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Kelsey’s Boy

When Luke pulled up in front of his childhood home, he stopped and glanced around, surprised by one question. Where was he supposed to park? In high school, it had been easy enough. He had a specific spot there in the driveway. But now, he didn't know exactly where he should go. After a few seconds, he just rolled up in front of the house, parked, and got out. Taking a slow breath, Luke rotated his shoulders back and stretched his arms as far as he could.

How long had he spent driving? Three, maybe four hours?

He glanced at the back seat and decided to leave his stuff there. Instead, he headed up the cobblestone path to the porch. Seconds later, he was in front of the door, and he hesitated again. It was that same, strange sense of disconnection, like he had spent so much time here. He had grown up in this house. And yet, was he supposed to knock? He didn’t technically live here. He had been away at university for two years. Yes, he still called his mom every couple of weeks to check in, but he had been busy.

Exhaling slowly, he felt ridiculous, but he still lifted his knuckles and knocked.

Only a few seconds later, the door swung open, and that's when he saw her—his mom.

For just a second, Luke stared, but he didn't recognize her. Yes, there was this warm familiarity, only this couldn't be his mom. The woman standing in front of him had her hair pulled back into a ponytail, she wore a little bit of makeup, and she looked amazing. First, her breasts were bigger than they should have been—way bigger than he remembered. In fact, his eyes instinctively dipped down toward her cleavage, his gaze drawn by the gravity of those incredible curves. It didn't help that she was wearing this tight top and a short skirt that reminded him of something a schoolgirl might wear. She looked amazing.

For her part, Kelsey smiled as she saw her boy. It seemed unlikely, but was he taller than she remembered? At first, she just put her hand on the doorway and leaned to one side with an unintentionally flirtatious smile. Finally, she couldn't take it anymore. She held out her arms and said, "Come here!"

Stepping out of his reverie, Luke stepped forward, and he felt his mom's arms wrap around him. She squeezed him tight, and that's when he felt the soft give of her chest against his own. Not only that, there was this pulse of desire that ran through his body. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he tried to wiggle away, but she held on tight.

"Mom," he said, his tone uncertain. "You look, you look different…"

"Yeah," she said. "I got a personal trainer, and I decided to make a couple of other changes." She did a quick little spin, causing her skirt to rise up. He didn't want to notice her toned legs, her tight thighs, or her pert buttocks. And yet, there it was again, that rippling sense of excitement that ran through his frame. He fought so hard to ignore it.

I'm just tired, he told himself. It was a really long drive, and I'm really tired. As hard as he tried, Luke couldn't really make himself believe that, especially since his eyes kept sweeping up and down along the length of her body. He saw her black, high heels, her legs, the hem of her skirt, the fabric of her top, her newly enhanced breasts, and her warm smile. The light glistened off of her lips, and it made him think she was wearing gloss.

It looked good. Really good.

"Can I get you something to eat? Maybe a sandwich? Oh, I can make some burgers if you want," she suggested.

She reached out for him, like she was going to grab him by his hands, but Luke managed to step back. "Actually, I was kind of hoping I could just take a nap. Would that be okay?"

"Absolutely," Kelsey said, her smile bright and evanescent. He never remembered her looking that gorgeous when she smiled. At least, he never noticed.

Before he headed off to school, Luke remembered a couple of his friends talking and teasing him. They pointed out how his mom was kind of hot, but he always tried to drown those thoughts out. He'd punch his friends in the shoulders or tell them to shut up because they weren't supposed to see his mom like that.

"Your room is just the way you left it," she said. Only then a little smile tugged at the corners of her mouth as she wobbled her head from side to side. "Okay, so maybe I tidied up a little bit. But it's basically the same."

"Thanks," he answered. Luke glanced over his shoulder and back at the rental parked on the street as he wondered if he should try to unload his stuff. Turning back toward the stairwell, he decided he really needed to get some rest. He gave his mom another quick hug; it felt even better than he expected. After that, he rushed up the stairs, found his bedroom door, closed it, locked it, and threw himself down onto the mattress.

The first thing he noticed? The aroma. His mom still used the same laundry detergent. The cool, clean aroma filled his nostrils as he closed his eyes and tried to relax.

For several minutes, he expected sleep to pull him down into that warm, dark blanket. He expected to lose himself and not even dream for a while. Between his final projects, exams, breaking up with Lucy, and driving all the way home, he was exhausted. It wasn't just this trip either. It was everything.

In spite of his passionate desire to sleep, a different sort of excitement continued to rumble through his body. He was stiff, and she tried to relax. He tried imagining and counting sheep; that didn't work. He concentrated on his breathing, but that didn't help either, not when those images kept flashing through his mind.

He only saw a Kelsey for a few seconds. And yet, he remembered the dark texture of her skirt, the soft fabric of her top, the sweeping curves of her breasts, and the glint along her lips.

"This is crazy," he whispered. "This is crazy, and I'm not going to do it."

Even as those words drifted out of his mouth, he reached under the blanket, his hand slid down into his boxers, and he found his erection. Yes, he was already hard. His breathing came faster as Luke started to glide his fingertips along his balls and up toward his cock.

"Come on, man. You're not going to do this," he whispered frantically, yet he didn't stop himself either. He closed his eyes, and he kept thinking of that beautiful woman right there in the entryway. She had looked so amazing. How was that possible? His chest tightened, and the excitement flared through his body.

Again and again, he told himself to stop, only couldn't do it. This potent need pulse through his body, and then he figured it out. The full weight of his instincts pushed him in one direction, but he didn't have to think about his mom. He didn't have to imagine Kelsey naked or think about what it would feel like to glide his hands up and down her naked breasts. They were so hot, so big. He could imagine his fingertips pressing down against that soft, yielding flesh.

Instead, Luke wanted to think about some of his favorite videos. His laptop was filled with those clips with powerful, dark skinned men taking beautiful girls. With their giant cocks, they plunged down, thrusting into those beautiful girls. He thought of one of his favorite clips.

There was this schoolgirl. She had shining, fiery red hair, sultry lips, and this playful little smirk. Then this big guy appeared on screen, and he grabbed her, pushing her down. He took control, pinning her with her arms over her head. His grip tightened around her wrists, and he leaned down, kissing her hard. After a few seconds, he pulled his top off, revealing his tight, toned abdomen.

He looked like this invincible athlete with those chiseled muscles.

Soon, he pulled the top off of that little redhead. He stripped her, tearing down her skirt, so she only wore her bra and panties. Then he yanked down her underwear, and his hand went right between her legs. He let out an appreciative growl as he fingered her. Squirming and moaning, desperate for more, she wiggled her hips from side to side as his digits pushed into her. Of course, that was just the beginning. He was only checking to make sure she was ready for him.

"Please, please don't make me wait," she panted out. He always loved the sound of her desperation, like she needed this so badly and would do anything for it.

Within seconds, he pulled down his pants, tossing them off to the side with little more than disdain. Then there was his mammoth cock. Poised and ready, he grabbed her again, pushing her to the mattress, trapping her beneath the solid weight of his muscles. She spread her legs, lifted her heels into the air, and surrendered completely as he plunged down. His huge cock stretched her, making her moan and cry out all over again. There was this mixture of discomfort, of pleasure, of need, and surrender. With every panted, whimpered note of her voice, she gave in to this man.

All at once, he couldn’t tell the difference between his thoughts and fantasies.

