!"
"Oh, we actually finished moving in yester--"
"Yeah, us, too." James loudly cut off Austin. "We just got done playing football, so we figured we'd head here." As his friends fumbled with their postures, James racked his brain to remember the last time he had seen his sister in a two-piece swimsuit. It was never. It had never happened. Wendy wearing a bikini to a public pool was inconceivable. Even now, if their parents found out, they would lose their fucking minds. And James understood why.
"Gotcha," Wendy said. Her voice was mature and easygoing, with an ever-so-slight drawl. "We're in the same boat then. I just got back from yoga, and I thought I'd unwind before hittin' the books."
"You're studying already?!" Luke interjected. He quickly shrunk, as if afraid of the gorgeous brunette.
"Yep! I'm a law-school girl. The work never stops for me." Wendy scrunched her turn-up nose at her brother's friend. "I'm going to take a guess..." she pointed. "Based on James's Insta pics, I'm gonna say you're... Luke?"
He nodded his curly, fair head in wonder as if his celebrity crush knew his name. Wendy moved on from the thin boy and pointed at the stocky blonde next to him. "And that makes you Austin?"
"Yes, ma'am." Austin smiled, then winced at his reply. Wendy thought nothing of it and moved on to the final masculine face. Being her brother's only lean, tall, black friend, Wendy had an easy time with the third roommate. "And that makes you Harris."
"Yes, I am," he voiced smoothly.
"Well, it's nice to meet you all! I can see you're here to swim, so I'll get outta your hair. But, like I told James already, I'll swing by and visit you guys later in the week, and we can hang out. Well... if I can get free from my schoolwork," she added, with a roll of her eyes. The guys, minus James, laughed loudly.
As she turned and walked away, James braced himself for the inevitable onslaught, the same barrage of comments he had suffered throughout high school. As soon as she sat down, his friends turned back to him.
"Bro, I'm sorry, but your sister is the hottest woman alive."
"How the fuck did we not meet her yet?"
"Do you guys have the same parents? Or is it like a half-sister thing?"
"Can I ask for your permission to think about her in the shower?"
"Dude, please tell me you're fucking jerking off in the shower."
"I just said I wanted to think about her. I didn't say I was actually--"
"Please stop," James moaned, knowing they wouldn't. As he had learned in high school, buddies ragged on each other over hot sisters or moms, especially when they were in groups. James was guilty of it himself at some points, and this just needed to run its course, as it always did. "Let's just swim."
"Good idea, our erections will be easier to hide in the water."
James groaned and jumped into the pool. The cold shocked his senses, but he allowed himself to sink to the bottom in the quiet darkness. One at a time. That was how he preferred his friends to meet his sister. When he was the only audience, who could his friends joke with? If his friends talked about his sister behind his back, what did it matter? He couldn't hear it.
The air in his lungs was running thin, and James loathed the idea of returning to the surface, to the same tired innuendos and cliches. It seemed with age, his friends' jokes grew more annoying. Perhaps it was a sign of maturity. Either way, he was human and he didn't literally want to die, so he stood up in the pool.
"I don't know, they have to be at least double-D's." "You think?" "Yeah, at least. They're fucking melons. Look up how big Katy Perry's are." "How do you know what hers look like?" "From like TV and shit. Trust me, they're like the same size."
Ahhh! James massaged his eyelids. His friends were at least trying to whisper and subtly sneak peeks. But it was safe to say none of them were destined for roles in the CIA.
"God, did you see her walk away? How is James related to her?" "Her real mom's gotta be black. That shit's genetic. Yoga alone can't do that."
He was standing right behind them, and they were unaware and absorbed. That was the Wendy effect. It's what she always did. Perhaps it was a result of not experiencing it for years, but it felt worse now. Drifting off into space, James tried not to catalog which friend uttered which irksome remark. He didn't want to hate them. Why did I want us to move here? James thought.
When they were growing up together, James had easily scared off boys who were inappropriate around his sister. Sometimes Wendy would ask him to talk to a creepy guy for her, and James dutifully obliged. To be fair, she had been such a pretentious know-it-all back then that boys lost interest after speaking to her. It was kind of funny, but sad in a way. But this James's first time dealing with his friends meeting a down-to-earth version of his sister — along with her more relaxed? dress code. There was a queasy feeling in his gut that the teasing would last longer than it did in high school.
"Did you hear about that freshman who ran into the bus on her scooter?" James interrupted. His friends turned around and were instantly engaged by the wild rumors surrounding the infamous, freak accident. Their eyes occasionally wandered back to the pool deck, but James was just happy to have his friends back.
----
Wendy was nose-deep in her novel, but she could hear her brother and his loud friends making collision noises with their mouths and hands. She peeked over her book and noticed two of them glancing up at her. She was used to men staring. She understood it. And it rarely bothered her these days.



Ehhh, was that lame of me? Wendy pondered, eyeing the back of her brother's head. After how long she had waited to spend time with her brother and to meet his friends, here she was, in the place as them, reading alone. James looked like he wanted his guy time, though... hmm.
Wendy was still bothered by how things went during her morning visit. Maybe she had been too assuming in coming over unannounced? Maybe she should have caught up with her brother before trying to meet his friends and see his place? Considering how nuts their parents were, she and James needed each other. Even if it was mostly her brother's fault, which it was, she felt guilty for not staying close with him in recent years.
----
Just as James finished explaining his theory of why the electric scooter had to have hit the bus rather than the other way around, he sensed his sister sitting on the pool edge behind him, kicking her shins in the water.
"Hey, guys!"
"Hey, Wendy," Austin welcomed.
"So, how are you guys liking it here so far?"
"We never wanna leave," Luke said wistfully.
For some reason, that comment lit James's fuse more than the others. "Hey, Wen, can I talk to you about something mom said?"
"Yeah, sure." Wendy furrowed her eyebrows, watching him paddle to the wall.
James climbed out and led her to the bright flowers lining the back fence. As she opened her lips to speak, he blurted in a huff, "Can you please put a sundress on? Or a wrap? Or whatever the hell is in style right now?"
Wendy lurched back and shook. "Wait, what? Why? What did mom say?"
"Nothing. Mom didn't call. I'm just... ugh!" James tousled his wet hair. "I'm asking you for a favor. Please. You're... My friends are being assholes, and you're making it worse than it needs to be."
Her beautiful face twisted in revulsion. "Excuse me?! What the hell have I done except be nice to you today? You've been avoiding me like the fucking plague."
"No, that's not... It's just... They're staring at you," James grimaced, hearing the awkward truth out loud. "C'mon, you know you're flaunting... everything. You know what you're doing."
Wendy opened her mouth but backed down. She had never had a conversation like this with her brother before. After how much she appreciated him standing up for her when they were younger, she could see how he might not understand she was an independent adult now. But he needed to. Besides, he and his friends needed to grow the fuck up.
For a brief moment, Wendy swore she saw her brother's gaze linger on her tits, and that was more proof that James should be having an uncomfortable conversation with his friends and not with her.
Under the willow branches, Wendy spoke to her younger brother candidly. "I understand how their behavior is upsetting you. And I'm sure you'll have a talk with them later about how to respect you better. But I'm not responsible for how they act or where they look. I don't control their eyes. They do. You and I are both adults, which means we're both responsible for dealing with our own friends and can wear whatever we want without the other's approval. And I am not going to change my behavior because immature guys wanna act up. So, please, James, never tell me what to wear again. They are annoying you, not me. So, go talk to them."
Her response frustrated James, largely because she was right about everything, and his problem was no closer to being solved. He stressed with his hands, "I don't need you to change your behavior at all! I'm asking you to tone it down a little. You don't understand... I can't stop them. They're not thinking about it. Guys are just like that when they meet a new girl. You just have to wait until they're used to being around you. And c'mon, Wen, you know that dressing like this around guys... you know."
Ironic... Wendy raised a sharp eyebrow, catching her brother's green eyes on her chest again before they moved down to the sides of her hips. She wasn't grossed out, for she had learned during her undergrad years how men were drawn to any amount of bare flesh like moths to a flame. Boys were curious beings.
With a quick peek at the front of his navy swim trunks, Wendy was relieved by the lack of movement. She was done entertaining his nonsense, so she met his square face and delivered her closing arguments. "James, I'm twenty-three. I can decide what I wear and how I wear it. How anyone else reacts, that's their business. I know you know that's true. You would never put a shirt on because a friend of mine thought you were cute, and I don't need to cover up at a pool — in a bikini I bought at effing Target — just because your friends are being dumb and annoying. In my experience, every time a group of guys your age gets together, they end up being dumb and annoying. The fact is, you and your friends are probably going to be seeing a lot of me now. So, just like I had to, you're gonna have to get used to guys looking at me without making a big deal about it. Can you accept that? Can you be an adult?"
The gears in his head churned, but James had no retorts. In defeat, he dropped his chin and watched the water drip from his trunks onto the grass around his feet. "Fine," he grumbled.
"Good. I'm heading back to my apartment soon anyway. So, you should be able to enjoy the rest of your day without worrying about me and my evil, trendy swimwear. Whoo-oo-oooo..." Wendy mocked in a ghoulish voice and fluttered her fingers as she rolled her eyes and walked away.
Yeah, she's pissed off, James thought. At least she was leaving soon. With a shrug, he ran back to the water and soon saw his sister packing her tote and tying a towel around her waist. Any coverage was an improvement.
"It was nice meeting you guys!"
The roommates waved back at Wendy and told her how much they enjoyed meeting her. James didn't expect a goodbye, nor did he get one.
"Hey, Wendy?" Luke called out. "We're playing video games tomorrow night. Do you wanna come over?"
The trio of hopeful faces led James to suspect his friends had conspired while he was off getting lectured by his sister. At least she despised video games, so James was lucky.
Teetering on her flip-flops, Wendy scratched her head. "Umm... It depends if I'm done with my work. Usually, I'm not, hah. Um, you know what? Yeah, I'll play! I'll make tomorrow work. I should be done with my work by then."
His friend pumped his fist under the water, and James was living a nightmare.
"Awesome, we'll see you then!" Harris confirmed. "We're startin' around nine," Austin added.
"I should be there, then. Bye, guys! See ya, James." She then unlatched the gate and disappeared.
James was dumbfounded.
----
The summer breeze was soughing against the bedroom windows in the night. James had gone for a midnight stroll through the complex and came back to find his roommates asleep. Neither Austin's snoring nor the rustling breeze was keeping sleep at bay, but rather it was his own mind, determined to rehash and win the argument he had with his sister earlier.
I don't understand how she doesn't care. She doesn't like them, could she? No. No. She ripped them and called them immature idiots. Maybe she's just... different? Think about how much you've changed since leaving home? You have to be unrecognizable to her, too. You wouldn't recognize yourself from three years ago. I guess it's the same with her, James thought.
While he had seen the occasional Instagram photo of her out with a date or at a party with alcohol, those experiences made sense, even for her. What he struggled to grasp was how his sister had transformed from a sweater-wearing girl into a woman who thought nothing of going to a public pool in broad daylight in a stylish, black bikini.
Am I overreacting? Hell, yes! She's right, and you fucking know it, dude. If literally any other woman had been wearing that, you would've thought it was a normal bikini. And you're being a hypocrite. You work out and let women see your body. You try to get attention. Why are you lifting weights? To be a better engineer? You had on even less clothing than she did. So, where the hell do you get off?
James had made solid points while playing Devil's Advocate, but he countered, Yeah... but if she ever pulled you aside and asked you to throw your shirt on because it was causing her problems, you would do it immediately. No question. True... but when would that ever happen?
Rolling in his sheets, James needed to escape his mind, and that was simple to do. He made sure Austin was facing the wall and breathing slowly, then he finagled his boxers down to his knees and felt his cock grow hard toward his belly button.
After all, why wouldn't he rock hard? The pool had gotten so crowded before they left that his Latina neighbor had agreed to come over for a drink on his balcony. Now she was winking at him while her warm, wet tongue ran up and down his shaft, rubbing his abs. She sat up and untied the strings of her red bikini and begged him to touch her bronze skin while she rhythmically rode his cock. It wasn't long before she squirted in his lap, moaning in an accent, "Ohhh! Jaimes!" She let him cum deep inside her soft pussy.
So sleep-deprived that he could barely reach his tissue box, James wiped up his gooey mess and closed his eyes, swirling into a deepening blackness. His mind grasped at the tails of floating ideas and feelings, and one lucid thought hung in the void: how surprisingly confident his sister was in her body.


***** 3


How the hell did this end up happening?
James shook his head at his sister, who was focused on the television, her expressive mouth moving determinately. Here they all were, playing video games together as if they were all friends.
For their part, his roommates hadn't uttered a word about Wendy all day, for they had teased him enough the day before. Their behavior was just as revealing, though. Over breakfast, they argued passionately over which game and console to play later. Then, when James returned from his run, he opened the door to find them gathered around a stepladder, installing powder blue curtains in the living room. When they told him they only bought the curtains because they were on sale and matched the carpet, James didn't quite believe them.
Now that his sister was in the living room, most of James's worrying was for naught. She was in a baggy, black t-shirt and plopped in a beanbag chair across the room from him, so she was shielded from his three friends on the couch behind her. No matter how infatuated they were, a neck and a ponytail weren't much to look at.
"I'm gettin' a beer. Anyone else want one? Wendy?" Harris stood up, setting his controller on the couch.
"Hmm..."
"We have Bud Light and Blue Moon."
"You know what? I'll take a Blue Moon," Wendy happily smiled and shrugged.
"Wendy, are you sure you can see the TV okay from over there?"
James rolled his eyes at the concern in Austin's voice. "She said she wanted the beanbag chair. I already asked her earlier if she wanted my chair, and it's the best one in the house, but she said she wanted that one. So, I'm sure she can see. Hah." He tried to settle himself nonchalantly in his high-end gaming chair, hoping his chuckle took the edge from his words. James drew the line at his roommate bullshitting his sister with chivalry and convincing her to squeeze onto a three-cushion couch with them.
But across the room, Wendy's dense, angled eyebrows were arched, and her finger was on her temple. It was a hereditary pose of wry confusion, one they both utilized, as did their dad. "I can see the TV fine. Thanks, Austin. You don't need to tilt it or anything."
Ah, shit... James cringed on the inside. Perhaps he was overthinking things? That was a trait he alone got from his mom. Of course, his sister shared the good traits, such as their brown hair, emerald eyes, and pointed ears.
Harris saved the mood by sauntering back in with bottles of cold beer. Everyone thanked him and returned to playing the game. All five students were former competitive athletes in some respect, but none wanted to be the freak who took Mario Party on Nintendo Switch too seriously. Despite Wendy's diamond face and glossed lips drawing glances whenever she looked back, it was petty enough not to bother James. He let himself relax and enjoy the classic, chaotic party game.
"This would make an amazing drinking game," Wendy said, as she mashed buttons with her nimble fingers in an attempt to win the short minigame. "You can make it so the loser drinks. Or the winner gets to make someone else drink."
"We should play that now!" Luke suggested. His tone was light as if he wanted to be able to pass it off as a joke.
As James opened his mouth to nuke the plans, his sister was already shaking her ponytail side to side. "No! Haha! I can't get hammered on a Sunday night."
"Ah, I was curious what a hammered Wendy would be like."
"I'd be curious, too," Wendy shrugged. "I don't get drunk."
"Never?!" Luke gaped. "Do you not go to parties?"
"I do," Wendy nodded, "but people tell me I'm fun enough sober. So, why get the hangover?"
Under what circumstances people had told his sister that, James didn't want to know. Though, apparently, he was the only one.
Austin bit. "Who told ya that? That seems like the type of thing a guy just says to a girl when he's tryna get her to go home with him."
Wendy shrugged her shoulder. "Who said it wasn't?"
The room erupted around James. His friends were kicking on the couch, his sister's bright teeth were flashing from her simple joke, and James was glaring death at his friend, but his rage went unnoticed. It was as if everyone was working together to mock him.
For minutes on end, James simmered in his chair, losing minigame after minigame, feeling the frustration condense into his knuckles and bent toes. He refused to be a witness to his friends and sister exchanging flirty jokes.
For Wendy, this light repartee was simply her normal way of making friends. Most men she met were attracted to her, which meant they tried to flirt with her right away. In high school, Wendy either ignored their interest or told them she just wanted to be friends. Men responded by distancing themselves from her because they thought she was rejecting them as a person, or they would pretend to be her friend only to admit feelings for her later on, which was sad for all involved. Based on the fact that Wendy had no straight male friends in high school outside of her brother, that method clearly didn't work.
In college, Wendy learned to thread the needle. When men went through their initial phase of making flirty jokes and acting dumb, Wendy let them. She would laugh, joke back, and use her flirty wit, but did so nonchalantly, to where men could sense she wasn't being serious. Men would still be engaged by her and encouraged to talk to her more, and soon they would be friends with her, and the flirty jokes were simply accepted as part of her humor, a source of light entertainment for her.
While it was unfair that Wendy had to make male friends this way, she did find a refreshing honesty in it. There was no denial of reality or surprises later. And when men felt that their attraction was acknowledged, accepted, and joked about in a friendly way, they became less angsty and were able to relax around her. There was no underlying tension to get in the way of a good friendship.
James did not share in that life experience. He was not a highly sought-after woman with big boobs, an outgoing personality, and a nice smile. All he could see was his friends and sister joke about her being picked up at a party for casual sex.
As the blood continued to boil in his veins, even after the conversation had long died, he was determined not to let that type of interaction become the norm. He was angry at his friends, but more so at his sister. He had the power to end it, though, and he just had to wait for the right moment to strike, whenever that may be. Until then, he mashed his controller and focused on the screen, jaw clenched.
Eventually, they began playing a minigame where players used their controllers to stack digital pancakes onto plates. James's lips thinly stretched, and he reminisced, "Hey, Wen... Do you remember the day at Busch Gardens when you ate all of those pancakes and threw up on the roller coaster all over those kids?"
Wendy froze. There was not a single plastic button being clicked anywhere in the open living room. There was just the whacky music sounding from the television in the background. Out of nowhere, without warning, and for no reason, her brother had announced her most embarrassing memory. It was the event the kids at school had ridiculed her about until she cried. Why... What the fuck?
Her chin hung from her face, and Wendy struggled to understand how her brother would ever think it was acceptable to mention that. His three roommates were on the couch, staring forward with blank faces, hiding from the situation. Bruised inside and red in the face, Wendy tried to read her brother's bony cheeks. It suddenly clicked. He's trying to make me look ugly to them... You fucking asshole.
The sides of Wendy's head swelled, and she was about to cry again. Time hadn't cured their sibling instinct to turn pain into bitter words, and an inflamed Wendy was burning return fire. But she darted her eyes around the nice, clean apartment, felt the cold, free drink in her hand, and sensed the presence of the friendly peers she had just met, and she thought better of it.
He wants you to fight back. He wants you to look like a petty bitch. He wants you to ruin this for yourself, Wendy. Don't let him do this to you, she thought.
Over her seething emotions, she wore a humorous smile. "Oh, yeah! I still remember that! What was that, like ten years ago now? God, I can't believe I almost forgot. Those poor kids, haha!"
There was a collective exhale from the leather couch, and the air seemed to circulate in the room again. James watched Wendy roll her shoulders, a cheeky victory dance. Fuck.
They returned to the video game, and Wendy stayed for a bit longer before announcing she had to leave to get enough sleep for work and class the next day. The pancake story had devastated her and ruined her night, but she refused to give James the satisfaction.
----
Back in her single apartment, Wendy wiggled out of her jeans and panties and ran a hot shower. She entered the steamy, glass box in hopes of soothing the anger inside her. As the water cascaded down her naked body, it seemed to only entrap her burning rage. The sides of her face swelled again, and she began to cry softly, wishing she could scream until her throat went hoarse.
What hurt her most wasn't the story, but that her brother, who had spent his whole life protecting her, had intentionally humiliated her. If any other man had done that to her, James would have dropped him where he stood. Yet, here she was crying in the shower at his hand.
The pain ran even deeper. Crushed by law school and her internship, Wendy had a fraction of the free time she once did. The fun and sense of freedom of her undergrad years were a distant memory. While many of her friends lived on or near campus, she lived farther away to be close to work. Between the physical distance and real-world responsibilities taking over, Wendy was disconnected from her undergrad social life and was no longer seeing friends for weekend parties like she used to.
Her brother couldn't know this, but he had her in a vice. The day he signed his lease for The Reserve was Wendy's happiest day in more than a year. The most important person in her life, the person she loved the most, was going to be living a short walk from her. They could rekindle their close relationship and be friends again. Plus, he came with bonus friends, and she had the chance to join their friend group. It was perfect.



James had that dream in the palm of his hand, and he seemed intent on crushing it.
As Wendy lathered soap along her thighs and backside, she considered her precarious position. If she ever became too popular, or his friends stared at her the wrong way, what was to stop James from taking her down? If she defended herself by sniping back, his friends would get sick of the drama and have no choice but to cut her out, no matter how much they liked her.
Since James wasn't able to see past his ignorance and magically becoming unattractive to his friends wasn't an option, Wendy was out of ideas. Their stupid sibling tiffs would surely be solved in time, no matter cruel her brother was now, but Wendy didn't have the time. She couldn't bear to spend another year feeling alone, isolated, and unhappy. She needed to get her anxious mind off this, like, right now.
Minutes later, Wendy lay on her bed, her wet hair wrapped in a towel, and her naked body twisting below her gritted teeth. Even as her athletic legs kicked on her mattress from the hum of her silver vibrator, she couldn't forget her troubles, as her mind worked to change the status quo and break her free from her brother's crushing hand.
"Eeeeh!" Wendy sunk her teeth into her lip and muffled her moan. The buzzing sex toy fell from her writhing fingers and off of her pink pussy. In her sharp gasps, she arrived at a moment of clarity, and she smiled widely at the ceiling. Rubbing her tender nipples soothingly with her thumbs, Wendy chuckled and thanked Teddy, the oblivious custodian at her law office who had inspired her to bring her suction-cup dildo into the shower minutes earlier.


***** 4


The first week of classes was always a breeze. The only difficulty was getting back into the student mindset after a whole summer off. Luke, Austin, and Harris had a more excitable attitude than James because they weren't going to grad school, so it was their last first week.
Every day had beautiful weather, except for Friday, which was downright shitty. It was perfect. The guys had no excuse not to sit inside and do their homework before the weekend. When night fell, they had agreed that going to a party would be pointless since the rain would keep their friends away, but the truth was that after commuting to campus the last four days, nobody wanted to make the thirty-five-minute drive from Novi to Ann Arbor again.
But it was now Saturday, and the rain had passed, leaving the August sun to sear through the humid air. It was fucking hot, and once again, it was perfect. From what they had heard from neighbors in the gym, there was nothing quite like the pool on a hot day. It was the place to be. Those rumors were all the guys could think about as they walked across the grass lawn.
"Holy shit! They weren't kidding." From fifty yards away, they could already see a swarm of people and hear the blaring music. The moment they opened the metal gate, they were blown away. There had to be a hundred people in and around the large, rectangular pool.
The thumping music, the talkative people, the colorful swimwear, and the aroma of fresh air mixed with chlorine, suntan oil, flowers, and canned beer made it a feast for the senses. As if it couldn't get any better for James, his sister wasn't there and he could relax with his friends. They laughed off the absence of free tables and chairs and simply dropped their bags and their beer cooler along the fence.
As he muscled his way out of his tank top, James noticed the lurking eyes of tanning women. One, in an American flag bikini, nudged her sunglasses lower to take a peek. James thought that only happened in movies, and he blushed.
"Alright, boys!" Austin stretched his arms like he was about to run a race. "Let's swim before we fry."
They walked to the staircase at the front of the pool and scanned the crowded water, trying to make sense of the scene. James went numb. As his roommates talked, he could no longer feel his thighs and chest. Directly before him, ascending out of the crystal blue water and into his view with each step, was his sister. His friends' voices died.
Along with his friends, and any other human facing her general direction, James gawked at the glimmering brunette. Her green eyes were round and self-assured, her flared lips were red and cocky, and a sense of humor subtly lifted the cheekbones of her bright, diamond-shaped face.
Clinging to the curves of her hourglass body was a one-piece, deep orange swimsuit. Framed by the high arches above her hips, the full lengths of her athletic legs were left exposed to the searing sun. Plunging down the front of the orange fabric was an elegant U-cut, which revealed the near entirety of her large breasts. Rising to the sides, the U rose and tapered into two narrow straps, which wrapped over each bare shoulder.
James could see the dark, shadowy valley between his sister's firm boobs. The thin straps running straight down from her shoulders left her ample side cleavage visible to him. In the bright rays, he could see two dark circles, each with a muted point in the middle. Every inch of skin, from her legs to her shoulders to her neck was soft, tan, and smooth.
"Hey, guys!" She finally greeted, after standing on the top step in silence for a bit too long.
"Hey, Wendy," Luke swallowed. Everyone else followed, including James, who had a weird feeling that he was an inferior species.
"I didn't know you guys were stopping by. I would've made sure to save my table better. Hopefully, it wasn't stolen while I was swimming," she winced, knowing full well it wasn't stolen. It couldn't have been, as she had been tanning and studying in her lounge chair since the pool opened at nine. Every so often, she picked her head up to see if her brother and friends had arrived yet, knowing that they inevitably would. If she timed it well, she could simply slip into the pool and make the entrance she had envisioned throughout the week.
I fucking nailed it, haha!
Her silly gamesmanship felt more risqué than she had imagined. Shimmering beads were trickling down her boobs, which surely looked heavy and imprinted by dark, wet orange. She rang out her nearly black ponytail. "Do you guys wanna move your stuff over to my chair?" Four heads dryly wagged, and she told them to grab their stuff and follow her.
This is so stupid, she thought, as she led the way to her glass table on the large deck. The guys were behind her, and she had no doubt what their eyes were up to. She felt odd, funny, entertained, and empowered all at once.
Trailing the group, James didn't expect the back of her suit to be skimpier than the front. Except for the two orange straps, there was nothing there. Each one ran down her back before finally curving in just in time to meet below the dimple in her spine. The straps bowed slightly at her waist and ribs, as they connected to the side wings of her suit, pulling the front taut against her torso. The most surprising feature was where the two straps met at her tailbone. A triangular tail narrowed into a thin strip that ran between her bare butt cheeks and disappeared.
The younger brother caught himself walking with his eyes on the spherical cartilage as it jiggled with each step on the concrete. He blinked and defended his intrigue — It doesn't make sense... How does she not have tan lines? That's weird.
"Here we are!" Wendy took a towel from the table, which was covered in her scattered belongings. Next to it was her chaise lounge, which had a matching towel laid neatly upon it. The hefty, soft, cream-colored towel was very much to her taste. "Just drop your stuff anywhere. Nobody here steals. Well, they'll steal chairs and tables, but not your stuff, hehe!"
Thus far, the results of her plan were glorious. Wendy had to suppress her smirk when looking at her brother's friends' flush faces. Their bulging eyes, their awkward posturing... It was almost unfair how easy it was to claim victory. The irony, though, was that she wanted to win by wearing a swimsuit she was comfortable wearing in public, and she had worn this one to multiple Spring Break vacations, but now, for the first time, it felt a little racy. Perhaps it was because of the reason she was wearing it?
Flicking her eyes over to James, Wendy was looking at a man who had no clue what to think or say. Her little showcase was far from a nuclear option, but it was safe to say any plans he had to turn his friends away from her were now dead in the water.
C'mon, James... No snippy remarks? No embarrassing stories? So, are you finally ready to accept that I'm not fifteen anymore? Are you ready to try to be friends with me?
Based on his stumped look, her message was received, and she felt validated by her decision. "So, guys, how was your first week of classes?"
"It was good," Harris started. "Ya know, we didn't really do too much. Just saw some friends again. Bought the books we actually plan on reading." Austin and Luke agreed with a laugh.
"Yeah, you don't wanna read more than you have to," she jabbed, drying her hair. "I always loved the first week back. Did you hit any parties last night?"
"Nah. Ya know... Just... It was rainy."
"Ahh..." Wendy grinned smugly. "Realized you're pretty far from campus, dincha?"
"No, no," Luke said. "We're still gonna go to them. It was just bad weather. Part of it was that they were all frat parties, too."
"Ohhh, yeah, that's true. They pull out all the stops for the freshman the first week. I almost forgot, hah! Back when I lived on campus, though — ya know, way back, like two years — I partied with a large group of people who weren't in Greek Life. We had fun parties every weekend. You guys can always do something like that."
"Wow... Sounds nice. We tend to bounce around and see what we can find, so we never know what we're getting into. Usually, it's random smaller parties." Luke confessed. "But we think they're fun sometimes."
"Hey, that's all that matters," Wendy shrugged, then bent her arms above her head to retie her dried ponytail. This wasn't meant to be part of the show, as that was well over, but it was comical how meticulously the guys were watching her so something so mundane. "But you guys should think about joining a non-Greek party group or make one yourselves. You can probably have more fun than the frats, but without the douchey elements, hah! Like, we even had themed parties just like the frats did."
"Naw, really?!" Austin gaped.
"Mm-hmm," Wendy nodded.
"None of us thought of that. What themes did y'all have?"
"Uff... A lot!" Wendy said. Upon seeing her brother's nose twitch, she added to her answer, "I'd say my favorite party was the beach-themed one. That's actually where this suit's from." She was lying. Sort of. She went to the Beach Bums Party in a similar yellow swimsuit, and she had worn shorts with it. But the way her brother recoiled as if he had heard nails on a chalkboard allowed Wendy to forgive herself for the fib. "Anyway, you guys obviously came here to swim, and I was just about to take a break, so I won't hold you up. I have some things to do on my phone, then I'll join you later."
Obediently, three of the men left and hurried to the water to cool the fuck off. One remained behind, unmoved on the sizzling concrete. James couldn't stop studying his older sister, mostly her face, trying to figure out what she was up to and who she was. She was smarter than him. He knew that. But he had played way too many games with her not to recognize when she was playing one. And she was. So much about her was the same, but some of the changes were beyond his comprehension.
"Is there anything you need to talk to me about?"
James blinked and looked down at his sister, who was reclining on her towel, not even looking in his direction. "Uh..."
There was no other explanation than the universe was truly trying to mock him. Last Saturday night, when he was drifting off to sleep after seeing her in the black bikini, his final thought was, Why can't she just wear a one-piece? Now, he shook his head at how she was fine traipsing around her neighbors dressed like this. Truthfully, though, James was jealous, and he knew it. He wished he had her confidence and self-security. Again, his sister possessed a gift he didn't.
"Hmm?" she cocked her eyebrow.
"Nothing, you've... you've really changed a lot."
"Thanks? And you're right, I have changed a lot. It happens when you grow up. I know you've grown up too, James. You just have to get over the fact we're not kids anymore. If me being an adult is weird for you, it's probably because you're not acting like one around me."
The words cut right through James, and he was silent in defeat. Was she insulting him or just trying to be the wise sister? He saw her don her golden aviators and fiddle with her phone stylus. James simply backed away and looked for his friends.
----
James oddly felt freer and more isolated in the packed pool. The myriad of voices and sounds coalesced into a single hum, and he lost within the crowd. Again and again, he sank to the bottom of the pool, held his breath, and then sprang to the surface for relief. The rough bottom was like sandpaper to his feet, but any activity was better than listening to his friends' conversation.
While they were respectful enough not to keep ragging on him, his roommates were ordinary men, and James knew he could either let them get what they just saw out of their systems, or he could deal with them being antsy around him because they're desperate to talk about the forbidden subject.
At a distance behind them, James bobbed in the pool and imagined the infuriating things they were saying, allowing it to fuel and justify his anger toward his sister. When their lips stopped moving, he figured it was finally safe. As he waded over to them, Harris said bluntly, "God, she's so sexy when she walks."
"Fuck you!" James smacked the water. Austin, Luke, and Harris spun around, stricken with horror. "Can you just ignore her? Please? Pretend she doesn't exist?!"
As much shame, guilt, and remorse as there was written on their faces, they looked equally worried, and they quickly snapped their heads back in the other direction. It dawned on James why Harris had mentioned Wendy's walk.
Standing above the edge of the pool, having heard every word of her little brother's outburst, was a blissfully smiling Wendy. "Is there room for me?"
"Uh... Yeah, of course," Luke welcomed. Austin meekly nodded.
Wendy sat down and slid into the water. When she popped up next to the guys, she could feel the unease. "So, James, is there some stuck-up bitch annoying you?"
Ah, shit. James knew that pretend-naive look and tone. He remembered that look from the night Wendy asked him if he had borrowed her car without asking. Of course, he did. He took it to meet a Tinder match in another town for a magnificent night where he had an orgasmic hookup for the ages. But Wendy knew the truth then, just as she did now. "Why would you think that?"
"I heard you say something about needing to ignore some girl. If you're having trouble getting her to leave you alone, you should ask me for help. I give good advice."
James wanted to go off, but he saw the silent pleas in his friends' eyes, begging him not to reveal the conversation they had just had. "It's no big deal. It was just some drunk girl shouting random stuff over there."
"Hmm, I guess I missed her." Wendy pursed her lips.
What the hell is his deal? No matter what you do or what you say, he has to find a problem with it! When his idiot friends were drooling over you five minutes ago, he said nothing. The message seemed to finally sink in. But no! Now you just wanna hang out in a fucking pool with him, and he's ordering his friends to pretend you don't exist. Well... at least he's consistent. Pretending you don't exist has been his strategy for the last five years, Wendy thought.
As small talk began to brew again, Wendy fiddled with the back of her swimsuit, scrunching her face in annoyance.
"Ya good?" Harris asked.
"Yeah..." Wendy sighed. "It's just those little, sliding-metal-clasp things on the back of my suit..."
"The slide buckles?" Luke corrected.
"Yeah, whatever they are, hah! They always slip down and are a pain in the ass to fix. I'd prefer not to have an incident I'll never live down." Suddenly, there was a symphony of giggles, and three of the men leaned closer. They were peeking at her wet cleavage and exposed neck, with strands of brown hair sticking to it. "As long as the clasps are even and not twisted, I'm in good shape, hah!"
Harris was taken aback by Wendy turning sideways and glancing back expectantly at him. "Umm... You want me to check?"
"They're the little orange things on my shoulder blades." Pushing off the concrete ledge with her forearm, she pried herself out of the water up to her navel. Her side boob became visible to the others, as her butt was tantalizingly below the shimmering surface before Harris. "Of course, they put them in the one spot you can't reach."
"Uh... They don't look messed up or anything. Maybe the right one is, like, half an inch lower than the left?"
Wendy didn't care, as her suit was fine. Her attention was on her brother and his predictably piercing gaze. His decree for his friends to ignore her didn't seem to be going to plan. "Yeah, that's what I was talking about. They slip. Can you just nudge that one up, then?"
A nervous poke pushed the metal buckle into her shoulder, and Wendy worked to keep her casual demeanor like this was nothing odd. After the pokes and prods failed, which she knew they would, she felt a tentative hand slide onto her warm back, followed by a pinch in her multi-layered section of the strap.
"Done."
Wendy dropped back into the water and said, "Awesome! If it stays together, I won't have to kill you." The roommates laughed while James stewed.
Harris, of course, inspected the results of his handiwork. In fact, all of the guys were checking out her tits, including James. Not that it surprised or bothered her. This was a large part of what she wanted him to understand: Men are hardwired to sexualize women, to like boobs, to like butts, to like attractive faces, to like fit bodies, to like women like her. It's nature. And in most cases, such as this, it was just men harmlessly scratching a monkey-brained itch.
Classmates, professors, and guys on the street viewed her in this light at first. And if they weren't into her, they'd still scratch that itch with her from time to time. Even family did it — cousins, uncles, and now her brother. The only place where it didn't happen was at work, where she took great care to cover up and tone it down. So, James could pressure his friends and deny reality all he wanted, but unless he moved into an apartment with all gay roommates, he had to learn to lighten the fuck up and get over himself.
Wendy looked into the pool water and swirled her hands. It wasn't as cool or clear as usual given the number of people in it. She realized she was avoiding looking up and seeing the tension she had caused between her brother and his friends. Had she gone too far?
I'm being a bitch. He's a really good guy, he always stood up for you and took care of you. This is all new for him, and he's taking it hard. Remember when he dated Eunice? Remember what she told you about him? She went on and on about how sweet he was and how great he was... Yeah, but you're not being a bitch. You're... Okay, you are being a bitch. But you have to be. If he's not even meeting you halfway, then you gotta push him. You have to force him to get over it. Once he does, he'll realize how much happier he is, and we can be friends again.



Running her eyes over her own body, Wendy observed the sea of flesh she had chosen to display. Clothing always looked less substantial when wet. As much as she told herself the swimsuit was a tool in her war of attrition against her brother, she couldn't deny how much of a rush it was to wear it. After being raised in a conservative household, she had felt so liberated freshman year when wearing camisoles to parties. Now she had the confidence to wear a beautiful swimsuit in public and show off her natural form. It was empowering. Even in the morning, when she had been studying by the pool alone, it had felt empowering. The sneaky, lusty glances she was now being bombarded with simply acted as a constant reminder.
And to think James told her to cover up. She was hellbent on mending their relationship, and he was only willing to let that happen at the expense of her dignity — her independence. Were there other ways she could have handled this situation? Ones involving more communication, empathy, and clothes? Almost certainly. But that wasn't what Wendy wanted. She wanted to be angry at James. She wanted to hate him. She hated how he judged her, how he looked at her, how he hurt her in front of his friends, how he ignored her for years... She wanted to hate him because he hated her, and he never told her why.
Just as she looked over at him again, she saw his nostrils flare from a single, exasperated breath. Ugh! I can't believe I was excited to see you! I can't believe I thought you moving in here would be a good idea!
Treading water opposite her was James, who was only visible from his sun-freckled shoulders on up. Under the surface, he was clenched in rage. He still didn't understand his sister's mind game. She knew his friends were infatuated by her, and she was not only tolerating it but encouraging it. She wasn't showing any serious interest in them, but she certainly seemed fine inciting their interest in her. James felt like his brain was about to explode.
His sister had always been beautiful, and after high school, she had become more... developed? It wasn't like James was blind. He, along with every person in sight, could see his sister's features. While James was never thrilled about it, he had spent years shrugging off friends and foes alike as they commented on his "hot" sister, flirted with her in front of him, and sometimes even took her on dates. James's attitude had always been that if Wendy didn't have a problem, he didn't have a problem. And his problem was never with her.
Now, though, with each passing glance by a friend, and with each second of his sister's flirtatious indifference, James grew more livid. In their years apart, his resentment for her had only grown, and their relationship was thoroughly damaged. Why did Wendy believe she could waltz back into his life and immediately become friends again? And why did she feel entitled to his friends, too? She was supposed to be the intelligent and wise one, yet here she was waging psychological warfare against him and destroying his dynamic with his friends, all because he didn't accept her in a little over a week.
"No, some of the dishes had little spots on them." "They did not." "Yeah, they did. You haven't unloaded it yet, so you don't know." "Dude, that's not what causes it, haha! Tell me I'm not wrong, Wendy."
"Mm-hmm."
"See! She knows it's not the..."
Wendy had been amused by three grown men arguing about how to load a dishwasher, but she had since become distracted by her little brother sinking to the bottom of the pool and floating back up again. She lowered her gold sunglasses over her eyes, allowing her to watch the oddity while pretending to listen to his roommates. It's official... he's losing his fucking mind, Wendy thought.
Bubbles popped on the surface and then stopped. James had been submerged for a while now, and a lump grew in Wendy's throat. She started to lean off the wall, her green eyes widened, and her chest rose. Then he popped back up, lackadaisically bobbing in the water while he sucked in air.
You fucking asshole! God!
"Harris, if your offer of a beer still stands, I'm going to go get one," Wendy announced. "James, you look like you need a drink. Does anybody else?" Three hands shot into the air, followed by a fourth from a random passerby. "Hah! I'll see if we have extra," Wendy chuckled at the thirty-something man, but he waved it off as a prank. "Alright, five it is then."
Despite her easygoing front, Wendy needed a moment to herself to slow her thoughts. She whirled around and hoisted herself up with the concrete ledge. Then she planted her knee on the deck and crawled to her feet.
To Wendy, she had simply gotten out of a pool. But to James, standing behind her, she had intentionally flexed her bare yoga butt between Austin and Harris's heads. James had no doubt they were watching how the clear droplets ran down her shiny cheeks and thighs as she walked off.
----
When they were left alone together, the four young men were awkward and quiet. James mentioned the intramural flag football team, knowing it would spark a spirited debate and make his friends feel like his friends again, like normal. But it wasn't long before Wendy returned, impressively holding five cans of beer against her body. James was surprised Luke didn't wistfully whisper, This is like a dream I had!
"...Did you not want a beer?"
James scowled with his peach-colored lips and reluctantly took the cold Bud Light from her extended hand, crinkling the metal as he did so. "That's one way to get a beer..."
Wendy tilted her head, seeing the strained lines in her brother's thick neck. His broad, clean-shaven chest was rising and falling dramatically in the water. Huh? What the fuck did I do...? What are you mad about now? I didn't... Oh... Oh my god, James! I got out of the pool to get you a beer! What did you want me to do, magically fly out? Even when I get you a beer, I'm still doing something wrong? Fuck you!
The fantasy of dumping the beer all over her brother's head and then holding him underwater until his thrashing arms finally fought her off, played in Wendy's mind. If she had wanted to live in an environment where she was judged and questioned for every decision, she would have moved back home with their parents. Cracking her can and swallowing half of it before pulling it from her lips, Wendy shrugged. Fine, keep it up, Jimbo...
"Thanks for the beer, by the way," Harris said. "Yeah, thanks." "Thank you," the others repeated.
"No problem. Thanks for letting me have one." Wendy then smiled brightly, melting the tension with her springy voice. "So, is tomorrow night still video game night? Or was that just a one-time thing?"
"Well..." James began.
"It can be tomorrow! You wanna do it again? We weren't sure if ya had fun or not. Honestly, you were better than we expected," Austin divulged.
"Well, I'm glad I wasn't as terrible as you all thought I'd be," Wendy snarked. The boys' laughter was even more satisfying after watching her brother be cut off by his excited friend. "And, yeah, I had fun. I actually gamed a lot in college... mainly, Call of Duty and Halo... some Grand Theft Auto. I got pretty good at those."
Wait, what? James's dense, brown eyebrow squiggled on his forehead.
"You played COD and Halo?! Jeez, where were you last year? We could never find who wanted to play shooters with us," Austin said.
"Hah! I bet!" Wendy tasted her sweet beer. "You gotta be quick. There aren't too many female gamers. They go fast."
"No doubt. The guys you gamed with were probably happy their game nights weren't always sausage fests."
"Well, again, I wasn't the one. A few girlfriends of mine gamed too. But, yeah, I was fine hanging with just the guys. Me coming over gave them a reason to clean their disgusting rooms, so it was more of a public service than anything." The roommates laughed.
"They were probably thinkin', Man, we finally found a girl who can play on our level, let's not screw this up!"
"Probably," Wendy cocked her tan shoulder. "Once guys find out how talented you are, they never leave you alone."
The sound of his friends' giggles faded, as James let his weightless head drift farther back until he had to close his eyes to the blinding sun. He floated with water covering his ears. The pool trip was supposed to be a dream, but it had turned into a nightmare. The jokes, the ogling, the flirting, the innuendos, the orange, the wetness, the butt, the tits, the tan, the ponytail, the shit-eating grin... everything was absurd, a parody of reality, and it wouldn't end. His sister simply wouldn't quit.
"Hey, Wen? I'm just curious... If you still have all those school friends, why do wanna hang with us by yourself?" James spoke in an off-the-cuff tone, looking casually into her reflective aviators. "Don't think it's a burden to bring your friends over. I'm sure by now you have tons of friends here at the complex too. It'd be sweet if you brought a couple people with you on Sunday to play with us. It'd be fun."
Austin, Luke, and Harris lit up at James's change of heart. He finally wanted his sister there, and to bring friends! Meanwhile, behind her tinted glasses, Wendy felt like she had been punched in the gut. The wind had been taken out of her sails. Her eyes were sober and her tongue was dry. She didn't know how, but her brother had figured her out and called her bluff.
She wasn't the hot commodity she billed herself out to be. She was a twenty-three-year-old workaholic. She had no friends at the complex. She had no social life. Her younger acquaintances on campus had even stopped inviting her to parties because she never showed. She only had former college friends spread across the state, and sometimes they'd visit for a weekend if she had the time. Her little brother and his three naive friends were her best shot as a social life any time soon, and he somehow sensed it. Was it really that obvious?
Fighting back tears and the weakness spreading to her fingertips, Wendy held her composure. "Well, nobody I know here games. I could invite school friends, it's just... eh No offense, but they would never drive out here for a video game night with us. They're kinda superficial when it comes to the guys they party with now. Like, they've been trying to get in with the frats lately, which is dumb. So, they wouldn't appreciate hanging with you guys like I do."
While his oblivious friends nodded as if they were watching a healthy sibling conversation, James couldn't help but smile. He was almost impressed by how she had wiggled out of his trap. "Don't get me wrong, Wen, I'm glad you like hanging with us. I just feel bad keeping you from all your friends on campus, especially on a weekend. You keep talking about how much you loved those theme parties. Wouldn't you rather be partying with that huge group of people than sitting in front of a TV with us?"
Wendy was staving off angry tears and, oddly enough, a grin as well. She bit her cheeks at his faint smirk. He was so pleased with his smart reply. Of course, Wendy still wanted to punch him, but she was almost impressed. Taking another swig of her beer, the can slipped as she pulled it from her lips, causing some to spill on her chest. Frantically, she brushed the suds off her tits with her fingers, making them gently jiggle. Through her golden lenses, she slyly watched her little brother's reaction, knowing his friends would be just as interested in the accident. If James thought he was clever enough to win this battle, he was wrong.
"I do miss those parties," Wendy finally said. "But they're not worth it anymore. Not with me living here, anyway. I'd have to drive over an hour just to get there and back. And for what? All so I can dance with my friends while horny undergrads try to push drinks on us, hoping we'd suddenly decide to let them rub their junk on us? No thank you."
The laughter from the roommates was a bit uneasy, as they were sometimes guilty of being those horny undergrads.
James smugly sipped his beer. "Yeah, I can see how that would be annoying. Some people can't read a room and realize how annoying they're being."
"Oh, absolutely. You would think, at some point, those guys would've realized if they just asked us to dance nicely, we probably would've told 'em to go for it. The whole Let's try to get the girl drunk first! routine was pretty cringe."
A flash of heat burned James's forehead and the tips of his ears. His composure collapsed like the house of cards it was, and he stared at the curves of Wendy's face, trying to see what was left of the sister he used to know. Nearly everything about her, from her work ethic to her speech to her peculiarities and mannerisms, was the same as always. She still tilted her head slightly whenever she smiled. Had she always been this confident and playful, but had just been stifled by their parents?
James surveyed her capable body, letting his pale green eyes fall below the shimmering surface to where the rounded sides of her hips met her thighs. She was suddenly transported to a dark house party, where loud music, flashing lights, and inflatable palm trees filled a furnished basement. Wendy was chatting and laughing with friends as she danced rhythmically in her skimpy, tiger orange swimwear. A horny guy walked up behind her and whispered in her ear, and she suggestively shrugged. The guy pressed his erection into her bare ass without her so much as flinching. James couldn't unsee his vision.
Wendy, meanwhile, was on her toes, surprised by what she had said to her brother's friends in front of her brother. You fucking broke his brain... she thought.
"Wait..." Harris drifted coolly against the wall next to her. "You're sayin', at parties, you just let any random dude walk up and dance with you if he asked?"
Luke followed, "And you'd just let him stay there? When we go out, if a girl's with her friends, she'll usually look at them if a guy starts dancing behind her, and then the friends will shake their heads yes or no. If it's a yes, the guy stays. If it's a no, then obviously, the girl pushes him away. The system makes sense. I'm just wondering if, like, you..." His nasal voice trailed off.
"If I know that move? Hell, yeah, hehe! As a woman, that move's a must-know. You have to remember, though, I mostly partied with my friend group, so things were a little different. There were maybe forty of us who partied together all the time, kinda like our own little frat. So, nobody was a total stranger, and we were pretty chill with each other and didn't like drama. So, yeah, if a guy worked up the courage to ask me to dance, I wasn't gonna turn him down cuz a cuter guy might come along. I could always talk to the cute guy later, hah! I just liked dancing for the fun of it." Wendy noticed James disappear under the water and tousle his hair, so she waited for him to resurface to quip, "I guess you can say, when I'm on the dancefloor, I believe in keeping a first-come-first-served booty."
Austin, Luke, and Harris split open and keeled over with squinting eyes. Wendy's easy and unpretentious laugh encouraged them further. She didn't take herself too seriously around friends, and the three guys seemed to love it. James, not as much.
Happy to leave on a high note, Wendy announced she had to go home to study. Looking at her defeated brother, she issued a satisfied smirk. You dummy... It didn't have to be this way.
Once she was sure all four sets of eyes were on her, Wendy grabbed the ledge of the pool and hoisted herself up slowly. Her knee touched the concrete, only for her to stop and glance back aloofly as she flicked a non-existent piece of debris from her left butt cheek. Then, with a flex of her glutes, she rose seductively to her feet, taking a moment to tug at and adjust the orange polyester around her hips, tailbone, and breasts. She then strutted away, leaving a trail of dripping water in her path.
----
The moment his sister reached her chaise lounge, James barged his way through the packed pool. He climbed over the edge and made a beeline for her, not even taking a second to appreciate the first breeze of the afternoon.
"That was quite a show."
Wendy said nothing.
"Hey, just a thought, maybe you can not flirt with my friends nonstop like a weirdo? Maybe you can find your own friends your own age to hang out with?"
He dripped quietly onto his sister's dove gray towel, hands on his hips. The nearby boombox was loud, but she could hear him. Still, she packed her tote in silence. When she finally moved in his direction and leaned down to take her towel from the chair, James stepped back to prepare for her to make another statement with her ass. But she merely began drying herself.
It was to the disappointment of many onlooking men that Wendy slid her jean shorts over her butt. "You're a slow learner."
"What?" That insult was a trigger for James, especially coming from her. "Me? I am?! Ahhh! Wen, do you not think I know exactly what you're doing? Ohhh, Harris, my one-square-inch swimsuit is a little loose, can you please make sure my boobs don't fall out? Hehe!" He growled. "You're trying to steal my friends and ruin my life!"
Wendy spun around. She was ready to call her brother out for admitting he looked at her boobs, but she stopped. That seemed weird. "Uh... Wait, did you just say I'm trying to 'steal' your friends from you? James, that's insane! I've been trying to spend time with you, it's just that your friends always happen to be there. What do you want me to do, treat them like garbage? Not get along with them? Seriously, things would've been fine if you didn't decide to be such an insecure and overprotective jerk."
"Oh, yeah? You think what you're doing is what getting along with my friends looks like?"
His sister rolled her neck and pinched the bridge of her nose. "You know what, James? You're right. You caught me. I'm doing all of this to ruin your life. No, none of this has anything to do with the fact I wanna be close to my brother again but he wants nothing to do with me. This is all just me trying to make you miserable. I'm nothing but pure evil, just like you've thought I was for a long time now."
He stood still, listening to his huffing and muttering sister. He didn't know she was aware he resented her. He didn't know she had taken it so personally. A sense of guilt overcame him over how he had made her feel. Wen... I don't think you're evil, he thought.
James folded his arms and thought, as he slowly built his way to an apology. Though, his face was still blotchy and twisted from the anger and adrenaline. He heard his sister scoff.
"You know, maybe I will steal your friends from you... I mean, they certainly appear to be far more interested in me than they are in you."
James's eyes went wide and burned. "They're not interested in you! That's just a lie you tell yourself. You're just dressing like a slut. That's why guys talk to you. They don't actually think you're interesting. You're an idiot if you think they do."
"Wow... great comeback." Wendy breezily cocked her eyebrow as she folded her towel. "I hate to break it to ya, James, but unlike you, I'm not insecure. You can't slut-shame me, but nice try, though. And do you not think I own a mirror? Do you not think I know how I look in this?"
Having to look a long way down from his five-eleven frame, James saw the frayed, denim shorts, which covered her butt and not much else. He found himself wondering if it was the last time he'd see the elegant, orange thong strap. Most of the suit was still drying in the sun, though the large, round imprints of her boobs in the fabric were still damp. On the rough cement, James's toes wiggled and scraped. A weightlessness spread from the balls of his feet to his loins, and then up to his shoulders and head. He understood why his friends stared so much.