He tried to concentrate on this video and that cute little redhead. Instead, he started thinking of Kelsey. He imagined his mom down on her back, naked with this powerful guy on top of her. With his giant cock, he could plow into her, and her eyes widened. Maybe she wouldn't believe she could take him. There was too much, too many inches, too much strength and power behind that shaft. And yet, he wouldn't give her the choice, and she would be grateful.

Luke's breathing came faster and faster as he lost himself to those images.

Perhaps a small voice at the back of his mind told him he needed to stop this. He had to think clearly and take control of his fantasies because this was ridiculous. If he heard that small voice, Luke ignored it completely.

Instead, his imagination continued to run hot and fast. There she was, on her back, pressing her buttocks down against the mattress as this imposing man thrust into her again and again. Those powerful movements made her lose control.

"I'm coming! I'm coming so hard!" Luke imagined Kelsey crying out again and again, her cheeks flushed, her skin damp with unstoppable arousal.

In the real world, his hand tightened around his cock, and he savored that explosion of pleasure. It rocketed through his body, flaring from his center into his arms and legs. He arched his back, closed his eyes, and shoved his head down against at the mattress. He kept squeezing, massaging and palpating his cock until there was nothing left.

He was spent and exhausted.

What had he just done?

Suddenly tired and thirsty, he quickly sat up and glanced around his childhood bedroom. Puffing out his cheeks, he shook his head.

What just happened?

He refused to answer that question and instead embraced this oncoming exhaustion.

After all, it was just a onetime thing. It wasn't a big deal. It didn't have to change anything.

Kelsey came up to his bedroom door, knocked gently, and asked, "Luke? Are you awake?"

No answer.

Perfect, she thought.

It made sense. The last couple of weeks had been incredibly stressful for Luke. His classes were difficult enough on their own, but he ended up breaking up with Lucy. Between all of that and the end-of-term projects, he had probably pushed himself way too hard. What was the expression? Burning the candle from both ends? It sounded like Luke had been burning his candle from both ends and the middle all at once.

"My sweet boy," she whispered with a little shake of her head.

Her phone buzzed, and she reached down, pulling it out of the small pocket of the side of her skirt.

There was a text message waiting for her. It was just two words, I'm here.

Marcus. Perfect, she thought again.

Rushing forward like an excited schoolgirl, she did her best not to make any extra noise, especially since she didn't want to risk waking Luke. That could get awkward...

There were those half-formed plans at the back of her mind, but she wasn't really sure she could do something like that, especially to this boy. Even so, the temptations were right there.

For now, however, Kelsey wanted to focus on something else. Someone else…She made it down to the front door, opened it, and there he stood.

"You never fail to impress," she said as she opened the door.

He wore black, pleated pants and a matching top. The shirt wasn't tucked in, but she admired the buttons as they made their way up his torso. The smooth fabric glistened in the streetlight, but she was mostly focused on the contours of his chest. She had seen this man naked several times, and she knew exactly how he looked, but there was still that electric bolt of arousal.

"Hello," he said, his eyes dark and smoky. He only uttered two syllables, yet another pulse of need ran through her body. She experienced it right between her legs with that rush of excitement.

After Luke left for university, Kelsey had started to explore and expand. Yes, she loved her boy, but now she could concentrate on her own needs and desires. As far as she was concerned, it was time to get selfish. She started working out and concentrating on the woman she really wanted to be. She felt good, powerful and fit. She felt unstoppable, especially after getting those implants.

Right now, Kelsey could see it reflected in Marcus's face. Even though they had been together several times, his eyes still swept up and down the length of her body. There was something so intoxicating, so incredibly addictive about this kind of attention.

Then she took a step forward. It was only a quick movement, but he took the cue, reached out, and grabbed her. His hands were on her waist, and he yanked. She lost her balance, only to find it again as she leaned against him. At the same time, one of his hands flew up to her hair. Marcus ran his fingers through those strands, took a solid grip, and yanked her head back. There was that little splash of pain against her scalp, but she enjoyed it, especially when it was contrasted with his powerfully confident kiss.

Kelsey had been with other guys, mostly white men, who didn't know what they were doing. They were too timid, losing themselves to their own pathetic insecurities and doubts. Marcus, however, didn't have that problem. She loved the sureness and certainty as he pushed his mouth down against hers. Soon, their tongues were dancing and teasing one another.

"I've got someone in the house," she said after he broke off that case. "We’re going to have to be quiet."

"That sounds like a challenge," he said, growling the words into her ear. "Are you telling me I can't make you moan? You don't think I can make you scream?"

She giggled, "Oh, we both know you can." She couldn't help but think about their last interlude together. In fact, she had worried that maybe the neighbors would call the police…

"Come on," he said, taking her by the hand. He pulled, guiding her through the house and up the stairs.

Luckily, Marcus seemed to take her request seriously, so he didn't stomp his feet against the floor. Despite being such a large, well-built man, he moved with a surprising level of grace and stealth. Soon enough, however, he closed and locked her bedroom door behind them. Then he glanced at her, and his eyes swept up and down her body. "You look good, but I want to see even more of you. Strip."

That command sent another ripple of need running through her skin. She couldn't help it, not when she felt this almost biological instinct to obey this man.

She pulled off her top, unzipped her skirt and dropped the floor, kicked away her shoes, and then stood there in just her bra and panties. With a teasing shine in her eyes, Kelsey placed her hands on her hips, tilted her head to the side, and looked like some coquettish model.

"You're not done," he said, his tone almost menacing.

"Oh? Maybe you want to help me?"

"I will if that's what you need," he said, stepping forward. "But I can't promise that bra or those panties are going to survive the encounter."

"I guess that's a risk I have to be willing to take," Kelsey replied with a knowing little smirk.

Marcus didn't hesitate.

First, he grabbed her, scooping her up. As the world blurred around her, she suppressed the urge to squeak or cry out. He tossed her down onto the mattress, she bounced once, and then he threw himself forward. He leapt at her like some wild lion. He grabbed her, pouncing and pinning her.

First, his hand went for her bra. He loosened the clasp, yanked off that fabric, and threw it down onto the floor. Next, he slid back, hooking his fingers into her panties. The elastic stretched, and he yanked her underwear down along the length of her legs. It passed her heels and toes before he discarded them.

"And now, I'm going to have some fun with you," he promised, his eyes blazing with primal hunger. Marcus pushed her down, and she had her hands over her head, her elbows bent.

First, he went for her breasts. He cupped those mounds, fondling them beneath the palms of his hands. His fingers started along her nipples, teasing, taunting, and stimulating her with fresh need.

"Someone’s getting horny," he teased her. "Someone is a very, very thirsty." Kelsey looked up at his dark features and savored the need etched across his face. Yeah, he could play with her, but there was no way he could deny his own desires. He wanted her. Badly. Better yet, he was going to take her, no matter what. She tried to prepare herself for that, but now he leaned down, and he kissed her. The movement was surprisingly tender, right until that moment when his hand dropped between her legs.

"Say it," he ordered.

Kelsey understood precisely what he craved; more importantly, she knew the rules of this game, so she pressed her lips together.

He had one hand on her chest, the other between her legs. His fingertips darted and played along her pussy, teasing her slit. Yes, she was already wet, but that hardly mattered. He pushed down with one finger, then another. Better yet, he found her clit, and he toyed with her, working a little button as her muscles tightened. Spasms of wild need and eager desire shot across her skin. She lost control, arched her back, and started pleading with him.