Wendy witnessed the prolonged gaze. His round, green eyes were hitting her differently. A new way. She had written off his peeking as him scratching a basic male itch, but now he was digesting what he saw. Oddly, it seemed to be calming him down, and since Wendy had no clue what to do or say, she simply stood.
A twitch in his neck made James blink, and he shook his head. "Ugh! Just make sure you give off a different vibe for video game night. But that's if we still end up letting you come over. I'm gonna talk with the guys about it first."
"Huh?" Wendy had whiplash. One second, her brother was more serene than she had ever seen him. The next, he was back to being a jackass. You certainly didn't seem to mind my "vibe" two seconds ago, Wendy wanted to say. Instead, she threw her tote over her shoulder, lowered her sunglasses, and scoffed. "Fine. Whatever." She then stormed off, looking back confused.
After she slammed the pool gate with a violent rattle that cut through the noise, James held his head in his hands. His pounding and racing mind was all over the place. What the fuck is wrong with you? Dude, get your shit together!
When he turned away from the trees, he realized he was locking eyes with a woman of thirty. She blushed, believing she had been caught eyeing up the chiseled young man, but James barely had his wits about him. He saw her ebony skin wrapped in a pink bikini, and he robotically waved hello, smiling politely. She bashfully waved back, as if she was embarrassed because he was such a young man, and because she kind of wanted the interaction to continue.
Beside the woman, two others lay on towels. James stared at the chubbier brunette one in an apricot orange bikini. His testicles lurched in his navy blue trunks, and he turned away. He needed to go home and jerk off to that woman.


***** 5


Humid steam rose from the layers of dead leaves in the woods surrounding The Reserve. The morning heat pulled last night's rain from the earth and made James sweat profusely on his jog. Drops of water splashed on his head and knees from the branches above as he focused on his breathing, blocking out any unpeaceful thoughts related to his irritating sister.
When arrived back at the door of apartment 1107, he was greeted by frantic shouts, for his friends had just finished mopping, albeit streakily, and they feared his muddy running shoes. James rolled his eyes, seeing the preparations for video game night were well underway. At least his meditative morning was nice while it lasted.
Austin, Luke, and Harris resembled a colony of ants, moving about the living space, vacuuming the molding, wiping the counters, and moving the large television from Harris and Luke's room into the living room, so five people could now game at once. James trudged through the work zone and into his bedroom to jump into a cool shower.
Meanwhile, over in apartment 5304, Wendy's preparations for video game night involved skimming a case law textbook she had already mastered while thinking about her brother. She cycled between wanting to hit him for being a jerk, and then feeling bad for him because of the torture she put him through, and then wondering what was wrong with him that made him so quick to anger, and then questioning why she didn't peek at his crotch yesterday when he was inhaling her with his eyes to check if she had been right or not... And then she went back to wanting to hit him.
Last night had been rough for Wendy. Back in her pre-law days, whenever she was suffering from stress, she would simply visit a party or text a friend, for there had been no shortage of men on campus willing to ever-so-selflessly take her clothes off, slide the warmth of their favorite body part inside her, and vigorously alleviate her restless mind. Now, Wendy didn't have easy access to horny cocks waiting for a booty call, and she had no interest in slinking back to the dangerous swamp that was online dating apps. She did, however, have an intimate relationship with her lifelike, beige dildo, which had made her cum twice last night without even asking her for a break in between to recover its stamina. Unfortunately, had done little to stop her swirling thoughts late into the night.
Fresh from the shower in 1107, James cleaned his ears, shaved his face with his electric trimmer, and went over his chest and balls for good measure. He had to rinse off in the shower again, but it would be worth it in case of the zero-percent likelihood of him running into the pink bikini woman over the next couple of days and her deciding to fuck him right away. Why not leave his dreams open?
He re-entered the living room at a critical juncture. "James, there you are. You can be the tie-breaker," Luke declared. "Which game do you think we should play? You probably know which games she likes the best."
"No, honestly, I don't. I didn't even know she played video games until this week."
"How? She said she played all the time. How wouldn't you know that?"
"I don't know, man. She's changed a lot. I know we're brother and sister, but between school and her working away all the time, we barely saw each other over the last few years."
Austin empathized, "That sucks. She's pretty awesome."
Luke nodded. "Yeah, I have to agree with him, James. I don't want to get involved in your family business, but I don't see why you wouldn't like her. It almost seems like you hate her, actually. If that's because of us giving you shit the day we met her, we're sorry. We were really just playing around, and we haven't even done anything since."
James stared into space, fatigued. The sad thing was, Luke truly believed he was telling the truth. Last night, James admitted to himself he would have unwittingly behaved the same way if one of his friends had a hot sister. That didn't make him feel better, though. It made him feel worse. It meant that this was the best it was gonna get. He sighed and solved the problem for his friends, "Don't choose COD or Halo. She said she liked them, but it's probably better to choose something simple — a game you can play with a beer in your hand where you don't need to think too much." I know that's my goal for the night...


***** 6


There was a buzz in the conditioned air. Salty tortilla chips, tomato salsa, and guacamole lined the counter separating the living room and the kitchen. It looked a bit staged, but they wanted their guest to feel as welcome as possible, whenever she arrived.
James wanted to tell his over-prepared friends that they were wasting their time trying to impress his sister, for she had no other options when it came to friends. Though, as he savored the bottle of imported beer that Austin and Harris had bought at the corner store, James chose to stay quiet and let them sweat it. If they were going to drive him crazy, he could at least enjoy the few perks.
The clocks on their phones continued to tick past nine, and Wendy still was a no-show. James could feel his antsy friends looking at him, but they were all too afraid to ask him for her number or to contact her for them. So, when James suggested they start the game night, they timidly agreed. It didn't take long for Mario Kart to bring them to smiles. The famous Nintendo game series was a fast-paced racing game, involving cartoon go-karts, whimsical music, whacky courses, and sabotage with ridiculous items that tested the bonds of friendship. It was the type of game where you could go from being in first place and cheering to finishing in twelfth and throwing your controller through the wall, all in a matter of seconds. It was impossible not to love.
Ding! Ding!
Everyone froze, and someone paused the game. There were three sets of breathless eyes on James, and he stood up with a sigh. After all, she was his sister, and he always got the door.
He walked from his gaming chair by the snack counter and around the couch in the middle of the room to get to the entryway. He wasn't in the mood to guess what vibe his sister had chosen to give off for the evening, and he couldn't bear to look through the peephole, so he simply pulled the handle. Of course...
Standing patiently on the doorstep, with a blithe smile in the lamp-lit night, was Wendy. And she looked very... Wendy. Lavender gray leggings with elegant stitching. A white athletic top with a soft, waffle pattern. And white running shoes with tall rubber soles. Conservative colors with a modern sheen, a minimalist purity with a premium touch, and functional practicality that made it graceful rather than pretentious... It was classic Wendy.
Despite the feel of her aesthetic, what James didn't remember as being classic were the tightness of the clothes to her curves and the healthy amount of skin they left exposed. Her leggings did not start until midway up her shins, leaving her ankles free. The waistband rose to the height of her hidden belly button and wrapped around her fit core, leaving her midriff bare up to where the white underband of her bra came around her ribs. Perhaps it was his engineering brain, but her sports bra reminded James of a suspension bridge. A generous U-cut in her cleavage rose to two peaks in the middle of each breast, only to slope down again to go under her arms. At the top of each triangular peak, a taut spaghetti strap ran over her shoulder to the side of her neck. The amount of lifted flesh and the rounded side boob made James flashback to the orange swimsuit she had worn the day before.
"I guess I should let myself in, then?" Wendy hinted.
"Yeah... Hey," James muttered as he stepped aside.
Wendy had to bite her smirk. This was the ultimate power move, the ultimate F You. After all of his efforts to regulate her appearance, his venomous words about her befriending his roommates, and his hollow threats to kick her out of game night, here she was, walking into his apartment, looking hot, and ready to hang out, as he held the door open for her. As a bonus, though she knew he wouldn't realize it, the cute top she chose had the same cuts as the orange swimsuit she had worn the day before.
Her reception inside the apartment was much more enthusiastic, as all three roommates hilariously lit up and greeted her. "Hey, guys! How's it going? I hope you don't mind, but I dressed for the gym. I'm working out after this, and I knew if I went back home to change first, I'd never leave my apartment hah!"
His giggling friends ate it up, but James sneered. Bullshit... "Wouldn't your mascara run if you worked out in it?"
"Hmm? It depends. Maybe if I see it run I'll be encouraged to run too." More laughter echoed off the stark, off-white walls. Wendy scanned the long, spacious apartment. It was a typical "boy apartment." It had that oh, shit, a girl's coming over, so we better clean everything to make her think it's always this neat look. "Wow, ya guys went all out. You got the snack station there, video games here... You cleaned!"
"We're trying to make everything legit," Luke joked, twisting over the couch.
"Well, I like it." Wendy made her way into the living room. "So, what game do we got on tap for tonight?"
"Mario Kart 8 Deluxe."
"Wait, really? Hah! I haven't even played regular Mario Kart before, let alone a deluxe version. James always had PlayStations growing up, and my guy friends in school had Xboxes, so I never had the chance. I've wanted to play it, though."
A couple of the guys explained how Deluxe was just a title, and it was a simple racing game. After offering her a snack, which she declined, then handed her a small controller and went over the buttons. By the time Wendy found her seat in the lone bean bag chair under the window curtains, she was itching to give the game a go.
Being a reluctant but tolerant host, James switched the game to its easiest mode and started a new race. Soon, the room was full of five young adults steering and jerking their motion controllers as they tried to guide a cartoon character through an active airport. Using the motion controls instead of the joystick was much harder for good players, but it only seemed fair to give Wendy a handicap. And she needed one.
Christ... They're distracted driving and they're still kicking my ass, Wendy thought.
As she tried to find her bearings in the colorful game, different eyes were flicking between her and the screen. Her brother's friends were more interested in seeing her curves than they were the curves of the map, yet she was the only one falling off of the road. While the couch was set back in the middle of the room, her brother was directly across from her on the other side. Occasionally, she glanced over at his higher gaming chair, curious what his eyes were up to.
When the race ended, the couch erupted with excuses for why they didn't win, ranging from giant bullets to bolts of lightning that made them shrink at the worst time. Wendy was just happy she got eleventh and not last. James, however, was quiet and introverted in his victory.
Austin, Luke, and Harris were, of course, eager to hear Wendy's first impression. She began talking to them and explaining how different it was from the Grand Theft Auto game she played in college. They were engaged by her story, perhaps a little too much. She tugged up her bra straps.
Apparently, the conversation was either too long or too chummy for her brother's liking, because she was cut off in the middle of a sentence by a loud chime. New music was playing through the soundbar and a new race was loading on each television. Seriously...?
She half expected one of the roommates to stand up to James and pause the game until she was done, but they didn't, and she sighed. Men were the simplest of creatures, and yet they were beholden to a mysterious set of the dumbest, unspoken rules.
The next race was through a desert of skeletons, and then James immediately selected another one, set on a flying sailboat in the clouds. The game was tricky and aggravating for the most experienced of players, but it hit new ones like Wendy the hardest. After another disappointing finish, she rustled in her bean bag chair and sighed before plopping down next to it.
"You good?" Harris asked.
"Yeah, it's just hard to sit up straight on those things, hah!" Wendy crossed her legs pretzel-style on the floor and sat tall, ready to race. It was no mistake that her white bra straps on her tan back, her fountaining brunette ponytail, and her defined buttocks in her yoga leggings were now all visible to the couch behind her. She didn't mind using her natural advantages to level the playing field — both in Mario Kart and her sibling strife.
"You're sittin' on the floor? You sure you don't wanna sit on the couch?"
"Oh yeah, I'm fine. I do puzzles on the floor like this all the time," Wendy said. Then a cheeky pun presented itself, and she couldn't resist turning back to Harris to show off her clever mind. "And like I said yesterday, I'm used to this on the weekends."
Harris was confused. "Sitting on the floor?"
"Not having a chair?" "Playing video games?" Luke and Austin guessed.
"No, dummies. What am I sitting on?" They were drawing blanks, and the joke was cringier and lamer having to explain it. She was used to hanging out with witty nerds. "Hard-wood... pressing against..."
One by one they started snickering and kicking on the couch. James was less impressed.
"Not to sound like an annoying undergrad at one of those parties, but do you want a beer? I'm grabbing one for myself," Luke stood.
"Hah! Sure, thanks. And don't worry about being one of those men. They were good guys, they just hadn't learned self-confidence yet."
"In Luke's defense, when he's horny, he'll just go for it anyway... even if he's a little freshman and the hot girl is a senior with a boyfriend on the football team." Austin's reference made Harris keel over and Luke burn red with embarrassment.
"Hey," Wendy shrugged, "life's short. Ya gotta shoot your shot sometimes. How'd she handle it though? Did she politely decline like an adult, or did she freak out?" The immediate bursts of laughter gave Wendy her answer, and she laughed too at imagining the outcome.
Everyone gave Luke their beer orders, except for James, who was still sipping his first from earlier. The five were soon sipping their dark bottles and clicking their controllers. Wendy drank slowly, for she enjoyed feeling warm and happy without the effects of being tipsy. Plus, she was already struggling to compete as it was.
----
James was at relative peace in his ergonomic gaming chair. The beer had numbed his tongue and thawed the stiffness in his shoulders. He cruised to victory after victory, as he was the only experienced player keeping his eyes on the road. The Grands Prix, the sets of four races, were running smoothly, and his sister was proving to be the capable gamer she claimed to be, for she was closing the talent gap. She was still the worst by far but getting a lucky streak of items had led her to a win earlier.
The reason for James's newfound calm was that he had finally solved his sister's game. Her, uh, performance art for his friends wasn't random or senseless. It was remarkably consistent and direct. Whenever he showed a sign of anger or disapproval toward her, no matter how large or insignificant, she would perceive it as a slight and punish him. Frankly, it was brilliant. Unfortunately for her, James was intelligent too, things just took him a bit longer. All he had to do was face the television, sip his beer, and forget that his sister was even there, and he had no worries.
Across the room, Wendy was pleased by her progress with the game, but she was more pleased to see her brother so relaxed. It was what she wanted. Or was it? She could see the distant look in his glazed eyes, the stillness in his flat jaw and upturned nose, and the careless nature of his sinking posture. What she wanted was for him to move beyond his insecurities, to forget his past notions of her, and to give her a chance to be his sister again, to love him again, to be his friend again. His indifference was even worse than his rage, for at least then he felt something.
"Are you sure you haven't played this before, Wendy? For a noob, you're becoming a bit of a factor."
"Hah! Thanks. And, nope, I've never played."
"Yeah, man, I don't think at those video game parties Wendy went to in college everybody was sittin' around playin' Mario Kart," Harris mocked.
"We play it," Luke defended. "But yeah, Halo was probably a better option."
"There were never any video game parties, at least that I went to," Wendy corrected. "Usually, it was just me chilling in a dorm with a friend or two. Maybe we'd go out to a party after, but a lot of times it was just when I had breaks during the week. And I mean it, you guys killed it with this game selection. I've wanted to play this for so long, and it's fun, even though I suck, hah!"
"Right on..." Austin nodded, speaking in his low Texan register. "Did y'all ever use Halo or whatnot for drinking games before goin' out? We do that."
"Eh... Maybe? The guys I played with might have. I probably didn't, though. You've probably realized this by now, but I'm not a big drinker. So, I usually passed on drinking games."
"Boo! Lame!" Harris heckled through cupped hands.
"Excuse you, I was not lame!" Wendy snapped her neck behind her to the near side of the couch. "In my opinion, you guys are lame because you need to drink to have fun."
"Now you're straight up soundin' like one of those lame high school guidance counselors: Ya know, the real cool kids don't drink or have sex, ever!"
Wendy couldn't resist laughing hysterically along with everyone else at Harris's impression. "Hey... Haha! Hey, that's not fair! I'm not against drinking at all. Look, I have a beer in my hand right now. It's just that I'm gonna feel good after this, so why would I drink more?"



"Because then you can play drinking games. So many games..." Harris spread his wings. "You got no idea how fun those are... flip cup, kings, beer pong... Damn, you missed out on college."
"Uh... No, I didn't," Wendy said with real indignation. "Obviously, I've gotten drunk before and played that stuff. It's just stupid and overhyped. Beer pong is boring as hell. It's just a bunch of people tossing a ping-pong ball at a cup and talking about their arc and spin like they think they're playing a real fucking sport."
"Uahhh!" Harris clutched his chest at the blasphemous statement. "How dare you! Beer pong is great. You're probably just sayin' that cuz you suck at it."
"I bet I do suck at it since I never play it... because it's stupid and boring."
"You're crazy. You're hating on beer pong, but you were probably doin' much lamer shit at your pre-games. What were you doin', reading law books?"
"Uh, try Strip Trivial Pursuit and Strip Twister. My friends who drank a lot thought both of those were more exciting than beer pong."
The apartment fell still, and Wendy clammed up. She came alive during debates and banter, and sometimes lost sight of where she was. She had only played those strip games once or twice each and had mentioned them because she felt challenged. Now, the men were staring at her, wondering if they had heard her correctly. Wendy hesitantly turned to James, who had stopped ignoring her presence. Through his wide eyes and parted lips, she saw his mind churn, absent of negative emotion.
"I know strip poker... So, I get how Strip Trivial Pursuit would work," Austin gulped. "But how on earth would you play Strip Twister? If you lose, you're outta the game."
Wendy suddenly felt the men hanging on her next breath, expecting her to detail how she and friends had managed to turn a childhood favorite into an adult party game. Even her brother was interested in what she had to say. Calming her limbs and throat with a sip of wheaty beer, Wendy sat up and gathered her memories. "Well, it's the same as regular Twister. There's a person who spins the wheel with all the hands, feet, and colors on it, and they call out, Left foot on blue, Right hand on yellow, et cetera, et cetera. We only changed it by putting two of the big game mats together, so more people could play at once, and the rule was, if you fell over — or got knocked down — instead of being out of the game, you'd ditch an item of clothing and keep playing."
"That's awesome..." Austin decided.
"Then how does anyone ever win if falling doesn't get you kicked out?" James saw everyone turn to him at once. He didn't realize it, but it was the first time he had spoken since Wendy walked into the apartment.
Pivoting on the floor, Wendy treated her younger brother and his casual question the same as she would a stray cat approaching her on the sidewalk. Alright... Don't get excited. Don't make a big deal out of it. Don't spook him. Show him you're chill.
"Good question. Whenever you go down, you gotta take another item off, so you're eventually gonna reach a point where you either run out of clothes or you choose to quit. As you can probably guess, guys tried to bump the women to make us fall faster. But some of the women were even worse, like, they'd outright push to avoid being the first one to lose. So, there wasn't winning, per se. But I guess for the guys, that was winning, hah!" Wendy watched him nod in understanding and then lean back again. Hey, that's okay... You can take your time warming up to me... I'm fine with this.
The roommates on the couch were still eager to hear more. "Did you ever lose lose? Or did you stop before that happened?" Luke shyly asked.
"Umm... Heh! I've never been good at knowing when to quit."
James was struck by another weird vision, this time of his sister laughing on a flimsy, white mat. She was stretched out and bent over in a Downward Dog yoga pose, fighting to hold her palms and toes steady on the red, yellow, green, and blue dots. She was wearing only a powder blue bra and matching thong, while half-naked men and women reached and stepped over and around her to touch the dictated dots. A tipsy blonde gave her a subtle shove, but she laughed it off and held steady. Then the wheel spinner announced the next move over the electronic music. Suddenly, a guy playing in only a dress shirt draped his leg over hoisted butt. She said, "I didn't hear him call Dick on Light Blue." The guy laughed and bucked his hips until she finally gave in and fell to the mat. She giggled joyously, already fiddling with her bra hooks to get back in the game.
A warmth spread through James's body, pushing out quickly to his limbs and rising to the pores of his hairy arms. He heard his friend Luke ask Wendy, "How often did you play?"
"Uhhh..." she sang into a high pitch, teetering. Over four years, Wendy had played the game a grand total of once, an anticlimactic truth. She glanced at her brother again, who was finally listening to her and showing interest in her life and words, as were his fascinated friends. "Well, we obviously didn't play it every weekend we partied, hah! So, ya know, we probably played games like that maybe... a couple times a month?"
"Damn." Harris's mouth was open. Austin's hands were on his head. "That's amazing you liked playing those games all the time."
Wendy squeezed her eyes and wanted to die. She had assumed she was walking back the boys' expectations, but she had instead blown them away. Still, they were looking at her with admiration, so she sat tall and coolly shrugged, "Well, my friends and I were all chill, and we had a lot of body confidence, so playing those games wasn't as big of a deal for us as you'd probably think. There were--"
"We should play Strip Mario Kart!"
"Huh?" Wendy looked over at Luke on the far end of the couch. The whole room did. A drag of his bottle narrowed his thin face, and then he chuckled lightly before falling silent. "What?" Wendy repeated.
"I'm saying that I, for one, would be up for Strip Mario Kart. I think it'd be funny. It's like you said, if you're comfortable with yourself, it's not a big deal or anything."
"You mean, like, you theoretically would be?"
Austin leaned forward and nodded proudly. "You know what? I'd be game."
"I'm down," Harris grinned at everybody.
No, this wasn't happening. Her butt and heels were numb on the hard floor, and she was filled with impending dread. Wendy needed to say no and nip the idea in the bud, but after all of her bragging and the cool persona she had built for herself, her clever tongue was tied. She cursed her name, deservedly calling herself a fucking idiot. Fortunately, she had a saving grace.
Wendy turned to James, the sphinx-like presence in the room, and smiled easily. "Guys, it sounds like fun, but I don't think James wants to play that with his sister, hah!"
She waited for him to deliver the boom. As he distantly scratched his five-o'clock shadow below his brown, furrowed brows and strong nose, a tightness trickled up Wendy's throat. She had spent the last several days convincing him to recognize her as a sexual being, and she began to sense the danger in provoking him. With a subtle pinch, her brother guided his red shirt over his lap, and Wendy's veins ran cold with ice.
James calmly lifted his head. "Wen... You should be able to do what you want. I don't think it's my place to stop you."
Cheers and applause rang out from the couch as the roommates celebrated their friend, their hero. In the commotion of the animated men, Wendy sat stunned in her pretzeled legs on the hardwood floor below them. Her brother had said the words and looked at her with the acceptance she had yearned for — the one time she wished he hadn't.
Alone in the room, out of allies and saviors, Wendy knew she could simply say no. Any excuse now would be a transparent lie, an embarrassment to her and her reputation, but she could still do it.
As she looked around the room, witnessing the loud burst of happiness and excitement created by her presence, a prickling heat traveled from her ankles and thighs and into her heart, which began racing with adrenaline, melting her frozen veins. Every sensation was heightened, her helplessness and her hope, her fear and her sense of thrill, and her isolation and her sense of belonging. Wendy closed her eyes, holding her trembling hands.
With a self-assured breath, Wendy jumped to her feet and drew the guys' attention with a sportive and seasoned smile. "Alright..." she announced, retying her ponytail. "We can play, but someone has to get me a shirt first. I'm not starting out in a bra."


***** 7


Closing the drawer to the dresser in his room, James held a white, cotton t-shirt. He studied the logo from the charity race that both he and Wendy ran back in high school. It was surreal to think of why it was in his hands now. With an odd sense of brotherly duty, he tried not to think too much as he walked back into the kitchen.
His roommates were gathered around the granite snack counter, munching on chips and dip, with his sister standing tentatively by them. He offered her the shirt, unable to meet her eye, and he heard her thankfully accept.
"Don't worry. I'll teach you how to use fabric softener one of these days."
James muffled a laugh as he walked around his sister in the baggy, graphic tee, and he found his chair in the living room. Behind him, his friends began discussing the rules with his sister, and James opted not to get involved. He would accept whatever the group decided.
"Are we gonna do an item per Grand Prix, or are we doing it by race?"
"Yeah, that's a good question. Each race seems too fast, but a Grand Prix lasts ten to fifteen minutes. It'd be an hour before everyone had their socks off. Wendy, would every two or three minutes be too fast, or would that be okay?"
"Yeah, you're the one who's done this before."
Wendy saw the trio of young men looking at her like she was their oracle for risqué party games. While her game history was a lie, she was well-versed in the minds of excited boys. They wanted her to feel like she made all the rules, that way she could only blame herself for her fate and never suspect they tried to get her out of her clothes.
Just think about Twister, Wendy. What was that, junior year? So, that was three school years ago... God, I'm getting old, hah! Okay, so someone was falling over in Twister maybe... eh... once a minute? Yeah, that's right. But then again, there had to be a dozen of us playing, so nobody stripped too quickly. There are only five of us here. Then again, like Luke said, if you do it by Grand Prix, it would take two hours for everyone to be out of their socks. The night would be over by then, so what would be the point in even doing it? Okay, well, look... you have shoes and socks on, plus you have a shirt now. That's five items right there before you even have to show anything, and you've been getting pretty fucking good at not coming in last out of the group, Wendy thought.
"Let's just do the loser of each race."
When the break was over, the five players found themselves sitting in the living room, leaning forward, and gripping their various controllers a bit more tightly. As the new race loaded, an elevating tingle spread through the thin air, bonding those on the gaming chair, couch, and floor alike.
All focus was on the two large screens dominating the entertainment center against the back wall. One screen was split into halves and the other into quarters, each box starring a different racer's character and kart. Large, golden numbers began a countdown, and then the lights turned green.
The room lit up with the sounds of plastic buttons and roaring engines. Before long, they were swerving, crashing, and yelling while speeding through the vibrant scenery to the mood of charming music. The competitors smiled, even when growling in anguish.
Two minutes later, a ghost on a motorbike crossed the finish line, and James sighed in relief. He was soon followed by Harris and Austin. The battle to avoid last place was on between Wendy and Luke, who were gritting their teeth as their characters bumped into each other. To the disappointment of others, Wendy pulled ahead and crossed the finish line first.
Everyone then turned to Luke, recognizing that once he took an item off in his defeat, they were truly playing Strip Mario Kart, it was no joke. Without fuss, Luke peeled his right sock off, but that didn't stop his buddies from catcalling him. James whistled for the sexy act, getting a kick out of the campy atmosphere.
The game was on, along with its adult twist, and they began moving from race to race. While the men hadn't discussed with each other, and especially not with Wendy, they had all chosen slow vehicles, for there was no honor in an unfair fight. They teased and sarcastically cheered for each other as they lost socks. The only instances where James didn't join the festive applause were when his sister removed her running shoes. For their part, his friends didn't catcall her either. Instead, they watched her stretch in her tight leggings as she laughed and unlaced her sneakers.
Wendy could tell that the boys viewed each of her wardrobe reductions as a means to an end. There was a possibility of her stripping naked in their living room, and Wendy began to notice that thought weighing on their minds. Everyone was barefoot now, perhaps even missing a belt or necklace, yet Luke was already pantless. Considering her brother's baggy shirt was covering her backside, there was no reason for the curly-haired blonde to be distracted other than the sheer idea of her. When he blamed his losing streak on a finger cramp, a tickled Wendy was almost flattered.
"Alright, listen up. Since it doesn't matter who wins, everybody just make sure Luke loses," Harris plotted. Everyone cheered on the plan, except for Luke, who was sitting uncomfortably against the armrest of black, leather sofa in nothing but his plaid boxers.
The next race was spectacular. It took place on a block of cheese with craters, mice, and jumps, and nobody cared about winning. All players focused on tormenting Luke with every item they could find, while the computer-controlled racers were far ahead. James reached the checkered finish line third, but he avoided crossing it, instead choosing to park his bike whilst holding a green turtle shell to make sure his sister safely crossed before Luke. After the three-lap shit show, people were holding their sides from laughter.
"You're up, Luke!" Austin grinned.
Luke's sentence was to set down his controller for good and to render himself naked in a room full of his clothed friends. Wendy felt no pity for him, as somebody had to be the first to lose, and this situation was a funny quirk of these types of games. "Ya gotta lose the bo-oxers..." she sang.
He dramatically drained his beer and rose to his feet, thin and pale, resembling a man on the march to the electric chair, hoping the switch would be thrown already. Wendy rolled her eyes and was about to tell him to man up, only to cover her mouth at the realization that he already had — in a way. Luke dropped his underwear, and the reason for his dreadful performances was no longer a secret. Wendy didn't know why the average, white erection was so funny, but the snickering around her made her do the same.
"Hey, Luke, why do ya got a boner?" The room erupted from Harris's joke, sending people to the floor and sending Luke into a new shade of scarlet. He tried speaking his defense, only for his larynx to get stuck and wobble in his throat.
"Hey! Hey!" Wendy looked around the room, wiping her watery eyes. "Let's appreciate the balls he had to actually follow through with it and be the first one naked. Some guys I played with quit because they were embarrassed about their hard-ons. Luke has some fucking courage," she said truthfully. Then, as she had remembered doing with her friends in college, she saluted the brave and naked player with a round of applause.
James joined in, knowing he would have pitched much more of a fit than his friend did. When Austin and Harris began to clap with them, Luke graciously bowed with a proud chest, likely swelled by Wendy's masculinity-stroking words.
----
They had reached a natural intermission. It was weird eating food and hosting a guest with someone walking around the kitchen naked and talking to people like everything was normal.
James was in the bathroom with his fly down, breaking the seal with a sigh of relief. While he had only drunk one beer, he was more lightheaded than usual. His longtime friend was openly displaying his erection in the apartment, yet it wasn't that strange. It was a body, and it was just part of a game. What they were doing only seemed surreal whenever James thought of how his sister was willingly subjecting herself to the same sights and the same rules.
The living room soon filled again, though the atmosphere was a stark contrast to minutes earlier. The intermission had given the young adults the chance to think about the game.
"Wendy, it's your turn to choose the course."
"Oh..." Wendy said softly, not looking back at Austin or the naked boy beside him. The blue, pill-shaped controller was loose in her hands, and she aimlessly scrolled with the joystick across the screen. After a long pause, she tapped the X button twice, starting the new race and beginning the game again.
By the second lap, Wendy was struggling to steer from laughing hysterically at all the commotion. The screaming, laughing, and energy was even higher than last time, for the gamblers were at risk of literally losing their shirts.
"Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you!" Harris yelled as he fell off of the track for a third time, sealing his fate.
"Harris. Tank top..." Wendy popped her lips.
"This is bullshit." To the sound of Austin's strip-club-esque beatboxing, Harris took his tank off. Unnnst, unnnst, unnnst, unnnst! It flew across the room in a ball of rage and harmlessly hit a TV.
The next race was through a rainy, futuristic city, and it looked to be Wendy's turn to finish last. She jumped to her feet and bit her tongue. "C'mon! I need a star!" But there were no magical items to bail her out. "Shit! Fuck you!"
Losing stung, as it always did, but rarely did it make her blush. She could feel the dry stares. The angst. The questions in their eyes over whether she'd do it. Boys were stupid. After an hour of planning her outfit, doing her makeup, and brushing her hair, detailing herself until she looked and felt like a total smokeshow, nobody hated her brother's ugly, baggy tee more than she did.
So, with a heavy sigh, Wendy rolled her neck and looked around at her hosts. All four were quiet, bearing shadowy, stony faces. They were on the edge of their seats, but more like they were Mission Control for a space shuttle launch than college guys about to see boobs in a cute top. "This is crazy... I don't know if I'm okay wearing my bra in a room full of guys..." With that, they lightened the fuck up, helping Wendy fling the unflattering garment far away from her.
James saw his sister's boobs, midriff, and shoulders make their encore appearance. He swiveled his chair and looked away, in no doubt that his friends on the couch were about to savor the return of her butt in her cool gray leggings. The fact that he was sitting in line with his sister, perhaps ahead of her even, made it easier to avoid her. It was likely the reason why he was the only person still wearing both pants and a shirt. I didn't even start with a belt, unlike Austin... or Luke, who said his crucifix was a clothing item, haha!
Advantages and arrogance aside, not even James was immune to the craziness that was Mario Kart. Just minutes after his sister discarded her shirt — or his shirt, rather — she threw a banana peel in front of his vehicle in the final stretch of a race, causing his kart to careen into the canyon below. She and Austin overtook him, sending him from second to last place. Her maniacal laugh was one only an older sister could issue.



Across the room, Wendy watched her brother stand up in his plain black tee. She said nothing as his buddies egged him on. Seeing James shirtless was nothing new to her, as she used to watch his swimming heats in high school with her parents, and then he'd pompously remain shirtless to talk to female classmates of his. She had also seen him shirtless only a day ago, and he hilariously still had the same pink mole on his right pec that she had used to taunt him at a pool party in middle school for having "three nipples." But this time felt different.
His fingers suddenly fell from the bottom hem of his shirt to the zipper of his jeans. They dropped to his ankles, the twist earning hoots and hollers from his surprised friends. "Brilliant move, James!" "You feel the breeze, man?"
The decision was, uh... curious? Wendy and James looked at each other briefly before he sat down. Her eyes gravitated to the source of most curious male decisions, but his black tee hung over the upper half of his sky-blue boxers. James always had a simple and practical creativity that she admired, and she couldn't help but wonder if he figured an overhanging shirt was safer than exposed pants. Wendy stood up — to stretch — and could see no erection on her brother's lap. On his left thigh, however, there was a single dark blot on the pale fabric. Holy fucking shit...
James had to have seen her reaction, for he slammed his hand over the splotchy puddle and stared up at her in fright. All Wendy had to do was announce his shocking and scandalous arousal to the room, and victory in their sibling war would be hers. Permanently.
"Pants off first... Interesting strategy, hah!"
There had never been so much gratitude for her in his green eyes. "Yeah... I wanted to mix things up, ya know."
----
With one participant nude and the others running low on layers, the game grew heavier with each passing round. Every turn of the controller, every decision with an item, and every close call was a rush that brought them to their feet.
A bad spell of luck had sent Austin into early retirement. He followed Luke's lead by removing his boxers and revealing his stiff cock with conviction to the chants of the crowd. Wendy realized she was in a room of younger men, where half of them were naked and erect on the couch behind her.
What am I doing here? Oh, relax, Wendy... you've played strip games before... granted, only a few times... but still... this shouldn't feel weird. Yeah, that's easy to say, but two of my brother's friends are fucking naked and checking my ass out right now. Oh, stop being such a drama queen... that's nothing for you... you've been a much naughtier bitch a dozen times before... don't you remember? Yeah, but that was a long time ago. I'm older now and I'm rusty. This doesn't feel right. Oh, no? Then why did you dress for them to check you out... decide to play... let James off the hook for having a boner when you coulda finally put him in his palace and ended the game right then and there? I wasn't trying to look hot for his friends, and you fucking know that. It's more of, like... I was... Like, you know the game we were playing, with him doing all the..."
Wendy shook her head and returned to the game at present. Her competition was down to her brother and Harris, and both were far better racers than her. Above her beige toes and shins, her gray athletic tights were crossed against the wood grain. Below her chin, she could see the white waffling of her compression bra. She would soon have to choose which one she valued more.
And that decision arrived quickly. Not even halfway into the first lap, the ending was clear, as Wendy fell into a pit of boiling lava for the fourth time. James and Harris's characters were hugging the complicated twists and corners by heart, whereas she had no clue which direction she was even supposed to be going. They both lapped her on their way to the finish line. When they crossed, Wendy felt the entire room turn to her. Oh, fuck...
Surrounded by dead, expecting stares, she climbed to her feet for the final lap and focused on turning her controller. Her character was all alone on the course, and she was alone in the living room.
C'mon, Wen... don't pretend you're past doing this. You're out of practice... you're not too old for it. Yeah, but I'm a fucking law student, and they're undergrads — and my brother! It's cringe as fuck! Oh, god... give me a fucking break, Wendy. How many freshmen and sophomores saw your ass when you were a senior? How is this any different? If anything it's less cringe... these boys are older. Look, there ya go... you officially last place... and they're all staging at you... they want you to do it. I don't care if they want me to do it. I don't owe them anything. I think I've been generous enough over the last few days. Oh, please... don't act like this is a burden. You inspired them to wanna play... cuz part of you wanted to play... to see what it was like. When's the last time you've had a night like this... had fun like this... had a bunch of guys staring at you like you were the hottest thing on the planet like this? You should be doing this... you deserve it. Look at them... they love your butt. You love your butt. Everyone loves your butt, hehe. What are ya gonna do... slink back to your apartment to read alone? You're fucking a fucking smokeshow, Wen! You're hotter now than ever! Fucking own it! Yeah... there's that smile, hehe! You're feelin' it, so have some fun with it!
A psyched-up Wendy grabbed her high waistband. She readied herself for cheers, whistles, beatboxing, hoots, and hollers — anything, but there were only intense gazes. "Guys, haha! You know I'm playing the same game all of you are, right? C'mon, you seriously can't catcall Luke more than me. No offense, Luke. This is a strip game, not a fucking golf tournament, it's supposed to be a little fun and inappropriate — that's literally the point. If you want me to play, I need to have fun, too."
The audience nodded, then did nothing. Harris finally offered, "Sorry, Wendy. We didn't mean to be like that. I think it just hit us all, like... Damn! We're aboutta see her booty again like yesterday."
The other men, even her brother, giggled in guilt and darted their eyes away. "Oh my god, you guys are ridiculous." Wendy's cheeks burned as she rolled her eyes. "To be fair, I will admit I gave you a pretty generous view of it."
"Nah, you gave every guy a generous view yesterday."
"Hah! Okay, c'mon, it wasn't that crazy."
"You almost gave me a heart attack," Austin shouted.
The laughter echoed loudly off the barren, white walls of the soft-lit living room as Wendy twisted on her ankles. She shook her head at their audacity while neatening her long, brown hair again with her manicured fingers. "Well then, Austin, for medical reasons, you might wanna look away now."
As the boys on the couch erupted in cheers, whistles, and applause, Wendy peeked to her right. James's green eyes were on her, unblinking and gripped. The air in the apartment smelled of sweat, beer, and salty snacks, almost like you could smell the naked bodies, energy, and angst. It had a familiarity in Wendy's nostrils, momentarily bringing her back to when she was just a couple of years younger. The lights in the kitchen were white and bright, spilling into the dark living room and meeting the blue glow of the televisions. Wendy faced the bowls of curated snacks on the counter, midway between the couch and her brother's chair. They had tried so hard to impress her. What was James's role in helping his roommates get ready for the night?
She curled the hem of her waistband and peeled it to her hips, then stopped. The tension, the uncertainty, the pleading stares — she had missed this.
"Austin, give her a drumroll."
Wendy snapped her neck at her brother, who shrunk back in his seat. Do you think I'm nervous, James? Are you trying to save me and help me? Or are you trying to see me, too?
Just call me a pervert and get it over with, please! James thought, breathing heavily in his chair under his sister's shocked and peculiar gaze. Every brotherly siren was blaring in his head, for his sister was about to strip down to her underwear in front of his friends — and him, but all he could think about was what color it would be. Light blue?
Suddenly, Austin's hands were slapping the couch in a thunderous rhythm, and his sister began wiggling her hips again, as inch after inch of soft, tan thigh was revealed. She stomped on the stretchy gray fabric, freeing her feet before triumphantly kicking the pile across the floor to a standing ovation. Only James remained seated, peering at the pink triangle of her thong. It was simple, functional, with a premium nuance. It was very Wendy.
James saw the round edges of her hidden butt, but he was more drawn to the pride in her pursed lips as she gently swayed and basked in the attention. He almost forgot his friends were there, even closer to her and equally as incredulous.
"I feel like I should be paying for this," Luke gushed.
"Yeah? Hah!" She bashfully scratched her lightly freckled nose. "Well, we're friends, and you guys got me here fair and square, so..." She shrugged and plopped into the bean bag chair. "Wait, James?"
"Huh?" He was startled, almost like they were breaking a rule in speaking to each other. "Yeah?"
"Can you get me one of those chairs from the kitchen?"
"The chairs?" James traced the length of her legs, smoothly widening and softening until they met before the pink triangle. Her smaller feet and little toes were dangling in the air so casually. "Oh, yeah... I guess the floor is a little, uh, sketchy to sit on like that."
"Yeah, it's not that I don't appreciate that you guys cleaned, it's just — No offense, I've seen boys clean before, hah!"
"None taken," James conceded. "Wouldn't the bean bag chair work, then?"
"It would, but I can already see your friends here popping up like gophers to look at me, and it makes me feel like I'm hiding on purpose — like I'm trying to cheat." The couch snickered with guilt. She then narrowed her eyes and tilted her head ever so slightly, speaking to him with a smugness only he could ever detect. "Plus, in my experience, everybody loves when I show off my butt... And I know how to read a room."
James swallowed, feeling weak and small in his older sister's wise, capable gaze. His tongue ran dry, sweat moistened his palms, and his cock twitched. To his horror, it slipped out of his waistband and pitched a sky blue tent on his lap. Frantically, he shoved his erection flat against his abs, snapping the elastic over it again. He slowly lifted his eyes to his sister, and a wicked smile stretched across her pink, bow-shaped lips. "Um, uh... The chairs from the kitchen? Like, uh, one of the green ones?"
"Mm-hmm. Yes, please."
With plodding feet, James went into the kitchen and came back with a lime green, plastic chair, earning a polite thank you from his sister. She moved it next to the bean bag chair, taking her new seat. Four silver legs held up a flat, green plate, and two thinner rods held up a green, oval backrest. She was now elevated and nearly unobstructed, honoring her pledge to make her most sensational physical asset more visible, just as the men who lost had to do.
"Shit, James! How were you not passing out every day growing up? Were you just blue-balled twenty-four-seven?"
Wendy looked at him, waiting for him to answer Luke. "No answer, James? Guys, I don't know why he's so quiet. Maybe he's nervous. I just know that if we don't get him out of those boxers soon, he's gonna pass out from cutting off his blood circulation."
His friends were dying on the couch, and the color drained from James's face. Did she really just make that joke about his dick? Were his friends really just laughing along like it was no big deal? What powers did she have? It was like all she had to do was open her mouth and utter a few words, then suddenly, even the most bizarre and surreal situations became normal, acceptable by all. James wondered if the flirty comments his friends had been making toward Wendy would have been fine coming from him as well.
Finally, he readied himself to answer her daring question, but she had already moved on, adjusting her chair, positioning her graceful but athletic legs for the next race. James wanted to clear his mind, so he selected the next race.
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In an ironic reversal of roles, Wendy found herself distracted by James as she raced. She didn't know why he had chosen a course so quickly after seeing her take off her pants, but his poor performance had been predictable. His buddies on the couch had been so entertained by the awkward dilemma, for James had to choose between hiding his dick under his shirt and letting his balls hang free, and leaving an obvious tent in his boxers. Either he had to let his sister see his balls, or let her see how horny her body had made him.
Looking from the corner of her eye once again, Wendy wasn't distracted by the funny, pink mole on his firm pecs, or the beveled blocks of his abs, or the cut lines that formed a V, angling to his diagonally trapped dick. No, she couldn't stop thinking about how right now, on some level, her brother was imagining his erection being satiated by her. She could only guess what was going through his rectangular head.
A lot of his friends' jokes and raunchy remarks from her brother's daunting strip-work were still swirling in her head. Some were funny, and others were cruel. Perhaps his friends were insecure, as men often were in the presence of a... uh, healthier man. But despite her usual rule of pulling anyone who attacked her little brother aside and roaring at them, Wendy was amongst the guys tonight, and she had to play it cool. Besides, she was sure that whoever her brother was dating or hooking up with was far from displeased by how eager and excitable his manhood was. Wait... Is he seeing anyone?
Meanwhile, Wendy's character was bumping into walls and being hit by jumping fish. After a moment of panic, she realized she wasn't last out of the remaining players, for the view she was offering Harris from behind was even more consequential.
Surrounded by raging boners, Wendy couldn't deny she was aroused, perhaps as much as the boys were. The game was exhilarating. It was a sexy, fun rush. When the time came for Harris to remove his sweatpants, Wendy didn't even watch, as her thoughts were on how her brother was still wearing his boxers, even though everybody clearly could see the outline of his hard cock. It was annoying, almost as obnoxious as usual for James. If he was horny, why not just own it and show people? A desire called out to walk over and demand he admit how horny he was and why.
Before she knew it, the next race was on. Wendy was driving mindlessly through the turns when she touched a button and paused the game. The boys were looking around to see who the hell froze the screen and why. Wendy cleared her throat. "What if we played the game a little differently?"
Four men changed, as if a dark storm was gathering. "What do you mean?"
Wendy could sense they were afraid she was about to drop a bombshell to avoid full nudity. She bit her smile and tried to speak casually. "I just had this random thought... It's weird how winning a race doesn't mean anything. Like, the loser has to lose an item of clothing. But what does the winner get? So, I thought, what if the winner gets to remove it for them?" She watched their combative arms lower and their ears perk up. James and Harris glanced at each other, and game night suddenly felt even hotter.
"Alright, but... Before we start... Does the winner have to take it off? Cuz I don't wanna take off James's Boxers, and I know he doesn't wanna take off mine."
The scenario hadn't crossed Wendy's one-track mind, and she wickedly saw an opportunity to gauge just how aroused her brother and his friend were. But then she foresaw the obvious result. "Since I know how guys are, and I know you'll just let me win every time so you don't have to take each other's clothes off... We'll play with the rule that the winner only has to do it if it's the opposite sex."
It was a can't-lose proposal. The two nude roommates on the end of the couch were pained by their elimination, but that wasn't Wendy's concern. She cocked her shoulder at her brother and his tall friend.
"Absolutely. We should do this," Harris said.
"Yeah, we should. Like, ya know, if it's cool with you guys," James shrugged.
Hehe! No, Jimbo? Ya don't actually care if we have that rule or not? You're such a liar. Wendy composed herself and celebrated, "Alright! Game on!"
When she unpaused the screen, James and Harris blew by her. She trailed — purposefully. Given the delightful view Harris had of her cute, pink thong and her ass, and given how she could collect and throw amazing items the whole race, there was no doubt her brother would prevail, and he'd finally have to walk over to her, close enough where she could see and hear just how horny he was without him being able to lie and hide.
But the racing gods laughed at her plans. Harris swooped down from the sky on a parasail and his kart finished just ahead of James's. He was electrified, while James was subdued. Wendy sighed in her lime green chair, accepting the result.
"So..." Harris stood up and eyed her vulnerable body, "I get to remove something? I have to, I mean?"
"Those are the rules."
"Oh-ho, nice!" He rubbed his hands, his grin touching his big ears.
Wendy had been hoping for James, but she wasn't one to let dreams get in the way of a fun reality. Her brother wasn't going anywhere, and neither was the handsome guy before her, waiting to play a sexy game with her. "Do you have your mind made up already? Or can I make a request?"
Harris tried to hide the tremble in his hands. "Yeah, sure."
She shyly picked at her ponytail. "Boobs first, hah! Is that okay?"
It certainly was with Harris. In his gaming chair, James was envious — understanding and captivated — but envious. His sister was all smiles as she stood to meet Harris, only reaching his chest. After some flirty banter, Harris had her permission to undress her. His arms wrapped around hers, so he could fiddle with the back. Not that James could see. He was as blind as Harris was, who couldn't peek over her head while keeping his distance.
The longer it took, the funnier it became. Wendy cracked jokes, and his roommates joined in, but James remained on the edge of his seat, boiling with anger and intrigue. "A good hint is that you can do it from the front," his sister offered. He then watched Harris lower his head to her chest, surgically probing the middle of her sports bra with his finger. He was struggling.
"Damn, dude, have you ever taken a bra off before?" Austin ridiculed.
"Austin, give him a break. It's his first time," Luke snickered.
James listened as his sister dropped more and more hints, assuring Harris that if she was that afraid of him making contact with her boobs, she would have never let him try. While his friend's hands comfortably moved around her soft, white cups, James noticed his sister glancing over at him. She was getting a kick out of the endless failure, James allowed her to share her reactions with him, smiling in tune.
"Harris... I will give you one more hint before doing it myself, okay? This should be a thousand times more fun for both of us than you're making it." Harris stood dumbly. "Oh my god, haha!" Wendy smacked her forehead then threw his big hands onto her considerably larger boobs. "Hook your thumbs underneath. There ya go. Now, lift!"
The bra shot off her chest and over her head, and she helped Harris clear her arms and ponytail. Harris and his sister basked in the hilarious idiocy and the hot solution, but James was only interested in the firm, round, tan breasts hanging majestically from her beautiful body. Suddenly, his sister was checking him for his reaction, and James's eyes fell to the perfect, pink circles of her areolas. With a touch of smugness and a forgiving warmth, his sister flashed her eyebrows. His cock throbbed, and she giggled.