"Please. Please, fuck me! Fuck, yes! Please, please just do it!"

"Is this what you want?" Marcus asked.

She blinked, opened her eyes, and realized he had pulled his hand away from her chest and his other hand from between her legs. She was naked, breathing fast, and there was that heat buzzing all along her skin. She could sense it just beneath the surface of her body as a constant reminder of what she needed.

"Yes! Please!" Kelsey only stopped after she realized how much noise she was making. Her heart kicked faster in her chest, and she didn't know what to do, only the corners of his eyes crinkled with amusement, and now he came forward. He took out his cock, and he was ready for her. He was so big, so strong…

Kelsey told herself she knew how this would feel, so she was braced. She was prepared. And yet, the tip of his manhood came up against her opening. At first, he just teased her again. Braced on one arm, he used his other hand to aim and guide his length. He probed her, just barely touching her, pulling back, and making her squirm for more.

Her fingers pushed down into the palms of her hands as she shoved her knuckles down against at the sheets. At the same time, she itched to scream out, "Don't make me wait! Please, don't make me wait! Just give it to me! I need it! I need it so badly!"

When she looked up at his dark features, she knew what was going to happen. Then she realized she couldn't prepare herself. There was no way for Kelsey to brace for the sensations.

He shoved down, thrusting into her. Her body reacted, and her muscles tightened all over again. It felt like this incredible wave of need exploded along her body. Tendrils of desire shot out into her arms and legs. The desperation coiled right there, just below her belly as he pushed down, inch by inch.

With every second, she didn't think she could take any more. And he proved her wrong each time.

Kelsey’s body stretched and adapted as he slid into her. In that next moment, he pulled back, only to thrust down again.

At that moment, Kelsey ached to bring her knuckles back up to her mouth, like she could bite on her fist to keep herself quiet.

Her eyes opened, and she saw Marcus grinning down at her. "You're hot when you're desperate," he told her.

Kelsey wanted to open her mouth, to speak, only that felt dangerous. If she made one sound, she worried she’d start screaming through that blaze of passion and pleasure. Instead, she just bit down on her lower lip, raised her head, shut her eyes, and tensed as she anticipated the next rush of sensations.

Marcus pumped down into her, thrusting hard, thrusting fast. He showed this woman what he could to as the friction of their bodies sent her senses spiraling and spinning. Wild, incandescent need glowed bright beneath the surface of her skin as her nerves danced and the buzzed with desperation.

"You're going to come for me," he growled.

Breathless, she had no choice but to agree, "Yes. Yes, I'm going to come for you!"

She was almost there, almost, almost, so close…

The pleasure exploded through her body, racing along her flesh as the satisfaction gripped her and swept aside everything else. She lost control and cried out, the sounds ricocheting against the walls. She heard Marcus as he grunted with satisfaction before he jerked back, spent and finished.

Breathing hard, she peered up at him.

Their eyes met for a moment, so he grinned with satisfaction.

They had relaxed together for a while. She rested her head on his solid shoulder, and he wrapped his arm around her. They didn't say anything to one another; they didn't have to. But eventually, he told her he needed to leave, so she curled up into a ball, closed her eyes, and fell asleep.

When the morning light started to stream through the window, she opened her eyes.

Then she tensed up for a moment. Kelsey heard footsteps out of the hall.

For a second, she forgot all about Luke and how he had come home for his break.

Without thinking about it, she got up, pulled on a robe, and she didn't bother glancing at herself in her full-length mirror.

She saw him coming out of the washroom, so she tilted her head to the side. He turned back to her, and his eyes got bigger.

Lots of men looked at her this way. Having Luke study her body sent that same thrill of excitement running along her frame. No, it wasn't quite the same, she decided. This was better.

"How’d you sleep?"

"Fine," he said, although his eyes still didn't meet her gaze. Instead, his focus seemed to drift back down toward her chest.

Curious and feeling playfully naughty, she shifted her arm, which let the robe fall an inch or two. She revealed more of her cleavage. Simultaneously, she watched her boy and saw how his eyes flickered just a little bit wider. Not only back, she noticed the red heat play along his cheeks. He was trying so hard not to notice her amazing body, but he couldn't help himself. He was just like all of the other men she encountered.

Kelsey surprised herself by reveling in the attention.

"That's good to hear," she said. "Hey, do you think you do me a favor?"

"I'm kind of busy," he said.

"I know, but there's a lot of laundry that needs to be done. Can you take care of that?"

Right away, she could tell that he was going to politely decline. Maybe he would have mentioned something about how he had something to check on or maybe he was going to meet up with some of his old friends. Only then, she shifted her robe again, revealing even more of her breasts. Maybe he could even see the side of one of her nipples…

His gaze froze, but his mouth moved as he said, "Yeah, yeah, I can take care of the laundry."

"Good boy," she said, readjusting her robe to cover her chest. She turned around, headed back into her bedroom, and grinned ferociously.

Down in the laundry room on the first floor, Luke could hardly believe this. In theory, he didn't mind helping out. He could do chores, but there was something about the laundry that bothered him. A tickle of excitement made his heart faster when he picked up a pair of jeans and tossed it into the washing machine. He had hesitated for a moment, lifting it up and studying the narrow lines and curves of denim.

Frankly, this looked like something one of the college girls would wear, not something his mom was supposed to put on. Forcing himself not to think about it, Luke picked up some socks and threw them in next.

But after that, he pulled out a pair of black panties. There were small, sleek, and sexy. Just as importantly, he knew that his mom had worn these. Kelsey had worn these…

For a second, there was this instinct to bring them closer to his nose, to inhale, to pick up on the aroma of her arousal. Had she masturbated while wearing these panties?

His fingers tightened, and he threw the panties down into the washing machine. He turned it on, spun around, and walked away.

Kelsey enjoyed this.

Maybe a small voice told her it was wrong, but lots of parents wondered how to compel their children to do chores and run errands. Finally, Kelsey had figured it out. Just by leaning forward or flashing a little, flirtatious smile, she could get Luke do whatever she wished.

Well, he did whatever she wanted most of the time.

After he excused himself to go to his bedroom for a little while, he seemed more reluctant, like he could resist her charms. What was it? What was going on?

Curious, she decided to sneak up to his bedroom door, and she pressed her ear against it. At first, she genuinely expected to hear the rhythmic sound of breathing or snoring.

Instead, there was this rhythmic sound of pumping, of grunting and gasping.

Luke was busy pleasuring himself.

Okay, she thought. That made sense. He could resist because he had relieved that tension.

So what was she going to do about it?

Kelsey hadn't expected this question to pop into her head, except a different kind of curiosity compelled her to find out for herself. For now, she had to be patient.

On one of those random days when he went out to go see some of his old friends, Kelsey snuck into his bedroom. She opened his laptop and sat down. At first, she figured she wouldn't be able to get anything useful. There’d be a password on this machine, right?

Nope. Actually, it was incredibly easy. Kelsey turned it on, and she saw the desktop there with a bunch of different icons all at once.

Okay, so he didn't use a password, but his favorite files would be locked away or hidden somewhere, right?

Her eyes immediately went to one of the file icons: Boring Stuff.