----
In light of recent events, Harris was terrible in the next race. Everybody was turned on, but only Harris still had to deal with Wendy's booty flexing in the chair before him, and Wendy was well aware of how tantalizing she was making it seem as she leaned forward with her straight spine.
James's victory was certain, and all Wendy had to do was wait for the right time to accidentally fall off the track and come in last. In the home stretch, however, on the wooden boards of a rustic goldmine, James dramatically swerved and fell into oblivion. No plans could stop Wendy from being a true sister, for she used a mushroom to speed up and cross the finish line first, laughing at her brother's expense all the way. She watched her brother's screen as he was rescued by a rescued fishing rod and placed on the track, only to comically drive into a banana and spin off the course again.
Harris ferociously jumped, shouting his kart to the finish line ahead of James, beating his chest at the epic comeback. Wendy could only shake her head at her clever, conniving smartass of a brother. He didn't look back at her, pretending not to notice her stare, for he knew what he did.
After the burst of babble from the wild ending, the room slowly went mute. Elevator-style music played from the soundbar as all eyes were awkwardly and irresistibly on the two siblings. Wendy had to take her brother's boxers off. The thin veil of denial that had masked what the young adults were truly doing was gone, and the game became raw and real. The burden of action was on Wendy, though she was stuck to her seat.
Holy shit, this is fucking happening, Wen... Okay, just relax. Harris already came up and did it to you, thank god. Could you imagine if you had to do this first? Or if James had to take your bra off? No... That would've been insane. I literally couldn't have dealt with that. Right... but you don't have to deal with that. Harris took your bra off. Nobody had a problem... It was just the game. So now, they're assuming you'll just play the game, too. It would be weird if you didn't follow your own rule, right? Yeah... but this is me going over to my brother, in my fucking thong, and stripping him naked! Everybody's gonna think I'm a fucking freak! I have to see these people for the next year or two, at least. And they definitely know friends I have on campus.
No, no... Think about it, Wen... They've been watching you take your clothes off in front of your brother for a while... Do they look freaked out? No, they're horny, and they're his friends. They won't tease him after you leave because they'll be jealous. And they'll wanna be around you again... especially after tonight. Look at them.... They want you to do it, they don't give a shit. Stop acting like you're afraid of them. You're just scared of doing it, which is totally fair. This is a big thing to do!
But it's okay. You're allowed to be curious. Your brother has been checking you out and sitting with a hard dick for forever now. He just lost a race because he wanted to put you in this position. He knows you're braver than him... or maybe more shameless, hah! Regardless, he couldn't do it himself, but he wants to see what it's like with you closer to him, too. He's curious about you... That's natural. Why can't you be curious about him? That's what these games are for, right? To take your clothes off, to feel hot and horny, to learn and test yourself a little without being judged? At the very least, he wants to see your tits and butt up close... And who can blame him, hehe!
Wendy walked from the green chair to her brother. He ran his eyes down her body, holding them at her pink thong, before lifting his shaky gaze back to her face. His ears and cheeks burned bright red, and Wendy smiled at his oddly sweet demeanor. He thought she was pretty.
"Hey."
"Hey," Wendy said, flicking her pupils, not knowing how much awkward eye contact was too much.
"So, uh... How do you think we should... I mean, how are you most comforta... How do you wanna do this?"
"Um... Well... I guess it would be best if you stood up, right?" With a flex of his thick legs, he was standing before her — strong, sturdy, but trembling. She could feel the heat from his body and hear him breathe while his chest rose and fell. Could he feel her heat or hear her breathe? His nerves were somehow reassuring to her, perhaps as a reminder that they were experiencing this together.
Predictably, both of their focus ended up on the tall, outward tent in the sky blue boxers. "It kind of just happened," James explained, in a hushed voice.
"Oh? What caused it?"
James flashed red with heat and bit his lips. Wendy showed her teeth, turning red as well. They held their pale, green eyes together until they broke out in laughter, hoping to smooth over most of the shame.
"You said to enjoy ourselves... And I couldn't stop it. It kinda has a mind of its own."
"You don't need to apologize or explain it," Wendy shrugged. "You're allowed to relax and have fun. I've been having fun." She then inspected the three dark splotches on his boxers. "I can tell you couldn't stop it, hmm."
"Oh, yeah. Um, so..."
"So, I guess I should take 'em off, then? Ya know... before you stain them some more?" With his nod of consent, Wendy eyed up the thick, concealed shaft and the outlined head. How hadn't she noticed it until now? Her hips rocked side to side, as she made her plans. "Do you have a preferred way for me to take them off? I can do it with me standing up, like this, or you can sit again... Or I can kneel? Whatever you think will be easiest."
A droplet of sweat broke from the thin glaze on his forehead, as her brother thought aloud. "I guess kneeling would be easiest for you, so... we can do that."
"Yeah? Okay." Wendy had no idea what method was easiest, nor had she thought about it. It didn't matter. She had already decided the correct way. Her knees slowly touched down on the hard maple, with her eyes directly in front of the protruding tent. She was close enough to feel him shake, to smell his hormonal sweat, and see the entirety of his cloaked manhood. Her little brother's cock was stuck, and she needed to release it for him.
Sweeping the sticky strands of brown hair from her face, Wendy had the instinct to retie her messy ponytail, a habit in her erotic position. But she ignored it and found the courage to tilt her gaze up at James. He was already doing the same to her, allowing them to share a stare that was both alive and still at the same time. She hooked her index fingers under his waistband, feeling the cuts of his warm, firm obliques. The valley between her closed thighs was on fire, and she could feel it on her heels, for she had never been this turned on in her life.
Slowly, she dragged her fingers down her brother's body, over his quads. Wendy sensed the friction and looked down to find that his swollen, mushroom tip was caught on the elastic of his boxers. She continued to pull, marveling at the thick, veiny shaft, which was so fucking hard, it wouldn't even bend. His cock angled down, as two hefty testicles came into view, with wisps of trimmed, dark hair decorating each one. A muffled grunt from above alerted her of her brother's pain, but after how long he had made her wait, he could be patient.
Finally, her gentle tugging could do no more, as what had to be eight inches of solid cock refused to angle any lower. His tip clung to the stretched waistband as she heard another painful wince. Smartly, Wendy sat back to avoid being smacked in the face. Then, with one yank, she freed him. In a blur, the erection snapped into the air, missing her by inches. Though, she hadn't accounted for everything.
James exhaled in relief, feeling no more pain, only pleasure. He opened his glassy eyes and leaned over his sister, desperate to see her reaction. But she was motionless, staring up at him blankly with her jaw hanging open. It took him a moment, then James shuddered. Dude...
"Damn..." "Did you just cum on your sister's face?" "Holy shit!"
He could hear his friends on the couch, but they were irrelevant right now. He could only cringe and twist while his sister poked her face, touching the thin strand of sticky liquid that had to have flung onto her cheek. "Wen... I am sooo--"
"It's fine. It's fine," his sister breathed. "I just wasn't expecting it."
"Yeah, I saw you flinch." James didn't mean to be funny, but he heard his friends crack up on the couch, and his sister grinned brightly as she joined them. Finally, feeling the rush of their flirty confidence swell inside him, James quipped, "I think my dick was mad at you for bending it down so far."
His sister cocked her dense eyebrow at him, impressed by his corny joke. She rolled her eyes and returned, "No, I think it was just doing whatever it wanted."
James never knew temptation like this. His topless sister was on her knees, flirting with him, his cum on her face. The arousal and confidence were racing through him like a drug, making him high. She was so playful, so beautiful, with her eyes, smile, tits, ass, thighs, everything. She beckoned him, and it took every fiber of his being not to reach out and touch her. "Ya know, for someone with so much experience doing this, you picked the worst way to take it out."
"Hehe! Ya know... I tried to do it in a fun way for you... And I love when they snap up like that... Really, I just didn't stay out of the splash zone. And in my defense, I didn't expect you to be leaking that much just from watching me strip."
Out of the chuckling from the couch, Luke shouted, "Yeah, c'mon, James! Your sister does something nice for you, and you fire a load on her face?"
"I know, right?! How rude!" Wendy scoffed and wiped her cheek clean with her brother's discarded boxers. "To be fair, I don't think this little bit counts as a load."
"Oh, shit!" Harris screamed as the friends on the couch were practically falling over each other.
"Dude, you just came on your sister, and she said it doesn't even count as a load," Luke ridiculed.
James opened his mouth, but his sister was already at his defense. "Guys, I feel really bad for the girls you're bringing home, if you think that's what firing a load looks like. That was just his precum. Precum's cute, but it's just something to wipe away."
It was incredible how quickly his friends had shrunk and shut up. Luke was on his heels. "How do you know it was his precum? Maybe he just shoots little loads?"
"Luke... I know what sperm on my face feels like, and that wasn't it. Believe me, if a guy is actually cumming for me, I'll drain him till he can't stand. And look at James... See? Still standing."
The heckling had ceased, and by the time James looked down again, he was watching his sister walk on her small, bare feet back to her chair. For the first time, his sister had stood up for him, and he felt sort of guilty for using the wholesome realization to think about how fucking sexy his sister was.
Wendy collected herself in her seat, while James noticed his friends all looking up at him, for he was still standing. Barely.


***** 9


In the kitchen, the men gathered around the island, snacking and washing it down with cold, imported beer. James stared at the empty glass of ice water on the quartz counter that his sister had already guzzled. For the first time, James listened to his friends talk about how hot his sister was right in front of him without feeling even a tinge of jealousy. He was only halfway in reality anyway.
The intermission was taking longer than the last, partly because his sister had been in one bathroom for a while, forcing the men to share one bathroom where each had to try peeing through an erection. James felt stupid but happy, as he realized that after evading his sister for five years, he now missed her after five minutes.
Wendy was thankful for the boys for giving her time and privacy behind the locked door. Her attention to detail was razor-sharp, but her critical thinking was slowed. She looked at her naked, glistening, blotchy form in the mirror of her brother's bathroom. She wanted to make him clean his toothbrush head. It was covered in dried toothpaste, a result of a guy no longer having his wise, older sister there to tell him, with brutal honesty, when he's being disgusting. At least, Wendy believed so. She looked at her naked form and pink, workout thong in the vanity mirror.
Hooh! What are you gonna do, Wen? Well, okay... I can— No! What are you going to do? What do you want? Decide right now. Set the limit. Draw the line right now. Well, whatever I do, I'm not taking off my fucking thong. I am not showing everyone I'm wet. Wet? You mean soaking? Ahh, god... Okay, I am not going to keep torturing myself with this game. What do you mean...? The game's almost over. It has, like, one race left. Oh, shit... Yeah. Wait, what? No, I am not fucking letting this just end like this. Could you imagine if I just said goodbye and went home after what James and I just did? And, like, what... pretend it never happened? We're connecting for the first time in fucking forever. Obviously, there's a limit and a time to leave, but it's not now. He doesn't want you to. You don't want to.
Soon, the five young adults returned to the living room. James sat naked and erect in his gaming chair, and Luke and Austin did so on the leather couch. On the far cushion, Harris remained in his plaid boxer shorts, with Wendy sitting in front and to the side of him, wearing her pink thong on the lime green chair.
"So, it's down to you and me!"
"Huh? Oh." Wendy twisted away from Harris to look at everyone else. "I was actually thinking because some people haven't been able to play for a while, we could start a new game? Maybe mix it up a bit?"
"Hold up! We only got one more race left. The winner gets to take the last item off. Let's just finish up, then try somethin' else."
"I mean, Luke and Austin look like they're ready to move on, right? Yeah, see. And so is James."
"But..." Harris pointed dramatically at the television. "It's one race. One. It's two minutes. You said you wouldn't quit."
Hopping to her feet, Wendy lunged at Harris's knees, pulling his boxers down his lap with a forceful jerk. His long, thin cock snapped into his body. "There ya go! Even faster than two minutes. I win." The boys were laughing and applauding, except for Harris.
"Like, I'm not tryna pout. It's just that I was aboutta win..."
"Maybe you should listen to my idea? Then, if you're still upset, we can talk about it?"
"Alright, yeah..."
Wendy had everyone's attention, as she announced, "I decided since I like hanging out with you guys, I'm not going to the gym tonight. So--" She was cut off by boisterous cheers and hollers. Wendy snuck a peek at James, who was simply shaking his head, fully aware she had never planned to go. She smiled and flashed her eyebrows.
Wendy continued, "So if you guys want, I was thinking we could make the game bigger..." The boys erupted into a discussion, pitching ideas for an accelerated strip game, even going as far as suggesting they create a makeshift Twister board. She soon regained control and quieted them. "I think once everybody's naked and someone's precum ends up on someone else's face, ya can't go back to playing a strip game. The way I look at it is, we're all being mature adults, and we're all having fun with each other, and we're all being cool with each other about everything, right?" She was answered by four congenial nods. "Good. So, if we played a game with more exciting prizes, we'd all be cool with it?"
The boys looked at each other. "What kind of prizes?" Luke asked.
Wendy swallowed and rubbed her knuckles, rising to her toes as she spoke. "Since you're all much better than me at this game — when you're not distracted, anyway — I had this idea during the break of letting you guys compete, while I come up with a reward for the Grand Prix winner. And I'd come up with a bigger reward for the next winner."
From all angles, the entranced, lustful stares were heating her like an oven. Wendy could feel her whole body shake, and she loved how nervous and scared she was. Their absolute horniness made saying all of these things both easier and more daunting. "I was thinking it would be funny for me to kinda influence the race by distracting the last winner, ya know? Since all your cocks are hard, I think it'd be kinda easy and fun for me to tease you guys more, ya know, directly."
"How?" Austin said.
"Um... Hehe! Like, I would start small. And since Harris won the last game, he'd get the first reward. So, if he's not still mad at me, I'd sit on his lap for the next Grand Prix."
There was much fanfare, and even James began asking questions. His sister was coy, though, as if she had visions of what she wanted but was too hesitant to commit to them. Continually, her pale green eyes darted to him, making sure she still had his approval. James appreciated it, but she was her own woman, and she didn't need his permission. He was happy to see what she was like in a closed world where she could face no judgment. He was learning a lot about his sister, and not just about her sex life, but about how she navigated life, her philosophy. He regretted the years of ignoring her, but maybe they needed the distance to grow on their own? Regardless, there was no point in regretting what couldn't be changed, he could only follow his sister's lead and savor the present.
He watched Harris miraculously forgive his sister for betraying their last game, and they bantered and flirted before she found her new seat, nestling into his bare lap against his cock. All of his friends seemed to be dazed and stupid, and he felt he had more of his wits about him than they did — and he was the brother. As Harris's darker arms rested on her creamy thighs, James felt a pang of jealousy. It hit him harder when, as a result of whatever quiet deal his sister had made with Harris, she turned her head back for a brief kiss on the lips.
The sharp pain and hollowness in his heart subsided, as James saw the sexy, carefree expression on his sister's face. She had done this, and much, much more, many times before. He began to understand that, for his sister, sex and flirting only meant what she decided it meant. She was being intimate with Harris, leaning into him, resting her ass on his cock, kissing him, enjoying herself... but she was simply having fun at a party. A fleeting joy. Whatever she did with Harris was meaningless outside of the few minutes they'd share. Nothing she did with Harris or anyone else had any impact over how she felt for him as a sister or any effect on whatever the hell type of connection they were developing tonight.
While James wasn't sure if all people could be as sexually liberated and unapologetic as his sister, or be as capable of separating sexual behavior from emotional connection, James finally understood the philosophy that had changed his sister. He didn't know if he could be like her, but he couldn't help but admire her more and more. He relaxed his muscles and began to enjoy the night more, as he had no reason to be jealous or angry.
Elevated on the couch, peeking at her brother while he raced, Wendy declared her new game an unqualified success. She had never seen a group of guys so bright, animated, and desperate over a childhood video game — her brother included. Her firm, fatty yoga butt was causing Harris all sorts of hilarious karting errors, and he had no chance of winning again.
The lean, hairy thighs tickled her smooth legs, as the rubbery cock seared and twitched into her ass. His big hands rested warmly in the valley between her thighs, sending an endless buzz down to her ankles. Harris needed to cum, and she wouldn't have minded if he did, as he was doing her the favor of making her wetter, while also giving her just enough stimuli to stave off more aggressive urges.



"Wen, what do you have in mind for the winner of this Grand Prix?"
When her brother said her name, her heart skipped a beat, and Wendy tried to hold her composure as she turned to answer him. "I figure, since none of you will stop staring at 'em, the winner gets to play with my boobs." His eyes went wide, and she bashfully curled her lips. Other guys began to ask her follow-up questions, but Wendy didn't hear them.
Soon after, Wendy felt a pair of hands moving up her thighs. She glanced down and watched Harris's hands creep into the crevices of her thighs and waist. She watched him grab the pink waistbands of her thong before finally finding the discipline to brush his hands away. She wiggled her hips slightly.
----
The Star Cup Grand Prix had begun in an airport, then moved to a beach, and then to a musical techno course. And Harris had been equally as atrocious on each one. Wendy, and the other racers, relished her effect. The final race was left, and instead of laps, it was a race down a ski mountain. Luke and Austin were now tied for the lead, with James having an outside chance. Wendy could tell that her brother had a lot on his mind, which made her nervous.
"Alright, if any of y'all stop me from winning, I'll tackle you," Austin stated.
The race was to decide who got to play with Wendy's tits for fifteen or so minutes, and after she had been subtly grazing and touching her nipples at every opportunity, she didn't know how she could handle the reward she promised, but she was as eager as the boys were to see the result. "Hey, Jimbo, start the race!"
His neck cringed, as Wendy noticed the confused reaction of his friends. They had never heard that before, but it didn't take long for them to start chastising him for his nickname. "What?! James, you didn't tell your friends I called you that growing up?"
He couldn't bear to look at her, hiding his face in his hands. "God, you're annoying," he groaned, eeking out a laugh.
Wendy pinched in her elbows and gleefully snickered. Her brother was still happy she was there and was unbothered by her conduct, for how else could she have gotten under his skin and drawn a suppressed smile.
As much as she loved the feeling of driving men crazy, Wendy realized she had a special knack for it with James, for she had years of practice. Maybe she didn't need him to win every race and reward? Maybe they didn't need to share big moments? Maybe it was the small things, like saying each other's names, teasing each other, asking each other questions, talking, or sharing a smile or a gaze, that could help her build a better relationship with him? Granted, it probably didn't hurt that they could see each other's gorgeous, attractive, naked bodies every time they looked at one another.
Beep! The race started, and it was instantly intense. Wendy could almost feel her fate shift with every corner and crash on the quickly, moving television screens. The surprise was how well Harris was doing, as he had claimed the lead with the help of fortunate items. Austin was in a close second, and since Harris was mathematically eliminated, it looked as though Austin wouldn't have to tackle anyone today.
Nevertheless, it sounded like Harris was basking in his feel-good sports story. "Oh, shit! Oh, shit! Look who fuckin' overcame Wendy's ass! Me!" Perhaps too much. Heading into the final length of the race, Wendy smugly grinned. Fuck it... Why not? Hehe!
Harris's cartoon skeleton swerved its kart into a moving barrier on the ski slope, and Wendy was way too proud of herself. Between the stunned gasps in her ear, the bracing masculine body behind her, and the firm cock nuzzling into her wiggling buttocks, Wendy couldn't believe it had been so long since she had done something like this. She was teasing for the sake of teasing, playing for the sake of playing, and toying with a horny cock for the sake of a sexy thrill. Since college, her sex life, as barren as it was, had been dull and vanilla, with no gamesmanship, surprises, or twists. This was what she had been looking for. And desperately needed.
Another racer zoomed by Harris and reached the finish line. James followed suit. When James swiveled around to see what happened to Harris, his eyes shot open, and his lips went dry. Wendy still wasn't sure where James was in his process of acceptance, she assumed somewhere between I guess this is okay? and Can I join in?, but she didn't want to push it. Without warning, she threw his hands off her and hopped off. She steadied her balance and stretched her legs, feeling good.
The uncertain, vaguely positive, and flirtatiously enigmatic glances and smiles that James was sharing with his sister were cut short by Austin announcing he had won, a polite hint to their female guest. Watching her immediately switch her focus to his stocky, blonde, Texan friend made James feel a bit strange. It was like she was a reward to be passed around, being treated as property to be handled and played with. But as soon as he watched her kick Luke out of his end seat on the couch, so she could sit next to a wide-eyed Austin and entrance him in all her topless glory, James was certain she was no victim. She wasn't the toy, she was the one playing. And that had been the case ever since she walked out of the pool like a sexy angel in that orange swimsuit.
They flirted and chit-chatted, before Austin's hands gradually met her large breasts. His sister released a loud, sharp gasp, and her knee buckled, and James was pierced by a stab of jealousy that quickly faded, and he imagined it was his fingers squeezing her voluptuous, tan flesh. She settled into the comfy, leather couch, rolling her shoulders.
"These... They feel amazing. I don't think I'm gonna wanna take my hands off them to race," Austin said.
James flinched, for his sister had caught him ogling the scene. She didn't judge or condemn him with her eyes, though. She simply held her gaze while biting her cheek. "Then don't," she called out to answer Austin. "You're not gonna win anyway, and you get to have fun with 'em for the next four races. So, you might as well screw the game and enjoy yourself." She winked, making James shudder, which made her blush.
"Sweet, haha! I'm definitely doin' that. There wasn't a rule against using my mouth... Was there?"
James and Wendy looked at each other, her with her mouth open and the muscles beneath her eyes twitching. She finally glanced back at Austin and shrugged.
It wasn't long before Wendy regretted that shrug, for while everyone else was tilting their controllers, she was halfway to nirvana, as Austin's nose rubbed in her cleavage, his stubble scratched her skin with agonizing delight, and his hot, moist breath coated her tits while his lips and tongue kissed and swirled on her pointed nipples. Each maneuver of the moderately talented tongue sent electric waves through her core, making her squirm. How the fuck could she last for ten more minutes?
All her willpower was needed to push Austin's face away and promise him it would be crazy hot to watch him feel her up again. She looked at the brown back of her brother's head, floating above the gaming chair. Wendy had a good idea as to what the couch was going to look like when she had to get up again, and she wondered if it was more wrong to let her brother and his friends believe her erotic mess was from Luke's tongue or to confess she had been soaking wet ever since she walked up to her brother and he sweetly looked into her eyes before she got down on her knees to take his boxers off.
The races were a blur, and Wendy didn't even know what was happening when Harris awkwardly interrupted her and Austin's time to ask, "What's the prize for this Prix?"
"I don't know," she breathed. "I'm still thinking about it." She then bit her lip, as Austin's mouth refound her breasts, and she didn't bother to stop him.
"How about instead of the winner puttin' his mouth on you, you put yours on the winner?"
"Hmm?" Wendy blinked, checking out the back of her brother's head again. "Wait, what?!" She shook her head clear and pushed Austin away. "What the fuck did you just say, Harris? Hell, no! I'm not gonna blow you." Her statement was met with puppy-dog eyes and disappointed whimpers. Wendy rolled her eyes. "Would you guys just shut up and play the game? Hah!"
In the loading time between the races, sweeping views of the new course were displayed on the television to music. With a glaze to her round eyes, Wendy pulled Austin away, taking a moment to collect herself and take stock of her position. She was leaning back in the sweaty, leather cushions of the couch, her painfully swollen tits moving up and down. Ahead and to the left, her brother's tall, beige cock was visible again. He had to have turned inward, perhaps to look at her? Or to watch? What caught her eye was the redness of his swollen shaft, as if he had been touching himself. Or maybe it was her imagination?
No. As her chin lurked side to side, she detected the other three men poking, brushing, or nudging their erections, hoping to satisfy their libidos just enough to edge themselves and prolong their ultimate desire. They all needed to cum, and probably had to for some time. And it was all because of her. Now, they all surrounded her, making her be a witness to the sexy scene, all while they were taking turns pleasuring her — first her ass, and then her tits. "If you guys are really that eager to get off, I'm not opposed to doling out a handjob..."
The video game was frantically paused, and James spun around. "Wait, what?"
Wendy sat up tall, using her court hands to explain her motion. "Well, a handjob is kinda, like, a light and fun thing. They're quick and easy. Every guy loves 'em. And you guys are all horny, so... Ya know, might be a good prize? Maybe that would be too big for a night like this, though?"
It dawned on James that his sister was asking for his opinion — for his blessing. A sense of duty and responsibility humbled him, for she was entrusting him with a decision that could have major ramifications moving forward. His only interest, however, was the same one he believed his sister had: exploring whatever connection they were experiencing tonight. "Wen knows these types of parties better than all of us," James announced. "So, if she thinks it makes sense and is a good idea... it probably is."
Instantly, his roommates beheld him like they wanted to smooch him. As lenient as James had been so far, he likely would draw the line there. Meanwhile, his sister was smirking at him with her bow-shaped lips, both wholesomely and mischievously.
"Yeah? I think a handjob makes sense, too. You guys can't all stay hard forever. Plus, I'm really fucking good at 'em."
James arched his feet and swallowed hard, unable to break the power of his sister's gaze.
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Lucky him, James thought, as a gold and red trophy rotated under a shower of digital confetti. On the results table, he was second, six points behind Luke, who was now standing in the middle of the living room with Wendy. James noticed the glimmering streaks on the center cushion of the couch, and they matched the glistening on her inner thigh, just below her pink thong. Her pussy was wet and she didn't seem to care who knew it, and it killed James not to be closer to her juices.
Maybe it was better this way? As agonizing as it was, James liked living in this world, where he and his sister were together, both horny, hot, swollen, leaking, and looking at each other. He never wanted to leave, no matter how marvelous the exit could be.
She gracefully lowered herself to her knees, her profile square to his gaming chair. He could see every enticing curve, the flatness of her jawline, and the smallest, irresistible movements of her brunette ponytail that came with every tilt of her head. She was so composed, so meticulous and detailed, as she squirted Austin's transparent lubricant into her palm. A subtle flash of pale green from the corner of her eye made James almost certain her positioning was no accident.
His friend was visibly shaking on his ankles, while his sister sat tall on her heels and weaved her head, familiarizing herself with the slender penis, which could best be described as average or slightly below so. James wondered if this is what it looked like earlier when she was on her knees before him.
"Healthy, handsome, and horny for me... My three favorite qualities in a cock."
James saw how quickly Luke's face lit up, and he couldn't help but admire how his sister somehow sensed Luke was feeling insecure about his size and so easily and nature corrected it. Perhaps she complimented all men before doing this to build even more excitement? Either way, it was an indictment of her character, which James realized he had been unfairly judging.
Luke's neck scrunched, and his curly blonde head was thrown back, and James was suddenly watching his sister masturbate his friend. Luke wouldn't stop wincing and saying how good it felt and how badly he needed it, which only made Wendy stroke him more robustly and with more attitude. Her front hand was underneath, squeezing his testicles, while her right hand stroked his cock, creating a loud, rhythmic sloshing sound with the lube. Her fist was tight, yet her wrist was loose. There was a recklessness in the way her teeth sunk into her grin below her teasing eyes, yet there was a poise to her shoulders and arched spine. She had done this before.
"Do you do this a lot?" Luke panted, apparently having a similar thought.
Wendy wagged her chin. "Handjobs can be a little intense... I've only done this to, like... two or three guys before."
"Woah!" Luke gaped, only to find Wendy's impish smirk. "Oh..."
Harris and Austin cackled like hyenas, and James joined them, slapping his chair with teary eyes.
"Boys are so fucking dumb, hehe!" Wendy then shrugged at Luke and pumped him harder, "But they have something I like, so..."
Again, Luke's ego was magically resurrected, as James watched with awe as his sister swirled her thumb into the sensitive flesh below the tip of the circumcised cock. Instantly, the room filled with rough groans.
"Ready to cum?"
At the nod of his curly head, Wendy's fist became a blur. Luke was sent to his toes, and James couldn't blink. There were mutters of hot nonsense, but James was focused solely on his sister's beautiful, lively face. She began encouraging him with a gruff, airy voice, telling him to cum.
Suddenly, jets of white fountained into the air, raining on Luke's flat stomach and splattering across Wendy's active wrists. Her mature giggle was one James had never heard before. Her smile was unlike one he had ever seen.
The ejaculation ended with a roar of applause, led by Harris, then Austin. They were genuine in their happiness for Luke, and, now that he thought about it, so was James. True to her word, when Wendy let go of the softening, spent cock, Luke stumbled back into the bean bag chair, unable to stand.
Wendy was alone again in the middle of the room. It was funny what one's first thought could be when returning from a transcending experience. Fuck, maybe they shouldn't get one, Wendy thought, looking at the pools of semen on the hardwood and amending an earlier thought that the boys needed a rug for the living room.
She knew that to her sides and behind her, the boys were all watching her, for what else would they be doing? Facing the musical televisions screens of the rotating trophy was the only privacy she would get while waiting for the swirling strands of her brain to re-harden into solid thoughts.
A quick glance behind her let her know Harris and Austin were blown away, but not alarmed by what she had done. It was with more fear that she prepared to face her brother. As supportive as James had been, men had a way of changing after an orgasm, and even more so when it was another man cumming on the woman he had been interested in. But when she met his eyes, he didn't shy away. He was only admiring her. Happy. That feeling elevated Wendy to her feet.
The boys had quieted, waiting for her reaction, her verdict, on what she had just done. Wendy flicked her palms out. "So, that was fun, right? Hehe!" She received a round of applause, including from a half-dead Luke in the bean bag chair. "I think he's down for the count," Wendy grinned, as she picked up his crumpled t-shirt and wiped her hands clean.
It wasn't that Wendy was ignorant to the next logical step. It wasn't that she couldn't hear the demands of her dirty mind and swaying hips. If the boys thought she was any less thrilled than they were by the night's turn of events and the idea of all their juices flowing and flying freely, then they were the blind ones. Wendy's caution came from qualities horny guys rarely possessed — discipline and long-term thought.
"Sorry if this seems random... But you guys seem to be pretty chill with doing all this stuff with me, even though you don't know my history. Do any of you like having unprotected sex with girls on campus?"
The three attentive men were confused, but then all seemed to understand her underlying question. "Never. I don't trust women here. I'm completely clean. Hand to God," Harris pledged.
Austin sheepishly raised his hand. "I didn't use a condom with my ex-girlfriend. But last year, and I did it cuz I was only with her. We gave each other nothing, I swear!"
James began waving his arms the moment her probing eyes hit him. "Same with me. I had an ex, like, two years ago. I've used a condom every time since."
Wendy nodded then scratched her hairline. "Your last ex was two years ago?"
"Well, like, I've dated and whatnot since then. But I've worn a condom every time, I swear."
"Oh, that's cool. So, nobody right now?"
"No. Like I said, the last time I didn't wear a condom was years ago."
"Right, I get that. I believe you. I mean more, like, in general, there's nobody... Never mind." Wendy huffed and nodded at the three boys, as her nagging concern subsided. She truly didn't know where the night was going, but she wanted to feel safe, so she could live in the present without having to worry about the future. "Well... Good to know, guys!"
"I'm clean!" Luke shouted, almost drunkenly. "Not that it matters, cuz I didn't cum on your face like your brother did."
"It was precum, and it was an accident!" James growled over the laughter. Wendy cocked her eyebrow at him, and he assured her, "I'd never jizz on your face."
Returning to her lime green chair, Wendy pursed her lips. "Don't make promises you don't know you can keep."
A hush swept over the room, with a collective exhale. The flirty joust between the siblings had heated into a steam.
"Damn... Mario Kart's better than porn."
At Harris's words, Wendy and James cracked up, louder and louder, trying to erase and escape the fear they had both just felt. They were still looking into each other's watery eyes, but to make sure the other wouldn't be weird about what just happened as soon as they stopped laughing. They eventually turned away.
"How about you guys start the next race? It's supposed to be video game night, right?" Wendy said.
"What's the prize?"
"Umm..." While considering Austin's question, she imagined what she would do fifteen minutes from now when the next Grand Prix finished. Fifteen minutes of waiting. Fifteen touchless minutes. "Honestly, it's getting late, and this whole round-by-round thing could go on forever. Would it make sense if we did a big reward at the end of each race, instead?"
There was an immediate group effort to persuade Wendy that her idea was brilliant and that they should do it. She let them argue their hearts out, feigning interest and understanding in their arguments, before finally coming around to see it their way. "Yeah? If you guys think it'll work better, sure! We'll do it by race."