"Really?" Kelsey asked with a little giggle. Then again, her boy had been off at university for the last couple of years. He had probably enjoyed a lot of privacy. No one was going to check his laptop, so he didn't really need to worry.

Only now, she placed her hand on the mouse, she brought the arrow over to Boring Stuff, and she double clicked. Soon enough, dozens of different video files appeared.

At first, she didn't know exactly what she was seeing, not until the thumbnails finished loading. She pressed her lips together and soon found herself smiling. Kelsey couldn't help herself, not when she saw the outlines of different guys. Most of them had broad shoulders, narrow waists, and muscled buttocks. Then there were the girls with their petite waists, their long hair, their pigtails, and those desperate expressions of need.

Kelsey looked like that sometimes, she knew.

Picking one at random, she opened the image.

In front of her, there was this girl with dark, shiny hair. She probably looked Asian. She was small and adorable as she stared up at a black guy who smiled down at her. There was little bit of stubble along his cheeks, and now he seemed to take his time as he lowered himself down. They were both naked; his big black cock was ready for this girl.

She was already wet, already excited. He pushed into her, and she started moaning.

Kelsey watched all five minutes of the clip. She didn't mean to do it, but she couldn't help herself. There was something intoxicating and entrancing about this clip.

Finally, it ended, the screen turned black, and Kelsey was tempted to do it again. She could just double click on that icon and watch it over and over…

At the same time, she ached to slide her hand down into her jeans. She wanted to feel her fingertips rub against her pubis before she got to her slit. Pressing her lips together into a tensed frown, Kelsey forced herself to try something else. She didn't know if it was curiosity or need. Either way, she needed to see more.

In the next video, there was a blonde girl, only she was down on her hands and knees. From one side, a powerful black man came at her, thrusting his cock into her. The recording started with this girl in this position. All at once, Kelsey saw her, and she could see guys imagining her as the sweet, innocent girl. She could be a cheerleader or maybe the president of the environmentalist society at her school.

But right then and there, another man stood in front of her. Well endowed, he stared at this girl with hungry intent. Then he grabbed her by her blonde tresses and yanked her head back. As she got rammed from behind, he shoved his cock up against her mouth.

Kelsey told herself she wasn't supposed to enjoy this. Yes, she had her lovers, but this was different. It was more primal, more powerful. At the same time, she knew this blonde girl was right there to satisfy and pleasure these men.

Over and over again, Kelsey told herself that she was going to exit the screen. She had no intention of watching. And yet, the moments passed, one after another, and she still didn't stop herself.

By now, she couldn't resist. Halfway through that second video, she slid her hand down. She unbuttoned her jeans, spread her legs, and soon had her hand down in her panties. She stroked her pussy. Her fingers caressed and played along her sex. She couldn't help herself! Hot, wild pleasure coursed through her body. Hardly blinking, she refused to look away. This girl sucked with her mouth even as she took that man behind her. He pumped into her, thrusting hard and fast. Together, the two guys seemed to set the rhythm as her lips and tongue worked furiously.

What would it be like for Kelsey? What if she was in a position like that?

Two thirds of the way through the video, Kelsey lost control and climaxed. She didn't think that was going to happen. She didn't think she was going to come so hard.

And yet, she had to close his laptop. She turned around, got up, and walked away. She took a shower. She tried not to think about what she had done, yet those first sparks refused to die. Even after that burst of relief, she wanted more.

This time, she was with a different man. Jerome was gorgeous.

She couldn't tell what it was about this man, not precisely. Maybe it was his smooth cheeks, the shape of his face, the fullness of his lips, or the way he studied her. When he locked his eyes on her, she could feel Jerome's intent. There was something amazing and unstoppable, animalistic, primal, and unyielding about this man. Then again, she didn't choose lovers who failed to impress her.

This made her think of Luke from time to time. He was such a sweet boy, but she suspected he’d always be a boy. Maybe that's why he didn't seem to be terribly happy in school. When he had to compete with all of those other young men, he simply couldn't succeed.

Kelsey wondered if she could keep him home.

But right there with Jerome, Kelsey knew she wasn't supposed to be thinking about her sweet boy.

"Should I make you come before you come again?" Jerome taunted her.

With her thoughts scattered, she could hardly understand what he meant. But at that moment, he had her naked, on that bed, ready to be taken.

"Yes," she breathed out.

"Say please," he instructed.

Some of her lovers could be selfish. So long as they knew how to get her off, it didn't really matter. But then, there were men like Jerome, powerful and predatory but also considerate. He understood what he craved, but he intended to make her come hard first.

"Please," she answered after swallowing down some of the nervous tension at the back of her throat.

His eyes shined with mischievous delight, but he slid back, spread her legs, lifted her knees, and gazed down at her pussy. Kelsey shivered with this mix of embarrassment and anticipation. She never quite knew what to do with men who could enjoy her pussy like this.

He slid his head forward, and she closed her eyes. At first, she had no problem focusing on Jerome. He nuzzled her inner thighs, gliding his lips, the tip of his nose, and his tongue along the left side of her inner thighs, that her right. Each flickering movement of damp heat made her shiver with yearning. Her face grew hot, her nipples stiffened, and little bumps appeared along the back of her neck and down her shoulders.

"You're gorgeous," he told her, his voice low and taut with undisguised lust.

"Yes," she said. "Yes. I, I want to be gorgeous. I want to be gorgeous for you."

He kissed her pussy. He pressed his lips down, and she knew what was going to happen in a few minutes. But first, he intended to get her ready. He could touch her, tease her, and bring her close. He could play with her, amplifying her desires.

At the same time, another thought popped into her head.

It was the image of her son, smiling without guile. At first, she just thought of him as a cute and innocent boy. Even now, he wanted to view himself as an adult, yet she saw the truth. Jerome and Marcus were real men. Her boy? Not so much. He had some really nice qualities, and he could be kind and sweet. Not only that, she enjoyed having him around the house. There was something really relaxing about knowing she could send him off to handle some of the chores.

And yet…

I shouldn't be thinking about him right now. I need to concentrate on Jerome. I need to think about Jerome and what he's doing. Yes, she savored the flickering motions of his tongue. With each maneuver, he pushed her steadily closer toward an orgasm. The desires built, swirling and spinning through her body, but it still wasn't quite enough.

And then, another image popped into her head.

Kelsey didn't know where it came from. She couldn't push it back either, no matter how hard she tried. And yet, some part of her didn't want to try. The attempts flailed in her mind as she let that picture crystallize.

She could be like one of the women in that file, Boring Stuff. She could be on her back, naked and ready for a guy like Jerome her Marcus.

As Jerome pushed his tongue down between the walls of her pussy, Kelsey reveled in that burst of heat. She couldn't help herself. The deluge flashed through her body, becoming more and more powerful.

She squirmed. She wiggled. She tensed and flexed her muscles uncontrollably as he continued to taunt her with flickering pleasure. This man knew exactly what he was doing. He knew how to play with her. Like all skilled lovers, he read her movements and adjusted the pace and rhythm of his tongue. Second by second, she lost herself.

He slowed down. Later, Jerome sped up, only to stop for one, two, three infuriating seconds. Right when she thought the frustration would overwhelm her, Jerome started licking again. He started out fast. Then he slowed it down again.

She flexed her toes, shoved her heels down against the mattress, and she told herself she was going to stay quiet. She told herself that she wasn't going to make any sounds. No, Luke wasn't in the house, but she still had to be careful.

Right?

She couldn't allow herself to indulge. If she messed up here, she might forget herself later. At least, that's what she told herself as this man continued to tease her.

Then he pulled away, and she raised her head. Eyes wide, she stared down the length of her body. Their eyes met, and she saw his gorgeous face all over again. "You want more?"

"You're teasing me," she accused.

"Am I?" Jerome shot back.

A jolt of aggravation ran through her body, yet there was nothing she could do about it. She understood this, especially when he dipped his head back down. His cheeks brushed along her inner thighs, and he kissed her, lapping his tongue along her pussy once, twice, three times. Then he dove down again, pushing into her.

She loved it! She basked in each and every second of his attention.

"Yes, please. Please, give it to me. Give it to me!" Kelsey squealed out at the top of her lungs. The sounds bounced off of the walls. She told herself it didn't matter. Luke wasn't home. He wasn't in the house. He was out running chores or messing around with some of his old friends. She didn't know one way or the other, but she couldn't care.

She clenched her eyes shut. Seconds later, she grabbed onto the pillow, crushing the soft padding beneath her tensed fingertips. She locked her hands as hard as she could. "Yes. More! Give it to me!" She screamed; she knew how she sounded, but that didn't matter. She didn't care. She couldn't worry.

Without seeing what was going on, she screamed out again and again. She emptied her lungs, shouting with everything she had as the orgasm overwhelmed her. By now, each flickering movement scent of fresh spirals of need rolling through her body. It felt like tornadoes buried deep within her body, yet they moved so fast. They were so hot. Those infernos blazed, and she quickly lost herself.

Then he pulled his head up, and his eyes locked on to hers. "We both know that was just the beginning."

Under most circumstances, Kelsey knew how to take control. She was a beautiful woman who understood how to tease, flirt, and influence the men around her. It could be so easy, but right then and there, she was spent. Not only that, she realized her body was capable of more. Even if her limbs had gone weak, Kelsey didn't care. She couldn't worry about that, not here, not now, not with this powerful man lifting himself up onto his hands and knees.

"How, how do you want me?" Kelsey asked.

"Spread your legs and lift your knees," he instructed.

He would be on top of her, holding her down, claiming her for himself.

It didn't matter if they didn't have an "official" relationship. They were lovers, she was gorgeous, and this man had his instincts. He would satisfy himself now, and she would be grateful for the opportunity!

He climbed up on top of her as she grabbed her knees, tightening her fingers along those curves. Kelsey closed her eyes, and he had his cock right there between her legs.

By now, her body had relaxed. She had no problem taking him. He was big. Very big. He would have frightened most other men, especially the pathetic white boys who frequently tried to hit on her. Sure, those guy had some understanding of the competition, but they never truly understood what a man like Jerome could do with a woman like Kelsey.

Jerome pushed down, sliding into her inch by inch. He took his time.

Kelsey almost wished he would speed up, but that was the point. He was so close now, and he closed his eyes for just a second. When they opened again, he was looking down at her.

"Right now, you’re mine," he promised.

"Yes," she agreed. She couldn't think of anything else. "Yes. I, I belong to you!"

He grabbed her hair. His fingers slid through those soft tresses, and he took a fistful of those strands. Jerome’s fingers tensed, and she knew she wouldn't be able to get away. He was bigger and stronger. He was a powerful specimen, so he could do whatever he liked.

Kelsey could feel all of this and so much more deep within her core. It was programmed into her DNA, especially when he pushed down and started to pull back.

Soon, another firestorm blazed into existence right between her legs. The heat splashed into the rest of her body, spreading up her torso, along her spine, and blazing behind her eyes. That same heat coursed along her arms and legs, making her fingers tighten, her toes curled, and her muscles lock.

He pumped her, thrusting, plowing, claiming her.

He growled with wild satisfaction.

This time, Kelsey couldn't even think about trying to hold it back. She screamed out, emptying her lungs all over again. She was panting, sucking in air, and crying out with animal need, only to do it again and again. Soon, she completely lost herself. The heat overwhelmed her, and then it was done.

He pulled back and looked down into her. Vaguely, she remembered his throbbing cock, his grunt of satisfaction, and the possessive look on his face. In that moment, she had belonged to him, but now he threw his head back, and he laughed as the endorphins ran through his body. "That was amazing," he told her.

"You know what you're doing," she said.

"Hey, I hate to be rude, but I need to get going. Is that okay?"

"Absolutely," she said. "I can walk you out."

Kelsey grabbed her robe, pulled it over her shoulders, and drew it tight around her waist.

She and Jerome made their way out of the bedroom, down the stairs, and right to the front door. As she reached for the doorknob, it swung inward, and she jerked her hand back.

Luke.

In some ways, Luke would always be sweet and somewhat innocent. Kelsey didn't know exactly how far he had gotten with his girlfriend, but Lucy always sounded like she had been the one who took control of their relationship. Then again, maybe that was just her imagination.

For a second, Kelsey seriously hoped this boy wouldn't be able to figure out what happened even as his eyes jumped from this tall, powerful black man to Kelsey herself. Of course, her hair was messed up, and her robe technically covered her, yet it revealed so much as well…Knowing she had to speak, Kelsey said, "Luke. You’re home." No, those words weren't especially articulate, nor did they hide anything.

Regaining an iota of composure, Kelsey continued, "I was just showing my friend out. Luke, this is Jerome. Jerome, this is Luke."

"Nice to meet you," Jerome said. He towered over Kelsey's boy.

"You too," Luke said.

Probably feeling very allergic to the awkwardness of the situation, Jerome smiled, dipped his head down in a quick, gentlemanly bow, and he disappeared out onto the walkway. As the door closed behind him, Luke turned back to Kelsey.

His mouth opened, only then he stopped himself. She didn't know what he was going to say, not exactly. Sure, she could try to guess, but her pulse quickened, and there was that little flush along her cheeks.

Then her eyes dipped down, and she saw something else. He was hard! She didn't mean to notice; it wasn't intentional, but this boy's cock pushed up against his pants, tenting them with his bulge. No, he wasn't as impressive as a guy like Jerome or Marcus, but that erection was noticeable nonetheless.

In half a second, Kelsey started to giggle, only to stop herself. She brought her hand up to her mouth, covering the tension that pulled at her lips. No, she wasn't going to smile. She wasn't going to giggle either.

Kelsey understood how sensitive a boy like Luke could be.

"I, I need to get my room," he told her. He rushed back toward his room, practically sprinting as he leaped from one stared to the next. She turned and watched him go.

At that moment, Kelsey knew she needed to return to her own bedroom, maybe take a shower, get changed, and let go of this particular encounter. It had been adorably awkward, but it could have been so much worse.

And yet, there was another little flicker of heat as something occurred to her.

Maybe if Luke had stayed around, she would have been able to resist to the urge. Then again, she strolled back into the kitchen for just a moment. Yes, he had washed the dishes a while ago, but they had stacked up again. She didn't feel like dealing with it. Frankly, Kelsey never wanted to do those domestic tasks.

But Luke was really good at them…

Again, that half-conceived idea popped into her head. It wasn't a plan, not exactly. If anything, this possibility existed like a series of potential images that played behind her eyes. She nibbled on the inside of her mouth, turned, and headed back out into the living room, then up the stairs.