"So, then what's the prize for this race?"
Wendy turned to James, who had swiveled squarely to her. His strong legs were parted, and his tender cock rose stately against his abs, with his nutsack hanging between his thighs. She pushed strands of brown over her ear. "If you win, I'll suck your dick."
His knuckles whitened on the armrests, and a thin river oozed down his main vein as his cock twitched. Holy fuck, Wendy drew a sharp breath. She felt eyes looking at her from all directions, all equally astonished. Wendy no longer feared the taboo, for if it was so wrong, why did it feel so natural and so good for her handsome and muscular little brother to be looking at her like she was the only one who could give him everything he always wanted and teach him everything he ever wanted to know. What are you thinking right now, James? Tell me what you want.
She offered a smile, and his shoulders relaxed as he smiled back. "When you're done checkin' out my boobs, you should start the next race."
The crowd hollered, and Wendy winked at her brother.
--—
"Hey, Big Jimbo... Guess what?"
James tried to ignore Harris's chirping behind him and remain concentrated on the race. He was in first, as he had been since the start light turned green. With his sticky cockhead jabbing into his leaning torso, he navigated the course, miraculously clocking out his sister's distraction. If anything, it heightened his awareness of the small items, pitfalls, and corners comprising the course.
Though, the reason for Harris's smart tone became clear, as a whirling alert blared from his side of the television. A spiked, blue shell flapped its wings above his character's kart, and James lunged to his feet. "NO! Fuck! No! Why?" He wanted to break his plastic controller in half and throw it through the drywall. Getting blue shelled on the final lap was the most excruciating experience of Mario Kart, even when an incestual blowjob wasn't on the line. He couldn't stop it or avoid it, he just had to watch helplessly as the shell imploded into a blue shockwave that flipped his kart into the air for no other reason than he was in first place.
Austin accelerated by his disabled vehicle and crossed the finish line. To anyone familiar with the game it was a cruel and familiar ending, and it was comical every time — assuming another player was the victim.
As Austin jumped and celebrated his triumph, James cursed the game and Harris over the grave injustice, but his sister appeared to be almost happy about the result. His charming, Texan buddy was acting like he was the luckiest man alive, and perhaps he was. James had spent much of the evening with tunnel vision, unsure over what he truly felt, or thought, or wanted... Or why. But the vision of his sister down on her knees and wrapping her lips around a cock wisped the air from his lungs.
His anxiety had nothing to do with jealousy or fear that she'd realize she liked one of his friends better, for James already assumed she had blown, banged, and stripped for many men in her day, all under the banner of sexy fun. What scared him was that, no matter what she claimed, tonight was not normal for her. It couldn't be because he, her brother, was present. And she had to feel the weird, wrong, and wonderful taboo force between them. She couldn't have ever felt anything as hot, or as deep, or as complex as this change to sibling connection... Right? So, how much longer could she spend in their apartment playing this naughty game before it escalated to a point where she would either get spooked by the incest or be turned off any random event?
The true cause of James's anxiety, though, was plain and upsetting to face. After how he had resented his sister for years, treated her like she wasn't important in his life, and pushed her away, why the hell did he think he'd have a chance at this type of relationship now?
Like magic, just as he was feeling his lowest, he lifted his eyes to see Wendy empathetically smiling at him. With a subtle wave of her hand, he waved back, and she grinned widely, lifting his spirits as well, so they could share in each other's excitement.
As Austin met her in the center of the room, her attention left, but James felt like her connection was still with him. She and Austin became reacquainted, chatting, grabbing each other's hips, and kissing a little. She let his mouth find her boobs again, and she let him go until it was time to kiss him once more and rotate their bodies. They were in the same place Wendy had been in with Luke, sideways before James with Wendy's back to the couch.
For a third time, James watched his sister drop to her knees and sit back on her heels. This time, she snuck him a wink, and James felt special.
"So, I reckon you're a pro at this, too?" Austin said.
"Ya know how yesterday you assumed I was the best female gamer in my friend group, so all the guys invited me over?" Wendy asked. "A few of my girlfriends were better than me... I was just better at this."
The stocky blonde jolted and shoved Wendy away. "Woah! Oh! Sorry... I just... I don't wanna finish too fast."
"Dude! Haha! I didn't even start yet. That was just my tongue." Laughter rang off the walls. "Don't worry about how long you last. You'll like it no matter what. Just hold my ponytail like a gentleman, play with my boobs, and let me do my thing."
With her brother's twitchy friend calmed and unlikely to shove her away by her face again like an asshole, Wendy began licking the salty cock again, balls, sides, and tip. In Austin's defense, given the amount of time he had been aroused and touching himself, she probably could have had him crying her name and blowing his load in under a minute. But where was the fun in that? Where was the foreplay and teasing in that?
Besides, Wendy wasn't just doing this for herself. Her little brother's change in outlook tonight had been remarkable, though not completely unexpected. Something inside him had finally clicked, as she had sensed it could, which was part of the reason she had been so frustrated by his anger with her. While difficult to explain, the fact that she and James had gone from waging war with each other to flirting like this with each other made sense.
Every second of his attention was giving her butterflies in her stomach as well as between her thighs. When they were growing up, she admired him more than anyone else. He had always been there for her, standing up for her, and making her feel whole. That was what made his resentment of her, and his refusal to explain it, so crushing for all these years. But, tonight, she was not only seeing the brother she used to know, but she was also seeing the man he had become. Despite not having her same gifts, he had worked hard to succeed in an engineering program and line himself up for a great career, he had built a healthy social life for himself and his friends, and, from his stubbled jaw to his muscular body, to his beautiful cock, he had grown into a handsome man. There was still some work for him to do, some maturing and adulting, but nothing she couldn't teach him.
As her growing fantasy blurred into reality, a real fear emerged. She had seen this movie before, where she introduced a guy she liked to her sexual lifestyle, only for the fairytale to turn into a sad ending after the climax. The guy would be into her sexual liberation, supporting her happily as they played in a group or she sucked his friend's cock, only to realize after he came that he had been swept away by horniness. The guy would then see her as gross, or grow enraged by jealousy.
Despite her brother's history, Wendy felt confident that her brother would have neither of those reactions. Instead, she was worried he would snap out of his horny stupor and freak out over the colossal risk and danger of the precedent they had set, and he'd never trust himself to get close to her again. Thus, Wendy was stuck between two desires. She wanted to make him cum, to prove both to herself and him that this was meaningful and worth exploring, and she wanted to live forever in this dreamlike state with her brother where they were free from consequences. She couldn't have both.
"Uhh! Ohh! Fuck, you're really good at this."
Wendy shook her head, realizing she had drifted and been relying on her tongue's muscle memory. By the look of Austin's open, round face, she had been doing a great job. With a flash of her eyebrows, she wrapped her lips around his tan cockhead and opened wide. As he squeezed and flailed around her, Wendy sucked his attractive cock, which thankfully smelled of bath soap and manly sweat.
It had been years since she had blown a man outside of a date, and this was much more satisfying. There was a brisk hand grappling with her tits and flicking her swollen nipples, and a clenched fist was at the base of her ponytail, tugging on her scalp with each bob of her head. He wasn't controlling her movements, but his grip was tight enough where if she pulled back too far, it would hurt until she was back in position. She enjoyed it, and she began sucking harder and rolling her tongue against the nerves under his tip.
Carefully, Wendy shifted her eyes to the left. The blowjob was loud and her passion for it was clear. Maybe she was playing with fire, but knowing James was watching was driving her up the wall, and it incentivized her to show her abilities and get him to imagine he was the one standing before her. A cold chill shot through her heart upon seeing turmoil in his eyes, but it turned into warm elation as she noticed his curled knuckles stealthily kneading his cock.
A burst of energy sent Wendy pouncing to her feet. Austin's hand remained on her ponytail while she leaned into him and kissed him. He was surprised, but soon he was kissing her back. They playfully made out before Wendy seductively lowered her head again, kissing his chest, abs, and cock on the way down.
"You look good on your knees," Austin daringly complimented.
"Hehe! Yeah? That's gotta be the reason why guys get so excited whenever I do it, then."
No longer caring about being obvious, Wendy sucked Austin with her head tilted to the side, watching her brother react. She rebuilt her rhythm, moaning and humming around the shaft, moving her chin and throat, and wiping the color from James's adorable, sexy face.
With a gag, she allowed the entire length to slide to the back of her throat. Her chin nestled into his ballsack and her nose pressed into his radiating body, then she gagged again upon pulling away. As she had hoped, her brother had the same dumbfounded expression every other man displayed upon seeing her adult parlor trick. Any questions or doubts he could have had about her expertise or claims were certainly now satisfied.
The hand on her boobs was getting aggressive, the fist on her ponytail was now a clenched palm on the back of her head, and the cock was bucking wildly into her mouth. Wendy knew what that meant. She rolled her eyes, earning her a toothy grin from her brother, then she pompously shrugged and straightened her neck.
Just as she had learned to do it, just as her guy friends in college had always requested she do it, just as her simple and practical nature demanded she do it, Wendy firmly gripped his balls and base, wrapped her lips tightly around the top of his erection, sucked in her cheeks, and looked up into Austin's eyes with a devilish shade of pale green. Then, with a courtesy wink to warn him of his demise, she sucked his damn cock.
James didn't know what the hell his sister was doing to his roommate, but there were high wails, thrashes of blonde, and twisted neck muscles. Below, on her knees, his sister was fast but sure of herself like a sensual goddess. Part of James wanted to hear the stories behind his sister's talent, but part of him was content with the mystery.
In no more than a minute, Austin was yanking on Wendy's ponytail. Without delay, she popped her lips off and sat tall on her knees, masturbating him into her big, left boob. The hot words she muttered under her breath to make Austin cum made beads of sweat roll down James's forehead. An ugly grunt echoed through the apartment, then white goo began spurting onto his sister's immaculate chest.
"Don't fucking stop. Don't fucking stop. Yeah..." She continued to stroke. Austin was leaning over her, his hands on her shoulders kept him stable. James watched as she pulled and tugged the length of his shaft until Austin himself had to brush her hands away as an ask for mercy.
"Hehe! Fine," Wendy relented, shoving him toward the bean bag chair. He stumbled and fell onto Luke, who, of course, gagged in disgust and pushed him to the hardwood.
For what felt like five minutes, but what was likely thirty seconds, Wendy recovered her breath and stamina in the glow of the televisions. The milky juice melted and ran into her cleavage and off to the sides where it tickled her ribs. It struck Wendy how strange it was for a load of cum on her to be enjoyable. There was no biological or reproductive reason for the desire, and yet she loved it on a carnal level. Glancing to her left, it appeared her brother felt the same.
The instant her eyes touched him, his knuckles stopped rubbing. Wendy didn't look away, instead choosing to hold him under arrest. His ab muscles started to tighten, his powerful knees flexed, and his fingers dug into the tops of his quads. The dedication he had to restrain himself was seen in his longing stare. Wendy wanted to jump into his lap and kiss him deeply, and to tell him she understood. Instead, she cutely tapped her left boob, making it jiggle. Surprisingly, his knuckles moved. She tapped her boob again, and James confidently massaged his cock, looking right at her.
Wendy wrung her wrists and shook her head, breaking the scary trance. "Um..." she moistened her mouth, then she saw the panic rise in her brother, for perhaps he had made a critical mistake. She forced a witty smirk. "When you're done looking, you mind being a good brother and getting me a paper towel or something?Hah!"
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They've only been here a week and there's already the college guy smell, Wendy thought, detecting the unique blend of youthful colognes and soaps in her brother's bathroom. She then examined the folded paper towel in her hand, which was soaked through with her strong scent. Nobody, not even James, had noticed her pussy juice running almost to her knees when she stood up from the blowjob. She thought for a moment and then placed the towel in his wastebasket, wanting him to think of her being in his bathroom for the days to come.
She considered cleaning his toothbrush as well, to return the favor and make clear that she had left her imprint intentionally. But Wendy buried her face in her hands, splitting her fingers to see herself in the vanity mirror. What was coming over her? And why couldn't she stop smiling?
The buzzing in her loins and the feeling of thick heat dripping from every pore were symptoms of a high she had experienced countless times. Even after wiping her skin down with a damp cloth and retying her ponytail, she still looked and felt like a gorgeous, hot mess. But this was no normal high.
Incest was far beyond the scope of anything Wendy had explored during her promiscuous days of undergrad, which began early sophomore year when her friend Sammie talked her into fucking her boyfriend with her, before ultimately introducing her to their friend group. No dirty dance at a theme party, no threesome or fourway in a dorm room, no strip game before going out, and no orgy during Spring Break rivaled the intensity of tonight. It had nothing to do with her time away from the lifestyle or her new record for naked men she was alone in a room with. It was purely her brother. He could walk into the bathroom right now, and she would be just as happy, if not happier, locked inside with him for the rest of the night.
The only question was whether she had uncovered a massive taboo kink or if this was about James himself. Wendy swished her cheeks in the mirror, mulling over her exes and former flames. There weren't many, but she had been in love before. At least, she thought so. Two of the men she had loved were good guys and quite capable in bed. One was a hottie, who she had fun loaning out to her girlfriends in their times of need. But the more Wendy analyzed them, the more she realized none of the men she had been with truly saw her, or truly interested her outside of the bedroom, or were headed in a compatible life direction. None of them had what James had.
Without saying a single word, they could have conversations. She felt safe with him, even though she was scared of how she felt. He looked at her and into her in a way she had never experienced before. They understood each other's histories in a way nobody else ever could. Physically, intellectually, and professionally, they made sense on paper. They were already made and destined to rely on each other and stick together. And James was the first boy she had ever loved, and she never stopped. The only possible problem was their tendency to bicker, but that had a simple solution.
How could it possibly be wrong or inappropriate? Wendy thought, as she tidied herself one more time. Then she stepped back into his room, ready to head out to see the only man who could turn a wild night into a deeply emotional and intense fever dream.
As she stepped back into the bright kitchen, she looked to the counter and saw the three roommates snacking. Then she scanned the kitchen to find James standing nude in front of the refrigerator, swinging the doors to blow cold air on his body. Jesus, Wen... You really know how to pick 'em, hehe!
----
Barging into the living room like a ray of sunshine, Wendy waited for her hosts to join her. Luke and Austin were moving a bit slowly, and seemed content to keep their distance, looking in from behind the kitchen counter with their beers and snacks. James and Harris had more urgency in their step.
"Wen, what's the prize this round?"
Wendy put her hands on her hips. "Wow, James, ya really came around to be hanging with you guys."
James shrugged over his friends' laughter, "I like competition."
"Ah, of course. Yeah, cuz this night has been all about competitive--"
"Whatever the prize is, try to lose!" Luke shouted from behind the counter, a bit drunk. "Try to lose. The prize will just be better next round."
With an impressed nod, Wendy admitted, "Yeah, that's a smart thought. Too bad there's not gonna be a next round, hah! There are only two players left now... It's the final race."
From the gaming chair to the couch, James and Harris engaged in a skeptical glare.
"She's your sister, man. You can see her like this anytime."
"Dude, I'm not losing on purpose. We're gonna race. And if anything, you should lose! Like you said, she's my sister."
Their playground fighting escalated before an entertained Wendy finally stepped between them waving her arms and chuckling. "Jesus, guys! This isn't life or death. Do you honestly think, after everything we did, that I'm gonna get everybody off then leave one guy hanging?"
Her reasoning began to sink in, and James and Harris softened their eyes, sharing in the opportunity as friends. "So, what does the winner get?" Harris asked. "And the loser?"
Feeling free and unashamed in every fiber of her being, Wendy looked at the boys and announced, "Since we're at the end of the game and I need to fucking cum, too, the guy in second will get to take my thong off and eat me out — and if he does a good job, I'll blow him, hehe! And the winner... He gets to do whatever he wants with me."




James went deaf, as the eruption of cheers, hoots, and applause was blurred and muffled in his eardrums. The path they were on had seemed so obvious, yet impossible. It was a foregone conclusion that, of course, he wouldn't actually be able to do anything intimate with his sister. Now, she had just guaranteed they would be with each other and treat each other to oral sex, if not much more. James. James. Jimbo. He looked up and saw his sister grinning at him.
"James! There you are," she giggled. "Did you hear what I just said?"
"Uh... No."
"I said there's one condition for you guys to claim your prize," she bit.
Of course. "Okay... What?"
She twisted back and forth between him and Harris. "You guys can only claim your prize if ya tell me right now what you'll wanna do with me if you win."
Harris immediately sat up. "I'm gonna pound the living hell outta you."
"Wow! Okay... I mean, nothing wrong with being straight to the point, hah! That's a good voice, though."
His sister then turned to him, waiting, with a slight sway to her body while she pulled on her fingers at her navel. James wondered if she ever had a belly button piercing. He could never decide if they were trashy or hot, but he sensed Wendy was the type who tried it once in college for a while and enjoyed it, only to get rid of it because it didn't fit her style. James swallowed and shook his mind clear, for he had delayed his answer long enough. "Can I tell you after?"
"Nope. You have to tell me now."
The sensual rock in her hips was almost luring the truth from his lips, but he couldn't bring himself to tell his sister he wanted to fuck her in front of his friends. He believed she wanted it too, but would she admit to it in public like this? She would have to act grossed out, right? His head started to hurt. "I... I guess I'd like to get off tonight. Somehow."
"Yeah? So, you wanna go in your room and jerk off?"
"No. I mean, like, ya know... with you here."
"Oh? So, you wanna watch each other masturbate? I can see that being fun. We can--"
"No." James wiped his face. He could see Wendy's cheeks getting larger with her smile, and her fingers were picking at each other faster. "I... I want what Harris wants."
She bounced and pointed back. "You want what he wants? I guess I can let Harris pound me if you win... I mean, I don't see how--"
"No!"
Her brother was a Baroque statue, his agony emanating from every line of his sculpted body and angular face. Wendy wasn't going to let him off the hook, though, for she knew what he wanted and needed to say. It was the same thing he needed to say to her when he was talking to her by the pool. It was the same thing he needed to say to her all the times he avoided getting lunch with her in college. And it was the same thing he needed to say to her back in high school when she was on the school bus listening to music and looked over to see his eyes locked onto her in her white sweater, years before her boobs came in.
Wendy had never admitted it to herself, but in her heart, she had always known what drove her brother's resentment. For years, he suffered the pain and embarrassment of burying his feelings, while she never allowed herself to consider it as the problem, for it would have been a problem she couldn't fix. But she was in a place to fix it now, having the open mind, confidence, and wisdom that she lacked in high school. There was a reason this night had felt more inevitable with each passing moment.
This is your chance, James. C'mon, say it. I'm ready. I'm finally ready, I swear. Just say it. You need to say it, Wendy thought.
He opened his mouth, moving his lips, but only a stutter escaped. Wendy stopped twisting and squatted to meet his eyes. "James... You can tell me. I don't care if it's some random thought about a show, some issue with mom and dad, or you have some sexy, perverted thought about me, hmm... I always wanna know how you're feeling."
James was quiet, staring into the floor and then around at his friends. Finally, his eyes returned to her assuring gaze, and his shoulders lowered and neck rose. There was a weightless aura about him that Wendy had never seen before.
"Wen, I wanna do everything with you. Literally, everything, ahah! I wanna fuck you so fucking bad, and I'll do anything you let me do or anything you wanna do. I just wanna finally do it with you, and just... Yeah! Whatever we can do together, for however long you'll let us do it, I wanna do it with you."
Her brother celebrated his release and freedom, and Wendy left with spasms and bursts of energy shooting through her body and pressuring the sides of her face. She wanted to laugh, cry, and run around shouting all at the same time. Her heart swelled, and it took all her might not to jump into her brother's lap and kiss him deeply and proudly claim him as hers. Visions cycled through her eyes of the future of them doing everything together. He and her, belonging to each other, inseparable and in love. Wendy's tongue pulsed and wagged, for she now had everything to say to her brother — too much to say to even speak.
She couldn't say it now, though. Not now. Later. It was her turn to bite her tongue and patiently suffer until the moment was right. Ugh! Yesss, haha! Smudging the corner of her eyelid, Wendy told her brother, "Start the race." She then returned to her lime green chair.
A hopeful but cautious James was studying her. "Is everything okay?" he mouthed.
Wendy swirled her fingers at the televisions and cutely mimed, "Win!"
--—
The kart engines roared, the item dials whirled like slot machines, and the screens were a rush of rainbow colors against the darkness of space. James and Harris stood half-bent and eyes intense as they twisted their arms and plastic controllers. Wendy was caught up in the battle, her emotions riding on every mistake or moment of brilliance.
The outcome of a video game wasn't going to determine her outcome with her brother, for she had already decided their fate, and nothing could stop her from reaching it. What this race determined was how special of an ending this incredible night was going to have. Her brother had been waiting for years, she had been torturing herself all night, and Wendy couldn't bear to wait another day to begin whatever unique, wonderful relationship they were going to explore together.
Cheating in a competition, especially in a game amongst friends, was unconscionable. Leaning forward in her seat and chronically adjusting the strings of her pink thong, however, was just a danger of sitting behind the lone woman during a sex game. In the neck-and-neck race, the slightest slip could make all the difference. And it turned out, it did.
James drifted inside Harris on the final roundabout, bumping his kart to the side and reaching the finish line first. "YES!" He ran to the television as if to hug it.
"Fuck, man!" Harris slammed his controller on the ground in a loud rattle.
Wendy, meanwhile, could only look blankly at the screens. It was going to happen. Tonight. A rush of passion swept her to her feet, and next thing she knew she was wrapping her arms around James, rising to her toes, looking into his stunned eyes, and planting her lips on his. His strong arms immediately pulled her closer, and she felt herself being lifted from the ground, as he kissed her back with a depth that sent a heavenly feeling through her limbs and down into her bending knee.
Their tongues, foreheads, chests, and hips melded together into one, filling both of them with endless warmth and intimacy that they had never known possible. To James, he was undeserving of his sister but was willing to do anything in his power to earn the feeling of her being in his arms. To Wendy, she was finally in the secure, loving embrace of the man she belonged with. She was home.
Wendy's amorous hand found the back of her brother's neck, and she felt his palm caress and lift her by her right butt cheek. Their chins and tongues began to quicken and their breaths louden as they tasted each other. Her brother was a capable kisser, surprising her a little, and making her wonder what women he had treated to this before. But none of them had ever kissed him like this before. No. Impossible.
"Whew!" "Gah damn!" As playful whistles rang out, the romantic tension broke, and the siblings began to laugh until they could no longer hold their mouths together. Wendy and James looked mystically into each other's eyes before Wendy pulled James's neck down and whispered into his ear, "I love you." He danced and hugged her tightly. "I love you, too."
Looking at the three members of the audience, all were vocal and encouraging, as they certainly had never seen such a sight. Wendy's white teeth split her cheeks, and she breezily cocked her shoulder at James. He nodded happily and kissed her again. Their tongues were flirtier, their breaths sexier, and their arms more adventurous, as they basked in the acceptance and raucous joy of their closest friends.
James pushed out his lips as his sister slowly pulled away. He opened his eyes to see her round, pale green ones seeing into him. They were infinite and even brighter inside her black-painted lashes. He savored the way her fingers swirled and pinched the hair on the top of his head. This was a view and feeling he could never tire of. His sister pecked his cheek once before offering a smug, wicked wink. "I'll be back," she promised.
Even while hot, sweaty, and aroused, his sister still walked with a prim elegance, a sense of upright grace that made her float on the balls of her feet. There was a hint that her daze was getting to her, for her butt cheeks roughly jolted below her uneven hips. Caught in his own daze, James had forgotten all about the game, and he now remembered what agreements had been made.
Harris was already draped over her, tugging at her thong, feeling her bubbly butt, and kissing her. A voice from the back of his head was screaming for him to be jealous, but it rang hollow. There was nothing about their kissing or flirting giving James a reason to worry, for he was watching his sister enjoy an evening of honest, fleeting fun, a break from the norm, a time to freely express herself. She was horny and into it, but James suspected that had much more to do with him being there than it did her desire for his friend.
The pink tail of her thong peeled over, and it was brought to her ankles by a pair of dark hands. She stepped out and began giggling and talking to Harris while frequently glancing behind her. James didn't think his sister was trying to turn him on or share in the excitement this time. He got the sense she simply wanted to look at him.
She and Harris came to some sort of understanding, because they moved onto the leather couch together. His sister lay on her back with her neck propped up on the rounded sofa arm, her ponytail dangling off the edge. Harris kneeled on the far cushion, and like the opening of a door, her creamy, athletic thighs lifted and spread high into the air, allowing Harris's face an abundance of room to access her underside.
Her brown ponytail jostled and thrashed below her writhing head, her ankles kicked and rolled in the air, and her rapturous smile displayed her pleasure, as her closed eyelids did her inner peace. Harris's pink, flat tongue lapped up her pussy lips, which James could see were glistening and hairless. They roundly popped from between her lifted thighs, and he could only imagine what she smelled and tasted like. He wanted to make her kick and moan endlessly, as she was now from his friend. You'll have your chance, James thought.
For minutes, they engaged in the oral, and her alluring mound soon disappeared, as a more confident Harris buried his face between her thighs and made out with her thick lips. That was the limit, for his sister shoved his head away and sprang to her knees, gasping for air.
"Let me sit on your face. I'm gonna suck your cock," she grinned.
Harris was then on his back, and Wendy dropped her ass onto his awaiting head. James gawked at how she immediately began rhythmically rubbing, akin to how past girlfriends had ridden his cock. In a first, however, James bore witness to his sister overestimating her abilities — or at least underestimating the difference between heights. She was bent over on top of Harris's body and gripping his long, thin cock, but she could only wrap her lips around the tip. No matter how much she stretched, she couldn't get the leverage to suck.
"Well... I tried... hehe!" Without fuss, she twisted and leaned from the couch, slamming her hand on the hardwood floor until she finally came up with her discarded thong. After wiping her forehead, she fell back on top of Harris, taking his tip between her lips and wrapping her wet thong around his cock. Based on the way Harris squirmed and desperately moaned from under his sister's ass, James had a feeling this wasn't the first time his sister had done this.
In no time at all, Harris buckled and screamed. Wendy pulled away and covered his tip with the thong, continuing to stroke with her clenched fist. "Yeah... Yeah... Yeah..." she uttered, flinching slightly when he buckled one last time beneath her. Loud heaving filled the room, as Wendy was now sitting on his chest, helping his pumping testicles empty into her thong. When it was over, she thanked Harris and told him he did a good job before sliding off the couch and placing her messy thong in her sneaker, which must have made sense in her hazy mind.
James was a ball of sweat, lust, and love, and he expected to feel his sister run to him and fall into his arms again. Instead, she ran out of the room telling him to wait with her finger. She disappeared into his and Austin's bedroom and reappeared seconds later, spitting green liquid into the kitchen sink.
"Now, I can kiss you, hah!" She hurried back to James and kissed him again, tasting of spearmint this time, which James appreciated.
"That was... Yeah, that was something else," James chuckled.
"I know! I'm so fucking horny for you," Wendy confessed, like a child with a crush.
James was fuzzy and warm, but his swollen cock was in pain. "So, uh... Do you wanna take the couch?"
Wendy blushed and giggled while she shook her head. "No... I wanna fuck you in the chair, eeeh!" She threw her arms around him, losing herself in another impassioned kiss.
Infected by his sister's confidence and love, James picked her up and walked her over to the lime green chair. She wouldn't stop massaging his tongue with hers, so he had to use his legs to feel for metal legs before sitting down. His sister was now hanging on him, sitting on him, and caressing him in every affectionate way she could, and James was in a state of bliss. She could sit on his lap forever.
The feeling of their skin sliding and folding together was everything Wendy had always dreamed of feeling during her nights alone. Every touch of his masculine hand along her curves was magic and sensual. She opened her eyes to watch his flash as she squeezed his firm cock. She could see it in his gaze and feel it in the thick, throbbing, heat in her palm that he belonged to her now. The unyielding digging and swirling of her thumb into his tip was her way of letting him know she wanted to belong to him, too. "I want you inside me."
James nodded, but then suddenly winced. "Wen... I don't think I... Just... All these years, I--"
"Shut up. Shut the fuck up. You deserve this. We deserve this."
"It's just... I feel like--"
Wendy kissed him. "Stop! I don't give a shit what happened, James. I forgive you. For everything. I just want you now. I love you, that's why you deserve this. You deserve to be happy. We both do. So, just fuck me and make me happy."
James nodded with glassy eyes, and he smiled widely at his beautiful sister. With a naughty bite of her lip, she rose higher and angled his cock into the air. They stared at each other as she slowly sat down. James held his trembling sister by the hips while he felt his tip part her steaming, soft lips. Her nails dug into his shoulder and her eyelids twitched, and James was in love beyond words. A tight, cozy warmth enveloped the length of his cock. She came to a rest in his lap, fondling and rubbing his ears while she kissed him again and again. James held her by her butt and the small of her back.
The brother wasted no time bucking his hips into, drawing a lustful moan. The sister dropped her hands to his strong shoulders and rolled her hips, drawing an airy gasp. They began to fuck. Wendy bounced, landing with smacking thuds. James flexed his core and thighs to drive his cock into her and send her off his lap. The friction in their genitals was a fire of sensation, and no matter how intense it grew, it was never enough. It could never be enough. They needed more pleasure from each other than their bodies were capable of creating. They moaned and grunted loudly into the void, for they were the only two people in their world.
Years of doubt, pain, and stress melted away with the salty sweat of their skin and the leaking juices spreading on their thighs. Wendy could barely think, only cycling through passing images of her and her brother in the past and future. She imagined doing this and much more again and again for eternity, as she opened her eyes repeatedly to take in his sight — her man's sight. James could think only of the carnal pleasure, the delight of his sister's breasts bumping and pressing into his chest, the perfection of the fit of his cock in her pussy, and the validation he felt for his years of shame, which was exercised in the form of his horny cock plowing deep inside his hot sister.
The aggressive twitch in her brother's nose was so fucking sexy, as Wendy could tell he was so eager to ravish her. She grinned and sat back to ride her brother, giving him the space to experience her however he wanted. Boys were cute creatures, and her brother was the cutest. "Mmm, yeah..." she encouraged. His hands shot up to her big tits, which was no surprise. She whimpered and giggled from his touch, watching him knead her flesh, proud of the fact he was unable to fit them in his wide palms. "You're so fucking sexy," she said dreamily.
James felt more attractive than ever, and he pulled her chest into his face. "I want you so bad," he swore, licking and sucking her nipples the best he could under the tumult of their fucking hips.
"Yeah? You want me?"
"Uh-huh! I wanna fuck you like this every second of every day."
Wendy sank her teeth into her lip and threw her arms in the air. "Heehee! Yeah?" Her brother was getting close, and it sent Wendy higher. "Sounds perfect to me. Your cock inside me. Fucking me all day. Never stopping."
"AAAHH!" Wendy squealed, as her brother's palm stung her ass. Caught by surprise, Wendy felt her glutes press and hips buckle, and there was nothing she could do to stop it. She could only hold her pale green eyes open, just barely, and helplessly stare at James while her whole body was enraptured in an intense orgasm. Wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her and crippled her limbs. Her skull was crushing, and every muscle clenched and contorted until it became unbearable, only to be swept away by a rush of relief. Her lungs filled with a gasp and her eyes opened wide, but she was left with no energy as she collapsed into her brother, who was fucking her pussy just as powerfully as before.
"I'm gonna cum!" he shouted. And Wendy used her last bit of energy to hook her arms around his sides, so he couldn't possibly move her.
With fear and intense gratification, James growled and closed his eyes. His big, thick cock released, shooting his juice far into his sister's pussy. He held her tightly as he fired rope after rope, getting more feeling back in his face with each one. After the initial burst, he was able to hold Wendy tenderly while he pumped the remainder of his load inside her. "Holy shit... Holy shit... Oh god..." he muttered, as he felt her hips slowly work back and forth.



The white noise faded away, and the charming tunes from the soundbar filtered back into their ears. Wendy sat with her cheek heavy on James's rising and falling chest. And James caressed and stroked his sister's back with a sense of humbling duty. They were each returning to the real world, but they pretended not to remember where they were, content to enjoy each other in the world they built for just a while longer.
A surge of emotions and alarms filled Wendy's mind, but they were quickly forgotten and defeated, for no issue or worry could compare to the happiness she now felt. She wanted to look James in the eyes and ask him what he was thinking, but she knew men were different. He wasn't thinking about how they would move forward, what they would look like ten years from now, or what cute dates they could go on later this autumn. He was just satisfied that he had came in her, and Wendy was glad he got to have his moment, too.
James reawakened, suddenly feeling too hot with his sister's body covering him. She seemed to sense it, as she sat back to look at him, allowing their flesh to breathe. Her mind was busy, and he hoped none of her thoughts involved regret.
She huffed and swept her hair. "We shoulda done this a long time ago, hah!"
"Really? Yeah, we should've. Though... I don't think the old Wen would've done this."
Blushing and averting her eyes, Wendy mulled with her lips. "Do you remember my senior year of high school when Todd Moynahan was telling people I slept with him, and I told you? Then, the next day he admitted to everyone it was a lie?"
James nodded with a fond chuckle.
Wendy rolled her eyes. "I masturbated to you for a week after that."
"What?!" James almost stood up, and his sister covered her face while she laughed.
"I didn't know why! I just... I don't know... I wrote it off as something weird because you saved me, and... Yeah... Hah! But, anyway... If you had asked me that week, I don't think I woulda said yes... but I probably woulda been cool with it."
James smacked his forehead and pulled Wendy in, kissing her lovingly, but with undertones of frustration.
"Awww!"
The siblings broke their kiss and directed their leering eyes to Luke behind the counter. "Way to ruin our moment," Wendy deadpanned.
The living room came back into focus. One of her brother's roommates was practically passed out naked on the couch, the other two were behind the kitchen counter as they drank beer and observed, a colorful video game was on standby in the background, and she was sitting on her brother's cock. What a night...
With a final kiss, Wendy slipped away from her brother, telling him she'd be back with water.


*****12


The television screens were black, the ceiling lights were on and bright in the living room, and the hardwood floor was clear of loose apparel. Around the counter, the five young adults stood and chatted, drinking beer and devouring new bowls of chips and dip. Three of them stood alone, and Wendy stood in front of James, resting her hips and head against his solid frame as she lightly held his hands on her stomach.
"So... What now?" Austin asked, which appeared to be a question the other two roommates had as well.
"What do you mean, 'what now'... It's eleven o'clock, and I just fucked my brother. The night's over. And I have a test tomorrow." All men erupted in laughter, despite Wendy not trying to be funny.
"No, I know. I'm talkin' about what now for you guys... and us? And, ya know... What do you want us to say or not say... All that?"
"Well, if you ever tell anyone what happened here tonight, I will fucking kill you," Wendy informed.
"Fair enough. We won't say anything." The other two agreed with Austin. "But how are you guys gonna, like... I mean, is this something you guys plan to... Ya know?"
"We're going to talk about it, and we'll figure everything out. But, yes, you can consider us together."
James blushed at his sister's words, and his buddies piled on with their support. He pulled her in a little tighter, feeling like the luckiest man alive.
"How are you guys gonna date and stuff, though? People would figure it out at some point. You can't do any public things together," Luke said.
"Yes, we can! It's not like everyone knows we're related. Nobody here even knows we're related. We'll be fine," Wendy replied defiantly.
"You guys are always welcome here," Austin smiled.
"Yeah, you're always welcome for Sunday video game night," Harris added.
"Oh, what a generous offer. Isn't that nice of them, James?" Wendy rubbed her forehead into his shirt. Looking around the circle of her new friends, though, she couldn't deny the similar scenarios that had crossed her mind. "I will say, if you guys continue to respect our relationship and keep things about us private, I don't see a problem with us all hanging out as friends sometimes like we did tonight. Do you?"
James saw his sister looking up at him, waiting to hear his thoughts. "I liked this game." His roommates cheered, but he was only paying attention to his sister, who was shaking her head at his predictable answer.
It didn't take long for the guys to begin planning the next game night, suggesting rule changes and improvements. Wendy had to field questions and keep saying "I don't know," for she was just focused on the feelings she had toward her brother. It wasn't until he stopped kissing her cheek to join their conversation that Wendy finally stepped in. "Guys! We can talk about all of this later, hah! Let's just enoy tonight, okay? Besides, if ya play it cool and actually wait a little, I might even be able to get my friend Sammie to come. So... Just be patient, okay?"
"Wait, seriously?" Luke asked.
Wendy considered what she said more carefully and realized it there was merit to it. "She's a year older than me and lives in Detroit now... Super hot... Beautiful... I haven't seen her in forever... But, yeah... I think I could get her interested. She'd love to see me again... Could be fun."
"Gonna tell her your brother will be there?" Austin chuckled.
"Honestly..." she nodded, "I have a feeling that might be what gets her here, hah!"
James cocked his head. Now he needed to know everything and learn just what the hell his sister had gotten into the last few years, even if some of the details were unsavory. He folded his fingers between hers.
----
Wendy and the guys said their goodbyes, and James walked her to the door. Before putting on her shoes, she made Harris take her thong and promise to wash it. They walked out onto the dark stoop and shut the door behind them, then looked at each other in the glow of the yellow porch light.
James placed his hands on Wendy's hips, where they were supposed to be. And Wendy slid her hands over his shoulders, in the way she imagined herself doing so for the rest of her life. They kissed, knowing it was just to hold them over until they could see each other again.
"I'll see you tomorrow, right?"
"Yeah, of course," James nodded. "I love you."
"I love you, too," she squeezed him before walking off down the sidewalk into the night.
Wendy felt alive in the cool summer breeze, doing a twirl with her arms. It then struck her that she hadn't been thinking clearly at all. She already knew everything on her exam tomorrow, but there was no chance she was going to fall asleep tonight. Not alone, anyway.
"Hey," she typed on her phone.
"Hey." The reply was quick.
"Come over. 5304..." She was about to slip her phone back into her leggings, but then she typed again. "Bring a toothbrush."
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"Go, Abigail, go! You got this, Abi! C'mon!"
Screams and cowbells rang out into the brisk April morning. The grass glistened with dew as blue haze thickened with misty breaths.
A crowd, numbering in the thousands, stood along the bank of the swiftly moving river. The Schuylkill was choppy and cresting, as it had been for more than two hours.
Colored tents and banners fluttered in the wind, stretching down the bank for as far as the eye could see. The canopies served as the only refuge from the elements, filled with mountains of packaged food next to tables of portable coffee makers.
Above, gray crowds hung in the low sky, encouraging the tired eyes to look up and wonder when the freezing rain would finally be unleashed.
For most, this was an unbearable way to spend a Saturday morning. But for parents of high school rowers, such as Heather Gaines, it was tradition, almost looked upon affectionately. Almost.
Every fifteen minutes, a row of racing shells would glide through the choppy water, spanning the width of the river. Be it a crew of eight, four, two, or one, the rowers grunted, braving the splash of their oars on their strained faces and soaked bodies.
Each stroke demanded the young athletes dig and pull with all their might, as any meter could decide a place, and placing well enough would earn them the right to advance in the regatta tournament.
Meanwhile, the parents were left to watch, helplessly looking down from the walled embankment, with cottage boat houses downriver and the towers of the Philadelphia skyline poking above the trees in the haze behind them.
Most parents were regular folks, visiting the races to cheer on their children in a sport they vaguely understood. Other parents, such as Heather Gaines, were as competitive and knowledgeable as the teens rowing.
Not a yeller nor a chanter, Heather liked to stand on the very edge of the stone wall, muttering beneath her binoculars as the boats went by.
Even so, she was not considered among the craziest or most competitive mothers on the team. That honor belonged to a handful of others, who were not apologetic about their nature.
In the world of elite private schools, such as Gladwyne Prep, parents' egos were often tied to the fortunes of their privileged children. And in this way, the Gaines family was different.
Far from rich and even farther from wealthy, the Gaineses needed the steep discount from Richard being one of the four rowing coaches just so he and Heather could afford their son's tuition. Although, the investment was about to pay off.
Now a senior at Gladwyne, Paul started rowing at ten when he would go to work with his dad after school to fill in for high school students who were absent from practice. In time, he not only became a great rower but was in line for an incredible opportunity — a choice of full college scholarships.
While thrilled and humbled by every college offer he received, his heart was set on Princeton. And his mom Heather knew it.
She wasn't as guilty as other moms of steering her son's career, but she did believe he inherited his drive from her and wanted to see him reach his full potential, as any mother would. And so, this weekend was important.
In all of high school rowing, no boat was more iconic or prestigious than the Varsity Eight. The full crew of eight rowers and one small coxswain represented the best of the school and competed for the most prized trophies in the most renowned races.
Of Gladwyne's eight, five had already committed to Ivy League schools. And Paul was not one of them. Despite years of hard work both on the water and in the classroom, he was on the outside looking in.
Heather wanted her son to live his dreams and get the world-class education nobody in their family had before. But she also selfishly wanted to silence the few miserable wenches on the team sideline.
"It's okay, Heather, I'm sure he'll get one. Coaches get more desperate to fill their rosters later in the season. Paul will be fine. It happens every year."
"Yeah, scholarship commitments fall through all the time. Around May and June, once other rowers start backing out, they'll definitely give Paul a look."
"A friend of mine told me Cornell is still looking. But, hey, even if they aren't, it's not like rowing for a state school is that bad."
Those "veiled" insults were infuriating, and Heather was at wit's end, but had to bite her tongue. For who was she but the mother of the poor family and the coach's wife?
If it weren't for her husband's power over their children and her comely looks, she doubted the group would even tolerate her.
And while not as bad as it seemed, she was aware that lashing out just once in her defense would earn her the label of a jealous, crazy woman.
"They don't give a shit about you. They won't even look at you half the time. Face it, you're low status.
Yeah, when they need a favor for their douchey kid, then it's all... Oh, Heather, it's so great to see you! How are you? Oh, yeah... Wait... To Rich's wife, aren't you? Well, since I'm here anyway, my smartass son Billy is such a strong rower and I feel if he were in the front of the boat, blah, blah, blah."
Her rants in the bathtub on river days tended to begin along those lines.
However, in the defense of those meddling parents, seating positions were a huge deal. Rowers on the bow or stern were considered to be the most skilled oarsmen and were more sought after by college scouts.
It was the reason parents sat near Heather and socialized with her like a dear, old friend whenever their child raced. They would comment loudly, "We just can't seem to compete like we used to. Hmm... I wonder if we move Charles to the back of the boat if we'd pick up a few seconds?" Heather's naked reenactments in the bathtub were barely satire.
Of course, the great irony of it all — what every one of the greedy parents was too self-centered and blind to see — was that if she had so much influence over her husband, why did Paul spend the last two seasons in the middle of the boat?
Whenever she tried to get Paul moved, her proposal went the same way:
"Honey, you have to do this. Just try Paul out in the stern. We're not like them, those WASPy families who can buy their kid's way into Harvard. Seriously, you should hear some of them brag about their donations. It sounds like a dick measuring contest. You'd think they'd be embarrassed about buying their kid's way into school, but no, they brag about it! They talk about it like it's an accomplishment."
And then Rich would always pinch the bridge of his nose and explain his position.
"Babe... you gotta stop doing this. Stop. Please. I gotta do whatever it takes to make the boat go the fastest. Period. I set my lineup based on rowing machine times and weight. That's it. That's how every halfway decent coach in the country does it. So, I can't change it. Just imagine, for two seconds, that I showed Paul special treatment. Hell, just imagine if one of the parents even thinks I did. Can you Imagine that hell?"
It was a good excuse, one Heather had grown skeptical of over the last year. As Paul increased his weight and lowered his rowing times, his position remained the same. And while mothers like Mary and Gretchen gloated about their sons "leading the boat," Paul outperformed them in practice.
During the summer, Heather went down a paranoid hole, going as far as reviewing her husband's accounts to see if he had taken bribes from parents. And, frankly, given their debts, she probably would've understood. But there was no evidence of anything other than them being poor.
Later though, in August, Heather was in the passenger seat of their minivan, looking out the window as Rich drove them home from Target. A pop sounded from his mounted smartphone, and the notification showed the text from Gretchen:

It's almost the official rowing season again!!! I hope you're excited... I know I am ;)

The message could have had many meanings. And it was common for her husband to text parents. But Heather could never forget the hollow twisting in her gut as her husband frantically swiped the pop-up from the screen.
Sometimes at night, Heather would walk downstairs and sit in the dark alone, wondering why she pretended to see nothing. Maybe it allowed her to pity the women who looked down on her for a change. Maybe she didn't want to believe that a woman like Gretchen could entice her husband and captivate him sexually like she she could. Or maybe she was simply afraid of what she'd have to do if her gut feeling was true.
Regardless, that was a conversation for after Paul was safely away at Princeton. Then the outcome didn't matter. And none of that mattered now, not on this important weekend on the river.




*** Time Trial ***


The white ball. There was only the white ball.
The stinging wind, the unforgiving seat, and the endless rocking all narrowed into a singular sensation, concentrated on one point — the white ball at the tip of the sleek, blue shell.
Paul steadily breathed, keeping his warmth and holding still on the sliding seat. His body was forward, arms outstretched while grasping the oars, and toes wiggling.
A skin-tight singlet of blue polyester was his only protection against the elements. But the uniform was practically no more than thick boxer briefs sewn to an elastic tank top.
Although his arms, thighs, and face were red and splotchy, the coursing adrenaline within him numbed his skin to any sensations other than the white ball and the sound of the race organizer's voice through the megaphone on the nearby floating stage.
"Hoo..." His feet rattled against the velcroed shoes.
From far away, Paul was no more than a blob of blue and beige, crowned with brown, in Heather's binoculars. This race was unlike any before, as it was the first time her son would row not in the Variety Eight but a single scull.
It had been her who persuaded Paul and Rich to make the switch, with the idea it would help him better stand out to scouts. But now, she could only watch and hope she hadn't set him up for failure.
Certain parents had already assured her it was "okay that Paul didn't make the boat for this tournament." But she ignored them, choosing to believe in her son. Not that there was much of a choice.
After the massive investment of money, time, energy, and emotion into Paul's rowing career, he would certainly race well in this time trial, earn a top speed, and win an ideal lane for the first heat of tournament races.
He had to.
Down where Heather stood, the beginning of the race was always a surprise. Even the starting pistol was out of earshot. But following her smartwatch like a hawk, she knew it was only a matter of seconds now.
Tapping her toes in her wool-lined boots, which stuck just over the edge of the embankment wall, she muttered to herself beneath her binoculars. "C'mon, c'mon, c'mon... The faster you finish, the faster you can put a coat on." A common rowing joke.
And fast Paul was. Heather sprung at the sight of his moving oars, spraying white mist as his shell sliced through the rough waters. Her copper waves bounced against her back, as she was more animated than usual, seeing her son separate from the chaotic wall of other rowers. Never had he rowed so well in these conditions.
By the time he glided past her on his way to the finish line, he was low on power but too far ahead to be caught.
Now with her binoculars around her neck, Heather watched her son crank his oars with every soaked muscle of his body while his open mouth breathed fire like an angry dragon.
Once he crossed the line, human nature compelled Heather to look up at the electronic scoreboard to see where her son ranked, but she chose not to, knowing her son had done well enough.
Happily smiling for her son, she waited for him to disappear to the exit dock behind the bridge before turning around to face the other parents. Most were excited, but the club of the most vocal parents was silent, all looking ahead with ambivalence or forcing their wretched lips to curl a smile.


"6:11!" Paul cheered, hurrying into the crowd of parents in front of the team canopy. "I think I'll get a good lane!"
Heather danced and clapped for her son before hugging him on the grassy bank. These were her favorite moments as a mother because no matter how tall or mature Paul was, he always ran across the field to hug her and celebrate with her after a big race.
"Gah! I'm so happy for you, honey. You were amazing out there!"
"Thanks! Dad said I went too hard at the start. And he's probably right. But it went really well overall."
"I'd say so!" Heather said, noticing the goosebumps on his freezing arms and rubbing them with her jacket sleeves. "You should get a coat on, mister."
"Mom, I'm fine," he laughed. "I was just out there for half an hour."
Heather's green eyes flashed open, and she pulled away from the hug. After glancing at the onlooking parents, she swallowed and smiled again. "Well, I'm sure you wanna go get food, so... I won't hold ya up!"
Her son chuckled, then vanished into the flaps of the canopy, leaving her to sink into her camping chair, holding her face.
She had panicked over nothing. It was a simple hug. But the fear was sometimes hard to control. These moments were rare, but when they struck, it was like a cold hand gripped her heart and stole the breath from her lungs.
It always lasted for an instant, more than enough to send her back to a dark place and terrify her again of a closed book being reopened.
Even now, months later, the events of Paul's eighteenth birthday were burned into her memory like stills on a film reel.


----


It was January, and Heather and Rich had to go to New York to visit an ill cousin in the hospital. So, they decided to use the trip as an opportunity for a romantic getaway as well.
They had repeatedly told Paul not to throw a party while they were away, so, naturally, Heather knew he'd throw one.
While far from a bad child, Paul was a boy turning eighteen. So, not wanting their home to become a teenage wasteland or for their son to spend the night in handcuffs for underage drinking after neighbors inevitably called the police, Heather and Rich decided she would sneakily drive home Saturday afternoon to quash any party plans.
However, when Heather got home, there were signs of a party. Or Paul. And after two hours of waiting, it became clear that he had gone out with friends instead.
So, Heather shed her blouse and pants in favor of the comfy pajamas she had brought for the night and put on a movie. It then hit her that just because her romantic weekend had been canceled, her satisfaction didn't have to be. "I need to fucking cum," she giggled.
With the spirit of a horny teen home alone, she scampered into her bedroom and opened her nightstand. She shoved her flannel pajama bottoms down her creamy thighs and pushed the humming vibrator against her pussy lips. "Ahhh!" Her toes curled in the carpet.
The pink metal glistened with her juices as she fell back onto the bed and worked herself into a high. She watched the toy slide between the folds of her lips, smelling the sweet scent of her sex that rose into her nostrils.
Spreading her skinny legs wide, she challenged herself to see how dirty she could feel. And before long, she was on her knees digging through her nightstand again, now in search of her other sex toy — the one hidden far within to protect her husband's ego.
"There we go," she said, naughtily biting her lip, gripping the large, beige dildo. It had been too long.
She then stole away to the guest room, planting the suction-cup toy on a familiar and trusty plastic chair. When she sat down, her eyes flew open and watered, and a shaky moan escaped her lips.
Inch by inch, her pussy welcomed the silicone shaft until her butt rested on the cold plastic. "Whew!" She proudly grinned. "Fucking hell."
After a wipe of her forehead and a toss of her long, copper waves, she swirled her hips and helped her body remember the pressure of her favorite toy. Then, it was time to ride.
Up and down, all five feet and eight inches of her freely bounced and turned a pinkish hue. Her muscles clenched, tissue bobbed, and vision grew blurry as her right hand held her vibrator to her clit for even more pleasure.
The endless buzz, wet smacking, and strangled moans filled the room. The only question was how much intensity she could endure before squirting all over the chair.
BOOM!
The door rattled, and Heather gaped at the open frame, her hooded, green eyes bulging at her son in the doorway. A can fell from his hand, spilling beer on the carpet, but his drunken brown eyes were saucers, locked onto her.
She sunk back down to the base of the sex toy, numb and speechless. She stared at him, his sharp chin hanging, frozen in time. Then the top of his shorts pushed out toward her, and she gaped.
She knew he could see her naked from the waist down, the two toys on her soaking mound, her flesh sparkling with sex sweat, and her tits braless in a white V-neck. But she told herself his erection was the mindless reaction of a drunk teenager.
It had to be.
For what felt like thirty seconds, they sat in silence before Heather's fog lifted and she screamed, "Go! Get out!"
Paul ran away, slamming the door behind him. And it was then that she heard the rowdy voices and music from the living room. No matter how she had missed the party arriving at the house, she would stay in the guest room until morning.
In the weeks that followed, Heather lived as if nothing had happened. And, luckily, her son did the same, with the lone consequence being his lingering eyes.
After enough time had passed, she suggested to a friend that Paul and her daughter go on a date to "get 'em out of the house a bit more."
While the relationship didn't last long, it managed to straighten her son's mind and eyes.


----


Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding! The clatter of cowbells in the wind brought Heather back, sitting up in her camping chair.
You're fine. Breathe it out. And take a chill pill, okay? You have to stop doing this to yourself, Heather. He's not gonna get confused again because of a hug at a crew race. Your problems weren't caused by you doing normal mom shit. They happened because he caught you riding a fake dick half-naked in front of his face.
Besides, he dates Inez. And whatever she did to him, he's moved past you now and everything's peaceful. So let it go.
What was it mom always said? Mines only explode if you go poking around with a stick?
Standing up from the camping chair, she cracked her back and moseyed to the embankment wall just as raindrops began to splatter on the stone and make the river ripple before her.