Without meaning to, she moved very lightly, very quietly. While Luke practically stomped as he sprinted toward his bedroom, Kelsey moved with feline grace. She didn't make a sound, and soon she was right there in front of his bedroom door. She stopped. She couldn't hear anything, not at first.

Then she leaned a little bit closer, held her breath, and concentrated.

She could hear his heavy breathing, his panting. It was rhythmic as he slid his fingers along his cock. She tried to think of something else he might be doing. Running in place? Lifting weights?

No, she decided with a smirk. That wasn't her boy. Like most guys, he routinely decided he should work out and get fit. Then, like most guys, he gave up on those ambitions after a couple of days or weeks. No, he was doing something else.

Kelsey knew she should have been alarmed or disgusted. Instead, she started to silently giggle. She felt like some naughty girl as she listened to her boy masturbate. He was jerking off and there, seated at the edge of his computer, gliding his palm up and down as he enjoyed images of petite girls getting hammered by big, powerful men like Jerome.

Obviously, Luke knew or at least suspected. The idea was there inside of his head, and now she wondered if Luke was thinking about her.

Again, the possibility should have horrified her.

It didn't.

Instead, there was a flutter of excitement. She thought of her boy; apparently, he understood his own insufficiencies.

And now, Kelsey began to figure out exactly what she wanted to do with this boy. Young men always had trouble finding themselves, but she could help. A wicked little smile tugged the corners of her mouth as she tipped her head down. Yes, a plan was definitely forming. This time, she didn't stifle those thoughts. She followed them to their logical conclusions.

This was going to be fun.

The next day, Kelsey was back in the dining room. She stared down at her phone screen, and she absentmindedly swiped along her feet as she considered the different events, updates, comments, and reactions. She read a few different headlines, but none of the information really stuck. Instead, she was waiting for that one sound.

The front door opened and closed.

Yes!

Luke just left.

She had given him a variety of tasks, so he’d be gone for a while. Closing her eyes, she lowered her phone down to the table. Then she crept forward. She looked out through the window, and she saw his car was gone.

Puffing out her cheeks, Kelsey wondered if she was really going to do this.

Yes. The answer popped into her head immediately. She waited for the ambivalence, for some rush of guilt, but it didn't arrive. Instead, she made her way upstairs, opened his bedroom door and went straight for his laptop.

At first, she worried that maybe he had installed a password or some other locking mechanism. Instead, she turned on the computer, it hummed to life, and there was the desktop once again. It looked exactly the same. Her eyes immediately jumped to that one spot with the Boring Stuff file.

Kelsey rested her hand on the keyboard, used the mouse to highlight the file, and brought her fingertip up to the Delete key. She had never done anything like this before. It was invasive, and yet she thought about her boy and what she might be able to accomplish here.

She tapped the button, confirmed the process, and deleted all of those videos. Within the span of a few seconds, they were gone.

That evening, Luke sat down at the small desk in his childhood bedroom. He opened his laptop, and everything seemed normal, only he glanced at the spot where he left his Boring Stuff file.

That part of the desktop was empty.

His brows creased. He started scanning through the other icons thinking that maybe he had accidentally shifted things around. Maybe they had been alphabetized or reorganized based on when they were last modified. No. He went through each and every icon, but this file was gone!

Luke locked his teeth together, frustrated as he considered this. Yes, he could go online to enjoy himself, but that seemed riskier somehow.

Then again, he smirked and shook his head. He didn't know what was going on here, but it didn't really matter, did it? There were so many different websites he could use. Smiling to himself, he decided to indulge just a little bit before he got started. Luke reached his hand down into his pants, and he slid his fingers along his cock. He started stroking his manhood, savoring the feel even as he started to picture a man with some cute girl.

The girl would be cute, sexy, and anonymous. Without trying he visualized the man: Jerome.

Luke didn't mean to do it. It wasn't intentional.

Unfortunately, Luke led a pretty insular life, meaning he didn't encounter lots of different people on a daily basis. Sure, he might see taller, broader or stronger men out at the grocery store or on the street, but there had been something different about Jerome. Maybe it was that predatory smirk, like this was an alpha male could truly take whatever he wanted. He wasn't like Luke; he wasn't the kind of guy who had to try to be nice or kind. Women would want him; they’d be attracted to him no matter how he behaved.

Forcing his eyes open, Luke immediately clicked on the web browser's icon.

As normal, it opened. Then he typed in the name of his favorite clip site, and the loading icon appeared. It twirled and spun. It twirled and spun. It kept twirling and spinning. He stared at it, confused until his eyes darted down to the bottom right of the screen.

The Wi-Fi icon had been crossed out.

He clicked on it quickly, frustrated as he tried to figure out what was going on. Obviously, his computer couldn't connect to the internet. But why not? Luke may have enjoyed a reasonable degree of computer literacy, but he wasn't an expert by any stretch. He never took any computer science classes, and he wasn't one of those boys who enjoyed watching YouTube tutorials about how he could fix different problems with his devices.

Frustrated, he rolled his chair back, he got up, and he rushed out into the hallway. He made his way down the steps, and that's when he called out, "Hey, any idea what's going on with the Wi-Fi?"

"Sorry, but it's not working!" Kelsey called out to him.

He kept walking. Without thinking, he made his way back into the dining room. There was his mom; she was looking down at her phone.

Her phone!

But then Kelsey glanced up, and she saw it again: his erection. He glanced down toward his crotch, he followed the line of her eyes, and he realized what she just noticed. With his face blushing, he quickly spun around. "I, I just need to take care of something. Something for school."

Kelsey did her best to stifle her smile. For school? Really? The term was over, and he had already told her that he turned in all of his projects.

"Sorry," she said. "You know what the phone connections are like here. Basically, if you want to get a signal, you have to do it in the dining room. You can grab a seat if you want."

"I, I don't think I'm going to be able to use my phone," he said. "It has to be my laptop." Luke must have realized how lame that excuse sounded, but she nodded along anyway.

"I'll make a call to see what I can do," she said. She didn't sound concerned.

Locking his teeth together, Luke turned around, and he lumbered back up the stairs. Seconds later, he threw himself down on his bed.

He could still masturbate, he knew.

Luke slid his hand down into his pants, and he started to stroke the underside of his balls before slipping his fingertips up to the base of his cock. After that, he gripped his shaft.

He tried to think about his favorite clips.

Somehow, the images refused to crystallize behind his eyes or between his ears. Instead, Luke kept thinking about someone else. First, it was Jerome. Then it was someone else… Kelsey.

He thought about her big breasts. He thought about how it would feel to glide his hands along her nipples. Obviously, something like that wouldn't happen. It didn't have anything to do with their relationship, however. It was something else, something more insidious.

He wasn't big enough. He wasn't strong enough. If he pulled out his cock, he knew there was no way he could compete with a guy like Jerome.

Luke wouldn’t have been able to satisfy her.

And then another thought occurred to him. As far as Luke knew, his mom didn't have a boyfriend. So what? Was Jerome just her lover? Was he the only one?

Probably not.

Luke tried to push that thought aside, like he thought he could just ignore it, bury it, or somehow incinerate it.

Nope. The idea stuck with him. Not only that, he kept imagining his mom. He pictured her naked with those gorgeous breasts, her legs spread. And maybe some powerful guy like Jerome would climb on top of her. Maybe he would pull on her hair, choke her, or roll her onto her hands and knees.

Fighting hard, Luke didn't want to think about that. At least, that's what Luke kept insisting to himself. Despite his best efforts, the images persisted. Not only that, his shaft felt so hard! In the palm of his hand, his member remained tight and stiff with desperation. With each second, he knew it would have been theoretically easy to just pull his hand away. He could stop at any moment. He didn't have to do this.

And yet, the need was right there.

"Luke?" Kelsey called as she knocked on his bedroom door.

In at first instant, Luke honestly thought this was just his imagination. There was no way his mom was actually knocking on his bedroom door. She wasn't standing just a few feet away, out in the hall…

"What is it?" Luke called out, his voice tight with some strange mix of fear and frustration.

"I was just wondering if you don't mind if I bring a guest over tonight?"

"A guest?"

"Yeah. I was thinking of inviting Daniel over."

Daniel? Who was Daniel? Although Luke probably should’ve asked those questions, he didn't care. Instead, he heard this woman's voice, and there was something so alluring, so enticing about those sounds even as they were muffled by the door between them. "That's fine!" Luke finally hollered back.

"Okay. I think you're really going to like him."

She headed back down the hall, and he thought he heard the sound of her bedroom door closing.

Daniel. Luke didn't know exactly what this man would look like. Even so, he still imagined his big, black cock, his powerful build, strong shoulders, and meaty biceps. Luke lost himself to those fantasies because it was so easy to imagine this guy pushing his mother down, claiming her, and pumping his cock into her.

In spite of everything he wanted to believe about himself, Luke lost control. He arched his back, squeezed his shaft, and surrendered to that blaze of pleasure. The need morphed into satisfaction as he kept his eyes clenched shut. In the dark of his imagination, he saw Kelsey, her lips parted as she moaned. He imagined the noises she could make as a guy like Daniel or Jerome pumped into her again and again. She'd scream with pleasure!

When he finally pulled his hand out from his pants, he realized he had come. Hard.

The next day, she pulled on a pair of tight little shorts and a pale pink tank top. When Luke saw her, he didn't know what to think. In fact, he found himself not thinking at all. Instead, he just stared.

Kelsey asked Luke to help her around the house, and he obeyed.

More than two hours went by before he realized something; she wasn't doing anything. Instead, she just gave him one task after another. In the meantime, she hovered around, leaning forward or bending over.

Even with this realization, Luke couldn't do anything about it. In fact, he spent most of his time trying and failing to hide his unimpressive bulge. Realistically, Luke understood that he wasn't especially small. He didn't think of himself as pathetic. And yet, he had watched those videos. He had seen the clips again and again, so he knew how big a guy could be. He understood how impressive those other men could look, especially when they were really turned on.

After working through most of the day, the house was spotless.

And when Kelsey finally glanced around and decided he was done, she came approached her boy, wrapped her arms around him, and pulled him up against his chest.

He tried not to notice the deliciously soft give of her breasts or at the tight seal of her waist. He tried not to enjoy it. But what about his bulge? Did she notice it? Did she feel his erection?

Kelsey nudged him back, cupped his cheeks, and looked down into his eyes. "Luke, I want you to know that I'm really proud of you. Now, are you ready to be a good host for our guest?"

"Sure," he said.

"I'm glad," she told him. Kelsey pulled him close again. It was another hug—another tantalizing embrace. If anyone else saw this, it would have looked wholesome enough, but Luke couldn't help himself. He inhaled, caught the aroma of her perfume, and it was positively addictive. Or maybe it was the feel of her hair right there against his fingertips.

"You've been such a good little helper for me. At this rate, I might not let you go back to school," she teased. Then she winked like it was just a joke. "Anyway, I should go take a shower."

For just a second, Luke imagined this beautiful woman standing in the shower with hot water trickling down her naked body. Her hair would be plastered to the back of her head. She could lift her arms, showing off her breasts...

"Are you okay?" Kelsey asked. He thought he heard a hint of amusement in her voice, but that had to be his imagination.

"Yeah," he said. "Yeah—yeah, I'm fine."

Only a few minutes later, Luke found himself pacing back and forth. He couldn't believe this. He couldn't believe what was happening. It should have been impossible. It should have been so, so impossible! And yet, those thoughts and urges persisted. At the same time, he knew that if he started touching himself again, he’d picture Kelsey and her lover. Maybe it would be Jerome. Maybe it would be some other black guy. He didn't know, and he didn't want to risk it.

He just had to get through tonight, Luke thought. If he could make it through the next couple of hours, then everything would be okay. After all, it wasn't like she brought her lovers home every night or something.

But what if she did it during the day?

His cock hardened even more. Luke tried to control himself, to get his body to relax, yet it stubbornly refused to cooperate. Worse, he couldn't stop thinking about his mom, her gorgeous makeover, or the man she might be with tonight.

Eventually, Luke managed to get himself to relax. He did this by thinking about the other possibilities. Maybe her friend, Daniel, wouldn't be as intimidating as Jerome. Maybe this really was just a guy, and everything would be normal again. Besides, Luke wasn't going to hug his mom. He wasn't going to check out her ass or study her chest. He could control himself, he silently insisted. No, Luke didn't know whether or not this was really true, yet it hardly mattered.

Eventually, he left his room and went downstairs.

"Hey," Kelsey said. She had showered, tied her hair back into this elaborate French braid, and put on her makeup. Not only that, she was now wearing a tight, little red dress. It clung to her curves, it was so short, and it had that plunging neckline.

When he saw her, his eyes widened. He basked in the sight of this woman. As hard as he tried, Luke couldn't help but respond. In that moment, he wanted to be close to her. He wanted to do anything she said.

Luckily for him, she had some commands ready. "You know, I don't really feel like cooking. How do you feel about taking care of the steaks? Do you still remember how to handle them?"

"Yeah," he said, nearly breathless.

"Good boy," she replied. "Get to it."

He scurried into the kitchen, found the groceries in the fridge, and he got to work. A few minutes later, Kelsey came back into the kitchen, and she checked on him. She hovered nearby, and he wanted to tell her to leave; he wanted to tell her that she had to get out, like this was unacceptable. And yet, it was her house! That meant he couldn't tell her where to go or what to do.

Sure, this was infuriating, but he worked on defrosting the peas, pulling out the plates, grilling the steaks, and making sure everything would be ready.

He felt like her servant. Or maybe it was different than that; maybe he felt like her slave.

On some level, Luke felt like there should be some reward or payoff. If he did this for her, then she would reward him, right? Wrong. They weren't dating. She didn't owe him anything!

As he worked, Luke managed to focus completely on the task at hand. That's when the doorbell rang.

"I'll get it," Kelsey said helpfully. She smiled, and he watched her leave the kitchen. As her high heels clicked against the tiled floor, he checked out her tiny waist, her cute ass, and the way her legs flexed with each stride. Then she glanced over her shoulder, and their eyes met.

The moisture drained away from his mouth. He tried to swallow, but he failed completely.

With another little smirk, she knew exactly what he had been thinking. She knew exactly what he had been doing!

Wishing he could hide from his own incompetence, Luke didn't know what to think. Instead, he focused again on his work. He only had to get through this, he told himself.

Kelsey greeted her guest; soon the two of them headed into the dining room. He could hear them talking. As he eavesdropped, Luke worked hard to make some inference or guess based on the sounds of their voices. Unfortunately, he couldn't pick out any specific details. There weren't any telltale remarks, nothing easy or obvious he could use to figure out who this man might be.