*** First Heat ***


The storm passed, muddying the ground but leaving behind a blue sky. The wind still brought a chill, but the rays of the spring sun gave the illusion of warmth. And that was enough.
Heather checked her smartwatch amidst cheering for other Gladwyne crews. Paul was likely warming up and going over strategy with his dad at the team trailer upstream now.
Whenever he left for the launch dock, her shoulder blades tightened and her eyes became addicted to her watch. And today was worse, with not just a regatta trophy but a trip to Nationals on the line, where Paul would race before top college coaches.



"You don't have to be nervous, Heather. I'm sure Paul will do fine. It's not like this heat has the best rowers in it. So, if he gives it his all, he'll probably get out of this round."
"Thank you," Heather smiled at Mary, grittily. She then checked her wrist again, starting to feel the pre-race jitters in her legs. Forty minutes until the race. Twenty until he'd row to the starting platform.
Then her wrist buzzed, and she looked down and pulled her phone from her pocket. Even a spam text would be a welcomed distraction right now.
But it was her husband:

Rich:

Have you seen Paul? He should be here getting loose already.


"He is there!" Heather talked back at her phone, lifting her head and suddenly sensing in her bones that something bad had happened to her baby.
"Paul? Paul? Paul!" She called out into the crowd, getting only confused looks from parents. Then she rang his phone three times, all of them going to voicemail.
"Have you seen Paul? Have you seen Paul?" she frantically asked his teammates, stopping each one entering and leaving the team canopy. Finally, it was Mary's son Dylan who nodded, "Yeah, he says he's not rowing."
"What?" Heather shook. "What?!"
"Yeah..." Dylan munched on an apple, "I asked him and he said he can't go out. Like, he's just not feelin' it, I guess."
"Aww, that's a shame. I'm so sorry, Heather. Sometimes the pressure can be really tough on kids. Though I suppose it's better he finds out now rather than at Nationals in front of all the coaches and--"
Mary stopped, turning away as Heather withdrew her death glare. Fists balled, she turned to Mary's bratty son. "Tell me where he is."
"Uh, last I saw, he was chillin' in the woods — kinda on the other side of the path. He told me to leave him alone and I did. So... Yeah, that's pretty much it."
In a flash, she was bounding down the paved path along the river, with the tents, crowds, and trailers a passing blur. Her eyes were on the woods to the right, scanning for Paul.
It was unlike him to disappear. He was reliable, perhaps her favorite quality of his.
"There!" She turned onto a dirt trail leading up a small, rolling hill. She scrambled around trees and boulders toward where she had seen the blue blob.
Eventually, she stepped down onto a small outcrop of gray rock on the side of the hill, then leaned over panting, hands on her knees. "Paul...."
"Wha..." Her soft voice startled him as his head jerked out from his knees. His cheeks were blotchy and his eyes tired. "Oh. Hi."
"What's going on? You have to be in the water soon."
"I'm not rowing."
"Why not?!"
"Because!" he snapped, looking off into the trees.
"Okay," Heather soothed, squatting to his level. "Honey, I'm not here to force you to do anything. But can we talk about why you're upset?"
"I'm not upset!"
"Okay. Yeah, I believe you." She scratched her nose. "Well, can you at least tell me why you won't row then? Because you've been in bigger races than this before and you've never--"
"I'm not scared!" He shot back, throwing his arms in the air. "I just... I just... I wanna race. I just... I can't."
At a loss, the mother watched her son drop his head in defeat, then peeked at her wrist. "What's wrong then? You know I'd never force you to row."
"I just wanna be alone right now. Okay?"
"Paul," Heather sighed, "I know that's what you think you want, but this isn't healthy for you. You don't have to race, but at least get up."
"No!" He shouted, looking at her, his eyes watery and neck strained. He wrapped his arms tighter around his legs.
"Oh, shit. Did you get hurt? If you pulled a muscle, we can get the team trainer and he can--"
"I didn't pull a muscle. I just wanna be alone!" he growled.
Closing her hooded eyes, Heather saw the vision that haunted her nightmares — the starting gun goes off, the boats go down the river, and Paul's lane is empty. But now she felt the dread of it becoming reality.
What would she say to her husband? To the other moms? And most of all, to Paul, once it hit him that he had thrown away his dreams?
Tapping her fingernails on the cold stone, Heather explained, "Paul, I said I wouldn't pressure you. But you have to understand that this isn't just about you. Your coaches have spent years training you for this. The school paid a lot to enter you in this regatta. Your friends, your teammates, are counting on you to row for the team.
"And think about dad and me. We've sacrificed so much to give you this chance. He's coached you for all these years, and I've used all my weekends the last four years to be at races and volunteer for the team.
"Yes, we did all that because we wanted to and because we believe you'll go to Princeton or some other amazing school and have a life we couldn't. But you can't just throw it all away and not even say why. How is that supposed to make us feel, Paul?"
He breathed fast and hard, thrashing in a ball. When his glassy, brown eyes looked at her, she felt his agony and pain.
"I'm so sorry, mom. I know what you've done and all that. I really wanna be out there. I just..."
"What? But what?" She waited, hearing nothing but leaves in the breeze and the faint tick of the clock in her head. "But what, Paul? C'mon, you need to tell me now. I won't be mad. I'll only be mad if you don't tell me. What?"
He looked away, and the sharp apple in his throat lurched. "I'm having a problem... down there."
Tilting her chin, it hit her, and Heather nearly broke out laughing. "Oh, uh, hmm-mm. Uh, honey, boys have problems down there all the time," she said. "It's nothing to be embarrassed about — just another health problem. Normal. Nothing to throw away your future over. So, uh, what exactly is the...?"
"It... It won't...." He lifted his arm then lowered it.
"Ah, gotcha," she nodded, popping her lavender lips. It was what she had figured. "Um. Okay. Well. It's not that big of a deal, right? And you've already tried, uh...?"
"Obviously."
"Yeah, right. Okay. Um, has this type of thing happened before? What did you do then?"
Paul nodded into the trees, only angling his voice in her direction. "But there's nothing I can do about it now."
Biting down, Heather looked at their surroundings and scratched the rock. "Well, you have a phone. And nobody can see you here — that closely, at least. So...."
"I already tried that," he snapped. "Why do you think I'm up here?"
"Okay. Alright," she softly assured in her high voice. Her son was shaking and agitated like a feral animal. "So, how long exactly has it been, uh, up?"
"Ugh! I don't know! Two hours maybe?"
"Holy shit!" Heather sprung to her feet, holding her head. "Christ, Paul! That's not normal at all! Does it hurt?"
When he covered his blotchy face in return, she paced a circle on the granite slab, muttering to herself. "Hoo! I get why you... Wow! Shit!"
It dawned on her that he wasn't making the race.
"Are you sure you can't, like, tuck it in for a little bit? Just till the end of your heat?"
"No, mom, it hurts," he winced. "It's not like I could hide it in this stupid uniform anyway. Everyone would see it."
He was right, of course. And an erection lasting this long with painful groans was a sign of a serious issue.
"Do you think things might've been cut off, so to speak? Like, I know that sometimes the wiring can get twisted below and cause trouble. Is that...?"
"I don't know. Maybe?" He shrugged in his blue singlet.
Pinching the bridge of her straight, thin nose, the mother asked, "Has anything come out? Because if nothing has, this might be an emergency."
Parting his knees, her son glanced down, and then his brown head shook.
"Alright," she clapped, sighing. "Screw the race. We're going to urgent care. I'll call your dad and see if he can beg the race organizers to put you in the last heat."
"Okay," Paul meekly agreed, scratching his short hair, unsure.
"Pick up. Pick up. Pick up. Rich? Rich?! Fuck!" In a rarity, she cursed in front of her son, leaving a frantic voicemail before hanging up and turning back to him. "Alright, honey, I know you're embarrassed, but you gotta get up. We gotta go right now."
Despite nodding, he didn't stand, his butt still on the weathered granite.
"Listen, Paul, I get it! I do. You don't want anyone to see. But guess what? Half the people here have a penis and theirs do the same thing. They get the same problems. So let's go to the hospital before you lose yours."
He huffed and rose to his sneakers, his hands stacked over his lap. Although, hands could only cover so much, as the imprint of his tip poked above his thumb.
Heather felt a cold hand squeeze her heart and suck the air from her lungs. She was back in the plastic chair in the guest room.
The emergency before her allowed her to easily shake free and collect herself. With a calming breath, she opened her hooded eyes and inspected her son's royal-blue suit, just above the mushroom-shaped carving. Bone dry.
What the hell? Two hours of porn and... Nothing? Shit, he's in bad shape, Heather. God, why now? Because of fucking course this would happen now.
Hunching over, her son pleaded, "Mom, I don't wanna walk like this."
"Where's your jacket?"
"At the trailer," he wheezed. "I took it off before my run. That's when it — ya know — happened. I was running and--"
"Here." She stopped him and began pulling the phone, keys, clutch, and water bottle from the deep pockets of her shearling sweater and setting them down on the leafy rock.
"You can tie this around your waist," she said, fighting her way out of the beefy sweater. The brisk air immediately rushed to her warm skin, sending a shiver down her spine. "Hoo!"
When it cleared her head, she looked up at her son and saw his eyes, wide, deep, and brown on his rectangular face. A soft groan left his throat and slipped out into the breeze. His hips twitched.
Heather lowered her gaze to the small, dark circle now staining his bright uniform. She turned to stone. Her sweater must've caught her bra and made her boobs move — barely.
"Oh, look! I think there's a hawk or something flying back there," she said, squinting into the woods.
She had been drably dressing around her son for months, and he no longer checked her out. So how, in the blandest of gray shirts that covered her body wrists to neck, could she have caused that reaction? It couldn't have been her.
Granted, the top was tighter, and if her boobs had moved, he would've seen it. But it couldn't have been enough to make him leak. It was likely the release in pressure from standing up after sitting in a ball for so long. Right?
As her frightened son covered his lap, Heather winced, "Hoo! It's chilly out."
Her eyes were shut as she bounced on her toes, but the sound of an escaped grunt filled her heart and windpipe with dread. Painfully, she peeked again, now seeing a second blot grow on his uniform.
"Mom, I didn't... It's not..." Her son's beige skin was ghostly white. He trembled in his running shoes.
"Oh, hey! I think some finally came out," she pointed, obviously.
Paul hunched over and pleaded, "Mom, I'm so sorry! It wasn't on purpose, I swear. I was just... I wasn't trying to. It just... I was looking at your... And...."
Heather sighed, losing the facade. "Well, it's not a health emergency, is it?"
"I--"
"Don't! You don't need to say anything. I'm not mad, okay? So let's just forget it."
"I--"
"Let's just forget it, Paul," she snapped, then breathed. "There's a bathroom down there, okay? Go take care of it and get to your boat. You can still make it to the water on time."
He nodded and looked around, seeming mostly relieved to not be in trouble.
"Paul, you'll make it to your boat on time, right?"
"Uh, yeah, I think so! It might work now. I'll go try and see if--"
"No, Paul. There is no 'think' or 'try'. You have to get it done and make it to your boat, okay? You're not throwing away years of work over something this dumb. I need you to tell me I'll see you out there."
Paul bit down and wavered in front of the green oaks. "I wanna race, believe me. I obviously do. But I tried for a frickin hour already and nothing happened! I didn't even get close."
"Well, maybe the dam broke, so to speak?"
"Yeah. Maybe," Paul mumbled, ruffling his short crew cut.
The mother pinched the bridge of her nose and peeked at her wrist. Eight minutes. Paul had eight minutes to be in the water. The bathroom facility was maybe a three-minute jog. Then he had to get back to the boat trailer, get his scull, and carry it to the dock.
"Turn away and rub it a couple of times," she suggested. "See if it feels any different now."
Paul did as asked, throwing his arms up. "Nope! Screw it, it's not gonna happen. My head's not in the right place."
"It was literally two seconds ago!" Heather harshly whispered.
"Well, I wasn't under pressure then! I wasn't thinking about it. I just looked and it happened," he quivered.
Crossing her arms, Heather felt the cool breeze blow through her cotton top, and she jostled again. A muffled grunt sounded over the rustling leaves.
Looking out into the distance, she pushed the dimple in her chin, wondering what her life had become. She exhaled and returned to Paul, who blinked away from her chest.
"I... I didn't mean--"
A raised hand silenced him as Heather closed her eyes. "If you need to look, then look. If you'll make the race, then it is what it is."
There was nothing but wind.
"What do you...?"
"It means what you think it means, Paul. Just get it done and over with."
"Like... Now? Here?"
She nodded.
"Just take it out in front of you?"
"Nooo!" She awakened, scanning their surroundings. "Leave it in your uniform. Just rub the front. It'll hurt less that way anyway."
Picking up her clutch, she swept off the leaves and dirt. "Here. Shove these inside so you don't ruin it."
Her son took the tissues, and as she watched him diligently stuff them inside, creating a rumpled bulge in his singlet, she could only shake her head.
As absurd as this was, there was a sense of karmic justice to it. For months she had been waiting for the universe to punish her for shaming herself in that guest room. And this was nothing less than a fitting penance.
After another scan of their isolated hill, Heather stared into the woods and moved.
Gently springing in her chestnut UGGs, she pretended to be dancing alone. However, the scrape of polyester, the masculine breaths, and the feeling of her son's eyes on her bobbing breasts made that near impossible.
"Are you getting close?" she asked, hopefully, hearing his panting grow louder.
"Uh, I might be." His song-like voice was strangled and sheepish. "I'm not sure."
"That's not an answer. Is it coming out faster, or no? You don't have forever."
"I know, I know," he said. "Uh, okay... More is coming out. Not really faster, but it keeps coming out."
His breath was dry and determined, which was expected. If Paul was doing something, he was trying his best.
With another sigh, Heather hooked her fingers into the side belt loops of her jeans, starting to adjust them. The tugging and pushing made her hips and shoulders wiggle.
The scrape of polyester grew louder and faster. She peeked for an instant, seeing the blur of his knuckles and intense demeanor.
While staring at her jostling boobs and face, her son had to be rethinking everything about her. Quiet, proud, and reserved, this was the last thing she could've ever imagined herself doing.
As the moans deepened and became steadied, she continued starting her green eyes everywhere else but at him. Plainly, she asked, "Helpful, or no?"
"Um, helpful. Ah! I'm starting to get there."
Heather nodded, hearing his angst. The cold air started hitting her armpits and copper hairline as she added a swaying twist to her hips. Hopefully, the comments she had to endure from creeps over the years about her "round" and "cute" butt were accurate and useful here.
You're the parent, Heather, for cryin' out loud! Tell him to finish already. "How 'bout now? You close?"
"A bit closer..." Paul sang.
Muttering and debating with herself, she then began to toss and regather her hair. Her vibrant, bronzed-red waves had always been a favorite of men, and compared to what she was doing with her body, it was relatively innocent.
The effect on Paul was immediate, as he labored harder, so she continued to play with it.
Beep beep! Beep beep!
The alarm sounded at Paul's feet.
"What is that? Just turn it off," she announced.
He stepped on his phone, hoping to stop the noise. "ERR! It's my alarm to go to the water. Dammit!"
"Just turn it off and focus!"
"I am! I'm so close," he grunted, moving his swollen forearm in a flurry.
Bravely, Heather looked at the bulge on his abdomen and the cylinder below. "How close are you?"
"Really close, I swear! Ah! I'm almost at that point."
"Then keep going," Heather pleaded, bouncing and dancing. "You can row faster to the starting line."
He nodded, throwing his might into his knuckles again before stopping and growling at himself in agony. "I can't! I'm thinking about how I'm gonna miss the race."
"Shit!" Heather cursed. "C'mon, Paul, look! Do you wanna look at me or think about a damn race?"
"I'm trying, mom!" His young voice wavered. "I can't help it."
"Fuck this," Heather huffed, yanking down the neckline of her gray tee. But rather than remind her son of the V-neck she wore on his birthday, her unforgiving shirt only flashed her collarbones.
Madly laughing into the trees, she wiped the sweat from her forehead, dreamed about vodka, and looked squarely at her beleaguered son. "If you came now, would you make it?"
He swallowed, shaking his head. "What do you mean by that?"
Her heart pounded against her ribs. "If I make you cum now, do you promise to get to your lane on time?"
His wide eyes profoundly moved, agreeing.
"You better make it," she warned, desperately.
The creamy flesh of her thin waist appeared. Then her belly button. Followed by her flat stomach and sides. The gray fabric rolled up her body, exposing her to the elements.
With an exhale, she lifted her shirt over her boobs and tucked it under her chin. Her son's lustful ogling made her squirm as his earthy moan knotted her stomach.
It's just a bikini top.
The mother didn't know whether to delude herself or accept the suffering as punishment for her sins. Either way, she wanted to cry, offering her deceptively large boobs and beige cups to her son.
"Helpful, or no?" she wryly asked.
Paul chuckled, amazed. The teenage son was not simply blinded by lust. He was in love, and had been for years. Although, now, he was also in love with her boobs.
Firm and smooth, their bell shape was inviting, especially touching in the beige bra. His mom's boobs were never massive, but they were big, with one having a vein running along the inside. They were as perfect as every other part of her.
He also loved her long neck. God, did he love it. "Oh my god," he mumbled through his smile. "Yeah... Helpful."
Again with her son's undivided attention, Heather returned to gently springing in her UGGs and tugging and swaying. She could feel her reddened tits shake. "Almost there?"
"Ye-ahhh," Paul sang. "I'm so close. Ahh! Can they bounce more?"
"Excuse me?" Her eyebrows shot to her forehead.
"No, sorry!" Paul smacked his head. "This is really good. My mind's gone. Sorry."
He had taken it back, but Heather couldn't ignore what he said. He was just as desperate as her, but unlike her, he knew what he needed.
Rolling her eyes at the sky, Heather stood tall on her toes, pushed her copper locks from her face, and interlocked her hands in a fist at her belly button. With her boobs pushed together between her arms, she bounced from her calves, higher and faster than before.



Her son gaped at her long torso, almost willing her tits to fly out and leave her bare above the waist.
"I'm 'boutta cum," he slurred.
"Good, you have to," she said, bluntly.
"Ahh! They're so nice."
The compliment made her nose twitch. It was strange for her son to sexualize her — beyond a functional purpose. "Um. Thanks."
His body was tense and twisted, his arm a blur over his blue suit. "They're perfect. Their size, shape, everything."
Heather swallowed, unsure how to react. Although, he seemed to be getting off on talking to her. "Um, yeah, thanks. They're good for stuff like this, so...."
Her son beamed, grunting and breathing faster. "You're really pretty but I'm happy to see them too," he coarsely laughed.
The mother's ivory cheeks bubbled and burned. "Well, if you're happy to see 'em, then fucking cum already, Paul!"
He lurched forward, thrashing to the point where Heather feared he'd fall off the boulder.
"Ahh! Ahh! UHH!" In the tight, blue elastic, his testicles rose and shaft flexed.
Keeling over, his face scrunched, then his watery eyes opened wide. They were the same ones Heather had always known, the ones of the boy she created and raised. But, now, they were in a state she had never seen them in before. And she was the reason.
He squeezed the was of tissue, fidgeting alone on the edge of the rock. Closer to the hill, Heather confronted the shame, guilt, and panic of what she had done.
As normal brain function returned, she looked down at her half-naked body, standing in the middle of the woods with her son, who had just orgasmed to her. No more than a few hundred yards away was a high school sports event with thousands of guests.
Struggling for air, she unraveled her tee and threw her sweatshirt over her head. While shoving her belongings back into her pockets, she yelled, "Get to the starting line!"
Taking off, she barrelled down the hill, barely avoiding a pedestrian and his dog at the bottom.
"Woah! Hi, Heather."
"Can't talk now," she rudely dismissed him, running mindlessly until she found herself in the park bathrooms, splashing icy water onto her face, hoping to stop her world from spinning.
Heaving over the old sink, she looked into the rusty and scarred mirror. "What the hell were you doing?"


----


Beneath the whirr of a rickety heater, Heather sat on a toilet lid, reliving the events on the hill. Each replay gave her more confidence that she made the right decision for her family. Yet, guilt consumed her.
Her carelessness months ago had led to her son's confusion. That confusion led to her perverting her relationship with him, her child. And that perverted act was nothing less than cheating on her marriage.
Above all, though, she felt guilty because in light of all the shame and trauma, her most pressing worry was whether her son would make it to the starting line and advance from his heat.
As the stall began to feel cramped, she got up and left the small hit, venturing back out into the brisk but sunnier day.
Along the docks she wandered, staying away from where her husband was stationed, unable to bear the thought of running into him now. At any moment the starting pistol would fire, so she decided to jog down the path to the team canopy, where she could at least have a chance of tricking herself into a sense of normalcy.
"It's heat number two. Paul's up, isn't he?"
"Hmm?" Heather blinked, pushing her hair behind her ear and turning to a crew dad, who was casually snacking. "Oh, uh..." she fiddled with her binoculars and searched upriver.
A herd of tiny bodies were floating above the water, storming closer. The thrill of competition delivered Heather to her feet and to the embankment's edge.
Just as she left her stupor, her excitement waned. It wasn't Paul's heat. How could it be? He wasn't there.
Then her heart sank, as farther in the distance, she saw her son's tiny, blue boat. It had to be at least ten lengths.
No, no, no! You can't have your worst race now, Paul. No, not now.
God, Heather, what the fuck is wrong with you? You made him stand in the cold without a jacket, put him through all that, then told him run downhill and row after having a fucking orgasm. How the hell was he supposed to do well? Oh my god, you're such a shit mom.
She welled with tears, as Gretchen's voice slithered from behind her, "Oh, I thought this was Paul's race? Did he change heats?"
Heather ignored the impulse to grab Gretchen's knitting needles from her hands and do something terrible but well deserved. There was only Paul's race.
As the wave of rowers passed the halfway buoys, Paul trailed by five lengths. But the other rowers were saving their energy for the final sprint.
Once the action was near enough to watch with the naked eye, Heather could see Paul crank his oars through the chop with every muscle in his back. He then started to sprint well before the others, sliding faster on his seat, leaning over the boat, and pulling ferociously.
The other rowers began their final attacks, creating a melee of spraying water. Paul not only kept up but surged through the mist.
"No way. No way. No way! Oh my god! WOO-HOO!" Heather jumped, wildly waving her arms as he crossed the line in second, sending him to the regatta final.
She stumbled off the stone wall and onto the grass to the cheers of other parents, holding her head in disbelief of what she had just witnessed. "No way."
Running back to the edge, she screamed through cupped hands, "WOO-HOO! Great comeback, Paul!" He was way too far away to hear her, but the universe could. And by the looks of it, Gretchen and Mary did too.




*** Sweat & Tears ***


The celebration was on. Heather's guilt and worries could wait, for her actions had been vindicated. Team parents approached her, offering their congratulations.
As she walked away from the canopy and found a quiet patch of grass, she was all smiles. But her moment alone was interrupted.
"Hi, Heather."
"Hey, Jackson. And hello, Penelope!" She greeted one of the more laid-back parents and his poodle, ironically forgetting the name of his son who rowed a year below Paul. "Sorry for almost knocking you guys over back there. I was a bit scatterbrained. Pre-race nerves, hah!"
"Yeah, no worries. That's what happens when we all have to get up at 5 a.m." He warmly laughed, and Heather joined in agreement. "And congratulations on Paul's race, by the way."
"Thank you. But he does all the work. I just drink coffee and watch."
"Oh, c'mon. You know he couldn't do it without you."
Heather waffled her head, then nodded, "Yeah, that's true. Our kids would forget the oars if we didn't remind them."
Jackson chuckled, adjusting the cuffs of his expensive but frayed peacoat. "You're not wrong there. But no, really, you help your son more than most moms."
With a meek smile, she shrugged, "Uh, yeah, maybe. Life of a coach's wife."
She turned away, though Jackson continued, his tone subdued, "I wouldn't say 'maybe'. You seem to have really found the right way to motivate your son. I mean, I don't know how other moms would do what you do, but...."
Time suspended, and a dull wind blew through her hollow chest and face. Her voice cracked, "Wha-at do you mean by that?"
The suave, blonde father rolled his eyes. "C'mon, Heather. I saw you in the woods."
Trembling in her boots, she swallowed hard. "I have no idea what you're talking about."
"Let's not do this. You know I know."
"What do you know? What do you think you saw exactly?" She wanted to vomit and cry as she dry-heaved, searching for the perfect lie.
"Honestly, I can't say for sure what I saw." He scratched the non-existent stubble on his younger jaw. "All I know is, you were topless, and your son didn't seem to mind."
Heather's eyes narrowed in a venomous green. "Why the fuck are you telling me this? And don't you fucking dare threaten my son."
"Woah. I'm not an animal. I'd never hurt Paul," Jackson raised his hands. "I'm here as Rich's friend. I've known him for three years now, and I can't imagine he knows anything about what I just saw. So, I wanted to look you in the eye and confirm it before I told him."
"He'll never believe you. Never."
"You're right. If I told him, he'd never believe me. If I show him though... Well, you'd have a harder time explaining yourself."
Crossing her arms in defiance, Heather's throat wobbled. "What do you... What do you mean 'show him'?"


----


Paul soon made his hero's return to the team headquarters, walking past the canopy to the sitting area.
Heather stopped pacing and rubbing her long neck, turning it to him, unsure what to do or say — or even how to look at him after what they did. And by his fidgeting arms in his windbreaker, he seemed to be asking himself the same questions.
As the distance between them closed, parents clapped, and she robotically greeted him, "Congratulations, honey."
"Thank you," he coughed.
They hugged, more awkwardly and clunkier than either could remember. Each forgot the natural place for their hands and appropriate amount of squeezing.
The duration was simpler, as a hard cylinder in her navel made the mother jump back. And before her terrified son could apologize in front of everyone, she light-heartedly laughed, "Jeez! With your stomach growling like that, you better get some food in you."
The onlookers chuckled, and Paul looked away, hurrying to the canopy.
Shit.
And like that, the team area returned to normal, alive with chatter and parents scrolling on their phones.
Heather wandered back to the stone wall and stared down at her warped reflection in the rippling water. Although her son was done racing for the day and had done well, there was no joy or relief.
If her orange-red waves hadn't signaled through the trees like a lit pyre, perhaps she could have convinced her husband the half-naked woman in Jackson's granular video was someone else. If her favorite feature hadn't betrayed her, perhaps she wouldn't have to do the unthinkable to protect her son.
In a contemplative squat, she glanced behind her, seeing her son's face in a plastic window of the canopy. She remembered being a little girl on a farm in New Jersey and walking behind one of the horses. Just as the horse squealed, she was thrown to the ground and looked up to see her mom be kicked in the chest by the hoove instead.
Now it was her turn to sacrifice herself for her child.
Except this creature has a much more pathetic dick.


----


For a time, Heather went back to her usual duties — laying out food, posting race results, answering questions about the schedule — the activities she referred to as "Coach's Wife Shit" during her bathtub rants.
They eased her for a while, but the looming dread became too much. And the next time her eyes met her son's, he waved and forced a smile through the plastic window, giving her the needed strength. "I'm going to the bathroom," she mouthed. He nodded.
In the sitting area, hovering above a green camping chair was a combed, blonde head, tousled by the wind.
"Oww!"
A swift kick got its attention, but by the time it spun around, Heather was a slender figure striding away in tight denim, with fiery waves bouncing on white shearling.
When Jackson caught up to her on the path, he was already talking fast and eagerly. "Was that your way of telling me it's go-time?"
Sighing, she whispered, "Obviously." Inspecting her unpainted nails, she refused to dignify his presence with anything more than her voice. "I wouldn't touch you unless I had to."
"That's nice," he chuckled. "So, where are we headed?"
"Ugh... Where you said you wanted to go."
He squealed with glee. "Ooh, I can't believe we're doing this!"
"Yep. That makes two of us. Because, apparently, this is the only way you can get women to touch you."
"You can insult me all you want. It's fair. I won't pretend I'm not excited though."
"You're the worst person I've ever met. Literally, I mean that," she said, holding a tough exterior while her hands shook in her sweater pockets. "I'm gonna laugh so hard when your little piece of shrimp lasts two seconds."
"Alright, let's... Let's not act like you haven't done this before. I bet this is how you celebrate with Paul after a big race any--"
"Don't fucking dare say his name!" Heather scolded, stopping dead in the path, her finger in Jackson's chest. "Let's be clear. I do this, you delete the video. And starting now, you will never say my son's name or mention him again, or so help me God, I will end my marriage in a heartbeat just to watch you go to fucking prison for revenge porn. You understand?"
The easygoing father's smile vanished as he nodded.
This was a harshness and cruelty Heather never knew she had. Then again, she had never been humiliated and put under duress like this before.
As horrible as this fate was, part of her was glad that Jackson's "ultimate fantasy" was so mundane. For she would've thrown herself to the wolves to protect her son and ensure nobody ever discovered his incestual desires.
This was her mistake. And she would pay alone.
Soon, they arrived at the turnoff for the dirt trail up the small hill. Together they entered the shade of the leafy woods and climbed toward the top before scrambling down a rock formation to the stone outcrop.
Dead leaves and twigs crunched under Heather's Uggs as she walked, her ankles like those of a newborn deer.
Jackson looked out from the ledge then spun around. Heather noticed how small the boulder and how stinging the winds were. Claustrophobia hit her, her throat tightening.
"Look! You can still see the path from here! Everyone can see us. We have to rethink this and do it another day."
Jackson calmly peeked over the side and arched his manicured brow. "That's not how that works. That just means people can see our heads. Well, they'll be able to see my head," he chuckled.
"It's a shock you're divorced."
"In all seriousness, I only saw you two because you were standing over here. If we stay close to the other side, nobody can see. We'll be fine."
Rubbing her knuckles together through her pockets, Heather knew the insults would run out and she'd have to give in. Somehow making it worse was that she once considered Jackson to be one of the good parents, a single father of quality.
"Hey, Heather..."
She raised her chin and finally met her blackmailer, who now spoke with a surprising sweetness.
"Nothing bad will happen to you while you're here. I'm not going to hurt you. You're not in any danger. And I'm clean.
"I'm a man of my word. Once we're done, I'll delete the video and never mention any of this to anyone. I promise.
"And if you want to leave, at any point, I won't stop you. We're both here by choice."
Wiping the tears from her eyes, Heather's voice cracked, "You're making me cheat on my husband."
"Okay," he waved his hands, "say what you will about me, but we both know I'm not making you do that. You already cheat with your son, if not others too.
"And you're only doing this to make sure Rich doesn't find out. So, you can hate me for taking advantage of the situation, but don't say I'm making you do this.
"We're both here. Neither of us ever expected this to happen. Frankly, I didn't think I'd ever be this type of guy, but here we are. So, let's make the best of it.
"And this probably doesn't help much, but I've been dreaming about you for a long time, and after I saw you earlier up here... God, I gotta see what it's like. Just once."
Jackson was right, his words didn't make the task any easier. But they did reveal who he really was, not a dangerous predator to fear but a desperate and horny man to pity.
Heather lowered her arms and sighed. "Fine. Let's get this over with."
"That's the spirit!" he ribbed, then unbuckled his leather belt. "And your sweatshirt might make it a little hard to feel your... Yeah, thanks."
With a loud huff, she finished removing her beefy pullover, folding it neatly on the rock between them.
"Woah-ho! They're bigger than I thought." He gaped, teetering in his loafers like an anxious schoolboy. "You hide 'em well!"
"Yeah, it's so creeps like you don't stare all day."
While rolling up her gray undershirt for the second time today, she felt bad for implying her son was also a weird peeper. But there was a difference between him and this douchebag.
As she knelt on her folded sweatshirt, Jackson breathed, "Damn, you're gorgeous," and rubbed the bulge in his dark pants. "And I'm a fan of beige bras. So simple."
"Great. Aren't you lucky?"
Leaning over, she was unable to see the path below, finding some solace in knowing her most shameful moment would be hidden. She then faced the trapped bulge and hanging belt and shook her head. "You're gonna be so disappointed with this blowjob."
"Eh, I don't think so. If you give me bad head, you'll be done there forever, hah! Besides, I think you're really good at this. You don't go from being a prude to suddenly taking your top off for your son.
"And there's no way you looked like this in high school and college and didn't do this a lot. Not if you weren't a prude.
"So, you can make us both suffer, or we can make the best of it."
Glaring, Heather raised her middle finger and then reached for his zipper. With a reluctant tug, the fly opened to a pair of yellow boxers, which pushed through the opening. Her heart racing, she then yanked on both waistbands, and a tan, circumcised erection appeared.
The dick was disappointingly basic, nothing to mock, except perhaps how his balls were high and tight. But that was likely from the cold.
The longer she waited, the more entrenched she became, stiffening at the arms and neck. This wasn't right. None of this was right. How could this be happening?
A warm caress lifted her tits, making her jolt and smack the hands away. "Hey!"
"What's the matter? We said those were part of this?"
"I know, but give me a second to get started. Jeez," she scoffed. Then, focusing on the tilted erection, she raised her finger and poked the shaft. It wobbled. And she did it again.
The rubbery, alien feeling of the hot flesh made her butt squirm on her heels. It was the first new one she had touched in a long time.
"Nice try," Jackson humored.
Flashing venomous green, she sat high on her knees, grabbed his cock, and quickly pumped the shaft. He gasped and cracked his shoulders above her but did not cum.
Worth a shot.
In the rustling breeze, Heather closed her eyes, smelling the fresh air and European cologne, trying to build her courage while also blanking her mind. Then, angling the cock toward her, she parted her lips.
"Ahh-ahh!"
Flailing limbs battered her and lustful gasps sounded around her as the taste of clean but salty cock filled her mouth. Each bob of her head brought the surreal sensation of another man's cock sliding down her tongue.
"Oh, fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Jackson cheered, settling in with a brilliant smile. "You're amazing! Ahh-hah! I expected a lot, but holy shittt."
Having to look up at his mystified, entranced face made Heather despise him even more. Her other options were to stare at his cock or to look somewhere else, which was unnatural and maybe undoable. So, at least this way he could see her hatred and cum faster.
The sky above grew dark as Jackson leaned forward. Heather felt his hands picking at the bra straps on her back. And while her first instinct was to shove him away, she overrode it. Him cumming early was the only sabotage she had left.
Swirling her tongue, she powerfully sucked, making him moan and wheeze. His hands froze on her back, digging in, and she could feel the release building inside him. He was on the ropes.



Then a painful yank of her hair tore her away. She looked up at the younger father, who was delighted and gasping.
"Gah-damn! Woo! Wow, that was insane," he laughed. "But I wanna enjoy it a bit first."
Dragging her eyes, Heather mumbled through her short breath, "You don't even know how to take a bra off."
"Hey, I can, like, twenty percent of the time." He unhooked her strap, and her cups fell from her chest. Immediately, the air stung her areolas but were promptly pinched and fondled by heated hands.
With the beige loops dangling from her elbows, Heather shook them from her arms so they weren't in the way. Then she moved back in with her pink tongue, licking and sucking his testicles.
It seemed no matter how unenthused her gaze, Jackson's joy and lust never waned. He moaned, smiled, and groped with excitement, bucking as soon as her lips wrapped around his tip again.
Soon, his peacoat sleeves were tight against her ears, his neck strained, and eyes grew distant. He was nearly at the end.
Sucking, slurping, and tossing her neck, Heather threw herself into the final attack. His balls were in her grasp and tangy juice leaking onto her tongue.
He helplessly grunted and squeezed her left boob, muttering about her ass, her jeans, and the incredible head.
Running low on oxygen, Heather inhaled through her nose, desperate to fill her lungs without having to break her rapid thrusts. The ramming cockhead was hell on her lips and tongue, but it was so damn close.
When the gasps wheezed a certain pitch, she pushed his arms away. Once a hot favor for high school boyfriends, she now did for Jackson out of necessity. Popping her lips off his cock, she then held her tits out before him.
Without argument, he grabbed his wet cock, madly jerking it at her. A loud grunt echoed through the woods, followed by ropes of cum splattering on her boobs and neck.
Jackson beat himself and pumped until he was depleted. It was then that Heather felt safe to open her eyes again.
Once well-postured and silver-tongued, the crew dad was wilted over, gasping for air, his cock limp.
Wasting no time, Heather reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. She raised it to his exhausted face, and he held still for it to unlock. Then, pilfering through his photo gallery, she deleted the video and searched for any other recordings.
Once the trash was emptied, she sat back on her heels in relief. All evidence of what she did had been eradicated. Carelessly, she tossed the phone on the rock, looking up thankfully at the sky.
"Thank you," Jackson puffed. "Thanks so fucking much. You were amazing."
She nodded and glanced at the white goo melting on her chest. Standing up, she shook the dirt and leaves from her shearling sweater and removed her clutch. "Fuck..." she remembered, then turned to Jackson, "You wouldn't have any tissues, would you?"
"Huh. I thought you said you'd never talk to me again after this?" He smiled and handed her his handkerchief.
There were curly, dark hairs on it, likely from his poodle. Where is Penelope anyway? Did he tie her up to go get a handjob? Shaking her head, Heather wiped herself down and redressed.
"Alright, stay here for a while. Like, ten minutes at least. I'm not walking back with you," she ordered the crew dad, and he agreed.
Without a goodbye, she hiked down the hill.


----


For the rest of the afternoon, Heather looked out across the river, watching the occasional field of boats pass. Paul sat in the chair next to her, also silent, unable to see the warm tears flowing down her face.
It wasn't until the car ride home, long after her Paul had already fallen asleep, that Heather allowed her batting eyelids to grow heavy and her mind to ease into blackness.




*** Finals ***


The sun was a mere glint above the horizon and the Gaines family was already awake and active. Rich organized the logistics for rowers who had made it to the regional finals. Paul focused on his diet and race-day routine. And Heather "volunteered" to coordinate with other parents.
Her spirit was high though, since Paul needed to finish only in third to make Nationals. That result, she told herself, would make yesterday's sacrifice worth it.
So, ready or not, it was six o'clock on Sunday morning and time to go back to the scene of her greatest shame.
When the Gaineses pulled into the parking lot, the river bank resembled a deserted fairground. Canopy covers flapped in howling winds, testing the integrity of the ground stakes and sandbags. The sky was a frightening gray. And the few souls wandering about looked lost and miserable.
"Oh, perfect," Paul deadpanned, looking out at the Schuylkill.
But as gnarly as the chop was, with class tomorrow, it would take a thunderstorm to cancel the races. The regatta was on.
The silver lining of championship Sunday was the reduced program. With most rowers eliminated, there were fewer spectators and less waiting.
Unfortunately, for Heather, the most irksome parents had spawned talented rowers. So today was not much of a break.
She spent the early morning avoiding the team area, strolling along the grassy bank and watching brave students practice in the waves. The high winds blew crews off course, forcing coxswains to pilot the shells diagonally in order to go straight. Oars got caught under dark swells, ripping them from the rowers' hands.
Hopefully, Paul would power through.
Since her rain jacket and pullover did little against the biting wind, Heather marched to the bathroom hut upriver to sit in the heat. After two hours of solitude though, she craved civilization — and the food and coffee that came with it.
"Mornin', Heather!"
In the team canopy, she chose a chocolate muffin, then turned to the syrupy voice that greeted her. "Hey, Abel. Couldn't ask for a better day, could we?"
"No, of course, not. It's lovely!"
She shared a laugh before venturing out into the cold to eat in her camping chair.
"Ah! Is that another one?"
Heather chewed at Mary, swallowing nicely. "No, it's my first. But even if it were a second muffin, there's nothing wrong with living a little."
Puckering her pointed lips, Mary gestured, "I wasn't talking about the muffin...."
Heather glanced back toward Abel, an older, graying crew dad.
"Someone certainly does like to 'live a little,' doesn't she?" Mary's lordly eyes glimmered and reveled in delight.
Heather's gut sank, praying it was her paranoia. She abruptly excused herself and ran away, wanting to vomit.
On the path, she spotted the face of her dreams the night before. And he was with his preppy dog.
"Hi, Heather. I'm surp--"
"Shut up! Did you tell anyone about what we did?"
Jackson shook. "No, I promised you I wouldn't. But I'm always here to talk about it if you want."
"Hoo! Thank god," she sighed, pacing in a tight circle. "And, also, eww! Never!"
The blonde father chuckled, assuring, "I wasn't gonna open myself up to the wrath of Heather. The only person I told was Sean, but obviously--"
"What?!"
A group of passersby stared at the shouting woman in the middle of the path, so she lowered her voice.
"What the fuck, Jackson?"
"Relax. I told him not to tell anyone, and he knows to keep his mouth shut. And I only mentioned what we did, nothing about what led to it or anything about the video. All that stuff, I'll take to my grave."
Her thin, white limbs boiled with rage. "You fucking moron! After what I did for you? You know Sean's already told a bunch of other people."
Wiping her eyes, she felt her family and reputation hanging by a thread, and there was no escape. Every time she tried to solve a problem, it created a bigger one, like another ripple in the water from the drop of a single stone.
"Sorry, Heather. I don't think he's going to tell anyone, though."
"He already has! Mary knows. Which means Gretchen knows. Which means my husband is about to fucking know, along with everyone else!"
Jackson covered his face, hiding his guilt. "I'm sorry. What can I do? I swear, if anyone asks, I'll deny it and act like they're crazy. I was in plays in high school. I can--"
"Would you shut up? It doesn't matter. Don't you get it? Even if people find out it's bullshit, they'll still see that story when they look at me. And there'll be people who always wanna believe it, and they'll bring it up forever."
She pirouetted, adding, "Why did you have to tell someone? You weren't supposed to. Why did you think your buddy would stay quiet when you couldn't even keep your mouth shut?"
Jackson scratched and combed his hair, clearly disappointed in himself. "Listen, I know this is bad, and I understand why you care about people finding out what we did. But at least people aren't hearing a made-up rumor about you. That would be worse, right?"
Seeing his life flash in her green eyes, Jackson backpedaled with Penelope. His advice and presence were no longer welcome.
Upon Heather's return to camp, she sensed more than the air swirling, as some team parents who had barely spoken to her before were now glancing with intrigue.
The moving lips and wandering eyes were torturous, as she never knew if it was about her. Powerless, an animal in a zoo, she wished to close her eyes and wake up in bed at home.
Unable to bear it any longer, she left the team area and walked the path, staving off tears.
"Hello, Heather!"
She blinked, happy to see two friendly faces. Doug and Isabel's son rowed for the Varsity Eight, but they were distant from the team, rarely showing up because of work conflicts. Heather liked them.
"Hi, Doug. Hi, Izzy. How are you?"
"We're fine," Isabel nodded, picking her fingers. "Are you okay, though? You seem a little worried."
Needing to know, Heather pushed her copper hair behind her ear. "This might seem weird and probably childish, but... Have either of you heard any rumors about me?"
They immediately turned to each other, chins moving with uncertainty. Then they both looked toward the canopy, as if to make sure nobody could see them talking to her.
"You can be honest with me. Please, tell me."
Isabel winced and nodded. Doug quickly said, "We don't think it's true, though."
"And what was the rumor?" Heather asked. Seeing their reluctance, she promised, "You can tell me."
"Um, again, Heather, Doug and I don't believe a word of it. And we definitely aren't doing anything to spread it. But, uh, some people are saying that you..."
"...Had fun with some of the dads here," Doug finished. "On our team and on some of the others."
She stared ahead.
"Are you okay, Heather? I'm so sorry, I didn't wanna say it. I feel so bad. Some of those people are so jealous and cruel. Don't listen to them for a second."
"No, it's... I see..." She tried to stay strong, it being the only sense of control she had left. "And what do you mean by 'fun,' exactly? I get the gist, but...."
They tucked their lips in, looking at each other.
"Please. I need to know what people are saying so I can defend myself."
Leaning in, Isabel gritted her teeth and whispered, "Oral sex."


----


He's going to hear the gossip. He'll hear it from one of these monsters' sons. Then Rich will hear about it, and your marriage will fall apart, and then Paul will have to deal with all that on top of hating you.
All of this because you didn't fucking lock a door. You damaged your son, and he'll never unsee it. Maybe if you had yelled at him to leave right away, things would be different now?
You don't deserve this much punishment, though. You bit your tongue around these psychos for years, and now they're spreading lies that you blew half the rowing community.
God, and you're such an easy target for them, too. Hah! The poor one. The one with the magical power of sleeping next to the coach. The one the bitchy women catch their douchebag husbands looking at.
Face it, they wanna believe you're a slut. They've been waiting for this forever. I'm sure this is Christmas morning for Mary and Gretchen and that whole clique. And their husbands, too.
God, do you think Jackson told Sean about your boobs and that you got naked? Whatever. It wouldn't matter. Now, you're the poor and shitty, cheating wife.
Heather stood across the lawn from the canopy and team area, hugging her slender body and looking upon all she had lost.
For better or worse, this was her community that she had devoted years of her life to shaping. The people were her neighbors and important to her life, whether they saw it that way or not.
So, it crushed her to imagine how they now saw her. And, worse, she couldn't defend herself because the truth was even more shocking than the lie.
She was an unwilling adulteress, a mother who chose to put her son before her marriage, but nobody would ever believe her — or care about the difference even if they did.
Sighing, Heather figured the other parents were too cowardly to say anything to her face, so she returned to the Gladwyne bubble.
The stolen stares and hushed tones were the same as she walked into the flaps of the canopy and emerged with a chocolate muffin. Once in her camping chair, those around her went quiet.
Maybe you should stand up on your chair and announce that you didn't suck a bunch of dicks. She snorted, finding the speck of humor in her situation, then bit into her muffin.
"Howdy, again."
"Oh, hey, Abel. Is your day going well?"
"It's goin'. How 'bout yours?"
"Um," she mulled, "To be honest, it could be a lot better."
"Ah. One of those?" He sucked his cheek, then lowered his head as he passed by. "If you're ever lookin' to turn your day around, I'm always available." He offered a friendly smile and moved along.
Dropping her muffin, Heather sprinted away, not stopping un
til she was in the bathroom. Alone in a brown, graffitied stall, she bawled her eyes out. Beyond a pariah, the other parents no longer saw her as a person.
Zzz! Zzz!
Turning her wrist, the name on the notification made her smile, and she quickly pulled her phone from her pocket. Paul always made her laugh when she was down, often by accident.

Paul:
I don't know if this is okay for me to say or not...
But I'm having the problem again
Heather:
Ok... Can we talk about it later??
Paul:
Yeah
But
I don't think I'll be able to row again


Staring at her phone, Heather screamed into the concrete chamber. "AHHH! Him, too?! FUCK! Why? Why?" She had seen the world's true colors today, and it had sharpened her edge.

Heather:
Then fix it yourself, Paul!
How dare you try to take advantage of me after what I did.
Paul:
No! I'm not!
I swear this isn't a joke
I can't get rid of it
I tried FOREVER!
Heather:
Then either row with a boner or kiss Princeton goodbye.

Don't EVER message me about this again!


That little shit! That's it. I'm done. I'm not even watching his race, she tearfully thought.
Of course, that was a lie. Her competitive nature would never allow her to miss it. Plus, all fury aside, she knew this problem was of her own doing.


----


Beep beep! Beep beep!
Heather checked her ringing watch and sat up. It was the alarm she had set after nearly missing her son's race the day before.
Out of the bathroom, she ran, having no time to go back to the team area for her binoculars. But when she reached the stone wall and looked across the water, there was only one royal-blue uniform.
Already underway, the delicate sculls appeared even flimsier and lighter as they tossed about and fought the rough swells. A rower in green blew off course, smashing into the side of another, both clinging to the other's oars to avoid falling in.
While Paul only needed to finish in the top half of the remaining six, his prospects were bleak. Never, not even in middle school in worse chop, had Heather seen him row so terribly.
She laughed maniacally at the gray sky, tipping her hat to the universe for its final punishment. Everything she had done, in the end, was for naught.
As the field passed her, it was clear in Paul's body language that there wasn't another miracle in store. He was in fifth, and barely at that.
Soon, the young athletes were mere dots of color and splashing water. But nobody needed binoculars to see one of the leaders "catch a crab" — his oar getting caught under a wave and swinging his boat.
When the sprint began, or the alleged sprint, another dot succumbed to an explosion of white water. And while it was impossible to read the places, Heather could see Paul move past the two distressed boats on his way to the finish line.
Did he just get third?
On pure adrenaline, she ran down the embankment, weaving through the other team areas. Meanwhile, she refreshed the race website on her phone every second for the results. And, finally, they posted.
Holy shit... He did it.
Perhaps the most undeserved third place of all time, it didn't matter. Paul was going to Nationals.


----


By Heather's watch, it had been forty-five minutes since Paul's race, and he had yet to return to the canopy for food. Could he be mad at her for not helping? That would be absurd.
You could've used a little more empathetic tone, though.
She texted her husband, asking if he had seen him, and waited on the response:

Rich:

I think he's in a tent cooking down.

You might want to let him be alone for a while.

Heather:

Why's that?

Rich:

He was a bit "excited" in his pants after the race...

Other rowers saw.

Don't tell him I told you.


Shit. She sunk into her hands, feeling like the worst mother in the world. Her son had come to her with a serious problem, one she caused, and she scolded him, treating him like a liar and a creep.
His terrible race began to make sense, causing her to feel worse. Even though she couldn't have helped him, not again, she at least wouldn't have abandoned him an hour before the trophy race.
So, ignoring her husband's advice, Heather hastened across the path to the athlete tents.
Set back on the park lawn and isolated from the fanfare, the scattered camping tents were for rowers to hang out and keep warm before races and to decompress after. And it didn't take long for Heather to find a small, yellow tent with a single silhouette.
"Paul?"
There was a delay. "Yes?"
She squatted and pushed her copper hair back. "Hi, honey. Can you open up?"
"No."
"Are you sure?" She surveyed the other tents, which appeared to be empty. But, still, she whispered, "I just want to tell you I'm sorry for saying all those things. I didn't mean then, and I should've believed you. I've been having a weird, rough day — and I know that's not an excuse — but I was in an angry place. And I'm sorry."
"I had to pick my boat up over my head and carry it!" Paul breathed inside the tent, sounding like he had cried. "I thought if I kept my oars in front of me, nobody would notice. But now, everyone's talking about me."
I can relate. The mother sighed. "You have every right to be mad at me for ignoring you."
"I'm not mad at you."
"Well, maybe you should be. I mean, I don't think I would've helped that way again, but maybe I could've walked in front of you or given you my sweatshirt right after. The point is, we could've figured out something. And instead I let you down.
"Paul, I know your problem was because of what I did yesterday. I know you were probably thinking about it and--"
"It wasn't yesterday," he asserted himself. "Mom, this happens all the time. This problem happens all the time. I always think about you."



She froze, her muscles going stiff beneath her clammy skin. Deep down, she had always known. His fascination never died.
"Well, um," she coughed, "you didn't miss any races or have, ya know, awkward moments earlier this season."
"Yeah, cos I've always gotten rid of it first."
"Oh. Alright. So, why the problem this weekend then?"
The silhouette rocked back and forth against the yellow nylon, and Heather scratched the part in her hair. "Paul, why was there a problem this weekend?"
"Cos you did the wash Friday night."
Huh? Her head tilted. "Honey, you lost me...."
"Mom," he shakily voiced, "I use your underwear for it."
She twitched and squirmed, thrashing her limbs to rid them of the crawling sensation. Her green eyes bulged from her head as she screamed inside.
"Mom?"
Collecting and calming herself with her hands, Heather answered, "Yeah. Wait, so, do you mean you use the dirty ones? Or do you go into the drawer?"
"Dirty."
Thank god, she sighed, neck rolling in her hands. "Hoo! Okay, um... So, I get how the laundry can be a problem with that. But why did that--?"
"There weren't any in the hamper," he mumbled. "So I had to try without 'em. And I couldn't do it."
"Ah. Gotcha," she bit her lightly freckled cheek. "So, I get how that happened. But, I mean, I wore underwear yesterday and took them off, so...."
"They didn't work."
"Okay. Why not?"
"I don't know. Just... After what we did yesterday, I just... It wasn't the same."
Heather's ass hit the grass with a thud. Not only had she warped her son's brain by accident but had knowingly done it again yesterday, and for no good reason.
Apparently, instead of rolling up her top and jiggling her boobs, she could have simply asked him to turn around for a minute and left her panties on the rock.
"I see," she replied, hiding her self-loathing. "So, is there anything else you do, in regards to me? I won't be mad. I just wanna understand so I don't keep making mistakes."
"I look at you a lot. Like, all the time. And I look at your Facebook pics a lot, too, like the ones where you're dressed how you used to dress. And you already know about the panties. But I also broke up with Kennedy because I kept thinking about you. And... Yeah. That's... That's all I can think of."
Through the panting in the tent, Heather could hear the weight leaving his body. And while the masturbation stuff was unsurprising, hearing he broke up with her friend's daughter because of her was troubling.
"Okay. Thank you for telling me," she nodded to herself. "And, wait... You noticed I started dressing different?"
"Yeah... I think that's why I liked your shirt so much yesterday. It was right, and I guess I wasn't used to it."
"Ah. Makes sense." She pursed her lips, climbing back to a squat. "Well, I have to go think about... well, everything, heh! But you stay here as long as you need to, okay? Text me if you need food or water or anything. I'll be nice this time, I promise."
"Thanks," he chuckled.
"Oh yeah! By the way, congratulations on Nationals! Woo!"
"Hah. Um, thanks, mom."




*** Home ***


In a rarity, Heather was excited for a workweek. Not because of the work but because it meant a five-day reprieve from rowing parents and being looked at as a harlot.
While Monday and Tuesday were lovely, Wednesday caught her off guard, for her husband was waiting for her in the kitchen when she got home.
"Hey, hon. What are you doing here?" she asked, curious why he wasn't at the river coaching after school.
"Heather, can you sit down?"
"What's wrong?"
"Just, please, sit down," Rich huffed.
She swallowed, doing as he asked.
"Look, there's no easy way to bring this up, so I'm just gonna come out and say it. I heard a rumor that you've been going off with other men at races."
Heather flinched. "WHAT?! Who told you that?"
"A lot of people are saying, it seems." Her husband tapped the table, chewing his gum. "I wanna believe it's just a rumor, but I heard it from parents who I've known for quite a while."
"Wha? Rich... You... If that many people are saying it, you know it can't be true. It's crazy! You know how some of them hate me and would love to spread a rumor like that. Do you seriously think that could be true?"
Rich leaned back in the wooden chair, puffing air from his stubbled cheeks. "Yes, I know about your rivalry with them and all the drama. You talk about it all the time. And I know that some parents can get a little crazy. That was actually my first instinct. But then, I thought more about it....
"When you're at the races, you're on your own all day, and Paul's races take up, what, twenty minutes total? The rest of the time, I'm not with you, and it's not like any of the dads from other teams know who you are or who you're married to. So... The opportunity's always been there."
Under the table, Heather's knuckles balled into a fist. And her eyes turned a dangerous shade of green as she glared at her husband, wanting to knock the gum from his mouth.
"You think I spend my weekends blowing random dad's at rowing events? How the fuck could you even suggest that?"
"Prove that you don't, then."
"Wha... Wha... WHAT?" She laughed at the ceiling, hitting the table. "Prove I don't? How the hell would I do that? Go around with a lie detector test and interview every guy at the river, then show you the results?"
She shook her head. "And what the hell did you just say? That I spend all day alone? I wish! Do you have any idea what I'm doing when our son's not rowing? I'm organizing the canopy, keeping all the rowers on schedule, and parenting dozens whose bitchy parents treat the races like a daycare!
"But do I get paid? No! I barely get thanked, not even by you! But somehow all of that is my responsibility because I'm your wife. You'd be up to your neck in bullshit without me being there dealing with all the parents.
"And, oh, hey... If not being supervised is all I need to start being a whore, why don't you ask me to quit my job? Why not put a leash on me or one of those tracker things? Then you can always make sure I'm where I'm supposed to be and not off blowing more men."
Her husband folded his hands, staring at the table. "Heather, let me ask you very clearly... Have you ever cheated on me?"
"Rich, I promise I've been as faithful as you."
His nose twitched. "Well, I'm choosing to believe you for now. But if I find out you're lying to me, we're over. And for the love of god, Heather, if you did anything with a parent on our team... Christ, you'd make my life a living hell."
She silently glared, her sharp, dimpled chin and flaring nostrils speaking for her.
He continued, "I don't know if you've noticed, but the parents on our team are religious, upright people. So along with our family, you'd be destroying my career here."
"I understand," she subserviently nodded, almost smiling with rage. "Oh... And by the way, the parents you trust so much might not be as saintly as you think. Because I heard that Gretchen fooled around with one of the coaches." Her husband's eyes flashed and neck shrunk. Finally, Heather for sure.
"Um," he coughed, clearing his throat. "Well, that's really serious if it's true. But I'm starting to think you're right about the parents being crazy. I'm sorry I even asked. I've been under a lot of pressure with Nationals. But, yeah, I know you'd never cheat — just like I wouldn't."
He stood up, pushing in his chair. "And I'll see if I can dig up anything on that Gretchen rumor. I don't know which of the guys it would be, but we'll see if it's even true."
"Mm," Heather lovingly grinned as he said goodbye and left for work.


----


Despite winning the battle with her husband, Heather's outlook was bleak. Her marriage was faithless, her husband suspected her to be a whore, and he had denied their son a seat on a boat so he could fuck a gremlin.
She needed a drink, a friend, and her youth. Unfortunately, she was forty, was out of wine, and none of her friends would speak to her now.
There's always Celine. Heather dryly thought of the other receptionist at the dentist office who still called her "Harieta."
Maybe Pam? It's been long enough. You can tell her how your son only broke her daughter's heart because he loved jerking off in your panties too much.
Flopping onto the squeaky, living room sofa, Heather sighed. The white walls around her felt less homey and more like a prison.
Paul would be leaving at the end of this summer. Then what was she to do? Keep being the coach's wife? Deal with parents every weekend for the rest of her life? Live here with Rich? But how would she start over?
The front door swung open, and Paul strode through the doorway in his blue singlet and shorts, waving goodbye to whoever dropped him off.
"Hey, honey! How was practice?"
"It went really well!" he said, setting his drawstring bag down.
"Good! And, um, how was the teasing today? Any better?"
"Yeah, it pretty much stopped. In a way," he chuckled as he untied his sneakers.
"What does that mean?" Heather asked, brow arched.
Paul explained, "Well, I knew the guys wouldn't stop ripping me for it, so I just told 'em I like to masturbate before races because it makes me row faster."
He then laughed, kicking his shoes onto the rack. "And I said all the bathroom stalls were taken before my race Sunday, so I was out of luck."
"And they bought that?" Heather laughed, holding her face.
"Uh-huh. They thought it was funny. I figured they couldn't make fun of me if I was in on it."
"Ah. And you're now fine with being known as the guy who masturbates to row faster?"
"Hey, it beats being called 'boner boy.'" He shrugged in his singlet in front of the door. "Plus, I think it's true — I do row faster."
In all her snickering, she almost let his final remark pass, but then her curiosity got the better of her. "Wait, sorry... How long have you been touching yourself before races?"
"Oh." He straightened his back and scratched the side part in his hair. "Uh, well, I guess Saturday was the first time."
"Oh." Heather rubbed the back of her neck beneath her copper waves. "Honey, not to put a damper on things, but neither of your races last weekend were your best. Saturday, you needed that crazy sprint at the end. And Sunday, you were lucky to advance."
"Exactly! That's what I'm saying. I was crap on Sunday after I didn't do it. But on Saturday, after we-- it happened, I was wiped... But only for a little while. Then at the end of the race when my testosterone came back, I rowed the best clip of my career. It was like an electric shock."
Rolling her green eyes, as only a mother could, Heather poked, "And you don't think this might all be in your head? You don't think that 'shock' was you hitting the wall and your adrenaline kicking it? Because if flowing testosterone helped win races, dontcha think Sunday would've been your best race?"
She tried but couldn't stop her laugh from bursting through as she wormed on the striped sofa. "I'm sorry, honey, but--"
"No!" Paul growled. "It's not in my head. I felt clear and in the zone afterward on Saturday. I was exhausted before the race, though. But once things started working again down there, I got hard and went on a tear."
Heather opened her mouth, about to voice more skepticism of a performance-enhancing boner. But then she remembered the stiff, celebratory hug following Saturday's race. "Well... More power to you, I guess."
Watching her son sort through his drawstring bag by the doorway, Heather was unsure of where they stood. In some ways, things felt normal. Even their routine was the same, with him coming from practice, her on the couch with a magazine by her side, and them chatting. Though there were differences, a subtle tension that caused their once effortless talks to be replaced by him popping his lips and humming while she quietly sat.
"So, how are things with you?" Paul broached. "You look a little down."
The mother scratched above her ear. "Uh, yeah, I've been dealing with... a lot lately."
"That sucks. Like what?"
"Same old crap," she snorted. "Dealing with crew parents mainly. They can be... challenging."
Paul picked at his arm, eyes down at his socks on the laminate. "Yeah... That's true."
"Why?" Heather leaned forward on the sofa, her tone firm. "What did you hear?"
"Nothing!" he said quickly.
"Paul...."
"Nothing, just stupid stuff."
"Paul, tell me what you heard and who you heard it from. Please."
He winced and squirmed. "A few of the guys told me about a rumor that you did stuff with some dads at races."
"Fuck." Heather flopped onto the cushions again, squeezing her head. "The kids too! Are you serious!" she vented at the ceiling.
"Which dads?" she asked, sitting up. "Which dads did they say?"
Her son eyed the staircase across the room. "Um, I don't really--"
"Paul...."
"Dad's from other schools, they said. Like, maybe a few on our team too. But I know you wouldn't do that with one of my friend's dads," he assured.
Shit.
On the bright side, not everyone in her home so easily believed rumors of her being a common whore.
"What about dads on the other teams, though?" she pressed, pulling her hands from her white, oval cheeks. "Do you think I did anything with them?"
"Eh..." His jaw buckled. "I mean, I-- No. No, I don't think you'd do that either."
"Paul... Be honest. I won't be mad."
"When... When you did what you did for me on Saturday, you seemed comfortable in a new, random situation like that. And--"
"I seemed comfortable to you?!" Heather slapped her thighs, tossing her head.
"No, no, no. I meant, like, most moms wouldn't have done what you did. But you did it," he explained. "And I'm not saying that's bad. I thought it was good. Like, good that you did it because you saved me. But, yeah, you surprised me by doing that for me. That's all."
"Mm," she reckoned. At least her son saw her actions as heroic and not disturbing. Because he was right — very few moms would have sacrificed themselves in the same way. Though whether that made her a disgusting or honorable mother was up to interpretation.
Hugging her body on the old, striped sofa in her favorite oversized hoodie, Heather addressed her son. "I've never done anything with a dad on another team. And what I did on that rock was a spur-of-the-moment, no-other-options, emergency decision. And I need to know you understand that."
Paul nodded at his socks. "If it's worth anything, I wouldn't have judged you for it — if the rumors were true. I know how dad is, and I know that you guys are kind of, ya know, not on--"
He paused and looked over, shaking his brown head. "Hold on... You just said you never did anything with a dad on another team. Does that mean...?"
Her stuck tongue gave it away, and her son's brown eyes bulged from his square face. "Honey, it's not what you think!"
"Seriously?!"
"Paul, listen. I had to do it!"
"Had to? You 'HAD' to?"
"Yes! I didn't wanna scare you, but Jackson, Cody's dad — he saw us."
Instantly, Paul straightened up, his arms settling at his sides. "Like, when we were...?"
She nodded, eyes shut. "He came up to me and named his price... and I paid it. But there's nothing to worry about now. Nobody will find out."
"Wow," was all the teen could muster, standing stunned in the humble living room.
"Of course, Cody's dad had to tell a buddy about what I did for him. Then he told someone else, who told someone else. And now, everyone thinks I blew half the crew dads in the region. Yay me."
"I can't believe you did that," Paul said, his cheeks high, almost admiringly. "Thanks, I guess?"
"It is what it is." Heather picked at her nails.
"I'm sorry, mom. This is my fault. I should've said no when you offered. Maybe if--"
"No, honey, don't!" she waved. "I made the decision, okay? It's my fault you have to deal with these rumors about me now. And they're not going away anytime soon. For either of us."
The mother and son sighed, reflecting to themselves.
"Well," Heather laughed, spreading her palms, "since all my decisions have backfired on me lately, how about you give me some advice? What do I do about the gossiping parents? So I ignore them and wait till they're bored of talking about it? Or do I fight back somehow?"
In front of the door, Paul puffed his chest and mused into the distance, taking his role of trust seriously.
"I don't think you can fight it," he finally said. "Denying it will make everyone think you have something to hide. It'll make the scandal seem even bigger."
Heather smacked her pink lips. At times, her son's wisdom impressed her. He did have the best brain in the family. "I think you're right. I think ignoring it is the way to go. Letting things pass usually works best in the long run, anyway."
"Not as well as you think it does. With small things, yeah, but ignoring big things just makes them worse," he challenged.
"You think? Because I think they'll be bored of it in two months, and then I'll never hear of it again," she snorted.
"No, mom, it doesn't work that way! This isn't some rumor. It happened! You actually blew someone, and he told everyone. They all know it's true now. And people don't forget about sex stuff. Ever. Look at us!"
"Wha... Paul..." she crossed her legs, "What does any of this have to do with what we... back then?"
"UGH!" He threw his arms over his head, squatting down before popping back up. "Mom, this is the same thing you did on my birthday. We never talked about it. Never! You just kept ignoring it and acting like everything was normal. But it wasn't. And now we have all these weird problems because of it. You literally changed how you dress around me instead of talking to me. Did you think I'd forget what I saw? Cos I won't! You dropping down in that chair like that... I see it constantly. Now I have to check you out all the time and steal your underwear from your hamper every morning. And believe me, I don't want to. But I have to! And you're all weird around me now. So that's what ignoring it has gotten us. Everything's worse because we never tried to talk and deal with it. I wanted to, but you obviously didn't. So, no, you're not going to ignore this problem too and magically get over it."
As the radiator ticked from across the room, Heather sat, feeling unsure and raw. But one thing was clear — she and her mother had been wrong, and her son was right. Avoiding problems wasn't a virtue. It wasn't a sign of wisdom, or patience, or cleverness. It was living in denial. The team's parents, much like her son, had created a fantasy version of her in their minds. And they'd never unsee it, not when it was based on true events.
Sighing, Heather sunk into the cushions and turned to her son. "Thanks for the advice. You made some solid points," she smiled.
"And, please, bear with me on the whole opening-up thing. I tend to hold things in a bit too much, if you haven't noticed, heh. But if this is what talking through problems is like, I think I can get used to it."
Folding her arms again, she complimented, "At least one of us was brave enough to put himself out there and take the first step."
"Thanks," Paul twisted bashfully, "but I think you were much braver and put yourself out there a lot more."
Heather snorted, as did Paul. And then they laughed, filling the living room with her high and easy register and his slowly deepening one.
"Hoo!" Paul grinned, catching his breath. "This is actually how I got everyone to stop ripping me over my boner. I finally stopped feeling sorry for myself and just accepted it and owned it and laughed about it. Now it doesn't feel so bad."



Pulling at her fingers, Heather examined her son. He had grown taller, now with a sharp jaw and confident posture. And his muscles were there but still in development, much like his wisdom. She had raised a solid young man. And she had no doubt he'd do well on his own this fall.
The thud of a car door in the driveway, startled them. And Heather checked her watch, knowing her husband had gotten back from the boathouse.
"I still haven't showered," Paul chuckled, then bounded upstairs.
Meanwhile, Heather matted her sweatpants and hoodie, opening her magazine and sitting with poise. "Why am I pretending to read?"




*** Travel ***


"Alright, everyone, time to roll! We can get there by midnight if we leave now."
The Gaines household was a swarming beehive, people and objects flying in and out of the front door. Rich tried to load the car while fielding phone calls from inept parents. Meanwhile, Paul triple-checked his bags to ensure all his uniforms and gear would make the trip. And Heather made sure nothing essential was left behind, while her mind was on the upcoming regatta and the conversation she had with her son in the living room two days prior.
"All set?" Rich shouted, urging them out the door. They all knew, being the Friday evening of a holiday weekend, the four-drive would surely take six.
They piled into the minivan, set the GPS for Upstate New York, and took off, buzzing. Their quest to national glory had begun.


It was just before midnight when they arrived in downtown Syracuse. Paul's face was pressed against the glass as they drove, taking in the stately hotel. The three, identical brown towers of historic brick and glass rose from a white base that shined like gold in the amber street lamps. He turned to see his parents' reaction, though they were too busy arguing over where to park.
When they went inside, the front desk was beneath a ceiling of gold and carved wood. The furniture and pillars were traditional, and the odor was timeless. Gladwyne Prep hadn't cheaped out for the trip. Not that it ever did.
While his parents trudged into an elevator with their luggage, Paul waited for another one that would take him to a higher floor in a different tower. He was excited to find the room he'd share with his teammate, not sure how he'd fall asleep.
But the instant he saw his hotel bed, the young rower's eyelids grew heavy.




*** Nationals ***


Paul's eyes opened, and he threw the silky sheets from his face, springing out of bed. He was feeling good, very good. And he was ready to seize the day.
"Seventy-one degrees. Let's go!" He pumped his fist, then winced at his stirring teammate in the other bed. He turned his alarm off, which he beat by ten minutes.
With the lake a short ride away and it not even 7 a.m., there was all the time in the world to warm up and eat before heading to the lake for his 10:15 time trial. Which was good because he had a date with an exercise bike in the gym.
Meanwhile, stories below and a tower over, Heather snored. She didn't normally, but then again, she was usually at the water by now, helping to set up the team area.
At dawn, when Rich nudged her shoulder, she glared at him with her half-open green eyes. Eventually, he got the message and backed away softly.
Today, when she decided to wake up, she would enjoy her Saturday off and the trappings of being a regular rowing mom — if there were such a thing.


After a shower, Paul elevated down to the hotel restaurant where he was supposed to meet his mom for breakfast. And the crowd immediately overwhelmed him.
Students and parents from all over the country packed into the restored Roaring Twenties dining hall. The hardwood floors were patterned, the tables were draped in white, and the pillars were high. But it amounted to nothing more than a zoo.
"Fuck yes," he mumbled, spotting the silver dishes lining the long buffet. Unfortunately, the queue was even longer.
Then once he finally had the chance to load his tray, he looked out into the hall, barely able to see five steps ahead of him, let alone see his mom as he walked.
"There he is!"
He stopped, angled his neck, and woke up again. If not for the shining reddish-orange waves and her dimpled smile, he never would've picked out his mom.
"Hi," he said, inspecting her light jeans and canary yellow V-neck.
Heather's faintly freckled nose puffed. She found humor in her son's startled reaction, as there were two other moms in sight wearing similar tees. And if anything, hers offered less cleavage. Not that her son seemed to care.
"Here." She pushed out the chair next to her, lifting her purse from the seat. "I tried getting a table, but as you can see.... I should've camped out the night before like you did outside Best Buy for that video game that one time."
"That wasn't my idea. It was Francis'," Paul chuckled and sat on the barstool. The breakfast counter looked out through the window onto the sidewalk.
Then the mother and son dined on their eggs, yogurt, and fruit. Although, with Paul, it was more shoveling.
While chewing, his curious eyes wandered to the curves below his mom's neckline, like soft, yellow grapefruits. And beneath her slim waist was round, denim padding.
None of this was lost on the mother, who began in her high but weighted voice, "I thought a lot about what you said. And you were right. I shouldn't have to change what I wear because I'm afraid. And baggy clothes won't erase what happened anyway. But you're going to start controlling your staring, okay?"
They briefly made eye contact, then Paul nodded, "I will," forcing his gaze onto his fluffy eggs.
"So anyway... How ya feelin' about the time trial?" She changed the subject to his relief.
"Really good! I'm amped up for it and got a great night's sleep. I'm a little nervous, obviously, but no more than usual."
"Woo! Well, you sound ready."


----


The lake was close enough where if there weren't another building in the way, Paul could've seen it from the gym. But it was too long of a walk, so his mom hailed a ride.
It felt strange to begin a race day waiting on a curb in t-shirt and shorts with nothing but a drawstring sack on his back. And his mom felt the same way, checking her purse like she had to be forgetting something.
A sedan soon picked them up and drove them through the tree-lined streets of downtown Syracuse. The shops, museums, and highrises were already bustling.
Minutes later, they arrived at the Lake Onondaga Fairgrounds.
"Jeez," Heather breathed, surveying the traffic and mobbed fields.
A pop-up city had formed, constructed of colorful canopies, tents, banners, signs, booths, and shops.
Paul wondered if his dad had left early enough to avoid the maze of roadblocks they were now stuck in.
And as they crawled through the park roads, Heather kept her face to the glass as they went over speed bumps. She didn't want to know.
He's a man. They're boobs. He'll look sometimes. You talked about this, Heather. As long he respects you and tries his best, you be patient and take it in stride.
Once finally in the drop-off zone, the mother and son stepped out into the warm sun and stretched. Excitement was in the morning air, along with the gobbles of thousands of teenagers and parents.
"I gotta be in the water in ninety minutes, so I'm gonna go to the trailer and check my boat then warm-up."
"Okay. Now, do you have your water bottle?"
"Yes."
"Your spare socks?"
"Yes."
"Do you have any food in case you get hungry?"
"Mom, we just ate a massive breakfast."
Flashing a stern eyebrow he knew all too well, Paul opened his bag as she dropped a homemade sandwich inside.
"Thanks," he said maturely, too cool to smile at the doting gesture.
"You know I have to," Heather smiled. "Now, go! And good luck! I'll be watching."
"I know," Paul blushed and turned for the boat trailer.
As he glanced back, he saw his mom strolling down the grass toward the water, seeming lighter and freer than usual. "I'm sorry I made you feel uncomfortable for all those months," he wanted to say, sensing she'd appreciate hearing it more today.


"There you are! We didn't see you and thought you might've gotten lost and ended up in the wrong canopy."
"No," Heather laughed, then said, "I did check some other canopies out, though. And some of them have much nicer heaters than ours. A parent I was talking to a few plots over said he'd text me where to find the same one."
The team area fell silent. And Gretchen blinked as the fathers formed a wall of blank stares. But Heather had nothing more to add about her fictional interaction with a mystery dad from the other team.
"Well..." Gretchen licked her pointed lips, "That's nice."
"It is," Heather smiled happily. Then, with a spring in her step, she grabbed a celebratory chocolate muffin from the canopy and joined the other parents, standing amongst them, unashamed.
Fuck, you forgot a chair.


Instead of a stone wall on a fast river, there was green brush along the placid, narrow lake. So Heather stood where the sediment met the water, admiring the grace and competitive drama of the early time trials.
Her smartwatch soon beeped, and it was 9:15, an hour before Paul's trial. Taking her phone out and swirling her thumbs over the keyboard, she eventually typed a message.

Heather:
Hey, have you eaten your sandwich yet?
Paul:
I'm not hungry yet.
I will after tho 🙂
Heather:
Trust me... Go eat it now.




A half-mile west, Paul jogged to the boat trailer and found his drawstring bag, removing the sandwich his mom insisted he eat.
Though when he unwrapped the plastic, the filling wasn't peanut butter but a ziplock bag. And inside was a tiny bottle of clear fluid, hidden in purple fabric.
Steroids?
Crouching behind a wheel, he unzipped the bag. The familiar scent hit him, overwhelming his nostrils and hastening his heart.
He then read the note stuck to the bottom slice of multigrain bread:

Paul, I know there's no hamper here. So this is yesterday's. I added lube (it should help a lot). Row fast!

-Mom


As the bag crinkled in his trembling hand, Paul felt his cock push into his singlet. He thanked his mom.
In the team area, Heather bubbled as her nerves and doubts melted away. Her idea had worked. He's gonna cum easily today.


----


A boat of five inspiring girls glided over the murky blue water, the coxswain hollering their orders. And Heather glanced at her wrist, surprised her son hadn't messaged her again to let her know the "sandwich" had worked.
I don't need another thank you, but at least give me an emoji of a thumbs up or a GIF, or meme, or whatever....

Heather:
Hey...
Did it help??
Paul:
It's going well! I'm really close!
Heather:
Good 🙂


He must've waited a while to start.

Paul:
Is there any way you get my shirt for me?
It's hanging on the boat trailer
Please 🙏
But if not, it's cool.
Heather:
Yeah

Where are you?
And why do you need a shirt??v
Paul:
I'm in the back of the parking lot behind a white trailer.
... It's got a big logo on it.
The shirt is just in case I don't finish in time.
(... To help cover up)


Now with more questions than answers, Heather decided to hurry to the boat trailer rather than play text tag.
After avoiding her husband, who was distracted by instructing younger rowers, Heather nabbed her son's gray tee from the trailer basin and went into the parking lot.
The Fairgrounds lot was sprawling and full. However, beyond the far perimeter, there was a white shipping container.
When Heather reached it, she looked around and knocked on the metal, unsure of the proper custom.
"Mom?" Her son's voice sounded from behind it.
"Yeah, it's me." She leaned against the side door, kicking the clovers in the uncut grass. "So, was the bathroom full or...?"
"No, but the lube would've been way too loud," he laughed.
"Oh." Heather nodded, scanning the surroundings. Across the park road and nestled between a large container and the trees, there were certainly dumber locations. It wasn't like anybody else had a reason to be here. "Are you decent?"
"Yeah. You can come back here."
She slipped around the corner and saw her son, leaning forward in his blue singlet, his tan arms barred across his lap. In his left hand was her purple thong from yesterday.
Skin crawling, Heather tried to hold her composure. "So, uh, why exactly do you need a shirt?"
"In case I don't make it. I think I will. But in case I don't, I don't want another repeat of last Sunday." Paul wiped his thick eyebrows. "I'll toss it at the dock if I don't need it. It's not like it's a big deal if somebody steals it."
"Right. But what I don't understand is why you think you might not make it. You have twenty minutes until you have to be in the water."
"I know... But better safe than sorry."
On a hunch, Heather peeked at his arms hugging his gut. "Has anything come out yet?"
"No, but--"
"Dammit, Paul!" Her voice caused rustling in the trees. "You know you get precum. So why the hell did you tell me you were close?"
"Cos I didn't want you to freak out at me again! I didn't want you to think I was trying to trick you into helping." His cheeks were red and his eyes sorrowful.
"Great. So the thong did nothing?"
"No! It helped a lot. I got hard instantly because of it. And the lube feels good, too. It's just... I don't know... not happening today."
Heather huffed in disappointment, knowing it wasn't her son's fault. Then another hunch prompted her to ask, "Have you ejaculated at all since last Saturday?"
His face snapped to hers and froze.
"Hoo... And you've tried every day?"
He nodded.
"With my underwear?"
"Uh... Yeah?"
"Oh, lovely! Fantastic!" Heather pirouetted, her arms open to the sky. She then implored her son to tell her, "So, why did you think it would suddenly work now? Why lie to me? Seriously, why didn't you text me when you saw my note and say it wouldn't do anything?"
"I didn't want you to think I was asking for more help," he explained again, leaning back.
"I would've rather you asked for help! Now you've wasted all this time," she scolded, rubbing her face.
Then collecting herself, she stressed to him with her hands, "Honey, this isn't time to mess around, okay? This is it — this is Nationals. Everything we did was for this, and there is no second chance. So, if you have a problem and need help, tell me right away. Then I'll make the call."
She gestured, "Remember what you said? You can't make a problem go away by pretending it doesn't exist."
He bobbed his head, twisting in frustration. "I know. I should've said something. But I do need help now. For real."
"Yes, honey," she massaged her eyelids, "I figured that one out on my own."
You gotta be fucking kidding me. Heather cracked her neck and exhaled.
"So, um..." Paul wagged his running shoe, "are you going to, uh--"
"Well, I'm here, aren't I?"
His eyes and jaw opened with awe. "You...? Thank you."
"Has the lube made things easier? Because it should speed things along here."
He quickly switched gears and answered, "Uh, yeah, it did. I had to stop, though, because it was stinging my uniform."
"How?"
He moved his arm, showing the dark splotches at his waistline.
"Jeez, Paul! Were you reaching inside this whole time?"
His ears burned red. "Yeah."
Heather smacked her forehead, wondering how her son could be so wise at times and other times so stupid. "Take it out."
"What?"
"Take it out. You heard me correctly."
As stunned as her son appeared, she had an even harder time believing the words leaving her lips. But she couldn't think about that now.
Perhaps recent events had made her a more practical woman because she saw no reason not to get straight to the point. "The lube won't work if it's rubbing off on your suit."
"So, you want me to take it out... with you just standing there?"
"If I'm doing this, you can do that. Now change into your shorts."
She turned her back, giving him privacy to change out of his singlet. And when Paul gave the word, she saw him standing on the grass in his gray tee and black gym shorts.
"Okay. You can put the lube on."
He pulled a little bottle from his pocket, and his hands trembled as he squirted the clear fluid into his right palm. Then the mother and son shared an awkward glance before he pushed his shorts down to his thighs, exposing his dick.
Human indeed, Heather peeked at the beige erection, tall and rigid. It had been years since she had last seen her son's penis, which now had adult tufts of brown at the base.
Then it was taken by a loose hand and began to glisten in the sun.
"Now what?"
Closing her eyes, Heather answered, "Um, you can touch it now, and I'll... I'll do the thing. Oh, yeah," she mentioned, "and if you wanna use the thong, you'll have to cover it in lube too."
Two paces away, Paul nodded and squeezed the purple fabric around his shaft, pouring lube on it as well. Then he started to stroke.
Heather grappled with the fact this was real and not a weird dream. But she quickly remembered why she was there.
Swiveling her head, she ensured nobody could see them — dog walkers included. Then she pulled her yellow tee over her head.
"Oh my god..." Paul gawked at her boobs, which were rounded by a simple white bra. They were perky today, sporting the same two vein lines.
Both his heart and cock were about to burst as his mom stood half-naked in broad daylight. She was a beautiful pallet of ivory, green, copper, clothed in white and light blue. Even her belly button was sexy.
Heather checked her watch, aware of the dangers of drawing it out. "You gotta be on your way to the water in ten minutes."
"Alright," Paul said, already shallow in breath.
Then, with a deep breath, Heather flexed her calves and bounced.
"Hoo! Ahh...."
She studied the oriental symbols on the shipping container's side, trying to ignore the moans and slippery squishing. She then twisted her hips from side to side, remembering how the view had served her well last time.
"Your boobs look really good in that."
"Thank you," she uttered, now aware of them jiggling.
"Is that a thong?"
"Hmm?" Heather blinked and followed her son's eyes to the blue string poking above her denim waistband. Then she looked up at his mystified, brown eyes.
A flick from her finger made his neck tense. So she curiously hooked her thumbs under and tugged.
Paul gasped and gaped in wonder as the blue strings stretched over her hips. "Woah."
It was so simple and revealed nothing, yet was clearly effective. So Heather ran with it, pulling at her thong as she sprung on her toes and twisted. The only times she stopped were to push her hair back after it fell over her face.
Soon, she peeked at her son's lap again and was taken aback by the brute jerking. "Jeez," she winced, "it's not a bike pump. You have to massage it more."
Paul slowed his arm, moving it more steadily below his strained neck muscles. "I'm a fan of the thong."
"Yeah. I noticed."
"Could I get a sandwich with that tomorrow?"
"BWAHAHA!" Heather muffled her laugh as water welled in her eyes. It was how seriously her son said it that did it.
"Hoo!" she breathed, returning to her movements. "Well, I'm wearing it today... And if you row well, you'll need to masturbate tomorrow. So... up to you."



"Yeah, cos if you're gonna put in your laundry bag anyway, you, ya know, mi—"
"Yeah, I get it," she snorted and rolled her eyes, trying to recall a time when she was as hopeful, naive, and excited.
Shaking her head, she asked, "Why is me touching my underwear so amazing to you?"
"I don't know. I'm pretty much amazed by everything you do, hah!"
Heather's face burned, and she bit her cheek, knowing her son hadn't been trying to flirt. "Just focus on cumming already."
The audible stroking grew louder, as did the labored groans. The effort and desire were there, but the results weren't.
"You can't stroke it like that," Heather finally said. "You grip it so hard, and I honestly think that's why you're having so much trouble. You need to slow down, massage your balls, rub the spot under your tip."
Paul obeyed the blunt advice, taking his testicles in his left hand and trying to keep his right thumb under his circumcised head as he stroked.
Heather watched and wondered aloud, "Where do you guys learn to masturbate?"
It was clunky as he tried the new method, like his fingers and wrists were broken. For minutes, the pink mushroom barely moved as his lustful moans devolved into growls.
"Ugh! Squeezing it will work. I just have to keep going," he declared, switching back to the barbaric tugging.
"Paul, if it worked, I wouldn't be here!" Heather stressed. "Here, give me the thong."
"Why?"
"Because you have three minutes left, so just give it to me." She held out her palm then fatefully closed her eyes.
As the slimy ball of fabric dropped into her hand, she gritted, "Thank you." Then she stepped forward and reached down.
"OHH-OH! Uh, AHH!"
"See? This is how you should do it." Heather gently squeezed her son's balls, rolling them in her fingers through the thong.
"Uh-huh," Paul gasped.
"Use your free hand to rub under the tip."
He nodded, fighting to keep his eyes open, which darted between her hand and boobs.
The discomfort was like no other, but Heather held together, feeling a sense of responsibility to help her son.
"Wow. AHH! It feels really good."
"It's supposed to. You need to start doing it this way."
"Uhh. Okay. Yeah, I see. There's no way I could do it like you," he shook.
Obviously...., Heather's senses were heightened as her eyes narrowed. And despite her son's best efforts, he was headed for certain failure. "Move."
"What?" He suddenly recoiled. "AHH! AHH! OHH, wow! Woah!"
The throbbing flesh seared her hand, but Heather felt no shame or impending doom. It simply felt like a dick.
"I don't have time to teach you how to masturbate," she explained, not that her son asked for one.
His eyes wide, Paul twitched, a drop falling from his tip and landing on Heather's bottom wrist. She shuddered.
"Mom, I--"
"No! Don't apologize. Let's just get you to the water." Then she shooed away the alarm bells and focused on finishing off her son in time.
Her left hand below returned to his balls to caress them in the thong. And her right hand stroked.
"Oh shit! Oh shit! Oh shit!" Paul muttered as his knees and shoulders buckled.
While nothing shocking, the cock was different than Heather was used to. It was shiny and immensely hard, and youthful and lively.
She flicked her wrist, stroking the seven-ish inches while kneading the soft spot under the pink, mushroom head.
"This is crazy," Paul gasped. "It feels so good. You have no idea."
But Heather did have an idea, eyeing the river of precum on her thumb that only ran longer as she stroked. Jeez, he wasn't kidding about it being a week.
The grunts grew loud, and his muscles tightened. "This is so frickin hot!"
"Yeah? Need me to make it hotter?"
Paul's brown eyes flashed, and he threw his head forward. Then he watched his mom squat all the way down. Her round buttocks stretched her denim seams, and her cleavage deepened in her white bra. "Woah."
"Helpful?" she asked wryly. Then her green eyes hit him.
"OHH-OH! You look so crazy beautiful right now. Oh wow, you're good at this."
She blushed, glancing aside and swaying her shoulders. "You're almost there. Hold it over your tip and cum into it."
Paul saw the sloppy, purple thong and took it from her hand, then did as asked.
Among the aroma of tangy precum, coconut lube, hormonal sweat, and warm grass, Heather jerked her son to the finish line.
It mystified her how something so extraordinary had happened so quickly, as she now stared into a purple-capped mushroom.
"I'm gonna cum!" he blurted out in panic.
She squeezed. "Then do it, Paul!"
His eyes shut, hips thrusted, and limbs tensed.
Below, Heather was still, feeling each rope rise from his balls and through his cock, ending with another powerful flex into her dainty thong.
It was surreal, and her spine buzzed as her son orgasmed in her hands. The only thought running through her mind was how her balled-up thong could contain the load.
It couldn't. Jizz dropped and splattered onto her hands and wrists, making her flinch. But she moved her hands back and continued to pump and squeeze, as she was already a mess and had come too far not to ensure her son achieved a full release.
Finally, he softened and slipped away, leaving them both wilted and heaving on the grass.
The mother and son sucked in air, sweat on their brows. The band of her smartwatch was coated and sticky.
Even on your day off, you're volunteering, she thought, failing to make herself laugh.
And soon, the chirp of insects returned to the trees, cowbells rang in the distance, and Heather scrambled to her feet and stared at her son. Doubled-over, flaccid, and scared, he looked back at her, and her panic faded.
"Ahem," she coughed, following his eyes to her messy arms. "I, uh... I guess I should've worn granny panties yesterday."
Unfortunately, Paul didn't pick up on her dry humor and save them with a laugh. There was only breath.
Beep beep! Beep beep!
"Oh! It's time to get to your boat!" she announced, with relief.
Paul sprang into action, darting his eyes every which way before pulling off his sweaty, gray shirt, wiping himself down, and turning away to snap his singlet over his shoulders.
Then he resealed the slimy thong and lube in the ziplock bag and folded it into his shorts. "Um...."
Unsure of the etiquette, he shoved his shorts and de facto cum rag into her arms and sprinted away.
Okay then.... Numb, Heather cleaned her arms and dawned her discarded tee. Then she walked out from behind the container and back into the fairgrounds. Luckily, her swirling mind was unable to register thoughts or feelings.


Once back at the lake's edge in the team area, Heather peered through her binoculars as her son's bright blue uniform steadily grew larger. And more importantly, he was growing quickly.
While it was true the top rowers only gave ninety-percent effort in the trials to preserve energy for the next day, that didn't change the fact that Paul was rowing the best clip of his career.
He glided by the team area to an explosion of cheers and crossed the finish line with the time that would undoubtedly secure a prime lane in his heat.
"Thank god," Heather whispered to the water.
And behind her, Gretchen and Mary knitted as if they hadn't been watching, which made Heather smile. Then Jackson shot her a knowing smirk, which she ignored.
Eventually, when Paul returned, his gate first buckled as their eyes met. But he carried on, them both sensing how to behave.
"Congratulations! You did so well!" Heather hugged him.
"Thanks, mom!"
She then whispered in his ear, "Did anybody see it when you got out of the water?"
Drawing his hips away, Paul replied, "Nah, I held my water bottle in front of it till I got back to my shorts. Thanks for putting my bag back, by the way."
"You're welcome."




*** Hotel ***


The best part of not volunteering for the regatta was the luxury of leaving early. Heather was finally able to spend a Saturday afternoon in spring relaxing and having time to herself.
Paul was also thankful, yearning for an icy then hot hotel shower for his tired legs and back. And the heavenly hotel mattress was calling his name.
However, the Uber ride wasn't so splendid, with them both sitting in silence again, now for a different reason. When pulling up to the curb of the brick hotel, the driver chuckled, "Man, you guys must be wiped!"
The lobby was no better, with Heather deciding she needed to use the bathroom rather than share a cramped elevator ride with her son.
But once in her room, Heather flopped onto the king mattress, gleefully kicking in her pajama bottoms, feeling like a spoiled queen.
A random Lifetime movie was on TV, so she sipped her tea and grinned at the gloriously dumb plot. Hell, yes.
However, with each commercial break or slow scene, her drifting mind rendered more scenes from the grassy plot behind the white shipping container.
Did she really need to play with her thong? Did she have to bait him and squat down? Did she have to pump through the end?
You did what you had to do. He wasn't going to figure it out in the next two minutes. And if you did anything different, he would've had to rush to the starting line again and rowed like shit. Yes, but still, you jerked off your son.
In the creases of her palms, she could still feel the firm, heated flesh throbbing and flexing. A thorough shower failed to cleanse her fingers and hands of the sticky sensation.
"If he gets into a great school, it'll be worth it. He'll have a better life," she breathed.


As one mediocre television movie ended, another began, and then another. Bundled beneath the puffy, white comforter, Heather ate mini pretzels while trying to guess the endings.
Four floors above, meanwhile, Paul awakened from a nap, with less anxiety but more guilt. After deliberating, he reached into his pocket.
Heather flinched. The ping was unlike that of her smartwatch, which she powered down for the day. Digging through the sheets, she recovered her phone and sat up against the upholstered headboard to read the text.

Paul:
Mom, thanks for helping me out earlier. I think I forgot to earlier and I didn't want you to think I took it for granted or anything. I know it was a big deal for you. I couldn't have rowed that well without you tho. So thank you 🙂


Heather turned to the blue sky in the window, smiling from the sweet message that gave her much needed peace. Swishing her lips, she thought of how to reply.