Eventually, Luke finished. He plated their dinners, and he brought them out into the dining room.

That's when he saw the two of them, seated close together. She was giggling, and she had her hand on his bicep. His hand was underneath the table, and it was easy to imagine this man gliding his fingertips up along her inner thighs before gently stroking her panties. Or maybe he slid his hand around the soft satin of her underwear.

"Luke," she said, chiding her boy. "You're staring." His mouth was open; after another second, he managed to close it.

"Sorry," he said. And yet, he hadn't been able to help himself. This guy was gorgeous with his dark skin, his vibrant eyes, his strong jaw, and those solid shoulders. It was easy to imagine why Kelsey would be into him.

Most girls would thirst for the chance to be with him.

Then she blushed, and Luke had a sinking suspicion that this guy really was fingering his mom right there at the dinner table.

Even so, Luke couldn't turn away. He couldn't even excuse himself! He sat down, and he tried to eat.

For the first few minutes, they ignored the food. Eventually, Daniel cut off a piece of the steak, jabbed it with his fork, and lifted it up toward Kelsey's mouth. "Thank you, Daniel," she said, giggling like a horny coed. She chewed and swallowed. Then he leaned forward, and he kissed her. He ran his fingers through her hair, took a firm grip, and tilted her head back. They were making out hard right there in front of Luke.

He should’ve been able to turn away. He should have been able to just get up and leave. And yet, something compelled him to stay there. By this point, he wasn't even eating.

"I'm hungry for something better than a steak," Daniel said, practically growling those words.

"We can go upstairs if you wish," she said.

"Yes," he told her. Daniel rose to his feet. Luke remained right there at his seat. He watched. He still couldn't tear his eyes away.

Kelsey got up as well, and she started to follow Daniel. Just as she was about to leave the dining room, she stopped, glanced over her shoulder, and asked, "Would you like to come and watch?"

His eyes widened, and his brain stopped.

She chortled, sauntered back up to him, and touched the underside of his chin. "Daniel is going to have a lot of fun with me. You could watch. Maybe you’d learn something?" She giggled and shook her head from side to side. "Oh, sorry. That's not really fair, now is it? We both know he's always going to be way, way bigger than you. Even so, you can watch? You can watch and have some fun. You'd like that, wouldn't you, Luke?"

"I, I…" He worked at it, but the sentence refused to form. Normally, he could speak without thinking, but right then and there, this beautiful woman in her red dress stood over him, and she leaned down just a little more, so his eyes slid to her cleavage. He studied the contours of her breasts and marveled at how beautiful, how tempting she was.

"Just think about it, Luke. You can come up, watch, and become a sweet, cuckold for me."

"Cuckold?"

"That's right. You don’t need to go back to school. You can just stay here and serve me and my lovers. Would you like that? You'll cook, clean, and take care of all of those boring, nasty little chores that are beneath me anyway."

"I don't know…"

"Don't you want to come up? Don't you want to watch?"

"Yes…" Luke breathed out.

She reached out and took him by his hand. In that moment, he knew he could yank his fingers away from her grip, but he didn't do it. Instead, followed. He followed this beautiful woman right up into the bedroom.

Daniel was waiting. Kelsey let go, and her boy stayed off to the side.

Daniel grabbed her, picking her up by her hips. He threw her onto the bed, and she giggled as she landed. She kicked off her shoes, and he pounced, kissing her and holding her down.

Luke watched all of this. He pushed his fingers down into his palms, made a pair of fists, and refused to slide his hand into his pants. For now, he knew he might lose control at any moment. This was too intense, too powerful…

They were kissing like that for a few seconds, maybe a minute. Then she sat up, and he grabbed the hem of her skirt, lifting it up and peeling it off of her.

That's when Luke saw her black bra and matching panties. She looked so amazing, way hotter than Lucy could have ever been! With the desperation pounding through his body, he watched as Daniel pulled down her panties. Then he started fingering her as he kissed her. His lips played along her mouth, then down her neck. From there, he pulled both of his hands back up, and now he yanked the bra off of her. Daniel may have torn something; maybe he shredded the fabric, but Kelsey obviously didn't care.

When it came to a man like Daniel, thick and strong, he could do whatever he liked!

With Kelsey naked, he dropped his head down. His hands played along her flanks, gently caressing her with his strong, powerful hands. At the same time, however, he started licking her nipples. He buried his face between her breasts, slid to the left, used his tongue, and pivoted to the right just a few seconds later. She moaned, and Luke listened. At the same time, he understood what was happening here. This woman was taking control. She’d be able to tell him what to do. She could keep him in this house. He wouldn't be able to leave. He would be trapped by her seductive instincts and his own desires.

Daniel brought his hand back up between her legs. She spread her knees, lifting her heels, and moaned as he started fingering her.

"Please," she panted out. "Please, don't make me wait. I can't wait. I can't take this!"

An unyielding grin parted his lips as he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. He didn't even bother stripping, not really.

Claiming her, Daniel plunged it down into her. She cried out, gasping with wild desperation as Luke continued to watch. He couldn't turn away, nor could he shut his eyes! Maybe a small voice at the back of his head told him he had to try. He ignored it.

This was too intense! It felt too amazing!

This stranger pumped his mom, working her hard and fast for a few seconds, a few minutes. Luke lost all track of time.

"Let's give the kid a show," Daniel grunted.

Luke didn't understand what that meant, not until he pulled away. His cock, round and thick, glistened with her juices. The excitement shined along his length even as he ordered, "Get on your hands and knees."

Kelsey obeyed. She scurried into position, dropping her elbows down, spreading her legs, and looking right at Luke. Daniel came up behind her. He had one hand on her hip and the other on the base of his shaft. He aimed his cock, pushed forward, and thrust right into her. Her eyes rolled back, and she started moaning all over again. She couldn't help herself; the sounds reverberated through her body.

Even so, she managed to open her eyes again and looked back at her boy. He was watching this, and now his hand dipped down between his legs. He was touching himself, rubbing himself, enjoying every second of this. And just like that, she knew she had him.

He’d be her little servant boy, her special helper. He’d obey all of her commands, and when he really did a good job, she would let him watch this. She had him, and she didn't have to let him go.

Taking another eager breath, Kelsey lifted her head right as Daniel grabbed her hair and pulled. Her eyes rolled back. A mixture of ambition, pleasure, and pain combined to create this unstoppable cocktail deep within her frame. She lost control completely. The pleasure exploded through her body as Daniel started throbbing. His shaft pulsated with fresh ways of intensity.

That he jerked back, growled, and shook his head. "That was perfect," he said.

He glanced back at Luke, like he was just seeing him for the first time. "Anyway, I should get going."

Naked, Kelsey grabbed one of the sheets and pulled it up. Her boy had taken his hand out of his pants. Apparently, he had finished too.

Even so, he stood there, his eyes downcast.

Kelsey reconsidered the sheet and let it fall. Daniel had left. Now it was just her and Luke, so she stepped forward. "Luke," she said. "I love you, and I'm going to have so much fun having you around. This is going to be perfect."

He looked up at her and nodded. It didn't matter what anyone else said or thought. He knew where he belonged, right here with this woman—he was hers. He was Kelsey’s boy.

The End
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