Heather:
You're welcome 😌 It means a lot for you to say that. But I never thought you were being ungrateful...
I think we were both caught by surprise with the gift not working and what had to happen. Everything's okay.
Plus, it worked out in the end because you had an amazing row, sir!
Paul:
Sorry again about your gift not working. I swear I wanted it to.
Putting it in a sandwich was really cool lol!
And it did help a little. I just couldn't get my mind in the right place 🙁
Btw... What should I do with the thong and lube? They're still in the baggy.
Heather:
Seriously, you don't need to feel guilty. It helped in the end.
Keep the lube in your bag for tomorrow. And just keep the thong in your duffle until we get home...
I have to run it through the wash a bunch of times 😂
Paul:
😳😂


Rolling onto her stomach, Heather giggled at her joke as she typed on the pillow. The chatting eased the tension, along with, hopefully, her son's guilt.
It was also fun to text with emojis.

Heather:
I think I gave you the wrong color though. You seemed to like the blue one 🔵
More team spirited I guess lol
Paul:
I liked the purple! I think it was just that the blue one was on you.
Heather:
Ah
Paul:
Sorry for the "dam breaking" btw... I thought I had it covered... but nope! 😬
I could tell you were mad when you pulled your hand away. If you didn't put it back and finish the handjob I wouldn't have been able to row like I did today. So it meant a lot.


Handjob. Rolling over on her back, Heather looked up at the popcorn ceiling and repeated the word. It felt weird seeing it in a message from her son. But it wasn't wrong.
Heather rubbed her face, then went back onto her stomach and tucked her knees in, snorting.

Heather:
I wasn't mad... More caught off guard.
It's a risk with a handjob... Comes with the territory 😶
You were kind enough to leave me your sweaty shirt to clean up with... so I can't be too mad.
Paul:
Did you not have tissues? I didn't think to ask lol
I was about to walk away with my shirt then realized you couldn't use yours to clean up 😅
Heather:
NO! I could not 😂 And I didn't have tissues.
Good thing you remembered. I can't imagine walking back to the canopy with actual white spots 😳
And to think I was worried about it getting grass stains!


It was clear that Paul no longer felt guilty, as within seconds of her every text, three gray dots appeared to the left side of her phone screen, indicating he was typing a reply.
On her back, Heather kicked the bulky comforter down her body and waited for the dancing dots to bubble into a message. In the background, on mute, it looked like a nurse's daughter was home for spring break.

Paul:
I didn't expect you to take your shirt off. Right away, too. It was awesome! 😂
I think getting to see them so close is why I came so fast 😅
Heather:
🙄 Typical guy... "My favorite part was when I saw your boobs" 😂
And hey... Give me some credit. I guessed what would work and went for it.
Not that I had a choice because SOMEBODY left me with no time 🙃
Paul:
Wow... What a rude person 👀


"HAHA!" Heather's laugh rang off the walls of the boxy hotel room. And she sat up on her knees and typed.

Heather:
I know, right??
He was also weirdly more into my blue thong than my boobs...
Why was that, do you think?
Paul:
Maybe he liked when you played with the side bands? 🤷🏻‍♂️


Scratching her copper waves, Heather thought, Jeez, he's really making the most of this, isn't he?
On her bare feet, she paced on the greenish gray carpet, imagining what her son was like in his room. He was probably lying across his bed, wondering how long he could keep her in this mature conversation.
Heather understood he was a boy and was naturally excited after what happened. And while the chat was a bit cheeky, it was toothless. So she didn't mind playing along with a smirk.

Heather:
What do you mean by side bands??
Like the waistband (or wings or strings) lol?
After you used wander into the women's lingerie section at Kohl's whenever I took you, I would've thought you read the packaging 😂
Paul:
Nope! I mainly just looked lol
I liked looking at yours more tho because it was moving 😅
Heather:
So it was the teasing that did it? 😉
Paul:
Yep lol. I was locked in!
Heather:
I guess it's nice for my thong to be appreciated BEFORE it's in the hamper 🙃
Paul:
No comment 🤐
Btw... Can I ask why you paid so close attention to how much was oozing out of me today and last week? Because I don't normally have precum
Heather:
Precum is hit or miss with guys. I think you were just backed up and saw something you liked 😅
But it can give important info...
What's working, what's not, how close a guy is, if he actually knows how to masturbate or not 🙃
Paul:
All these years I thought I knew how to masturbate... but nope! I was an abuser and didn't even know it 😬
Btw, you could've just asked me what worked. I mean, it all worked, but still... 😂
Heather:
Idk if your feedback would've been as accurate lol. The penis doesn't lie 😂
But the compliments were nice 😊
Paul:
I had no idea the leaking could help so much. I'm glad it was useful because I was afraid you'd think it was really gross and freak out 😬 I wasn't used to it at all
It was super hot how you let it get all over your hands 😅
Heather:
I'm sure lol


No longer pacing, Heather swept her hair from her even redder cheeks. Speaking of heat, she scoured the walls for the thermostat and saw it was seventy-two.
After tapping the display and igniting the arctic blow of the air conditioner, she returned to her phone. The dots were no longer dancing, and she wondered if her son was still there.

Heather:
Handjobs can get boring... A sticky mess isn't always bad 😉


The three gray dots danced, then died. She tried to visualize the race schedule to see if maybe his roommate had returned from the lake.
Then her phone pinged again.

Paul:
Do you usually like them to be a sticky mess? Or you just don't mind it?
And were you able to tell just from my dick that I liked the butt thing you did?


"Jeez, he's feeling bold," Heather chuckled, shaking her head.
She then walked in front of the bathroom mirror and studied the round curves in her pink pajama bottoms. Her face lit up in a proud smile as her thumbs swirled again.

Heather:
You saw how my hands ended up... Obviously, I'm not too bothered 😉
And I had an idea you liked my butt. You never said anything about it tho... only my thong and boobs 😂
Paul:
Oh... I guess I should've held the thong even looser then 😜
And I was about to say your but looked epic, but it seemed like a weird compliment lol


Barefoot on the cold bathroom vinyl, Heather gaped at her son's suggestive joke. She never knew she had raised such a smart-aleck.

Heather:
Excuse me, sir??
The only reason you're not in trouble is because I could tell you tried... and I made the mistake of putting a thing in a sandwich instead of a bra in a hoagie! 😂
Paul:

😬😬😬

Heather:

And yeah... "Epic" is an interesting compliment for a butt. Probably don't use that one because it makes it sound like you're calling it fat
(and not in a good way lol)
Paul:
I'll just stick to admiring your butt in your FB pics 😏
Heather:
Oh really? What pics do I have on Facebook of my butt?
The only ones I can only think of are from our trip to Maine. My green bikini lol.
Paul:
I'm familiar with that gallery 😅 I've used it before.
Those are just photos from the front tho. But I don't think that green bikini showed off a lot in the back anyway.
Heather:
Oh sorry... I didn't wear the thong bikini you were hoping for 🤦‍♀️
And it does too show off a lot of skin! Half my butt sticks out!
And why are you saying "that green bikini" like I don't still have it...? 🤨


Leaning over the edge of the quartz double sink, Heather waited on her toes. It was an eternal minute before her phone pinged again.

Paul:
You're trolling me... I haven't seen you wear that in years... Even before my birthday.
Heather:
Paul... When have we gone swimming together in the last couple of years?
I told you I'm wearing my favorite clothes again... What do you think I brought for the hotel pool?
Paul:
You're definitely lying...


Dancing in the mirror, Heather giggled and clapped at her son's incredulousness. She imagined him up in his room debating and doubting himself over whether she was telling the truth or toying with him.



Then bounding from the bathroom, she grabbed her suitcase in the far corner and lifted it onto the bed. She sifted through her folded clothes, her cheeks hurting from grinning. "Hehe!"
With the emerald bikini laid out on the wrinkled comforter, she took a photo and sent it to her son. The green was rich and mature, complementing her green eyes, vibrant hair, and ivory skin. It was her favorite color.
A notification popped up on her screen in seconds.

Paul:
We should go swimming now!


Falling into the bed, Heather held her aching ribs.

Heather:
You don't wanna go swimming! You just wanna see me in the bikini 😂
Nice try 😜
Paul:
Obviously 😉 But we can still swim!!!
Heather:
No, it's a bad idea 😕 Other people will be there and will see you staring. It'd be weird.
Plus, it'll be dinner time soon.
Paul:
I promise I won't stare. Really, mom.
So can we please go? It'll be fun! 🙂 It's like you said... It's been forever since we've gone swimming together.
We're both just chilling in our rooms anyway, so why not?


Sitting up on the bed, Heather was torn. Then she relented.

Heather:
Fine. But you have to wear your Under Armour boxers under your trunks.
And if I start to think your staring is too obvious, we're leaving. Got it?
Paul:
Deal! 🙂




In a double room the tower over, Paul dug through his suitcase to find swimwear and compression boxers. He found his red trunks and a tank top, then he washed his face and combed his brown hair.
Down below, Heather hastily changed as well, shimmying into her green bikini and collecting her bronzed-red locks in a ponytail.
"About what I thought..." she mumbled, looking sideways into the bathroom mirror. And she raised her phone camera, hearing the digital shutter.
It made her laugh to think of how showing her son where her ivory fanny met the emerald polyester now would be safer than waiting for a public reveal. But what if his roommate sees his phone? Or he gets hacked?
A sudden ping startled her from her worries.

Paul:
On my way! 🙂
Heather:
K. Me too 😊






*** Pool ***


Paul stepped off the elevator on the penultimate floor of the hotel, following the arrows to the glass pool doors. In front of them was his mom, standing in her yellow tee, with white shorts and flip-flops.
He split into a grin, which spurred a pleasant one from her as the gravity of flirting in person weighed his tongue down and made his forehead clammy.
"Hey." He flicked his eyes to her chest and hips, unsure of what to say. "So, did you actually, uh...?"
Rolling her eyes, she peeled her shirt and shorts away from her hip, exposing a hint of emerald green. "There's the side band."
Paul giggled, then copied her, flashing the black elastic beneath his trunks. "There's mine."
The mother and son laughed. They each felt the unspoken truth of their time together these days being more precious. Paul was about to leave, and the family's future was a mystery.
Heather touched the door handle and said respectfully, "You can't stare in here, okay? You can swim, we can hang out, but you have to remember where we are. I'm going to lounge and read for a bit. If things seem okay, I'll join you in the pool."
Paul found the training wheels demeaning, but he was too eager and excited to get offended. Already, he could see his mom floating by him on a mat, modeling her sexy swimwear.
His fingers nudged his elastic.
Entering the indoor pool, they were immediately taken by the view. A row of tall windows let in the city, making them feel high amongst the towers in the golden sunlight.
The pool itself was also impressive, lined with Corinthian columns of bone-white and built around an aqua rectangle surrounded by washed concrete.
Unfortunately, they didn't have the space to themselves. A family with young children splashed in the shallow end, a man worked on a MacBook in the corner, and two "sunbathers" lay in the row of chaise lounges.
In light of his disappointment, Paul realized just how lucky he was. The pool should be mobbed with students staying at the hotel, but it wasn't. Shockingly.
Then he remembered that any rowing program worth its salt didn't allow pool use — including his own. Swimming was not only tiring, but the last thing schools wanted was for teenage boys and girls to be loose in a hotel pool around other guests.
Paul glanced down at his mom, wondering if she knew of Gladwyne's rule. She had to, but he wouldn't remind her. He got the sense that this little trip was their secret.
"Hoo!" Heather breathed, sliding out of her flip-flops and waving a hotel towel open over the last lounge chair in the long row.
A splash sent her whirling around, and she saw her son shoot up through a cloud of water. "It's really nice!" he said, shaking out his limbs. "A little cold, but not bad."
"Oh, yeah?"
Then her grin vanished as she scanned the pool for raised heads. The optics weren't lost on her. She was attractive, as was her son. Her swimwear was elegant and flattering, and his was bright and flashy. She had a slender figure, with boobs and a butt, and he was muscular, with abs and arms. And here they were, having fun together at a swanky hotel pool.
You look like a cougar here with her date.
Slightly paranoid, she removed the rings from her finger, tucking them in her clutch. At least nobody would gossip in the lobby about a cheating wife on a hotel rendezvous with a young man.
Her son, for his part, seemed oblivious, peeking up at her repeatedly as he twisted and bobbed in the water. It was iffy but passable.
Please don't be a creep, Heather thought in the most endearing way possible, then discarded her yellow tee.
Paul stopped to take in his mom's mysterious eyes, which now popped a vibrant shade of green. He also looked at her boobs. The emerald cups cradled her ivory tits, the fabric triangles in pleated layers, showing a sophistication he never knew his mom appreciated.
Surrounded by refreshing water, his mouth was dry. And then he caught the warning gently issued by a copper brow. He blushed, spinning in the water away from his mom, only to peek again.


Heather spent the next quarter hour lounging in a plastic recliner, reading a true crime novel on her phone. Over the screen, she could see the growing angst bottled in her son's impatient eyes. It was far more entertaining than her book.
Eh, he can wait. It's not like he'll leave.
Finally, when done with her chapter, Heather rose and pushed her white shorts down her ivory legs. She glanced into the pool, seeing her son's wide expression, and her cheeks glowed.
After all, her bikini was nothing remarkable. If anything, it had conservative cuts. But it was still skimpy compared to what her son had seen of her in months, maybe years.
He held the far concrete ledge to steady himself but wasn't the only peeper. The few other adults scattered lifted their heads, giving her a boost in confidence. She tossed her ponytail and strutted to the ladder.
Paul had pain in his groin, yet he couldn't look away as his mom climbed into the water. Her cheeks curved into her slender legs immaculately, touched with faint freckles.
She was cute, hot, sexy, soft, and solid all at the same time. And he could only think about smacking and massaging her butt. There was only half, as promised, but it was more than enough.
Suddenly, she was a figure parting the water and floating toward him. And despite all his time to plan, his tongue thickened and his joints turned to jello.
"It's, uh, pretty nice in here," he said, aware of the public space.
"Yeah, a tad chilly. Refreshing, though... after being out there all morning."
"Heh. Yeah," Paul nodded, his chest tight. "So, are you glad you decided to come swimming?"
"Eh, it got me out of my room."
The curl in her lips made her shrug less cold, and then a quietness fell. Paul racked his brain. "Yeah, this is helping me relax."
"Good."
"Yeah, like, I feel the tension in my muscles going poof!"
"Yeah? The massage you got today didn't do that?"
Paul kicked underwater, causing a splash and ripple. He saw the humor and jest in his mom's hooded eyes, making him gulp. "Um, it did. I meant my muscles are sore from the trial afterward. And this is helping with that."
"Gotcha," she popped her pink lips, then looked around, her head drifting. "Well, I'm gonna hop out now."
"What, that's it?!" Paul reacted, louder than intended.
She shrugged, gesturing at the glinting skyline in the windows. "I only wanted a dip. And besides, we both know this was about the view."
Ear tips on fire, Paul went to follow her to the ladder. But she stopped him with a turn of her neck. "You should stay in a little longer." Her eyes flicked below the surface, and she snorted a laugh.
After admiring the droplets of water running down his mom's skin as she climbed up the ladder, Paul looked down and brushed his awkwardly angled tent. Oddly, he thought of his dad.
This was weird. Very weird. After years of rowing for him, Paul had come to see his dad as more of a coach than a father — and even less as his mom's partner. At home, his dad was sometimes his dad, but mostly like a coach, brisk and rigid. When behaving like a father, his dad was great. But those moments seemed rarer the older he became. If his dad looked at him and saw a rower, what did he see when looking at his mom? Did his cock still get rock solid? Certainly not like this.
Lightly tugging it, Paul failed to free his erection from the trap in his compression boxers. So, he hoisted himself over the edge of the pool and scurried to the restroom for an adjustment.


----


The pool was empty and flat, with no sign of children. A situated and refreshed Paul glanced around the corner and was surprised to find his mom lounging on her white towel, talking to a man beside her.
Paul recognized him as the one who had been working on a MacBook. He had a loose gray polo and blue cargo shorts, along with a mop of faded dark hair. Perhaps his mom's age.
"I spotted it immediately. Your son had that classic rower look about him. And then I heard him mention 'the trial,' and I knew you were a crew parent."
"Oh, you were eavesdropping?"
"Small pool." The man chuckled. "Anyway, I don't know if you've heard about us or not, but I'm part of this network of crew parents representing over twenty schools now. And the whole point is for us all to help each other out at races."
"Huh. Interesting. So what does that mean exactly?"
"Well, it's really about building a big community. The way we see it, just because our kids are competing doesn't mean the parents should be. We're all in this together, so we should be friends and help each other out."
"Yeah, I couldn't agree more with that."
"Right! And it's really nice because — I'm sure you've experienced this — if you, let's just say, come all the way to a regatta, only to realize the team has no ice for the drink cooler, or coffee, or whatever, you can just walk over to a neighboring canopy or even shoot a group text and be helped out."
"Jeez, that would be nice. That's happened to us a million times."
"Yeah, exactly! Us, too," Paul heard the man say. "Also, it's nice to know people at races beyond the small cluster of parents from your own team.
"Oh-hoh... Yes, it would."
The man and his mom laughed.
"So, Heather, where are you guys located?"
"Pennsylvania. Just outside Philly."
"Ah, the Schuylkill. You didn't have to travel far. Lucky you! We're from Washington state. That probably explains why we don't race against each other, hah!"
"Oh. So is this just teams from out west?"
"No, not at all. It... Well, yes, actually. Right now it is, but we're trying to get a foothold all over the country."
"You came to the right place then."
"Our thoughts exactly. We're hoping Nationals will be our huge breakout. So, if your team is interested, we'd love for you to join."
"It's interesting, for sure. I can't promise our more vocal parents would be into it, but I can try."
"Heh! Well, we'd love to have you onboard."
"Thanks! So, if we did end up wanting to join, how would we? Is there an application thing or...?"
"Nope! It's nice and simple. Just let me know you're committed and want in. There's no application or fees or anything. There are no rules. That's not what this is about. Like I said, it's just about becoming neighbors like you are with people on your street."
"Whew! Not a pyramid scheme."
"No, hah! We're all on the same level here, I assure you. I actually have lit' you can pass out, if you want. I could even stop by your team canopy tomorrow and meet your other team parents and talk to them about it."
"Uh... That could be helpful, maybe. Do you have a flier on you?"
"No. I should, but I didn't think to put one in my laptop bag. Here, though.... This is my business card. She'll do for now."
"Okay. And I'll admit I didn't bring a flier or business cards with me to the pool."
"Hah! No worries. Just text the mobile number, that way I'll have your info, and I'll send you the flier."
"Perfect. I wanna look it over before I mention this to anyone."
"Of course. I understand. Well... It was nice meeting you, Heather."
"You, too, Quinn. Good luck tomorrow."
"Same to you."


Paul waited for the stranger to pack up and exit through the glass doors before walking over to his mom. "So, who was that? What was that all about?"
"He's part of this club for crew parents, where we'd all help each other out at races, and he wants us to join."
"Oh." Paul sat on the plastic chair beside her. "I don't think that's why he came over to you, though."
His mom snorted. "No, I don't think so either. But this seems like a good program for us."
"Oh."
"Why?" She cracked her neck, brow arched. "You're not jealous, are you?"
Despite her teasing tone, Paul went bright red and snapped back, "No, I was just curious."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes."
"Hey, just because you were the one who invited me to the pool to hangout doesn't mean I can't talk to other guys. And if he was trying to pick me up, he did it because you left."
"Hah-hah," Paul sighed, rolling his eyes. His cheeks hid his reluctant laugh poorly. "One, I don't care that he was trying to pick you up. That's his deal. And two, in my defense, I only left to fix a problem you caused."
Heather snorted in her high, velvety voice. "No, honey, I think your own eyes caused that one. Good thing I made you wear the Under Armour; I knew you wouldn't be able to hold it together."
"Hey, I was doing well for a while there. But that ladder had a lot of steps."
"Mm," she nodded, folding her hands on her flat stomach. "I knew I shoulda sent you a pic of it first... given you the lay of the land, hehe! Eliminate that surprise factor."
"Really?" Paul rocked forward, practically leaning over her, inhaling the lingering chlorine on her glistening skin. "Why didn't you do it?"
"Eh, ya know... What if your friends get ahold of your phone? What if you lose it and someone else sees the pic? What if you get hacked?"
"Oh...."
"Yep. I didn't wanna risk someone who doesn't understand the, um, uniqueness of our situation seeing a bikini selfie from me on your phone. They'd probably misinterpret things."
"Right. I know what you mean," Paul assured. "That's a bummer, heh! It would've been awesome to get that. I should've made you my Snapchat friend."
Heather's knee swayed. "Oh, is that one of those apps where the pictures delete themselves?"
"Yeah. That and Viber."
"Honestly," she sat up, "we really should use one of those for anything related to... your issues. Even our texts today — if somebody found those, can you imagine what they'd think?"
Paul imagined his friends finding out, then telling the whole school, then his teachers, and then his dad. A chill ran up his spine. "Here, let's do it now. I have Snapchat already, so you can download it, I'll set it up for you."


The remaining minutes at the pool were spent creating an account on Heather's phone for the messaging app. The promise of privacy was a relief to them both.




*** Dinner ***


Dinner at the hotel restaurant was a family affair, with Rich, Heather, and Paul eating together. Or, at least, they were at the same table.
Paul and Heather dined looking at their plates while Rich worked on his phone and was gone in twenty minutes, departing for another coaching meeting.
But his absence did little to breathe life back into the table, as the mother and son sipped water and chewed tortellini in silence.
With few words, they agreed it was time to leave, parting in the lobby to go to their different rooms.
Paul returned to his double on the seventh floor, where he kicked off his sneakers and clapped-up his teammate, asking how the Varsity Doubles time trial went. Meanwhile, Heather flopped into her comfy king on the third floor and summoned her ebook, steadying her reeling mind.


Of course, the professor did it. He was sleeping with her. Heather scoffed while approaching the final chapters of her nove. Then a notification popped up over her book.
It was a strange icon, a ghost in a yellow box, which she quickly remembered as the app her son downloaded for her. Tapping it, her son's smiling face suddenly filled her screen, captioned:

Earth to mom. Testing. Testing.

She cracked up, and after skimming the short how-to on Snapchat again, she flashed her teeth in the front camera.

Message received.

On her contact page, there was only her son's name and cartoon avatar. And the red arrow beside it went hollow, then soon was replaced with a solid, red square. So she tapped it again and opened the next smiling selfie of Paul. Again, it was overlaid with a thin band of white text:

What are you up to?

She sent a photo of her pink pajama bottoms on the comforter.

Heather:
I'm reading in bed. What about you?
Paul:
Jack is back. So I'm watching him play his Switch on the TV.
Heather:
Why don't you play with him?
Paul:
Not fun enough! Lol. We should go swimming again 🙂


Heather rubbed her cheek, admiring how his bright, young face brimmed with optimism. He was so eager for life, not caring beyond the possibilities of now.
However, she was a mom and forty. So, after a few attempts, she managed to create and send a short video of her rolling eyes.

Heather:
You don't wanna swim... You just wanna see me climb out of the pool again.
Paul:
Possibly. But I also liked hanging out with you 🙂
Heather:
I liked hanging out with you too 😊 But I'm dry now and I'm not changing back into wet clothes. Sorry
Paul:
BOO!!! 😂 So you're just gonna stay in all night?


Heather scoffed and sat up in bed, wondering if this was how her son typically talked to friends or if it was different for her.
With her black tee and copper hair in frame, she snapped a pic.

Heather:
Excuse me?? I went swimming with you already.
Plus, you're supposed to be on lockdown in your room, sir. You're lucky I don't rat you out 😉
Paul:
👀 I'll just say "I don't know what she's talking about! She made me go to the pool against my will!"
Heather:





Yeah, I'm sure they'll believe that 🙄
Paul:
Since I'm getting in trouble anyway, I might as well make the most of it 😅 There's a sauna in the gym. We could go there 🤷‍♂️
Heather:
My bikini is wet and smells like chlorine...
So no lol
Paul:
I thought people usually just wore towels in a sauna?
"Jeez. He's really pushin' it, isn't he?" Heather remarked into her empty room, almost impressed.
It was a mystery where her son's confidence came from because it certainly wasn't from his dad, uncle, or grandpa. It bordered on boldness.
Then after untangling a knot in her hair, she drew her head back for the camera.

Heather:
Fat chance, sir! Not even two layers of swimwear was enough in the pool.
I don't trust you with a towel.
Paul:
Fair...
If you're worried about it, you could bring the blue thong so I could get rid of it real quick 😜
Heather:
You wish!!! The thongs are so I DON'T have to be there.
That was the plan at least 🙄
Paul:
Worst case scenario, you end up helping me again 😉


"You little shit." Heather looked into her son's daring, brown eyes. They grew more nervous and hopeful with every second of stillness.
Now pacing back and forth between the wooden desk and tv stand, Heather became more certain this was how he texted girls his age from school. She wasn't sure how she thought about that.
Touching her temple and dropping her jaw, she took another pic.

Heather:
Excuse me?? That's not how this works! If you don't need to get in a boat and it's not an emergency, I'm not doing it 😑
Paul:
Darn 😔 I was THIS close!
I even had a joke lined up about how it'd be perfect in a sauna bc you said you liked hot and sticky handjobs 😂
Heather:
🙄 Clever...
Paul:
Not my best joke. I'll workshop it 😅


Heather broke character, flipping her son the middle finger. He replied with his own captionless image, his cheeks rosy with embarrassment against his headboard.
A tingle shot through Heather's butt, straightening her spine as her toes kneaded the carpet. With the buzz in her ankles and chest, she felt like a high schooler again.
The exhilaration, nerves, and suspense were all the same from those nights when she'd have secret phone conversations in her bedroom. But instead of Hank Albergo whispering in her ear, planning a meeting in her parents' barn so they could finally break the tension they had been sharing in social studies, now it was her son gunning for a forbidden meetup.
They had crossed the line into flirting, but Heather knew it was only natural. She had made a man cum, and she had risked a lot to do it. They had shared something, and it would take more than a few hours for them to return to normal.
With Paul young and horny, and her curious and willing, she knew this connection would continue as long as there was another handjob on the horizon.
They both needed this experience this weekend, though, she reasoned. Paul needed to win his races, she needed to feel courageous and alive again, and they both needed to process what happened months ago.
So, she continued to flirt and chat, taking photos of her black scoop-neck from high angles, not showing him anything he hadn't seen before.


On the seventh floor, Paul waited for a response to his latest message. Trapped under his sweaty bedspread, he smacked his sweaty face, angry at himself for complimenting his mom's boobs again.
Until this point, his mom snapped him back within seconds. But now, the timer since the message was opened surpassed five minutes, and he wondered if he had finally crossed the line. The wacky noises of his roommate's video game were more irritating.
Finally, a red square appeared next to his mom's name and avatar. He tapped it, and her gritting teeth filled the screen, with her eyes uncomfortably to the side.

That man from the pool just hit on me... 99% sure.

He exhaled. They were still in their special bubble together.

Paul:
Hah! What did he say?
Heather:
He texted me the flier earlier. Then he asked if I had any questions. And I sent a few. Now he just asked if I wanted to talk them over in person down at the bar lol.
Paul:
Seriously? What did you say back?
Heather:
Nothing yet. I don't wanna make things awkward because I still might join his club. Do you think it's better to tell him no or just ignore him?
Paul:
Why would you say no?




Heather stopped pacing in her room and reread her son's selfie caption. The curves of her pink pajama bottoms shifted to the side, as she knew the truth in her withdrawn breath.

Heather:
I can't. It'd be too weird. I'm married. He's a stranger. Plus I know people here...
Paul:
That didn't stop you before 🤷‍♂️
Heather:
Paul, are you serious?? You'd be okay with me meeting him? That wouldn't make you upset or angry?
Paul:
Nope! 🙂 I promise
Heather:
Jeez...
Paul:
So how are you gonna respond to him?


Heather lifted her eyes from her toes in the carpet and looked through her reflection in the dark window, scratching her ear.

Heather:
I don't know...
Paul:
Do you WANT to meet him? It seems like you do 🙂
Heather:
I know you want me to. I guess it'll help with the "slutty crew mom" rep I've been owning if someone sees me drinking with him 😅
Paul:
True... But dad could also see you 😬
Heather:
True... So now you're iffy about it? You were all gung ho two seconds ago 😅
Paul:
I know. I'm trying to think it through.
Heather:
That's good news lol. You gave me good advice last time. So I'm all ears.
Paul:
You should suck his cock.




Eyes like brown and black saucers, glowing in the white of his phone screen, Paul sat in the shiny seventh floor bathroom, stroking his cock. Thick dopamine coursed through his veins, slowly filling every crevice of his throbbing body like hot molasses, making his flesh stick to the porcelain toilet.
When a red square appeared beside his mom's name, he poked it, seeing her gaping back at him, her jaw hanging, brows arched, and ivory face blank.
The emotions and desires confused him too, but he sensed that the more sexualized his mom became, no matter her partner, the more likely she'd continue things with him.

Paul:
You said you wanted to be the slutty crew mom. Why not get a drink in his room and have fun with it? 😉
Heather:
Paul, that's insane! I'm playing the slutty mom, not BEING her.
Paul:
Everyone already thinks you're doing this stuff. So why not actually enjoy it? It'd be crazy hot 🔥😍
Heather:
Are you serious? Or is this a joke?
Paul:
100% serious! You should do it, mom!
Heather:
Are you sure you wouldn't be mad??
Paul:
No! I swear. It'd be awesome!
Heather:
I'm already in my pajamas though
Paul:
It's easy to change 😜 Do you wanna stay in your room and read or go have fun? My vote is for fun! 😈




Heather's ears pounded, and she stood still with her elbows locked against her ribs. After wetting her lips with her tongue, she sent a new photo.

Heather:
What would I even say to him? I'm not sure he wants me. I was sort of guessing that he was trying to flirt.
Paul:
Mom, he wants you lol 😂 Just tell him he wouldn't wanna be seen at the bar with someone of your reputation. Then when he asks why, tell him there's a rumor going around about you blowing crew dads.
Heather:
Oh my god... That is SOOO transparent! 🙈
Paul:
Exactly! You're in a hotel. You'll never see him again. Why not go for broke?
Heather:
You're a bad influence. Honestly.
Paul:
Are you going to do it?
Heather:
Hold on... I need to think for a minute...


Thinking was difficult, with her mind narrowing into a tunnel of warm, fuzzy haze. Nothing was real beyond the conversation with her son, which seemed to breathe in her hands.
Heather's thumbs swirled above the glass, but she did not touch it. It was more than ten minutes before she finally updated her son:

I told him there were handjob rumors about me instead. He asked how they started, and I said I'd tell him but not in a crowded bar. Then he asked where we could talk about it, and I said we could have a drink in his room.

A sudden ping on her phone got her attention, and she opened her iMessage app, immediately relaying the new message to her son:

Now he's saying he ordered a bottle of wine. And he's asking if the rumor is true...

Her son's next snap arrived, his forehead glistening with open pores and his eyes matching the shock of his caption.
Smugly biting her lip, Heather switched messaging apps, typed quickly, then replied to her son:

I just told him "Well, they say every rumor is based on a kernel of truth, don't they?" 😏

After another ping, she sent another follow-up:

HE JUST SENT HIS ROOM NUMBER! He said I can come over whenever I want 😳

In light of her son's wild grin, Heater barely read the message, but replied with trembling fingers:

I'll try to update you as much as I can! 😬



Alone in her room, she didn't feel by herself as her feet carried her in different directions, only to stop before she questioned again where she was going. Although, it didn't take long for her to change into a flattering blouse of light blue and darker jeans. Her son approved of her photo. He better know how fucking lucky he's been today.


----


Time passed as a blur, and Heather's grasp of reality came and went as the unfamiliar hotel room felt both real and fake around her. Soon the black points of her toes were landing on the golden geometric inlay of a brown carpet. Then elevator doors opened with a ding, and she found herself in front of a door of dark wood, reading the golden numbers: 209.
Heat baked her ivory skin, making her feel like a foreigner in her own body. Yet she was oddly self-possessed, more than usual. It was as if she hadn't known herself for the last nineteen years and was afraid to learn more. But while the voice in her head demanded she turn back to her room, her shaky knees held firm until her knuckles met the door. Her momentum had already taken her this far.
The metal locks clicked and slid, and the door swung inward. "Hey, Heather. Glad you could make it."
She was led to an armchair by the window, treated to a heavy glass of red, and regaled with a story about a past regatta, which only came off as a droning hum while she feigned a smile and nodded along, picking at her fingers. Her green eyes dipped to the left at every opportunity, looking at her denim pocket, at her son, wondering what he had just gotten her into.
After returning a short story, Heather asked her host to use the bathroom and excused herself from the tension. Once locked inside, she paced in a circle, wringing her wrists. Taking a selfie in the mirror helped ease her, expanding the tiny room she was trapped in.

Heather:
I'm here. We're drinking wine...
Paul:
HELL YES!!! You look perfect! Your boobs are making me horny lol! 😍


"Jeez, he's fucking silly," Heather scoffed, her cheeks red. She rolled her eyes, snapping her reflection.

Heather:
Boobs make you horny... How original 😉
Paul:
Yeah, I'm a guy 😂 Now I'm so jealous of him!
Heather:
Don't be jealous. You got the same thing he's getting 😏
Paul:
... Unless you blow him


Heather shook her head. She didn't understand what reason her son had for wanting her to blow him. He couldn't see it. Arching her brow, she pressed:

Why do you want me to do that so bad??

The red arrow next to her son's name turned hollow but wasn't quickly replaced with a red square. The delay made Heather nervous and glance at the bathroom door. There was only so long she could pretend to be freshening up.

Paul:
I guess it'd be hot to know you're the type of person who would do it 🔥😅
Heather:
LOL! Sorry, not gonna happen. I think I can make you forgive me tho... 😏
Paul:
YES PLEASE!!!


More than his manners, Heather beamed at her son's photo. It was off-center, showed up his nose, and allowed her to see the towel rack above the toilet he was likely sitting on. With his wild eyes, blotchy skin, and dry lips, it was a photo only a mother could love.
Turning the third button of her light-blue blouse, the one guarding her cleavage, Heather rubbed her thighs against the quartz sink, demanding to know why her host kept it so hot. Whatever.
Whirling around, she pressed and held the camera button before letting go and letting her thumbs dance across her keyboard without restraint. As soon as she sent the solid, purple arrow to her son, her stomach knotted in a ball. The video was already a distant memory, but she vaguely remembered tossing her fiery waves and tugging the tail of her lacy thong in the mirror:

I packed this thinking of you. You'll like the satin tomorrow. I hope red is okay 💋

The wait was short and agonizing. But Paul appeared on her screen again, his brown hair damp on his forehead, his face out of focus:

I want you to jerk me off with that one too 😱 Please!

Heather wiped her own forehead clean and began to type, "That's a bold ask. You must be too horny too 😈 Maybe--" Then she stopped, erasing her message and instead sending a curious grin:

Hmm... Perhaps 😏 Now I have a messy handjob to give. Talk soon 😘

Shoving her phone into her pocket, Heather studied herself in the mirror a final time, adjusting herself and shutting her blackened lashes with a deep breath. Then her green eyes flashed, and she opened the door.


On a toilet lid five floors above, Paul rocked back and forth, unsticking his thighs, butt, and balls. Five minutes passed, and then fifteen, and then thirty. Finally, his roommate knocked on the door, asking if he was okay. Paul croaked an excuse about beans from dinner, buying himself more time in the sweat lodge of a bathroom.
Between his legs, his erection was firm iron, not letting up hope despite creeping thoughts that his mom had been toying with him and taking selfies from her own bathroom before going to bed. After all, it was late.
The moment his hand rumbled, he jumped and unlocked his phone. Heart racing, he tapped the newest message, but it was just a photo of a bathroom counter.

Heather:
Are you alone?
Paul:
I'm alone in the bathroom. Why?
Heather:
I was bad


The teen lurched, moaning with his strained neck. He imagined diving into the shower next to him and blasting himself with icy rain. All fear, angst, guilt, and doubt gave way to arousal as he watched the endless loop of his mom's hooded, green eyes looking lustfully into the camera and graceful lips opening to her pink tongue. On it was a puddle of semen.

Paul:
HOLY SHIT!!! 😱 There's no fucking way!! You are so fucking hot!! 🔥 You're so dirty lol! You're the sexiest mom ever! 😍
Heather:
Yeah? Even sexier than before??
Paul:
HELL YES!!! 1000% 🔥 What did you do to him?
Heather:
What does it look like? 😂 I sucked his cock


On his feet, Paul marched on the vinyl floorboards, wetting his mouth while muttering, "No way, man. No way."
More than the surprise, he was excited by his mom's bashful pride. She was out of her depth too and thrilled to share this adventure with him. Paul was no longer infatuated but in love. And she shared his joy with a boundless grin.

Paul:
WOW! You're incredible ♥️
Heather:
Yeah?? 😊
Paul:
Yes! How did it happen btw? Did you just tell him you wanted to do it?
Heather:
No. He asked about the rumors again. I touched his leg. He touched mine. Then my bra was off and I was sucking his 🍆😂
Paul:
You took your bra off?? Did he touch your boobs? Did he cum on them?
Heather:
A lady never tells
Paul:
I thought you were being a slut tonight, not a lady 🤨


Lightheaded and dizzy, Paul wondered what might have happened earlier at the lake if he had simply reached out and touched his mom in the right spot. Would he have shared the same fate as the man from the pool?
But a short buzz pulled him down from the clouds, and he tapped a purple square. His heart stopped. The video panned from his mom's adventurous lips down to her creamy chest, where her boobs were covered by nothing more than a thin, ivory arm.

Heather:
Bone dry. Told you, I'm a lady 😇
Paul:
OMG! I wanna touch them so fucking bad! 😱 Will you ever take your bra off before a race?? I wanna cum all over them!
Heather:
You should've asked earlier. Your load was too big for the thong. I might've had to let you do it 😅
Paul:
Let's do it tomorrow! 😍 I wanna make a hot mess all over them 😈
Heather:
Well, I guess if you promise to make 'em as hot and sticky as possible 😈





In the stranger's bathroom, Heather's world had been reduced to colored squares and lines of white text. She was entranced and never wanted to leave, grinding the fly of her jeans into the corner of the sink counter.
The only issue was her son's words never arrived fast enough, denying her another chance to laugh and bite her lip at another photo where he clenched his abs and tried to model them as sexily as possible for her. Perhaps the videos of her tits and barred areolas were starting to get to him.

Paul:
I promise I'll do whatever you want! I'll do whatever to touch and cum on them!
Heather:
Yeah?? We'll see if that's true 😉
Paul:
I love you, mom! I wanna cum in your mouth ♥️


Heather paused. The first statement made her heart swell. But love wasn't enough to say yes to the second one.

Heather:
I love you too, honey! ❤️ Mouth stuff is a bit much 😅 But I'm all in on hot messy handjobs 😈




Somewhere in the building his mom was topless in a stranger's bathroom and sending him dirty pics. Paul had never seen her eyes such a cocky shade of green nor her lips so playful. His mom was stunning, and he needed her now.
As a young, desperate, modern man was hardwired to do, Paul snapped a photo of his cock. Aiming from below his balls, a thick pole of flesh rose into his chin:

Mom, I need you right now! PLEASE come help! 🙏



Heather staggered back into the rim of the ceramic tub, the color draining from her face. "Jesus Christ. What are you doing, Heather?"
The thin veil of denial, of gamesmanship, evaporated. This was no game in an alternate timeline. This was real, and she had been talking to her son as a man.
Looking up at the mirror, the image of her half-naked body shocked and sobered her. Hurriedly, she threw open the bathroom door and scoured the stranger's floor for her missing clothes. And after mindlessly nodding at the flirty crew dad, she let him kiss her goodnight before running to the nearest elevator.





----


Heather pulled her keycard from the door, pushing the handle in before immediately darting behind a partition wall. She gasped.
"Heather?"
Shit! Angled on the bed in front of the loud television were her husband's knees. How would she explain her outfit, her sparkling skin, her fatigued hair? She ducked into the bathroom and ran the faucet as if she never heard him.
In solitude, she regained her wits, but she once again was hiding in a bathroom. Yet despite the danger awaiting her outside, her mind was on her son's most recent pic.
He didn't mean it. You know he was being a dumb teenage boy. Think about it, his brain's gotta be like horny soup right now. That wasn't just bold; it was desperate. Yeah, either way though, he's gotta be freaking out about it.
She reached into her pocket, unsheathing her phone again. There were three apology messages, all written in panic after she had stopped responding to him. It seemed like so long ago her thumbs were so clever, smooth as ideas flowed from her brain. Now she no longer trusted herself to type anything to reply. And so, she sat on the toilet, closing her eyes in silence.
She meditated for the better part of an hour, occasionally flushing the toilet and twisting knobs to justify her long visit to her husband. Eventually, she found peace and sent a blank screen to her son:

Did Jack have any idea what you were doing in the bathroom? Or was he asleep?

His answer was immediate:

No, I swear I was quiet. And I'm so sorry that I got caught up in everything! 😔



In his room, Paul sat up in his bed. His mom's words filled his lungs like a rush of air, and he hoped he could keep her around this time. But a minute passed, and then five. He refreshed the app every few seconds while tossing in his sheets. Finally, there was salvation as the hollow arrow turned into a blue chat square.

Heather:
Check your door.


He tilted his head, sliding out of bed and tiptoeing to the door. There was nobody in the peephole, so he turned the locks and poked his nose into the hall. Nothing.
Then, below his feet, he noticed a lump in the doorway. He bent over and picked up the red lace thong. It was warm, smelling of her, but fresher and more potent than ever. Clearly, there would be no handjob tonight, but he accepted the offering, unsure of its meaning, and retreated to the bathroom where he took a pic and sent it to his mom.

Why now and not tomorrow??
Heather:
You wanted help. There it is.
Paul:
So... This means no thong or anything tomorrow?
Heather:
You sent an unsolicited 🍆 pic. Obviously you needed it more now than tomorrow.
Paul:
Mom, I'm really sorry! I wasn't thinking straight. Please don't be mad 😞 I care more about seeing you tomorrow than getting off tonight.
Heather:
Why didn't you think of that before?
Paul:
I was too horny and being stupid! I don't care about getting off now. You can have it back. I can't get off with it by myself anyway.
Heather:
I'm aware.
Paul:
Please don't be mad. I won't do that again.
I won't ask for help ever again. I just wanna keep talking to you
Heather:
Hmm. But what if I wanna help you...? 😈


The teenager's elbows shook, his phone rattling in his hand. On the screen, his mom split into a sly grin as her rounded breasts bobbed just below the bubbles of a bath. The pink edges of her areolas poked above the foam. "Dude..."

OH. MY. GOD. 😳 You're not actually mad about the dick pic?
Heather:
Oh I'm furious... Can't you tell? 😉
Paul:
😂😂😂 You had me freaking out big time!!! I was in full on panic mode lol! But this is sooo much better 😍
Heather:
Hey, you said you liked to be teased 😇
Paul:
Maybe not that much! 😅 You got me big time! 100% worth it though! You look so insanely hot right now! Are you naked??
Heather:
I'm in the tub 🙄😅
Paul:
Oh duh! 😂 I'm naked too! Standing in the bathroom
Heather:
Doing what?
Paul:
I'd show you but I don't wanna risk getting in trouble 😬
Heather:
Yes because you've been so afraid of getting into trouble tonight
Paul:
You wouldn't care if I sent a pic...?




In the tub, Heather rubbed her pussy lips, no longer caring that the water was too hot. She could only beam at her adorably nervous and sexy son, whose face lit up hers through her screen.
Regrettably, whenever she had to send a new message, her busy fingers had to leave her mound and nipples and lift her phone from the tub rim. Then water dripped onto her keyboard, making it a nightmare to type. But it was worth it, for every message she sent, her son would surprise her with more of his manly jaw and toned chest. Then her nipples and bottom would further harden.
But now, the wait felt longer, knowing what was coming next. And as the new square arrived, it was purple instead of red, making her heart race faster. When she tapped it, her green eyes shot open, sending a jolt to her pussy.
Wrapped in red lace, being stroked by a loose hand, was her son's thick, beige cock. Heather massaged her clit, watching the short clip again and again.

Send another one
And show your face
And body
And cock
Keep using the thong


If the flurry of messages made her seem desperate, she didn't care. Both their loins were on fire and there was no sense in pretending they wanted anything else other than to get off.
Obeying every request, her son sent a video of his developing body, lustful brown eyes, and adorned cock. Finally, a man was treating her and was eager to satisfy her needs. And she was entranced by how much he clearly loved the feel of her silk thong on his throbbing shaft.
His reward was her tossing her darkened red hair out of the water, showing a bit more of her pretty areolas.

Send another

He did, and his desire seeped through every strained fiber of his being. So she returned the favor, nestling her arm against her right boob, moving it with her hand below the water. There was no secret as to what she was doing. She opened her lips and hooded eyes, wanting him to know.

Go get your lube. I wanna see every detail
Paul:
Really??
Heather:
I wanna see you rub it all over your big fucking cock
Paul:
Are you serious?
Heather:
YES!!! Use it with the thong! I wanna be jealous I'm not there to do it 😈


Her son's innocence was driving her wild, making her feel like a bundle of electricity in the hot water, never having been so alive. And as the next video arrived, she held the screen an inch from her nose, watching him drizzle his erection in the clear glaze she gave him. He had squirted too much though, dousing his balls and thighs in the process, and she bit her cheeks at her unintentionally cute, sexy son.

Paul:
You're the only one who can make it cum 😉 Can you show me your tits again?


The suave seduction attempt made her muffle her laughter and kick more. But rather than mock him, she admired his shiny, youthful flesh and decided to let him win.
Pushing her camera button, she sat up in the tub, rising above the bubbles to her slender waist. Her nipples were like pink diamonds, and she loved it.

Like this?
Paul:
OMG!! 🤯 They're even bigger without a bra! I wanna touch them so bad! I want you more than anything! 🥵
Heather:
Thank you 😊 Someone's gonna REALLY need me tomorrow, won't he?
Paul:
Yes!


After winking into the camera, Heather couldn't help herself, lifting her left boob and licking the nipple with her tongue.

Keep sending videos. I will too. Deal?

Of course, Paul agreed. So the mother and son continued to trade erotic clips, neither bothering to type a message or wait for responses. There was a common understanding that each gift was to be steamier than the last. And each watched the other's face gradually stretch open and their eyes grow distant. Before long, Heather was at her breaking point.

Heather:
You're gonna make me cum
Paul:
I wanna make you cum in the tub
Heather:
Me too! I wanna touch your cock! And feel your hands on my tits
Paul:
I wanna put my cock in your mouth


"Ugh!" Heather gasped, splashing in the soapy water with her tight and burning quads and core. She gritted her teeth while letting go of her mound to frantically type:

Make me cum now and I'll do it
Paul:
Really? Promise me
Heather:
I fucking swear! I'll suck your cock like you wouldn't believe!!!
Paul:
😍
Heather:
Yes, honey!!! Now make me cum
Paul:
OK! What do I do?
Heather:
Be dirty. Tell me how u want it in my mouth


Writhing, with fingers locking, Heather was barely able to set her phone back on the rim. All she could do was crane her neck toward the whirr of the ceiling fan and mutter. When the notifications arrived, she tapped through the onslaught of videos with her pinky, inhaling the stream of her son's handsome face, rigid cock, and flexing muscles, which were starved of oxygen.

I wanna feel you suck my cock
I wanna hold your hair back
I wanna feel what it's like to cum in your mouth
I wanna watch you blow me on your knees
I wanna squeeze your tits during it
I want my balls on your chin



The mother's eyes rolled back as her butt cheeks clenched and her hips threw forward. She graciously surrendered, allowing her brain to spark and sizzle with white as her limbs twitched and flailed on their own.
Luckily, she was just conscious enough to cover her mouth and block the wailing moans from echoing through the hotel room.
Jets of hot liquid shot out onto her inner thighs, frightening and exhilarating her, as she has never experienced it before. Her face melted like she was cumming for the first time. Then the world faded to black as she sank down the cool, vinyl wall, her shoulders slipping into the beautifully disgusting bath. Part of her worried she had been too loud, but a proud part of her didn't care.


Soon, the dexterity returned to Heather's fingers, and she gingerly sat up and tapped through the missed messages from her son, the most recent of which asking if she was still there. She chuckled, her eyes peacefully closing as the memory of Paul barging into the guest room and catching her masturbating played. The guilt was gone.
What would've happened if she had continued to ride on the suction-cup dildo until completion, as her body wanted her to, she wondered. But that didn't matter now because all she wanted was to touch her son's face and hug him and let him know that all was fine and he had done an excellent job.

I'm still here 😇 I came lol... Thank you 😘



In his bathroom, Paul floated, his joy overshadowing the pain in his lap, for he had done for his mom what she had done for him. Between her dazed look, relaxed shoulders, and wet mess of auburn hair, she was truly satisfied.

That was fun! I wish I could've seen it!
Heather:
Me too 😊
Paul:
I'm so horny 😂 Can you send me that pic of your butt in the bikini now?? I need to cum!


He hoped a video of her lingerie around his cock would persuade her, but she only bit her nail, tempted by his tightened balls and wispy pubic tufts.

Heather:
Sorry. I'll help tomorrow. So save it for me
Paul:
This is gonna be so fucking hot 🔥🔥🔥
Heather:
Tell me when you're behind the shipping container. Make sure to go early so we have time. I don't like to feel rushed
Paul:
😍 I want you so bad
Heather:
Time to say goodnight 😘 Enjoy my thong
Paul:
NOO! Can we talk longer?? What if we go swimming again? 😏


The reply was a textless video of his mom stepping out of the tub, her beautiful, naked body glistening from the belly button on up as she wrapped herself in a white towel. It agonized him, and he frantically sent closeups of his erection in her stringy, red lingerie. But it failed to earn a response.
After the son gave up and went to bed, turning and sweating under a sheet, a buzz awakened his phone on the nightstand, and he dove for it, touching the blue square.

Heather:
How sexy should I dress tomorrow?
(by sexy, I mean slutty 😈)
Paul:
Umm...
Wait I know this answer
You should dress however you want 🙂
Heather:
Very good! I taught you well 😊
Obviously I'll wear what I want to
But it'd be a little fun if you pointed me in the right direction 😜
On a scale of 1 to 10... how sexy?
Paul:
Uhh
This is lot of pressure 😬
What would a 1 be? And what's a 10?
Heather:
1 would be how I was dressing around you for the last few months
10 would be my bikini
Paul:
😂😂😂 Yeah, I'm sure you'd wear that to the lake
Especially with dad there 😳
Heather:
Paul, I don't give a shit what your dad thinks. And neither should you.
He hurt you and your future to get what he wanted. He doesn't deserve to matter in this. You should decide what's best for you.
So pick a number
And why do you think I wouldn't wear a 10? I could just tell people I'm there to swim 😏


Reading his mom's messages over again, the missing pieces of what happened between his parents began to come together. It was still a vague picture, but it was clear their relationship was over. And although it filled him with shame, it excited him to see his parents' marriage imploding before his eyes.

7
I like when women show a lot but not everything
If that makes sense
Kinda like you're teasing 😅
Heather:
Gotcha
Duly noted
Now get some sleep! You have a big race tomorrow and I can only help you so much
Paul:
Lol. I really wanna see you!
Heather:
I wanna see you too! So go to sleep. It'll happen faster.
Just cuddle my thong like a teddy bear 😂
Paul:
I will! I love you mom ❤️
Heather:
I love you too, honey. Goodnight 💋
Paul:
Goodnight!






*** Breakfast ***


Sunday morning broke with great promise. Paul was only one successful row away from qualifying for the championship race for his boat class, a feat that would certainly draw Princeton's interest. And the race schedule was in his favor, with a noon heat, allowing to sleep in after his night of incest.
Alone in their respective rooms, Paul and Heather lay in bed, not rising with their alarms. The backs of their heads were glued to their pillows while the inside swirled, making the night before seem like a lovely wet dream.
Did that happen? Did I say that? No. Wait, yes. You did that. Did you?
Any records or evidence was long lost, evaporated into cyber dust, which was probably for the best, as there were no messages to read and reanalyze. All they could do was accept the memories and feelings they had as truth.
After two hours, a ding on Heather's phone lured her head from her pillow, and she saw the familiar ghost icon.

Paul:
Morning, mom 🙂How are you?


Her dried lips stretched, and she rolled her ankles with a crack, shifting onto her stomach.

Good morning, sir. I'm good. Just a bit fuzzy about everything after the pool 😅
Paul:
Oh
But you remember everything, right?


With a huff, she threw the covers from her body and looked down, almost surprised to see herself in pink pajama bottoms and not naked. Then she lumbered to her feet and seared her eyes by opening the blinds. By the time she made it to the bathroom, she was able to wince in the mirror and see the red lines on her flat face. Her copper waves were tangled and sleep shirt wrinkled. "Jeez. You look like shit."

Yes. I remember.
Breakfast soon?
Paul:
Sure! 9:15?
Heather:
9:45?
I have to get my outfit together




----


Paul walked through the hotel lobby, inspecting his arms. He felt silly and vain for imagining his mom swooning at the sight of his muscles in his sleeveless, white tank and black running shorts. If his mom wanted him, it probably wasn't for his high schooler body. Then again, last night proved that anything was possible.
As the chatter, clanging, and scraping grew louder, the restaurant came into view. It was packed with rowers and parents alike, nearly as crowded as the day before. Twisting his neck, Paul searched for his mom, but an alluring sight stole his focus. It was her.
Turning on a stool at the breakfast counter, his mom grinned with red lips and waved hello. Her ivory face was brighter and purer than ever, with her green eyes dazzling inside blackened lashes. The moisture left his mouth, and that was before his gaze dropped to her body.
Her slender midriff was bare, curving inward from her belly button to her ribs. Above it, two breasts curved above a turquoise sports bra like two large scoops of mint gelato. The spliced bra was no more than an undergarment, likely packed for the hotel gym. And below, the same white booty shorts worn to the hotel pool. Dangling with ease at the end of her long, limber legs were cute white running shoes.
There were many diners eyeing the woman at the window counter, whose pride and sense of accomplishment were obvious in her lightly freckled cheeks. But her attention was only on her horny and hungry son, who kept repeating, That's a seven?!
Approaching the counter, his feet prickled beneath him, as his eyes couldn't tear away from the expanse of his mom's midriff. Then he spotted the hint black lace poking above each side of the white shorts. A lump swelled in his throat. It couldn't be by accident.
"Hi," he finally sputtered.
"Hey, honey! How'd ya sleep?" Her voice was as confident as her choice of wardrobe. But her nails picked at another, heightening Paul's arousal. She knew this was bad.
"Good," he nodded. Then they went to the buffet.
Between scoops of fruit and eggs, his young, brown eyes explored. When their plates were full and they returned to their stools, Paul decided he had to say something. He could no longer bite his tongue, but it was risky in the busy dining hall, especially with the countless glances in their direction. So he typed on his phone, making hers buzz. She laughed and typed.

Heather:
What? A 9? No way this is a 9 on the 'slutty scale' 🙄
Maybe an 8
Not that you seem disappointed 🙃
Paul:
I'm not lol
I'm a very happy man 😊
I didn't even know you had this shirt 😱
Heather:
(probably because it's not a shirt 😉)


Her laughter pushed through her nose, as she practically teetered, typing with both hands while biting her red lip.

And since when do you wear cut-offs like this? 🤨Trying to look sexy for our date today?

Date. Paul read the word again and his heart raced even faster. His hand pushed farther into his mesh pocket to make an adjustment.

Maybe 😏
So... Do you usually give head on the first date?


A startling sound scared him as his mom coughed on her scrambled eggs. But she swallowed them with a gasp and moved her thumbs quickly, green energy in her eyes.




First date?? 🤨
Last I checked you invited me to the pool last night
And I said yes
Paul:
Idk if it counts as OUR date if it ends with you blowing another guy in his room 🤔
Heather:
Of course it was our date
It met all the criteria...
We flirted
You asked me out
I agreed
We got dressed up
I wore a cute bikini
We had a good time
You wanted me to give a BJ really badly
I gave a GREAT one
Then we got naked and you gave me the best orgasm of my life
It actually might have been my favorite first date ❤️


The young rower's knees knocked together beneath the counter as his mother sipped her coffee and wiped her hairline. "Well, let's finish up," she said. "We don't wanna miss our second one."




*** Onondaga ***


The Uber ride to the lake was tense but silent. The mother and son looked out the windows at the trees and shops, listening to the whirr of the car, both understanding it was time for a break in the sexting. But the occasional warm smile was okay as they traveled through the slow maze to the parking lot.
"When do you wanna meet?" Paul asked softly after the car drove away, leaving them on the edge of the asphalt ocean.
"Does eleven work? That gives us at least half an hour. Then you'd have plenty of time to get in the water." Heather had already done the math.
"Uh..." the son scratched his brown hair, chuckling. "To be honest, I don't know if I can last half an hour with you."
"Hehe!" The mother threw her head back, touching his shoulder. "That's alright. We can take it slow and have fun with it. There are worse things than us just hanging out and being close." She watched her son jump as her hand slid into his pocket, brushing against his firming flesh. Then she rolled her eyes and dotingly tucked his erection into his waistband to conceal it.
"Mom, I think I'm in love with you."
"What?" She pulled back and stared at her son. His straight lips showed fear and surprise at his words, and she was left blushing and scrambling. "Jeez. Falling in love on the second date, huh?" As his chin fell, she rushed to hug him and kiss his cheek. "Sorry, honey, I just... I didn't expect you to... you know, uh... Just, I have a lot going on in my mind right now. And all of this has been moving really fast and--" she breathed.
"Paul, you mean more to me than anything. And I'm really happy about how our relationship is growing and where it's going. And knowing that we have a lot of time to talk through everything and do fun things together and figure this out... it's really exciting to me."
He lifted his head, now more bashful than embarrassed. "Me, too."
"And, hey, look at it this way. You already got me to date you." The mother laughed with her son, each suddenly feeling the large life gap between them and oddly appreciating it. "Yeah, so, hang in there and bear with me. I like how mature you've been. It's made me feel a lot more comfortable."
"Really?"
"Absolutely. And keep wearing those muscle shirts. They're helping, too," Heather winked, then pirouetted and strutted away toward the grassy bank.
Paul was left to watch her excited steps fade into the distance. Somehow, he had to get his mind refocused on his race strategy because once it was time to walk to the shipping container, his mind would be gone until the starting pistol jarred it awake.


----


The instant Heather saw the blue and white banners of the team canopy rippling on the crowded bank, she felt naked. The steady breeze sent goosebumps up her bare arms and sides and hollowed her ankles until she rose like a feather, unsure where she'd drift in the current, only that she'd land in a good place.
Looking down filled her with gleeful defiance, for her outfit was overkill. But that was the point. No longer would she exhaust herself worrying about the opinions of other parents who viewed her as less until it was time to use her for personal gain. From now on, she would be herself, and they could think whatever the fuck they wanted.
With a loud breath, Heather moved into the grassy lawn packed with chairs. The reactions were immediate and far greater than she had imagined. As each parent turned and looked up, their eyes blew up as if every rumor they had heard suddenly became true beyond question.
It was a new and unnerving experience, but Heather maintained her composure and casual swagger as she began to move about the team area, trying to conduct herself as usual. No parent had yet to say anything, and it was clear they believed they were witnessing the fall of a traditional and upright woman. Though Heather didn't mind because she knew they were watching a woman find herself and enter a thrilling new stage of life.
Amid the gaping and whispers, Gretchen inevitably showed herself. "Huh... This outfit of yours has me thinking...."
"Oh. Well, don't strain yourself too hard," Heather politely smiled.
After recoiling, Gretchen stretched her thin lips. "I was about to say, it has me thinking about the old saying, Don't dress for the job you have; dress for the job you want."
Heather inhaled through her nose, building the inferno in her stomach, but wisely spoke from her tongue instead. "Yeah, right? I was going for the escort look — but, like, really high-end. Definitely not some streetwalker-type who would bang a high-school sports coach to get her son a better position on the team."
Those weren't the words she expected to leave her mouth, but she was glad they were. The absolute horror, panic, and rage on Gretchen's face were worth it, even if another parent, or the whole lake, had heard her.
Satisfied, Heather spotted an empty camping chair and plopped down in it, claiming it as her own. Her smartwatch had a notification from a minute ago, and she read the message from Quinn asking when it would be a good time to stop by the canopy and talk about his parent network. Her arms fell comfortably back to her thighs, as today was about one man.
The boats look beautiful out there today. The coxswains will have it easy.


----


Time moved slowly, in both good and bad ways. At 10:50, Heather sent a message to her son, asking if they were still on for 11.

Paul:
I'm at the container. You can meet me now 🙂


The clock must have ticked slowly for him too. Heather rose from the random chair and left camp without a word. On the path, she held out her phone, making sure to capture her bouncing hair and chest as she walked.

Are you hard yet?

Her son's response was a photo of her red thong around his skyward cock. Her pace quickened.


At the back of the massive parking lot, Heather arrived at the white shipping container covered in Oriental characters. On the grass, she moved into the shade of the droopy trees and knocked on the metal side. "Hello?"
"Hi, Mom! I'm here."
The sound of his voice made Heather's toes dance in her sneakers. The excitement and angst were beyond her teenage memories, and she straightened her top and shorts and hair before turning the corner into the private world her son had found.
Her knees buckled at the immediate sight of her son's naked body. He stood there freely, staring back at her, with her red lingerie around his erection. "Oh, hello. Heh. I'm happy to see you, too."
Paul shrugged and laughed. "I figured it'd save time. Plus, you already saw me naked last night anyway."
"True," she nodded, running her eyes over his carved abs and lean muscle. "But, I think some things are better in person."
They both blushed and traded stutter steps before moving in for a hug. The embrace was warm, with their skin touching. But despite their zealous messages about how badly they wanted the other the night before, they parted quickly and stood awkwardly, musing at the ground and trees.
"So," Paul swallowed, "how are we gonna do this? Are we gonna start like usual?"
Like usual, Heather blinked and nervously chuckled. "Uh, good question. I didn't really think about that. It's a little different when I'm not under pressure to help you and don't have to just start doing something."
Paul grinned. "Well, I, for one, am already out of my clothes. So...."
"Oh. I see. And you were hoping I'd take my top off for you?"
"Yes," his reddened cheeks puckered. "You promised I'd get to feel 'em."
"I did, didn't I?" Heather laughed, touching the side of her spliced, mint sports bra. "But once it's off, it's off. I thought you liked to be teased?"
"Uh, I do. But-"
Her son stopped as her fingers curled under the band of her bra, lifting it onto her areolas. Then she paused and studied her son's cock and longing eyes. "You should take it off."
"What?"
"You should take it off."
Paul stepped forward cautiously, waiting to be stopped, but he wasn't. His mom only smiled. Curling his fingers under the mint polyester, they were pressed between the cold fabric and her warm breast tissue, closing his windpipe. Her chest turned a blotchy red, and his cock painfully pulsed, though he was afraid to look up.
He could hear her breathing and found the fortitude to push up. Her arms rose as the sports bra seemed to fly off her body itself. When it was over, her breasts hung there, bare, round, and pointed, begging for his hands to reach out and hold them, even though they wouldn't fit.
Heather popped her lips. "So.... better in person?" When her son looked down at her and blushed and giggled, she grabbed his neck. He gasped and recoiled, then gave into the kiss.
The electric tingle went down her spine to her toes, lifting her heel like it was her first. The gentle grazing of her nipples on her son's chest made her head feel light. It was short, kind, and supple, and she pulled away, leaving them both to open their eyes slowly and stare in surprise.
"Woah," Paul breathed, flinching. "Why... Why did you do that?"
"I don't know," Heather shrugged, "just because."
She saw her son's gears churning and his tone chest puff out. Then his hands moved in, only for hers to instinctively swat them away. His face melted into fear and panic as she quickly laughed to recover. "And just what do you think you're doing?"
"Umm... Well, you said I could touch them. Last night you did, anyway. So I thought maybe-"
"Oh, I remember saying that. But I didn't say you could go grabbing whenever you wanted. At least let me finish getting undressed first."
He examined her, standing in only jeans and sneakers. "Wait... You're taking everything off?"
Laughing again, Heather corrected, "Uh, no. But I thought it might be fun to tease you."
As his mom proudly grinned, Paul swallowed, amazed at how it was only a couple weeks ago that he was desperate just to see the outline of his mom's figure, and now her creamy thighs were appearing in view as she kicked at her denim pant legs. He wiped a thin layer of sweat from his brow, realizing the woman before him was nude, save a sleek triangle of black lace. "Woah...."
A moist drop tickled his shaft, and he jolted at the swipe of his mother's knuckles. "I take it you're a fan of black, too?"
Unable to hold back any longer, Paul shot his arms out, grabbing her breasts, kneading them, fondling the firm yet soft pillows. She quietly gasped, her chin stretching out to the sky, so he continued, hoping to get away with it while he could. Soon her eyes met his, and they stared at one another, knowing there was no excuse or guise of 'help,' only the truth that they wanted it.
"Ohh, fuck," Heather puffed and reached down, taking her son's rigid girth in her hand. "Keep going, honey. Pinch the nipples -- lightly." She stared at the clouds as the twisting sensation bore through her chest. It was too rough, but she didn't want to say anything that could make him stop. So she simply moaned.
Emboldened, her son kept going, then his head dropped out of view.
"Ohh-oh!" Heather's lips formed an O, and she looked down, blinking at the surreal image of her son's mouth around her breast. "God, Paul."
"What?" He glanced up, panting. "Sorry, I-"
"Don't stop. You're fine. Don't stop unless I tell you," Heather said, watching him return, then feeling the swirl of his tongue on one nipple and the flicking of the other. Her toes curled and pressed into her running shoes. Clearly, whatever issues were plaguing him with self-pleasure didn't carry over to how he treated others. "You're so fucking good at this," she cooed, encouraging him with a stroking hand.
"Really?" He caught his breath.
"Yeah. You didn't get my hair, but, god, did you get my mouth."
The mother and son laughed together, inspired by the other's confidence and excitement. Paul wondered if he was as gifted as his mom claimed because, based on his imagination, her oral game was spectacular.
"I wanna jizz on your tits."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah," Paul nodded, "like, after the blowjob."
Heather moved to speak but simply dropped the red thong around his cock and ran her hands up the hard sides of his body. Then after a peck on the lips, she kneeled down on the grass.
"I can't believe this is happening. I never thought it would," Paul squealed.
"That makes two of us," Heather agreed, shaking her head. Then she stared up at him assuringly. "Though we deserve this."
Paul exhaled. "I love you."
Heather stroked his thigh. "I love you, too."
They smiled at each other, controlling their breaths as the silence lingered.
"Mom, you look so hot right now. This thong is definitely my favorite," Paul said, peeking over her bare shoulders at the black strip disappearing between the round butt cheeks on her ankles.
His mom tugged the strings, then rolled her green eyes. "It's just your favorite because it's the one I'm wearing."
Studying the outline of her pussy in the shiny fabric, Paul agreed, "You're probably right."
"Since I'm doing this, how 'bout you make yourself useful and hold my hair back?"
The son saw the freckled bubbles on his mom's face and nodded and obeyed. Her copper waves filled his fist, and his knees buckled at a firm pump of his erection.
"Holy shit, you're pent up!"
Hunched over her, he heard her laugh. "Yeah, you told me not to jerk off, so I didn't."
"God, it's already all over my hands. I could jerk you off and you'd cum in two minutes."
"Wait, what?" Paul shot up. "I thought you said you wanted to-"
"I am. Relax," his mom soothed. "I was just meant, I think I could just jerk you off right now, and that would work."
"Well, maybe, yeah," he shrugged.
"If I just jerked you off, do you think you'd get off?"
Paul tried to read the point in his mom's ivory chin. "I think so. But I definitely want a blowjob more."
"I know, Paul!" she cutely scoffed. "I'm going to suck your dick, okay? What I'm asking is, IF I just gave you a handjob, would you cum and make your race?"
He didn't understand but answered honestly, "Yeah, I'm really horny."
"You're one-hundred percent sure?"
"I- Yeah. Yes, for sure. Why are you asking-?"
"Tell me I don't need to do this for you to make your boat. Tell me I could just give you a handjob."
With his naked mom down on her knees before him, his cock in her hand, he would've blindly said or done anything she asked. But in her eyes, he realized what was happening. "Mom, you don't need to do this. You could just give me a handjob and I'd make my boat. I swear. You don't need to blow me."
And with that, Heather slowly blinked at her son, stuck out her tongue, and licked the length of his package from balls to tip. Paul shuddered and moaned as his tangy glaze coated her tongue. "You taste good," she said, matter-of-factly.
"I'm gonna cum soon!" he blurted, squeezing her copper locks in one hand and her right boob in the other. "Mom, there's no way I'm lasting. You're too hot."
"Sweety, I love you. And you're going to be okay. You can last to the end."
She looked up at him with belief and assurance in her green eyes that only a mother could offer, making him speechless. And after she took another long, shuddering lick, Paul stood on his tippy-toes. "I just wanna be inside you."
Heather split into a smile and licked her son once more before giving him what he wanted. Her knees shook with excitement as his hard, smooth cock slid through her lips and onto her tongue. It hit the back of her throat before his balls reached her chin, and her eyes lit up and her pussy tingled. A restrained grunt sent more precum trickling onto the back of her tongue. She pulled away slowly, parting her lips. Little strings of juices stretched from top to bottom before breaking and landing on her chin. "I think we should make this as hot and messy as possible... Don't you?"
Paul grinned ear to ear, trying hard not to laugh with his mom. Giving her hair a light tug, he shrugged, "Well... You look really fucking beautiful on your knees, so...."
"Hehe!" With a matching radiant smile, Heather pushed her mouth around Pau's erection and blew. Rhythmically bobbing her head in and out, she used her tongue to swirl around and pressure his sensitive tip. Her right hand worked his balls while her left held his hip. They moaned together as their combined fluids oozed down her chin. "Mmm."
There were too many things to look at and appreciate. But Paul's eyes kept returning to the cameltoe in his mom's black thong, which sat prominently between her legs as she rocked. "I wanna see you squirt in your thong."
Having already been wet, Heather now flooded. Her hand tugged and twisted harder, and her neck bobbed faster.
Gasping, Paul noticed the effect of his words and added, "I wish I was there last night to make you squirt in person."
"Fuck!" Heather heaved, shoving her hair from her face. "Who the hell taught you to talk like that?" They shared a smile. "Keep it up," she breathed, then dove back into his lap.
Never had there been a better time for Paul to tell his mom how he truly felt. She was a captive audience and willing to hear anything positive. "I've wanted you since my birthday. I wanted to fuck you when I saw you that night. You were so fucking perfect. You were everything. You still are. I wanna fuck so bad."
A high-pitched moan escaped from around his cock. Her fingernails lovingly scratched his abdomen.
"I kept imagining that you kept going and riding that dildo. Then you invited me to sit down with you, and we'd be together."
Her eyes closed, and her head weaved passionately, making him feel like he was about to die.
"I wish--"
"I should've."
"What?" Paul looked down.
"I should've told you to close the door and let you watch me like I wanted to."
Paul stared in shock, his eyes wide. Then his mom jumped to her feet and touched her forehead to his. He pushed his lips into hers, and she romantically greeted him. Pulling her in, their naked bodies pressed together, their hips and chests meeting, and their hands found the other's back.
As the mother and son made out, Paul knew what he had to do. Sliding his thumb between them, he pushed into the damp fabric of his mom's thong, into the soft top of her warm mound. "If you had let me stay in the room, I think we'd already be together."
"AHHH! Oh fuck.... Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck... Paul. Oh, Paul. Fuck. Oh god... Are we doing this? Are we actually doing this?"
Paul nodded at his mom, feeling oddly calm. "I'm in love with you, mom. I wanna do this now."
"Fuck," she shook, then joyously laughed. "I'm in love with you, too, Paul." Stepping back, she shoved her thong down her thin legs and stepped out of it, then kissed him again. "Let's fuck, hehe!"
To her surprise, Paul grabbed her by the ribs, hoisting her in the air before pushing her against the shipping container. The metal hard against her shoulder blades, it was hard to recall the last time she was held in the air during sex, much less being pressed against a wall. She hooked her legs around his hips and rested her arms on his shoulders.



Her son's face was down at her crotch. "You shaved."
Heather laughed, reveling in her sweat. "Good memory. And yeah... I was gonna send you a pic if you won your race. But in-person is always better."
Paul smiled adorably.
"Okay, honey, stop being a tease and fuck me."
He pushed inside. Together they moaned at the fast entry, and he thrust up, starting to fuck her. Heather jangled, sliding down the wall as her son powerfully rammed inside her.
"OH! OH! OH! Oh, shit! We're doing this!" Heather cried. She wasn't sure if her son had ever had sex before. Perhaps a few times. Either way, he had no idea what he was doing, but she didn't care, and she had plans to say anything, content to see and feel his passion.
"Ah! Ahhhhh!" Paul's brain sparked and fired. He was on another planet. His perfect partner was resting his hips, and his cock was buried deep inside her. "This is awesome! Do you like it?"
Heather detected the nerves in her son's voice. So she pulled his neck down and kissed him. "Mmm. Why the fuck did you stop? Get that massive cock of yours back to work, mister. Show me how much you love me."
Paul beamed and thrust harder, straining his tired muscles and throwing his body into it. "I wanna cum in you."
Heather's butt twitched, and she moaned. "Yeah? God, you better. I wanna still feel you in me while you race."
Their thighs slapped together loudly. It was rough, uneven, uncomfortable, and everything they both dreamed it could be. Heather could do little to help as Paul fucked her like he was in the final sprint of a race. But skill and control could come in time. Today, his athleticism and desire were enough to make Heather feel like her pussy was on fire and her head full of smoke. The lovers needed nothing more than to be together, taking turns trying to kiss the other's neck and uttering filthy but romantic things.
The hot, sticky mess Heather promised unfolded before her as the nectar from her pussy ran under her butt. And her son's cum had somehow spread to her thighs and his abs. The salty, sweet aroma filled her nostrils, sending her higher up the wall.
"I'm gonna cum, mom. Real soon!" Paul howled. He wanted to cum, but not to end their time together and have to let go of his mom. He was afraid of her no longer loving him once she finally came.
"Hold on, baby! Hold on! Just a little more. You can do it!" Heather could feel it coming. The pressure in her hips was immense, and she wanted to finish around him while in the air. So she settled in, closed her eyes, and listened to his growling in her ear and the pulse of his cock. But then her eyes opened in a fiery green burst. "Let me down!"
"What?"
"Let me down!"
Paul practically dropped her and stepped back, afraid. His mom swiftly went to her knees and took his testicles in one hand and used the other to rub her clit.
"I fucking love you," she breathed, then put his dick in her mouth.
Paul's ankles locked, then his muscles and joints went stiff throughout his body. The pain in his balls was numbing but divine. And the comforting warmth of her mouth was more incredible than he had fantasized about for all these months.
Heather knew it wouldn't be long. Just a few more blows. She wanted her son to fill her pussy, to share that experience with him. And they would get to have that. Later. But now, she wanted to be a woman of her word, to be reliable in a way she hadn't been for months. And mostly, she wanted to be a hot mess.
Popping her lips from her son's shaft, Heather sat back, stroking him furiously at her face. When she looked up at him, his eyes squinted, and he grunted loudly. He stayed with her as his first rope splattered into her open mouth, but then she lost him as he blindly shot the following ropes of cum all over her chin, neck, and chest.
She rubbed his clenched abs, letting him know she was still there for him. He wobbled but stayed strong. But with her grip on his balls, he probably couldn't have fallen if he had tried. And finally, when the white spurts from his tip turned into a gentle river, his watery eyes opened, his chest heaving.
Paul didn't have the oxygen or the conscience to speak, so he could only stare down at his beautiful, naked, cum-covered mom in awe of what she had done to him. Then her sweet gaze back up at him melted and twisted open into a frightening look.
"Ah. Ah. Ah. Aaaahhhhhh-eeeeee! Fuuuuuuck!"
Clear liquid squirted out of her glistening pussy and onto the grass. Her neck whipped back as she wailed at the sky. Her moans came in waves, and Paul didn't know what to do other than humbly watch.
"Ahhh!" She gasped in relief, then went limp, a faint smile on her pink lips.
"Mom, thank you. That was--"
She pulled him down to the ground with her, holding him and petting his hair. Paul stopped talking and just lay with her.
"You're more than welcome," she breathed. "And thank you." Then, as they recovered in a tangled pile, she added, "And you definitely covered me."
Paul sat up and happily admired his work. "Yeah, haha! I'm kind of a mess, too," he noticed.
"Good. I know I yell at you a lot for not cleaning up after yourself. But... Sometimes I miss getting to do it." She leaned forward and licked his leg, following the glistening spots up to his groin and cock. Although Paul was flaccid, it simply felt pleasant, and he felt special.
When she finished, Paul sheepishly gulped. "Can I clean you up?"
His mom's eyes flew open. "Uh... Yes!" She spread her arms and opened herself to him, either impressed or in curious disbelief.
But as soon as Paul tasted the gross but sexy cum on her boob, she pushed him away.
"Fuck, fuck, no! Stop! Babe..." she held his shoulders, "You can do that to me literally whenever you want. Seriously, hehe! But there's no way you gotta get ready for your race."
And just like that, an alarm rang in Paul's shorts, and he instinctively jumped to his feet and ran to his clothes. "Do I have to go? I think I'd rather stay here," he joked, but with some sincerity.
"We have the rest of the day to do whatever. So you gotta go race."
"Yeah, I gotta get that scholarship. Get that monay," he chuckled.
"Or you can just race fast because it'll mean you get to see me sooner."
Paul stared into his mom's certain, deep eyes, and a powerful feeling overcame him. She had never looked at him like this. No woman had.
"Go race. I'll clean up. And I'll take a video of it too... Just in case you need a little more motivation to get back sooner."
He shook his head. "I wanna go to the pool with you later."
Heather shrugged her freckled shoulder. "The pool... The sauna... The gym... I'm sure you'll manage to convince me to go on some type of adventure later. But for now... GO!"
"Oh, yeah!" Paul laughed and threw on his clothes, then dashed over to kiss her before hurrying away. "Bye, mom. Love you!"
"Love you too, Paul!" She called out. "I'll be watching."
After her son was gone, Heather lay amongst the wreckage. Clothes strewn about, her son's "affection" melting and rolling down her body, and their combined scent drifting in the air beneath the trees. She rested, savoring the moment, knowing she wasn't due back at camp for a while.


----


When Heather arrived back at the team canopy, she was still running her ivory fingers through her hair, and she sensed that everyone could tell she had just had sex. Maybe it was because she had on no underwear now that her black thong was stuffed in her purse. But more likely, it was her labored breaths and the redness at the top of her chest. Or perhaps the most damning, the subtle, dazed smile adorning her peaceful face. Not that she cared if everyone knew. Her head was awash in dopamine, and she simply wanted to watch her son row.
There was a worry that he had exerted himself too much. You should have ridden him. You shouldn't have let him hold you up against the wall. That was a little selfish, Heather thought. But her concerns ended up being overstated, as Paul moved across the lake in a comfortable second. It was far from his best race, and his posture was poor, but his experience in terrible conditions shined through. He looks wiped. But he's gonna do it. And Paul did, getting second and securing a lane in the final.


Following the heat, Heather became worried for another reason. It had been more than an hour since Paul had docked, and he had yet to return to the canopy. Usually, there was a speech from the coach, the de-rigging of the boat, and then the (hopefully) triumphant return. But all that took twenty minutes, max. Heather considered walking over to the boat trailer, but she didn't want to risk running into her husband.
Then, finally, Heather sighed, and Paul eagerly waved as he hurried toward her. "There you are, honey! Congrats!" She hugged him.
"Guess what? I have good news!"
"What? What is it?"
"After the race, this assistant from Princeton came up to me and said that I've been on their radar for a while, and they liked what they say today, but they wanna see a little more. Then, he was like, 'Have a good row in the final... Then maybe we can talk about an offer tomorrow?'"
"Gahhh!" Heather screamed, excitedly hugging her son again. She then noticed the other parents staring at them and felt proud. She then let go so Paul could hurry into the tent and shovel as many muffins, bananas, and sugars into his mouth as he desired. Watching him through the plastic window, Heather gently cried. Today, all of their hard work and perseverance had paid off.




*** Service ***


The air was tense in the Uber ride back to the hotel as Heather and Paul longed to put their hands on each other. They didn't know if the driver sensed it or if the blur of the crowded sidewalks distracted him. But as soon as they were dropped off at the hotel and the elevator door closed, the tension broke. Draping themselves over the other, they passionately made out, not caring what camera caught them.
A polite ding interrupted the intimacy, and Heather straightened her skimpy bra and jeans as the door opened to her floor. "So, where are you taking me on our next date? I assume it's today?"
"Uh, yeah, of course," Paul nodded. "I had some ideas, but then my brain got fried because of the race, so I need to take a nap and reset and think of it. It'll be something you love, though."
Heather grinned. "I'm sure it will." She stepped out, then turned back, catching the door. "By the way, it's our third date. So, if you play your cards right, you might get lucky." The door closed on her son's smile as she quickly added, "And check your Snapchat!"


Paul drew his phone from his pocket and practically ran down the hall to his room, sighing to find his roommate gone. Then, sitting up on his bed, shaking from muscle strain and angst, he raised the volume and tapped on the purple square next to his mom's username. For more than two minutes, he watched her wipe his cum from her body and lick it from her fingers, speaking filthy words about how incredible she felt and what she wanted to do to him once they were back in the hotel.
After jotting down date ideas, a depleted Paul slept.


----


Heather emerged from her lengthy shower at the sound of a buzz on the quartz counter.

Paul:
Do you know when dad is coming back?
Heather:
Not until late again. Why do you ask? 😉
Paul:
I want to have the first part of our date in your room.
Heather:
Are you really trying to have sex before the date??
Paul:
NO! 😂 I want to take you out for a meal, like a real date. But we can't go downstairs obviously and Idk when Jack's coming back. So I thought of just ordering us room service to your room.
We can pretend it's a private restaurant lol



Heather waltzed across the carpet in her room, a towel around her head.

Taking me out to eat? Wow! What a gentleman 😍
So what type of restaurant is this? What attire does it call for?
Paul:
A classier one
Not super classy. Just a little
More romantic than sexy, if that makes sense
Think of a place where couples go to talk and have a nice meal


Alone in her room, Heather giddily paced. Did her son know how sweet and charming he was being? Did he know that planning a cute, romantic date would turn her on even more than a sexy one? No, of course not, and that only made her dance and tingle more.
She opened her suitcase to see if she could capture the date he was envisioning.

Sounds perfect for us 😊
What time will you pick me up?
Paul:
1:30!
Heather:
See you then 😘




It was close to an hour later when Heather heard a nervous knock on her door. She quickly touched herself up in the mirror and then opened the handle, taken aback by the handsome young man in the navy polo and khakis. They both smiled, recognizing the other was wearing the outfit they brought in case the family went out to dinner one night, though neither said anything.
"Hi, mom. You look beautiful."
"Thank you." She glanced at her heels and striped skirt, hoping her son wouldn't remember her black blouse from her adventure the night before. He did but clearly pretended not to as he stepped into the room, kissing her.
"Woah."
"I know. You found a great restaurant." She looked out over the dim room, where two chairs sat across the side table in the corner, lit by the reading lamps. Pleasant music played behind her, and she smiled at Paul, who set down his phone and walked her to her chair.
It was a peaceful and private lunch. The mother and son talked until room service arrived, making each other laugh and asking questions, learning who the other was as an adult beyond sex. In time, their plates cleared and Heather thanked her son for the upscale cuisine.
"So, Paul, where do you see us going?"
"Like, on our next date?" he asked in his maturing voice.
"No. I mean, when you imagine me with you, how does that relationship look? Or, at least, how do you see us right now?"
Paul didn't expect such questions, pinching the collar of his polo. "Uh, I'm not sure exactly. I just know I wanna keep being with you like this, like some form of couple. And right now, I mean... I said I'm in love with you, and you said you loved me back. But I know that doesn't mean we're together or anything. And, obviously, you're married. So... How do you see us?"
Heather lowered her glass and looked into his brown stare, her green eyes holding firm with belief. "Honey, as I said earlier, don't worry about my marriage. It's not going to determine my future or yours, okay? But, to be honest, until it's officially over, I can't really think about what I want our relationship to be. Obviously, we can't go back to normal -- not that I think either of us wants it to. I just... I want you in my life more than anyone else, and not just because you're my son. And if it's worth anything, I see us as a pair right now."
Paul swallowed, his face glowing. "So, after everything settles down and whatnot, you might be interested in becoming a couple? Like, a real one?"
Heather tapped her glass with her fingernail. "You work harder to understand me than any man I've met. And you make me happy. Plus, the sex is God! Hoo! So why not see what we can be?"
The mother and son blushed, then leaned over the table and kissed. Paul pushed harder with his lips and Heather grabbed at his shirt as they made out.
"Are we about to have sex again?"
"No," Heather breathed, "I'm gonna teach you how to eat me out. Then you're gonna carry me into the shower and fuck my brains out."


The remainder of the afternoon was spent with Paul's head trapped between his mom's ivory thighs, the intoxicating aroma of the dewy nectar filling the room. He was a good student, willing to work until his jaw was tired. So when Heather crossed her legs around his neck and dug her nails into his muscular shoulder blades, he learned his final lesson for the day -- it meant his mom was about to squirt on his face. His reward was getting to sit down in the shower and rest as she took her time blowing him until he filled her freckled cheeks.
The mother and son were left winded. Only a visit to the pool and sauna restored them and their libidos. After hurrying back to the room, they helped each other out of their swimwear and finally had obscenely hot intercourse again. With the city open in the window, Heather savored the painful tugging on her scalp, the manly cock thrusting inside her, and the faint reflection of her naked body bent over a hotel mattress and her muscular son behind her. She knew what she wanted in life.
"Mom, I'm gonna cum!"
"God, just do it already."


They were inseparable, a private pair living in their own world for hours. It wasn't until later in the night when Rich texted them to announce he was coming back and wanted to get dinner. The lovers knew their day was over, and they kissed goodnight, wishing they could sleep in the same bed. Then they went down to the lobby, returning to their roles as normal mother and son.




*** Championship ***


It was race day, the race day, and Paul awoke having never felt better. He slept for over eight hours, and his head was clear and his limbs limber. But, more than anything, he had the energy of a teenager in love.
After their radio silence last night, Paul thought of everything his mom had sacrificed for him to achieve his dreams. He felt undeserving but special. His mom loved him, and he wanted to win for her as well as himself.
At breakfast, his mom was flirtier in public than she had been the day before, but he couldn't stop gazing from across the table either. It was hard not to be self-conscious. What if someone recognized them or thought they were having an affair? What Paul failed to notice, though, was that his mom's fingers were ringless. So, at worst, they were a cougar and cub on a hotel getaway.
They rode to the river with their hands on the other's thigh, then arrived in the parking lot, kissed, and parted ways. Instead of going to the canopy, however, Heather walked along the grassy lake, enjoying the beautiful spring day. The light breeze overwhelmed her with a sense of freedom, almost like if she spread her arms, she would fly away.
When her watch chimed, Heather walked to the white shipping container to meet her son. They greeted each other as if they had been apart for months, embracing and swirling their tongues. But as they started to pull at each other's clothes, Heather stopped, her expression serious.
"Paul, wait. I need to tell you something."
"Oh. What?"
Heather broke the news of her conversation with his dad the night before. It was a long talk, beginning with her knowledge of his affair with Gretchen. Although he freaked out at first, she calmed him by ensuring there was no anger or hostility, then admitted to having recent affairs of her own -- without getting into detail. Rich admitted to being crazy about her but never enjoying marriage, which Heather had always known.
"So, anyway, in the end, I told him I've fallen out of love with him, and he agreed we both needed a clean start. We're not really friendly, per se, but we agreed to be adults, just accept this for what it is, and part ways without any drama."
Paul listened, half present, half in his head. The divorce wasn't a surprise, but the smooth outcome was. He had expected more fighting and issues. But then again, his mom only gave him the cliff notes and probably left out the more tense moments.




"So... What are you thinking?" she asked. "What's your reaction? I really think this will give all three of us a chance to be happier."
Mulling at the shipping container for some time, Paul finally responded, "Well, I think he's insane for not wanting to be with you."
Heather laughed and rested her arms on his neck. "I know, right?"
"Does this mean I can sleep in your bed instead now?" Paul wondered, knowing it was a reach.
"Hah! Uh... How about you give me some time to sort through everything and think about our relationship?"
"Okay. I really wanna fuck you right now, though. We can still do that, right?" Paul asked, optimistically dropping his shorts.
Looking at his cock, Heather nodded. "Yeah, I wasn't saying we needed to put a pause on that."
The mother and son came together, with Paul desperately removing his mom's clothes, wanting her in her most vulnerable state. As Heather let her son bring her naked body down to the grass, she closed her eyes, feeling his tongue on her pussy and his hot breath on her thighs. His dirty words melted into a molten stream in her ear that spiraled in her brain. And in the chaos of confusion, worry, and shame, an obvious truth remained. She wanted Paul and to give him everything he wanted.
A vision of her future, their future, unfolded in the blackness and lifted her shoulders from the dirt. With a push, she sent her son's back to the ground and took his erection in her mouth, blowing profusely.
"Fuck, you're so good at this."
"Yeah? You like when your girlfriend sucks your cock?" Heather watched her son's squinting eyes pop open, and she smiled back with her green ones, licking the length of his shaft before blowing again.
"Are you serious?" he panted. "You wanna be my girlfriend."
Heather grinned and lovingly squeezed his side.
Paul sat up. "Like, I can call you my girlfriend? And we're a couple?"
Brushing her copper hair from her forehead, Heather breathed, "Call me, mom. I'm always your mom. But you can think of me as your girlfriend sometimes, too."
"Holy shit! Yes, let's do that!" Paul punched the ground. "When will you be my girlfriend and when will you be my mom, though?"
"Depends."
"So, if we're doing this or anything date-like, you're my girlfriend? And if not, you're my mom?"
"No." Heather shook her head. "I'm always your mom -- just one that does girlfriend stuff, too. For example, as your girlfriend, I'm about to fuck your brains out. But as your mom, I'm going to ride you so you don't get tired and screw up your college plans."
Paul rubbed his face. "Jesus. Can you be both all the time?"
"Haha! We'll see how it goes."
The experienced mother angled her son's cock and sat on it. His adorable face twisted, and the side of her mouth curled, knowing it was the same view he had when she rode the dildo months ago. Together they moaned and grunted, humping in ecstasy. "Relax, relax," Heather had to keep reminding him, trying to keep his energy in store and also wanting to make their first time as a couple special.
"Ugh! I wanna cum in your pussy so fucking bad!"
"Yeah?" Heather heard her ass slap against his sweaty thighs and sat up higher. "You're so much better than that dildo."
Paul's face stretched into a silent laugh as the oxygen was sucked from his lungs. His eyes went elsewhere, then he erupted, dousing the burning fire inside Heather, but only for a moment. Her brain fogged and her pussy caught fire again before she pushed her son's shoulder blades into the dirt and ground back and forth. No amount of friction was enough.
Finally, Heather fell into her son's body, clenched him tightly, and closed her eyes as waves of cum squirted from her pussy.


In the aftermath, they lay together, looking up at the fluffy clouds in the blue sky through the overhanging tree branches. Paul slid out from under his mom and slowly got up.
"Mmm. Where are you going?"
"Well, I figured I could-"
"There's plenty of time until your race. Maybe I'm not done with you yet?"
"Uh, I don't think I can go again. I can later, though!"
Heather rolled her head and smiled, her freckled cheeks bubbling beneath her closed eyes. "I didn't mean that. I was hoping there was something else you could do for me."
"Oh. Like what?"
Heather bent her knees up, spreading them to show her glistening lips. "I could never get your dad to do this for me. And since you're a fan of sticky messes...."
"Woah, uh..." Paul scratched his arm. "I want to, but I don't know if... Like, it's not that-"
"You won't be swallowing it. I will be. You'll just be eating it out," she explained. "I know it's a little kinky, but I think we'll be happier if we give each other everything we want."
Paul was quiet. "Are you asking me to do this as my mom or as my girlfriend?"
"Both."
"So, if I start doing this, you'll try stuff out with me, too?"
Heather nodded.
"Okay. If I try this, I want you to try being in a real relationship with me, where we're real partners. I don't wanna live in your place. I wanna live in our place. And I wanna sleep in our bed. And I wanna take you out on dates and for you to tell people I'm your boyfriend when they ask."
Heather opened her hooded green eyes and looked at her son. She had never felt so wanted or more connected to another person. "Fine. But when we're moving the furniture into our new place, you're doing it shirtless."
The mother and son smiled and lovingly kissed. And then Heather introduced Paul to a new activity they could enjoy together.




*** Home ***


In the finals of the National Tournament, Paul faced the top competition in the nation and finished third. His bronze medal now hangs in the apartment he and Heather share outside Princeton, New Jersey.



        